
        
            
                
            
        

    
BRANDING BEAUTY
Penal Colony – Volume 3

 
Diana Philbrick
 

© Copyright Diana Philbrick
 
The right of Diana Philbrick to be identified as the author of this book has been asserted in accordance with Section 77 and 78 of the Copyrights and Patents Act 1988.

 

All rights reserved.
 

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, including xerography, photocopying, and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval system, is forbidden without the written permission of the author.
 
All characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination of the author and have no relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the same name or names. They are not even distantly inspired by any individual known or unknown to the author, and all incidents are pure invention.

 
This electronic book published by 4Play Press
4Play Press is an imprint of Fiction4All
www.a1adultebooks.com



 







Penal Colony 3 – Branding Beauty

 

I suffer          for you

Then feel             …joy

Inscribed above the stable at Purgatory Plantation, Dominica, American Penal Colony.
Origin-unknown. Reason for the unusual spacing of the words-unknown.

 

After seven years the American Penal Colony in the Caribbean was old news. People now accept the controversial exiling of convicts, men and women. More than accept it, they consider the self-governing Colony an inspired solution to the centuries-old problem of penitentiaries.
Many attribute this widespread public acceptance to the government's ban on Colony visitation and its refusal to interfere in the islands' internal affairs. This hands-off policy has been roundly criticized by some, but most Americans agreed, happy to remain ignorant of any abuse. The hard economic times made it especially difficult to feel much sympathy for criminals.
The results were shockingly predictable. Ruthless gangs and then warlords took control of the islands and began to engage in every form of depravity including the trafficking of drugs and weapons. With no law, even slaves especially beautiful females began to appear on the islands to meet the insatiable demand for sex. After a few years, the mob moved in and took control of most Colony businesses, imposing its own brand of ruthlessness.
One of the businesses to survive the mob was Purgatory Plantation. It had in a few years, with the help of their Russian Bratva partners, cornered the market on human trafficking worldwide. The U.S. mobs grudgingly accepted the Plantation as a value-added, high-quality provider of this most valuable product and left it alone.







Pilar

 

Is this a dream, a nightmare? Am I dead? It all seems so terribly real, yet too terrible to actually be real. Is this Hell...? How would I know?
I keep replaying my last memories desperately trying to some clue, something that fits, that explains my...incredible circumstances. One moment I was happily marching with my friends in the streets of Havana, raucously protesting with them some stupid government policy to reduce student subsidies; the next moment I’m hanging by my wrists in this dark room...naked.
Was there a blow to my head? I seem to recall a moment of stunning pain before the ground rose up and knocked me unconscious. The ground rose up...? Could the police have shot me with something that caused unconsciousness...perhaps a rubber bullet? One of them had pointed at me...could he...?
Does it matter? I am here now, suffering. I can't see anything for the darkness, but I can hear and feel the other girls. Feel isn’t exactly the right word; we are jammed into a tiny space, pushed up against each other so tightly that it is literally hard to breathe. I wait for those around me to exhale so that I can fill my own lungs.
 The hard nipples of the girl behind are pressed against my bare back; I can feel the roundness of her mound grinding into my ass, the smooth skin of her bare thighs on my legs. The billowing hair of the girl in front is in my mouth; some of it has slipped down my throat making me gag every few seconds.
Even the sounds in the room are from hell. There is constant moaning--a bewailing of our inhuman bondage. Surprisingly, there is little talk. Our reality is pain and the terror of the unknown...what could we possibly talk about under these conditions? It is as if our desire to communicate with each other has been stripped away with our clothes. I can discern an occasional word in English and Spanish, sometimes Portuguese, even some Haitian Patois; but none of it provides any information only a constant pleading for release. It’s as if we are waiting to be admitted into something…something horrible, but what? No one knows.
Every once in a while the door opens suddenly and one of us is quickly taken out, screaming, terrified of what waits beyond. The anticipation creates a gut-wrenching fear that stinks up the small space. I had not known that fear has its own smell.
I use my mind to stave off the panic, the insanity. What does await us outside? Who waits…? I wonder if they are human. Could one human do this to another? Am I still in Cuba... among my countrymen? It doesn't seem possible.
The tightness in my stomach grows into a dark foreboding that what lies outside is even worse than this room. I imagine a devil throwing our screaming bodies into hellfire that consumes us in never-ending pain. I pull hard on my wrist straps but they hold me like a pair of impossibly strong leather hands. This is no playful bondage game, no experimentation with a sexual taboo. This is captivity.
When my turn comes, I swoon at the touch of the creature's hands on my skin and awake to find myself laying in the sun on sand. My arms are outstretched, belted tightly to an unbending metal bar that presses hard into my shoulders. I can feel my ribs pressing against my lungs. I twist my body in mindless panic but only manage to kick up the sand under my feet and my legs.
My vision clears. A man sits behind a desk at the far end of the sand pit, watching me, chewing on a pencil as if in deep though. Two other men are down on one knee at the ends of my bar. One of them reached over and runs his hands over my body, feeling my ass, my breasts, my mound, the shape of my legs, my thighs. He takes my nipple between his fingers and twists it as if rolling a cigarette.
I scream and twist nearly fainting again with outrage. I am from a good family in Cuba; I attend the university; I am a person of substance. No one had ever touched me this way before. He pushes his finger inside my cunt and feels for my hymen then shakes his head at the man behind the desk who makes a notation as the first one wipes his wet finger on my ass cheek. I can feel the wetness in the gentle breeze.
Somehow I know what he is communicating--she's not a virgin. I feel a moment of shame. Fernando, a fellow student at the university, had taken my virginity months ago. What I don’t understand is the wetness. How could my vagina be wet?
“Too bad, still prime maybe even prime-plus,” the man at the desk says in English.
English? Why are they speaking English in Cuba? I wonder.
His kneeling friend considers for a moment, “Plus I would say, look at her face, her hair, her waist...all primo.”
“I agree,” the other answers making another notation on the paper. “Let's get her up,” he says without raising his eyes from the paper.
The two men stand and take positions on either side of the metal bar then lift. They are incredibly strong. I feel my body being lifted off the ground then dropped as the bar slips into holders in the pit's cement columns. I kick my feet trying to find a purchase, trying to relieve the terrible pain of my crucifixion.
The man at my side moves away, behind, out of my sight. Suddenly, I felt the pain of a lash on my back and I scream. He doesn’t stop at the sound...just continues to whip my writhing body. I can feel my toes curling and my feet pointing in anticipation of each stroke. I manage to scream words of surrender, to beg for mercy in Spanish and English, but it is as if they have no interest in anything I have to say. In the deepest recess of my rational mind I wonder again if these are Cuban interrogators. If so, why are they indifferent to my confession? Why are they speaking English?
This is moment I realize that my captors are not Cubans. I have not been simply knocked unconscious and taken to a Cuban prison. This whipping is beyond the Cuban morality, beyond anything I have ever imagined.
I stop thinking; the pain is too intense, too unbearable. It consumes my thoughts. I begin to fade out. I feel my body reacting to the pain, my mind numbs as if separating itself from the pain. It is as if I've been drugged...I embrace the oblivion.
The man behind suddenly pushes something into my cunt and holds it firmly in place. It is vibrating in a way that shocks me back into full consciousness then suddenly my body explodes. Wave after wave of irresistible convulsions shake me so violently that I know with certainty that I will not survive. My eyes roll into the back of my head and my mind becomes a place of pure feeling--no rational thought, none, interferes with the shuddering orgasm.
I emerge limp and weak. If it wasn't for my terrible suspension I would have collapsed into a heap on the floor. The man behind strikes me again with his whip then again then pushes the vibrator back into my cunt. I erupted again, even more forcefully than the first time. I can feel my clit squirting onto the ball in his hand. Impossible, I have never come so hard!
In a while, I open my eyes. Both men are standing by the desk talking.
“I think that's right,” the one holding the vibrator says, “Prime-plus for tactile response and the same for sexual response. Charles is going to want to check this one out personally.”
The other man makes hurried notes on the paper as my torturer and his assistant lift me off the columns and removes the bar. He pulls my limp arms behind and straps my arms behind with belts at my wrists and elbows then walks me slowly to a door where another pulls a hood over my head. I am led to a soft bed and chained to it at the neck and feet still hooded. I sleep as if I’m dead.
This is my first day in Purgatory.







The Young Prince

 
Michael Ruggeri walked off the prison ship feeling as if his life was over. How did it come to this? He wondered bitterly. How? So many unanswered questions… Why didn't his father help more? How could there be so much damning evidence against him? Why was his attorney so ineffectual? How could he have been so stupid?
And no bail! Everyone got bail especially for a non-violent crime like his. It was almost as if he had been railroaded. His father had been casual about it when they spoke. “Stay strong, Mike. We’ll get this taken care of soon. Trust me.”
“Trust me,” that was a laugh. Twelve years in prison! He would be nearly forty when they let him out of this place...half his life would be gone...the best years. All because he had trusted the old man, the famous Anthony Ruggeri.
It was his own fault--he was too dumb, too arrogant to check the firm's books himself. It was sheer stupidly to be going to jail for something he didn't even know about. His lawyer had tried to make the case that he was too stupid to know what his brokers and accountants had been doing; that he had been duped by his employees. No one had bought it. No one believed that the son of Anthony Ruggeri was too stupid to know that the firm was crooked. It was laughable, a laughable defense strategy...innocent by reason of stupidity. If he was on the jury, he would have found himself guilty.
He remembered how happy he had been when his father had asked him to take over the small investment firm a year ago when he'd graduated from business school. He thought it was the opportunity of a lifetime, a legitimate business that he could run on his own. His father had assured him that it was legitimate, completely separate from the family's other businesses. He wanted the family to branch into the investment business, he had said.
The family...a lot of good it did him to be a member of the infamous Ruggeri family. All of our money, our connections, all our influence had amounted to stugots...shit, at least as far as he was concerned.
“Ruggeri!” one of the guards called.
Michael turned and walked towards the man.
“Yeah…?”
“Someone here to meet you,” the guard said pointing towards a side door.
Michael hesitated. All the other prisoners in the processing hall were headed in the other direction. The guard shrugged his shoulders and walked away. Michael turned and went through the side door.
Maybe it's Uncle Vinnie, he thought. He was serving a fifteen year sentence for the murder-conspiracy of Sonny “Fat Boy” Katz. He had expected to link up with him after he had gotten settled in one of the male residences. Whatever, he thought bitterly, it's not as if I have someplace important to be.
Maybe Uncle Vinnie can help me get settled. He always liked him. In a house full of long faces, Vinnie's eyes always held a smile for him as if he knew something that everyone else was about to find out. He had been sad when they sent him away eight years ago. Now he was sad for himself.
“Mikey, over here,” someone called as soon as he stepped through the door into the Caribbean sunlight.
It was Frankie Angel, Angelino actually, but everyone called just called him Frankie Angel. The man walked up and embraced him with arms three feet long and a foot wide. Frankie was one of his uncle's men.  He had been convicted of actually shooting Fat Boy and was serving a life sentence in this hole.
“Hey, Frankie, how's it going?” Michael asked, trying to appear upbeat.
Frankie smiled broadly and took him in an enormous bear hug. The man seemed amazingly cheerful for someone serving a life sentence in Hell.
“I can't complain,” he answered with an enigmatic grin. “The weather down here is sure an improvement over Brooklyn.”
“And it looks as if you haven't suffered from the food either,” Michael added.
Frankie patted is wide stomach, “C’mon, your Uncle said to get you back as soon as possible. He's been looking forward to you comin' for months.”
“Months...?” Michael repeated, confused.
Why would be looking forward to him coming for months? The trial had just started two months ago. Frankie was already walking away and two goons that he recognized from the old days were falling in behind. They both nodded and Michael nodded back. Frankie was already walking down the narrow dusty street waving him along.
“We need an escort in this part of town,” Frankie said pointing back with his thumb. “We all carry around here. This section around the processing hall is shabby and dangerous. It's where most of the crazies live. We leave it this way so that visitors don't get the wrong idea about conditions here on Dominica.”
Michael looked around as they walked. The place looked and smelled like a toilet, like a hobo camp where no one had seen a shower in years. Michael naturally assumed that this was what life on the Colonies was like, a basic crude existence, worse than a third-world slum.
“Who's in charge around here, Frankie?” he asked curiously. “They told us that the Prison Council runs things, but from the looks of it they sure don't seem to be doing much of a job.”
“The Prison Council...?” Frankie repeated with snort. “Those fucking jerks couldn't find their assholes with a map. We run Roseau...at least the part that's worth running. The blacks and the spics control a few blocks and there are some other ethnic gangs…then a'course there's the dykes, the homos, the trannies, the women, etc. We got a lot of groups represented here, but they all listen to us.
“This area here is for derelicts, the exiles that no one else will put up with, the fucking rejects of a reject society. Like I said, the area around the processing hall is specifically reserved for them...we don't want the place to look too good when the PRA (Penal Reform Authority) jerks look out their windows.
“Don't worry, kid, we'll be out of it soon.”
He was right. In a few minutes they had cleared most of the slum and were passing through one reasonable neighborhood after another. Not that they were gentrified, but the buildings appeared clean and well-kept. At the street level were stores of all kinds. It reminded Michael of a commercial blue-collar neighborhood in the Bronx or Brooklyn sans the traffic.
“This place is like a real city,” Michael said, his voice full of surprise. “Where does all this stuff, the stuff in the stores, come from? And who has money to buy anything around here? This is a prison island, right?”
“You ain't seen nothin' yet, kid.”
At the edge of town was a steep hill with a stucco-covered wall at the top and a polished hardwood gate. Frankie labored to climb the steep grade with his 300-pound bulk while keeping up a steady stream of conversation.
“This is the Ruggeri Family compound,” he said. “Your uncle had it built a few years ago when there was more need for security.”
Michael scanned the wall as they got closer. It was thick and at least twenty feet tall. The thick gate seemed made of a local hardwood and he guessed virtually impenetrable. There was a set of stairs on the water side of the hill leading down to a dock where a fishing launch waited in the water. It looked as if the stairs had been replaced a few times.
“Hurricanes...,” Frankie said, anticipating his question. “They get pretty hairy down here. We just batten down the hatches in the compound and wait them out but the others, those down in the town... A lot of people get killed in the storms, even washed out to sea or buried in the mudslides.
“Course, a few people dying from a storm without any bodies being recovered is good for us; it covers up the enforcement work we need to do occasionally. The PRA politicians find it a convenient rationale for why some of the exiles down here don't ever report back for transportation home.”
Michael nodded his head. He had read that there was a big issue with the number of dead and missing people in the Colony, that the rate was nearly twice what it had been in the prisons.
They reached the gate.
Frankie turned to him, “You're gonna see some things inside the compound, kid, that are gonna surprise you. Don't worry about them for now. Your uncle will explain everything when you talk...tonight. He'll be back then. He's real excited about you being here.”
“Excited...?”
“Sure, he's been waiting for you for months.”
Michael was surprised again by the reference to “months.” How could he be waiting for him for months? He had just been convicted a few weeks ago. Why would he be anticipated for months?
“Hey, fuck-head, you gonna open this door or not,” Frankie screamed at the top of the wall.
Michael looked up. Two men on either side of the gate were looking down on them. They were both armed with M14 assault rifles.
“M14s?” he said, ignoring Frankie's warning about questions.
“It's a good weapon for this climate...rapid-fires a .30 caliber round with a lot of stopping power...range of about 500 yards...20 round magazine... We like it a lot. Your dad shipped a 500 of them down to us a while ago. It's the core of our armory.”
Five-hundred assault rifles…? Michael was still digesting this piece of information when the gate began to slide open. He looked inside and was struck dumb. He stood there open-mouthed.
“Like I said, hold your questions, kid,” Frankie warned again. “Your uncle will be pissed at me if I steal all of his thunder.”
Near the center of the well-manicured courtyard was a sand pit maybe ten yards in diameter. Inside the pit were two wood beams about ten feet tall with a third stretched across the top. An incredibly beautiful girl was suspended by her wrists with her legs spread and chained to the side pillars. She was naked, impaled on a metal pipe that extended up from the ground to her asshole.
“What the fuck? What's going on here, Frankie?”
As Michael got closer he could see that there was an enormous dildo on the end of the pipe painfully stretching her sphincter and he imagined pushing painfully hard against her insides. Her arms and legs were shaking with the strain of holding herself as far off the hard-rubber cock as possible. Her eyes moved towards him with a look that was equal parts pain and panic. His first instinct was to rush to her aid. He could feel his cock getting hard.
“What's going on here, Frankie? Who is she?” he asked with some urgency as if they needed to get her off the pole immediately.
“Her name's Felicia,” he answered. “She's one of the house girls. Been gettin' a little too feisty so we decided that she could use some time in the pit. It's common.”
He saw the confused expression on Michael face.
“She's lucky, kid. That cock up her ass is nothin'. We usually whip them with a cat when they act up. Now you want to see real pain. When we lay that baby on a girl's bare back the screams will...”
“Let her down,” Michael said quietly staring into the girl's face.
“Like I said, Mikey,” Frankie answered. “Your uncle will explain everything when he gets here. He would be pissed if I...”
“Let her down!” Michael repeated loudly turning to stare into the man's face.
For an instant there was a look of savage anger on Frankie's face. This man had killed dozens of people in his life, most of them for the Ruggeri’s. If he'd wanted, he could have broken Michael in two. But the rage passed as quickly as it had come.
“Sure, sure, kid, no problem. In honor of your visit we'll take her down. Kind of like the amnesty the Romans used to give prisoners when they had something to celebrate.”
He turned and said something to one of the men following behind then he took Michael's arm and firmly led him into the main house.
“Let me show you to your room, kid. Like I said, you're going to have lots of questions for the Smiler.” That was what everyone called his Uncle Vinnie. “Take a bath...a nap...have a drink. He'll be here at six. He wants us to have dinner together tonight at eight. Why don't you rest in your suite until then? There's a balcony overlooking the ocean…satellite TV…booze, just relax. Okay?”
Suite...?
The way he said it, Michael knew that this was not a request. Frankie was no pushover. He was used to being in charge, to being obeyed. He had been a high-ranking sub-boss in the Ruggeri family with fifty men on his payroll…and a psychopathic killer. It was a combination that was not to be fucked with. Pushing someone like him was playing with fire.
“Sure, Frankie Angel. Thanks. I can use some rest. And thanks, thanks for the girl.”
Frankie turned towards back towards Felicia who was being lifted off the dildo by two men.
“No problem, Mikey. I'll see that she gets some rest, that they make her comfortable. Just keep an open mind about what you see around here. Things are different on the islands. You'll see.”
“Eight,” Michael said when they reached to door.
“Eight.”
Michael repeated the man’s last words in his mind…”things are different.”
No shit, he thought.

***

Felicia wanted to scream. The new guy had pissed Fat Frankie off, made him look bad in front of his men. If the stranger had asked her before getting all bothered, she would have begged to stay on the punishment cock. Someone was going to have to pay for the insult to Frankie and without a doubt it was going to be her. All these Italians were fucking crazy especially when they were challenged.
Two goons were holding her by the arms when Frankie walked back. He gestured with his fingers for them to follow then he led them to the stable.
“I promised young Michael that I would see to your rest, Felicia,” he said meanly turning to the men holding her. “So let's hogtie her then hang her in the stable so she can get her rest.”
Felicia head dropped and she nearly collapsed. Having your wrists and ankles tied together behind and then lifted off the ground was about the most painful bondage they practiced at the compound. She had seen it done to other girls before. After an hour they were pleading, screaming for mercy.
One of the men began to put manacles on her wrists, the other tended to her ankles. She stood quiet staring at Frankie's back as he walked away. Somehow she didn't blame him for the horror of her imminent torture. She blamed the new guy, Michael, the one with the conscience and the delicate sensibilities. Who was he anyway? She wondered.
One of the men pushed her roughly to the ground and wound a rope through the four rings on her manacles. The other turned a crank and she was lifted off the stable floor. The pain in her shoulders was immediate and excruciating. She knew it would only get worse.
“Fucking new guy,” she whispered. 
She had seen the look on his face. He had been embarrassed by her nudity, by her pain. Why was he embarrassed for her? She shook her head and drops of sweat fell off to the ground. No, he wasn't embarrassed for her, he was covering for himself. She had seen the bulge in his pants. He had been excited by her bondage and pain. It was obvious. He was trying to cover for his own reaction. She was suffering because he had wanted to hide his reaction.
“Fucking coward,” she whispered to the ground.
She would rather deal with a hundred Frankies than a single guilt ridden do-gooder trying to make amends for his own shame. She raised her head and groaned miserably.







Discovery

 
Vinnie Ruggeri (aka the Smiler) greeted his nephew like a long lost son that evening in his private dining room. He had quit high school at fourteen and gone to work for their father, Michael’s grandfather, loading and unloading trucks in the Hunts Point section of the Bronx. The muscles he'd earned doing that hard work were still evident in his solid frame and bearing.
“Mikey, Mikey, Mikey. I can't believe that you're finally here, finally someone of my own blood. I miss the family. How was your trial? Not too bad, I hope. Those prosecutors in Manhattan, they have a real hard-on for Italians especially the ones on Wall Street. They don’t think we belong there...fucking bastards. I’d like to castrate the lot of them…do the world a favor.
“Don't get me started.
“Come, come have a seat. I figured we could talk and eat. Did you get some rest? How was the trip? The bulls on the ship treat you right? ...Those guys in the processing center?”
Michael knew that answers were not required. This blast of questions was part of the traditional Italian greeting...a way of showing affection with words.
“This time those assholes in Manhattan were right, Uncle Vinnie. The investment firm I was running was dirty, the evidence was everywhere. I was just too dumb to see it.”
The Smiler looked at him with a stern expression. He had gotten his nickname because no one had ever seen him smile. The truth was that he couldn't smile; a knife fight as a teenager had left the muscles on the right side of his face paralyzed. Smiling made him look like a bad imitation of Frankenstein's monster so he avoided it altogether.
“What's illegal for those pricks on Court Street is just good business for the rest of the world. It's an anti-Italian thing, kid; they're out for us...always have been since the day we first got off the boats. ...Always been out for us. Ain't that right, Frankie? Fucking bunch of stuntazes, right? Ain't that right?
Frankie, who was trying to hang back for this family reunion, nodded and grunted in reply. He was smiling more than usual, trying to hide his annoyance with Michael over the girl, Felicia. It wasn’t right that she should have to suffer for Michael’s sensitivity, but that’s the way things worked here. Woman paid for their sins with pain, men usually paid with their lives. The kid needed to learn the new rules and fast, he thought.
“Let's not talk about those dickhead on Wall Street,” the Smiler was saying. “I hope they all get VD and their cocks fall off. We have more important things to discuss and we have to prepare. We have big plans for you, Mikey. Your father and I have been planning something big for you for years.”
“Well, unless I can do it from here, Uncle Vinnie, it's going to have to wait twelve years.”
The Smiler stared at him, confused.
“What are you talking about, Mikey? You ain't staying here...even for one year. Didn't Anthony...your father explain things?”
“The Feds had me pretty secure during the trial...audio mikes everywhere. I didn’t get to speak with him very often. He started to tell me something weird in the last days of the trial but then seemed to pull back. I guess he thought it would be better for us to talk...here. What's going on, Uncle Vinnie? And what is this place? I expected you to be living in some straw hut.”
The Smiler nearly smiled.
“Mikey, Mikey, for a smart boy, a college graduate, you're not thinking very clear. Did you imagine that your father and I would let you go to prison...for real? Your father would have nuked the fucking prosecutor's office before he let that happen. He would have taken out half of Manhattan in retribution. C’mon, Mikey, use your fucking head.”
The Smiler really appeared to be genuinely surprised and offended.
“No, no, no. You got it all wrong, kid.” He paused to collect himself. “But we're getting ahead of ourselves, hey Frankie? Let's have some food and some wine so we can talk about this like men. I'm starved.
“Georgie, tell the girls they can start the food.”
One of the men guarding the door turned and walked into the kitchen. Vinnie led them to the small table in the corner. The kitchen door opened and an incredible redhead wearing a miniscule bikini top, a thong, and high heels walked in with a tray. The tray held a bottle of red wine and three glasses. Michael watched her move unable to take his eyes off the pucker in her hard ass. There had always been luscious women around when his father's men gathered outside the home, but most of them had been whores, escorts, strippers. There was something very different about these girls, something wholesome and vulnerable.
 “You like our girls, Mikey? I hear you met Felicia today on your way in. She's a fucking pistol that one, always getting into some kind of trouble. Maybe I'll send her to your room tonight.”
“Who are they, Uncle Vinnie? You have broads here? What...what gives?”
The Smiler nodded at him and settled back with his wine.
“Tell them to send in the antipasto,” he ordered the girl, “I’m starving.”
She put down the wine and moved quickly on clicking heels back into the kitchen.
“Things are different here in the penal colonies, Mikey, especially here on Dominica. The rules are all changed. It's not like prison anymore. It’s more like...an exile. The Feds don't come onto the island ever. They know that if they try to restore law and order like in the States, they'll be in it for a long time and in it for big bucks which they don't have. The result is that they leave us alone and we, the bosses, make the rules. Anyone who gets out of line or gets too crazy, we just knock him off. It's that simple. The Feds make excuses for the number of dead to avoid getting the public upset.”
Michael took a sip of his wine. It was excellent.
“The Ruggeri Family has the biggest slice of the pie here in Roseau. We let the blacks and the spics control their own people, but they pay for the privilege. Most of those who go back to the States are in our pocket in one way or another. We have greatly expanded the family business since the penal colonies were started and we're making a lot more money than ever. The Colony has given us the power and the opportunity to make a lot more. That's why I'm here; that's why you're here.”
Michael sipped on his wine and stayed quiet, but he still looked confused.
“I know, I know it's hard to understand, hard to believe, but it's true. Thanks to the government's hands-off policy, we have the sanctuary here we always needed to do business. Your father has been shifting more and more of our operations down here for years. That's why I stayed. We keep it low-key to not upset the applecart and we work hard to maintain the illusion that the Colony is Hell on Earth, but as you can see,” he waved his arm around the room, “we live pretty well in exile.”
Michael turned to Frankie who was smiling broadly. He had warned the kid to wait for answers, now he was getting them. Just then a second girl, dressed the same as the first, walked in with the antipasto.
“Ah, finally, the fucking food. Mangiare, mangiare,” the Smiler said.
“What about the girls, Uncle Vinnie?” Michael asked quietly.
“The girls...ah, now that's a really interesting part of the Colony's story,” he said as he pulled some bread off a loaf and began to dip it in the olive oil. “In the beginning of this place any woman worth fucking was dead meat. They were so rare here that the fucking animals just devoured them, sometimes literally. It was obvious from the very first that they couldn't be allowed to just let them walk the streets. They needed to be protected before they became extinct. That's the way it probably was in those Arab places. That's why they all wear black tents when they walk around.”
He turned to Frankie and lifted his eyebrows at the clever reference.
“...Course they needed to pay for their protection and basically the only thing they had to trade was their freedom. So, in effect they become slaves. If you had seen what was going on, you would have agreed that it was a fair trade. People can be savages, Mikey. Let me tell ya'.”
“Slaves!” Michael whispered. “What woman would agree...?”
“Any beautiful dame who wanted to live, that's who,” Vinnie wasn't used to being challenged. “You got to understand, kid, there was no law, no lawmen, no upright concerned fucking citizens, only a rabid bunch of chadrools, numb-nuts of the first order...criminals. I tell you a lot of blood flowed in those first years...a lot of fucking blood. 
“We finally imported some real weapons to keep order, got things organized, and killed or chased out the worst of the crazies. We also made peace with the Blacks and the Spics. But the problem with the women wasn't going away. There were just too many sex-starved men for the number of good-looking women on the islands. It’s the same everywhere in the Colony, on all four of the islands.”
Michael was hanging on every word now. This incredible story was completely hidden from the American public.
“It's like with any free market, some people saw an opportunity in the demand for women and took advantage of it. They even started importing them from the slums in South America…wholesale. It's a real business now, an incredible business for anyone strong enough to deal with the...obstacles and anyone who's ready to turn out a quality product.”
Michael stared at him open-mouthed…slaves…in America…women. He was having a hard time accepting the truth of what he was hearing. How was it possible?
“If you got a couple of thousand dollars, you can buy one of the most gorgeous women on Earth, own her in every respect like a pet, and there are plenty of crooks on these islands with money...trust me.”
At that moment the redhead reappeared with a plate of steaming macaroni. Again, Michael stared at the pucker in her hard ass, unable to believe that white-slavery had returned to the Western Hemisphere. The urge to reach out and caress her ass was almost irresistible. He felt guilty at having the thought.
“It's, ah, just not right, Uncle Vinnie. Slaves in the Twenty-First Century...! It's...it's not right...”
The Smiler just shrugged and ladled a helping of pasta onto his plate.
“Take some of this sauce, Mikey,” he urged, pointing at the plate of tomato gravy and sausages. “It's delicious, trust me.
“I admit the idea takes some getting used to…but it’s true.”
He ladled a generous amount of sauce and sausage onto Michael’s plate. 
“Look, kid…I didn't start this place. I didn't create the conditions that we found here. If anyone deserves the blame it's the fucking American government even the American people. What did they think was going to happen when they put a million fucking animals, men and women, together on a couple of small islands? Our family is just trying to fit in here, to provide these people with what they want. That’s what we’ve always done.”
He waved his finger at the redhead, “Bring me some hot pepper will’ya, honey?
“I agree with you, Mikey, it’s terrible, but this is what we've got to work with...what can we do? Am I right, Frankie?”
Frankie was busy scooping the pasta into his mouth.
“I think Mikey needs some time to get adjusted, Boss,” he answered reasonably. “It's a little overwhelming when you first see it. He needs to see what's going on here for himself, maybe take a trip into the interior…see what that's like.”
The Smiler seemed to think about it for a minute, “No, too fucking risky. His father would cut my balls off if anything stupid happened to his kid right in the middle of our...plan.”
Frankie shrugged. The Smiler would come around eventually. They couldn't have the kid walking around with his head up his ass. He needed to understand the way things really were. Wasn't that one of the big reasons he had been brought here?
“Frankie is right, Uncle Vinnie. I'll just keep on putting my foot in my mouth like I did today with the girl being…punished outside until I can see and appreciate...”
“No!” I said.
Frankie looked up and shook his head at Michael. The Smiler would come around. Nothing to be gained by pushing him now. Michael backed off.
“What's this plan?'“ Michael asked quickly changing the subject.
Vinnie sat back and wiped his mouth. The Redhead walked back into the room with a plate of chicken cacciatore and a zucchini-like vegetable that Michael had never seen before. His eyes moved from the plate to the outline of her breasts then to her areola just peeking out from under her impossibly small bikini top.
“How long you been in jail, Mikey,” The Smiler asked.
“Three months, since I was remanded.”
He smiled and pointed at the girl.
“I'll send her to your room tonight; you fuck her for an hour then send her away. You hear? I want you to get a good night's sleep tonight. We still got a lot to talk about but I want you fresh when we do it. And I don't want your hormones all fucked up either. You going to have to think straight from now on.
“Now, tell me what's going in the States, in the streets. I hear the economy is worse than ever.”
The redhead turned and moved her ass provocatively in Michael's direction. It was obvious when she turned and stared at him with her hungry eyes that she wasn't opposed to the arrangement that the Smiler had worked out.

***

The girl slipped quietly inside Michael's room wearing only her triangular thong. 
The candle flickering on the nightstand reminded her of another time she had crept into a man's room by candlelight. Her name had been Julie then, Julie Bowen, prima ballerina destined for greatness. That's what the Times had said...greatness. That had all ended the moment she pushed the knife into her cheating lover's evil heart. The prick had opened his eyes and stared at her, paralyzed by the cold metal slipping between his ribs. Watching him die had been the most satisfying moment of her young life.
“Our pas de deux is over Nicky,” she had whispered to him then smiled as she felt his heart fluttering through the knife. She would be the last ingénue he betrayed.
Her trial had been short but celebrated. Twenty-five years in the Colony, the judge had said gravely. Everyone in the crowded courtroom knew it was a death sentence--beautiful swans like her didn't return from the islands, they just disappeared. But she played the moment for all it was worth, acting the tragic heroine for the press, holding her handcuffs up to her and pleading for mercy to the cameras, he4r round wet eyes the absolutely perfect image for the moment. She had made the front page of every paper in town.
“Master?” she called into the darkness. “Master?”
“Here,” Michael said from the bed.
She could make out his form now as her eyes adjusted. She moved quickly to his side and buried her face in his crotch searching for his balls. This was the way most of them liked to start. Michael reached down and pushed her head back.
“Take it easy, Red. You got somewhere else to go tonight?”
“No, Master,” she answered stepping back and assuming the KNEEL position. The Smiler had said at dinner that he was without a woman for three months, that they only had an hour. She thought...she thought he would jump her as soon as she came into the room.
Michael lit a candle and sat up on the bed then reached for a cigarette as he inspected her young body kneeling on the floor.
“Why did you go for the balls first?” he asked softly. “It makes it hard to kiss you after.”
She glanced at him, surprised, “Most men don't want to kiss, Master. They only want to fuck, to empty themselves inside as quickly as possible, most of the time into my mouth.”
He watched her carefully as he smoked. Her back was beautifully bowed.
“What’s your name?” he asked.
“Justine now…they changed my name when they bought me at the auction.”
Michael absorbed her casual reference to the auction without comment. That must have been something, he thought.
“What do YOU want tonight, Justine?”
She turned to him, confused.
“What I want doesn’t matter, Master. It's irrelevant, unimportant. I exist for you, for your pleasure. Please... I'll be punished tomorrow if you're not happy with me. Please...let me...”
He stared at her hard nipples.
“Well, right now my pleasure is to know what turns YOU on. It was my understanding that you would do what I said...should I tell Frankie that you refused to tell me?”
The girl stared into his face then rose gracefully to her feet and walked to the dresser. She turned and walked back holding a length of rope in her hand.
“Tie my hands and elbows behind my back, Master. Make it so tight that breathing becomes difficult. Put me over your knee and spank me hard and slow for a long time, fingering me occasionally until I come on your leg. Keep spanking me until my body trembles when you raise your hand then put me on my knees and fuck my mouth until your semen flows down my throat.
She lowered her head, embarrassed to be so direct
“That's what I want, Master,” she said softly.
He was surprised…shocked actually. He had expected her to ask “for a little kindness.” That's the way most of the girls he knew would respond. He watched her face for a moment in the candlelight then sat up and signaled for her to turn around. She smiled, stripped off her thong, then turned and put her hands behind and together, offering them to him. He loosened the rope then cruelly wound it around her wrists and upper arms as she'd asked.
In the morning he left her moaning, tied helplessly by the neck and arms to the bedpost where he's fucked her. She glanced up at him longingly as he dressed and walked out. There was cum dripping off her chin onto her heaving breasts. He was adjusting quickly.

***

“Beautiful girls change in this place,” Frankie said over breakfast. “Put them in bondage; take away their expensive clothes, their jewelry, their egos; punish them; make sex their primary focus and something very strange happens. They become…well sexual.”
“Sexual...?”
“…Yeah, not sexual like the broads at home. They like to tease then to dominate. These island girls are more natural; they have more primitive desires and raw motivations. It’s hard to explain; it's weird.”
Michael was surprised to hear ideas like this coming from Frankie. He had always thought of the man as a leg breaker. Yet here he was talking like some college professor.
“There are no laws in the penal colonies, Mikey. The people here basically do what they want--take what they want--and one of their biggest desires is sex. Like your uncle said, when the place first started good looking women were just abducted off the streets and used. It was a fucking free for all.
“It's better now. Almost all the beautiful women in the Colony are slaves, both those who came here as convicts and the imports. Buying and selling women is a big business now, very well organized, very orderly. Some of the slavers have even started to export them to other places. You’ll see tomorrow.
Michael looked up, surprised at the news.
“Oh, yeah, I got your uncle to agree. Tomorrow we visit Purgatory Plantation. You'll understand the business more once you see what goes on there. It will blow your mind.”
Michael sipped his coffee. He had heard the rumors in the States about the Colony of course, but he had always thought it was just talk. Homosexual activity had been big in the traditional penitentiary system; the rumor was that heterosexual activities was now the big thing, now that the sexes were mixed. For a change the rumor didn't go far enough.
“Where do they get...the imports, Frankie?” he asked.
“…South American slums mostly...Mexico, Jamaica, Cuba; there are huge numbers of marketable females down here. Most of them end up in whore houses and die in a few years from diseases or abuse. They don't have much to lose with us. The Colony slavers here have started to harvest them in big numbers and get them into the pipeline. It's worth millions.
“We do some of the local distribution for Purgatory Plantation and have also started to cultivate some markets in the U.S., but the real opportunity is in Eastern Europe, Russia, and the East. It's a fucking gold rush, Michael. People are paying huge prices for the prime grades.”
Michael nodded, still not able to totally accept the full story.
“What does this slave business have to do with me?”
Frankie turned away and tried to deflect the question.
“Your uncle wants to explain what all this means to you himself. He wants to wait until after we visit the Plantation, until you have a better feel for the supply side of things.”
Michael stared at him. He had been kept out of the family business his entire life. The invitation to run the investment firm after college had been a surprise; just as it had been a surprise to discover that the firm was dirty. He had the sinking feeling that everything in the last few years had been a setup, an elaborate plot to get him convicted and sent here...but why, and why all the mystery?
“Tell me, Frankie, the girl you were punishing yesterday...Felicia. What exactly did she do?”
The big man shrugged. “I honestly don't know, Mikey. I was just told that she was being a pain in the ass…thus the dildo in HER ass. It could have been anything. The ones we keep in the stable get punished all the time. That's the way it is...you'll see.
“How was it last night with Justine by the way? She’s another one who’s being punished all the time.”
Michael knew that he needed to be careful with his answer. Punishment was automatic around here with anything but a glowing report. He felt a sudden thrill, a rush of power. The mean words he was thinking came out of his mouth almost by accident.
“I've had better,” he lied.







Purgatory Plantation

 
On the outside it looked like a fishing launch, but under the hood it had balls.
“We keep a low profile with stuff like this,” Frankie said loudly over the engine’s throaty growl. “No sense giving the reformers more ammunition, right?”
Michael nodded but stayed quiet. He was still thinking about the red-haired girl, Justine. She was being punished in the sand pit when they left. The bondage was the same as he'd seen the first day--she was chained off the ground to the two wooden pillars by her wide-spread arms and legs. Only this morning there was no dildo post, just a half-naked man working a fearsome whip up and down her bare back.
Michael watched as she tossed back her head and shrieked in pain, how her labia seemed to squeeze together with each stroke, how her ass cheeks puckered in that familiar way he'd seen at dinner. This was the same ass he had been spanking a few hours before. He could still remember how her tight dancer's body had tensed before each blow, how she had trembled as each new wave of pain coursed through her bare torso. The intensity of it, the feeling of absolute power and control had made him climax in a way he'd never experienced before. It was a little frightening actually; he had never realized that he was capable of such mindless cruelty...that he would enjoy it.
Maybe we all are savages, he wondered.
Justine stared at him as they walked past. Her hair was flying in all directions and her face was covered in tears and sweat. She knew that he was the reason for her suffering. She knew that he had said something critical about her to Frankie. Surprisingly, there was no accusation in her eyes only a look of total submission. He had never wanted to fuck anyone as much as he wanted to fuck her at that moment. The twitching of her inflamed labia was mesmerizing, it compelled him to stop and watch. Someday...someday he would fuck her while she suffered...that would be...
“Don’t worry about it, kid. Like I told ya, Justine is one of the worst,” Frankie said softly at his side. “Without the threat of the whip, she would fuck herself to death along with the person she was with. It's hard for some of them to put on the brakes.”
Michael nodded tearing his eyes from the girl's twitching cunt.
“How about I set you up with her and that other girl, Felicia, you know the one from yesterday, when we get back. She would love to whip this one while you fuck her.”
Michael was amazed that he had seen inside his head.
“Don’t worry. We've all tried it, Mikey. It's amazing. You just need to take precautions. They go crazy sometimes when the pain and pleasure are dialed up at the same time. It's important to remember that these are not your ordinary cunts like the ones you find back home. Like I told you before, these girls are another breed and they can be dangerous.”
He walked on and Michael followed just as the whip landed again on the girl's thighs. He could her mindless screams all the way down to the boat.

***

The cove was well protected not only from the foul weather but also from human intruders. Michael could see camouflaged gun emplacements on both sides of the inlet as they approached. An unarmored boat would have no chance of sneaking in here, he thought, and an armored one would probably be too heavy to pass over the sand. Clearly, they didn't take chances here at Purgatory Plantation.
He spied a black-hulled sailing yacht tied up to the small dock. The sloop must have been sixty or seventy feet long with a mast at least five-stories tall. Workers were screwing what looked like M60 machine guns and mortar base plates in the bow and stern. This must be the ship they used to smuggle their girls in from South America. I wonder where they put them, he asked himself. The luxury accommodations on a boat like this wouldn't hold that many people.
A crewman was waving to them to pull alongside the yacht to dock. They would need to crossover the boat's deck to get to the dock. He spied the name of the ship, Glorious, but he could also see the faint outline of older name under the paint...Frieraum (Freedom). Had they captured and renamed the yacht? How? He didn't see any other boats around certainly none capable of catching and boarding a 65-footer. This isn't the only ship in their “navy,” he reasoned. They probably have more hidden in other places.
Someone dropped a ladder over the yacht's side and Frankie stepped up onto the teak deck. He shook hands with someone then called down for Michael to step aboard.
“Mikey, this is Nick Andros. He runs the security for Purgatory. Nick, this is Michael Ruggeri, son of Anthony Ruggeri and nephew of Vinnie, who you know.”
Nick held out his hand and stared directly into Michael's eyes, “Michael.”
Michael met his gaze and returned the handshake, “Nick.”
The two men sized each other up while their hands were clasped.
“How do you like our little island so far,” Nick asked.
“Ah…still getting to learn my way around; it...it's not anything like I imagined,” he hesitated. “It's not like anything anyone ever imagined.”
Nick laughed, “I know what you mean. Well, no matter what you've seen so far brace yourself for even more surprises. Purgatory is like no place on Earth.”
“So I've heard.”
Nick lead the way to the other side of the yacht’s deck then paused at the top of the gangplank waiting for his guest. Michael had stopped. He was staring down at the dock where three ponygirl teams and sulkies were waiting.
“Different, no…?” Nick asked.
Michael nodded his head numbly. Each of the girls standing in her harness could have been a Vegas showgirl. They were tall with long fine legs, thin waists, and perfect breasts. He couldn't see any faces because of the blinders and mouth bits.
“Come, let's take a closer look,” Nick said then walked down and took the reins of the nearest girl.
She turned her head and stared at the men unembarrassed by her nakedness, by the arm sleeve that thrust out her tits, by the bit in her mouth. Her intelligent eyes locked on Michael then moved down to the mean-looking clamps on her tits. They kept her locked to the dock's hitching post in a constant low-level pain.
Nick stepped in close and reached between her legs then gently rubbed her clit murmuring soothingly.
“She wants to get going,” he said to Michael. “The clamps pinch her nipples. We use them to keep the teams in place for short times. It's easier than using the reins...the pain also lets them appreciate getting back on the road.
“Isn't that right, Pilar?”
The girl nodded her head in agreement. Michael was shocked at how much the gesture resembled the movement of an actual horse.
“Do…you...train them to respond that way?” he asked, still a bit shocked by the display.
“Not really,” Nick answered moving his soothing hand to the girl's flat waist then to her breasts. “After they've been in a harness for a few weeks, they just seem to fall into the same patterns as the animals. That's the thing, once you change their expectations, the rules they have to follow, they seem to fall into new behaviors pretty quickly.”
Michael nodded. He was at a loss for words. This was a human being, a beautiful woman, being treated like an animal and no one found anything wrong. He was no angel, but he knew that this would take some getting used to.
“They seem incredibly fit,” he muttered, literally at a loss for words.
Nick laughed.
“Yeah, they're fit but sometimes lazy. We'll see how well they do taking us back to the house. You’ll need to keep it slow for your first time, just watch how they move their muscles as they pull. It's a real show from the driver's seat.
“We're thinking about using some of them to race. The more athletic ones like Pilar here are bored with just pulling. They want to stretch out those long muscles. Isn't that right, Pilar?”
The girl lowered her head and nuzzled the top against his chest pushing him back hard. She wanted to be off the nipple clamps. This was no time for a casual conversation.
“She’s right,” he laughed. “We'd better get going. Charles is waiting. He wanted to give you a tour of the stables before dinner.”
He reached up and carefully removed the two clamps from the girl's nipples. She snorted and whinnied like a real pony then stamped her hoofed heels as the blood rushed back into her tits.
“Pilar is a Cuban, a thoroughbred…used to be a student. We got her in an exchange with the Cuban military. Seems she pissed someone off back there. She’s taken well to the harness though but who knows what’s really going on inside that pretty head.”
Pilar turned to Michael. There was still pain in her eyes but also…he couldn’t quite understand the message those gorgeous eyes were emitting. He wasn’t sure he wanted to understand.
“You take this sulky, Michael. Just follow me. The girls know the routine. Like I said, enjoy the view. Use the whip on their asses and legs if they slacken.” He glanced at the buggy whip in a holder near the driver's seat. “Don't worry about steering with the reins; these two will keep close on my tail.”
Michael nodded and took a seat in the sulky. Nick went to ready the team Frankie would use. The girl turned her head until she could see him over the blinders. She was smiling now, wrapping her tongue over the rubber bit in her mouth in an obvious invitation. Nick stepped back to Michael’s sulky and used his crop on her ass until she finally turned back to the front.
“This one is smarter than the others, but she still gets a little randy out here in the sun. You need to use a whip sometimes just to keep them from going nuts...sometimes you need the whip for your own protection. You'll see what I mean when we get to the plantation.”
Michael took the whip and nodded. He was beginning to get the idea that his old ideas and his old values were not going to work very well in this place. He stared at the girl’s hard round ass, puckering now in anticipation of the run. He could feel his cock hardening as his eyes moved down her legs, as he stared at the long tempting muscles.

***

Dinner was elegant--a suckling pig served with an apricot sauce and a delicious Caesar's salad on the side. The meat was carved expertly by the Plantation’s chief chef, André, who came into the dining room to personally attend to the task. Michael was effusive in his praise of the food.
“I haven't eaten this well for months,” he declared, “not since I was living the high life in New York.”
Charles Deforge, the founder of the Plantation, smiled, “André was the head chef at the Waldorf before he left...,” he lowered his voice, “an argument with his boss...ultimately involving a knife, you understand.”
André smiled disarmingly and held up his carving knife. The four men--Charles, Nick, Michael and Frankie--glanced covertly at each other. Michael understood immediately that the chef’s argument with his boss had ended badly...for the boss.
“So, Michael, what do you think of our...little farm?” Charles asked.
Michael put down his knife and fork before answering.
“Frankly, I'm astonished, Charles. I had no idea that a business like this existed down here, even that a business like this could exist. You probably have the largest collection of beautiful women in the world and a first-rate army to protect them.”
Charles had given him a quick tour when they returned from the cove.
Charles beamed at the complement and Nick nodded his head in acknowledgement. He had been told that they were partners although Charles was clearly in charge.
Michael continued, “It's...it's, well, like I said, astonishing. What's even more incredible is that the American public is totally oblivious to what's happening here.”
“The public wants to be oblivious,” Charles answered quietly. “What we have here on the islands for the most part are criminals, whores, and castaways; being honest, it's a garbage dump for society's human trash...and no one wants to see it or to be reminded that they have a garbage dump in their back yard.”
“I just don't understand why none of this has leaked,” Michael said. “You're engaged in slave trading for crying out loud...on a wholesale basis, under the protection of the American government, surely this would be one of the most important scandals of the Century.”
“You're right,” Charles answered slowly, “but such a story is in no one's interest. Certainly it's not in our best interest nor is it in the interest of 90% of the exiles who share these islands with us. They know what prison was like before the penal colonies and have no desire to go back to that system, or the desire to make the colonies into a big penitentiary. This is why those who go back keep their mouths shut; they know that the retribution would be terrible. It's also not in the interests of the PRA (Penal Reform Authority) officials. They are getting rich on the bribes we pay and on the special female bonuses we offer...same for the military and the politicians.
“But the core reason is public apathy. We are society's discards; the more we stay hidden, the better they like it. It's a win-win situation for everyone.
“Even our slaves find it advantageous most of the time…without slavery they would be destined to a life of poverty, disease, damaging abuse, and early death. You've seen our girls...do you think they should be wasted in those ways? That would be truly criminal.”
He smiled disarmingly at the joke.
Michael smiled back. The man had just made a cogent argument in defense of his slave trading business. It was brilliant but of course flawed. The progressive answer to public apathy and official corruption wasn't slavery; that was like claiming that genocide helped with overpopulation. But he remained quiet. He noticed that Nick was staring at him with his tongue in his cheek wondering amused if he was going to speak out against his partner's shaky logic.
“The thing that I find interesting, Charles, is how the women seem to have changed. You know what I'm talking about--most of them seem to have accepted their bondage; they seem to have turned their attention to other, more, more primitive desires. I wonder what would happen if they were reintroduced back into society...?”
“Which brings us to the reason for your visit,” Charles answered glibly. “Your father and your uncle are interested in setting up a…a kind of franchise operation in the States, basically using girls we would supply to augment their gambling operation.
“They want you to run it under another identity which we help you set up. The old Michael Ruggeri will stay here, imprisoned on Dominica, while your new persona gets setup first-class in Las Vegas.”
Michael stared at him without responding. He knew his father and uncle had some scheme for him up their sleeves, but he had never imagined anything so audacious. The thought crossed his mind that perhaps this is why the investment firm had gone under and why he'd been convicted so easily.
“What if I'm not interested?” he asked quietly.
Frankie was listening closely. It was obviously his job to report everything said here back to the Smiler.
Charles shrugged, “If you don't want the job, we'll find someone else. Not everyone is comfortable handling girls like this.
“Take Nick here, he has objected on moral grounds to every...innovation we've implemented on the Plantation, but eventually he's come around to accepting all of them even improving of some. The ponygirls that brought you here are a good example. He was dead set against it, now he’s our most expert trainer, bugging me every day to start the girls at racing. Isn’t that right, Nick?”
Nick nodded but remained quiet. There was something quietly ominous about him, Michael thought suddenly, something deadly.
“You know what Nick used to do for a living, Michael? He was a Marine sniper, one of the best. The records he set for body count in the Marine Corp still stand. He's a legend.”
Nick was staring at Michael with an unwavering gaze. There was no denial or acknowledgement of the story. Michael shrank back a little inside. How many kills would it take to set a record in the Marines, he wondered.
“But like I said he still had and has moral issues with what we do,” Charles added. “Go figure, he killed thousands as a sniper but has moral issues with being a slaver. Isn't that right, Nick?”
Nick continued to remain silent staring at Michael.
“Let's retire to the smoking room, Gentlemen,” Charles said casually. “We have one more surprise for tonight.”
He led the way across the hall. Against the library's far wall were five girls suspended by their wrists on their toes. One of them was Pilar, the girl who had pulled his sulky so magnificently.
“Take a seat if you will, Gentlemen,” Charles said, settling into a comfortable wing-chair facing the five. “I want to show you some of the more advanced attributes of the girls we will be supplying.”
A bikini-clad girl came in with a tray of enormous brandy sniffers, a second followed with cigars. Charles lit his then took a tablet-like console off the table at his side.
Michael couldn't take his eyes off the girls especially Pilar. He had seen some amazing examples of female beauty in the last few days but these five were spectacular. He could feel his hard-on pushing against his pants.
Their bondage was simple--a single rope around their wrists holding them up on their toes and a rope at each ankle holding their legs spread. Each was standing on a circular metal platform which shined like copper. The girls stared back at the men surprisingly quiet. Pilar was staring at him defiantly, thrusting her pointed tits and bare cunt in his direction.
“Here in Purgatory we acquire the product then perform basic training in general manners, command positions, sexual expectations, discipline, and in some instances pony play. This is the general nature of the product we will be supplying,” Charles said with a professorial tone. “We grade every girl on four dimensions--beauty, submission, sexuality, and spirit. These five are all graded prime-plus.”
It was as if he was talking about a line of beef stock.
“The prime-plus females are never sold at auction anymore...too much price risk. Instead, we only offer them through a private sale like this one.”
He turned to the seated me, “Any questions?” There were none.
“I would like to introduce you to each of your purchases; the first on the left is Liu.”
All eyes turned to the girl. She was extraordinarily tall for an Asian with an hour-glass body punctuated by a pair of perfect breasts and a mound that seemed to beckon endlessly. She stared at the four men then lowered her head as if she was now ready... Charles pushed a button on the console and the platform under her feet began to rotate. The girl was startled for a moment then quieted as she turned continuously a full 360 degrees. There was a general holding of breath from the men as her ass and tits were displayed in profile.
Charles blew out a mouthful of cigar smoke which was quickly taken out the open window by the Caribbean breeze.
“I think you will agree that Liu’s rating is justified as to beauty. Allow me to illustrate some of her other characteristics.”
He turned a dial as she came forward and the girl's face was suddenly a mask of pain. She rose to her toes then frantically tried to lift her feet off the copper plate but it was no use with the ropes at her ankles. She began to shake and cry softly as the electrical current flowed through her body.
“They are all standing on a copper plate. We have also embedded electric-shock generating cylinders in their asses and vaginas. As you can imagine, it's quite painful to have even a trickle charge flowing through these body parts.”
The other girls began to breathe hard and twist in their bondage.
He turned the dial slightly higher. The girl screamed and twisted violently as if something was tearing at her from the inside out. Deforge took his cigar out of his mouth and leaned in towards Michael.
“Notice the unusual way she moves her body, Michael, the rhythm. This is not simple writhing due to pain; she is pulsating as if she was having sexual intercourse. We look for this kind of response, it's a tell. She's in too much pain right now to actually orgasm, but if I...”
He adjusted some of the dials and the girl's spasms changed dramatically. She began to convulse in waves as if she was in the middle of intense intercourse. In a second, she climaxed then fainted.
“I can replicate that in each of them if I want. It's how we grade them for sexuality. No one can fake it with electricity running through their genitals.”
He glanced back at the girl. Her head was moving slightly again. He pressed a button for a second sending a jolt through her then turned off the current. Her eyes and mouth snapped open; a rivulet of wetness was moving down one of her legs and she was drooling. The message in her eyes was clear--she wanted it again.
“I could make her come a dozen more times,” Charles bragged. “Would you like to see it?”
Michael shook his head no. He had been floored by the demonstration but felt as if he was being overloaded with new ideas. His eyes moved to Pilar. He could see fear now but also...determination.
Charles moved on to the next girl, Maya, repeating the demonstration he'd done with Liu. Their brandy sniffers were being replenished just as he came to the last girl.
“This is Pilar,” he said. “She comes to us from Cuba by way of the Cuban secret police. She was involved in some kind of student protest and ordered killed. Her jailers didn't want to waste such a beauty and sent her to us at a substantial profit.
“In my professional opinion, she is the best of the lot. Notice the way her breasts and her ass tilt up at the end...beautiful.” He was speaking low and pointing occasionally with his cigar. “Her face of course is a masterpiece. And notice the large size of her labia. When an enormous labia like hers is combined with magnificent breasts, ass, nipples, and lips, you have what I call a crossover--someone with the beauty of a woman and the toughness of a man. Watch...”
He pushed a button and the girl's body snapped. She twisted violently with the shock then, incredible, hissed at them and bared her teeth. It was obvious that without the bondage she would have been on one of them tearing at his neck with her teeth.
“You might think that this kind of fierce response disqualifies her for our purposes. Not true. With the right mix of discipline, affection, and stimulation, she will be an incredible possession. Believe me I have seen these rare characteristics before. The right man can obtain incredible results with such a woman.
He turned to Michael.
“So, Michael, are you the right man? Are you interested in the Vegas job?”
Michael turned to Nick then back to Charles. These were hard men, but they also seemed like the kind of men you wanted on your side. He looked at the five girls, all consumed with the afterglow from recent pain and sex. They were so incredibly beautiful...
“Yes, I want it.”







Freedom

 
“We needed to make Michael Ruggeri disappear,” the Smiler said angrily.
“You think the other outfits in Las Vegas are just going to let a Ruggeri come in and start a new business in their territory? You need to go in as a civilian, a nobody, and get setup. Otherwise you get shipped back to your father in pieces in a garbage bag.
The Mascarpones run Vegas right now. They are as tough as they come…the head of the family ran a street gang in Los Angeles fifty years ago. His Grandson, Angelo, is in charge in Vegas. I'm telling you, he’s worse than the old man…no telling how many bodies he’s planted in the desert.”
Michael sat staring at the old man. It was clear now that the Smiler and his father had engineered this entire charade just to have him disappear in the colonies. It was diabolical but in retrospect not unexpected. They were both ruthless operators, and strategists; it was the reason they had built a multi-billion-dollar crime syndicate in New York from nothing. The only surprise was that Anthony, his father, had played him so mercilessly.
“You let me fail in the investment business then go through the trauma of a trial...imprisonment...exile...all to create a clean identity?” he repeated. “Now you want me to have plastic surgery?”
“We also needed to get you down here, kid,” the Smiler answered. “You needed to see and understand the supply-side of the operation...and they don't allow no visitors on Dominica. There was also no way that we could keep the surgery quiet in the states. Too many people involved. Here we can do it easily with some of the best doctors and nurses in the world.”
The Smiler stood up and began to pace.
“Look, kid, we did what needed to be done so that you could have your own family, out West, in Vegas. Your father has faith in you. You're smart and tough, like him. This was the only way.”
Michael turned away. “...the only way,” he repeated in his head. It was the only way for people like them, mobsters, monsters…all the pain they had caused him for years just to create this elaborate ruse. It was...unreal.
“It's up to you, Mikey. If you want the job, it's yours. If you don't, we can find you some decent job in a legit business. In either case, we send you back right away with a new identity. A little plastic surgery, maybe a beard, and you can live your life the way you want. It's up to you.”
Michael sat back and ran his hand through his hair. …Another life...a legit life? Is that what he wanted? He probably would have said yes a few days ago but the experiences of the last few days were a powerful draw. The woman here...they were...addictive. Could he really go back to a normal life?
“Okay, tell me about the plan, Uncle Vinnie, all of it, and about this surgery, every detail.”

***

That night he couldn't sleep. According to The Smiler, the two brothers had set aside $250 million dollars to kick off the business in Las Vegas. The Plantation had Russian partners that would supply the initial muscle—forty men. The Russians weren’t big in the U.S., but the Ruggeri Family couldn’t risk using any of their own men. There were rules about takeovers, even in the Mafia.
This was going to be a risky undertaking with a huge profit potential and although he wanted to stay pissed at both of them, he was also excited...and flattered. His father would never invest this kind of time and money with someone he didn't trust, someone he didn't think could be successful.
The door opened so quietly that for a moment he thought it was his imagination. Suddenly he could feel someone climbing into the bed, moving her body on top of his.
“I've been sent to help you sleep, Master,” a girl's voice whispered in the dark. “If you want me...?”
He could feel her tits rubbing hard against his chest. She had thrown her leg over his and was grinding her mound into his thigh. Of course he wanted her; any man in his right mind would want her.
“Who are you?” he asked quietly as she reached down to rub his cock.
“Felicia, if it pleases you, Master. You saw me in the sand the first day you arrived.”
He remembered the incredible beauty suspended from a beam and impaled on a dildo. She had been the cause of his brief tiff with Frankie. It seemed like years had passed since then. His cock was already rock hard. She lifted her midsection and slipped it expertly inside her cunt. Suddenly her lips were on his sucking the fluid out of his mouth. He could sense the urgency in her hard body. She wanted to be fucked...NOW.
Instead, the door opened again and someone else entered. Felicia sighed, dropping her head into his shoulder as if resigned to her fate. What fate? He wondered.
“It's me, Master, Justine. I've been sent to help you sleep.”
He almost pointed out the obvious but wisely decided to stay quiet. This was an orchestrated affair, one that involved some kind of surprise for him. He would wait and see what happened especially with his rock hard cock resting comfortably inside Felicia’s cunt.
Justine was carrying two wooden poles about five feet long. In the dim moonlight, he could just make out the manacle on the end of each pole. She quickly secured them to Felicia's unresisting wrists and ankles. When she finished, the girl’s arms and legs were spread wide, held open by the poles. He was still inside her. The strange bondage seemed to have sparked some reaction in her cunt which was moving, seemingly to suck him even deeper inside.
“What's going on?” he asked quietly, curious but not ready to break into whatever three-way drama they had planned.
Justine leaned over so that she could whisper to both of them at the same time.
“Felicia was going to be whipped again in the morning, Master,” Justine said, “for insubordination. Master Frankie thought that we might do it tonight...here. To give you a first-hand sense of what a whipping is like. The girl on top of him moaned quietly tightening her muscles then began to suck on his earlobe as if begging his mercy, as if reaching for some kind of escape. He could feel her cunt muscles squeezing his cock each time a whipping was mentioned.”
“Trust me, Master. I can handle the cane as well as any man.”
Justine stepped back and swung her arm up the down. There was the sound of something sharp cutting through the air then striking naked flesh. The girl on top froze. He could feel her muscles contracting in pain, her arms and legs pulling against the bondage of the poles. Suddenly, Justine swung the cane again landing another painful stroke on the girl's bare ass. She moaned, twisting her body in a way that pulled hard on his dick.
She struck again. Felicia responded even more violently, twisting and writhing, rubbing herself hard against his bare skin. She was losing control. Another fierce stroke... The girl was trembling now; he could literally feel the pain radiating from her ass and legs. The effect on their coupling was...astonishing. She began to respond to the cane as if it was fucking her as well. Justine expertly timed her strokes to land every time Felicia pulled back so that the girls down stroke had a terrible urgency to it.
He wrapped his arms tightly around her torso to control the writhing. The ecstasy of her motion was driving him wild. He squeezed her body with a superhuman strength just as a series of sadistically hard blows landed on her thighs.
Michael could feel her climax coming. It was as if he was in the inescapable path of a roaring freight train. But he didn't want to escape; his own train was rushing urgently to the same spot. The collision, their mutual climax, defied description. It was as if he was being stretched and squeezed at the same time. He made a series of inhuman grunting noises then faded into semi-consciousness as his muscles began to slowly unwind.
When he awoke both girls were gone. The mystical soreness in his balls and cock told him that the experience had not been a dream. But there was no time to think. He was tired, more tired than he had ever been in his life and fell immediately into a deep long sleep.
He thought about what had happened in the morning. As Nick had suggested, the women here had changed in fundamental ways. Sex was an addiction for them now. Even pain, which they desperately avoided, was a natural and accepted part of their existence. He also had a shocking insight about his own psyche--he could no more abandon this lifestyle now that he could cut off his balls. 







Las Vegas

 
Pilar turned in her sleep. The movement loosened the top button of her shirt exposing her uncovered nipple and areola. Michael stared unable to pull his eyes away. A woman's body was compelling he thought, more than compelling it was irresistible in every sense of the word.
Nick had told him that the girls from Purgatory were forbidden to wear underwear, ever.
“It's constraining,” he said, “cuts off the blood, inhibits male penetration and pleasure, and gives them the feeling that they have something to hide, something to protect. It also interferes with us enjoying the sight of their bodies.”
He glanced across the dark aisle at the former sniper sleeping peacefully like a baby. His...partner, Jeri, was using his shoulder as a pillow. She was another mystery--beautiful and incredibly desirable but not a slave...on an island where, as everyone said, all beautiful women were enslaved. He wondered why she had been spared from the chains then he shrugged mentally. Their presence here was part of the deal worked out with Charles. Both he and Uncle Vinnie had insisted that they stick with him everywhere.
“A kind of bodyguard and Plantation representative,” they'd said vaguely.
He was actually glad that they were coming along to help, Nick especially. The man inspired confidence.
“Nick has special talents that are just not available to us at any price,” Uncle Vinnie had said. “He's a kind insurance policy for our investment. The girl with him is also an asset. He won’t travel anywhere without her. Just let them do their own thing. Treat them like consultants.”
“Consultants...” Nick certainly knew a lot about the slaving business, especially the handling of the girls, but he didn't know much about the financial side of starting a business, which he suspected would be the primary challenge once they got to Las Vegas.
Pilar and the other four girls they were traveling with would be used to set up the pilot operation. The plan was to send more, a lot more, as soon as they were operational.”
He turned back to Pilar. She was posing as his fiancé. He was now Michael Bainbridge, an investment banker from New York, moving to Las Vegas to help with the financing of a new hotel and a horse ranch. It was a good cover. Bainbridge had gone missing a few months ago, presumably to escape the high-stress of Wall Street. In fact the man had run up a million dollar gambling debt and died of a heart attack during a “debt restructuring meeting” with his loan sharks. The accident had been kept quiet...until Michael could resurface as Bainbridge.
The plastic surgery, which was not as bad as he'd expected, had made a few subtle changes to his face to approximate the man's general facial appearance. Makeup and a new hair style had done the rest. There was no way he was going to be recognized as Michael Ruggeri.
Stepping into a dead man's shoes was an unnerving experience. He now understood the value of the hoax. He was no longer saddled with the baggage of his family name. Uncle Vinnie had been very specific about the need to never contact or reference family connections.
“Recruit your own team,” he'd ordered. “The Russians muscle will help. Remember, the Mascarpones will do anything to keep us out. All of this preparation is to gain you the time you need to get a foothold. Don't give yourself away. Be cool, have fun, take your fiancé out, show her around, let people think you're harmless. When the time is right, we’ll be there to help, quietly, behind the scenes. It will be years, maybe even generations before the other New York families accept that we are running Vegas.”
“Be cool...” How could he be cool and build a business like the one they wanted. How could he...
He felt the girl's hand rubbing his cock and turned. Pilar was awake and staring at him with the randy look of a goat in heat.
“Can I have a small taste of you, Master?” she whispered.
“Michael or Mike!” he hissed. “Forget it again and I'll heat up your ass so badly you won't be able to sit down for a week.”
She just smiled and reached to loosen his belt. He didn't stop her. There was something irresistible about this Cuban beauty, something about the magical ways her eyes changed when she wanted sex, which was basically all the time. She leaned over the seat and silently took his cock into her mouth. He glanced at the seat diagonally in front. Frankie Angel, his only link to the Ruggeri organization, was snoring quietly. The girl ran her tongue along the full length of his shaft then began to massage the head with her lips. He pulled a blanket over her head, leaned back, and closed his eyes. What the Hell.
Ten minutes later, he spurted in her mouth. She stayed on him until he was totally dry then quietly zipped him back up.
“Delicious...Master, pure protein, I feel itchy and strong, strong enough to...” she whispered as she sat up pulling her long legs under and leaning on him, “fuck you again in the restroom.”
He shook his head no. The girl was insatiable.
It was incredible how sensitive she was to the change in their situation, in their status. She was actually taunting him, using him to satisfy her own needs, aware that they were back in civilization and that a new set of rules applied. On Dominica she would have been whipped for such as suggestion.
He grabbed her throat and squeezed off her air, releasing her only when her eyes rolled back into her head. He needed to reassert his authority.
“Michael,” he ordered menacingly. “You hear me?”
“Michael,” she whispered, the model of compliance.
“Why are we going to Las Vegas, Michael?” she asked.
He turned to her with a withering look. She was already defying him. This wasn't going to be easy.
“Because I say so and because I'm your master.”
She smiled, “You just told me not to call you master, Master. Ordered me in fact to act like your American girlfriend, your fiancé. This is an appropriate question for a fiancé to ask, isn't it?”
He stared at her face. It was...lush. There was no other way to describe those eyes, those lips, the great bulk of shiny black hair, the compelling tilt of her head.
“I can find another girl, Pilar. There are four others just as beautiful as you on this plane. Perhaps one of them will be more obedient.”
She smiled and flashed her eyes.
“Michael, you own me. The first time we saw each other I was naked and harnessed to a sulky, as I recall you whipped my ass all the way back to the Plantation house; the second time I was hanging from a chain on a copper plate with an electric probe up my ass. You watched as they shocked me. You got a hard on as I twisted naked in front of a room full of men. I saw your erection. Do you think I can forget those things? Do you think I can turn off my training overnight, my...sexual feelings? The girl they stole out of Cuba is gone. I’ve been remade...in the image that men wanted, to your specifications. I exist for your pleasure. It's not something I choose, but it is what I am.”
He stared at her. She was incredibly intelligent. Nick had told him that she was a brilliant student in Havana. It was one of the reasons the police had sold her. She couldn't be sent back to the university. She had too much potential to do them harm. Yet even the monsters in Havana were unwilling to destroy such beauty.
“Listen to me, Pilar. You're right, you have an addiction to sex, but you do need to act like my fiancé. That does give you more...license than normal, but don't go too far with it. I'm serious. It’s dangerous for you and me, for all of us. It could get us killed. I will certainly regret it, but I will swap you for one of the others if you are too much of a danger to us. You hear me?”
She looked at him strangely.
“Yes, Master, I hear. Still, I think I am in your head a little too much now...no? I think you enjoy my body a little more than you should. You know the shape of my mouth, the feel of my throat too well...you have spent many hours inside me, inside my ass, my cunt. I have felt your whip on my skin, suffered your pain, and screamed, begging you for mercy. No…you won't discard me very easily. We are connected now. Two halves of the same coin.”
Michael could see a red flush coming over her skin as she spoke. The influences of the Plantation on her were still incredibly strong and speaking this way, from the heart, was a conflict. He needed to give her a little slack, give her some time to adjust.
“I'll say it again. What we're doing here is truly dangerous, Pilar. You could get hurt, hurt very badly if anyone suspects what we're really about. And I don't mean ‘hurt’ in a sexual way like a slave; I mean ‘hurt’ for the purpose of discovering information or exerting influence over someone else. They are two very different kinds of pain. You understand?”
The girl's expression turned serious and she nodded.
“I understand, Michael. I understand that I play your fiancé for a purpose; that once that purpose is met, you will probably return me to the...to a stable as a slave. But you also need to understand that a slave and a fiancé are two very different things. If this purpose is as important and as dangerous as you say, you also need to accommodate my impulses to some degree especially when we're alone. Otherwise we're both lost.”
He could see the wisdom in her words. He was part of the problem. Nick and Frankie were part of the problem. That would be the first order of business when they landed. Expecting the girls to change overnight was problematic. It could give them away before they had even started.
“Sleep now, Pilar,” he said laying her head on his shoulder. “I'll fuck you later.”

***

 Heads turned when Nick and Maya walked into the casino. She was wearing a clingy mermaid party dress with gold sequins that started just above her areola and ended just inches below the curve of her bare ass. The matching high-heels with their come-fuck-me open toe made her incredible legs look endless. Michael knew it was a risk to display her in such an overtly sexual way, but he needed to make a quick impression and an irresistible Maya was his best shot.
The girl, a convicted con artist from Atlanta, had a wholesome look even though her dress screamed “fuck me.” The two weren't incompatible in Las Vegas. Many clean-cut women dressed like whores in this town; it was part of the game. It was an opportunity to tease men sexually without normal consequences. It was Sin City.
Nick glanced around the room then steered her towards the exclusive high-rollers section. This was a special set-off area which excluded gawkers and casual players from hanging around the tables. He could see the man they had targeted sitting at one of the Blackjack tables. Out of the corner of his eye, Nick spied Michael and Pilar sitting at another blackjack table in the same vicinity.
Their target was H. Jeffery Longwright, the owner of the Regency, an elegant hotel on the far end of the Strip. It was small, only 200 rooms and only five stories tall, but it was a gem that catered exclusively to rich men. These were the gamblers who came to Vegas to experience the big-money, high-excitement games that only Vegas could offer. Longwright was considering a sale of the hotel, but the outrageous asking price said he wasn't really serious. Michael was intent on getting him to change his mind about actually selling without attracting a lot of unwanted attention.
“Are these seats taken?” Nick asked when they arrived at Longwright's table. There were three other players there, all men. Longwright obligingly moved to the next stool so that Nick and Maya could sit together.
“Thanks,” Nick said in an annoyed tone which Maya muted with a warm smile, turning her head so that her perfect profile captured the man's attention.
“Fifty-thousand,” Nick said, tossing a gold-player's card on the table.
The minimum bet for the table was $500.
“Good luck, sir,” the dealer said pushing a stack of chips to him.
Nick gave Maya ten thousand. Longwright and the other players watched the exchange while casting furtive glances at the girl.
Nick turned to the other players, “My girlfriend here is new to Blackjack, but I'll make sure she doesn't slow the game.”
The explanation was met with neutral expressions and nods. New players usually started at the ten dollar tables not the five-hundred. Maya turned to Longwright, seated on her left. His face had a look of disapproval...dis-ing a beautiful woman in public wasn't his style.
“Perhaps if we get into trouble, you can give me some advice, sir...?” Maya said softly to him, clearly embarrassed by Nick’s rude comment.
He nodded and smiled politely, “No problem.”
It was the kind of invitation that he would have jumped on if her coarse boyfriend wasn't sitting three feet away. Longwright had a chronic weakness for stunning woman.
The dealer began his play with most players betting the $500 minimum.
Michael, watching from the nearby table, was pleased. He had ordered the girl to flirt lightly with Longwright but not to come off as a whore. Halfway through the second shoe, as planned, Nick excused himself to visit the men's room. He looked sick, as if he'd drunk too much. Maya continued to play upping her bet to two-thousand dollars once Michael was out of sight.
“I’m feeling luckeeee,” she whispered playfully in Longwright’s ear “accidentally” brushing his skin with her lips.
A pair of eights...she turned in apparent panic to Longwright, lightly touching his sleeve.
“I should split these cards, right?” she asked him.
The dealer had a five.
“Always,” he answered smiling, staring into her gorgeous eyes.
Another eight...
“Oh, my. again?”
“Even better,” he said, surprised at her luck.
She put up another orange chip.
Incredibly she got another eight and squeezed his arm in legitimate excitement. Maya wasn’t acting.
“Should we do it again?” she asked breathlessly.
He nodded with a crooked smile and she nervously put another chip on the table. Four eights in a row was a rarity. The entire table was watching closely. The dealer put a ten on her first and second card then an eight and a nine on the next two. In each instance, Longwright whispered “stand” into her ear, moving progressively closer to stare down at her full breasts.
The dealer, also smitten, smiled at her then drew a ten for himself--a total of fifteen--then another ten to break. Maya jumped in youthful happiness then leaned over and gave Longwright a long kiss of gratitude on his cheek. She had won eight thousand dollars in a single hand.
“Perhaps I should quit,” she asked him, improvising on the script she'd been given.
Nick, watching from a distance, glanced at Michael who signaled him to wait. The girl was doing fine on her own.
“I would quit,” Longwright said. “Perhaps I can wait with you...for your friend...at the bar?”
She nodded demurely and they both colored out. He followed steps behind mesmerized by her perfect ass.
“He's my boyfriend,” she lied, “but we're having kind of a rough patch right now.”
“I find that hard to believe…,” Longwright replied smoothly.
“Maya,” she said, holding out her hand and slipping smoothly onto the barstool. Her long bare legs were tucked innocently between his.
“Jeffrey,” he answered, taking her hand in his and touching it to his lips.
“...'rough patch'?” he asked lightly, signaling to the barman for drinks.
Incredibly, she managed to produce a tear in one eye then wiped it away quickly as if upset and embarrassed. The message was unmistakable...she was vulnerable and almost available.
“I…I am so…disappointed with him,” she blurted out. “When he drinks, he become impossible, and he drinks all the time here. I'm...I'm not sure anymore that I want to...,” She stopped as if hesitant to say the unthinkable.
“Men have a way of changing in Las Vegas,” he said reasonably, desperately thinking of a way to discredit the boyfriend without appearing to anxious. At this moment all he could think about was fucking this incredible creature.
He shouldn't have worried about discrediting the boyfriend. That was Nick's plan all along. He walked up to them, clearly angry.
“What the fuck, Maya...you gave up our seats at the table?”
“I...I won $8,000 on the last hand, Nick. I was taking a break,” she answered hesitantly.
He glanced at Longwright.
“...And you've already found company, I see.”
“Listen, friend,” Longwright said, “I was keeping your girl company while she waited. Did you want her to sit alone? Why don't you take it easy?”
“Keeping her company or keeping her warm?” Nick shouted angrily.
One of the casino's security men stepped up behind the trio.
“Is there a problem here, sir?” he asked Longwright.
“Yeah, there a problem, this prick is trying to pick up my girl,” Nick inserted.
The guard had already keyed his mike for backup which was quickly approaching from two side.
“Fuck off...” Nick said aggressively pushing the man away.
The other security men ran to help, grabbing Nick by the arms. With anyone else that would have been the end of it. Instead Nick turned quickly and jammed his knee into the groin of one guard then punched another in the nose. Michael had told him to make a scene that would cause him to be thrown out or arrested.
Five other security men descended on the melee and subdued him lifting him bodily off his feet for transport to the back office. Maya, flustered and distraught, rose as if to follow, but Longwright grabbed her arm.
“Best to let the Casino handle this, Maya. You can join up with him later.”
She looked at him her face a mask of shock and embarrassment.
“I...I...He...,” she sputtered.
“Look,” he said calmly, “they will keep him on ice for a few hours until he sobers up then let him go. They don't like it when someone assaults on of their men, but they're not going to make a federal case out of a punch in the nose.
“Why don't we go get something to eat while you wait? I have a car and a driver waiting outside.”
Maya looked at him still apparently shaken then composed herself.
“I...I don't think I'm going to be waiting for him when he gets out, Jeffrey,” she said quietly.
“Even better,” he replied, taking her arm.
Two hours later she was sucking on his cock, an act that Long later described as “the best head I've ever had.” The next morning he had her clothes moved into his penthouse suite in the Regency Hotel.
Michael was pleased--they now had a man on the inside.







Las Vegas Nights

 
The Double-Down Hunting Lodge is located 45 miles northwest of Las Vegas on the side of Lone Peak in the Spring Mountain National Recreation area. Its 9,454 foot elevation kept the mountain comfortable, about 15 degrees cooler than the desert floor. It's not a big place with accommodations for only 20 guests at a time, but it is luxurious--all of the suites contain a living room with a fireplace, a bedroom, and a dining room.
Michael purchased the resort and 75 square miles of the surrounding mountainside for $67.5 million through a Las Vegas shell company owned by a Cayman conglomerate called The AVMR Group (the initials standing for Anthony, Vinnie, Michael). The AVMR Group was technically owned by a number, that is, a numbered Swiss bank account which was held by “Michael Bainbridge” who kept the secret account codes in a New York safe deposit box access to which he shared with his father, Anthony Ruggeri...DR. It was the way his Uncle Vinnie has set up the financing—totally untraceable, totally legal.
Michael knew that the biggest potential problem with these kinds of offshore purchases was the US taxing authorities which would track a tax cheat, foreign or domestic, to the gates of Hell. But he had no intention of being bothered by those bastards and immediately filed an interim tax return with the IRS for Bainbridge to establish his good intent and to register their foreign bank connections. With these filings, as long as the government received the full tax for the resort's “reasonable and reported income” there would not be a problem. Of course, the difference between the resort's “reasonable and reported income” and it illegitimate proceeds would be, he hoped, enormous.
Once he had title to the lodge, he appointed Franking Angel the resort's undeclared Executive Director with the authority to hire staff and to renovate. The Russian muscle was quietly flown in from Montana (a strange place for a headquarters, Michael thought) and took up residence in the lodge. A number of ex-cons from the Colony recommended by Frankie were also hired to fill out the staff.
The renovations were elaborate. Frankie hired a group of “artisans” from St. Petersburg to come in and convert the Dining Room in each of the twenty suites to one of five bondage-themed chambers--Roman, Gothic, Inquisition, Fascist, and Futuristic.  Each chamber had a small cage to hold the guest's personal slave. The cages were creative--equipped with primitive plumbing and feeding facilities and a number of painful restraints. The room outside the cage contained all the tools that any sadist could ever need or desire. There was also a closet full of sexy but ordinary everyday clothes in case the guest wanted his slave to be with him in more traditional settings.
Michael wanted every guest, most of whom he believed would be foreigners, to feel comfortable with every aspect of the resort--from the certified medical exams of the girls to the vegetarian food; from the state-of-the-art security to the bar's Muslim section; from the sensitivity of the resort's service staff to the discrete nature of their invitation. It was all intended to make the guest feel at ease in an extreme situation.
He knew that the invitation to stay at the lodge was the key. Rich men would line up and demand to pay the $7,500 a night fee as long as they were convinced that the quality of the experience and the level of discretion were priorities for management. That expectation, he knew, would be satisfied or not in the first few minutes, when it was first offered.
This was why the Regency Hotel was so important to the plan. Michael needed a neutral, non-threatening place where they could market the more extreme attractions of the lodge and where rich men could safely evaluate the offering. The hotel needed to have an element of naughtiness so they wouldn't bring their wives but also an element of exclusivity and respectability. It also needed to be close enough to the Strip's big-money gambling so that they could use gambling as an excuse for their debauchery. No other hotel but the Regency had the same advantages of size, facilities, location, and existing clientele, which is why Michael had felt it necessary to plant Maya on the inside.
In truth, he would have been happy to buy the place for the outrageous number that H. Jeffery Longwright wanted, but that would have advertised their illicit purpose. No, he needed to make a public deal that seemed reasonable.

***

Liu twisted her shoulders trying to ease the burning pain in her muscles. It was obvious that the shiny stainless steel cage had been designed to inflict pain. It had integrated metal shackles for her wrists, knees, and ankles; these held her legs open while her torso was pulled down on her arms which were shackled behind her back to the top of the cage. She hadn't been in this position long, but already she was beginning to mildly hallucinate from the pain.
A few drops of piss fell from her clit and immediately she felt a powerful spray of a disinfectant splash onto her open cunt. It came up from one of the tiny holes in the cage's stainless steel floor. After a few seconds a near-silent pump sucked all the fallen liquid into a discrete drain near the back wall. The cage floor was in effect a toilet like those used in airliners. The back of the cage, which was bolted to one of the room's black walls, held a small compartment in which food was delivered to the naked victim inside. She couldn't reach it now of course with her arms locked behind, but at some point her master would release her from the bondage and she would be able to feed. Incredibly, she was also cleaned in the cage. Soap and warm water were sprayed on her body from jets embedded in the bars then vacated with the same pump and drain that was used for her toilet. Her body was dried with scary infrared lamps hidden in the ceiling. The entire cage system was a masterpiece of engineering all designed for her suffering.
She had been caged for days, perhaps a week, periodically being chained and unchained by a room attendant who appeared out of the room's darkness without warning. The cage itself showered, dried, fed, and watered her. Even her toilet was addressed by the tiny cage, most of it performed in absolute darkness and silence.
The door to the room opened and a spotlight automatically lit up the cage. Liu closed her eyes then heard the door close.
“Your name is Liu?” a male voice said.
“Yes, master,” she answered, hoping that his visit meant relief for her shoulders.
“What can you tell me about your cage?”
The girl stayed quiet, confused by the question.
“Does everything work? Is there anything about the toilet of the shower or the food tray that seems wrong to you?”
She considered his question. She knew that his definition of the word “wrong” and hers were different. He wanted to know if everything was functional in the cage not if she was comfortable.
“Your...your cage works perfectly, Master,” she said quietly, suppressing the desire to scream out in protest that her shoulders were burning.
He reached out and turned the knob that unlock the built-in top shackles. With her arms free, her body dropped heavily to the cage floor. He reached around and turned the knobs for her knees and ankles. She immediately turned her body and began to suck on the water tube. The figure hidden in the darkness watched for a few minutes.
“Come to the front,” he ordered after a short while.
She groaned inwardly but moved quickly to the front of the cage. It wasn't high enough for her to kneel with her body straight but she did the best she could.
“Put your arms up from behind.”
She groaned in her head then immediately lifted her arms once again behind her body to the bars at the top of the cage. The man snapped her wrists into the shackles which moved and swiveled to accommodate her new kneeling position near the front of the cage.
The man turned another knob and opened a small section of the cage top near the front.
“Put your head through here,” he said quietly.
Liu twisted her body and glanced up. The cage section he’d opened was square about the size of a human head; there was a small round cutout near the front of the section. Obediently, she lifted her head through the hole and he closed and latched the small door. Her long thin neck was held tightly inside the metal cutout. The purpose of the door and its cutout was obvious--her mouth was now fully available.
She had a moment of panic in the unyielding metal. A man's dick held too long inside her throat could strangle any cocksucker. That's what the human gag reflux was all about. The gag response had been trained out of all of them of course, but the mental fear of suffocation still remained. It was especially strong when her neck and arms were held tight in the steel,
There was no way to communicate her panic other than to do the unthinkable--by biting down on a man's cock. This response, no matter how justified, was a capital crime for a Purgatory slave. She had heard about girls who had been crucified and impaled for such actions...and not just for purpose of pain. They had actually been killed like rabid dogs. She didn't know if it was true, but she didn't want to find out by having it done to her.
She need not have worried. The man took two triangular pieces of rubber off a wall shelf and pushed them into her mouth over the teeth on each side. She could still close her mouth but not fully, certainly she couldn't bite down hard. Surprisingly, she was comforted by the precaution.
“Safety stops,” he explained reasonably. “They prevent a beautiful cocksucker like you from reflexively closing her mouth when her air is cut off. It happens sometimes with metal bondage. The girl panics at the unyielding way in which she's held.”
He opened his pants and pushed his large cock into her mouth, rubbing it against her tongue and her uvula at the back of her mouth to get it hard. She glanced up at him with wide frightened eyes moving her tongue and lips as she'd been taught. The rubber prevented her from closing her mouth, but it didn't prevent her from caressing him. Slowly, he pushed himself deeper inside until water appeared in the corners of her eyes. She was staring at him, desperately trying to use her tongue and lips to encourage him to fuck her. She knew that this was the quickest way to be allowed to breathe. She was also excited by the feel of his big cock. He lingered a lifetime inside her throat, testing her submissiveness, watching her eyes; finally, he backed out and began to fuck her mouth and throat in long deep thrusts. It seemed like hours before his cum spurted.
“That was...,” he paused as if collecting himself, “an acceptable performance.”
He released her arms from the manacles then lifted the top door and allowed her head to fall back inside the cage. She resumed her half-kneel position in the cage.
“Someone will be along for you in a day or two,” he said then shut the lights and closed the door.
She licked her lips in the dark discovering an errant drop of his cum. She knew that this was a test; they were shaking down the facility, discovering the limits of the equipment and the slaves. She knew that it would get better once this initial shakedown period was finished. They wanted her body fit and well-toned; the same for her mind. She was a slave, but also an extraordinarily valuable female and not to be wasted...this was something she had learned in Purgatory. There was something else she had discovered in that place--sex could become an obsession for a slave.
She was already yearning for more of that kind of attention.

***

Pilar leaned across the table and used her long tongue to pull a piece of steaming red meat off Michael's fork. They had ordered two Caesar salads and one filet-minion covered in mushrooms for the two of them.
“How the steak?” he asked.
She lifted her eyebrows. This was the first time she'd ever tasted such meat. Steak was unbelievably expensive in Cuba even for the privileged class.
“Excellent, Master,” she whispered, leaning back coyly in their hidden booth, “but I've had enough.”
He nodded. She had had two small bites of the meat. He noticed that beautiful girls generally didn't eat very much. Whether this was the reason for their luscious bodies or the normal behavior of a naturally thin girl, he didn't know. All he knew was that the two seemed to be related.
“Didn't I tell you to stop calling me Master?” he whispered back, trying to make his voice sound harsh.
She smiled, took a long mushroom off his plate, sucked it slowly into her mouth then licked her fingers with antagonizing slowness. She was provoking him again in the same way a small animal provokes a caged tiger.
“Fuck...you...Michael,” she said slowly. “We are in America now, the land of liberty and freedom for all. I don't need to do what you say in a place like this. There is no whipping post here, no chains, no ponygirl harness. Inside this restaurant, I am a liberated independent woman.”
Michael smiled. She enjoyed taunting him; she enjoyed driving him to discipline her when they were alone in his room. The natural limits of their Las Vegas existence compared to the extremes of Dominica frustrated both of them.
“Why do you miss the whip so badly, Pilar?” he asked in a low voice. “I imagined that you would find this more tame life easier.”
She stared at him blushing furiously.
“Nick told me this would happen but I didn't believe him. I didn't think it was possible that a woman could long for Purgatory. There was real pain there, torture, bondage--no freedom, no self-control, no free will; you were truly a slave. Girls pulled men around in carriages...ponygirls with no more standing than horses!
“How could you miss that place? Isn't this better? Don't you enjoy the standing, the power you have as my fiancé?
“Explain it to me, I'm honestly confused.”
She stared at him for a long time. He stared back, enjoying the view. She began to speak in a low voice.
“I was an activist in Cuba you know, Michael, a member of the Student's Freedom Party. I was young, only eighteen, but I had a position of power in the party--my father was a very powerful man in the government. Because of this I was able to be more opinionated and outspoken than the others students. Everyone quieted when I spoke. Perhaps they feared my father more than they respected my youthful views, but I began to enjoy the feeling. It was especially satisfying when I could humble and humiliate strong Cuban men with my sharp tongue.
“When the police took me, I instantly lost that power. One moment I was leading students in a protest, the next I was a slave in Purgatory. That is probably the way life ends as well--one second you are alive, the next you are dead...and living in Heaven...or Hell. Perhaps there is no difference between the two.
“Purgatory was like that--a combination of Heaven and Hell. The masters made me kneel before them and suck their cocks. They fucked me in every way possible. They used my pain to feel pleasure. I fought it at first then I began to yearn for...for the rewards of slavery.”
She leaned in towards him and he could see the full shape of her breasts over the top of her dress.
“Slavery has many rewards for a beautiful woman, Master. I love it, for example, when men admire my body, when I can put the hunger in their eyes. I enjoy the extraordinary sex. I welcome the feeling of being owned, controlled by a strong man. Even the pain has its rewards...the body has many amazing chemicals that most people never experience because they avoid fear and pain.”
She kissed the top of his hand then put her hand gently on his arm.
“Let me tell you the secret of life, Michael; men are compelled by their strongest instinct to fuck beautiful women and women are compelled by their instincts to attract strong men. That's it. Everything else that we do is in furtherance of these, these goals. All of our greed, our kindness, our ambition...everything that drives us is at its core to further the goal of fucking or being fucked. Some people say that this is how natures continues our species; others believe it is all part of God's plan.
“For me it doesn't matter. All that matters is that I understand why I am the way I am and why you are the way you are. In other words...the meaning of life.”
“That's a pretty dark philosophy,” Michael answered.
“Not at all,” she replied, slipping her hand over his cock. “Human beings are neither good nor bad; they are simply driven by their instincts in different ways like any other animal. It is when instincts are denied that we create a dark place. This is when we truly suffer.”
Michael began to feel aroused as she gently pushed against his balls.
“When I had power in Cuba I felt happy but also uneasy as if something was dreadfully wrong. I didn't realize it at the time, but I was denying and defying my instincts as a woman. I was pretending to be a man; I took pleasure in hurting other people…as you do. That was wrong, it twisted me.”
She picked up another mushroom with her fingers and pushed it slowly into his mouth.
“As I said, I rejected my captivity in Purgatory with all my strength. I felt that I was the equal of those men who were trying to subjugate me. Why should I bow to them? I thought. I was continuing to act against my nature. If it wasn't for the itch in my cunt, I probably would have died resisting them.”
Michael looked at her and smiled, “The itch?”
She sidled up to him throwing her long leg over his under the table to the waiter's disapproving stare.
“Si, the itch in my clit that I cannot scratch, the throbbing in my nipples that I cannot stop,” she whispered into his ear. “Every day of my captivity the itch got stronger until it was impossible to bear. I would break out in a chill then into a hot sweat in an attempt to deny it. Punishment intensified the itch. I was driving myself crazy.
The only relief came from sex, forced at first then demanded like any powerful drug. Eventually, I would climax over and over and over like some crazed animal in heat. Soon, sex became as necessary as water and food and air. Without it, I would die. I was truly addicted.”
Michael remained silent.
“You might think that I am a fool, Michael, a silly girl infatuated with sex who has made up a rationale to explain her longings. Believe me, I know the difference between obsession and infatuation. I learned it in the sand pits of Dominica; I learned it chained naked for the night at the foot of my master's bed. The truth is that now I would much rather live as the whipped slave of a strong man than the master of a weak one.”
He pushed her leg gently back onto the bench. She was looking at him with yearning in her eyes.
“Don't call me Master again, Pilar, or I will have you hooded and locked in a closet for a week. For this insolent speech you will receive a good whipping tonight tied down to my bed.”
He lowered his voice again.
“I was shown an extremely painful method of whipping a girl before I left Dominica...involving two poles and a cane. Perhaps I'll introduce it to you tonight.”
She grabbed his arm and squeezed it hard against her throbbing tits.







H. Jeffrey Longwright

 
Maya lay naked on the bed with her head cradled in Longwright's armpit and her knee pushed up hard against his balls. Michael had told her to bring him along slowly, to cultivate the relationship, to learn everything she could about the operation in the process…but she had her own needs. Fucking him had been nice; he had a long easy way about making love that mostly satisfied her, mostly.
“That was wonderful, Jeffrey, thank you,” she said quietly, “and thank you for helping me, for rescuing me from Nick. He can be mean when he's drunk, abusive. I don't know what I would have done if you had not been there.
“I guess our wedding plans are over after tonight... There's no way I can go back to him; even if I wanted to do that, he would be too...well, too extreme with me.”
She could feel Longwright’s heightened interest in the faint tightening of his muscles, in the slight hardening of his cock.
“Extreme...?” he asked quietly in a tentative way.
Maya lay quiet for a long time then whispered shyly as if ashamed to repeat the words, “He would spank me sometimes, tie me up and paddle my ass until it was bright red. The shame of it, the pain was unbearable...”
Jeffery stayed silent and absolutely still. Maya could feel his cock getting steadily harder.
“...but the sex was incredible,” she finished quietly whispering into his ear.
“You...you enjoyed it...being tied up and spanked?” he finally asked. “I didn't think that a beautiful girl like you would go for that kind of thing.”
“It was terrible. I don’t like to talk about it, but if it's done properly by the right man,” she said softly, “it can be...stimulating, a real rush.”
She knew instinctually that this was the moment. If he rejected her invitation, they could never have the kind of intense relationship that Nick wanted. She was taking a big chance moving so quickly but men like Longwright were casual about women. She could be out on her ear in the morning if their relationship was only about fucking. She had fucked him with everything she had and knew that he enjoyed it, but she needed to sink the hook in even deeper, right now, while his blood was running hot.
She waited silently. He said nothing, made no move then slowly he got out of bed and rummaged in the closet. In the dim light, she could see three leather belts in his hand. Gently, he rolled her onto her stomach and pulled her arms behind. One belt went on just above her elbows another on her wrists and the third on her ankles. She tested the bondage. Surprisingly, it was solid, inescapable. She also noted that there were no loose ends, no flapping tails. Tight...silent...neat...symmetrical...these were the telltale signs of an experienced bondage master. Perhaps she was wrong about him.
He opened the draw on the night-table and removed a rubber ball-gag which he quickly pushed into her mouth and strapped tightly behind her neck. There was no hesitation, no fluttering hands, no unnecessary words. He reached back into the night table and removed a wooden paddle. Her eyes got wide; it was flexible and firm, the kind of paddle that screamed pain just sitting there. She could feel the familiar fear of what was to come, she could feel herself getting wet. He sat on the edge of the bed and put her body over one leg, using the other leg and his free arm to hold her still and helpless. She twisted her head and looked up at him. He smiled at her as the first whack sent a jolt of red-hot flame through her entire body.
“I've had a bit of experience with bondage and discipline, Maya,” he said softly.
Whack! Her bottom was already beginning to burn. She sputtered a weak protest through the gag which he ignored. She began to panic with the growing pain. She had definitely lost control of the situation.
“What I've found is that some girls like you are ready for discipline at a very early age. They understand the potential of pain the extraordinary closeness of a relationship build on suffering, on obedience.”
Whack!  Whack!  Whack!  Whack!
Maya was twisting wildly on his lap, unable to escape, unable to scream her protest, to beg his indulgence. A real paddling was more than she had bargained for, more than she expected. It was as if she was back in the Colony hanging from a whipping post.
“There’s something different about a girl who understands the potential of pain,” he whispered. “I saw it in you the second you appeared at the Blackjack table.”
Whack! Whack! Whack!
“There was something in your eyes, in the way you turned your head, in the shape of your lips, the way you kept showing your tongue...I don't know, but I can always tell.
Her thrashing was causing her clit to grind on the top of his leg and suddenly she shuddered in a climax that set her entire body trembling. Longwright dropped the paddle and held her close as if she was a fish out of water thrashing for its life. When she was done, he laid her face down so that her head was extended over the edge of the bed. Then used another belt to tie her hair to her ankles in an impossible hogtie.
Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack!
The pain from the paddle on her ass cheeks opened her eyes wide. Filling her view was his enormous cock. She waited until he removed the gag then sucked him greedily inside swallowing hard to work his dick deep into her throat. She could feel his balls touching her chin.
Whack! The paddle struck her hard on the left ass cheek.
Whack! The paddle struck her hard on the right ass cheek.
Whack! Left. Whack! Right. Whack! Left. Whack! Right. Whack! Left. Whack! Right.
She began to jerk her entire body in time with the scorching blows, moving her mouth and lips and tongue in an imitation of a clinging vagina. There was no conscious thought in the action, no plan. The pain just intensified everything especially the cocksucking to a degree that very few people will ever experience.
Whack! Left. Whack! Right.
Longwright continued the paddling right up to the moment he came. She could feel his body arc pushing his dick impossibly far inside. The feeling of certain strangulation precipitated her desperate climax, causing his to intensify to an even higher peak. They both experienced the little death, le petite mort as the French say.
He pulled out when it was over allowing her to breathe, but neither of them could speak for several minutes. In a while he took her out of the hogtie but left on her arm belts. Maya didn't mind, the truth was that she enjoyed being helpless when she was fucked...and when she was being held like now. Longwright did both to her extreme satisfaction for the rest of the night.

***

“I want to buy your hotel, Mr. Longwright,” Michael said without preamble once they were seated.
Longwright, surprised, turned sharply to Maya who had begged him to meet with Michael, claiming he was her favorite uncle in Vegas for the first time.
“Yes, I asked Maya to arrange this meeting,” Michael confirmed, “and no, I am not her uncle. I am much closer to her than that, closer than any blood relative.”
Longwright turned to Maya with a look of hurt and outrage. She had conned him.
“I don't appreciate being bushwhacked and betrayed, Mr. Bainbridge.”
He turned angrily towards Pilar as if including her in the indictment. She just smiled and shrugged. For her, betrayal was one of the more minor human weaknesses.
“You're not being betrayed or bushwhacked, Mr. Longwright. I simply needed to speak to you in private about the sale of your hotel. Maya agreed to help me set up this meeting. That's all. As I said, I'd like to buy it.”
“So buy it,” Long answered with a piercing retort. “The price is well known by every real estate agent in town. Why all the mystery, all the...the...”
It was obvious that he was furious with Maya. She shrunk back, afraid of his rage, knowing the pain he was capable of inflicting.
“I'm afraid I can't pay the amount you're asking, Mr. Longwright. Such a transaction would attract too much of the wrong kind of attention.”
“Well, then we don't have anything more to talk about do we?” Longwright answered brusquely as he began to stand. Halfway up, he turned back towards Michael. “The truth, Mr. Bainbridge, is that I enjoy the place too much to sell it for anything less. Money isn't everything in life, but maybe you don't know that being from Wall Street and all.”
Michael stood up and blocked his exit. He was a foot shorter than Longwright but there was something about the way he held himself that demanded respect.
“I don't think you understand, Jeffery,” Michael said quietly, switching without permission to Longwright's first name. “I will pay you what you're asking but half of the payment needs to be in private...a handshake deal just between us.”
Longwright blinked, looked again at Maya then sat back down.
“What is this anyway…? Why would do that, MICHAEL?
“A person could get into some very serious trouble here in Nevada by hiding that kind of sale from the authorities. Not only that, why would I trust your handshake? I don't know you. Aside from that, you've already proved yourself quite capable of a massive deception.”
Michael responded in the same low, serious voice, “You would do it, Jeffrey because I'm going to make you an offer you can't refuse.”
The trite line from The Godfather was clearly a joke, but his tone of voice and the expression on his face said it was also more. It was clear that things between them could quickly get very ugly very quickly.
Longwright shrugged and signaled for the waiter to refill their drinks. He had dealt with the New York mobsters in the past. If Bainbridge was connected to them, he needed to be polite and to listen, but he wasn’t going to be intimidated. They had their own set of rules here in Las Vegas.
“Go ahead, Mike, you're paying for dinner so I guess it's your dime.”
“We will pay you in cash exactly one-half the price you're asking for the hotel in ten days. For the other half, we will pay you $25 million in cash placed in an off-shore account in your name. Our attorneys, Curran & Young of New York City, will handle the transfer and provide you with an ironclad guarantee that the money will be delivered within five days.”
He paused allowing the numbers to register. Longwright was listening closely now. The price he had put on the hotel was exactly twice what it was worth. He'd done it as a kind of joke, a statement that he was never going to sell. Now someone was actually willing to pay that absurd number without negotiation or haggle. He felt trapped.
“We will also transfer ownership of twenty-five female slaves to you including their live delivery anywhere in the world. Our attorneys will hold $12.5 million of our money in escrow as an additional guarantee that this part of the transaction is finalized to your satisfaction.”
Longwright blinked...”Slaves? What are you talking about?”
“Maya and Pilar are examples of the level of quality we will deliver. I will even throw Maya in as one of the twenty-five.”
The girl blushed but remained quiet with her eyes cast down.
“I don't believe any of this,” Longwright said, sipping his drink. “Slavery is illegal in case you haven’t heard.”
Michael nodded. Just a few months ago he had also been ignorant of the thriving slave business taking place inside the Penal Colonies.
“Yes, it is clearly illegal, Jeffrey. You would need to ensure the utmost privacy and security for your twenty-five slave girls. I suggest that you have them delivered to a remote location that has plenty of both, perhaps a Caribbean island. You might want to cultivate them down there. It's not well known but there's a thriving market in the Caribbean for beautiful slaves right now.”
Longwright continued to stare at him with a disbelieving expression.
“Pilar, Maya why don't you slip under the table and show Mr. Longwright how obedient you are.”
Pilar looked around to ensure that no one was looking then slipped quietly under the tablecloth. Maya followed obediently a moment later. They both began to unfasten his pants. Longwright didn't move.
“There's a strip joint less than a hundred yards away from this restaurant,” Longwright said quietly. “In ten minutes I could find girls just as beautiful as yours who would do the same for enough cash.”
He closed his eyes and twitched slightly as Maya sucked his balls into her mouth then sighed as Pilar began to lick the crown of his cock.
“Those would be whores, Jeffrey, rentals. The women sucking your dick right now are not sex workers, they are not whores, or escorts, or prostitutes. These two are not even very liberal sexually. They are chattel...property, human animals that have been trained to obey, human animals that can be stripped down, bought and sold, punished, fucked, caged, whatever their owner chooses.”
The color was rising in Longwright's face.
Michael put his face closer, “Yes, they could walk out that door and report me to the police, but that's not very likely to happen. Their status is guaranteed by several powerful organizations that operate here in the States and in other countries. They are also...”
“You mean the mob...” Longwright interrupted, breathing harder than normal as Pilar began to swallow his cock in earnest.
Michael shrugged. “Call them what you will. The fact remains that there are a number of organizations that guarantee the obedience and the silence of female slaves imported into this country.”
Longwright's face was turning a deeper red just as the sommelier stopped by to pour more wine into their glasses.
“Shall I pour for the ladies?” he asked looking around.
Michael smiled and nodded. “They'll be back in a few minutes. Just let it breathe in the glass.”
The man poured then replaced the bottle and turned away just as Longwright exhaled deeply and trembled. The muscles on his face with twitching an attempt to control the outward expression of his orgasm. In a few minutes, the two girls returned quietly to their seats. Pilar used her napkin to wipe her mouth.
“They are also,” Michael continued, “accustomed to a certain lifestyle, one that contains certain extremes unavailable in normal life. I suspect that you have already participated in some of this with Maya. She tells me that you have quite the advanced discipline technique, that you are somewhat of an expert, an aficionado perhaps?”
Longwright stared but didn't respond. Pilar and Maya each took a long of their wine as if they had just returned from the Ladies Room. Michael raised his eyebrows inviting the man to respond. His message was clear--this was the best deal he was ever going to get for the hotel property.
“I need a day to think about it for a day,” he finally declared staring at Maya, “and I want this one to be with me for that day. I have never been deceived so treacherously. She needs to pay for that, personally.”
“No problem,” Michael answered. “I'm staying at the Bellagio. Send her back the day after tomorrow with your answer.”
Maya was staring straight ahead afraid to look at either man. Yes, she had deceived Jeffery but on orders from Michael, her current master. How could she be severely punished for being obedient? Wouldn't she have been punished just as badly if she had disobeyed Michael? She glanced at Longwright. He was literally licking his lips in anticipation of her punishment, her suffering. There was a tightness in her crotch, a familiar feeling of dreadful anticipation. There was also a kind of impatience.
If he was going to punish her, they should get on with it! She thought angrily. Did he actually intend to calmly finish his dinner while she sat here anticipating his paddle, while her cunt dripped...while...
Twenty four hours later, Maya was returned to the Bellagio in a small wooden box, naked and bound with an enormous belt in a small tight package.
“The answer is yes, Master, he agrees to sell,” she said with a trance-like expression on her face.

Michael smiled, “Excellent.”
Maya looked as if she'd been rode hard and put up wet as they said in these parts. He now had the hotel and the lodge--everything he needed to begin operation.
“I'm going to send you back to him, Maya. Tell him that the first payment will be made as soon as our lawyers can meet. Tell him that you are our “earnest money” deposit.” He is your master now.”
The girl closed her eyes. Jeffrey had already made himself her master last night.







Desert Whales

 
For most people Las Vegas is an adult Disneyland. The buzzing casinos, the fancy restaurants, the hotels, the neon lights, the breathless crowds create an irresistible, undeniable excitement that transcends the monotony of ordinary lives. The entire city is masterful entertainment on a middle-class budget.
But there’s another side of the town, a side reserved for wealthy gamblers--whales, rich people with a thirst for financial risk and at least at least $250,000 in their pockets. These are the town's cash cows. They gamble just like geriatric slot players, but they do it to a completely different set of rules. The first of these rules is “never pay a tax.”
Casinos are required to report all significant winnings to the IRS and to collect at least 25% of a gambler's profits on the spot. This winner's-tax significantly lowers the expected return for any game and it makes gambling with large sums of money a fool’s choice. Whales are not fools. To counter the taxman, they find private games where no government levies are ever imposed, only a reasonable one or two percent house-skim for expenses.
This demand for private games creates a niche market that has traditionally been filled by criminal elements, extra-legal organizations that work together to keep their gambling activities very, very quiet. And for good reason, of the $100 BILLION dollars bet legally each year in Las Vegas at least a third more is bet in private games. This means, with a 1.5% average house-skim, that the mob earns an estimated $450 million a year, year after year after year, in steady low-risk income.
To maintain this revenue stream the private game providers, known as IPGPs (Illegal Private Game Providers), have banded together in a loose coalition in Las Vegas known as the Club. The Club handles high-level bribes, adjudicates territorial disputes between members, and manages admission into the private game industry.
The president of the Club is democratically elected every year. For the last eight years the office has been held by Angelo Mascarpone, 56, the grandson of the infamous Chihuahua drug lord, Julio Mascarpone. The Mascarpone family of Los Angeles and Mexico City gained control of the Club after a long series of gruesome torture videos were circulated to the other organizations. Although elected to end the mysterious killings, many believed that the Angelo Mascarpone was actually the person responsible for the horrors. In any case, the killing stopped on his election and everyone returned to the business of making money.
As his reward for making peace, Mascarpone took exclusive rights to providing female escorts to the Club's members. This was later seen as a brilliant maneuver. The whales demanded and consumed female companions at a prodigious rate while they were gambling. With this monopoly firmly in hand, Mascarpone was able to raise the average daily rate for girls from $1,500 to $3,000--a $50 million a year business in its own right. When combined with his own private games, plus the income from supplying most of the city’s liquor, drugs, food, accommodations, and transportation to other private games, the Mascarpone Family was earning almost half the Las Vegas IPGP revenue. It was a veritable gold mine.
 “Things are too quiet,” Angelo declared ominously to his senior lieutenants. “There’s no way the other families have finally ceded Las Vegas to us. They want in, they have always wanted in, and they always will want in. Something is happening, I know it, and we don't have a fucking clue what it is.”
He stopped and stared at the men in the room then began speaking again.
“I don’t trust any of those Italian mother fuckers from New York, especially Anthony Ruggeri and his demented bother, Vinnie. They are snakes and have had their eyes on Las Vegas for years...and they don't just want the book, they wants it all, the girls, the drugs, the booze, everything.”
The other men in the room nodded but stayed quiet. When Angelo was on one of his rants about the New York intention to take over “his town” it was best to stay quiet.
“It is bad enough that we have to pay off their politicians in Washington...half of what we give those fucks goes directly into Ruggeri's pocket. I know it. The man's a snake, a fucking crook. He's up to something, I know it.”
Again he went silent, staring out the window.
“There’s no fucking way that we are going to back off an inch to those cunts. We own Vegas now and we're not giving any of it up, especially the whores. I don’t care how strong Ruggeri is back east, this is Mascarpone territory here in Las Vegas, we fought for it and now we own it. He can suck my cock if he thinks I’m going to let him in…fucking Italian mother fucker!”
The room was as silent as a tomb. The truth was that Angelo Mascarpone was really a mild-mannered, Sanford-educated intellectual with an IQ well north of 150, who only killed and tortured on the basis of careful quantitative analysis. He just enjoyed playing the gangster, imitating his grandfather who had started the business long ago.
“So what the fuck have you morons got to say?” he screamed, slamming his hand on the table. “You’re supposed to be the fucking brains of this outfit. So you tell me, what’s going on?”
There was a moment of terrified silence then Jorge Sinaloa, his number-two and a formidable killer in his own right, spoke up in a hesitant tone.
“Ruggeri’s got a lot of trouble right now, Boss. The Feds have closed down his investment business and his son Michael got royally screwed in the process. They sent him to one of those prison islands, Dominica I think. Anthony’s brother is already there serving a life sentence. The old man, Anthony, he's got to be on the ropes. I’d say they were nearly finished as a major New York family.”
Angelo stared at the man. He considered him little more than a psychopathic killer. If it wasn't for the Sinaloa family connections, he would never be invited him into this inner circle.
“As usual, you assume too much good news, Jorge, and imagine too little bad.
“Anthony Ruggeri isn’t going to just fade away into the sunset because he's disappointed. Men like him don’t just sit back and let things happen to them. They make things happen. Doesn't it seem strange to you, for example, that Ruggeri was willing to let both his brother and his son take a fall…with all his political connections. Doesn't it seem strange that they both end up on the same island in the Colony--Dominica? Does any of this stir your curiosity?”
Jorge tried to recover.
“I heard the brother was running drugs and whores out of the islands, Boss. Maybe… maybe they got some kind of business going down there...? Maybe...,” his voice trailed off.
Angelo stared at the man until the silence in the room became uncomfortable.
“You think…?” he said sarcastically. “Does that sound like the old man has just given up on his own son? Maybe you should do some fucking leg work and check up on him, on the son especially, this Michael. I want to know where he is on Dominica and what he’s doing. We got a few good men in the penal colonies…I want to know exactly what the son is doing; I want to be assured by someone that he is safely out of our way. You hear me, Jorge?”
The man nodded and Angelo slowly turned back to the others at the table.
“This goes for the rest of you as well. I want you all to put out feelers. I want to know why New York has suddenly gone quiet, especially the Ruggeri assholes. I want to know why New York wants us to think they have lost interest in Las Vegas.
“Now get the fuck out.”







Whale Pods

 
Mr. Sato Totowa bowed low and Michael followed suit, lowering himself just an inch below that of his Japanese guest as a sign of respect.
“My name is Michael Bainbridge. I own this humble hotel. The Regency is honored to have you as one of our first guests, Mr. Totowa.”
The old man smiled but said nothing. He visited Las Vegas every year and always stayed in a penthouse suite at one of the large establishments. This year he had been asked by a colleague to whom he owed a large debt of honor to try the Regency. It was a request he could not refuse. At least now the debt was paid, he thought, resigned to the lesser treatment he expected.
“Please follow me. We have prepared your room.”
Totowa nodded slightly and trailed half a step behind as they passed through the lobby.
He had to admit that the hotel's lobby was different…intriguing. There was none of the accoutrement of a normal hotel--no bellman, no bags, no check-in desk, no phones--nothing except a simulated lagoon with comfortable looking chairs scattered throughout. The artwork in the background was excellent in simulating a sunset. The lobby could have been a scene from a beach in Bali.
He caught sight of a comely girl lingering in the trees as they passed. She was naked to the waist and wearing only a sari. She seemed to fit naturally into the setting, waiting to serve, wanting to please. Totowa felt an immediate sense of peace. There was nothing crass or commercial in her attitude or in this public space. It was a place for hotel guests to gather, to socialize, or not as they desired. Impressive.
Michael turned back towards him.
“The lobby is available to you at all times, Mr. Totowa, 24 hours a day. We've tried to make it as restful as possible. The girls will provide you with any food or drink you request. We have one of the best chefs in the world working in the kitchen and a wine cellar that I believe you will find quite exceptional. Everything is complementary of course.”
   The man nodded and smiled. “Complementary...” He means that it's all included in the $3,000 a night room rate. What Totowa didn’t know was that the hotel was a huge loss-leader for Michael even when full to capacity.
“They weren't in the hotel business,” Michael had told Frankie, “everything here is specifically designed to make the guest feel welcome and safe.”
The elevator’s decoration maintained the island theme as did its operation. It moved so quietly and smoothly in fact that Totowa didn't realize that they had risen to another floor until the doors opened.
“The security in the hotel is state-of-the-art, Mr. Totowa,” Michael was saying. “You won't ever see any of it, but rest assured it’s there. I can show you various attestations from auditors regarding its efficiency but the actual methods we employ are secret.”
Totowa nodded and made a mental note to have his staff review the security documents. One could never be too careful. The risk of abduction for someone with his wealth was always present. Even now, his personal security was watching the building and tracking him with a surgically-implanted transponder.
There was no door off the elevator lobby just a wide expanse of more simulated beach and a small pool, again consistent with the decor downstairs. Despite his misgivings, Totowa was impressed.
“The elevator is exclusively for your use during your stay,” Michael was saying. “For security purposes, it is the only means of access to this suite other than the adjacent escape stairway which is locked and guarded. It should be used only for emergencies.”
Totowa nodded then moved to a two-chair setting and sat down. Michael followed and sat beside him. Immediately, another half-naked serving girl was kneeling at Totowa's side. She was relatively short, with black hair down to her waist, and a figure that inspired.
“May I get you something, Sir?” she asked in the quiet voice of a geisha.
Her thick hair and pointed breasts reminded him of a Polynesian, the sexual target of many Japanese businessmen.
“Whiskey,” he said gently.
Michael nodded indicating that he would join his guest in a drink.
“The hotel has its own private casino for guests, Mr. Totowa. We take a 1% fee for expenses on all money bet. The buy-in to the casino is $250,000 placed on deposit at our Swiss bank account. All winnings are paid out of the same account. Winnings and losses are affected immediately, no records are ever kept nor are there any taxes to be paid.”
Totowa remained silent, uncommitted. The girl returned with their drinks then disappeared into the trees. He carefully watched her walk away noting the special motion of her sari-covered ass.
“She will discretely monitor for your instructions. If you want privacy, you can send her away and call her back with one of the small push buttons hidden in each piece of furniture. He pointed to a small green push-button at the back of the coffee-table. We have three dependable servers assigned to you; they live in their...room when not on duty. You will find all forms of electronic entertainment in various places throughout the suite. A server will be able to help with them, with anything you need.”
Without saying it, the explanation also made it very clear that the “dependable” girls assigned to the suite were available for sex. Again, Totowa was impressed by the man's discretion. He admired subtlety, it was a skill that was becoming increasingly rare in the world.
“Yes, I do enjoy an occasional game of blackjack, Mr. Bainbridge,” he said quietly. “And if I might add, your accommodations are superb and your servers are lovely. I think...I will enjoy my stay here at the Regency.”
Michael nodded obviously pleased with the man's reaction. Totowa wielded enormous influence among the Asians they hoped to attract.
“If you have a special request, sir, or need my confidential assistance just push the green button twice. I or one of my senior personal assistants will respond immediately.”
Totowa nodded as he admired the half-naked body of another server kneeling a short distance away. He would have one of the girl as an appetizer then go down to the public space for dinner to make note of who else was staying at the hotel. He stared at Michael for a moment looking for signs of deception.
“I will have one of my assistants wire the casino money to you, Mr. Bainbridge. It will probably take a day to arrive.”
“Please allow me to extend you house credit until your own funds arrive.”
Totowa smiled at the favor. Not many casinos, even the private ones, would extend a quarter-million dollar credit to someone they had just met. Michael hesitated as if considering something else.
“We have…another facility just outside Las Vegas that you might want to visit, Mr. Totowa, before you return to Tokyo. It offers different accommodations, accommodations designed to provide extreme entertainment to men with slightly different tastes. The gambling is also slightly more aggressive than ordinarily with a million-dollar buy-in for guests.”
Totowa immediately recognized and appreciated the key phrase, “extreme entertainment.” It was code for what others would call perversions. His appetite and interest was immediately aroused.
“I might be interested in visiting such a place, Mr. Bainbridge. Let's see how well I do in the hotel's casino at the quarter-million dollar level.”
Michael smiled and nodded. “Of course.” They both knew that for someone like Totowa this amount of money was unimportant. His personal fortune was well in excess of two-billion dollars. He wasn't worried about losing a quarter-million or even a million. What was more important to him was the quality of the entertainment, its uniqueness, and the competence of the people with whom he was dealing. Totowa was a very careful man.

***

Mr. Totowa sat in the darkened room studying the girl in the cage. The spotlights showed every aspect of her interesting pain in detail while allowing him to remain unseen in absolute darkness. She was an exquisite creature, clearly of Asian ancestry, perhaps even Japanese, but with a distinct touch of the Caucasus mixed in her blood. The effect was a startling beauty--tall, thin, with flawless skin and sultry oval eyes that elicited equal amounts of compassion and lust, a perfect combination.
He was trying to mentally control his growing desire, to synchronize his lust with her agony. It was a challenge especially when she opened her mouth and showed her pointed red tongue. He pushed back the image of that tongue fondling his aching balls, licking his penis; those full lips cupping the tip of his cock. He imagined her…
Quickly, he returned his focus to her bondage to distract himself. The girl's head was locked above the top of the cage by a trapdoor and a small neck hole. The hole held her long neck just under the jaw. Her arms were drawn straight back and belted tightly to the bars at the top of the cage. Her feet had been pulled up through the bars and were also belted at the ankles. She was totally helpless, suspended by the metal in a perfect rectangle shape with her head and feet protruding over the top of the cage--both vulnerable to his intentions. It was exquisite bondage—progressively becoming more painful while remaining aesthetically intact and symmetrical. It evoked an enormous impact in the viewer just like any piece of art. That's what it was, he thought--art.
Totowa waited patiently, suppressing his desire to ravage her. It was an exquisite torment for him as well. He knew that when the time was right he would fuck her in the mouth, pushing his cock deep into her throat, enjoying the tightness created by the weight of her body pulling down on her trapped jaw. He also knew the purpose of the crop waiting on top of the cage. It was to be used on the delicate soles of her bound feet while he was inside. Incredible attention to detail, he thought. Although the downward pull on her head would make her mouth wonderfully tight, it would also inhibit the movement of her mouth parts. The crop would counter that effect. A few strokes on her tender soles would animate the girl quite nicely. Again he admired the artistry of such a sexual feast.
“Ahhh...ahhh,” she moaned pitifully just five feet away.
Totowa luxuriated in the sound, allowing it to flow over him like a cloud of pungent smoke. Pain like hers elicited the most profound human truth. There was no obfuscation, no dissembling, no manipulation in this most heartfelt expression of her agony. It was pure unadorned feeling...so rare, so beautiful.
“Ahhh.”
He felt his cock hardening. He didn't consider himself a sadist or even a bad man. But the power he now had over this female creature was immensely pleasurable…intoxicating. He felt some invisible force push him to his feet and take him to the edge of the cage. Intellectually, he knew that she should allow her to suffer another ten or twenty minutes. That’s when she would be at the point of peak readiness, but physiologically it wasn't possible for him to wait another second. His body was moving of its own accord, driven by a force stronger than his mind. He slowly inserted his penis into her face hole and she consumed it eagerly. Some part of her mind knew that this was the beginning of the end of her suffering. He lifted the cane reverently and brought it down hard on her near sole.
“Aiieee,” she screamed then gargled, “Mum…mer…mercy, Ma…Master,” in a voice full of the indescribable anguish she was feeling. He trembled at the sound and brought the cane down hard on her other foot, then on the first, then the second, the first, the second, first, second; again and again and again. She was wailing continuously now, vibrating the cock in her mouth. The pain of her terrible bondage position was largely forgotten with her feet on fire.
Totowa pushed his cock deeper into her throat and paused in his caning. The girl's tortured mind immediately linked the two events initiating a flurry of tongue and mouth activity. All that mattered to her now was to stop the pain and her instinct knew that the only way to do that was to bring about a sexual climax in her tormentor.
He instantly recognized the tactic and put a stop to it with half dozen quick strokes on her feet. He didn't want to come in seconds, he wanted this immense pleasure to last...forever. Like a thoroughbred being reined in she moderated her cocksucking and settled into a form of synchronized fucking that went on for several mind-numbing minutes. In the end, it was Totowa who yielded, shrieking in impossible ecstasy as he exploded into the girl's mouth. He fell back into the chair, mentally and physically exhausted. The room was silent for a long time.
“Mer...cy...mercy, please, Master,” she whispered desperately after a time, still suffering the agony of burning muscles and joints in the cage bondage.
Totowa waited a moment then stepped outside the room. He wrapped a towel around his waist intent on luxuriating in the hot tub for an hour or so. As the heavy door closed, he turned to the control panel on the side wall and pushed the button labeled, “New Position for Discipline.” The attendant who serviced his private torture chamber was clearly an artist. He would leave the girl's repositioning to him. He rather enjoyed the idea of re-entering the room in an hour or two to find her waiting for him in a new torture. The anticipation would be sweet.
There was no question that he would recommend the Regency Hotel and the Double-Down Hunting Lodge to his friends and colleagues back home. He was a generous man; they deserved to share in this find. If he moved quickly enough, he could also earn the debt of a never-to-be-forgotten experience from these friends. Of course this required him to leave and return home, to Tokyo--a true sacrifice as right now all he wanted to do was listen to the tortured pleas of his slave.







A Clear Message

 
The first hint that his organization was under invasion came when Angelo Mascarpone visited Japan two weeks later and tried to make a courtesy call on his best customer, Sato Totowa.
“I'm sorry Mr. Mascarpone but Mr. Totowa's schedule for the next few days doesn't contain any free time. Might I suggest an email,” he secretary said.
Email…? This was the Japanese version of a polite “fuck off.”
“Will Mr. Totowa will be visiting the U.S. soon? He is usually in Las Vegas around this time of year. I want to be sure that everything is ready for him.”
The girl hesitated a fraction too long and Angelo knew that what she said next would be either a lie or a misdirection in the Japanese style. He listened closely.
“I don't believe that Mr. Totowa has any plan to visit Las Vegas in the near future. However, I will communicate your kind offer to prepare for his visit and ensure that you are fully informed of his plans.”
He knew that her allusion to the near future was the key to what she was hiding...something about time, time...about future time... Suddenly he realized what she was saying--he's already been to Las Vegas and been serviced by someone else.
Angelo was truly shocked. No other member of the Club would do that, no other member had the balls to steal his client. It had to be someone from the outside, someone new.
He slammed down the phone and speed-dialed Jorge in the U.S.
“Hello.”
“Find out everything there is to know about Totowa's recent visit to the U.S. He always travels under an alias for security reasons, but we have his personal details in the files. Find out when he arrived, where he stayed, who he was with,... I want the answers the moment I land. Have the car there to meet me.”
He hung up without any goodbye. The loss of a lucrative customer like Totowa was serious enough, but Mascarpone knew that the man was the trusted advisor of a much larger network. They could lose a score of Asian clients if he had jumped to someone else. If he was happier with another game, with another place, it could mean the loss of tens of millions in revenue. This wasn't going to happen! He wouldn't allow it.
“...Ruggeri!” he whispered to himself. He knew that somehow Anthony Ruggeri was behind this, somehow...but how?

***

Pilar had been ordered not to leave the hotel under any circumstances. Michael knew that once Mascarpone discovered the presence of new and unauthorized competition, of another IPGS on his territory that he would strike out at him and anyone close to him...like his advertised fiancé.
Which was the reason she was swimming in the hotel's private pool on the roof. It was invulnerable to attack, or so they thought. No one imagined that Mascarpone would dare use a helicopter in the middle of Las Vegas.
Jorge Sinaloa watched as his two men rappelled down the ropes, dropping the last few feet into the pool itself. The one bodyguard on duty, who had been watching Pilar's half-naked body slip through the blue water was taken out with a burst of fire from the chopper.
The two in the water quickly quieted the thrashing girl and slipped a harness over her head. In seconds, all three of them were flying over the desert to a car waiting to take her to Angelo Mascarpone’s impregnable headquarters. In an hour, she was lying tied and gagged on the floor in his living room.
“You want her to suffer, Boss? Jorge asked…on tape? This is Bainbridge’s girlfriend, his fiancé. We can hurt him a lot with a tape like that.”
“Later,” Angelo answered. “We can use her for that later. Right now I want to know everything she knows about this Michael Bainbridge…everything. Use the sodium pentothal. Bring in one of our best doctors. I need to know it all and fast.”
Jorge nodded.
Later, he repeated to himself, her pain would come later. He would look forward to that. This was one of the most beautiful women he’d ever seen. Her torture would be his masterpiece and they would get it all on videotape. For now though all they had approval for was the boring truth serum. Later, he repeated in his mind literally licking his lips.

***

For some people life is a shit sandwich.
Coleta Sanchez grew up in the South Central district of Los Angeles. Her drug-sodden parents paid little attention to her as she was growing up and eventually she joined a gang loosely associated with the notorious Sureños. As her luck would have it, she was arrested during her initiation after a high speed chase in which a police officer was killed. The drive-by had only been intended to scare a rival gang leader. The cops and their roll-over was again, just plain bad luck.
The judge, who was running for re-election that year, sentenced her to 25 years in the Penal colony for contributory homicide. Within a month, she was stepping off a prison ship in PC Guadeloupe with two other home-girls. By far the prettiest of the lot, she was quietly taken aside by the PRA admissions officers and sold to Purgatory Plantation on Dominica where she was kept as a slave girl.
Coleta bemoaned her fate and her extraordinary run of bad breaks, but in truth her story wasn't really that unusual...up to this point. No pretty girl avoided the chains in the Colony. That's just the way it was. After a time, like everyone else, she resigned herself to a life of sexual servitude. Not much different than the life she expected in Las Chicanas, she told herself.
This is where her story turned from sad to tragic. She was one of the twenty girls selected to serve in Las Vegas at the Double-Down Hunting Lodge. One of the Plantation’s handlers, a man named Howard, was assigned to escort her and one other girl named Heather from Roseau, the capital of Dominica, to Las Vegas via Miami.
The three of them were taken at gunpoint at the airport. They had no chance to resist as they were herded into a cargo van where their hands were handcuffed behind and they were hooded face-down on the floor. Not a single word was spoken by their abductors as they drove into the desert. Coleta could hear Heather crying softly inside her hood. Why cry? She wondered. One master was as good as another. They were beautiful and therefore valuable; this was their protection. Howard, on the other hand, had reason to worry.
Her prediction proved to be half right.
The van stopped in the desert and Howard and Heather were dragged outside. She heard a series of gunshots followed by the sound of shovels moving dirt. She guessed the worst--that they had both been killed. But why the girl? She asked herself in a near panic. Slaves, especially gorgeous ones like Heather, were not killed...ever. What was the point?
The van drove on a few miles over bumpy roads then over what felt like rough virgin ground. One of the kidnappers stripped off her traveling clothes. She didn't protest. Her time in Purgatory had been spent mostly naked. She was used to it, used to being bound and fondled by men. Her fear was from the killing of the girl. Maybe they didn't do her after all, she rationalized. Maybe all the shots she heard were for Howard and Heather had just been transferred to another car, maybe delivered to someone waiting for them in the desert.
She felt ropes being tied on her still handcuffed wrists but not to bind her wrists together. They were using two separate ropes. Why? Ropes typically meant bondage...and pain. She was used to that as well. There had been plenty of discipline in Purgatory. Whatever, she could handle anything they could throw at her.
The van stopped again and two men lifted her out. They were surprisingly gentle, almost tender in the way they stood her up and walked her a few yards over the desert sand. She could feel the heat from the ground and the mid-morning sun on her skin. There was the sound of steel on steel. Something was being hammered into the ground. When it stopped, her handcuffs were removed and the ropes pulled so that her arms were held out straight. The greater pull on one side caused her to stumble in that direction. Finally, the pulling stopped and her arms went slack. She could feel the ropes being tied to something on both sides. ...Stakes...in the ground?
What was going on? Suddenly, one of the men rushed to her and lifted off the hood. She tossed back her long hair then blinked trying to adjust to the light. The man quickly stepped away as if afraid to be too close. She could see the video camera about ten yards away.
The camera...it was on a tripod. A third man, probably the driver, was adjusting the lens. He looked up at her with a blank expression. The other two men had moved back to the van and were lighting cigarettes. The cameraman fine-tuned his focus.
It was his blank expression that worried her. People didn't look at her body with a blank expression. She was beautiful. That's why she was here. All of the girls in Purgatory were beautiful. Were they going to leave her here...standing naked in the desert? What was the camera for? What was supposed to happen? She shifted her feet aimlessly and pulled on the two ropes then noticed the mounds of dirt around her.
“What the fuck…!” she muttered.
The first sting was on the sole of her foot. It hurt and she stamped her bare foot down violently more in surprise than pain. Immediately, a series of sharp bites to her ankles and feet caused her to scream out and dance around in pain. She began to frantically rub her legs with her feet performing a kind of jig as she felt more and more painful stings.
ANTS! Hundred no thousands of ants were pouring out of the dirt mounds, climbing her legs faster than she could brush them off. She snapped her head towards the men.
“Help me!” she screamed in panic. “HELP ME!”
They didn't move, just watched, curious but not alarmed at her predicament. Suddenly she realized that there would be no help from them. This, this horror was no accident, it was what they intended. She screamed again, throwing herself heavily on the ground, trying to roll, all the time screaming and crying out in pain as waves of ants attacked. The ropes on her arms kept her sadistically positioned in place while allowing her to jerk around like a demented puppet for the camera.
She had no idea that her torment was caused by fire ants, one of the most aggressive insects in the desert. Those who knew the desert warned that the bite of a single fire ant was like being pierced by a red-hot poker. No one, no one alive that is, had any stories of being swarmed by fire ants only of discovering bare bleached bones near their mounds.
Coleta managed to get back to her feet on last time. Her long legs were covered with a throbbing mass of biting insects. Her terror had closed her throat preventing any further sound, but the horrified expression on her twisted face said all that needed to be said. But the worst was yet to come as the pathfinders reached her cunt and her nipples. She pulled dementedly on the ropes; they were both snapping wildly giving off a terrible twanging sound. It was her death song as she collapsed with horrifying slowness to her knees. Mercifully, she lost consciousness moments later in the midst of unimaginable pain. The ants continued to consume her twitching body until she suffocated. The video camera continued to hum for several more minutes.

***

Pilar awakened to find herself strapped to a 2x12 (two inch by twelve inch) wooden beam. The beam was suspended horizontally on its side. Her legs and arms were held tight with belts screwed into the side of the wood. Someone nearby picked up a phone.
“She’s awake.”
Several minutes later three men came into the room. One moved to a camera on the side, another took a folding chair, and the third moved to the back.
“I hope you slept well,” the man in the chair said. “I want you alert for what happens next.”
“What’s that?” Pilar asked with more courage than she felt.
“So, you are Michael Bainbridge’s girlfriend.”
“Fiancé,” Pilar lied.
“No, no that’s a lie. We know that you love him--the drugs told us that--but he has never actually proposed to you, has he?”
Angelo enjoyed playing with her. Pilar stayed silent.
She had admitted to loving Michael? …To them? She had never even admitted that to herself. What did it mean anyway?
“Thanks to you, we know all about the hotel and the place in the mountains; we know about the girls being shipped in from Dominica. We intercepted one of them yesterday by the way. ...Beautiful girls, like you, no wonder your boyfriend is stealing our clients.
“I’m grateful to you. There’s just one more favor you need to do for us. Just deliver a simple message. It’s in two parts. The first part we’re going to write on your ass in a minute with a soldering iron. My friend here is an expert with the iron. The second part will come from your screams as we slowly burn off your arms, and legs, and tits over the next few days. We'll use a butane torch for that. He's also an expert with the torch.”
Pilar listened to him without expression. She had spent a long time at Purgatory where a favorite disciplinary device was anticipatory fear. Tell a girl what was going to happen to her then let her think about it for a while.
“My colleague here,” he continued, “is an expert at keeping people alive during the most horrible nightmare of pain they could ever imagine.
Frankly, I hate to waste you. Your body is well, incredible and you're young, too young to die especially like this. But your boyfriend has forced this on us on you.”
The second man moved to his side holding what looked like an ordinary writing pen and carrying another chair.
“Ready,” he said.
Angelo smiled at the girl then nodded.
Jorge pulled the chair up to her body and pulled to electric cord attached to the soldering iron so that there was plenty of slack. He rubbed an alcohol pad over her left cheek then moved the iron close. Pilar screamed horribly as the iron began to burn a message into her skin then she fainted.
“Stop,” Angelo said. “I want her awake.”
They waited several minutes until she was awake then he began again. It took several agonizing sessions to brand her with the full message. The camera focused on the words that were burned into her skin on either side of her ass crack at the level of her coccyx, her tailbone...

“I suffer          for you”

The words were an ugly red and raw from the burn, but it was clear that once they healed they would be perfect and permanent.
“Beautiful! We’ll make more tapes of your girlfriend being burned over the next few days Mr. Bainbridge,” Angelo said in a voice that would later be electronically disguised. “I hope you enjoy them…and don't forget, you’re next.”
A video disk documenting Coleta's ten minutes with the fire ants and Pilar’s branding was delivered that evening to “Mr. Michael Bainbridge, Regency Hotel, Las Vegas.”

***

Michael sat with Nick, Jeri, and Frankie watching the entire Mascarpone video from start to finish. It was almost as if they felt an obligation to the two victims to witness every terrible frame.
Jeri, Nick’s mysterious partner, was the first to speak, “I'm going to enjoy killing these bastards, Nick,” she said softly.
He turned to her but remained silent. Michael composed himself, cleared his throat and turned towards the small group.
“We knew the Mascarpones were going to wake up at some point. I didn't think it would get this violent this soon, but what's done is done.” He turned towards Nick. “We're going to need more men...more Russians to deal with them.”
“There are no more,” Nick said. “They don't keep an army in the U.S. That would be impolitic. What we have is all we're going to get.”
“Then we're going to need to go to my father. I'm not leaving her there to be slowly burned alive by that animal.”
“That's not going to happen, Mikey,” Frankie said slowly. “The Russians that we have are all the resource that could be committed to this…project. And like Nick said, they made it very clear that no more men are available here in the U.S.
“As for your family jumping in with more men, forget it. The minute we bring in your father’s people, we declare open war on the Mascarpones. And once the Ruggeri Family is at a war with them, we are at war with the DiAngelos, the New York family that they are allied with...and maybe some of the other New York families as well. This was the entire reason for getting you sent to Dominica, for us allying with the Plantation and with the Russians. We need to keep the Ruggeri involvement hidden. Otherwise, it's global war.
“This was all explained to you. Your father loves you, but he won’t risk the entire family to save our skin.”
Michael turned desperately away, “I won't leave her,” he said. “I'll go in alone if necessary.”
The girl's death by the ants had affected him more than he imagined. Sure, they subjugated women; they inflicted terrible pain on them for their own purposes, but nothing like this.
Then of course there was Pilar. He was literally shaking with rage and fear over what she faced. Mascarpone was sick, inhuman in every sense of the word. If he had been in the room, Michael would have strangled him with his bare hands and felt nothing.
“The fact is that we don't have enough men,” Frankie said simply. “We barely have enough to provide for the security of the two facilities we've already set up. How are we going to bring the fight to Mascarpone at the same time? We need to protect what we have put in place or we lose everything.”
Michael turned back, “Mascarpone’s message is clear enough. He's going to kill all of us in ways that we're not going to like…and Pilar is next. There's no defending what we've got, Frankie. This is a fight to the death.”
“That's why your father and your uncle put you in charge,” Frankie answered. “They believe in you. They believe that you'll find a way. They did.”
Michael turned to Nick, “Is there any possible way we get more Russians in here, maybe another hundred men, maybe we can get some men from the Plantation itself?”
Nick turned to him with a grim expression on his face.
“We aren't going to need any more men,” he said flatly. “They would just get in the way right now. Jeri and I will handle this.
“You stay focused on protecting the business. Once the other families realize that there's a fight going on here, they'll try to take advantage of it. We need to be finished with this Mascarpone business when that happens. We need to deliver to them the same message that Mascarpone has sent us.”
Michael's expression was desolate, “You and Jeri are going to 'handle this?' ...Alone? You're going to fight a war by yourselves?” The bitterness in his voice was obvious.
Nick stood up and Jeri followed.
“We're not going to need to fight a war, Michael. That's what Mascarpone wants; that's not what we need to do.
“While you were concentrating on the business, Jeri and I were out gathering intelligence on the Mascarpone operation. We know more about him and his business here than anyone outside his organization. No, we're not going to go to war with them, we’re going to cut off the snake's head...create a small window of opportunity for you. You’ve got to be ready though. You’ve got to stop thinking about fucking Pilar and get ready for the thrashing that’s going to happen once the snake’s head is gone. Understand?”
Michael glanced at Frankie who shrugged. “This is the way your father and the Smiler wanted it, Mikey. This is why we allied with the Plantation. These two are specialists; they work quietly. If they fail, we're all dead. The Ruggeris are not going to larger start a war, even to save you.”
Michael had known it would come down to this all along...a street fight. The only thing he hadn't counted on was Pilar. He knew he was risking his life; he had not anticipated that he would be risking hers as well. Frankie was right though. This was the moment he needed to show what he was made of, the moment everyone in his family had faced at some point in their lives.
“Okay. You got a day, twenty-four hours, Nick. After that I’m going after Mascarpone with everything we've got. I’m not going to let them burn her. I'd rather go out fighting, taking a few of them with me, than wait for them to take her and us apart slowly.”
Nick nodded then walked out of the room. Jeri Followed. Michael threw the video disk into the fire. 







The Devil's Spore

 
There are 188 buildings taller than 200 feet in Las Vegas. Nick selected six for his purpose and used the months that he and Jeri were “idle” to outfit each of them with a fully equipped sniping hole, basically a blind like hunters used. The blinds he built were structures designed to disappear into the rooftop as water tower extensions, air conditioners, elevator motor-houses, etc. They were totally invisible to all but a determined searcher.
Each blind also contained a Barrett Model 82A M107A .50 caliber sniper rifle mounted with a suppressor with a Bors non-illuminated Mark 4.5 14x50MM scope. The Bors ballistic computer, which handled wind, temperature, humidity, and a hundred other factors that could affect the bullets trajectory was integrated with the scope. In the right hands, this weapon system was capable of accurately hitting a three-inch-wide mark at 2,400 meters--a mile and a half. To complete the package, an AN PVS 22 Universal Night Sight was mounted on a small tripod for a spotter.
“In the right hands...”
This was the key. The raw skill and experience a marksman needed to be deadly at this range was incredibly rare. Nick had spent more than a decade in the field as a Marine Recon sniper before he felt he was ready. Jeri had shown her own skill as a marksman and had proven her metal as a soldier in Montana against a gang of rabid Chechens. Nick had spent the last two years honing her skill as a spotter in Dominica, often against human targets. Together, they were formidable opponents.
More importantly, as Nick said, they had done their homework regarding the Mascarpones. They knew every operation and every hole the family used in Las Vegas to control their operation. Which was the reason they needed to prepare six different high-rise blinds--once Angelo Mascarpone knew he was under sniper attack, he would go quickly to ground.
“Three men in the parking lot; range: fifteen fifty-five meters,” Jeri whispered in a dead calm voice. Nick waited until the computer stopped humming and flashed a green dot on his sight. He knew that the optics were now right for ballistic effects, the Bors even accounted for changes in the Earth's magnetic field. The Barrett coughed once, twice, three times.
“Second target group, right: twenty-two, up: ten,” Jeri's direction came immediately after the last shot. She didn't wait to watch the first three fall.
The rifle coughed again, twice.
“That's it for this location,” she intoned.
They quickly squirmed backwards out of the blind, brushed off the roof dust then walked calmly downstairs to the lobby and headed for the next blind. They were laughing arm-in-arm like any Las Vegas couple out for the night. Within an hour, moving from blind to blind, they had terminated twenty-two of Mascarpone's men and wounded one in the throat who later died.

***

“WHAT THE FUCK!” Angelo screamed to those assembled in his office.
Two of his lieutenants were missing from the table--victims of the evening's carnage. Again it was Jorge Sinaloa who spoke first.
“Sniper,” he said. “No one even heard the shots. Heads just started to blow up. We still haven't found where the shots came from, but we did get a partial bullet. It was a fifty-caliber.”
“Fifty caliber...?” Angelo repeated. “Fifty fucking caliber…! A Barrett...? Who the fuck is walking around Las Vegas with a fifty-caliber sniper rifle under their arm? Don't you think someone would have notice that?”
Jorge shrugged. “I'm just telling you what we know, Angelo...twenty-three dead all from a fifty-caliber sniper rifle.
“We did manage to get most of the bodies off the streets...figured you didn't want reports of a massacre hitting the papers. We buried them in the desert.”
Angelo stared at the man. He desperately wanted to lash out at, to kill someone, but the truth was that Jorge had done extraordinarily well. Burying the bodies so quickly on his own initiative was a smart move. They needed to keep the local authorities out of this. More importantly, they couldn't come off as vulnerable or weak, unable to protect their own men.
“Jorge, I want one of our men on every rooftop in the fucking city with a radio within the hour, checking in every twenty minutes, you understand?”
Jorge nodded. He had been thinking about the same tactic. The first thing they needed to do was shut down the sniper. It was bad for morale. After that they could begin the killing.
“Maybe we should plan to raid the hotel tonight...?” he asked cautiously.
“No, not tonight,” Angelo answered slowly. “We'll go tomorrow night. I want to know more about these guys before we blow them away. We know about their connection to PC Dominica...that might be useful information for us. Find out more from that side. Take someone off that plantation and have them... questioned in the next few hours. I think our sniper is from there. We keep track of everyone in the States capable of pulling off something like this; there’s no way he’s local.
“I want answers before we grind these fuckers into dust. I also don't want our clients involved in this, even the ones who are currently registered in that place. No sense damaging business just to swat at a gnat.”
Jorge sat back and remained silent. This was a mistake, he thought. They had buried twenty-three men--this was no gnat they were swatting. They should move in now and destroy anyone connected with the Regency; burn the fucking girl and save the tape of her torture for anyone who’s left. He almost spoke up, but there was no arguing with Mascarpone when he was fired up.
His fear and silence would prove costly.

***

The ambush in Dominica was well planned and executed given the urgency with which it was set up. One of the four ambushers waited along the trail until the pony cart was close then shoved a pole into the cart’s spokes. It flipped up and over and the two ponygirls were pulled down by the twisting yoke. No one, including the driver, was badly hurt. The three men quickly tied the driver then did the same to the girls and disappeared into the jungle. They were all hooded.
The two females were incredible--tall, long-legged, with narrow waists and full breasts. Tomas, the leader of the ambush team, admired the way they moved--like sleek well-muscled animals. He had heard that the Plantation bred some of the best slaves in the colonies, now he believed it. These two were incredibly luscious. Too bad they needed to be destroyed...there was no way he could leave a witness behind, even a slave. But first he had work to do.
“This is far enough,” he said.
“Strip them and hang them over that branch. Leave the hoods on for now. We need to do this fast; they're going to be missed.”
All three captives were stripped and hung up by their arms over a low hanging branch. The two girls twisted on the outside, the man was in-between. His name was Joseph Vitio, one of the Plantation's best ponygirl trainers.
“Take off their hoods one at a time and put these on.”
Tomas pulled three ball gags out of his bag. They were off the trail and well hidden, but screams could echo a long way down the jungle paths. He stared at the two girls for a long time while they were being prepared. The suspension stretched their bodies so that every curve, every crack was exposed. He enjoyed the way their breasts turned up at the ends, the hardness of their taut nipples, the round curve of their asses, the fullness of their labia.
They wouldn't know much, he reasoned, but the man...he would tell them everything.
“What's your name?” Tomas asked quietly, removing his gag and putting his face close to his.
“Jo...Joseph,” he answered, scared.
“I have some questions for you, Joseph.”
A second man with huge muscled arms moved up behind ready to stifle his screams.
“If I think you're telling the truth, you get a pass. If not, I'm going to take off a piece of you.”
He pulled a pair of metal-cutting shears from his back pocket.
“Not a big piece, but enough so that you'll wish you were dead.” He lifted the man's balls as if weighing them. “And I'll save these for last. Trust me, I always get a final scream when I take their balls.”
The girls on either side were wide-eyed and still, frightened into silence. Tomas grabbed one of them by an ass cheek and turned her towards the helpless man in the middle.
“As a man with no balls, no cock, you will never taste another one of these in your life,” he whispered sadly, “Unless you talk to me. Now, tell me who is missing from the Plantation...and how long they have been gone.”
The questioning lasted half an hour. Joseph lost four toes and four fingers in the process. Tomas knew he had been told everything he could by the man, who was now crying like a baby and drooling as if he had lost control of his saliva glands. The girl on his left had fainted. The one on the right was defiantly staring at him.
The information he'd acquired was important. Nick Andros and his she-cat, Jeri, had been gone for more than three months from Purgatory Plantation. This fact alone was critical--Andros was a killer--but Joseph had also told him that Purgatory’s new partners, the Russians, were somehow involved with Las Vegas. Tomas hated those crazy Russian bastards; they had no regard for their own lives. At least the Gringos, like Joseph here, valued life.
He turned to the man standing behind and nodded.
Joseph's head snapped up and he looked pitifully at his murderer then squealed like a butchered pig as the man behind slowly pushed his knife deeper between his ribs into his heart. There was one final convulsion then he was still.
Tomas stepped back and stared longingly at the girl with the blazing eyes. He wanted to stay, to enjoy himself with her. They were always better when they were scared shitless. He could almost feel her long legs wrapping themselves tightly around his back. He imagined how her cheeks would pucker when he took her in the ass. No time...! He told himself. He had serious work to do, no time for fooling around. He turned to one of his men.
“I need to get back to Roseau with what we've learned. Bury this one then take care of the girls. Don't play with them too long. They must have been missed by now. Purgatory men will be out searching.
“Si, Jefe,” the man replied, glancing hungrily at the girl. “We won't be long.”
Tomas nodded and ran off down the trail. The Mascarpone man on Dominica was his boss. He would be very happy with what they had learned. Nick Andros was a devil, more importantly, he was a trained sniper, a killer. If he was in Las Vegas with Russians; if the Plantation was allied with the Russians, it could mean big trouble for everyone.
He was miles away when the Plantation's rescue party led by Keith Jones, Nick's number-two, found the girls. The three men were busy fucking them when they were taken. Before they died, they gave up Tomas' name and his boss, a known associate of the Mascarpone Family. Keith knew that the man who had escaped them, Tomas, would carry information about Nick back to Las Vegas.
This was bad business and he needed to get the information back to Charles, but he didn't hurry in killing the three captives. He wanted them to pay, to suffer as Joseph had suffered. Anyway, it was the Mascarpones in Vegas who should be worried, he thought, not us. He watched the girls make another cut on the bound man and listened to him scream.
Keith considered what was happening. If Nick's actions in Las Vegas had precipitated this kind of response here on Dominica, he was already killing. Again he felt a small amount of pity for those in the man's sights.







Justice

 
Nick cautiously opened the door to the roof. He was wearing a pair of night-vision goggles and held a silenced Glock 17 in his hand. He had acquired a taste for this unique handgun in Dominica where the weather conditions demanded a weapon that was easy to maintain. The Glock was mostly made of composites not metal. He had brought along two 17-round magazines for tonight's work. If he needed more ammo than that, he was probably dead.
The Mascarpone guard was hidden behind one of the air-conditioning sheds. Nick noticed that the man was armed and alert and that he had a radio hung on his belt. Smart, he thought, after only a few hours Mascarpone had put into effect a counterinsurgency plan to close off access to the high-ground, in this case the roofs. He admired tactical intelligence even in a vicious enemy like Mascarpone.
Nick checked his watch then waited until the man lifted the radio and said his name and location. He checked his watch again...minimally fifteen minutes...that's not much time. He raised his weapon and shot the guard in the temple just forward of his ear. Silently, he unclipped his radio then moved to the undiscovered blind that was camouflaged as part of the air-conditioner's exhaust fan.
Fifteen minutes, Nick thought, then perhaps another half hour if I can fool them with a false check-in. Forty-five minutes in total...not much time. He took up a firing position inside the blind and began to adjust his computer sighting in on a building a mile and a half away.
He had two shots he absolutely needed to make at this abso9lutely absurd distance. Neither was very difficult on its own, but they did need to be timed exactly and the first one was through glass. This wasn't going to be easy especially without a spotter, without his spotter, Jeri. No one could take in a complete scene while firing on an individual target. This need for concentration was the inherent weakness of the sniper and the reason a good spotter was so essential. In this case, the timing was too tight. His experience screamed that they had left too much to chance to his ability to hit at this distance, but nothing ever went according to plan. He had objected but Jeri had been adamant. This was something she wanted to do, her way.

***

The call to Michael was short but not sweet.
“I'm going to feed you to the ants just like your girl,” Angelo said using an electronically disguised voice. “That’s after I let you watch your girlfriend burn of course. She’s very healthy; my man can keep her in incredible pain for days...you’ll see, it's amazing to watch.
“But first I’m going to take out your fucking sniper. Him, I'm going to bury alive in a coffin with a big air tank. He'll live for days. He may even remain sane for a day or two.
“Once you and him are dead, I'm going to take over your entire stable and add them to mine. I hear your girls are special, that my customers really enjoy staying with you. And you can tell Anthony Ruggeri and your Russian friends that this is going to be costly for them as well. Once we can prove who you really are--and I will--we're going to have all we need to fuck them up as well.”
Michael knew that it was Angelo Mascarpone himself speaking. They must know about the Dominica connection by now, about Nick and the Russians, he realized. He suddenly understood Mascarpone’s dilemma--no o but me can positively be connected with the Ruggeri Family. He was the only sure link. If they had him and his DNA then they had all they needed to go back to the Syndicate in New York and make the case for a punitive war against the Ruggeri Family.
He couldn't allow that to happen. He couldn't be taken…dead or alive. He would have to make some arrangement with Frankie to ensure that that didn't neither of those happened, maybe have his body cremated. They could probably hold out for another week or so if Nick and the girl failed.
“Listen to me, Motherfucker,” Michael said in a voice he didn't recognize. “You killed that girl and branded the other one to send me a message. Now I'm going to send you one--You're fucking dead! There's nothing you can do about it and it's going to hurt...hurt as much as you hurt them. Think about that while you sit around tonight, think about 23 of your dogs dead in one night; think about how easy that was for us to do...no one's dead over here; think about how effective your protection is…how foolproof it is. Enjoy your last few hours.”
Michael gently put the phone down on it cradle. He didn't believe any of what he'd just said. Mascarpone had 200 soldiers here in Las Vegas. They had forty. Nick had pulled off a miracle tonight nailing 23 of the bastards, but there was no way he could fight his way through 200 men to reach Mascarpone himself. And with him still in the picture, they were all dead, and their hopes for a Las Vegas business were finished as well.
He looked up at Frankie watching him calmly from across the desk.
“We need to make arrangements for my funeral if it comes to that,” he said softly.
Frankie nodded. “I've already got that covered, kid. But I’m glad you thought of it as well. Your father will be pleased. He'll be happy with everything you've done here.”
Michael tried to smile but all that would come out was a crooked twist of his lips. If he let Pilar burn, he would never smile again.

***

Nick hated, just hated shooting through glass. No matter what equipment he used, there was always the chance that the bullet would be deflected. The best way to avoid that was to essentially create a hole in the glass first then shoot through the hole, which was why he had secured a box of fifty-caliber BMG armor-piercing rounds. The bullet consisted of lead inside a super-hardened cupronickel jacket. In theory, the jacket would penetrate the glass and a deadly line of liquefied lead would squeeze through behind to do the actual killing. He knew it worked; he just didn't know its limits. How far...? How accurate...? How deadly...?
“…Only one way to find out,” he whispered as he sighted on the first bodyguard in the hallway outside Mascarpone's mostly-impregnable 40th floor penthouse apartment. Thick glass panels overlooking the city were located at either end of the elevator hallway, but the only way to get an angle on a hallway shot was to be on a rooftop of equal height. The closest such was more than one-and-a-half miles away...on the other side of the glass...an impossible shot.
He lowered the rifle and checked his watch then took a small device out of his pocket. It was a squelch generator. It gave off the same sound as a malfunctioning radio. “Philips at the Mandarin checking in,” he said, keeping his volume at the same level as the squelch generator.
“Change your position and adjust your squelch fuck-head then repeat the message,” the voice at the other end said.
Nick ignored the order then spoke again the same way.
“Radio…fucked up,” he said. “It's me…Philips at the Mandarin.”
“Yeah, yeah, quit shouting, I heard you,” the voice said disgustedly. “Get that fucking radio fixed when you get back. You should have checked it before you went up there.”
“You think you're the only one with a brain...what do you think...”
Nick turned off the radio and returned to his gun-sight. It sounded as if he had fooled the radio coordinator but who could know for sure? If the man on the other end was suspicious, he wouldn't let on over the very same radio. Not everyone was stupid. He could easily be facing twenty angry guns up here in the next few minutes. There was nothing to do about it now. He needed to wait a full ten minutes longer. If they took him out before then, then they were all dead. Sometimes in war you need to accept risk, he thought philosophically.
Funny what it comes down to sometimes. A ten-dollar squelch generator.
The seconds ticked by. Nick played with the Bors computer, super-optimizing every setting to kill time. This kind of a shot was like sending a rocket to Mars. The distances and speeds were so great that even the smallest ballistic effect was important. He checked his watch a final time then returned to his shooting position and taking a final sighting on the first man. He usually preferred a head shot, but with the glass he decided that aiming for the body would reduce the risk of a miss from deflection a little.
He slowed his breathing and calmed his mind. Then sighted in and squeezed gently on the hair-trigger. The shot was loud inside the enclosed blind. Even before the first bullet hit the half-inch thick tempered glass, he had reloaded and was lining up the second shot.
The first man suddenly flew off his chair and traveled ten feet down the hallway. He was dead before he hit the ground from the injection of lead. His partner across the hall had time to glance up and watch his fat friend fly before the second bullet hit him in the chest. The lead cracked six inches of his spine and sent him crashing into an expensive side table and vase. He was also dead before he hit the ground.
The four guards sitting around inside the apartment instantly heard the sound of breaking wood and glass. They shouted for Angelo to get down then cracked open the door to get a look at the elevator doors. They were closed.
Angelo appeared beside them. His personal guard consisted of six good men, including Jorge, on this floor and six down in the lobby. A dozen...nothing could get through to him.
“What the fuck...?” he asked.
“I don't know,” Jorge answered. “The two outside are dead and there are bullet holes in the glass at the end of the hall.”
“That's fucking impossible. We're on the 40th floor. There's nothing to shot from nearby.”
Jorge shrugged. He was getting tired of reporting the obvious and being questioned about it.
“We need to get you out of here, Boss, out of the city, someplace where we control the ground for miles around. We'll get these guys in the light and bring them to you. I can use the helicopter to patrol the rooftops. I'll get the cops to help.”
Angelo thought for a minute then stood up to look through the door's peep hole at the two bodies crumbled on the floor.
“Okay,” he said. “Someone needs to call for the elevator.
Jorge pointed to the one closest to the door. “Go,” he ordered. The man hesitated. Jorge shot him through the head. “Now you,” he said pointing his gun at the second man.
The man opened the door, crawled to the elevator, and pressed the button…nothing. He looked back in panic as if wanting to remain hidden by his silence. He tried the button again without result.
“Someone's disabled the elevator,” Jorge said.
He was right. Nick's third armor-piercing bullet had gone through the elevator shed on the roof into the motor and blown it to pieces.
“Call down to the fucking lobby and get more men up here,” Angelo roared. “His voice had an edge of panic in it.”
Jorge picked up the phone just as the first bullet penetrated the wall of the vestibule in which they were hiding shattering a mirror hanging on the wall. The crashing glass sent a wave of fear through everyone. The second vestibule bullet came through the wall then pierced the heavy apartment door.
“He's using armor-piercing,” Jorge declared. “We're not safe anywhere inside the apartment. We've got to get to the stairwell.”
“It...the stairway could...it could be a trap,” Angelo said in a high-pitched voice as a third bullet came through the wall and took off a sizeable chuck of the head of one of their men. His pathetic death gurgle seemed loud in the confined space.
“No choice,” Jorge declared, pushing one of his men towards the nearest stairwell. “We’ll be okay, the stairwell is guarded at the top and the bottom.”
Nick watched through his sight as five figure scrambled out of the apartment into the stairwell. He probably could have tagged one, maybe two of them as they scurried across, but they needed to be sure now of a Mascarpone kill. Not only that, but Jeri had insisted that he hold back on killing Mascarpone.
“I never asked you for anything, right Nick?” she had said. “Just give me this and we're even.”
He had nodded his agreement. Jeri was more than his protégé; she was his partner, his spotter. It was a relationship closer than a marriage. He had no choice but to agree. He closed the covers over the scope lens and crawled out of the blind. This was Jeri's show now, he thought, Jeri and Michael.
Mascarpone and his five men scrambled down the dimly-lighted stairwell. Jorge led the way armed with a Bushmaster ACR assault rifle he’d taken from the apartment. They all had the same weapon. It would be a nasty surprise for anyone waiting for them in the stairwell. Angelo was in the middle of the group protected front and rear.
Jorge was conflicted. He had seen fear in Angelo's eyes in the vestibule. A coward couldn't run this kind of operation especially when it was under this kind of attack. He would need to do something about that when they were safe. Perhaps the sniper was doing them a favor. His attack would cover an assassination. Old man Mascarpone in L.A. would go nuts of course, but there was no way that he was going to work for a coward. It was suicide under these conditions. It was...
Suddenly, Jorge slipped on the landing knocking down the man in front and causing a pile up with those behind.
“What the fuck,” someone screamed.
Jorge looked down and saw water spreading over the landing and the stairway below...and above. He reached his hand down then brought it to his nose. It wasn't water, it was...
Jeri flipped the light switch just as Jorge opened his mouth to shout a warning. She had rigged the light circuit to a pair of wires taped to the ground on the level above. The spark ignited the gasoline and the five men on the landing above. One of them immediately leaped over the rail smashing his head on the railing a floor below. He was the smartest of the lot. Jorge, Angelo, and the remaining two guards ran down the stairs somehow imagining in their immolating pain that they could reach help 30 floors below.
Jeri waited until all four human torches had passed by her doorway then she shouted down after them.
“This is for the girl, Motherfucker. How does it feel?”
One of the human torches turned and fired a wild shot in her direction. She stood without moving watching them run screaming in fiery agony down the stairs as the flames consumed skin and hair and faces. One by one they fell into burning heaps of flesh.
When it was over, she could hear the voice of men rushing up the stairs from below. She turned and jogged easily back up to the roof. Michael and a team of Russians were coming down from the roof. Jeri had already dispatched the two guards who were supposed to guard the roof door.
“Find her,” Michael ordered. “Well hold them off here.”
Jeri nodded. It didn't take long to find the girl in one of Mascarpone's back rooms. She was conscious and still strapped to the wooden board.
“I’ll get you out of here,” Jeri said, cutting through the bondage with her knife.
“Take...take the soldering iron!” Pilar begged.
Jeri thought she was hallucinating from the pain. She could hear gunfire coming from the stairwell and the steady chop chop chop of the chopper on the roof.
“We don't have much time, Pilar.”
“Take it,” the girl said. “It's a match...”
Jeri didn't know what she meant until a day later. For now she had all she could do to carry Pilar to the roof and the open chopper door. Michael and two others joined them in seconds and the helicopter lifted off. Michael dropped his weapon and cradled the half-conscious Pilar in his arms all the way to the Double-Down, rocking her gently.









Epilogue

 
A week later, Pilar slipped into Michael’s room and into his bed.
“Are you sure you're well enough,” he asked softly.
“Well enough, Master. Well enough.”
“I’m sorry for all you went through, Pilar. Being burned by branding is not something that anyone should ever have to experience.
“…especially twice,” Pilar said quietly
“Twice…?” Michael asked, confused.
 “I couldn’t leave their hateful message on my body, Master. So...so I added something to it that needed to be there.”
Michael was still for several seconds. He couldn’t believe that she had willingly gone through that excruciating agony twice. He turned on the table light.
“Turn over,” he ordered.
The girl stared at him then complied. She was naked. He stared at her ass reading the six words burned into both side of her ass crack.
 

I suffer          for you
Then feel             …joy

 
He took her in his arms just as he had in the helicopter. She was his woman in every way possible.

***

Nick moved closer to Jeri than necessary and she playfully pushed him away with her hip. It was strange to be flirting with your spotter, he thought, but he was feeling good. They were finally back in Dominica, back where life was simpler.
The Mascarpone's Las Vegas organization had collapsed with the death of Angelo Mascarpone and his number two, Jorge Sinaloa. The Mascarpones in Los Angeles had tried to recover what they had lost, but the old man was inconsolable over the death of his son, Angelo, and remained in seclusion for several days after hearing the news. It was enough time for Michael, with the help of his Russians allies, to gain control of the Club. Michael installed one of the Russians as the figurehead president, with him calling the shots from the back. People were still nervous about anyone connecting the takeover with the Ruggeri.
“I see him,” Jeri said quietly.
Nick immediately put his eye to the scope. The Dominican town of Roseau was almost two miles away but he felt confident that the Bors would handle the Caribbean breeze and the humidity.
“They are walking together down a side street, talking,” Jeri said evenly. She paused for a moment. “There's a ten meter opening between the houses about 100 meters to the right. They will both be visible for about three seconds. You okay with that?”
“Got it. Count me down,” Nick said without any excitement.
“Ten...nine...eight...” Jeri began trying to keep her pace steady.
Nick calmed his breathing. The best deterrent is fear, he thought. These fuckers need to know that we can reach out anywhere, whenever we want, and end them. He didn't know the ponygirl trainer, Joseph Vitio, personally but the man had worked for them, for Purgatory. They owed him.
“Seven...six...five.”
No one came onto the Plantation’s ground and killed one of their men without consequences, no one fucked their girls without permission.
“Four...three...two.”
Especially someone with such poor manners as to leave his trash behind.
“One.”
The two shots were one-point-five seconds apart. The bullet that took out Tomas went right through his eye, blowing off the back of his skull. His Mascarpone boss got his between the eyes. A witness watching from the sidewalk said it sounded like two ripe melons dropping from a high window.
Later that day, someone put their rotting bodies in a cart and dumped them into the river. By morning, they had both been consumed by sharks.

 

THE END
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