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Chapter One

Eavesdropping is never a good thing to do.  Especially if you let it distract you while you’re supposed to be running for your life.  The pair I was eyeing ahead of me in line at the LAX security check was a young couple arguing in French.  I knew the language well, both textbook and gutter versions.  The boy, who was around twenty, was trying to convince the girl to give him oral sex in one of the men’s room stalls on the other side of the gate.  She was a pretty little thing, in her late teens with one of those bodies that make men drool: high, peaked breasts, healthy legs and calves, and a smooth, flat belly, all displayed to best advantage in a short, clingy dress.

“You’re a sex fiend,” she was telling him, thrusting out her chest defiantly.  The posture brought out the buds of her nipples all too clearly.  If she’d had a bra on, it would have been wasted.  Older girls, over-the-hill-cows past the bloom of youth like me, hate females like this.  They don’t have to wear underwear and can throw a dress over their head and a slip on a couple of flip-flops and look gorgeous.

“I won’t do it,” she stamped a sandaled foot, the nails turquoise on her perfect toes.  The girl’s cheeks were flush and she was tossing back her braids—a pair of sand- colored pigtails that made her look like the lead part in one of those classic farmer’s daughter jokes.  “Do you hear me?  I’m tired of this shit,” she told him.

Merde for shit.  A good description of my entire world, as it so happened.

The young Frenchman was just looking at her now, a slanted grin on his boyishly rugged face.  He was a handsome devil, in a bad boy sort of way.  Thick biceps peeked from under a black T-shirt with the sleeves rolled up.  He was wearing tight belted jeans and a pair of motorcycle boots.  The tattoo on his arm spelled out “Hell Catcher” in French.

His silence—he was just standing there, arrogant and sexy, like a tiger or some other big cat—seemed to discomfit the girl as much as it did me.

“I’ve had enough,” she decided at last, turning away.

The Hell Catcher moved like a bolt of lightning.  Gripping her upper arm, he spun her back around.  Before she had a chance to react to this, he was on her, reaching around to her backside with his other hand.

Heavy and ham-like came the smack across the girl’s tight, pert ass cheeks.

I gasped in sympathy, gulping air in a quick reverse hiccup.  My body tense as a cable, I waited for her next move.  Would she slap him, run away, or scream?  Others had seen it, too, but no one dared to react.

The hand was still there, insolent, possessive.  He wasn’t relenting, wasn’t backing down.  A moment later, the farmer’s daughter blinked.  When the pretty blue eyes reopened, they were moist, liquid.

“Rene,” she purred, pressing herself to his chest.  “Forgive me.”

Rene took both of her pigtails in his hand and used them as a handy means to yank her head smartly for his kiss that was obviously hard and punishing.  She made no complaint, allowing him full access to her ruby lips along with anything else he might desire.  Both his hands were on her sides now, running down the length of her like she was some piece of merchandise he was checking over.

When he finally released her, she was moaning softly, craving more.

“Later,” he promised, pressing his index finger between her lips where his tongue had been a moment ago.  “After the belt.”

The girl shuddered head to toe.  I looked at the thick leather at his waist strung through the denim loops.  Did he intend to beat her?

“Mmm,” she purred, her eyes surrendering to his piercing gaze as he let her suckle at his finger for a while.

“In the toilet,” he told her, his voice barely audible.  “You will suck for money.”

Now it was my turn to shudder.  He was talking about prostitution.  This sweet, innocent little girl was going to be forced to fellate strangers for cash.  In the men’s room of an airport.  On her knees on the cold tile.

I wanted to protest, but nothing was coming out of my mouth.  The fact that between my legs, underneath my jeans I was now wet, and ready myself wasn’t helping my case any.

“Please empty your pockets, sir,” said the TSA officer to Rene.

He pulled a wallet from his jeans and turned to me, a big fat grin on his face.  Had he read my mind—sensed my indignance, my secret need?

I scowled at him as convincingly as possible.  He just chuckled, winking as the guard waved him through the metal detector.  The girl, curious, looked over her shoulder.  Seeing it was another woman, she made cat’s eyes at me.

Keep away, the eyes said.  I’m the only whore he needs.

How pathetic.  Blowing strands of unruly, coal-black hair from my face, I tossed my purse onto the conveyor belt.  Whether it was my attitude or just the fact that I had on my tightest jeans, I was promptly selected for hand search.

“Please step over here, ma’am, and take off your shoes.”

I slipped off the sneakers, baring both my feet to the little bald man with the wand.  Before he asked, I put out my arms.  I’m not afraid of men—never have been.  My Daddy called me Raven not just because of my hair, but because of my sharp claws and piercing green eyes.  Single minded and predatory, as he liked to put it in his inimitable way.

Well, I didn’t feel so predatory now.  Two years into my venture capital enterprise in the commodities market and I was teetering on the edge of bankruptcy, several mil in the red, with a list of creditors that included by way of third party proxy (and herein lay the main reason for my quick getaway from Chicago to New York) one Silvio Galentano, head of the Galentano crime family.

“They’re real,” I pushed out my D cups, noticing how his eyes kept focusing on the payoff part of my torso.  "If you want to check.”

Fighting back the pink from his cheeks, he made the obligatory wave of the wand.  Up and down, giving wide berth to my crotch and ass.  If there were a heat meter on the thing, it would be going off right now.  Which surprised me, because while I like kink, I never thought of myself as much of a BDSM girl.

BDSM, as in little French dolls whose boyfriends spank their ass in public and tell them that they are going to be enjoying a little preflight snack in the lavatory—of the high protein sort.

Not that we didn’t play games in college—Shari and Lori and me and the other sorority sisters, especially Jennifer, whom I was on my way to see in New York.  Jenn-Jenn was the ring leader, and if it weren’t for her, I’d have had no idea what it felt like to be a tied up as a poker prize for a night or made to crawl around a cemetery at half past two under a full moon wearing nothing but a Doberman collar and a metal leash.

The good old days.  

Lately, the only sex I was getting was quickies on CEO desktops or in the back seats of padded limos, my head propped up against the fully stocked wet bar while some slick-haired Trump Junior prods me with his portfolio.

The white uniformed troll man waved his wand at me, indicating my safe passage into the Emerald City of departures.  “You’re clean,” he said, already moving on to his next victim.

Clean.  Now there was a laugh.  What I was at this point was screwed, in every way except the one way I really needed.  

“Ma’am please step over here and open your purse, for us, please.”

TSA officers began to swarm round me at the table.  My bag had been deemed suspicious and was now being plunked down in front of me, evidence of my impending guilt.

“I want you to know,” I cleared my throat.  “I really appreciate the work you all do to protect us citizens.”

I was stalling because I was pretty sure what they’d found on their little X-ray screen was my vibrator.  Red-faced, I pulled out items one at a time till only the long battery-operated cylinder remained, silver, with a fleshy, orange tip.  

“And this would be…” the matron began as I reluctantly set the object on the artificial wood grain tabletop.

“A device.  It’s a…device.”

A supervisor had arrived and was frowning.  “This isn’t allowed.”

“What is it?” asked a freckle-faced junior officer, looking hopeful that they’d nabbed a real terrorist.

There were snickers, quickly suppressed by the senior man.  

“That’s enough.  Ma’am, you’ll have to check this with your baggage.”

I picked the vibrator up numbly, a million eyes on me.  Head hung, hiding as much of me as I could behind my jet-black locks, I took the dreaded thing and skulked out of sight looking for the first available trash can.  If they thought I was going to have a vibrator put into my suitcase at this stage of the game, they were crazier than the fools who’d actually trusted me with their money to play the stock market.

Crazier even than myself, who’d trusted the whole damned bundle to one Jeremy Rich, a lousy lay and an even lousier friend.  Right now the bastard was on some island, sucking down the blue Curacao while I was having my life dissected before my eyes.

Forty minutes later, mercifully, I was sitting on the plane, my buttocks gloriously ensconced in a first class seat on Flight 1550 to JFK, the high rent berth being the result of some frequent flyer miles that no one had figured out yet how to cheat, impound or freeze on me as of yet.

Closing my eyes, I began to count the sky perks that would soon be mine.  Champagne, hot towels, oysters Rockefeller and a flight attendant that had actually learned my name by takeoff and offered to fluff my pillows.

It was then I heard a man speaking French.  A raspy bass I’d become all too familiar with.  Gripping the seat, I took the plunge, opening my eyes and turning my head.  Sure enough, there they were sitting directly across from me—the poster couple for Bondage Bride magazine, or was it Spanker’s Quarterly?

So one of them had money.  There were no rings, hence no marriage.  A rich daddy was in the works somewhere.  The girl was sitting by the aisle, flip flops off, bare painted toes already dug into the plush.  Rene was busying himself his hand on her knee, looking like he was going to slide it higher, much higher.

It was then she turned to me, the little dribble at the corner of her mouth.  It was thick and white.  Semen, unmistakably.  Heavy lidded, like a sated cat, she beheld me now, dabbing at the substance with her tongue, pulling it back behind her lips and teeth.

I gripped the armrest until my knuckles were white.  How many men had she devoured?  And how much money had Rene collected off his slinky little girlfriend, with her wholesome cheeks and eminently spankable ass?

Later, he’d promised, they’d have sex. . . after the belt.

Leaning across now, Rene saw that I was watching them.  He seemed pleased, though his face bore little expression.  Wordlessly, he took the girl’s face for a kiss.  He used his tongue this time, prying open her soft, small mouth.  Denying him nothing, she arched her back and parted her legs in anticipation, almost as if Rene’s tongue were capable of flicking like a lizard’s at her breasts, or snaking down even lower between those other lips.

She was clearly ready for him.  With her neck stalked and her palms turned up in her lap, there was little doubt she would take Rene’s cock to the hilt at a stroke—right here on the plane if he wished it.  The pair continued necking, all the way through the boarding and flight instructions.  Rene was taking his time, savoring her.  We were in the air with the seatbelt light off when he finally reached home plate.  I had to clench my own thighs together, because I knew he had found a wet, hot home.  Round and round moved his probing fingers, priming her, forcing from her that most elemental of female impulses: the desire to succumb to the male.  Looking around, I searched for an attendant, someone in uniform.  Surely someone would put a stop to this?

My nose ostensibly in a flight magazine, I tried to block out the unfolding scene.  It was outrageous.  Her mouth still imprisoned, the young French beauty was being molested, raped by Rene’s digits, made to humiliate herself with moans and sighs in a setting and time not of her own choosing.

“Sir, please!” cried one of the flight attendants at long last, a pert, formerly perky blonde now stricken with corporate, not to mention moral, alarm.

Rene looked up at her with non-comprehending eyes.  “No speak English,” he shrugged helplessly, though I’d heard him conversing fluently with the security officers only a short while earlier.

The attendant’s mouth dropped a notch lower as Rene flipped up his girlfriend’s dress, revealing the bare, shaved pussy he’d been heretofore fondling under cover.  

The girl was squirming under all this exposure, not to mention the imposed masturbation, but she made no move to resist as he pushed the button on the arm of her seat, reclining her sweetly tormented body.  The motion seemed to increase the friction of Rene’s finger over her clitoris, thereby causing her eyes to glaze over.

“Lover,” she crooned, looking up at him with the awe I’d hitherto associated only with ancient gods and their subjects.  “I am yours.”

“Does anyone here speak French?” the stewardess was calling out now, no doubt feeling as foolish as she sounded.  “Because unless this stops, we are going to have to turn this plane around.”

That was all the incentive I needed.  By now the Galentano heavies were probably infesting the entire airport, wiping out the rolling sunglass cart and sushi bar.

“I can,” I announced, not bothering to wait for permission to proceed, rattling off in French, “Cut the shit, Rene.  Take your hand out of your girlfriend’s box and try treating her like a lady, at least for the rest of the trip.”

If he was surprised that I spoke his native tongue nearly as well as he did, he gave no indication.  Removing the offending fingers, he smoothed down the girl’s dress, covering the hem of it in her own sex juices.  As if to punish me, then, he pinched her nipples one by one as soon as the attendant had moved on.

“Her name is Marie,” Rene was telling me.  “Say hello, Marie.”

Marie, who’d been on the verge of orgasm when Rene had let go of her, turned towards me, her head still reclined.  “Hello,” she said softly, all the earlier fire she’d thrown my way long vanished.  “Mademoiselle.”

Marie fell asleep shortly after this, on Rene’s shoulder.  Some time later, he woke her and the attendant gave her a blanket, which she used to cover her midsection.  The lights had been dimmed and as she pulled her legs up onto the seat, planting her naked heels on the cool leather, it was all too clear what Rene expected of her next.

I tried to read my book, a paperback I’d picked up at the airport.  I got through exactly two pages in the next hour, while Marie got through at least five stifled orgasms. 

I burned with anger.  The bastard was clearly forcing this on her, making Marie pleasure herself like a slut, a horny little bitch.  The hell of it was, I was getting turned on. . .  to the point where I was ready go to the bathroom and masturbate myself. Except that I was afraid Rene would figure out what I was there for, and if it was the last thing I ever did, I was determined to deny him the satisfaction of knowing he’d aroused me against my will.

The book sucked, anyway.  It was one of those trashy romances where the cookie cutter couple has cookie cutter sex under a cookie cooker sunset and everybody lives tedious cookie cutter lives ever after.  I mean, come on, who can take this stuff seriously when the same man’s face is on the cover of every book?

I was giving myself a headache, so I opted to just close my eyes.  One of the things my aroma therapist and crystal consultant always says is that you have to imagine a future before you can have it.  Pulling a lavender gem inset with extract of lemon out of my purse for courage, I pinched the bridge of my nose and thought of Jennifer, perky and glowing, coming for me at the head of an army of angels ready to bail me out of my seemingly bottomless woes.

The lemon made me sneeze.  Who was I kidding?  The best I could hope for—and this in itself would be a miracle—was that for once Jenn-Jenn had hooked up with a half way decent man, someone whose idea of a surprise engagement present didn’t include revelation of a criminal record or a pre-existing marriage or two in some other state.  Don’t get me wrong, I love the girl like a sister, but she thinks with her plumbing and ever since college she’s been trying to live a life based on our risqué sex games.

“Rave, take the first flight out here,” she’d bubbled on the phone.  “Harold can take care of everything—everything, Rave, I mean it this time.”

Maybe.  When it came to Jenn-Jenn, you took everything with a sack of salt, at least.  The really scary thing was, this was my last shot.  Other than the Galentano family, the only ones who had any interest in my ass anymore would be the Feds, who any day now might be indicting me for a half dozen crimes too complicated to explain without a legal dictionary.

“You are dreaming of me, perhaps?”

The hair on the back of my neck prickled.  It was him, next to me, entirely too close.  Damn, how had he gotten all the way over here?  Was I that out of it?

I tried to look at him casually—a mixture of utter contempt and stinging indifference masking my true feelings.  “Forget our seat number, did we?”

Rene grinned, entirely too proud of having sneaked past my defenses to occupy the vacant seat beside me.  “I like you,” he decided.  “When we get to New York, perhaps I will take you to bed.”

I arched a brow, thick and as dark as my hair.  Ordinarily this part of my anatomy was a nuisance, requiring constant plucking, but on certain occasions, it came in handy.   Like when I needed to put a cocky man in his place.

“I didn’t think you were partial to beds, Rene.  Toilets seem more your speed.”

The slick bastard didn’t miss a beat.  “That’s for Marie’s sake.  She needs the exposure, the humiliation to get off.  How about you?  What’s your thing?”

“Right now?” I sighed.  “That would be a man with about six million in disposable income, a private jet capable of flying to the Pacific at the drop of a hat and a black belt in karate.  Some heavy duty mob connections wouldn’t hurt either.”

Rene licked his lips, like a wolf eyeing prey.  “You have a smart mouth; I like that.”  I traced his eyes to my chest.  If not for the loose denim shirt, he’d be seeing a pair of bullets—tips of breasts far more interested in this hard-bodied cretin than was warranted by common sense.

“Don’t you think you’ve kept your little pet waiting long enough?” I hissed, trying for my best viper impression.

Rene reached out, grazing my nipples insolently.  I gasped, the heat scorching through both shirt and bra.  

“No,” he shook his head, moving his hand to my lap, “Marie likes to have to wait.  It makes her feel more…used.”

I tried to catch my breath.  I should be fighting the man off, or at least searing him with caustic remarks.

“You will meet me in the lavatory,” he ran his finger across my cheek to my lips.  “I will knock three times.  You will be naked for me.”

My teeth snapped, too slow to catch him.  “Fuck you,” I spat back.

Rene was grinning as he rose—just as smugly as ever, as if my words had meant nothing.  He’d come to tell me he planned to fuck me and now he expected me to respond—to go running to the toilet like a collared bitch, a she-slave without an ounce of will or self respect.

I squeezed my thighs together.  Rene was back in his own seat, picking up where he’d left off, taking Marie’s lips with the same mouth that he’d used to proposition me, caressing her quivering, perfect belly with the same hand that had touched my breasts, my thigh, my cheeks.  

He was a pig, that’s what he was.  A pig who’d made me dripping wet, wanting sex despite—or maybe because of all my troubles.  What is it about the wrong man, at the completely wrong time and place that leaves a girl creaming in her panties so?

My legs almost buckled underneath me as I rose.  I was moving the way you do in dreams.  Sort of floating, aware of all kinds of strange details, but not really grasping the big picture.  It’s like there’s this voice playing in your head, narrating what you are doing, and though you know it’s you, you’re still watching it from somewhere else.

Watching yourself walk to the lavatory of a commercial jetliner where you are going to take off all your clothes and wait for a man, a total stranger with no respect at all for women, to come for you, to use you for sex.  He will knock three times, and you will let him in so he can fuck you, like a whore and slut.

Oddly enough, I found myself thinking of Marie, of this sweet, angelic girl, barely a woman who craved exposure and humiliation, who needed a man who would spank her ass in a crowded airport in front of hundreds of witnesses, who would blatantly prostitute her mouth in the bathroom and whose ideas of sweet nothings was to whisper as he groped at her in line: “Later…the belt.”

And now Marie was going to let him go so he could have intercourse with a dark haired American woman, ten years her elder in yet another bathroom.  Would he tell her later how it was, what it was like to put his cock inside me, to slide himself in and out till he released his load into my womb at fifty thousand feet in the air?

Then again, what if he was teasing, bluffing.  Maybe he wouldn’t come for me at all.  I slammed shut the metal door behind me, painfully thin.  Panting liberally under my denim and cotton, my back to the mirrored surface, I imagined a whole different scenario.  Rene, having a good laugh, diddling and enjoying his teen honey with her perfect flesh and perfect teeth while the twenty-eight-year-old has-been slut waits like some kind of mindless brood mare.

How long had I been here already?  Ten seconds?  Ten minutes?  Half an hour?

And why couldn’t it be Jeremy Rich in this position; committed to stripping down, so some hunk could give him the reaming of his life.  I’d do it to him if I were a man.  But I’m not.  I’m female, and at times like this that is a damned exasperating fact.

My heart slammed in my chest as I unbuttoned my shirt.  There had to be rules against this nowadays—some kind of safety laws.  I was liable to end up in the custody of some sky marshal instead of in a warm, sexual embrace.  The floor vibrated under my bare feet as one by one I abandoned the sandals.  This was reality now—me touching corrugated steel, the humming cigar tube full of passengers, a flying cock.

Good girls didn’t do this said the voice in mine and every other American girl’s head.  Only sluts.  Or worse.

There was barely room in which to maneuver out of my jeans.  If they had cameras…no, I couldn’t go there.  I had to unsnap my bra, let my tits free.  This thing had a momentum all its own now.  Nude and ready for the mile high club: that was my goal, my imagined future.  I nearly came as I tugged down the panties.  Such a joke of a garment—covering everything yet protecting nothing.  

Back at Baldo State, they had a number of uses for feminine underwear, some symbolic, some deliciously and deviously practical. Tying a girl’s hands, for example, the better to keep them out of the way while you enjoy nature’s bounty at one or more of her three available holes.  Or, if you prefer your sex objects to be of the silent variety, they can function as a gag, neatly wadded and shoved into her open mouth—preferably with a saturated solution of her own juices.

Bras weren’t any better in this regard.  The night before the big game with Central U., Jenn-Jenn convinced the varsity team to leave the two of us hog-tied on the opposing team’s field, bound with our very own bras.  I thought we’d never stop coming that night as we rubbed ourselves on the Astroturf.  Or laughing.

“Face it,” Jenn-Jenn told me once as we were dressing for a varsity lingerie party.  “We were made to please men—it’s in the genetics, not to mention the fashions.  Look at me, Rave; what could this getup possibly say except, ‘grab me, knock me over the head, drag me back to your cave and put a baby in my tummy’?  Hell,” she’d said, snapping her bra straps.  “We even come with our own built in bondage gear.”

I’d beheld the stunning blonde in her pink lace, her body glamorously petite, perfectly proportioned as she posed for me, so devilishly proud of the wispy little bra and panties she would wear under her overcoat to the party.  Any number of football players could—and would—use those garments to tie her, display her and subjugate her.  How I envied Jenn-Jenn her easy sexuality, the way she kept her dignity, glowing all the more brightly the more men were on her and in her.  Slobbering drunk, rude and disrespectful, tearing her clothes, none of it mattered.

Mattered?  In truth, it was her life’s blood.  Me?  I wore royal blue that night, and I fucked just as hard.

My hand was between my legs now, unsuccessfully mopping the whelming flood.  Juices dripped down my thighs while my tits were screaming out for attention.  Finding the miniature metal seat with the trap door into nothingness, I collapsed.  James Dean Junior might not bother to show, but I’d have a good old time just the same.

There was a rap at the door.  I froze at the sound.  A second followed, crisp, the definitive impact of flesh and knuckle on the thinly layered metal.  One more, and…

There it was.  Followed by…silence.  The blood pounded in my head.  Was it really him, or was it some mistake?  Would I open the door on some Boy Scout, or unsuspecting old lady?  I could kiss my freedom, not to mention my life goodbye in a hurry if that happened.  I’d be on the front page of every newspaper; they might as well put a neon sign over me: Attention all Galentano brothers, cousins, aunts and uncles.  Come and rub me out for the crimes of my scum-sucking partner.

I put my ear to the mirror-coated door, acutely conscious of my naked flesh, every inch, and every pore.  “Rene?  Is that you?”

Nothing.

My blood vessels were going to burst.

Fuck it.  I pulled back the door latch, announcing to the world that the room was now vacant.  At once, the door collapsed inward.  A pair of hands was pushing at me, moving me back, hard against the sink.

“You hesitated in letting me in,” said Rene, re-closing the door and engaging the lock.  “Why?”

We were face to face, my skin abutting his denim and leather, soft femininity against hard muscle, the metal belt buckle digging into my lower belly.  “I…”

“Never mind,” he spun me round, shoving me against the tiny metal basin.  “You must be punished.  No pleasure, only pain.”

“Rene, no!”

The Frenchman’s hand collided against my quivering buttocks, igniting waves of heat through my trapped body.

“If you scream,” he pointed out.  “We will be caught.”

Bracing my hands on the mirror, teeth clenched, I endured another three blows, each more terrible than the last.  Finally, I heard the sound of his zipper and a moment later he was grunting, his hand on my back for support, his thigh wedged against mine for leverage as he began to stroke himself.

My heart sank.  So that’s what he meant by pain and no pleasure; he was going to come on my red-hot punished ass without touching or penetrating me.  Shades of Jeremy’s games, when he’d bend me over the desk, take down my designer panties and ejaculate over my goose-pimpled skin while watching the closing quotes from the NASDAQ.  Me, bare breasted, my tits squashed against the latest printouts, stifling the moans while on the other side of the glass wall our staff pretended not to notice.

“Mmm, that’s it, slut,” he intoned approvingly, his heated voice returning to its natural Gallic roots.  “Oui, oui.”

I moaned in frustration as the jets of thick, warm fluid erupted over my back and buttocks.  I’d been used.  Again.  Without another word, having finished himself off, Rene wiped his sweaty palms in my limp, unfurled hair and re-zipped himself.  

A series of clicks—the opening and shutting of the door—announced his departure, and that was that.  Naked, my flesh covered in Rene’s jism, I had been left to clean up myself.

I swore I would feel nothing, but as I moved to clean myself with a thick stack of pre-folded paper towels, it came to me.  A whisper in my ear, a voice in my head, recounting what a slut I was, and how dirty and disgusting it was, and what a stupid little fool I’d been, with Jeremy Rich and pretty much every other man I’d ever allowed to screw me.

But the voice wanted more than my shame.  Whether it was Rene’s subconscious will or my own, I don’t know, but of their own will, my trembling fingers moved to scoop as much as I could of the offensive, woman-impregnating substance as I could reach off of my ass and onto my hand.  Fingers trembling, I tasted it then, putting it on my tongue, flicking it over the roof of my mouth.  Eyes closed, I shuddered, feeling so absolutely weak and delicious—like I was being fucked, controlled and humiliated all at once.

Down went Rene’s tasty load as I sucked greedily on my glistening fingers.  Hungry for more, I reached around again to my backside.  Every precious drop I could get to, I recovered now, one hand moving back and forth from my ass to my mouth, the other buried in my crotch, stroking my clit.  Over and over I came this way, all the while picturing his face, that arrogant grin, from the first time he’d laid eyes on me, like he knew I would be doing this.  Degrading myself, serving as his de facto whore, like Marie, or maybe worse, because the man had never even asked my name or bought me dinners or flowers.  

Eventually Rene’s jism was gone and I was, too.  What to do now?  Smiling wickedly in the glow of a sudden, dark, inspiration, I dressed myself and returned to my seat.  As I suspected he would be, Rene was feigning sleep, arms folded, head on his strong chest.  But the well sated, post-orgasmic Marie was watching me, warily as ever, and that was good enough for my purposes.

I saved the gesture for just the right moment, licking the visible bit of semen I’d placed prominently on my lips just as I readied myself to sit down.  Little Marie’s expression was priceless: shocked, wounded eyes and pouting lips that belied her earlier bravado.  I continued to smile about it all the way to New York, delighting in the fact that I knew something that Rene, for all his Svengali-like powers over the fair sex, did not.

Marie was not just playing sex games with the boy.  She was in love with him, and that was going to be his undoing, sooner or later.


Chapter Two

All right, so I can be a bitch sometimes.

Handing Rene my cell number right under his girlfriend’s nose on the way off the plane was definitely over the top.  The thing is, I’ve never been outdone by a man before, and I wasn’t about to have happen now.  Nor was I ready to forgive little Marie Antoinette’s contemptuous stares all the way to New York like I was some piece of stale meat and she was a freaking queen.

I made my move as we deplaned, stopping just in front of the pair at the doorway of the Seven—Whatever—It—Was jet, making a point of holding up the line as I handed him the little folded paper, decorated with a high gloss, lipstick kiss.

“Call me,” I told him in flawless French, “if you ever want a real woman.”

One last look at the fuming half-child Marie for fun and I was sashaying down the ramp.  I’m not sure what if anything they might do to me, but I resisted looking back, making a point of walking as quickly as my flimsy sandals would allow.  

My mission now was to find Jennifer.  In the old days, back in ancient times when you could meet people at the gate, I’d have been smothered by a million Jenn-Jenn kisses before I could draw a full breath of stale, terminal air.  As it was, I’d have to find her somewhere on the other side of security, flirting among the baggage carousels or catching a quick smoke with one of the captains in the flight lounge.

But you couldn’t do that anymore, either.  Smoking, that is.  And besides, Jenn-Jenn was engaged.  Again.  This time, she had assured me during our brief phone call, it was for keeps.  The guy was rich; I knew that much from her offer to send a private plane for me.  Beyond that all she’d said, in typically effusive, ever sensual blonde talk, was that her honey was straight out of a fairy tale: the best lover and provider any woman could ever dream of.

I’d believe that when I saw it.  Jeremy Rich had seemed pretty dreamy, before I got close enough to see the scales and claws under his wings.

And so here I was, straight off the red eye, somewhere between midnight and dawn, my fate in the hands of the notoriously naked city.  One tale among—what was it now?  Nine million?   Where would Rene and Marie be going? I wondered.   Would they head off to some hotel, or did he have other plans for her?  A hotel room would allow him to ravish her in private and to follow through on his promise—or was it a threat—to punish her with his belt.  Then again, in the airport, or out on the street, there were other games they could play.  Dirty, nasty ones.

Exposure and humiliation, Rene had said.  That was Marie’s game.

And what is yours? he’d asked me, in that thick hot voice of his.  The words went down my spine with a shiver; from the flush in my cheeks to the burning in my reddened behind.  Lost to my thoughts now, I took my place at the carousel, watching the unclaimed suitcases spin, wishing I could claim a new life as easily as one could a valise.

“Rave, sweetie!”  Jenn-Jenn’s shrieking voice was unmistakable as was the rapidly increasing volume which indicated she was headed for an open armed collision with either me or the conveyor belt, whichever came first.

I turned just in time to intercept her, my newly retrieved suitcase in hand.

“Honey, you don’t know how much I’ve missed you,” breathed the petite blonde into my collarbone as she subjected me to the bear hug of my life.

“Me, too,” I agreed, wondering how long I could make it without oxygen.

Abruptly she pushed me back, and gave me a careful scrutinizing.  “Here, let me look at you!  Oh, Rave, you look gorgeous as ever.”

“Fat as ever,” I grimaced, lamenting as always my lack of a size zero supermodel figure.

She gave me the eye.  “Honey, please.  You could give a corpse wood and you know it.”

I blushed good-naturedly.  Jenn-Jenn was the only person in the world I’d ever let compliment me without a fight.  “You look good, too,” I deflected.  “If only I were a man.”

Jennifer Leighton, who at one point last year was Jennifer Carleton and who would soon be Jennifer Somebody-Else threw out her left hip and fluffed her hair in a classic bombshell spoof.  “Thanks, Mr. President.  Why don’t you come up and see me some time?” the one-time runner-up Miss Texas drawled, mixing her Marilyn with her Mae West.

I laughed, the tension spilling out of me like a waterfall.  It was the first good bout of hysteria I’d enjoyed since the stock price of Metrix Global, the biggest piece of my investor’s portfolio had disappeared off the bottom of the chart along with Jeremy Rich.

Jennifer blinked now, looking innocent as can be in her pinstripe skirt suit, her sunny yellow hair straight and silky, cut to her shoulders with delicious little bangs.  “Was it something I said?”

I shook my head.  “You’re still the original blonde joke, you know that, Jenn-Jenn?”

“Really?  Oh, well.  Enough about me.”  She swooped in and took my arm as simultaneously a tall, silk suited man moved in to my other side to assume possession of my suitcase.  “You’ve been through hell, and we’re going to get you out.  Don’t mind Rolf; he works for my fiancée.”

I got a load of the broad shoulders, the piercing gaze, the sharp, Olympic swimmer lines.  Rolf was a bodyguard by the looks of him.  Blond-haired, blue-eyed, with a rugged, square chin.  The perfect model of Aryan purity.

“I had a lot more things, but I was in a hurry,” I said lamely as we walked down the corridor, as though I had to justify my lack of more substantial luggage.

“I’m just glad you made it,” Jenn-Jenn grabbed at my arm, looking up at me like a small child at Christmas.  “Is it really true what you said that men from the Mafia are after you?  I watch The Sopranos, you know, every week.”

“The Galentanos aren’t like the gangsters you see on TV,” I smiled wryly, thinking of old man Silvio with his twice-busted nose and sloping forehead and his son, Silvio Junior, whose taste for nubile females was so insatiable he kept a private kinky sex club just to provide himself and his associates with an endless supply of pussy.

The younger Galentano had made it widely known what he would do to me if he ever got caught up with me.  To begin with, I was to be used by he and his lieutenants.  A week or so of regularly scheduled rapes in some dingy hotel room, interspersed with a liberal dose of beatings.  After that, I’d work in the club, alongside the pretty wives and daughters of his vanquished enemies.  When the men tired of my cunt and ass, I’d be sold off to some shit-hole brothel in Tijuana or Bangkok.

“Really?” Jennifer lamented.  “Well I’ve seen movies, too, you know.  Analyze This and Scarface, too.  Twice.”

I stopped short somewhere on the way to the parking garage.  It wasn’t the silly movie references, but something else—something which if I wasn’t so self absorbed, I would have picked up right away.  “Jennifer Leighton, I don’t believe I have ever seen you without jewelry.  Not even swimming or giving a group BJ.”

Jenn-Jenn cast a quick glance at the stone-faced Rolf.  “Yes…that is something I’ll have to explain, among other things.  There’s a bar, near here, we could talk there.”

“Mr. Baines’ instructions were strict,” said Rolf, proving he did indeed have vocal cords.  “The airport and home.”

I cocked my head, not liking either the tone or the content of the blond giant’s remark.  My radar had been activated, every female instinct telling me that my well-meaning yellow-haired friend had gotten herself into yet another mess, man-wise.  “Jenn-Jenn, if this guy is hassling you…”

Jennifer took my hand decisively.  “It’s not that.  Come on, we’ll talk in the back of the car.”

I asked for a pit stop first, having become suddenly terrified that in tight quarters there might be some olfactory evidence of my antics in the restroom.  I thought that I’d gotten all of Rene’s cum off of me, but I couldn’t be sure.  And there were my own juices, which for some reason had begun to flow again at the thought of the Galentanos putting me in their club, forcing me to take my clothes off to music and give myself to any man with the requisite cash to purchase the temporary use of one or more of my three orifices.

But there was more, too.  According to rumors, the club catered to a special clientele.  Men who liked their women…well, a bit more pliant.  Belts and spankings were only the beginning.  Some said there were whips in there, too, and honest to goodness chains.

Heretofore, I’d felt only fear and revulsion at the thought of such treatment, but now in the wake of the mysterious Rene and basking in the presence of the ever randy Jenn-Jenn, I was fantasizing like mad…about how maybe rape and white slavery might be fun.  With the right guy, anyway, someone big and strong and masterful, like…Rolf.

Okay, I was losing it.

Thankfully, there was liquid soap and deodorizer in the women’s room and lots of cold water to splash on my face.  A few minutes later, I emerged relatively freshened, the worst of my sins nicely covered in hospital antiseptic—a scent that would probably give my SoCal aroma therapist/crystal consultant heart failure.

Neither Rolf nor Jennifer saw me come out the other entrance, which gave me an uninterrupted view of something I’m pretty sure I wasn’t supposed to see—something that should definitely not be happening between an engaged woman and one of her fiancée’s employees.

Well, at least I know part of the reason why she’s acting so weird, I thought to myself, watching the buzz cut barbarian put the moves on willing little Jenn-Jenn, pinning her to the wall with his mouth and crotch.

The really strange thing, aside from the kiss itself, was that Jennifer’s hands were at her sides, totally limp.  Not exactly like she wasn’t enjoying it, but like it was something over which she had no choice.  

Of the pair, she was the first to see me.

“Raven,” she pronounced dreamily, making no move to get the big man off her.  

Rolf took his time, nuzzling her neck for a few seconds more.  Letting go at last, he picked up my suitcase and resumed the walk to the parking area as if nothing had happened out of the ordinary.  The rest of the way to the limousine was passed, not surprisingly in silence.  I was allowed into the back seat first, with Rolf holding the door open for us both.  Before Jennifer was allowed in behind me, however, the man treated himself to another open-mouthed kiss from his employer’s would be wife.  

Once again, my stalwart sorority sister made no move either to encourage or resist, not even when he reached down and undid the uppermost two buttons of her white blouse to feel up her prize-winning breasts.  As I suspected, my old friend was bra-less.

It was several more minutes before Rolf let her in the car.  

“My relationship with Harold is not conventional,” said the still-unbuttoned Jennifer as soon as the limo was in motion.

I regarded the pink-cheeked girl, her barely covered tits heaving from the exertion and replied,  “So I gather.”

“Raven,” she exhaled, moving to the edge of the seat, “you look so good…being on the lam agrees with you.”  Jenn-Jenn’s eyes were getting bigger now, like they always used to when she was about to get herself in real trouble.  She was weighing something in her mind, and it didn’t take a psychic to figure out what.

“Oh, screw it,” she exclaimed, tearing at the remaining buttons of her blouse with both hands.  “See for yourself.”

I gulped hard.  “Omigod,” I replied, at a loss for a more intelligent response.  “You’re…you’re pierced.”

“You like?” she purred, pulling the blouse and jacket down over her shoulders to give me a better view of the twin set of gold nipple rings.  “Harold, my fiancée, did it to me.  He has chains to connect them and attach me to things.”

“He…put them in you?” I stammered, though the fact would have been readily obvious even to the stupidest of the Galentano goons.

“That’s nothing, honey.  You should see what I have down here.”  Jennifer worked her skirt up to her waist and spread herself wide to show me more gold, glittering on her clean, shaven, unpantied sex.

Labial rings.  Three of them.  This Harold bastard had actually run metal through my friend’s pussy lips!

“He puts weights on them,” she informed me, her nails flitting seductively over the imbonded petals.  “And sometimes he walks me with a leash—on this one right here.”

Jennifer was fingering the middle one, the memory seeming to ignite something in her, something dark and wild.  Tugging at the ring, she induced a flow of sweet and fragrant juice.  “Nnn,” she sighed, flicking one of the nipple rings in conjunction.  

At this point, my mind was racing, thinking of options.  Was it feasible to jump from a high-speed automobile at night while towing my obviously psychotic sorority sister, or would it be better to wait till we stopped at a traffic light?  

The door was locked, of course, so I supposed it didn’t matter.  Damn.  If only I had one of those guns the Galentanos always carry.  

Then again, maybe there was another way to look at this.  Not an intelligent way, but a way, nonetheless.  Here we were, trapped anyway, Jenn-Jenn sitting across from me, playing with herself for my benefit—hot and slutty as hell, a little she-devil with eyes that practically telegraphed her need for sex.  And here I was, wanting to come so bad I could scream.

Now, I’m no lesbian, but still…

Jennifer settled my dilemma with a sudden lunge across the seat, her knees flanking my lap, her crotch pasted to mine before I could raise any objection.  For the moment, I was frozen in shock.  I mean, I’d thought about this, sure, and there were one or two really fuzzy nights, when we might have done one or two things neither of us remembered, but this was different.  We were grown-ups now.  

And she was engaged, for heaven’s sake.

“Rave, you are so hot,” she pushed herself against me with all the aggression of a man.  “Do you know how much I’ve always wanted you?”

I hadn’t, but it was pretty obvious now, the way Jennifer’s hands were molding my breasts through my shirt and bra, greedily forming themselves to the exact contours.  Her hot little mouth was on my neck, too, and I was having a hell of time sitting upright.  The leather seat beckoned, and over I toppled, ready to give up anything and everything.

I moaned as Jennifer fell down on top of me, giving no quarter.  Call it jet lag, posttraumatic stress disorder from my near brush with the Galentanos, or just plain horny slut syndrome, but I was actually prepared to fuck my best friend.  And to let her fuck me, too.

“Just…let me…work the…zipper…” I panted, wanting my pants off yesterday.

All that pent up tension from the plane, the heat and danger of being on the run, was going to payoff in one hell of a climax.

“Suck my breasts,” Jennifer demanded, seizing my head between her hands like a nursing mother.  “Lick my rings and suck those tits.”

I took the nipple whole.  The contrast between metal and flesh was deliciously wicked.

“Mmm, that’s it,” Jennifer sighed, “you know just what I like.  I’ll do you, too, your tits and cunt both.  I lick pussy really good, Rave.  Harold trained me.  I’m a good girl now, you’ll see.”

Jenn-Jenn’s bosom was covering my face.  I could feel her hand reaching for mine, pulling it behind her, but there wasn’t anything to see but healthy, tanned girl flesh.

“I want you to touch my ass, Rave.  I want you to feel what I am now.”

My palm was pressed to smooth skin, the contours of my friend’s perfect ass.  More than one boy in school had wanted to worship that ass, but Jennifer had preferred spankings, preferably naked and over the knee.

“Right about here,” Jenn-Jenn guided.

My heart and fingers froze as I felt the ridge.  A deep groove, circular…some kind of…design.  

Jennifer laughed at the sudden tension in my body.  “Bad girl,” she teased, “you have to be looser than that.”

The next thing I knew, my breasts were exposed to the air and she was taking them, chewing, nibbling suckling, making tiny teasing motions, in between which she was talking, saying things I couldn’t—or didn’t want—to understand.

“You like that, don’t you, Rave?  You like to be underneath, controlled.  You’d like to be like me, too, wouldn’t you?  You know what that is, on my ass?  It won’t come off, you know.”

“J—jenn,” I cried out, unable to get past her name.  “Oh, Jenn.”

My slacks were off my legs, magically, and my panties, too.

“You want to be fucked?” she breathed, her mouth an inch above my quivering, expectant pussy.  “Hmm?  You want to be pierced, fucked…raped?  Rolf can rape me, you know, whenever he wants.  My fiancée said he could.  But it isn’t really rape, not when they can make you beg for it.”

 “Y—yes,” I whimpered as she licked my clit, just the tip of her tongue grazing my pleasure center, “please…”

A moment of heaven, and then abrupt nothingness.  It took me a few seconds to realize what had happened.  The car had stopped, Rolf had opened the door, and now he was pulling Jennifer’s head back by the hair, immobilizing her.

“You’re hurting her,” I cried, the need to cover my nude body from the gorilla’s eyes a mere afterthought.

“It’s okay, baby.  He has the right.”  Jennifer was smiling, a savage light in her eyes.  She was in pain, but there was something else there, too.  Still holding her hair, Rolf guided her trembling form through the door, slamming it behind him, leaving me by myself.

 A moment later we were off again, the tires spinning out as the big black car reclaimed the road.  I couldn’t see through the smoked glass divider, but I could hear Jennifer breathing heavily and occasionally squealing in the front seat.  I tried to picture the big man, one hand on the road and one on Jennifer.  At least he hadn’t left her by the side of the road in the middle of nowhere!

I dressed as quickly as I could, removing as much evidence as possible of our aborted attempt at sex.  Talk about a bizarre night.  On the old freak-o-meter, this trip was rapidly surpassing the time Jenn and Sarah and I let the Kowalski twins tie us up in that abandoned barn on tiptoes from the rafters and pee all over our nude bodies.

But that’s another story.

The drive took the better part of an hour, which gave me time to calm myself down and gather my thoughts.   Suddenly I had not only my own life to save, but Jenn-Jenn’s too.  I’d have to use my wits.  To begin with, I needed to know where we were heading.  Out the window I saw enough greenery to deduce that we had headed out of the city, probably up into Westchester or across the border into Connecticut.  In both places there are enclaves of such fabulous wealth that it would make you cream your pants.

And that would be very bad, because super rich people were isolated.  They also tended to be above the law, living in their own little worlds.

The Baines estate, lying on the end of a long oak lined private drive was apparently one of these places.  There was a uniformed guard at the gate, and three servants waiting to greet us when we pulled into the u-shaped drive.  The house was a high-columned mansion, white with evergreen trim.  No doubt my dear old Dad, had he still been alive, would have given both nuts for five minutes good, clean cat- burglary time in a place like this.

A man in black and white livery opened the door for me—some sort of butler type of character, I assumed.  “Good evening, Miss Lancaster, if you would come with me,” he bowed, “we will get you settled.  Did you have a good flight from Los Angeles?”

“Yes,” I replied curtly.  “Thank you.”  I didn’t take it as a good sign that the man knew my last name or my point of origin.  That meant Baines and whoever else was in this sex cult of his had been had been giving out personal data on me.  

I stepped gingerly onto the fresh asphalt.  It had been raining.  A puddle of light—private light from a security light—reflected off the thin sheen of water—which was of course, private water.  The red-blazered security men were private, too, as was the breathtakingly lighted fountain and the winged statue depicting some classical goddess.

Despite my recent short-lived opulence, I’m still easily impressed by such displays, never having owned anything bigger than a toothbrush free and clear till I was a year out of business school—fat lot of good that degree did me.  It’s true, I had had plenty of clients with this kind of money, but far too little of it had found its way to my pockets before disaster had struck.

“Where is Jennifer?” I queried, noting her singular absence along with that of Rolf.

“The lady of the house is momentarily indisposed,” he bowed again.  “I am instructed to allow you time to freshen up, after which Mr. Baines will attend you, along with Miss Leighton.”

I was led into the marble foyer, a cylindrical, gold-domed affair with a circular staircase rising three stories.  The butler, a round-headed balding man with a ruddy but bland face, led me up the stairs to the second floor.  There were a dozen or more doors along the long hall.  Selecting the correct one, the butler showed me a bedroom decorated in French provincial.  My suitcase had arrived before me and had been placed on the bed.

A shiver passed through me as I thought of Rolf touching my bag, touching Jennifer.

“I’ll wait outside,” the butler bowed.

I opted for a quick cold shower after which I donned a mid-length skirt and simple top along with a pair of flats.  It wasn’t much in the way of escape or fighting clothes, but it was the best I could manage under the circumstances.  Burying the soaked panties in the bottom of the suitcase, I closed and locked it and went out to the hall.

After yet another bow, I was taken back downstairs to another corridor, equally long and stuffy.  There were paintings on both walls, quite old and regal looking.  From their gild-framed perches, a long series of hawk-eyed Baines from past generations noted my progress with great skepticism.

“If you would, Miss, ” the man extended a soft, pink palm, indicating I was to proceed alone through the mahogany door into the study.

“Miss Lancaster,” said the silver gray haired man who was waiting for me.  “It’s a great pleasure.”  

“Likewise,” I lied, warily accepting the man’s invitation for a handshake.  It was firmer than I’d expected, and surprisingly warm.

“Won’t you sit down,” he inclined his head towards a wingback chair upholstered in rich red brown leather.

The elegant current Baines, dressed in dark silk trousers, fine Italian loafers and a silk smoking jacket sat across from me in a padded armchair, also leather.  It was high backed, placed in the middle of the room rather like a throne.  Behind him rose walls of books, two stories high—exquisitely bound volumes, brightly colored and gold embossed.

A show library, I thought contemptuously, and not for real reading.

“Jennifer tells me you’ve had a bit of…legal trouble.”

I watched as a dark-skinned servant in a white jacket entered the room and went to the bar, pouring out two glasses of brandy.  The goblets were a bit large, in my opinion. 

“Nothing I can’t deal with,” I smiled thinly, preserving my dignity as best I could under his penetrating, blue-eyed gaze.  “You’ll find I take care of myself quite well.  And my friends, too.”

Baines made a slight expression, indecipherable.  If he picked up on my thinly veiled threat, he wasn’t saying so.  I wasn’t surprised; most weasels hid their true emotions.  Jeremy Rich was like that.  Thin lipped, with beady eyes, a soft exterior that belied a heart of ice.  This Baines character, on the other hand, was not too terribly bad looking, with his dimples, cleft jaw, and the way his lips kind of danced subtly over his face as he talked.  Could he really be so evil?  

Duh.  I slapped myself sober mentally, reminding myself that Jennifer had obviously been brain washed, made to join a cult, or some such bizarre thing and it was my job to get her out, not flirt with her kidnapper.

Baines took one of the snifters from the wrinkled servant.  The other was deposited in turn in my hand.  I drank it down greedily, though I’d sworn just a moment ago I wouldn’t.  It burned all the way to my stomach, in that nice, soothing kind of way.

Baines crossed his legs, gazing innocently into the dark amber liquid, untouched in his snifter.  “Would you like to tell me what happened in the back of the limo?”

The question caught me off guard, all the more so for its innocuous delivery.

“No,” I rose to my feet, unable to keep my temper any longer.  “I wouldn’t.  Now either you let me and Jennifer go, right now, or I will call the police.”

“Rave, don’t be silly.  No crime’s been committed here.  Not now, not ever.”  

I turned and saw Jennifer in the doorway, freshly made up, not a hair out of place, affecting that devil-may-care, seductress stance combined with the pouty lips that had been her trademark in school.  Lord, but she was a package.  She’d even managed to change her clothes, donning a flirty red cocktail dress, short and sparkly.

I sighed, because her eyes were pleading, and I have never yet been able to say no to her when she gave me that look. 

Baines smiled, sensing my weakness.  “If you’ll sit back down,” he invited magnanimously, “all will become clear.”

Jennifer jiggled dramatically forward on finely pointed heels.  “Oh, thank you, Rave,” she hugged.  “We’ll have so much fun together, you’ll see.”

“That will be enough, Jennifer.  After your display in the limo earlier, I don’t think the two of you will be seeing very much of each other tonight.”

Jennifer’s fine complexion went a shade paler.

Baines made little attempt to conceal his smug satisfaction at having outwitted her.  “Didn’t think I knew, did you?  Thought you could corrupt Rolf with your charms, eh?  You’ve a lot to learn.  Come here, girl,” he snapped his fingers, indicating a spot just to the right and slightly in front of him.  “Now.”

Jennifer did as she was told.

“I am aware, Miss Lancaster,” Baines proceeded, his eerily flashing eyes baring down on me, “of the history of your relationship with Jennifer.”

I glared at him coldly, giving him nothing to work with.  If he was providing me rope to hang myself, he was going to get it tossed back in his face.

“Jennifer has told me everything, you see.  I know how much you enjoyed your little games, and how much it turns you both on being in the power of strong men.”

I arched an eyebrow.  He was one ballsy son of a bitch, I’d give him that much.  “You are speaking of secret female things, Mr. Baines, things better left among women.”

Jennifer lowered her eyes, the intentional sting of my words having hit home.

“Do not be hard on your friend, Miss Lancaster.  Jennifer, as you will soon learn, is not responsible for her own actions.”

“That’s a crock,” I snorted.  “We all answer for what we do, for better or worse.”

My father answered for his actions with a thirty-year sentence in what used to be known as Alcatraz.  The place had put him in an early grave, and there was a better than fifty-fifty chance I’d be joining him there as the only living Lancaster descendant.

“Jennifer,” said Baines to his fiancée, who was standing straight as a soldier.  “Place your hands behind your head, legs apart, chest out.  Now tell your friend what you are.”

“I am your total and complete slave,” she replied, having instantly assumed the demeaning, not to mention suggestive position.

“And as my total and complete slave, Jennifer, what is your purpose in life?”

“To serve you and obey you, master.”

I felt a tight, hot clenching in my belly.  Was I really hearing this?

Baines toyed with the brandy glass, swirling the liquid round the edges.  “And did you do that tonight?” he asked with deceptive casualness.  “Did you serve me and obey me, Jennifer?”

Jenn-Jenn stared straight ahead, tears in the corners of her eyes.  “No, master,” she whispered at last.

“I couldn’t hear you, slave.”

“No,” she repeated more loudly.  “Master, I did not obey you.”

“And what rule did you break, then?”

The words came out haltingly, reluctantly but carefully chosen.  “I…I tried to…have sex…with Raven.”

Baines was looking at me as if I were the jury and he the prosecuting attorney about to entrap a naïve witness.  “Do you love me, Jennifer?”

The awkwardly posed beauty jumped on the seemingly easier, non-incriminating question.  “Oh yes, master.  Body and soul, I belong to you, utterly, and I love you with all my heart.”

“I see.”  Baines and I were in a staring contest; one I was determined not to lose.  “And do you love Raven as well?”

She appeared confused.  “As a friend, yes.”

Baines smirked now, though I knew not what victory he’d won.  “Take off your dress, Jennifer.  Show your friend the body underneath.”

The beautiful ex-cheerleader trembled slightly as she pulled the sparkling party dress over her head.  My nipples stiffened in response to her bare, ring pierced flesh.  I tried hard not to squirm.  It was as if a fire had been awakened in me—not only a lust for my dear, sexy friend, but also for the bizarre, degrading treatment she was receiving.

Jennifer let the dress fall at her feet.  She stood proudly, her sculpted, perky breasts rising and falling.

“Whose body is this, Jennifer?”

“Yours, master.”

“Tell Raven.”

She looked at me, defiantly, hotly.  “This body belongs to my master.  It—I—am his personal property.”

“Turn around, Jennifer.”

Jenn-Jenn showed me what I already knew was there.  A brand, burned into the skin of her ass, along with welts, from some device, a whip, most likely.

“What do you deserve for your disobedience, slave?  What should be done to you for using this body as though it were your own, for your pleasure and not mine?”

“I should be punished,” she breathed, her back and buttocks aquiver.

“You may beg Raven to punish you.”

“Yes, master,” the blonde went to all fours, preparing to crawl.

I was on my feet, for the second time.  “This is really more than I can stand.”

“You may go,” Baines nodded.  “I understand.  But you should know that if you do not agree to administer the slave’s punishment she shall receive double the number of blows, from the hand of Rolf.

The slave trembled at the mention of the man.  “Please, Rave,” she came to me, rubbing her head on my calf.  “For me?”

I squatted down, taking her chin in hand.  “Look at me, Jennifer.  You don’t have to do this.  You’re a free woman!”

Jennifer’s look of bemusement faded into one of absolute serenity.  “No,” she assured me with the conviction of some religious saint about to be martyred.  “I’m not.”

“Ten blows with the cane, Raven, by your hand,” Baines interjected, “or she’ll face twenty from Rolf, followed by a night in the cage.”

The cage.  The words sent a shiver down my spine.  My friend, my partner in crime was about to marry a man who thought nothing of taking her every dignity away, to the point of treating her as an animal.

“Jennifer,” he chided, “is this how you beg?”

The mention of being caged seemed to affect Jennifer as well.  Putting herself to her belly, her hair cascading round my feet, she began to implore more earnestly.  “Mistress Raven, I beg once more to be beaten by you, please.  Ten strokes of the cane on my branded ass, which belongs to my master.”

“All right,” I croaked, bowing to the inevitable.  “I’ll try.”

Dream-like I followed her to the desk, her hands in mine, Jennifer walking backwards and tugging me, the strangest look in her eye, like she was going to show me something so wonderful and magical it would make all our other adventures combined pale in comparison.

The girl moaned audibly as she bent herself over the smoothly polished edge, surrendering her tits to the inevitable squashing.  Legs apart, arms in front of her, palm down, she readied herself.

I stared at the available ass.  Marked and straining for the beating I would soon administer.

“Have you ever caned a female before?”

I tensed visibly.  Baines was directly behind me, over me, his voice in my ear.

“No,” I replied, trying to keep my tone neutral.  “But I’m sure you’ll show me how.”

“You must begin here, with the meatiest part,” he stepped in, placing his hand freely on Jennifer.  “Then work your way up and down.  Laying parallel stripes, horizontal.  Try not to overlap, except in the middle, here.”  Baines he smacked her ass with the flat of his hand.  “Up, girl.”

She pushed her buttocks in the air, a movement for which she was rewarded with a finger, thrust deep into her gaping wet sex hole.

“Oh, master,” she writhed, surrendering to the unexpected invasion.

Baines allowed her a few moments of pleasure before returning to the matter at hand: punishment.  “You may not climax,” he warned, though he was continuing to manipulate her clitoris.

“P—please,” she moaned, her head thrashing about on the desk.  “Let me come.”

“Raven,” he ignored, “there is an umbrella stand in the corner.  Fetch the cane from it, the fiberglass one.”

The thing was surprisingly light in my hand.  Colored as it was in an almost translucent purple, it might easily be mistaken for some innocuous toy.  And yet I knew in the right hands, or should I say the wrong hands, it could be transformed into an instrument of terror in the face of which a woman could be made to beg or grovel or do pretty much anything a man wanted.

For a fleeting second I wondered if such things were used in Silvio’s club on his women.  According to one story I’d heard, a pimp once bragged to Silvio Junior that his girls performed so well because they knew they’d be beaten if they didn’t. 

“You should beat them before,” Silvio corrected.  “It makes them hotter; like bitches in heat.”

I thought now of sweet Marie and how a single strategic, publicly placed swat to her ass had turned her from a snarling cur into a purring lap pet.  As punishment for her original outburst, she had been made to swallow the come of strangers in the toilet, all the while knowing he would beat her ass later with his belt.  I, too, had felt the hand of Rene, his impudent discipline, not to mention the spurting heat of his ejaculation.

The cane, for all its lightness, felt like a lead pipe in my hand.

“I will help you,” Baines swept in behind me like a golf pro, placing one hand on my waist and the other on my knuckles where I clenched the thing for dear life.  “It’s really quite simple.”

In slow motion, he guided me, till the cane tapped upon the soft, easily imprinted cheeks of Jennifer’s ass.  Though there was no force whatsoever behind it, she moaned all the same in anticipation, a line of drool extending from her opened, slack mouth onto the desktop.

Baines stepped back, releasing me.  “Your turn.”

I nearly swooned.  “I…I can’t do it.”

“You will,” he said in a low, ominous voice, “or your friend will be very, very sorry.”

I closed my eyes, delivering a crooked, ill placed blow that impacted on the back of Jenn-Jenn’s upper thighs.

“That one doesn’t count,” Baines said.  “Anymore such paltry efforts and I will call for Rolf.”

That was something I couldn’t allow.  Steeling myself, gripping the cane in both hands, I let her have it.  Jennifer’s yelp indicated I’d done a better job this time.

“You may count, Jennifer.”

“One,” said the slave, upon whose flesh a welt, bright red was already raised.

I’ll admit I was fascinated by the mark, in a dark sort of way, as well as by the power that I had wielded from the nasty device.  In an experimental spirit, I hit my friend again, higher up this time.

Jennifer groaned, her body pressing maddeningly against the mahogany.  “Two,” she confirmed.

The third blow was right on the buttocks, the creamy flesh undulating in waves under the vicious impact.

“Three,” exclaimed the beaten slave.

“You enjoy this,” Baines observed of me, “don’t you?”

The cane whistled cleanly through the air.  “Bullshit.”

“Four,” whimpered naked Jennifer, who was about to marry a man who’d had her branded and ringed and who allowed her to be beaten and fucked like a slave.

Correction, she was a slave.

Pity for the girl was replacing itself with anger.  “Is this what you want, Jennifer, is it?” I demanded.

“Five,” she exclaimed through gritted teeth and then, “yes, mistress, this is what I want.”

“I will be harder on her after we are married,” Baines explained, though I hadn’t asked him, nor did I wish to know such things.  “Much harder.”

“Six,” cried Jennifer in response to the hardest blow yet.

Baines had moved his hand to Jennifer’s head.  “Much of the freedom she now enjoys will be taken from her,” he said softly, stroking the damp, matted gold locks of his bride to be.  “At present, what she wears and where she goes is largely up to her.  Though I have had her branded, I have not yet stamped my ownership on her body.  Soon, her every motion will be controlled and it will be mine to say if she goes at all or if she is even allowed clothes.”

Jennifer shuddered as if she’d been intimately touched.

“You can’t want this!” I cried, raising the cane into the air for another swipe.

“S—seven,” came the reply.  “I do!  I do!”

Baines turned her head towards him, giving her his finger to suck.  “Don’t you think she’ll look lovely, Raven?  This fair haired beauty crawling around my house on all fours, nude and collared, taking her sustenance from metal dishes on the floor, shaking her ass and taking cock to entertain my guests?”

Eight, nine and ten fell fast and furious in a hail, and few others besides.  Jennifer could not respond, as she was sucking her master’s finger.  She did so with deep gusto,  just as if it was his penis.  The shapely buttocks, branded, bruised and beaten continued to twitch even after I’d finished.

“Very good,” commended Baines with a nod of his head.  “You did well.  Jennifer thanks you and so do I.”

I handed him the cane.  “As far as I’m concerned, the both of you can go to hell.  Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to bed.” 


Chapter Three

I tossed and turned through the night, the sweat from my super heated body soaking the black silk sheets.  Strange shadows cast themselves on the ornate wallpaper, the light coming in pale ghostly beams through the edges of the brocaded maroon curtains.  Now and then I heard creaks, and I could swear the suit of armor in the corner was watching me with a hard-on.  It was like trying to sleep on the set of some cut-rate horror movie, a knock off Gone With The Wind meets Freddie Kruger.

 I’ve never been able to abide clothes in bed.  Which made it worse because my nude flesh was tingling and burning, with every touch and press of the deliciously wicked coverings.  I wanted to masturbate in the worst way, but I didn’t dare, not now, not under these circumstances.  To do so, after the day I’d had and the things I’d seen would be to admit needs and fantasies better left buried.

At some point, an hour or two before dawn, my conscious mind gave way and I entered the mysterious twilight between dream and reality.  Images of men hovered round the stately carved bed—every single one who’d ever fucked me or even turned me on.  They were whispering in my ear, all the while stroking themselves.  I moaned into my pillow, reliving it all, blow for blow, from my first encounter, a halfway decent episode with a halfback in a hatchback, all the way up to the last time with Rene and a man named Sergio whose account we’d wanted to keep very, very badly.  

Eventually, I dreamed I was with Rene, shopping for clothes.  He was forcing me to model lingerie for strangers and when I wouldn’t leave the dressing room, he would smack my pantied ass to push me out the door.  Tears stinging my eyes, my buttocks burning with shame, I sought out man after man, asking them if they found me pleasing in the various skimpy ensembles.

“Check the tits,” encouraged the grinning Rene, “how do they feel?”

More than one took him up on the offer, squeezing and molding my obscenely exposed bosom as all the while women walked past, casting evil glances and calling me a slut and a whore.

“Is the pussy easy enough to access?” Rene referred to a pair of French cut panties in the presence of an enormous, white bearded man with a barrel chest.  “Open, girl,” he growled, yanking back my hair, so I would spread my legs wider.

I wore high heels, which made me feel even more like a whore.

“Why, yes,” the man noted, slipping a ham-like hand down under the waistband.  “It’s quite easy…and nice.”

My cheeks reddened; I was wet and the juices were dripping onto his fingers.

“Lick them off,” said Rene when the man withdrew his glistening fingers.

One by one, I removed the offensive liquid.

“Soon you will be doing this all the time,” said Marie, who had joined in with a small crowd that was watching.  “For the Galentanos.”

Jeremy was there, too.  “The bitches at Silvio’s club are little more than slaves, you know,” he was busy explaining in his enervating English accent to a pair of gentleman whose pockets he was trying to pick right under their noses.  “They eat scraps from the men’s tables and at night they sleep chained on the floor.  The only time they’re allowed near a bed is when they’re getting fucked.”

“Some clamps would look good on these,” remarked a frumpy, middle-aged woman who had pulled my bra cups down to bare my helpless mounds.  

I was trying to call out for Rene, because the people were starting to crowd me, but Marie had gotten his attention in a rather devious way, having slipped to her knees to take his erect cock into her mouth.

“It’ll be all right,” soothed a new voice, belonging to Jennifer.  “Just remember our pledge.”

The pledge, yes.  That was it.  The vow of our sisterhood, our tiny group within a group at the sorority house.  We will back down from no challenge, it went, no matter how kinky and we will pursue every perversion, till death do us cum.

I wanted to open my mouth to agree, but I couldn’t speak.  The people pressed tighter, hands groping at my flesh, tearing at my pathetic little garments.  Down I went to the floor, to be fucked by them all.

That’s life, I heard a male voice say, dark and rich, belonging to my father in his prime.  “You’re born, you’re fucked, and then you die.”

It must have gone on for some time, because the next thing I knew, Jennifer was sitting on my bed, stroking my cheek.

“Wake up, sleepy head; it’s a new day.”

At first I imagined we were back in school, when she used to wake me every day for classes.  “Let me sleep, Jenn-Jenn,” I mumbled.  “I’m skipping English Lit today.” 

“We’re a long while past that, honey,” Jennifer laughed.  “Good grief, you really got yourself all twisted up—worked up, too.”

I looked down at myself, where the sheet had coiled over my thigh and between my legs.  There was a large wet spot where the material had absorbed my pussy juices.  “Uggh,” I groaned.  “What was I drinking last night?”

“It’s the S and M.  It has that effect.”

I blinked.  “S and M?”

She arched a brow.  “The caning—remember?”

I sat up with a start, the memory flooding back of what a bitch I’d been.  “Oh, Jenn-Jenn, I’m so sorry!  Are you hurt bad?”

The bikini-clad blonde wriggled her buttocks on the bed for a moment enjoying a delicious rush.  “No, sweetie, I’m hurt good.”

I seized her shoulders--as if you could actually shake sense into a person that way.  “Jennifer, we have to get you out of here, before it’s too late.”

“Why?” she giggled exasperatingly, “are you afraid you’ll turn into a sadist?”

“It’s not funny, Jennifer, you know what I mean!”

“I agree; it’s not funny.  But what about you?  You call me out of nowhere and tell me your boyfriend cheated you of millions of dollars and now you’re being chased by mobsters who want to make you a white slave and I’m supposed to let you give me relationship advice?”

I’d had just about enough of her mouth.  Being the larger and stronger of the two, it didn’t take much to pin her underneath me on the bed.

“Jeremy wasn’t my boyfriend,” I snarled, straddling her slim waist.  “I fucked him a few times, that’s all.  And no one’s going to make me a white slave!”

“Get off me,” Jenn-Jenn squealed.  “I love Harold and there’s nothing you can do about it.  Slavery is my choice.  You just can’t stand that I’m happy and you’re not!”

I released one of her hands long enough to smack her.  “Take that back!”

Jennifer’s eyes taunted me.  “Make me,” she teased.

“Don’t tempt me, Jenn-Jenn!  I’ll turn you over and give you the spanking of your life—on top of those welts from last night, that ought to feel real good.”

“Actually it would, except you can’t do it, Raven, and you know why?”

“No, but I’m sure you’ll tell me.”

“Because you’re a submissive, just like me.  You want to be the one beaten and humiliated.  Admit it Raven—to yourself, at least.  What do you think all those games at college were about?  You think was all just cause we were drunk?  Like hell!  We begged, Raven—literally begged boys to tie us down and fuck us.  But even that wasn’t rough enough.  Remember the night at the cemetery—Cal and Troy taking all our clothes and locking them in the car, making us dance for them and suck them and lay for them, buck naked in the dirt.  You ran away when Cal told you to get on your back and spread it for him—why?”

Repressed memories nipped at the edges of my consciousness.  “I don’t know,” I obfuscated.

I was just a girl at the time, barely nineteen; Cal was strong and handsome.  He was the love of my life for the hour and somehow I needed…more.  I got it, too, after he tackled me in the middle of a field.  Calling me a bitch over and over, he smacked me, drawing blood.  Without asking, he scissored my legs and drove himself home.  I was wet to receive him, and ready.

“You wanted him to overpower you,” goaded Jennifer.  “You wanted him to take you by force, to put you in your place.”

“Liar!” I flipped her over, pulling down her bikini bottoms with trembling hands.  “I’ll show you!”

Jennifer offered no resistance.  “I’m ready,” she pushed her branded, bruised, well-punished ass up off the bed to meet me.  “I submit to you, Raven, completely.”

I beheld the splendid sight, the insolently proffered flesh of my best friend.  She seemed so sure of herself, so confident.  Could it be she knew what she was doing?

“I can’t do it,” I told her, replacing the swim bottoms.  “Maybe someone else could, but not me.”

Jenn-Jenn rose to her knees.  “Then come to breakfast, listen to his proposal.  It’s a good one, I swear it is.”

There was concern in her eyes for me, and also a sense of resolution, a measure of maturity I’d never seen in her before.

“On one condition.  Convince me you’re really happy.”

She shook her head.   “I can’t do that, and you know it.  We all decide for ourselves what to believe.  All I can tell you is I spent my whole adult life looking for a master and didn’t know it.  All those dangerous liaisons, all the risks, the string of bad boys, my horrendous marriage, they were all a stumbling attempt to find Harold—my master.  I need to be controlled, Raven.  I’m wired that way.  I can’t help it—pain makes me horny, being told what to do, being treated like a child, being a man’s plaything, all of it makes me unbelievably hot.  When my master gives me to someone to fuck, when he puts me in the cage, when has me caned by my best friend—it just puts me into orbit.  It’s like a buzz, twenty-four seven, a continued sexual heat in my loins, and in my heart.”  She put her hand over her breast pledge style.  “That’s it, Rave, that’s the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.”

I gave my friend a hug and then we wept and finally I took my shower and threw on a pair of shorts and a halter-top.  I felt invigorated and almost hopeful as I stepped out onto the sprawling back patio where I was told Jennifer and Harold would be waiting for me.  It was a beautiful day, not a cloud in the sky and I had my whole life ahead of me.  After all, I’d made it this far; surely I was spared for a reason, for something really good and noble.

Famous last words.

Harold rose from the table as soon as he saw me, extending the courtesy of a slight bow.  I was surprised at the physique revealed by the man’s swimsuit.  His chest was powerful and his biceps well formed.  He kept himself in shape, having a body most thirty-year-olds would envy, let alone someone closer to his own age.

“Miss Lancaster,” he smiled, returning to the more formal mode of address.  “Won’t you please join us?”

Jennifer was sitting next to him in her little bikini, sipping orange juice through a straw.

“Thank you, Mr. Baines.”

We dined in silence on grapefruit, croissants with jam and honey, butter and a selection of delectable and exotic fruits washed down by delicious, dark brown coffee.  Harold waited till after I’d taken my fill to unleash the bombshell.

“I am prepared to assume the entirety of your debt, Miss Lancaster, as well as the full burden of your legal defense.”

I let the words sink in for a few moments.

“Rave, he’s saying he can get you off, scot-free,” Jennifer supplied at last, as though I were the most stupid person on the face of the earth not to have responded with immediate, wild enthusiasm.

“Jennifer, why don’t you take a swim,” Harold suggested.

Sulkily, she rose.  “I was just trying to help.”

He waited till she was at the water’s edge to call after her shapely, wriggling ass.  “Jenny?  Topless, if you please.”

Obediently the girl reached behind her to open the clasp.  A hot tug pulled at my loins.  Baines’ subtle request and the immediate, unquestioned complicity with which it was received, carried with it a powerful reminder of the true nature of their relationship.  Jennifer was not just his fiancée; she was his slave.  Covering her breasts was not a right, but a privilege.  He could as easily have told her to take the bottoms off as well and she’d have had to do that, too.  Likewise, he could have said no when she’d asked for coffee at breakfast, or given it to her not in a cup but in a saucer, down on the Italian marble at his feet.

She would then have had to get down from her chair, on all fours to lick with her tongue like a cat or dog.

“You seem distracted this morning, Miss Lancaster,” he observed as soon as his bare breasted nymph was safely frolicking.  “Did you not sleep well?”

I was looking at the gardener, the young spike haired blonde in the sweaty T-shirt trimming the hedges behind the pool.  Had he seen Jennifer take off her top?  Did Baines even know he was there, in his low-slung shorts, a hot little earring through the left lobe?  Was it a coincidence, or had it been deliberately staged, a further attempt to expose and humiliate Jennifer, as Rene had his pretty little Marie?

“I was only thinking that Jennifer doesn’t like to be called Jenny,” I observed, keeping my deeper feelings to myself.

“What my fiancée likes, Miss Lancaster,” Baines smiled crookedly, “is to have her choices taken from her.  What about you?  I’ve given you a choice to be free of your current troubles, yet you haven’t said a word.”

“I’m waiting to hear the catch.  I know there’s a whopper in there somewhere.”

“My, you’re a suspicious little creature, aren’t you?”

“I’ve been burned enough to know the score; and one look at Jennifer tells me your generosity comes with some mighty big strings attached.”

Baines nodded.  “Excellent.  A woman who doesn’t mince words.  Allow me to do the same: I want your time, Raven.  A commitment to me for a period of six months.”

“What sort of commitment?”

“You’ll stay here in the house, of course, with all your needs provided.”

“It’s sex, isn’t it?  You want the use of my body.”

“Don’t be naïve,” Baines laughed dryly.  “I have at my disposal the finest female flesh on the planet.  What I’m looking for is something a bit deeper.”

“Like what,” I scoffed.  “Love?  What about Jennifer?”

Baines shook his head.  “Not love, Raven. Obedience.  The systematic bending of one will to that of another.”  Snapping his fingers, as if to demonstrate, he called for Jennifer.  

She came to him wet, having hauled her lithe body instantly over the edge of the pool.  “What is it, my sweet master?” she bent to give him a kiss on the cheek.

Baines accepted the girl’s affection with an indulgent smile that utterly belied his next instructions.  “Strip off the rest of your suit, Jennifer; I’m going to offer you to the gardener.”

A visible shiver passed through Jennifer as she straightened herself and shook out her hair in preparation.  It wasn’t fear, but naked, open-mouthed desire.  Looking intently at her master, both thumbs hooked under the waistband, her convex belly sucked in deliciously she did as she was told, sliding the Lycra down with a slow, sensual wriggle of the hips.  When the suit had fallen to her ankles, she stepped daintily from them so that she was standing entirely free of all covering.   

“I’m ready, master.”  Her pose was a challenge, a submission, an invitation all rolled into one.

“Come here, girl.”

I watched in horror and arousal as he reached for her proffered cunt, twisting his fingers in one of the rings.  “Baines, if this is another attempt to blackmail me,” I warned.  “It won’t work.”

“No, Raven,” he assured me.  “It’s not.”

Tugging gently but decisively on the rings, he brought the naked slave down to her knees.  “Go to him,” Baines commanded, “to the gardener, on all fours.”

Jennifer waited till he’d released her, then backed herself onto hands and knees.  “Yes, master.”

“You’ll sign a contract,” Baines addressed me, as though nothing unusual were occurring.  “It will stipulate the terms of your commitment.  Whippings, beatings, bondage, all these will be essential.”

Jennifer moved fast.  She was already close enough for the young man to see her.  The shock on his face was almost comical.  He seemed unable to move, which gave Jenn-Jenn the opportunity to approach him and kiss his booted feet.

“Those things are out of the question, Baines.  Forget it.”

The dude in the drenched T-shirt made an effort to shake her off, but Jennifer was persistent.  In the end, she won, having taken her place between his legs to lick and suck his stiff member.  His gloved hand was on the top of her head, pressing down.  

“I don’t see that you have much choice, Raven.  Either you make a friendly agreement with me, or…”

“The Galentanos,” I finished for him.  “Silvio senior and junior, gang banging me and parceling me out as a white slave, I know all about it.  Of course, you probably think I’d enjoy that sort of thing, don’t you?  Writhing in chains, begging to be beaten and branded.  Well trust me, it’s the farthest thing from my mind.”

Baines raised an eyebrow in amusement.  “Actually, I was thinking of prison.”

I flushed red at having revealed so much of my own fears…and desires.  “Where I end up is no concern of yours; you may have Jennifer, but you’ll never have me.”

“On the contrary, Raven.  I will have you; it’s only a matter of time.  I already know your secrets, the things you did in school, the things you wanted to do and hadn’t the guts.  Subconsciously, in fact, I believe you got yourself in all this trouble deliberately; so that you’d have no choice but to put yourself under some man’s protection and be at his total mercy.  You’re your own worst enemy, Raven.  Take my advice and submit now.  Surrender your pride, grovel a little.  It will be worse later on if you refuse, much worse.”

I was on my feet, ready to upend the table.  “You’re a pig, Baines—no, you’re lower than a pig.  I wouldn’t submit to you anymore than I’d kiss a water moccasin.”

  I’d intended to walk away arrogantly, defiantly, but it ended up degenerating into an undignified trot.  Blocking the sight of Jennifer abasing herself on the end of the lawn boy’s cock, I made a beeline for the house.  If I had to hide in my room till the end of time, it would be too soon to ever see Baines again.

Or Jenn-Jenn.

I kept the tears at bay till I’d safely bolted my door.  Flinging myself onto the bed, face buried in my pillow I gave way to the hot rain.  Tears, pent up for days, weeks.  Sure, I talk tough, but I have a heart.  And it can and had been broken.  Losing my business and potentially my life was bad enough, but I’d trusted Jeremy.  Hell, I’d even started falling in love with the bastard.

He’d been the first man I’d ever run across who didn’t just want to jump in my pants the moment he saw me.  Little did I know he had a much bigger game plan for screwing me.  What a little fool I’d been.  Jennifer was right; what business did I have criticizing her for letting a man brand her ass, when I’d allowed Jeremy Rich to sell my soul?

For a split second I thought of Rene.  Had he taken the soul of little Marie?  He’d turned her into a whore; he’d humiliated her by practically fucking me under her nose.  And she hadn’t said a word when I’d given him my number, like a little tramp.

Maybe he’d call me.  Rescue me, even.  Panic gripped as I considered the fact that I might actually need rescuing.  Baines hadn’t said in so many words, but it didn’t seem very likely he’d just let me waltz out of here, not after the threats he’d made about having me one way or the other.

On the contrary, Raven, I will have you; it’s only a matter of time.

Welcome to the club, Harold.  You can put yourself on the list, right after Silvio Galentano who’d already promised to recover “every last penny out of that bitch’s cunt if she has to fuck a continent.”

A wave of hot weakness overcame me; I hated that it turned me on to hear such things.  I was a grown, self respecting woman—why would it arouse me to have a man want me so much he’d take me at any cost—even against my own will?  For that matter, why had I thrilled at the feel of a man’s sperm, insolently sprayed on my ass as I prostrated myself naked over an airplane bathroom sink?

More troubling still, why was there a kernel of jealousy beneath my contempt for Jennifer’s impending role as a slave-wife?  Did a part of me want the same treatment—not from Baines, maybe, but someone else?

The knock on my door snapped me out of my pitiful reverie.  “Who is it?” I sniffled, trying to conceal my overwrought state.

“It’s Rolf,” came the reply, deep and deliciously masculine.  “I am here to see if you need anything.”

I was at the door before I had a chance to think.  “Yes,” I flung it open, “there is.”

Obviously I was operating off the cuff, having had no time to formulate a plan.

“Rolf,” I looked earnestly into his eyes, attempting to be as charming as possible.  “I need your help.  But I have to know if I can trust you.”

The chisel-featured blond looked both ways down the hall.  “We will talk in private.”

The next thing I knew, he’d closed the door behind him and I was spilling my guts, laying on as thick as I could how horrible his boss had been to me and how greatly I’d been wronged this last year of my life.

It didn’t take very much acting, believe me.

Nor was it too much of a hardship for me to make the offer I knew I must.  “Rolf,” I said throatily.  “I am prepared to offer you compensation for helping me…in advance.”

His face remained expressionless, but he allowed me to rub against him, my scantily clad, barefooted body soft and eager against the hard muscles imperfectly concealed beneath a tweed jacket and polo shirt.

“I will let you have me,” I spelled it out, leaving nothing to chance.  “I will allow you to make love to me.”

And why not?  The man was good looking and I was horny as hell and legitimately desperate enough to be exempted from any charge of behaving like a slut.

His next words were like a hot, erotic knife in my belly.  

“Women do not give themselves to me.  They are taken.”

I was melting fast, like the wicked witch when Dorothy threw a pail of water over her.  Resisting deep, powerful urges to strip and kneel, I countered, “call it what you like; so long as you understand we are equals.”

Rolf sucked the last syllable from my mouth, his lips having seized mine in a sudden, utterly successful takeover.  I was left no choice but to open for his plundering tongue.  On tiptoes, I succumbed, falling against his body, his will of iron.  My palms came to rest on his chest, signaling—to my shame—that I was a beaten woman.

My eyes had slid shut, my nipples burned like bullets, betraying in their whorish display the last vestiges of my pride.  When his hand reached my ass, to cup and mold the fleshy globes, I was ready to come, ready to orgasm underneath my shorts and soaking panties.

But then, just as suddenly, and twice as cruelly, he released me.

“No,” said Rolf, “we are not equals.”

His words, his eyes, took the last of my strength.  I wanted to fall before him, to my knees to be humbled by a thick, choking dick between my foolish lips, but he was holding me up, his hand clenching my throat.

“What do you want?” he demanded, forcing me to say the words.

I could not swallow, could not breathe.  And yet I knew he would not release me until I complied, even if I was to collapse unconscious beforehand.

“T—take me,” I gasped.  “I want you to…take me.”

“Beg for it.”

The words came out haltingly.  “I…beg you…t-take me…”

He lifted me to the tips of my toes, as though I were a rag doll.  “Are we equals?” he prodded.

I shook my head no, never more convinced of anything in my life.

The fabric of my shirt tore in his strong grip, and the bra strap, too.  Clamping my left tit like he owned it, he said, “Your little blonde friend is a good lay.  Are you as good as she is?”

“Can’t…breathe…” I sputtered.

Rolf released me and tossed me onto the bed on my back.  I watched him, my eyes lit with equal parts fear and lust as he went to the dresser, rifling through the drawer for some unknown article.  

“Strip,” he commanded, not deigning to look at me.

Fingers trembling, I removed the rags from my torso then slipped off the shorts and sopping panties.  Arranging myself as best I could, I awaited his pleasure.

“Put these on,” he commanded, tossing the pair of gleaming handcuffs he’d produced from the bottommost drawer.  “Hands over your head.  There’s an eyebolt in the headboard.  Slip the links through.  Attach yourself.  I don’t fuck women who aren’t in bondage.”

The handcuffs landed at my right thigh.  I recoiled as though they were live snakes.  Bondage.  My brain went over the word in slow motion.  He was telling me he didn’t fuck women who weren’t restrained.

Cuffed.  Bound.

“Over my head…” I repeated stupidly.

Rolf drew his shiny belt through the loops in his trousers, brandishing it like some sort of weapon.  It was black and leather, like a long, uncoiled snake.  “You have to the count of five, woman.”

“The way he’d said the last word, announcing my gender with such casual contempt left no room for doubt as to his real opinion of the battle of the sexes.

He intended to subdue me.  Not merely to have casual intercourse or even fuck me savagely, but to literally take me—possessing and using me to the very heart of my female soul.  It wasn’t, I quickly realized, about sex so much as domination.

“One thousand one,” he counted calmly.  “One thousand two.”

I moaned in frustration, slapping the cuff onto my left wrist—a cuff for which I had no key.  Scrambling on my knees, I searched for the eyebolt he’d spoken of.  It was in the center, made of steel.  It was small enough for the cuff links to fit through and there was a little clip to secure it, but what about the other cuff?

“I don’t know how to. . .”

“One thousand four.”

Facing the headboard, tears stinging my eyes, I scrambled to complete the task.

“One thousand five.”

The belt crashed down on my back, a swath of liquid fire.  “Oww!” I squealed.  “Please, I need help.”

Rolf struck me again.  “On your back,” he instructed, not unkindly.  “Cuff your other hand, then hook the links over your head into the eye bolt.”

I accomplished the task with surprising speed.  It wasn’t until I looked up at him, chest heaving, my back burning against the silk sheets that I realized the implications of what I’d just done.  I was helpless now, naked and at his mercy on my own guest bed.

“Legs apart,” said my Aryan tormenter, giving no quarter.  “And keep your eyes open.”

I had to watch as Rolf took off his clothes to fuck me.  He was large and strong and he was going to do to me precisely what he wanted.

“Wider,” he said of my legs, as he peeled the shirt from his massive shoulders.  

I scissored for him, even as I voluntarily arched my back.  This last motion forced me to blush hotly from my cheeks down to my obscenely stretched breasts.  The odd combination of freedom and restraint was driving me wild.  Here I was chained to the bed, commanded, and yet I was offering myself at the same time, freely.

“You are aroused, woman?”

Like he didn’t know!

“Yes,” I replied, there being no point in hiding what my swollen nipples and dripping pussy lips so blatantly advertised.

Rolf shed the pants and pulled the boxers down over a mammoth erection.  “What is it you’ve responded to?” he inquired clinically, his cool, collected tone shaming me all the more.  “Being chained?  The threat of the belt?  The impending fucking?  Or do you simply enjoy being treated like a mere slut?”

The moisture evaporated from my mouth at the sight of his manhood, the proud, tightly clenched balls, the shaft-like penis hard and ready to do its business.  “I…I don’t know.”

Rolf climbed on top of me, his knee at my crotch.  “That’s a lie,” he slapped my breasts.

“Oh, please,” I moaned, only half from pain.  “Stop.”

Throwing back my head and breaking eye contact earned me a second pair of blows, crisp and efficient, one each to my swollen needful tits.

“Look at me,” demanded Rolf, “and tell me the truth.”

I blinked back the tears.  The sight of him now, the eyes so cold and unaffected was the worst hit of all, not to mention the greatest aphrodisiac.  “I...it…” the confession stuck in my throat.  “All of it,” I blurted at last, seeing the dark under curl of his lips indicating that I was about to be struck again.

Rolf entered me now, satisfied.  “You’re just like your friend, as big a slut as Jennifer and all the other females I’ve ever encountered.  Say it, tell me you’re a slut.”

“I am,” I agreed, the meat of his cock gloriously filling my gaping, craving emptiness.  “I am a slut.”

“This is what sluts are good for.”  Rolf took me for a test drive now, subjecting me to a few thrusts, masterful and probing.

“Yes,” I cried in the man’s clutches, chained and pinned, remembering not to deny him the right to my eyes, and to all the feelings so transparent behind their surfaces—butterfly thin and exquisitely delicate.

“You hold back, though,” he experimented with my orbiting nipples.  “Jennifer was like that too, at first.  But she discovered new depths in herself.  A whole new place to live and breathe.”  Rolf was studying me now, as intent upon fucking my mind as much as my body.

Biting my lip, I kept a tense, fortified silence.

“I was there when Jennifer was branded,” he grabbed my hips, as if he had decided to break them.  “I smelt her flesh burning.  She was in agony, but she came anyway, just moments afterwards when we fucked her on the concrete floor.  Baines, myself, the blacksmith and about a dozen others.  They put her on a webbed rack, so the brand wouldn’t be marred while they were sticking it in her, driving her down.  The blacksmith asked if we were going to use her that way, because he wasn’t sure the rack could sustain the weight.  Baines said that was all right, it was more fitting for her to feel the dirty floor on her back now that she was irreversibly a slave.  We took turns, and a number of us came back for seconds.  I came in her cunt and ass both.  She spent that night in the cage, though she begged Baines to stay with her.  He plays with her now, allowing her to act like a fine lady.  One day soon, she will take her rightful place in the household.”

“I hate you,” I told him, trying desperately to hold back from what we both knew was forthcoming from my out-of-control traitor’s body.

“A brand does something to a woman,” he crooned, working me over with his cock, alternating between coaxing and badgering me towards orgasm.  “Jennifer was no exception.  Before that she was just another hot little slut who put out because Baines told her to and because she liked it.  Afterwards, you could see she had no choice; she had to give in to what her body was telling her because it wasn’t hers anymore.  It belonged to Baines and whoever he chose to give it to.”

“Enough,” I panted, the touch of his skin like fire, branding me as hot as any iron.  “I can’t take anymore.”

“Would you like to be owned, Raven?”

“S—top,” I pleased as he moved to my ear, nibbling, claiming the tender flesh with tiny, stinging bites.

“N—never,” I defied, though I was already coming as I said it.

Rolf held himself very still, resisting my onslaught.  I came alone, gasping, crying, defeated, indisputably the man’s inferior.  

Waiting till I was sated, wilted and ready for sleep, he resumed his motions.  “Again,” said he, and I knew that I must come for him a second time, even as he was preparing to fill me with his hot, spurting seed.

“Rolf, I cannot.”

The eyes were hard as steel, irresistible.  “You will…woman.”

“Yes,” I heard myself yield at last, wishing I could add something afterwards…a title, ‘sir’ at least.

Rolf savaged me then like an animal, drawing not just the one orgasm, but a handful more on his way to glory.  Before he was done, I had wound up with my legs wrapped round his ass and my tit in his mouth, my back arched, encouraging him to bite and suck all the harder.  Deep grooves in my wrists formed as I strained at the bonds to give myself.  My mouth weary from moaning and begging and pestering more and more, I collapsed at last, even as the last of the hot, orgasmic male stream filled and marked me.

“You were good,” said Rolf, rolling off of me for a cigarette.

I glowed at his praise, though the man had beaten me, heaped abuse upon me and finally come inside my shackled body.

“So were you,” I retorted, my attempt at mutuality made laughable by the manner of our coupling.

Leaving me chained, Rolf rolled onto his elbow, a menthol dangling from his sexy, red lips as he faced me.  “I could make you my slave,” he observed with devastating casualness.

“Only if I let you,” I resisted the magnetic tug of my body back to his.  I hoped there was some conviction behind the statement, because at the moment I was feeling about as free and independent as a caged dove.

As if to prove his point, the man reached across and laid a hand over my breast.  I shuddered at the touch, wanting more, feeling hot and bothered all over again.  After an agonizing few seconds at my nipple, the hand moved downward, feather light across my belly.  By the time he reached my sex, I was gone all over again.

My eyes fluttered shut and then abruptly, I heard his snapping fingers.  When I opened them again, I realized, to my shame that I had climaxed for him yet again.

“You were wanting me to help you leave,” the man reminded me, dangling the handcuff key.  “Is that still your intent?”

My face went magenta.  “Yes, it is,” I rubbed my newly freed wrists, erasing as quickly as possible the evidence of my ready submission.  “That is if you are a man of your word.”

Rolf tossed me my soaking wet underwear.  “Get dressed, pack your things, I’ll take you wherever you want to go.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.  I’d paid a high price for this and I was not about to pass it up.  “Are you sure you’re up for it?” I queried, slipping a dress over my head.

Rolf eyed me.  “Why don’t you let me worry about that, okay?”

After I’d dressed and zipped up my suitcase, Rolf led me into the hall and down the backstairs.  The route took us through a remote, darkened portion of the house.  After numerous twists and turns, we ended up in one of the kitchens, which was unoccupied.  There was a black sedan outside in the back drive to which Rolf had the keys.

“You’ll be riding in the trunk.  Till we get past the gate.  Is that a problem?” 

I forced a cavalier smile.  “I’ve had worse accommodations.”

“Hold on, then.”  Rolf scooped me up into his capable arms, cradling me.  I felt a wave of delicious heat, knowing I was secured, protected.  Dreamily, I traced my reflection in his eyes as he placed me carefully in the roomy, carpeted chamber.  Was it my imagination, or was there a trace of concern on his face as he helped me curl into a ball underneath the blanket.

“It won’t be long,” he promised, shutting the trunk as gently as possible.

My heart pounded in the sudden darkness.  I was a prisoner, in what would soon be a moving vehicle.  I tried to focus on what was important: my temporary incarceration was a means to an end.  Soon, very soon, I would be free.

Free to chart my own destiny once again.  As the car started up, I ran through the possibilities.  They weren’t very good, but at least I’d be free of Baines.  I hadn’t even asked Rolf where he was taking me.  A hotel would be good—I desperately needed some sleep.  After that I would try to think of a way out of my dilemma.

The car stopped twice towards the beginning.  Security checks, I imagined.  Rolf was shrewd smuggling me out like this.  I hoped he wasn’t putting himself at risk.  Lord, but I was still horny.  How could that be?  Something about this close confinement, maybe.  The way it let my imagination run away with me.

Did Rolf ever put girls in trunks and take them to dastardly places where he did outrageous things to them?  You could be sure the Galentanos did.  And what if I was their prisoner right now, having just been raped and en route now to the infamous club.  A lifetime of slavish whoring and stripping ahead of me.  My thighs began to rub together almost as if of their own accord.  I hadn’t bothered with underwear.  Hadn’t even taken the time to clean the juices from me, Rolf’s, and mine sticky and thick, the semen drying on my thighs where it had dripped back out.

What a slut I was becoming.  My head seemed to have abrogated all responsibility and control to my crotch.  As if on cue, of its own accord, my hand found its way under the hem of the dress.  Nervous tension, that’s what it was.  I was feeling the need for more sex because I was in shock.  

My little moans blended with the sound of the engine.  The vibrations of the road coursed through my curled body, lying just as Rolf had placed it, on the rough army blanket.  My pussy sucked greedily at the shoved-in fingers; I wanted to come again, hard and dirty.

Like a captive slut.  A girl-prisoner in the trunk of the very man who’d chained and fucked her.  Curling myself tighter, I let the waves overtake me, helpless to resist their course.  With every little bump, I had to stifle the screams.  

What was wrong with me?  My life was a mess, I had no hopes, no prospects; I should be terrified, cold and frigid, my mind poring over possibilities of redemption.

My guilt-infested reverie vanished with the stopping of the car.  Had we reached a safe place already?  My ears pricked, my hand hastily and strategically withdrawn, I listened with the intensity of a tiny rabbit, straining for every sound.

I could hear Rolf getting out, opening and closing the door.  He was coming to get me.  But where were the footsteps?  For a while everything was silent, dreadful, empty darkness.  I squirmed, trying to see out the keyhole.  Was he leaving me somewhere?  Had he gone in someplace to take a piss or buy a newspaper?

I was on the verge of panicking when I heard the key, engaging in the lock.  “Oh, thank God,” I exclaimed, not bothering to conceal my glee.  “For a moment I thought. . . .”

My prattling was cut short at the sight of my new surroundings.  Instead of tall buildings I saw pine trees.  In place of the road was a forest bed, covered in pine needles.  We were alone, miles from civilization.

I gasped at his touch.  “You’re not going to. . .”

“Kill you?” he laughed, lifting me by the waist and setting me down on my feet.  “My, but you have an active imagination.”

My next question, as to what the man could possibly want from me out here in the middle of nowhere, was immediately answered by his hands on my shoulders, pressing me down to my knees in the dirt.

“Hands behind your head,” he instructed.  “Mouth open wide; you will take all of it or face the belt.”

My body obeyed, though my eyes were left to question, to plead, to beg.  Rolf looked down in amusement at my surly subjection.  Taking his time, he unzipped, enjoying the sight of me, waiting submissively for impalement.

“Don’t worry, little flower,” he condescended, pulling his re-hardened prick from his boxers.  “I haven’t gone back on our deal; this is just a little token for you to remember me by.”

The scent of him, mixed with the elemental smells of the forest was enough to make me swoon.  Rolf’s dick, salty and pulsing between my lips was the only thing holding me upright.  I felt like such a little slut, servicing him like this, holding myself in position, my complete subjugation freely obvious to one and all who might pass through the woods.

The road, a winding two-lane snake through the firs and oaks was less than a foot away.  Anyone could drive by and they’d see me and know me for what I was.  A woman who barters her body for small favors from men—in this case a man she hardly knows and for whom she has nothing but contempt.

Well, not completely contempt.  There was some awe mixed in there, a little fear and a whole lot of soft, sexy fluttering in my belly which made me want to strip right here and lie in the dirt for a proper fucking.

“Yes,” he encouraged, praising my gasping, deep-throated attempts to please him.  “That’s it.  Take it all the way, drink it down.”

Rolf erupted before I could mount any form of protest.  His hands at the back of my neck held me fast, compelling me to swallow his hot, thick load.  I kept on sucking till after he’d finished his groaning and convulsing, and then, as he zipped himself up, I awaited his command.

“Get up,” he said, almost as an afterthought.  “You’ll ride in the car now.”

The journey was silent.  I was alone in the back seat, left with my thoughts, which were growing increasingly gloomy.  As we entered the expressway into the city he actually asked me where I wanted to go.  Without much enthusiasm, I named a hotel I knew of.

He let me off at the front entrance, and I went round to thank him.  “I hope this won’t mean trouble for you,” I asked solicitously.  “From Baines, I mean.”

“Trouble with Baines?” he exclaimed.  “What on earth for?”

“For helping me escape.”

Rolf smiled.  “You don’t honestly think you were a prisoner, do you?  Actually, you were free to go at any point.”

“B—but, we made a deal,” I sputtered like a motorboat.  “Sex in exchange for your help.”

Rolf shook his head.  “Sorry for the misunderstanding,” he grinned slyly.  “I thought you knew we were only playing.  If all you wanted was a ride, we’d have called you a cab.”

He left me with a wink, standing like a zombie underneath the portico of the Excelsior Arms.  I’d just been made a fool of—tricked, manipulated and used like an animal, and all for naught.

“Can I help you, miss?” asked a doorman, eager to be of service.

“No,” I snapped, with far too much intensity.  “I can find my way inside all by myself, thank you very much.”


Chapter Four

After half an hour in the shower I began to feel human again.  When I stepped out of the show, I noticed with dismay that enough steam was produced to peel the wallpaper.  I’m not sure if I would be liable for this, but the credit card I was using would probably be cancelled before too much longer, anyway.  What I needed was a good dinner and a stiff drink or two downstairs in the lounge.  I had one good dress to my name, a little black cocktail number that I decided to put on for the occasion over my black lace underwear and a pair of wispy black shoes.

I checked the mirror to see if the combination worked.  Finding a man was the last thing on my mind, but I wasn’t about to turn away a good opportunity if it arose.  I don’t play off my looks too often, but like I’ve been saying, I’m way past desperate, well on my way to cataclysmic.  

The lounge was pretty much empty, with the exception of a table full of business types in polyester suits drooling over a redhead in a tight blue dress who was either a hooker or else a wigged-out divorcee making up for a whole hell of a lot of lost time.

The redhead sipped on a martini, while the businessmen took scotch.  Ambling up the bar, a slab of polished oak some twenty feet long, I ordered my old standby, a Rob Roy.  The barkeep was in his thirties, kind of cute, with that sheepish ‘what’s a girl like you doing in a place like this’ look in his eyes.  There wasn’t a ring on his finger, and given the slim pickings, there was half a chance I’d be inviting him up to my wallpaper-denuded room after closing time.

Glancing around the smoked glass-dark green interior with ceiling fans and decorated pub mirrors for inspiration, I raised a toast to myself—and to that famed mother of invention, necessity, which in my case ought to be siring some really brilliant life saving inventions any minute now.

The barkeep gave me space to brood, which I appreciated.  I’d pour my heart out, if push came to shove, but for the moment, I wanted the dignity of my own little pity party.  Things like this shouldn’t happen to wholesome, ambitious young entrepreneurs, even if their fathers did raise them amidst a life of crime.  The worst thing I’ve ever done is keep a video overdue, but somehow I was being made to pay for his sins and Jeremy’s besides.

Not fair, not by a long shot.

I felt a pang of guilt at running out on Jennifer.  Some friend I’d turned out to be!  Fucking her soon to be husband’s bodyguard to save my own ass, leaving her to the man’s wrath.  Rolf had told me I was free to go, but I could hardly imagine he’d be very pleased at my defection.  Would Jenn-Jenn pay the price?  Would it be her ass that would feel the belt, cane or whip or whatever else he might use on her?

I swallowed the rest of my drink and signaled for another.

In one year I’d seen my business ruined, my reputation flushed down the toilet, my life span reduced to that of a blue tailed butterfly, and now to top it all off, I’d just yesterday beaten my best friend’s ass raw with a cane while her fiancée watched.

“To wedded bliss,” I toasted aloud with my empty glass.  

Bondage bliss, that is, I amended, complete with a cage, three by five, a dog collar, a bowl with one’s name engraved on it and all the whippings and dehumanization a body can bear.

“Want to talk about it?” the bartender asked, a slanted smile lending warmth to his soft brown eyes.

“No,” came the answer, the words spoken not by myself, but by an ominous sounding man standing behind me.  “She doesn’t.”

I turned to see what the bartender was looking at so avidly: a ruggedly handsome, dark haired man with fierce, coal black eyes in a navy blue suit, red tie.

“NBI,” he explained, looking straight at the bartender as he flashed an official looking idea.  “Would you mind giving the lady and me a little privacy?”

The bartender looked at me, a subtle shift in his manner.  “Certainly,” he nodded, having reclassified me from beautiful, needy stranger to potential crook and scumbag.

“Whisky,” the agent called out, not bothering to ask if he could take the stool next to me.  “Neat.”

“Should you be drinking on duty, Agent…?”

“It’s Reynolds,” he supplied, giving me the once over.  “And who said I’m on duty?”

I stiffened, liking the man less and less with each passing moment.  “If you’ve something to ask me, Agent Reynolds, I’m sure the answer will come from my mouth, not my bosom.”

Reynolds downed the freshly delivered scotch.  “Maybe,” he acknowledged, setting the half-empty glass down pointedly.  “Then again, we both know you want me to look down there, don’t you?”

“You flatter yourself,” I scoffed.  “I don’t even know you, and if I did, I’m sure I would think even less of you than I already do—and that would be going some, I assure you.”

“Yes,” he challenged, his eyes burning holes in mine, “but you’d like me to fuck you just the same.”

My mouth hung open.  The combination of the liquor and his heady, masculine cologne mingled with his endless supply of rude remarks was making me slightly faint.  “Any reason I shouldn’t slap you in the face?” I demanded.

“Because,” he replied without blinking, “I would slap you back, twice as hard.”

I studied him, making no secret of my blatant hatred.  “Who are you?” I asked at last.  “Really?”

He raised his hand to the bartender.  “Another whisky, and I’ll have the lady’s tab.”  When his eyes returned to mine, they were like a cat’s, having sniffed out appropriate prey.  “I’m your savior, Raven; your goddamned knight in shining armor, so if I were you, I’d think about treating me with a little more respect.”

Agent Reynolds paid my bill and escorted me from the bar.  Before I knew it we were in the elevator and I was turning over my room key.

“That’s a little hard,” I complained as he clamped my upper arm to lead me down the darkened eighth floor hall.

“This is nothing,” he assured me, ratcheting up the pressure even more, “compared to what lies ahead if you don’t cooperate.”

Reynolds dragged me the rest of the way down the corridor, me half-stumbling, half running.  Twice I tried to knock on doors to wake someone up, but he was moving me too fast.  The whole thing was making me furious, but it wasn’t till we were safely inside my room and he’d locked the door from the inside that I became concerned for my safety.

“You can’t do this,” I told him, standing my ground in the middle of the carpeted floor.  “I have rights.”

Reynolds unclipped his gun holster from his belt and tossed it onto the dresser along with his jacket.  His waist was slim, and his abs well defined under the dress shirt.  “Rights to what?  To become one of Silvio Galentano’s sluts and spend all day and night on your back—or maybe wind up face down in some alley in a pool of your own blood?”

His words frightened me, though I was determined not to show it.  “I can take care of myself.”

“That so?  Then why don’t you grab that gun over there and shoot me with it?”

“Don’t be absurd,” I snorted, not liking the direction of the conversation one little bit.

“Why not?” Reynolds wanted to know, rolling up his sleeves to reveal well-worked forearms.  “I thought you could take care of yourself?  Let’s test that hypothesis, shall we?”  He took a step closer.  “Let’s say I’m one of Galentano’s goons, and I’m here to rape you.  You’re going to disable me, with or without that gun.”

I looked at the pistol, about a million miles away over his left shoulder.  “I know karate,” I informed him, “don’t make me hurt you.”

He waited for me to take off my heels, hands on his hips in exaggerated patience.  “Any time you’re ready.”

“Go for it,” I snarled.

I was crouched into a basic fighting stance, my eyes intent on his crown jewels.  He’d be singing soprano for a week by the time I was done with him.

My first kick ended up slicing the air as Reynolds performed a neat sidestep.  It was a sidekick which left me in position for a second try, in the form of a combination power punch.  This time he leaned into me, managing to hook the back of my leg.  Next thing I knew I was staring up at him from the floor on my back.

“Had enough?” 

“Haven’t even started yet,” I kicked up at his crotch.  “How about you?”

Reynolds went down to one knee, which gave me the chance to drive the tips of three fingers into his jugular.  He cursed me and did the only thing a man could in these circumstances: he pinned me, driving his knee between my legs.  I could feel the hardness of his cock and I knew this wasn’t going to be about martial arts for long.

“Well?” I challenged, my eyes wasting him like lasers.  “Why don’t you go on and rape me; that’s what this little game is about, isn’t it?”

Reynolds was red-faced, breathing hard.  I’d put up more resistance than he’d expected.  “I’m not your enemy,” he growled.  “You’re going to have to learn the difference.” 

I ground my pelvis against him and wrapped my legs round his tight 

buttocks.  If there’s one thing I’ve learned in the battle of the sexes, it’s that the tables can always be turned by a woman willing to play her whole hand.  

“Fuck me and let’s find out.”

Reynolds punished me with a kiss; hard and fast, designed to subdue and arouse all at once.  I stifled a moan.  If I wasn’t careful I’d wind up begging and crawling for him like I had with Rolf.  That was something I couldn’t allow.  This Reynolds was my best hope yet, but I’d have to maintain control.

The second kiss kept on going.  I could feel my pulse racing, the blood in my captive wrists surging through the grip of his steel-hard hands.  I was creaming in my panties, and as hard as I was trying to fight it, I’d begun to press against his hardness, my pelvis thrusting rhythmically, to the beat of a tune he was creating, with the force of his lips, the surging plundering tongue.

God, but he was well muscled.  Not overbuilt, but sculpted under the silk of his shirt.  My nipples yearned to be free against his pecs, my breasts squashed against him, or better still, in his hands, being kneaded and manipulated.  

Reynolds tongue moved deeper, and I was lost.

It was too late to resist.  I was being fucked with my clothes on; being had like a whore, or whatever else he wanted me to be.

“I guess,” Reynolds stopped abruptly, leaving me on the brink of one of the biggest orgasms of my life, “that it wouldn’t be rape any more.”

Through half shut eyes, I appealed to him, woman to man, for mercy.  “Please?” I whispered, the air of surrender thick in the room.

“No,” said my assailant grabbing up my wrists and hauling me to my feet.  “We have work to do.”

I was like a child in his arms as he pulled the dress over my head.  With nothing to protect my modesty now but stockings, bra and underwear, agent Reynolds sat me down in a chair, which he’d rolled over from the desk and placed in the center of the room.  He stood in front of me, then, hands on his hips firmly re-established in the mode of interrogator.

Seeing the dreamy look still in my eyes, he administered a short, efficient slap to my cheek, stinging my skin and savaging my pride in the process.  “Snap out of it, Raven.  You’ll have plenty of time to act the part of hot tramp later on.”

“How dare you?” I challenged, my eyes tearing.  “No one talks to me that way, no one!”  

Reynolds snorted.  “Drop the Scarlett O’Hara routine, Raven.  It doesn’t suit you.  You’re going to be working for us, now, so listen real closely to what I have to say.  You’re going to be a good little girl and do everything we tell you to do.  You’re gonna go where we say, do what we say, wear a wire if we say…hell, you’re even gonna take your clothes off and fuck if we say.  And if you can do a good enough job with all that and help us land the convictions we need, then maybe, just maybe, you’ll be able to go free and start a new life.  Would you like that, Raven?  To have all this behind you, to have a brand new identity, a fresh start?”

I crossed my arms self-consciously over my straining, silk-covered breasts with their pointy little nipples.  I was still aroused and needy and the man was making me feel way too vulnerable.  “What exactly do you mean, ‘work for us’?  I don’t even know what this is all about.”

Reynolds scowled at my show of propriety.  “Put your arms down, Raven.  Modesty isn’t something you can afford any longer.”

“Go to hell!” I spat, bound and determined to deny him the slightest evidence to confirm his judgment of me as a sexually eager tramp.  “You can’t control me, or my body.”

Reynolds leaned down over me, his face an inch from mine, the smell of his cologne, and his manhood wafting my nostrils.  “You will put your hands down, Raven, or I will duct tape them to the arms of the chair.”

He probably would, too, the bastard. 

“That’s better,” he nodded as I gripped the arms with whitened knuckles.  “Now I’ll need you to spread your legs for me.”

This one was a no-brainer.  

“Fuck you, Agent Reynolds.”

I’d intended to leap out of the chair, but not surprisingly, the man didn’t play fair.  Yanking my left breast from the useless bra, he applied his thumb and forefinger, vise-like to the tip of the protruding bud.  I tried to grab at him, but his wrist and arm was too strong.

“You’re hurting me,” I squealed, powerless to dislodge him.

Reynolds was unmoved by my sickening display of female whining.  “Sit still, then, and maybe I’ll stop.”

My breathing was heavy; the man had my full attention.  “Will you let go if I do?”

“I don’t negotiate with women,,” he ratcheted up the pressure, making me see stars.  “You were given instructions.  It’s your call.”

I planted my butt firmly.  My hands went back down onto the chair arms.  I had no choice.  

“Wider,” he said as I tentatively parted my crotch for his inspection.  “Knees to the legs of the chair.”

I only hoped he could not smell my arousal; my thighs had nearly stuck together as I’d separated them.  I’d never felt like this, not with Rene or even with Rolf.  This was for real—Reynolds was playing for keeps and I had yet to figure out his rules.

I grit my teeth against the pain, the surging, delicious punishment.

“You like this, don’t you?”

When I hesitated, he slapped me again, his grip on my poor, tortured nipple unrelenting.

“Yes,” I moaned piteously, fearing the power I was giving him over me with my outrageous confession, “but I swear, I don’t know why.”

Reynolds released me, the sudden drop of pressure affecting me nearly as strongly as the pain itself.  “You’re a little slut, that’s why.”

I held my tongue as he moved to the desk to open a black gym bag.  It wasn’t mine and I’d never seen it before.  Had he been in my room already?

“You held position,” he noted approvingly on his return.  “That will be included on your report.  I’ll still have to restrain you, though.”

I looked down, embarrassed to see that I hadn’t even bothered closing my legs again.  Was I losing my mind?  

“It’s nothing personal,” Reynolds announced as he tore loose a screeching strip of gray tape from a thick roll of tape.  “Take a deep breath,” he advised a moment later, kneeling behind me.

The tape was cinched round my belly and attached to the rear of the seat.  With two more, smaller strips, he secured my limp, passive wrists.  For a finishing touch, he attached each ankle to the corresponding chair leg.

“Go on,” he half grinned, allowing himself a brief minute of job satisfaction.  “Try to free yourself.”

I tried, and couldn’t.

“Just think, Raven, a few lowly pieces of duct tape, and you are rendered completely helpless.”

“Wonderful,” I blew strands of hair from my face.  “You ought to go on the home improvement channel.”

Reynolds chuckled as he rummaged through the bag.  “Ever the comedian, eh, girl?”

I swallowed hard as he presented the next items out of his bag of tricks.  A pair of gleaming steel scissors and a set of nasty looking clamps connected by a tiny chain.  

Reynolds snipped the scissors in the air.  “You’ll be reimbursed,” he informed me, “for clothing damage.”

“What are you going to do to me?” I demanded, panic overtaking me.  “I have rights, you know.  Whoever you think you are, you’re not above the law.”

He ran the blade of the scissors over my cheek and down to my chin.  “As far as you are concerned,” he tipped back my head.  “I’m God.  Are we clear?”

“Y—yes,” I stuttered through gritted teeth.

“Good.”  Reynolds retracted the pointed tip and slid the cold metal over my shoulder making me shiver.  “Now what do you say we get you a little more naked?”

I gasped audibly as he cut the shoulder strap of my bra.  

“After Jeremy Rich double crossed you, you ran instead of going to the police,” Reynolds accused, severing the other strap.

“I—I didn’t think about it, I just…did it.”

Snip went the other strap.  

“Really?” You don’t strike me as the impulsive kind.”

I bit my lip as Reynolds traced a sharp line down my cleavage between my breasts.  One more cut, and the cups were separated.

“Don’t,” I begged, as he continued over my belly to the waistband of my panties.  “Don’t do this.”

“Do what?” he ran the blade over my trembling inner thighs, having torn away my stockings to reveal goose pimpled, sweaty flesh.  “Take advantage of the fact that you have a cunt in order to get what I want out of you?  But isn’t that what you do yourself all the time?  How else does a slut like you make in business—not to mention winning yourself a partner with the kind of pull Rich had?”

“I am not,” I breathed, summoning what will I had left, “a slut.”

Reynolds amused himself for the moment cutting and shredding away the remainder of my stockings, till I was thoroughly peeled and reduced panties.  “You’re not?  A slut, I mean?”

“No,” I insisted, my eyes glued to his hands as he lifted the dainty waistband of my underwear, positioning it between guillotined blades.  

Reynolds squeezed his fingers, severing the band neatly.  “Does this turn you on, Raven?”

I gushed at once, a sweet, fragrant flow issuing forth as he bared me, making cross-wise cuts, up and down.  Enough to turn my panties into a mockery, yet retaining the illusion of nether coverage.

“No,” I cried, throwing back my head as the smooth, shiny metal grazed my clit, re-enforcing just how thoroughly I was at the mercy of Agent Reynolds.  “I mean, yes.”

“Listen carefully, Raven.”  Reynolds made me look at him.  I could feel the cool air, venting through my air-conditioned underwear.  “We’re going to play a little game of truth or dare, NBI style.  You tell me the truth, and I’ll make you feel good.”

I gave in to a moan as he pushed his finger up inside me, replacing the scissors.  “How about that?  Does that feel good?”

“Reynolds, n-no,” I squirmed, and then, “Oh, yes, yes, please I need to come.  On your hand, please…”

“On the other hand,” he pulled his finger away leaving me hanging.  “There will be punishment.  Every time you lie.”

I blinked my eyes open just in time to see the clamp.

“No!” I screamed, but it was already on me, attached, squeezing, hurting, torturing.  Reynolds’ hand over my mouth stifled the worst of it.  The entire ordeal couldn’t have gone more than ten seconds, though it felt like a lifetime.

“Shall we begin?” he removed the device calmly.

I looked at him with new awe—and fear; he had the clamp in his hand and he was grinning.  He’d made it abundantly clear to me; he wasn’t bluffing, he would hurt me, really make me suffer if he didn’t like my answers.  But he was also the keeper of pleasure…the source of what my body most needed.

“Let’s start from the beginning.  Tell me about your relationship with Rich.  The partnership—or should I say prostitution.”

Images, memories swirled through my mind.  It all seemed so confused now.  We’d met at a corporate party, where I was working, fresh out of business school.  He was a consultant, wound tighter than a coke addict’s wristwatch.  One look at him told me he was going places.  I’d made sure he noticed me, in my off the shoulder red dress.  Three drinks later and we’d been swapping bodily fluids.

“It was at a party in 2000,” I told Reynolds, desperate to redeem myself in his eyes.  “We’d just met, but there was this…chemistry.   Mostly though, it was about business.”

Reynolds helped himself to my gaping crotch.  “Really?  Must have been some chemistry, what with you blowing him in the parking garage an hour after you met him.  Oh, I’m sorry.  You said it was mostly business.  I’m a little curious, though—tell me, what kind of business is it exactly involves a guy jerking off on your ass with you bent over the hood of a Mercedes S class sedan?”

I thrashed my head, determined not to come on his hand.  “Why don’t you just tell me, then, if you know so damned much?”

Reynolds backed off and for a moment I was afraid he was going to punish me.  “I didn’t mean that, I’m sorry!”

He smiled indulgently, leading me to breathe a corresponding sigh of relief. 

“No harm done, sweetheart,” he wiped his hand on my breasts.  “But let’s try and be a bit more forthcoming with our answers in the future, shall we?”

I nodded eagerly, more than a little alarmed at how quickly he was winning my obedience.  I shouldn’t care what he thought, but I did.  It wasn’t only fear of pain; for some reason I wanted—needed—to please him.

“In the ensuing weeks, as you formulated your business plans with Rich, you let him continue to use you, isn’t that true?  In the same way a man would use any cheap whore?

“We were friends,” I blurted, then adding, judiciously, “yes, we were…intimate.”

The clamp was poised at my nipple.  “That’s not the question I asked.”

My heart pounding with fear, I tried desperately to remember his exact words.  “I let him use me, yes…like a whore.”

Reynolds stroked my engorged nipples, coaxing sensations from me I could not afford.  “Tell me some of the ways Rich used you.  Sexually.”

The words spilled from my mouth, halting at first, and then increasing to a gush as he stripped away my defenses, owning my darkest secrets, my greatest shames.  “He…he liked my ass.  And my mouth, too.  He would come on me, on my back and buttocks.  My face and hair, too.  He liked it in public as much as possible.  In one of our offices…his preferably, because of the glass wall that faced the common area.  He would call me on the intercom to tell me we had some things to go over, and I would know what that meant.”

“Go on,” Reynolds began to tease my clit, forcing the words out of me.  

“I—I remember walking down the hall in one of those tight skirt suits he loved so well, carrying a stack of papers or a file as I went to him.  All those eyes on me, employees of ours who dared not say a word, though their minds were thinking it.  She’s a slut.  The boss is a slut.  Behind my back, accusing, lustful eyes would burn.  I was constantly fending off male advances on account of what they all knew I did for my partner.  It would be almost a relief to close Rich’s door behind me so I could face the man so that I could gauge his mood, the exact nuance of the particular game we were to play that day.  If the market was doing well, I’d open my top quickly, pull up my skirt and lie over the desk.  If prices were down and he drew the blinds, I’d strip naked for a longer going over.  Sometimes the drawer would already be open, with the toys inside.”

“Did Rich ever use you here?”

My cunt.  Agent Reynolds meant my cunt, which at the moment he was massaging to jelly.  “Puh-please,” I stammered.  “Let me…”

My plea for release dissolved into a scream as the clamp bit down unexpectedly on my defenseless nipple.  This time he left it, warning me to keep my voice down.  The question was repeated, and this time I answered directly, fighting off the waves of pain, long enough to muster some semblance of speech.

“No,” I hissed, my body writhing against the tape bonds, “N-never.”

Reynolds was standing upright, looking distant, thereby adding to my terror that the pain would never end.  “You said he liked to ejaculate in your face and hair.  Did he ever make you swallow his sperm?”

“S—sometimes,” I spit through gritted teeth, my world spinning behind my tightly shut eyes.  “But he preferred to see it on me…before meetings he’d do that, and he thought it was funny when I’d have to clean myself up for company.  Other times he would have me give him my panties right there in the office, so he could jerk off into them.  Then I’d wear them, the rest of the day, his jism all over me.”

Reynolds laughed dryly.  “Some friendship.”

He was mocking my earlier words, using them against me.  But I didn’t care.  I wanted to die, or else to be fucked so hard that the world would disappear, the barrier of pleasure and pain shattered forever.

“You’re not only a submissive,” Reynolds remarked, clamping my other breast.  “You’re a masochist as well.”

“Mercy,” I begged, as the fresh nipple was initiated.  The word came out in syllables, four or five at least.

The agent was unmoved.  “Any S and M between you?  Pony play?  Water sports?” he continued, as though he were reading off a grocery list.

“Once…we were drunk,” I sing-songed, my mind moving to some unknown plane of reality.  “I knelt to suck him and he…pissed on me.”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“He…he left me there, on the floor…my hair, dress, ruined…I rolled myself into a ball, barefoot, saturated in his piss…my cheek in a puddle of it.”

Reynolds was leaning over me, his face an inch from mine.  “And?”

I could hear him, but I couldn’t see him.  I was lost, caught in some kind of netherworld between fantasy and death.  “I came…over and over…I came.”

His hand grabbed at my sweat soaked hair, bowing my neck.  “There’s more.  You were thinking something just then—what was it?”

I shuddered that the man could see through me like this.  Was I so transparent in my pain?  In my ecstasy?

The orgasm cut through me as I moved to speak.   My throat dry as any desert, my mouth a gaping hole, craving to be filled.  “I imagined I was Jeremy’s slave,” I moaned.  “That he had left me like that; that he had a right to piss on me because he was my master and I was his…his property.”

I must have blacked out because the next thing I remembered Reynolds was reviving me with a cold, wet washcloth.  Water was dripping down over my breasts, and as I looked down at them, the clamps were gone.

“Suck on this,” he lifted my chin, thrusting the cloth to my parched lips.  “You lost a lot of moisture.”

I opened for him, looking with grateful eyes as he fed me the saturated cloth.  I was his prisoner, and any nourishment I got at all was up to him.  Downing the liquid greedily, I tried to put together what the hell had just happened.  It had been the biggest, most phenomenal orgasm of my life, bar none.  And yet I hadn’t been penetrated, barely even touched.  Was this the secret to my sex? I wondered dismally testing the ever-present bonds on my wrists and ankles: strip me, duct tape me to a chair and brow beat me about past lovers?

And the clamps.  Let’s not forget the ever-popular aphrodisiac of having high-tension metal pincers placed on the tips of one’s breasts for long periods of time.

“More?”

I shook my head no, at which point Reynolds wrung the cloth out over the top of my head.  Something about the water, the way I couldn’t resist it made me tingle all over.  I caught what I could on my tongue, but it was all over me, tiny rivulets running over my shoulders, sluicing down my belly, soaking the shreds of my panties and oozing into the folds of my splayed, well-worked sex hole.

As he began to wipe me clean, I couldn’t help responding, moving for him, issuing little mewling sounds that left no doubt I was ready for more.  My display was all the more humiliating because Reynolds’ actions were clearly designed not as foreplay but as a clinical exercise, a necessary step gleaned from whatever torture manual he worked from.

Leaving the spent cloth between my legs, Reynolds returned to his infernal black bag.  This time he came up with nothing more insidious than a tape recorder.

“Disappointed?” he asked in amusement, noting the expression on my face.

I blushed hotly, the double-edged sword of shame having been restored to my now fully conscious self.  “Only that you’re still here,” I shot back, falling back on my old familiar defense mechanism of verbal banter.

Reynolds didn’t have to say a word.  Pulling the washcloth from my freshly fragrant pussy, he had only to hold it to my nose to make my real desires apparent.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” I held up my head with as much haughtiness as I could muster.  “It’s not for you.”

“Yes,” he agreed, replacing the come soaked rag in my vagina, this time stuffing it as far as it would go.  “In your case, I imagine any cock would do.”

Several choice colorful words moved readily onto the tip of my tongue, but I managed to keep them to myself.  Agent Reynolds seemed to enjoy my outbursts and he’d given me some leeway, but I couldn’t allow myself to forget for even a second that I was his prisoner, naked and at his mercy.  He’d punished me already, and hard.  That he would do so again if it served his interests, I was quite certain.

“I’ll be recording this portion of the interview,” he said, placing the recorder business-like on the edge of the bed.  “I’ll remind you that anything you say can and will be used against you.”

I didn’t bother to ask if I was under arrest or if I had the right to a lawyer.  Men who bind women to chairs and force orgasms from their pain-wracked bodies probably didn’t put much credence in little things like constitutional rights.  It was too bad, really, because Agent Reynolds was so damned handsome, even with his hawkish eyes and too-rugged cheekbones.  He had a body under those clothes, too, that was for sure, and there was no denying he knew his way round a girl’s anatomy.

I squirmed uncomfortably against the dual sensation of the tape at my waist and the invading washcloth in my pussy.  Was I actually developing a crush on my abductor?  It was thoughts like these that really did make me wonder if I wasn’t a slut, just like Reynolds and everyone else said.  I mean, what other kind of woman would fantasize about her captor, imagining what it would be like naked in his arms, surrendering to him, on some lonely beach, or even on this very bed, if push came to shove.

“Raven, are you paying attention?”

My cheeks heated another few degrees.  If he could read my mind now, as he’d seemed to be able to do so far, I hadn’t a ghost of a chance.  It was one thing to be an honest-to-goodness captive; there was no shame in that.  But if a man got an inkling you were enjoying it all, then you might be in for a whole new level of agony.

I shuddered as I recalled the fantasy I’d had with Jeremy and which I’d inadvertently shared with Reynolds—the thing about being his slave, his lowly piss slave whom he could soil at will.  That and much more.  Could Reynolds use that against me?  Worse still, would I use it against myself?  

No, I decided, fantasy is fantasy.  A fleeting thing, of no import.  Hardly a life choice or something real that might hold up in the light of day.

“Yes,” I said boldly, determined to play the game to the end.  “I’m ready.”

The next series of questions were more mundane and technical, not at all juicy.  Clearly Reynolds knew his work well, however, because I found myself unable to hold back anything.  Every detail was wrung from me, even what might prove in unfriendly hands to be an incrimination of myself.  It was probably just fear of him, but much as I hated to admit it, there was a bond between us now, too, and I don’t think I could lie to the man even if I tried.

Somehow he’d managed to lay me open as I never had been before.  The techniques employed were brutal to be sure, but I’d responded positively and in the end, I hadn’t really been harmed at all, just taken for a little ride—by the one man who might yet prove my knight in shining armor.

“Yes,” I replied now, back straight, chest thrust out as I answered his latest query, confirming data regarding the numerous wire transfers from foreign bank accounts that unbeknownst to me were Galentano laundering piles dutifully maintained by my partner, “the money came to us daily, via the Cayman Islands.”

“Which,” Reynolds noted, his hand relaxed on his lean, powerful thigh, “is where, to your knowledge, Mr. Rich absconded following the original indictments against him.”

“It is,” I agreed, idly watching his dangling foot over the edge of the desk.  The other was planted firmly on the carpet and for a split second I saw myself going to him, on my hands and knees to kiss them.  What would it taste like? I wondered.  A man’s shoe leather on your tongue and lips as you try to please him, naked or nearly naked, your hair falling about his ankle as you humble yourself, begging in the only way you are allowed to for his attentions—rough yet ultimately unequaled on your tingling, captive flesh.

With only your mouth to serve you, you try to make your case, to show him with your submission that you will be a good lay, the best slave-fuck he’ll ever have.  Down to your belly you’d go, breasts, belly and cunt to the floor, abasing yourself as much as nature will allow.  Still, he says nothing.  On and on it goes, till you despair of ever winning his approval, but then, even as the tears begin to spill from your eyes, you hear the words you’ve longed for, as long as you can remember—your whole life in fact, though you’d never admit as much even to yourself.

“On your back, slave; prepare to be used.”

I shook my head, fanning out my damp hair.  Damn.  Where had that come from?  Surely not from any of the bogus romance novels I’d been reading.

“According to intelligence reports, Rich left the Caymans a month ago for parts unknown,” Reynolds was saying.  “We intend to smoke him out, and at the same time we set up the Galentanos.  And you’ll be the bait.”

This last little bit of news nearly passed me by.  I’d had my head in the clouds, allowing my libido to do my thinking.  “What did you say?”

Reynolds folded his arms.  “I said you’ll be the bait to catch the big fish,” he repeated patiently, looking eminently satisfied with himself.

“But I don’t have anything they’d want,” I blurted stupidly.  “I’m not worth a plugged nickel.”

Reynolds’ dimples flashed as he gave me a sideways smile, just subtle enough to avoid being classified as a leer.  “Oh, I think you may have one or two assets left.”

I threw myself forward, desperate for escape.  “You can’t make me do that.  You haven’t the right.”

He watched me struggle and strain for a while, my nude flesh helpless against the cloying strips.  I stopped, eventually, having caught on to the fact that the only thing I was accomplishing was giving the man a free show.  “You won’t get away with this,” I huffed, straightening myself with as much dignity as could be managed by a cum-soaked, bound and sweaty girl with a washcloth shoved between her splayed legs.

“I already have,” he winked.  “I already have.”


Chapter Five

I was on a plane back to LA the next day.   Technically, I was not under arrest, although Agent Reynolds had made it abundantly clear that I was in no wise a free woman.  Since being released from the duct tape last night, he hadn’t once let me out of his sight.  Even my well-deserved shower was taken in the man’s presence.  The whole time I soaped and rinsed my aching, sex-charged body, he was watching me through the open shower door.  The enforced exhibitionism infuriated me, but I caught myself aroused as well.  A part of me wanted to scratch the bastard’s eyes out, but another part of me, equally strong, wanted to display myself to best advantage.

It’s no secret that every woman uses her sex at times, especially if she is even halfway attractive to men.  Ever since puberty, when I’d had the dubious blessing of early breast development, I’d known how to get men to do what I wanted.  Men liked to be teased and fussed over by girls and they were pushovers to be manipulated.  Even when a man thought he was in charge, you could still call the shots and get what you wanted.  The boys in college were like that and it was no secret that the games we played were all my idea or Jennifer’s.  I had to admit that where Jeremy Rich was concerned, I’d had ulterior motives, and yes, I had used my body as bait.

With Reynolds, however, everything was different.  If he was interested in me, it didn’t show.  I looked desperately for signs—hard-ons and so forth—but never found any.  Not even my filmy soaped up body, beaded up with water and dripping white sudsy foam seemed to hold appeal.

When I asked him to help dry my back, he told me I was a big girl and could take care of myself.  Nor did he pick up on my subtle and not so subtle attempts to brush up against him.  I would almost have chalked him up as gay, and yet he seemed intent on putting me in compromising positions again and again.

After I’d showered, for example, I was allowed nothing by way of night clothing.  Instead, I was made to stand nude at the foot of my bed whereupon he shackled me hand and foot by means of a complicated chain arrangement of the type used with dangerous prisoners.  A pair of shackles went on my ankles, connected by a narrow chain.  From the center of the chain ran a long lead that attached to a belly chain and pair of wrist shackles.  Reynolds made me shuffle this way to the bed, then made me lie down for the night.  No matter how I positioned myself, I was unable to cover all of my body with the sheet and worse still, every time I moved, the lengthwise chain would jam itself into my crotch.

Reynolds, consummate pig that he is, lay down with me, fully clothed.  Thus did we sleep together, him snoring peacefully, and me tossing and turning through the night, trying to repress the moans that threatened to issue every second or so from my hot, half-opened mouth.  Didn’t he realize the effect on me, leaving me chained and nude, helpless beside him?

At one point I seriously contemplated shimmying down to his zipper and opening it with my teeth to get his attention.  I opted to blow in his ear instead, a strategy for which I was rewarded with exile to the floor.  Using an extra pair of cuffs, he attached me to one of the legs of the bed.  When I threatened to scream for help he put me on my belly and delivered a sound thrashing with his belt—three harsh blows to my twanging buttocks.

With me steadily sobbing and whimpering for background noise, Reynolds returned to sleep.  I finally fell unconscious around dawn only to be reawakened about an hour later with an unceremonious nudging at my midsection with the toe of his shoe.  I sulked through breakfast, keeping up the silent treatment throughout the morning’s errands.  

Among our stops had been a trip to a prestigious clothing store where I was made to try on all manner of outfits until Reynolds had amassed a suitable wardrobe befitting the appropriate piece of live bait.  The man took every opportunity to humiliate me, forcing me to bend and pose in various slinky costumes all the while asking the sales girl questions as though I weren’t even in the room.

“Does that make her ass look too big?” he’d wanted to know of a particularly tight skirt and “haven’t you any tops that show off the tits better than this?”  My opinions were neither asked for nor offered.  Despite the young clerk’s aghast looks, I maintained a stoic, graceful silence, playing the part of the elegant whore or courtesan.  Not even the underwear modeling threw me, though at a certain point as he was putting me through paces in a pair of red silk panties and demi-bra with matching high heels, I’d had an almost irresistible urge to go to him on my knees and tear open his trousers to get at his cock.  I’d have sucked him then and there, right in front of the clerk.  For as long as he wanted, till he either came down my throat or ordered me into some other position.

Seated beside him on the plane now, freshly attired in the skirt suit and black underwear he’d picked for me, it was all I could do not to hop onto his lap.  At the terminal he’d joked about handcuffing us together, and though I pretended to laugh, I was wishing he had and that right now I had been left no choice but to be that close to him, breathing his air, surrendering myself to his steel, his arrogant power.

Blast these first class seats, anyway.  Too much distance between us.  Should I just recline my seat and let nature take its course?  He’d resisted every opportunity to fuck me on the ground; maybe the mile high club was more his speed.

“Reynolds, you asleep?”

He had his eyes closed, fingers interlaced in his lap.  “Yep,” he grunted, though I knew there wasn’t a ghost of a chance he’d let himself be anything but alert and ready to spring on me or anyone else he thought posed a threat to his precious mission—whatever that was.

I turned towards him, my cheek on the soft leather.  “You haven’t told me your first name,” I pointed out in a vain effort to make conversation.

“That’s correct,” he nodded, eyes still closed.  “I haven’t.”

I sighed, opting to curl my legs up underneath me.  “Have you ever been married…Agent Reynolds?”

“I’m not the type.”

No, I supposed, not.  My finger trailed across the edge of his armrest, as I asked  “What type are you then?”

“The type that doesn’t like to be disturbed.”

I was silent for a while, till my own thoughts—and fears—began once more to overwhelm me.  “Reynolds?” I whispered, my voice soft and little girl like.  

“Mmm.”

“You are sure about this…that I’ll be safe…right?”

“You’ll be under my protection,” he grumbled.  “That’s all you need to worry about.”

A few more minutes elapsed, corresponding to however many hundreds of miles the jet could fly in that length of time.  It was a big one, about the same size I’d flown east in with Rene and Marie.  That flight seemed ages ago now.  The girl who’d gone so easily to the bathroom for sex games was younger, somehow.  More naïve.  What had begun as an idle flirtation with bondage and domination was rapidly becoming a reality; first with Harold and Rolf and now with the very domineering Agent Reynolds.

What was it about me that was attracting such men?  Was it just coincidence or was I giving off some sort of scent, a submissive pheromone of some kind?  I took my pulse, confirming its unusual rapidity.  A cold sweat was breaking out on my forehead and I was battling, once again, a pair of stiff and eager nipples.

The arousal of my body seemed to match the throbbing in my behind, a residue of my earlier disciplining.  Reynolds hadn’t beaten me hard, but efficiently, pointedly.  I had no doubt he could make a woman scream and beg, though.  Three blows were all I’d taken; wordless, sexless with no emotion, no passion.  Whipped like a cur, and left to lie quietly.

How infuriating this man was in his indifference.  Did he have that many women to choose from?  Was I of that little interest?  No doubt they lined up, the little sluts and whores, the petite, tight-bodied airheads wanting to spread for him and fawn on him and feel his muscles.

My next move came instinctually; the hot words whispered in his ear, my fingers splayed on his chest, my breasts straining to reach him across the armrest.  “I’m scared, Reynolds.  I need you.”

Who knows where it came from.  Call it Stockholm Syndrome or the thin air of the pressurized cabin.  A pair of strong hands held me at bay.  They were fighting hands, hands that had held weapons and caressed countless females as well.  “What you need is some sleep, Raven.  You look like hell.”

“On your lap, then,” I pouted, stunned by my own boldness.

Agent Reynolds scowled, even as he relented to my feminine charms allowing me to lay my head on his lap.  “You’ll have to stay still,” he warned.  “I don’t want you squirming the whole time.”

“Yes,” I heard myself answer.  “Sir.”

Reynolds’ lap was as secure a place as I’d known for years.  It was like being a child again, under the protection of my father.  It was an illusion, of course, but a welcome even necessary one at this point.  Within minutes, I felt my breathing slow.  My eyelids felt weighted; I couldn’t keep them open.  Everything was so dreamy: the motion of the plane, the soft, luxuriant seats, the reposed feel of the man’s body, tawny like a lion, heavily muscled under his trousers.  

Eventually I felt his hand on my head, lightly stroking.  Was it my imagination, or was he comforting me?  He feels something, I told myself the way women do when they are giddy and desperate.  He cares for me and he’s going to protect me.  Maybe even love me.

ab

Six hours later we were in a Ferrari convertible climbing a steep, rocky hill somewhere above the San Fernando Valley.  The hot, dry air licked at my face, refreshing me.  The sleep I’d gotten on the plane had been the best in weeks.  Even Reynolds had seemed different by the time we landed.  More tender and solicitous.  Opening doors for me, carrying my bags, making me feel more like his girlfriend than a prisoner.

This was a pipe dream, I know.  But Southern California is the land of fantasy, so why not indulge?  

Reynolds had changed clothes as soon as we got to the car, trading the button down shirt and tie for a sexy Hawaiian shirt, the loud, brash kind not all men can pull off.  I hadn’t asked, but he’d volunteered that we were heading for a makeshift field office, an undercover headquarters for what I had learned was being called Operation Sweetmeat.

Given my central role in the whole affair, I had a pretty good feeling I was better off not knowing the meaning of this particular moniker.

Our destination was a hangar at a small, seemingly abandoned airfield.  Reynolds pulled up to the large door and honked the horn thrice in succession.  This was the same number of times Rene had knocked on the door so I could let him into the cramped, stifling airplane bathroom to have his way with my naked body.

Men with machine guns were waiting as the corrugated steel door slid open.  They wore casual clothes, too, and a number of them had gold badges on necklaces.  Whatever this place was, it wasn’t on any of the tourist maps.  Reynolds was received with grins all around, along with chants of, “long time no see, Johnny Boy,” and “hope you brought enough tail for everyone, Johnny.”

The tail was obviously a reference to me.  Behind my blush was a secret pleasure, however, at having gained one bit of intelligence, albeit a small insignificant piece.  I now knew Agent Reynolds’ first name.

Reynolds returned the ribbing with good-natured jibes all around and a series of back slaps.  I remained in the car, feeling suddenly small and very female amidst this whirl of testosterone.

“Well, well,” chimed a female voice, accompanied by the clicking of stiletto heels on the cement floor.  “The prodigal returns at last.”

A gorgeous brunette was standing in front of the Ferrari, arms folded, her hip turned in a show of pure sensuality and power.  She was wearing white slacks, blouse and pearls, the jacket cut low enough to reveal some rather stunning and seemingly natural cleavage.  The heavy bosom and wasp waist were intensified in their contrast and sensuality by the presence of a holster, made of shiny black leather from which hung a black metal gun, large and square and no doubt loaded.

Johnny grinned at her in a way that made me distinctly jealous.  Could it be they were lovers? 

“I always do, chief.”

I cringed at the title.  As if I didn’t have enough reasons to hate this bitch already.

“Let’s have a look,” the hot-to-trot chief inclined her head in my direction.

Reynolds snapped his fingers, like I was a dog.  “Raven, out of the car.”

I’d half a mind to tell them to fuck off and slip over to the driver’s side, re-start the engine and take off.  Given that I was surrounded by a dozen heavily armed Federal law enforcement officers, however, this was probably not a great idea.

“Hmmph,” I snorted, making a point of slamming the door behind me.  Standing in perfect emulation of the chief—all hip and attitude—I sent a clear signal that while I had to play ball I didn’t have to do it quietly.

There was immediate laughter among the men.  

“You didn’t do a very good job taming this one,” one of them howled.

“Give her to me,” called another, “I’ll teach her some manners.”

The chief raised her arm, silencing the lot.  I held my ground as she walked up to me, removed her dark glasses to look me squarely in the eye.  I felt sized up, almost the same way as you do when a man gives you a visual working over.

“What’s the deal, Reynolds?” she asked at last, once again acting as if I were some sort of dumb animal.  “Have you been fucking her or what?”

This time I lost it.  “Excuse me,” I blurted, “but I really don’t think that is any of your…”

I was in a chokehold before I could complete the sentence, spun around, the chief’s arm holding my neck, ready to snap it as if it were a three-day-old wishbone.  “Around here,” she said to me, addressing the words very deliberately into my ear.  “You’ll speak only when spoken to.  Understood?”

“Yes,” I gasped, fearing the immanent collapse of my lungs.

She released me, throwing me forward.  

“No intercourse, yet,” Reynolds answered her, oblivious to the trauma I’d just suffered.  “Just a little light bondage.”

“Let’s get one thing straight, sweetheart,” menaced the brunette chief, not a hair on her head out of place.  “As far as any of us are concerned, you’re a felon.  You ought to be behind bars, and I don’t mean in some frigging country club Camp Fed, either.”

“She means that you should be in one of those prisons for women in the movies,” grinned a smooth-domed muscular man with a goatee, a pistol clipped to his waist.  “Or maybe in some shit hole Third World country where the guards give it to you up the ass day and night.”

“Give it a rest, Petrelli.”  This from Reynolds, coming to my rescue, albeit belatedly.

“I’ve seen a million sluts just like you,” the stiletto-heeled, shapely leader was harping, indicating she at least was not going to be resting much of anything.  “And I know how to handle your type, believe me.”  Her hand was under my chin, fingers lifting it in a grip of steel.  “You use sex to get your way; well that’s all come to an end.  You’re ours now, got it?”

My jaw tightly pressed, I was unable to nod.  “Yes,” I assured her, through closed teeth.

The chief continued to glare at me for several moments, her eyes searching for any sign of defiance.  “Rosco,” she called at last, “toss me the dress.”

She caught it without looking.  It was red, a mere scrap of cloth in her hand.  “Shall we try it on?” she cooed, smiling cruelly.

I swallowed hard as she dangled the dress in front of me; a mockery of a garment, barely fit for a twenty-dollar whore.  “Is…is there a dressing room?” I managed meekly, hoping against all odds there’d be a window to crawl out of.

“You’ve got to be kidding?” the chief laughed, enjoying my obvious discomfort.  “There’s no modesty for you here, slut.  Whatever you have—and I’m sure it’s not much—is for all of us to see.”  

I looked to Reynolds, my eyes pleading.

“Do it,” he replied flatly.  “You haven’t got any choice.”

The chief was far less gentle.  “Strip!” she commanded, slapping me across my cheek.

The pain was a wake-up call.  Fingers trembling, I undid the buttons of my suit jacket and slid it from my shoulders.  Likewise the blouse, the tiny round buttons like pearls, slipping through the slits in the material.  My brown, flat belly was the first thing to be bared as I parted the separated halves, though it would hardly be the last.

An unexpected moan, tiny and soft escaped my throat as I saw Reynolds watching with a feverish intensity, his eyes hot and proprietary upon my compromised flesh.

I risked a shy smile and as my pretty new blouse fell to the dirty floor, I told myself that I was doing this just for him.  In my mind, we were alone and afterwards he would take me in his arms and we would make sweet love.

“Keep your eyes on me, slut,” snapped the chief.  “You’ll have plenty of time to beg for cock later on.”

My cheeks burned with shame.  The men were snickering.  Degradation turned to rage.  Blinking back tears, defiant to the last, I unsnapped my bra, pulled down the cups, and thrust out my proud tits at the sorry ass Ice Queen with a badge.  Have a look at perfection, my every motion telegraphed.

My skirt was next and I made a show of this, too, slithering down the zipped and wriggling free my panty-clad ass.  The bitch had no expression on her face, and for a split second I imagined I’d actually beaten her at her own game.

“Shall we see how it fits?” I winked, holding out my hand for the dress.  

“No, we shan’t.”  The chief held the sexy little cock tease number just out of my reach.  “Carlysle, McMahon,” she barked to the two closest men.  “Throw this smart-assed whore out on her ear.  Better still, drive her into Compton and leave her there for the gang-bangers.”

“You wouldn’t dare!” I cried, but the two aforementioned men were already grabbing me by the arms, lifting me off the ground.  Surely she was bluffing?  Didn’t they need me for this baiting operation of theirs?

“Put her in the trunk,” the chief was saying, “you’ll arouse less suspicion from the locals.”

“No,” I squealed, giving way to full feminine panic.  “Let go of me!  You can’t do this!  Please; I’ll do anything!”

“Anything?”  The chief mocked.  “Did you say anything?  Well, come here, then, and we’ll talk.”

I could tell by the way she was looking at me that it was going to be bad.  I didn’t have to hear the words to know she intended to break my spirit in one fell swoop.  The two men brought me to her now, pushing me down and pinning my arms behind my back.

“I’ll give you one chance,” she purred, running a finger over my quivering lips.  “Convince one of these jokers to fuck you right here in front of everybody and I’ll let you stay.”

My mouth opened of its own accord.  “D—did you say f-f-fuck?” I stammered.

The chief’s hand was between my legs, her nail scraping my clitoris.  “That’s right, sweetheart.  You need to have one or more of those pretty orifices stuffed with dick in the next five minutes or that hot little ass of yours is going to be out on the street.  Literally.”

I tried to pull back from her touch.  She was far too good at what she was doing and I was going to come any second.

“Please,” I shuddered, giving in to the flood.  “I can’t…”

“The clock is ticking,” she announced, midway through my forced orgasm.  “Five minutes.  On your mark, get set, go.   And don’t bother trying anything with Reynolds; I’ve got something else for him to do…off-premises.” 

My two handlers released me and I slipped to the floor, unable to stand upright.  I was as weak as a kitten, my heart pounding in my chest, my life flashing before my eyes.  There they were, all these men, wanting me, hating me, ready to use me while the only one I cared for was walking out, actually leaving on some damned fool errand for the chief, like a lackey, a pathetic lap dog.  How I hated the man!

“Try Rosco,” called out one of the grinning agents, pointing to a sandy-haired, good-looking blond  in a Polo shirt.  I looked up at Rosco, his face expressionless.  Pitifully, I crawled to him, on all fours like a cat.  

“Sorry,” said Rosco, rubbing the top of my head.  “You’re not my type.”

“She’s the wrong sex, you mean!”  

More laughter followed at my expense.  I dug my nails into the concrete in futile rage.  They’d sent me to a gay agent; their idea of a joke, apparently.

“Four minutes, slut,” the chief updated me.

I crawled to the next set of shoes.

“Can I help you with something?” came an amused male voice, clearly playing to the crowd.

The words stuck in my throat.  “I…I need…I mean…”

“Spit it out baby; I’m not a mind reader.”

Head down, in utter despair I produced the statement they were waiting for, verbalizing the humiliating request.

“You’ll have to speak up,” said another—the obnoxious Petrelli, unless I missed my guess.  “He’s a little hard of hearing.”

“Will you please make love to me?” I repeated more loudly.

“No one’s going to make love to you, honey pie,” corrected the chief.  “What you’re requiring is to be fucked.  Say it.”

“F—fuck me, please,” I told the man, a complete stranger, a gun-toting braggart in a room full of braggarts.  

“Say pretty please.”

The clock ticked as he continued to make me beg.  

“No,” he finally decided, after making me lick the top of his dusty leather shoe.  “I need to save myself for my girlfriend.  Sorry.”

“For your palm more likely,” Petrelli quipped.  “Here, bitch,” he unzipped his pants.  “Why don’t you give me a little free sample and we’ll see if you and I can do business.”

Petrelli pulled a thick, uncircumcised cock from his boxers.  Seeing a chance for victory, I went for it, my lips ready to gobble.

“Not so fast,” he yanked my head back in midair.  “I told you I wanted a sample.  Lick my balls and show me what you got.”

Petrelli’s testicles were tight and hairy, the odor of unwashed male thick on his ruddy skin.  Putting my lips and tongue there or anywhere else on the man was not exactly my idea of a good time.  But with less than two minutes left, I had little choice but to wrap my lips round them with as much servility as possible.

“Lick them clean, baby,” he rasped.  “Yeah, that’s the way.”

As the chief called out the start of the final minute, I was still working, servicing the man’s sweaty hanging balls like his whore.  And all for the privilege of having the man deign to fuck me like an animal in some God-forsaken warehouse in full view of a gang of completely uncouth, barbaric alpha males.

“Okay, baby.  I’ll give you a try.”  Petrelli’s hand in my hair brought me springing to my feet like a jack in the box.  “Run to the car and bend over,” he spun me around, “ass high.”

There were jeers and taunts from the men.  Someone was singing the old rock song “Back Door Man”.  It didn’t take a whole lot of imagination to guess which particular orifice the loud mouthed Petrelli planned on stuffing.

“Thirty seconds!” rasped the chief, her voice driving me to the brink of mayhem.

“Go, go, go,” the men started chanting as I ran, their hands groping and slapping to encourage my progress.

Surviving the gauntlet of ass smacks and tit pinches, I made it to the Ferrari, bare feet stinging from the hard, gritty floor.  I practically threw myself down over the hood.  The metal was still warm against my unclothed breasts.

“Spread ‘em, baby!” Petrelli ordered, inducing me to increase the distance between my legs.  I couldn’t see anything now, but Petrelli was joking with the others, and  catcalls rang throughout the hollow building.

It was the most degrading situation any woman could bear, and yet for some reason it was igniting fires deep in my belly; even though I’d just come minutes before, I was ready again—as if I was destined to never get enough.

“Fifteen seconds,” the chief informed the company.

“Fourteen,” the countdown began, several men calling the number at once.  “Thirteen.”

“How about it, baby?  This what you want?”  It was Petrelli in my ear.

“Yes,” I hissed, rubbing my body shamelessly up against his hardness.  “It is.  Fuck me, please.”

“In the ass,” he coached.  “Tell me you want it up there, like a little bitch slut.”

“Fuck me…in the ass…like a…bitch slut,” I groaned, the words getting my off as much as any physical contact.

“My pleasure.”  Strong hands clamped my hips.  Muscled thighs pressed into the backs of my legs.  I felt him at my entrance, something cold and slimy on his skin.  Ointment or cream of some kind.  I gasped as he pushed at me for real.  

“Relax, baby,” he whispered, “it’ll go easier.”

“Time,” called the chief, just as Petrelli reached the halfway point.  

“Saved by the bell,” cried a man.

“You mean the cock,” another corrected.

Petrelli was breathing hard.  “Fuck, yeah,” he exclaimed in a guttural growl, his hand pushing down on my back, further flattening my tits.  “So tight…so fucking tight.”

“Hey, Petrelli, don’t wear it out, will ya?”

“Yeah, save some for us.”

I shuddered at the words.  Somehow the men’s running commentary on my sexual prowess seemed more invasive than the act itself.  And yet, it was also a kind of aphrodisiac, as if in being made an object for them I was also becoming more alive, more blatantly sexual.

“I hope the cunt’s as good.”

“Nah, it’ll be all stretched out on a whore like that.  How else do you think she got all those clients for her phony investment company?”

The charge was unfair, of course.  I’d slept with one or two, and sort of with Jeremy, but I’d hardly built RJ Investments on my back.  I’d worked hard, studied the markets, learned the secrets, as well as any man.

“Nnn…fuck…oh, shit.”  Petrelli was pumping me furiously, readying himself for a monster climax.  Helpless beneath him I had no choice but to wait…and hope that I was good enough.  That they wouldn’t throw me out anyway, or make me suffer some worse government-sponsored torture.

So much for the privileges of being a taxpayer, I thought glumly as the burly agent ejaculated inside my rectum.

“Anyone for sloppy seconds?” he smacked my ass as though it were all some harmless game and not an act of rape.

But had it been rape?  I hadn’t resisted.  I’d done as I was told and I’d begged for it.  I’d laid myself over the car, spread my legs and offered up my ass for penetration.  And now here I was wanting more, a chance to come, no matter how shameful, undulating my buttocks all on my own just to prove it.  The voices came thick and fast in response.

“Look at that cunt go!  She wants it bad.”

“Outta my way, then, ‘cause I’m gonna give it to her.”

“Fuck that shit!  I’m next.”

There were men behind me, jostling for position.  It made no difference, so long as I had another cock.  “Make me come,” I begged, my voice soft and forlorn.  “Force me.  Please?”

“Turn her around so we can get the mouth, too.”

Down I went now onto all fours so they could have me two at a time, like a rotating station, men pumping and fucking, filling both ends then switching places.  I got so dizzy they had to hold me up.  Every cock tasted different now, some coated with my own juice, and sometimes with the scent of my own ass.  Eventually, one by one and together, they came and then they rested and came again and while I waited, they smoked and laughed and made their plans.  Plans for the mission and for my life.

“Okay, time to pull rank, gentlemen.”

All eyes turned to their leader, a strange light in her eyes.  “Come,” she snapped her fingers in my direction.  “You and I need to have a little talk.”

I shuddered, thinking what that word might really mean.  Dreading my fate, I moved to rise to my feet and follow her to the back room.  

“Hold it right there, slut,” she hissed.  “Who said you could get up?”   

It took me a moment to catch her meaning.  The sadistic female chief intended for me to crawl like a dog, in front of them all, bare-assed naked, covered in cum, thighs slick and sticky with slut juice, my jaws aching from dick, my throat coated in sperm, my mouth thick with the taste of my own pussy and ass.  

“Heel, bitch,” she said as harshly as possible, cowing and compelling me, making me go like an animal to her feet.  Turning on stiletto heels, she led the way, sashaying, arrogantly advertising her ripe, clean sexuality before my subjugated self.

“Did you enjoy that?” she wanted to know as soon as we were alone in the storage room.

I shook my head “no” deferentially as possible

“Over here,” she commanded.  “Up on your knees, mouth open.”

The pistol was un-holstered by the time I arrived.  Without ceremony, she thrust it between my lips.  “Deep throat it,” she ordered.  “It’s not loaded, but it damned well could be…if you lie to me again.  Got it?”

I nodded, doing my best to caress the cold, hard barrel, smooth bored, smelling of refined metal, tasting of oil and reeking of death.

“Did you enjoy being gangbanged by my men?”

This time I nodded “yes”, deciding not to split hairs about my deep-seated ambivalence.

“Then it wasn’t rape, was it?”

Back and forth went my head.

“You know what happens to pretty little girls like you in prison?”

I shook my head again, indicating my sincere ignorance.

“They’re used as sex toys.  For the guards, the warden, maybe even male cons at nearby facilities if they want to reward them.  Overseas and down in the Americas it’s even better—you’ll get male guards there, in the ‘special prisons’.  A slut like you wouldn’t even be issued clothes.  A steel collar and a steady supply of birth control pills is all you’ll need.  Personally, though, I’d rather see you sold as a sex slave to some flea-bitten brothel or sex club.  Put your hands in your cunt, Raven, I want you to enjoy this.”

I obeyed, making sure not to lose track of what I was doing with the gun.

“That’s it, get yourself good and lubricated.  I’ll be fucking you soon, and I want it to go in easy.  You know what percent of the world’s females still live in bondage—chattel to husbands and brothers, locked in brothels, toiling in sweat shops, hunched over in fields, shackled, laboring away night and day at gunpoint, or else cloistered in mansions and fine homes, on their backs for powerful men?  Close to half, I’d wager.  Think about it, add it all together; girls putting out to keep jobs, spreading to keep boyfriends and husbands happy, sucking and swallowing for little privileges here and there, for peace and quiet…are any of us really free?  We live under a shadow, Raven—because as long as we look good to men, as long as they want us, they are going to try to control us.  And the prettier we are, the more people will think we’re whores and slaves to some cock, even if we’re not.”

I nodded, not sure what else to do to end the ordeal.  I was going to come if she didn’t stop, dirty as I was, cringing on the floor, being berated by a lunatic sticking a semi-automatic in my mouth. 

“Women like you are the worst,” she continued, slowly unbuttoning her blouse.  “Because you radiate submission; you actually encourage the bastards, because you make them think we’re all creaming in our pants to be their pets.  And you’re a criminal, too, let’s not forget that.  Guilt by association.  You let a man fuck and use you and dump his whole sordid mess on your hands.  What a stupid, naïve little bitch you are; you should be a slave.  It’s all you’re good for.”

The gun came out.  The chief put it on a nearby crate and took off the blouse.  Her tits were like weapons; pointed rockets coated in silo missiles of black silk.  “You’re not going to see these, bitch,” she cupped them brazenly.  “You won’t see much of anything except the floor.  Get over that box, now.”

I looked at her blankly, inciting her wrath all over again.

“Jeezus,” she muttered, tugging down her pants to reveal black panties, also silk.  “You are about the most idiotic cunt I have ever seen.  You lay on it, okay?  On your belly, ass in the air so I can fuck you.”

I did as I was told.  The wood was unfinished, splinters of it scratching my breasts and stomach.  “For what it’s worth,” I prattled, abhorring the silence, the inability to see her.  “I always vote for any women candidates on the ballot.”

It wasn’t worth much at all.  

“Shut the fuck up before I try to clean out your head by shoving it in the toilet!”  The chief clamped my ass, kneed my legs apart and pushed into me with the slick, lubricated phallus, which she’d attached to her pelvis.  

“Agghh,” I grunted, the first wave of orgasm coming over me before she’d gotten half way.

“Stupid cunt,” muttered the chief pushing herself to the hilt.  “Stupid ass cunt.  I’m going to fuck you till you can’t walk straight.”

Sometime later, maybe ten minutes, maybe an hour, I was allowed to leave the room, upright, though still naked.

***

“Hey, look who’s back!” shouted Petrelli, chest puffed out, cock swelling all over again in his trousers.

“Long time no see,” called another.

Like sharks chumming for bait, they began circling me.  I couldn’t believe they had it in them to go at me again.

“That’s enough,” called out Reynolds, back in the mix.  “She’s had more than her share.”

“He’s right,” the chief waded in.  “We’ve got work to do.”

Some joking followed, about Reynolds being sweet on me and how he was pussy whipped, but they backed off all the same.

“Here, cover yourself.”  It was Agent Reynolds handing me his jacket.

Shaking like a leaf, my head lowered meekly, I wrapped it around myself.  It felt good, and it smelled like him, too.

“There’s a bathroom back there,” he pointed.  “You can get cleaned up.”

“Don’t forget this,” the chief smiled handing me the micro dress.  “Wouldn’t want you to catch cold.”

Even without the little wink, I’d have picked up on the sarcasm in her voice.  She was letting me know she’d fucked me good, like a man and better, and that regardless of Reynolds’ gallantry or the presence of a penis between his legs, I was hers, her little bitch and in her eyes I was still a felon to her, a two bit criminal whore.

Not wanting to push my luck, I thanked her as humbly as I could and padded past, legs unsteady.  She had indeed, as she had promised, fucked me till I couldn’t walk straight.  The agents gave me a wide berth though I could see in their eyes they were ready for more.  To tell the truth, I had mixed feelings myself.  Obviously no woman wants to be the centerpiece of two gangbangs in a row, and I know Reynolds had done me a favor.

Still, a girl has fantasies.  And mine were getting stronger—and darker—by the minute.  What was it I was looking for—what could give me more sensation than I’d already had?  What could push me further still?

I didn’t know, and I didn’t want to know.  There were washcloths in the bathroom and I did my best to clean the scent and fluid of sex from my body.  Looking in the mirror, I was stunned by what a mess I was. My hair was soggy and wild, my cheeks were flush and my tits were swollen and straining.  My lips were, too.  Above and below.  Then there was my backside.  The swollen opening, penetrated by all those cocks and the chief’s dildo, too, along with the red marks, not entirely faded from Reynolds’ beating, and now, to cap it, the oozing white fluid which my ass—not designed by nature to accommodate lustful advances—could not hold.

It was the evidence of the belt that made me hottest.  I began to tingle over thinking now that the men had seen his marks upon me, almost as if I was Agent Reynolds’ personal property.

Johnny Reynolds.  That was his name.  I sighed, recalling that precious knowledge I’d acquired at so high a price.  

“Johnny,” I whispered to the mirror testing the feel of the name upon my tongue. My reflection frowned back at me.  Somehow it didn’t seem right coming from my lips.  And yet I wasn’t any happier with Reynolds, or Agent Reynolds either.  Was there some other name to call the man?

For some reason an image of Jennifer came to mind.  On her knees, stripped and thoroughly dominated, her will subsumed, her flesh, her very soul commanded utterly by another.  By Harold Baines.

“Yes,” she had told him, unquestioning obedience spilling from her lips as automatically as juice from a pleasured pussy.  “Yes…master.”

Almost in a trance, I raised my arms to slip on the little dress.  Was it my imagination, but did my lips seem even fuller now, more lush and pouty?  And were my tits perkier, too?  And my eyes—what was that strange light reflecting off them?

The dress slid over me like a second skin, shamelessly and scandalously inadequate for disguising my sex.  In fact, it only advertised it all the more, the way the neckline plunged, demanding that my breasts show themselves, cleavage and all.  The way the hemline stopped, just below my aerated cunt, leaving miles of leg and thigh.  And the way it banded over my ass and belly, stretched so taut as to reveal every nuance, every subtle ounce of me. 

“Slut,” I whispered, my voice halting, tentative.

“Slut,” the mirror girl silently repeated, mouthing along with me with a confidence that shook me to the core. 

It was true, I had to face it: Try as I might to smooth it over my naked, underwear-denied body, there was no denying the evidence:  I was hot, needy, and ready for whatever a man might wish me to do or in turn what might be done to me.

No limits.  No boundaries.

“Yes,” the words rolled off my own lips, not entirely in imitation of Jenn-Jenn.  “Master.”

But who was my master?  Reynolds?  The chief?  Or was it Silvio Galentano?  

My pulse still pounding, I returned to my captors.  I walked proudly.  Not entirely as a free woman, aloof and indifferent, but something else—that other reality which correlated to having a master.

Could it be true, I swallowed, as I stood at attention before the chief.  Could I really be becoming a slave?  If so, I couldn’t have picked a worse time.  Or place.

“Very fetching,” the chief looked me over.  “I think you’ll do nicely.”

“Thank you,” I whispered, heating dangerously under her piercing gaze.  “Ma’am.”

“Don’t try to suck up, sweetheart,” she shook her head.  “It won’t work.”

I hope it doesn’t, I caught myself thinking.

“Chief,’ Petrelli called, running across the spans of the warehouse floor.  “We just got the word.  Galentano wants a meeting with her right away—tonight, at the club.”

“I see,” said the chief, reaching for the neck of my dress to tear it off my cringing skin.  “Looks like you’ll get to dress up tonight after all.”

I offered no resistance as I was stripped naked…again.    


Chapter Six

Not surprisingly, Special Agent Johnny Reynolds had very little to say to me of a personal nature on the way to Silvio's sex club.  He did, however, insist on grilling me on the mission, despite my having sat through two hours of hot light briefing under the very effective tutelage of the chief.

“Remember, your whole purpose right now is to whet Silvio’s appetite enough to get him to reach out the olive branch to Rich.  Right now, Silvio wants him dead, but if you can make him think there’s money to be made, that might do the trick.  Once we lure Rich back here and get him in custody, he’s a cinch to turn state’s evidence.  Then we throw him in with a wire, get the goods on the entire organization, and, bam, you go free.  Without Rich, we have to go down a much darker road, you included.”

I folded my arms under my silver-sheathed breasts.  The floor length, backless gown must have set the agency back a pretty penny.  “Why didn’t you fuck me today?” I pouted.

“Because the chief wouldn’t let me,” he replied with damnable male logic.

“You could have fought harder for the chance,” I shot back, my hormones raging.  “And what about the hotel, when I was tied down—you could have raped me then!”

He glanced at me, amused.  “I wasn’t aware that coerced sex was something women sought out as a matter of course”

“You’re gay, aren’t you?  That’s it; I know it is.”

Reynolds shook his head, more bemused than defensive.  I wanted to knock it off his shoulders.

“Why is it,” he observed, “that whenever a woman runs across a man who isn’t attracted to her she feels the need to question his sexuality?  Are you all really that insecure?”

I slapped him, ostensibly for slandering my gender, but in truth it was something far more personal.  For some inexplicable reason, I wanted Reynolds to be attracted to me and it hurt like hell that he wasn’t.

“I hope you got that out of your system,” he said sternly, “because if you try anything like that on Silvio or any of his boys, they won’t be nearly as forgiving.”

The rest of the trip passed in silence.  I watched the lights of the passing cars, trying hard to figure what was wrong with me.  Part of me wanted to hit the man again, slug at him with my women’s fists till I knocked his big, ugly block off.  Another part wanted to launch across the seat and plant a huge kiss on his lips.  And then there was a third part, the part that wanted simply to be kissed, to have the options taken away, to be told what to do, to be tied again if necessary; whatever it took for me to get it right.  To be pleasing to this enigmatic, supremely aggravating character.

“I just want you to stay alive,” he whispered eventually.

I kept my head turned away so he wouldn’t see the tears.  “What do you care?” I sniffed.  “Just give me a tissue, will you?  There’s something in the air that’s killing my eyes.”

Reynolds dropped me six blocks away from our destination, where I got behind the wheel of another car.  That was the plan.  I’d have to go the rest of the way on my own.  He and the others would trail me and supposedly there were operatives planted around the building who’d keep an eye out for me, but I had my doubts.  It was as the chief said; I was a scumbag felon in their minds.  What difference did it make if I died in a crossfire?  As long as they got their man.  Or men.

As I drove, I went over my lines, about the new opportunity, too big even for Silvio to pass up involving a boy billionaire, lately come into a billion-dollar trust fund and looking for investments.  This kid was supposed to be a born sucker, an easy score.  The only catch was, I had to convince Silvio that Rich had to be part of the deal and that we’d all have to sit down together and hammer out the details.  Whether Silvio would buy any of this was anyone’s guess.

I pulled up to the front of the busy restaurant about half past ten.  Two broad- shouldered men were waiting for me, in pinstripe suits.  “La Calabria”, as the place was called was the legitimate front for the notorious sex club, both literally and figuratively.  Top politicians, business leaders and even actors would dine here first and then, under cover of dim, romantic lighting, slip through hidden passages to the illicit adult area.

“Signor Galentano is waiting,” one of the well-groomed thugs announced.  “If you’ll give us the keys to your vehicle.”

A queasy feeling shook me as I put the jingling key ring in the enormous palm.  Grinning slightly, he closed the hand over, giving me the distinct impression I would never see them again.

“This way,” the other steered me, his hand pressed possessively on my bare back.

His touch made me cringe, but I feigned polite obedience.  Under no circumstances, according to the chief, was I to brook any confrontations.  In and out, no fuss, no muss—that was my job.  That and convincing a group of vicious, career criminals that I wasn’t lying through my teeth.

I felt eyes on me as we walked through the restaurant.  Whether it was simply the ordinary reaction of men seeing a reasonably attractive woman pass by or something more nefarious, I wasn’t sure.  I did notice that my guides were flanking me, which meant that if I attempted on a lark to flee, I would likely find myself in their instant custody.

“Pretty crowded,” I noted, trying to diffuse the tension.

Neither man responded.  

“Through here,” one of them gestured, indicating a doorway at the rear of the restaurant.

My heart began to pound as I beheld the black windowless door.  I’d been led to believe by the agency that Galentano would meet with me in the public area, under the eyes of dozens of witnesses.  

“There must be some mistake,” I protested as he opened it, punching a number into a keyless lock on the wall.  “If I could just speak with the manager?”

The second goon scowled, shoving me forward.  “The man said you go through here.”

I was propelled into the opening.  I tried to grab at the knob, but they were swinging it shut.  A moment later I heard a sickening click, indicating I’d been locked in.

I was about to pound on the door when I heard a male voice, pleasant and distinctly non-menacing.  “Hey, you must be a first timer, too, huh?  The name’s Riley,” he stuck out a hand as I turned to face him.  “I’m the new head of the IBEW Local.  Third generation electrician.  Who are you?”

“Raven,” I replied, noting that we were standing in a very ordinary looking cocktail lounge.  

“Pleased to meet you,” the boyish redhead in sport coat and tie grinned, clenching my hand a little too hard.  “Raven.”

I returned the smile as pleasantly as possible, feeling like I’d just been set up on a blind date.  The night was getting curiouser and curiouser, as Alice would say.  

“So…Raven, can I, um, buy you a drink?”  The man was running his hand through his hair, shuffling his feet.  By the way he was acting, he either thought I really was his date or else some kind of…

I took another look at the dark, walnut-paneled interior for clues.  There was a long, nondescript wood bar, equally nondescript tables and chairs, brown wood with padded black leather, worn royal blue carpeting.  Two business types sat in the corner, nursing amber-colored drinks, mixed by a tall bartender, thin and bald in a white shirt and suspenders.  It certainly didn’t seem like a sex club.

“Riley,” I asked, opting for bluntness.  “You don’t think I’m a…”

The word stuck in my throat.   A second later his eyes lit as he caught my meaning.  “Oh, no, the thought never crossed my mind, honestly,” he gushed, though I was pretty sure he had.

“Would you like a table, sir?” 

I turned towards the voice, belonging to a very attractive brunette wearing high heels, black stockings, a short black skirt and a black velvet midriff top—a uniform of some type, if I had to guess.  And a rather severe one, too, what with the black velvet choker and the tightly pulled topknot in her hair. 

“Yes, we would,” exclaimed Riley, immediately taken with her.

“We’re not together,” I said.  “I have a meeting with…”

“Sir, if you would kindly follow me?” she interrupted with an obsequious purr.I flashed her my best “what-am-I-chopped-liver?” glare, but it was entirely wasted.  She literally had eyes only for Tom, the flame-haired union leader.

“Well,” he rubbed his head looking torn, “I was kind of hoping to stay with Miss Raven.”

“As you wish, sir,” she bowed low, giving me the impression that she’d be a whole lot more comfortable on her knees.  “This way…please?”

“Come on,” Tom grabbed my hand like we were at the fair.  “Have a drink with me.”

The doll in black held out Tom’s chair for him and promptly asked if he would like his feet rubbed.

“Maybe later,” he said, clearing his throat a little nervously.

“They’re real, sir, if you’d like to see or touch them.”

“Excuse me?”

“My tits,” she smiled.  “I can see you looking at them.  Would you like me to open my top so you can have a better look?”

“No,” I answered for him.  “He most certainly would not.”

My words were wasted.  The girl was already reaching behind her to work a zipper.  In one smooth, seemingly practiced motion, she pulled the garment forward and worked it down over her bosom.

Riley drew an audible breath.  There were rings on the girl’s nipples.  Not only that, across her buoyant orbs lay a series of scars and welts—the marks of some sort of whip or scourging device.

“If you want me,” she offered pleasantly, “I am available at the end of my shift.”

“W—want you?”

The old joke ran through my mind, the one about the stewardess asking if a passenger wants ‘coffee, tea or me.’

“For flagellation or penetration, sir.  I am trained to receive men into all three orifices.  I am also especially responsive to the crop and cane and will orgasm while being spanked or simply on command.  Would you like a demonstration?”

Riley’s eyes were glazed.  “Uh…how about just a beer for now?”

The waitress/sex machine promptly rattled off a large list of choices, domestic and foreign, bottled and draft.  Riley mumbled his selection, then turned to me. “And whatever the lady would like.”

“I’m sorry, sir,” said the topless beauty, “females are not served in this establishment.  Did you have any further need for my breasts, sir, or shall I cover them?”

“C-cover them, yes, by all means,” he stammered.

“Excuse me, but what is a female supposed to do if she’s thirsty?” I demanded, determined to stop this misogynistic nonsense in its tracks.

“Pardon me, sir,” said the girl to Riley, putting away her tortured tits, “but if I may say so, your female is very ill mannered, not to mention ignorant.”

I was on my feet, grabbing her arm.  “If you have something to say, sweetheart, say it to me!”

“Very well,” she replied icily.  “If a female—a real female is thirsty, she should beg on her knees to sip from the glass of the nearest male.”

I was going to deck her; I swear it.

“Is there a problem?”

All three of us turned just in time to see the splendid entrance of Silvio Galentano and his entourage from yet another hidden rear door.  The brunette’s reaction was swift.

“Forgive me, sir,” she fell to her knees, forehead pressed to the carpeted floor at his feet.

“You want me to take care of her, boss?” growled one of the lieutenants, stepping in.

“It’s not her fault,” I said.  “She was just trying to follow her orders.  I was making trouble, not her.”

Galentano inclined his head.  “If it isn’t the lovely Miss Raven Lancaster; I might’ve known you’d stir things up.  Come, sit with me,” he laughed, the humor lost on me.  “We’ll eat and talk.”

 “Hey, boss, okay if I take five with Mindy here?”

The girl whose name was Mindy was up on her knees now, rubbing her face over the gangster’s crotch.  She’d placed her hands behind her head, in an attitude of obvious submission.

“Yeah, sure, Rocko.  Just bring her when you’re done.  I want her to serve us.”

“You heard the boss,” Rocko snapped his fingers, inducing the girl onto all fours.  “Heel.”

Head down, scampering behind like a domestic animal, she followed him out through the very same door the gangsters had entered a few moments before.  I felt a lump in my throat as I thought what might be in store for the woman.  I hoped I wasn’t causing her any undue hardship.  Then again, she did seem to relish her degradation.

“I don’t see any table prepared,” I noted now, looking about the sparsely furnished lounge.  “I don’t want to put you to any trouble.”

For some reason the remark struck Silvio as very funny.  “She don’t see no table,” he echoed to the man on his left with a guffaw.  

The man pointed at him, echoing the laughter.  “She don’t want to put you to no trouble, neither, boss.”

Silvio took a moment to gather himself, tugging down the sleeves of his blue silk jacket.  It was a rich, if loud, statement, in combination with the blood-red shirt and tie and lizard skin shoes.  He wore his hair slicked back, too, probably in imitation of whatever actor he was trying at the moment to woo to his bogus studio.

“Sweetheart, you ever see Good Fellas?  The part where they go to the old woman’s house to eat?”

“No,” I replied honestly.  “I can’t say that I have.”

“Too bad.  Either way, we’re not eating in here—we’re going to the dining room.”

“The special one,” nodded the jowl-faced man who shared Silvio’s sense of humor.

I didn’t like the sound of that word one bit.  Nor was I thrilled to hear I was going to be taken to yet another back room.  My pulse working over time, I let them lead me behind the bar to a large metal door.   Silvio had to pull a large metal lever to get it to open.  As soon as it slid aside, I felt a burst of cold air.

“The coolers are back here,” he explained, ushering me into a dimly lit access corridor.  I wrapped my arms round my torso for warmth.  If the so-called special dining room were anything like this, I wouldn’t last half an hour.

“Vito,” Silvio called out to the heavily jowled man in the brown suit as if remembering something.  “How’s our little package in Number Two?”

“Chilling nicely, boss.  You should have a look see.”

“Good,” he nodded.  “Hey, Raven, how’d you like to see a little creative justice in action?”

I nodded warily.

Silvio laughed again, stopping in front of one of the identical silver doors lining the corridor.  “This is for milk,” he said, “we keep it around fifty degrees.  Have a look.”

I gasped at what I saw through the tiny plexi-glass window.  There, amidst the crates and boxes was a person—a small blonde woman, wearing nothing but panties and shivering on the floor, knees drawn to her chest.  The worst part was she looked familiar somehow.

“B—but that’s….”

“Connerly Hayes,” he supplied, naming one of the investigative reporters for a local television station.  “For years she’s been giving us shit, but last week, there was a management change over at KLUK.  Let’s just say the new owners are a little friendlier to our point of view.  From now on, the only leads that bitch will be following will be chained around her neck.”

I swallowed hard.  “You’ve kidnapped her?”

Silvio released the door latch.  “It’s all by consent.  See for yourself.”

As soon as there was space to squeeze myself, I ran to her.  “Connerly?” I called, squatting in front of her.  “Miss Hayes?”

Twice more I repeated her name.

“Go away,” she said eventually, not bothering to look up.

“But I’m here to help you,” I tugged at her stone cold arm.

This time she looked up at me.  “Who are you?”

I told her my name, repeating my purpose.

“Raven?” she perked up, the light coming into her devastating blue eyes.  “The same Raven who got into all that stock fraud mess?  Raven the JailBird?  Yes, it is you!  Don’t tell me Silvio got to you, too?”

“No,” I shook my head.  “That’s not it at all.”

At least not yet.

“Did someone just say my name?” the gangster stepped buoyantly into the cooler.

“Oh, sir, it was me!” the once regal Connerly declared, rearranging herself into the very same position as Mindy, head to floor.  “I meant no offense, sir!”

“I can see you haven’t learned any manners yet,” snorted one of the lieutenants, striding behind her, a thin whip in his hand.  “Have you, girl?”

“No, sir,” she demurred, her shapely buttocks straining enticingly at the fabric of her soiled panties, the crack of it peeking just above the waistband.  “I’m sorry sir.”

“Take them down,” he tapped the whip decisively on the reporter’s ass.

Connerly reached behind her, tugging the underwear well south.  The quickness of the action smacked of repetition, as did the angry marks criss-crossing her smooth, white flesh.

“Spread,” ordered the whip man, running the crop along the back of her leg.  Connerly complied, revealing more of the marks on her inner thighs, and at the edges of her pussy.

“What do you want?” demanded Silvio of the trembling prisoner.

“To obey you, sir,” she breathed hotly, tiny moans escaping her throat in response to the crop as it teased her opening, mercilessly pressing her clit.  “Please, sir, teach me to obey.”

I jolted at the first slash, a vicious blow dead center to the girl’s upturned posterior.

“Yes,” hissed the prostrate Connerly, her cheek and tits pressed to the cooler floor.  “Oh, please, yes.”

Silvio held up his hand, preventing the man from delivering the follow-up strike she so badly wanted.  “Babycakes, why don’t you tell us why you’re in the cooler.”

“I was a bad girl.”  Her hips were undulating; her ripe sex hole, dripping wet.  “I needed to be punished.”

“What did you do wrong?”

“I stole a cookie,” said the reporter meekly.  “From the kitchen.”

“And why did you do that?”

“I was hungry, sir.”

“But my girls don’t eat what’s not theirs, do they?”

“No, sir.”

Silvio signaled to the man with the crop.  Thrice more in rapid succession, the pretty television journalist was lashed.

“How long now since you’ve eaten?”

“Not since yesterday, sir,” she panted, the heat of her punishment heavy on her flesh.

“And are you hungry now?”

Connerly shifted her exposed, freshly welted ass, trying to find a more comfortable position.  “Yes, sir.”

Silvio called out to the man at the door.  “Bring me some crackers.”

In short order a pack of saltines was produced.  Silvio took one and dropped it idly on the floor by Connerly’s head.  “You want that?”

“Yes, sir.  Please, sir.”

Silvio lifted one of the lizard skin shoes, placing the toe of it over the saltine.  Methodically, cruelly, he ground it into the floor.  “It’s all yours, hot stuff.”

The girl fell hungrily on the dirty bits of crushed crackers.  Using only her mouth and tongue, she devoured every last crumb.

“What do you, say?” Silvio wanted to know when she’d finished.

“Thank you,” Connerly groveled, kissing his foot.  “Sir.”

“Are you going to steal again?”

“No, sir,” she declared with conviction.  “Never.”

“Give her another hour,” he said.  “Take away the panties and hog tie her.”

Connerly was helpless in the men’s grasp as they carried out the Don’s orders.  As the underwear was shred away, the girl gasped, sounding almost orgasmic.  

“Lay still, bitch,” a man smacked her throbbing red ass.  “Or you’ll have something a lot worse to worry about than the cooler.”

Silvio, looking bored with the scene, offered me a genteel bow.  “After you…Miss Raven.”

“Thank you,” I replied numbly.  The whole thing was surreal, having him act like such a gentleman while committing such bizarre acts of brutality against my fellow females.

“Will she be okay?” I couldn’t help asking as he led me down to the end of the corridor to yet another door.  

“Who?”

“Connerly.”

“What do you care?” Silvio asked, genuinely surprised.  “Do you know her or something?”

“No, it’s not that.  I was just…curious.”

Silvio held the door open for me.  “Connerly Hayes is an interfering little cunt,” he said, the pleasant tone of his voice belying his horrible words.  “So we’re gonna treat her like one; from now on that’s exactly what she is, a cunt.  And an ass and tits and a mouth, too.”

I preceded him hastily into the next room anxious to terminate the conversation.  When I got a good look at what was beyond in the “special dining room”, however, I was more than ready to go back and deal with the Connerly situation some more.  What I saw were women.  All manner of them.  Captive women, being tortured.

My attempted departure was met with a wall of silk suited muscle.  “You’re not going anywhere,” growled a man.

I looked down.  A pistol was poking my belly, the silver blue metal indenting the silver sequined surface of my very expensive dress.  One pull of that trigger and the silver would go to bright red in a hurry.

“We’re over there,” Silvio pointed, as though I were walking independently and not being held at gunpoint.  “In the corner.”

I blinked my eyes tight, hoping what I’d seen a moment ago was some kind of optical illusion.  It was not.  My mouth hung open.  My feet froze in place, despite the gangster’s press on my.  Could this really be true?  It was like a supper club from Sodom.  Everywhere I looked, I saw bound, naked females, their soft, abused flesh worked directly into the architecture, hung on walls, woven even into the context of the tables, which were piled high with food and occupied by men of every shape and size.

“Take her arms,” said Silvio to two of his men, seeing that I was past the point of independent motion.

The two of them lifted me off the floor, their hands under my arms.  In this position, floating helpless, I was led to the table.  The first thing to catch my eye was the cage, hanging from the ceiling dead center of the ornately decorated room like a chandelier.  Inside was a naked redhead, her hands chained overhead.  Her mouth was sealed with a thick leather gag.  A pole rising from the floor and terminating between her legs.  Her eyes were very wide.  Every few seconds she would startle, either from the crotch stimulation, or else from the myriad of wires clipped to her suspended, dangling breasts.  The colored wires led to some kind of metal box on the floor of the gilded cage.  There was no mistaking the pain she was in, mixed with a surreal pleasure.

I felt a clenching in my own crotch.  The girl was nineteen, twenty at most.  She should be out partying, teasing boys and shopping, not hanging over a group of mobsters being molested for their amusement.  How I hated these men.  And yet at the same time their blatant power and deviance thrilled me.  Too, a part of me wondered what would it feel like, to be stripped and chained, clipped with wires, stung and forced to orgasm, again and again.  

Or else to be like Mindy, a scantily clad waitress knowing I would have to show my tits to every customer and offer my body after each shift…for anything and everything.  Or like Connerly, reduced to stealing cookies and then being punished for it, freezing and groveling in a horrible cooler, having to pull down my own panties so I can be whipped and masturbated, grateful for a chance to lick crumbs from beneath the foot of a cruel and heartless mobster.  Even now, she was shivering, on her belly or side, bound in the dreaded hog-tie, deprived even of her pathetic underwear.  An hour Silvio had said, sixty minutes.

The cage disappeared above me as I walked underneath.  I tried to close my eyes because there was more I did not wish to see, much more.  But I could not help myself.  A blonde on an X-shaped cross against the far wall caught my attention next.  She was strapped to it, nude and spread-eagled.  There were some kind of weighted clamps on her engorged nipples and a leather hood covered her entire head.  Nasty whip marks criss-crossed her from neck to ankle.  Her head was down, but she was writhing, her svelte body undulating.  Every few seconds she would shudder, just like the girl in the cage, presumably from the sensations induced by a huge vibrating mechanical phallus that had been inserted into her defenseless opening.  Her asshole was plugged as well.

And then there were the long, low ‘tables,’ quite ordinary in design except that on each was bound a nude woman, face up, her body on display and also put to interesting uses.  At one table, a man laughed loudly as he dipped a carrot into a sauce- filled crotch.  Another wiped his hands on a pair of conveniently placed tits.

“Please,” Silvio beamed, pulling out a chair for me.  “Have a seat.”

I collapsed into the polished wooden armchair.  Just then I heard a girl squeal, probably the one I’d just seen nearby confined in an old-fashioned stock, displayed ass up for paddling, or else one of the three dildo-stuffed girls chained on tiptoes being tickled with feather dusters in one of the alcoves.

The sound came again and this time I was able to identify the source.  It was another girl, one I’d missed.  On a small stage to the rear, in full view now, I could make out a woman on all fours being taken anally by another female with a strap-on.

“Cuff her,” I heard Silvio say, and then realized he meant me.  Strong hands seized each of my wrists, confining my hands in steel to the sides of the chair.  In a heartbeat I’d been rendered helpless.

“You must think I’m the biggest idiot on the fucking planet,” Silvio declared as one of his goons cut the strap around the back of my neck and pulled the material of the dress down over my tits.

“Not at all,” I bluffed, trying to still the quivering of my breasts all too visible now in the dainty silk brasserie the chief had chosen for me.  It would be a turn on for them of the highest order, of course, as would be the stockings, garter and frilly panties.

Silvio smiled coolly from his place at the table.  Obviously, I’d been found out; the NBI ruse had been a failure.  Which meant my goose was cooked.  The one thing I was grateful for was that this particular table was a plain wood surface, not like the one beneath the nude woman.  

“Care for some wine?” the mob boss inquired of me as the waiter poured from an expensive looking bottle.  He raised a toast.  “Wait, I forgot.  You’re all tied up.  Joey, help the girl out.”

The five mobsters sitting at the table laughed at the stupid joke.  The one called Joey, who was standing behind me, took a filled glass and raised it to my lips.  I opened them, but not fast enough.  

My mumbled protest failed to prevent the dribbling, down my chin and between my breasts.  The wine tickled and burned my super heated skin.  I was so horny, I’d fuck a cucumber, or even one of these Galentano hoods.

“Joey, what’s the matter with you?” the boss chastised.  “You’re getting her nice bra all wet.”

“I’m so sorry, boss.”  Picking up on the sarcasm, Joey used his pocketknife, the same one he’d used on my dress, to sever the bra, right between the cups.  Now he pulled them apart, baring me to their eyes and whatever else they might want to lay on me.  A blush came over my cheeks as I felt my nipples responding.  Comments were made; I gritted my teeth and bore them.  I was their play toy now, and there was nothing I could do about it.  

“Salud!” boomed Silvio as I pulled futilely at the metal cuffs.

The men echoed the toast and raised the glasses.  Joey was pulling my chair back from the table and undoing my upswept hair.  I wasn’t sure why, and then I understood.  He wanted to use my long hair to pull back my head.  So he could pour the blood red wine down my throat. 

“No please,” I managed to exclaim before my voice dissolved in gurgles.  I swallowed what I could, but the majority of it spilled over my tits and down into my lap.

“Look,” said Joey, tweaking one of my throbbing nipples.  “The little cunt likes it.”

“Give her more, then.”

I’d never felt more embarrassed in my life.  Or more aroused.  Joey didn’t have to hold back my head anymore.  I did it myself, eyes closed, mouth open and waiting.  This time he took a whole bottle, pouring the contents over me, drenching me completely—my hair, my torso, my undulating hips and lap.

Tiny moans escaped my throat as the wine caressed me, like a lover, tiny liquid tendrils, soothing, teasing and awakening.  I scarcely noticed when it ended.  My mouth was still open, my tongue searching, tasting for more.  Down below, I felt heat, indescribable heat.  Hands were on me, but I couldn’t see what they were doing.  I heard the tear of material, hands pushing my legs apart, and then more steel, cool and smooth, this time on my ankles.

When I finally looked down, I realized two things.  One, I had come, and two, my dress and underwear had been torn off and my legs shackled wide apart to either leg of the chair.

“You think I don’t know who sent you?” Silvio asked, taking a mouthful of the salad the waiter had just brought him.  “You think I’m some dumb guinea that don’t know nothin’ about nothin’?”

Joey was kneeling in front of me, waving the dreaded silver blade under my nose.

“I—I don’t think you’re stupid,” I stammered as he ran the edge of it very, very slowly over my tits and stomach, tracing nasty little patterns.

“You WASPS are all alike,” he shook his head.  “You think cause we’re Italian we’re lazy, ignorant mamalukes.  But we got class.”  He pointed the fork to his head.  “Smarts.”

“You need a shave, cunt,” observed Joey, diddling the knife over my splayed, finely feathered pussy.

“Puh—please,” I croaked.  “Don’t hurt me.  I’ll do anything.”

“Hey,” complained Silvio.  “You’re not paying attention to me.”  He waved the fork in the air, looking like a buffoon with his slicked hair and a napkin tucked into the collar of his silk shirt.  “You think all this came from nowhere?  I worked for it, every stinkin’ inch of it.”

“Jeezus, boss, this cunt is hot to trot.  I could make her come again right now.”

It was true.  The blade, the fear, the shame, all of it had worked me back to the brink in record time.

“Is that true?” Silvio feigned shock.  “Are you actually enjoying yourself?  You’d think the NBI could send some spies a little tougher.”

Joey fished in his pocket for a pair of nasty looking clips.  They were high tension and serrated—similar to the ones employed by Reynolds.  Joey was grinning, eyeing my aroused, defenseless nipples, clearly enjoying my mounting terror.

“Wait, cunt, there’s more,” he winked.  Joey produced a second pair now, this time eyeing my crotch.  The blood drained from my face. 

“No, don’t,” I fought desperately, pulling at the steel like a trapped animal.  “I’ll tell you everything, I’ll work for you even, whatever you want.  Let me go, I won’t tell a soul…or keep me…yes, that’s it, keep me, Silvio. I’ll be good, I swear, I won’t steal like Connerly, you won’t even have to punish me, unless you want to.  I’ll be like Jennifer, I’ll learn my place, you can train me even, so I can eat off the floor and go in a cage when you say…please, Silvio, and I’ll be so, so good, like Marie, all the men will want me, you’ll see…”

I knew I was babbling, but I didn’t care.  Even after Joey slapped me, I kept at it.  “I’ve always been a slut, even in college, all I really wanted was to be a hot piece of ass, to be used and wanted by all the boys, handed around like a reefer or a tennis racket.  I let them tie me down, I made them be rough, so it would almost be like rape, but at the same time I’d be begging for it, wanting to crawl and surrender.  You know you already have me, Silvio, give me a chance; I’m just a little slut; everyone knows it.  You know what I did for Rich?  I sucked him every day, I let him piss on me, abuse my ass.  That’s how I got in with him, and now you have your revenge, I’m your toy, and you can have me and abuse me and piss on me and…”

Joey attached the clamps and my words turned to screams.  In an ordinary restaurant this would raise alarm, but not here.  Torture was part of the ambience.  I looked down, expecting to see blood or ripped flesh, but my nipples were happy as can be, except that they were pincered by terrible hurting jaws, so tiny and horrible.

“Now you can make her come,” said Silvio, after two more clamps were carefully attached to the sides of my labial lips.  I thought I was going to faint, but it went on; the pain, the ecstasy.

Joey winked, flashing me a sly grin.  “It’s you and me, baby,” he crooned.

The last thing in the world I wanted was an orgasm right now, but I had no choice, and my body was singing its own song, dancing the razor’s edge of craving, the barrier of pain and pleasure long since shattered.

“You were right about one thing,” said Silvio as Joey carefully flicked my clitoris.  “You are a slut and you will do anything.  Including suffer.  See, the thing you haven’t figured out is that you got nothing to bargain with.  That hot body of yours—it’s already mine.  I own it, Raven.  I own you.  And unfortunately for you, you’re the property of someone who enjoys making pretty girls cry.  But don’t worry; I’m into power more than pain.  What I really want is to make you beg for it and need it and want it, no matter what, so we’ll get along fine.  Believe it or not, every girl in here wants to be here.  They don’t know no different no more.”

The explosion hit, rocking me to the core.  I seized against the invading hand, trying to throw off the clamps, to throw myself into orbit.  Yet, sticky and abused and violated as I was, it was true; I needed to see it through, to get to the other side and I wouldn’t trade it…and yes, there was nowhere else I wanted to be, and no, at this instant I didn’t know any different.

“Again,” commanded Silvio when the orgasm had finished wracking my bound, soaked body—the residue of the wine mixed with a layer of fresh sweat, not to mention the flood pouring from between my legs.  “Give it to her again.”

Too weak to move, to breathe, I shook my head.  “No,” I groaned, my voice barely audible, the words coming in pathetic spurts.  “I can’t…take…any…more.”

Joey pulled off the clamps one by one and lowered his mouth to mine for a hard, hot kiss.  The sudden release of tension combined with the sudden contact of his lips and tongue was more than I could bear.  I found myself straining at the chains to be closer, to give him all of me, for fucking, for pain, for his total and complete domination.

“Now,” he pressed his finger into my soft folds.  “Give it to me now.”

It was like a seizure, every muscle twitching, convulsions, pure sex-fire, mainlining from my hot, wriggling body onto his hand, my flesh, my will, my soul pouring out onto Joey’s hand, spilling and gushing, till there was nothing left but a shattered husk, a broken, emptied vessel, and all for the amusement of cruel and wicked men, nefarious villains, who liked to make pretty girls cry.

“And again,” said Silvio, the word, the very concept an absurdity, a patent impossibility.

“N-n-n-o,” I whimpered, my voice pathetic and broken as Connerly’s.  “Please, no…I’ll die…I really will.  Please, Silvio—I mean Sir.  Can I call you, Sir?” I bargained desperately.  “What if I could do something else, Sir?  Would you like to chain me to that cross…or maybe put me in the cage?  Wouldn’t you like that, Sir?  Wouldn’t you?”

Silvio barked an order and Joey struck me savagely across the face.  “Here’s something else for you, cunt,” Joey sneered.  “Try this on for size.”

He had the wine bottle, the neck of it pushing between my involuntarily splayed thighs.  Over and over I cried out ‘no’, my body shuddering and bucking to remove the foreign object, but in the end I was powerless to resist, powerless even to not want what was happening to me…invasion, consensual rape.

“Hump it, cunt,” he encouraged, “hump the bottle like a little bitch-slut.”

Joey played me now, making me raise my hips to get it, stuffing me full one minute then leaving me agonizingly vacant.  I was like an animal, craving release, utterly subjugated and without shame, and yet a part of me still knew, the sentient, civilized part, that what I was doing was humiliatingly wrong, that it was making me in these men’s eyes something lower, so much lower than a whore.

“I don’t…I can’t,” I stuttered, lost in some trance, my past, present and future all garbled into one magic and agonizing ride.

“See, here’s something else ya gotta learn,” Silvio interjected, his calm, smug reason a lash stroke on my pulsing, melted down flesh.  “From here on in, orgasms aren’t something you get; they’re something we take from you, however and whenever we want.  You go off as many times for as long as we say.  Got it?”

“Ye—ssss.”  The word came out as a loan moan, a dozen syllables long.  It was a dry hump; I swear there was nothing left in me but itching, spasming flesh.  

“Good girl,” Silvio coaxed, clearly satisfied with his display of power over me.  “And don’t worry, none of my girls have died from screwing…yet.  All right, Joey, give her a little rest.”

Joey pulled the bottle from my cunt with a little popping sound.  The men laughed and I nearly came again from the sheer humiliation.

“Clean it off, cunt,” Joey thrust the glistening bottle to my mouth.

I devoured it on the spot.  Never had I been so eager to please, so anxious to obey.  In part I was sucking up, so as not to be punished with any more orgasms, but there was something else, too.  Something deep, dark and deliciously erotic.

“Slow it down, cunt,” said Joey, indicating that he wasn’t as satisfied as the boss.  “I want to see you licking.  Show me how you’d do it to a nice fat cock.”

I gasped as the man slapped my tits, small, measured strokes that hurt like hell but left me wanting more.

“Yes,” I whispered, my emptied mouth already hot and dry despite all the saliva I’d had going moments ago.  “Sir.”

Truthfully, I would lick anything now for Joey: his bottle, his cock, the bottom of his shoe if he so much as hinted that was his will for me.  What a little slut I was, spit dribbling down my chin as I laved the empty wine bottle, suckling the head, running my tongue up and down the neck as he held it in place for me.

There was something about him slapping me, punishing me like this, in such a sexual way that was like a turbo boost to my libido, forcing me to reach depths, soar to heights I’d never even imagined in my wildest fantasies.  I’d been put in my place, forced to be what I was, an available slut, horny and shameless, completely submissive to a man’s will.

I looked Joey in the eyes, not knowing what I wanted, but pleading nonetheless, unable to will anything for myself, but craving it all—the fucking, the sucking, the manipulating, teasing and breaking of my own spirit.  For the first time I think I understood what Jennifer must feel and maybe Marie, too.  Surrender, the total, hundred percent sexuality of submission.  Making one man your ruler and god, or many men, if the one so decrees.  Yes, I saw it, for the first time, from the inside looking out—how Jennifer could sit on that bed, tears in her eyes, a smile on her face and tell me that the thing she wanted most in life, for the rest of her days, was to crawl and strip at Harold’s command, to give over her body, to grovel and know chains and whips and pain and…pleasure, beyond any woman’s wildest dreams.

I gave a lick for Jennifer and one for Marie, as well, hoping the dear, sweet thing had found her bliss, too, that Rene, encouraged by his early success with me would rally himself, taking a stronger and stronger hand with his sexy French doll.  How else would she know how much he loved her, how far he’d go if he didn’t humiliate her, break her in public, reduce her to a toilet slut, orifice or orifices available on demand, for bills or even coins as she kneels by the urinal or the condom dispenser?

Reduced to a thing, a possession: that was the secret thrill, the ultimate jazz and jolt, the mainlined sexual drug.  Being owned…and used and fucked and abused, and having to take it, having to want it because you have no will, just a body that belongs to someone else…to a man, strong and unbendable, who hurts you if he wants or pleasures you, who exalts or humiliates by his will, and who, through all of it, you cannot fight, not really but only yield, calling him, ‘sir’ or ‘lord’ or even ‘master’.

Joey read the wonder in my eyes and telegraphed back what he’d be happy to do to me right now: consensually rape me and own me and hurt me, in Silvio’s stead for as long as the boss might loan me out.

Aftershocks careened down my spine, ricocheting through my stomach and blowing holes in my sex.  A minute ago I’d begged and whined like a slave not to have to come, and now I’d didn’t know if I’d ever be able to stop.  And all this with men I hated, dreaded enemies.  What if someone more intimately known to me was to take me in hand like this?  Harold Baines, or even Agent Johnny Reynolds.  But I’d almost forgotten; the man had no interest in me.  I was just a job for him, a case.  And so he’d used my female nature to get what he wanted, tied me to my own hotel room chair, and then he’d abandoned me, to the horny, psycho chief and ultimately to Galentano.

Dimly, I thought of rescue.  It wasn’t an impossible idea; surely they’d see I wasn’t coming out and then they’d come in after me, guns blazing.  The NBI, like in all the movies and books.

Except this was reality, and things seldom worked out ideally.  In this world, the strong won over the weak, the powerful over the helpless.  And what was I if not helpless and weak, a nude, bound female among many strong men?  One look at the walls, the human tables and the ceiling was enough to tell me how much civility and morals mattered here: the women in this room, all the pretty girls being displayed, shocked, forced to orgasm and beaten, had all had other lives, dates at school, boys who had crushes on them, held hands with them at movies and necked with them in cars, trying their hardest to get to third base.  You can guarantee none of these women ever wrote in their high school yearbook how they would like to be a human table, so slobbering men could wipe their hands on their hair and eat ranch dip out of their cunts.  Nor had they sighed and whispered to their friends at sleepovers how they would like one day to be sex slaves, swallowing the cum of one man after another, like the tattooed blonde now chained on stage on her knees, whose mouth had been bracketed open and who had no choice but to take whatever was forced into it.

But here they were, and here was I, unable to choose my fate of slavery, or to whom I might belong.  I could only imagine, of course, what it might be like, how much more potent all this would feel with Reynolds at the helm, steering my ship, telling me I was his, property, voiceless, without any rights…totally possessed.

“That’s enough, Joey.  She’s starting to enjoy it too much.”

My bottle was taken away, and my Joey as well.  Breathing deeply, I focused once more on Silvio.  To my surprise, I saw a head bobbing attentively between his legs, dark brown and very familiar.  Her clothes were gone, but there was no mistaking the statuesque body, the long graceful neck sporting a black choker.  The girl deep-throating her master so diligently was none other than Mindy, back from her time with Silvio’s bulldog lieutenant.  

She was wearing bracelets now, the cuffs shackled behind her back.  A very sexy waist chain complemented it well as did a series of fresh red stripes on her round, shapely ass.

“You see, Raven,” he raised his arms dramatically.  “I’m a god in here.  A god to every one of them.”

There was a leash in his left hand and as he raised that arm, a chain was pulled taut.  At the other end of it, a female whimpered.  It was Connerly, being forced up on her haunches, having no way to displace the tension suddenly imposed on the locked, black leather collar at her neck.

Making no complaint, she waited, looking at him with humble eyes.  There was a dish of food at her feet and she was surely very hungry.  Silvio had interrupted her feeding and she would not resume it again till he released the line.  Not an ounce of resistance did she make, her hands held in front of her, like paws, her head cocked, her blue eyes unblinking…begging.

“A god,” he repeated, lifting the left hand tighter.  

Connerly lifted her neck to breaking point and very quietly, making as little fuss as possible, began to choke.  I looked down at the bowl she’d been devouring.  It was filled with scraps, the sort one gave to dogs, barely a step above garbage.  You could see around her lips the greasy film, the residue of what she’d so far gotten down.

I made no response; what could I possibly say?  The boss just smiled, inclining his head so Joey would pick up the bowl.  At the same time he lowered his arm, allowing the naked Connerly to collapse onto all fours.

A moment later Joey returned the food to her, but not before spitting into it, letting loose several large and loud honkers.  The prize-winning reporter, sleek and sexy in her collar and chain made no hesitation before diving back into it.  Already straggled and soiled, her blonde hair spilled into the slop and over onto the floor.

She was still chewing, her pinkly glistening crack happily bobbing in the air behind her as I began to come yet again, not a finger on me or in me, no one having even said a word to me or about me.

 “That one will cost you,” said Silvio, referring to my blatant act of defiance.  

I shuddered, then, remembering his words.  I was owned, and so were my climaxes.  I came when they wanted, not when I did.

“I—I’m sorry,” I began to blubber, but it was too late.  The leather gag was already being inserted in my mouth, thick and hard like a cock, and so nasty tasting, like old jockstraps and sweat.  Pulling at my hair, they fastened it in place.  I noticed now the hole in the center, through which might be poured liquid.  I struggled, but hands were on me, undoing the chains, but only to bind me tighter in a new position.

“Get her out of here,” Silvio ordered.

“Where you want her, boss—the dungeon?”

“Nah, she’s gonna attract too much heat here.  Take her down to The Farm.  It’s the last goddamned place on earth they’ll look for her.”

They all laughed at this, harder than they had at anything all night.

“To The Farm,” Silvio toasted, the table quickly echoing the word, at once simple and child-like and yet fraught with unknown danger.

The Farm.  My loins trembled and spasmed at the word; I had a funny feeling the place was going to have very little to do with raising vegetables or singing Old MacDonald.


Chapter Seven

I had to admit it myself; it was pretty damned funny.

Here I’d expected this hideaway hellhole, some gangster place in the mountains or off in the desert, and all along they meant something entirely different.

The Farm wasn’t illegal at all, in fact it was the height of legality, being a nickname for a low level detention center for females, a revamped prison farm now in private hands and housing an inmate population from all over the country.  Sure, I wasn’t actually a convicted criminal, but Silvio Galentano’s partners ran the place and who’d look close enough to see if everyone there had a real-life sentence or not?

“It says here,” the warden was going over my file from behind a battered metal desk in the corner of the sweltering, steel paneled room, “that you’re a repeat offender.  Drunk and disorderly conduct.  Petty larceny.  Lewd and lascivious conduct.”  He began flipping through the bogus pages with pudgy, pink fingers.  “And prostitution.”  

A pair of beady eyes looked up at me.  They were blue, but so far recessed in layers of fat I could hardly tell the true color.  Just looking at the man in his ice cream white suit, soaked through with perspiration, his neck bulging over the open-necked cotton shirt, made it feel ten times worse in here.

There was supposed to be air conditioning in the administration office, but supposedly it wasn’t working.  Actually, I was thankful for a little relief.  Outside, where I’d been waiting on the dank prison bus for half an hour, locked in the back like an animal, it was about a hundred degrees hotter.

“So you’re a thieving whore,” summed up Warden Pinton, the name in bronze on his desk.

I said nothing, having figured out by now there was no point in arguing.  It had all been done quite cleverly, actually.  I’d been flown by plane, picked up by a private car and driven me to a dirt road near The Farm, where I met the incoming daily bus.  A pair of guards promptly shackled me hand and foot, and loaded me on board, just as if I’d gotten on back at the holding facility with the others.  No one said a word, and thus was I transported into oblivion.

I couldn’t say yet what The Farm was all about.  So far all I’d seen was a high barbed wire fence, a lot of Quonset huts and some fields full of green stuff I didn’t get close enough to recognize.

Once we’d arrived, they took us one at a time off the bus.  I was last.  Silvio, having a sense of humor, had dressed me for the trip in bright purple underwear and a short, off-the-shoulder dress that screamed whore.  The white go-go boots weren’t much help either.

“I asked you a question, girl.  Are you a thieving, filthy whore or not?

“It says what it says,” I finally shrugged.

Pinton looked at me for a long time.  Every few seconds or so he paused to dab a gray cloth over his neck.  The heat seemed to be rising in waves and the overhead fan, which wheezed like an old woman, was making no discernible difference.  Beside me, wet spots under each arm, stood a pair of male guards in khaki uniforms and jackboots.  I thought of the chief’s wish for me about going to some ‘special’ prison.  If she could only see me now, I laughed to myself, pushing back the terror, darkness and despair that had been nibbling at my brain ever since Silvio’s goons had loaded me into a crate and taken me to their private airport for transport.

Naturally, I’d been used on the way, and well.

The warden chuckled, breaking the thick, dangerous silence.  “You gotta sign in,” he told me, in his thick southern accent.  “Honey pie.”

I went to the desk, to the place where he was pointing.  I’d expected some tightly cramped miniature print and a blank spot for name and date, but instead there was a handwritten note, from Silvio Galentano to the warden himself.  It was turned so I could read it.

Pinton:  This one needs a lot of training.  Give her the works.  SG

I clenched the metal edge of the desk, the room suddenly spinning.  Somehow seeing Silvio’s scribbled initials, the subtle, yet pervasive reminder of his continuing power over me, was undoing my fragile confidence and overturning my sense of balance.  It was likely shock that had kept me going this far, mixed with the feeling of unreality of it all.  Surely, any second, I had been thinking, Reynolds would rescue me; it would all prove to be a flash-in-the-pan ordeal, my name would be cleared, Rich would show up and confess, the bad guys would all go to jail and Agent Reynolds and I would move to the suburbs and have 2.56 children, or whatever the going average was now.  And yet, here I was, locked up, in front of a pig-faced warden being told, without a word’s being spoken, that I was going to face training.

Whatever that entailed.

“I don’t…feel so good…”

A pair of strong male arms suspended me as I fell.

“Take her on back,” drawled the warden as my consciousness ebbed, “to SD 1.”

When next I awoke, I was lying on a concrete floor, wearing only the purple panties, shades of Connerly in the milk cooler.  Except that instead of being cold, I was clammy and hot.  I sit up and that’s when I felt the rising panic.  I was trapped in a tiny cell, no windows, and no furniture.

“Hello?” I stood up, calling out to the bare stone walls.  “Can anyone hear me?”

In the center of one of those bare stone walls was a door, painted gray and made of thick metal.  “Hello?” I repeated, pounding my small fist on the hard surface.

Nothing.

I turned about, surveying my prison.  The cell was a square, about ten-feet by ten- feet.  There was a drain in the middle, and I noticed now a slight depression in the concrete around it.  There were heavy metal rings fixed in it as well, and again along the wall, and one that hung from the ceiling.

“Hello?”  I got down on all fours, peering into the drain, then crawled to the door.  I could see now a smaller door built-in, almost like a pet door along the bottom.  But what was its purpose?

Just then a light flashed on the wall.  It was bright blue and it flashed in time to the sound of a buzzer.  Curious, I went up to it, hands on my ears to block out the sound.  There was a whole series of lights, small bulbs in a half dozen colors.  What could be their purpose and why was only the blue one on?

At first I didn’t hear the door opening.  There was a scraping sound, a kind of clicking, and then the metal heaved itself open, pulled by strong hands.  A man entered, bare-chested with a black, leather mask over his face.  I retreated to the far wall, cowering, my hands over my breasts.

“Who are you?  Why am I here?” I demanded.  “Am I still at the prison farm?”

The man just stood there, his brown eyes peering at me through the eye slits.  He seemed to be waiting for me to do something, but what?  Heartbeats passed as I waited, helpless.  He was a big man, bronze-chested and I knew I could never hope to fight him off if he decided to come for me.

I jumped as he snapped his fingers and pointed to his boots, big heavy military ones tucked into black fatigues.

“I don’t. . .”

This time he reached for me, seizing my hair.  Like a rag doll, he pushed me down, knees to the concrete, face to his boot.  Grasping the meaning, or so I hoped, I humbled myself, bestowing a kiss to the top of his boot.

The man bent down and patted my head.  I looked up at him and he was holding a small piece of dried beef.  I reached for it, only to have him slap me hard across the face.

“Ow!” I squealed.  “Why did you do that?”

The man turned on his heel and walked out, the gray metal door locking behind him.

“You’re all crazy,” I called out, feeling for the first time the gnawing hunger in my belly reminding me I hadn’t eaten since being taken out of the crate at the airport.  Up to that point, I’d been allowed to gnaw on a small sandwich out of a woman’s hand while a large Asian man took me from behind.  

Deciding anger was getting me nowhere, I tried another approach.  “Please may I have something to eat?  Sirs?  Whoever’s out there?”

As if on cue, the blue light went off again.  Sure enough, the door opened.  At first I was happy, but then I saw the muscular man was holding a whip.  A short, thin leather one of the sort used on horses.  

“What are you going to do with that?” I wanted to know.  “If you touch me, that’s against the law.  I know my rights.”

Strong hands grabbed me.  Using one hand to twist me about, he landed a blow with the whip to the back of my thigh, just below the bottom of my panties.  It hurt.  Bad.  But it was making me wet too, just like it was to stand almost naked before a strong powerful man who seemed impervious to my will and feelings, not to mention my comfort.

All at once my tormentor pulled back to stand in the center of the cell just as he had the first time.  On a sudden whim, I went to him, kneeling down to kiss his boot, as I had before.  Lowering myself into position, I pressed my nose and lips, slowly, lingeringly.  After a few seconds the hand came down on my head, reassuringly.  I looked up, ecstatic to see the small piece of beef again in his hand.  But how would I get to the next step?  When I’d reached with my hand, I had been cuffed and gotten nothing.  He clearly was trying to give it to me, though, which left only one possibility…could it be…my mouth?  Was it that simple?

Tentatively, looking up at him, I parted my lips.  Using my eyes, soft and pliant, I tried to show him I meant no trouble.  He bent down and I flinched.  But he wasn’t trying to hit me; he only wanted to put the bit of beef in my mouth.

Eagerly I devoured it.  I was still kneeling there savoring it as he left me, once more sealing me behind the somber door.  Feeling pretty good, I licked my lips.  Then it hit me.  A sting immediately rose to my cheeks, hot and red as I replayed the events in my mind.  I hadn’t outsmarted my keeper at all, rather I had played right into his hands. In, short, I was being trained.

“It won’t work,” I called out to the ears I was certain were listening.  “Do you hear me?  I won’t let you manipulate and control me like an animal.”

The buzzer sounded, but this time it was the yellow light that blinked.  The keeper, as I decided I would call him now for want of a better term, re-entered.  I was on my guard.  The different light had to mean something new, unexpected.  I was pleased at least to see he did not have the whip this time.

“I don’t like these games,” I told him.  “Just talk to me.  Tell me what you want.”

The keeper opened the zipper of his fatigues, producing a thick, semi-erect cock.  I thought he might come for me, to take me, but he wasn’t moving, just standing there, waiting for me to come to him.

“No,” I shook my head, understanding his intent.  “I won’t do that.  You can’t make me.”

The keeper came for me and I tried to fend him off.  Twice he struck me with the back of his hand till I lay at his feet.  Pulling me by the hair, he dragged my head over the small drain in the center.

“What are you doing?  Stop…no!”  I wailed, looking up at him in horror.  “Not that!”

The keeper drained himself on my face and torso.  I squirmed, but his boots were on either side of my hips, holding me fast.  By the time he was done, he’d pissed all over my hair, tits and everything.  My eyes were tightly shut and my mouth, but I could still taste it on my lips.  He left me like this, bathed in the warm, humiliating liquid.  Rolling to my belly on the gritty concrete, I cried, all the more so because in my soiled panties things were happening, naughty sexually submissive things.  I wanted so bad to touch myself, but I was sure there were cameras.  What a slut I was, just like the chief said!  Was there no depth I wouldn’t sink to?

The buzzer sounded, and I struggled to my knees to see which light.  It was the purple one this time.  I collapsed back down, unable to handle anything new.  The keeper was above me presently, demanding something.  He kicked at me, and at first I tried to roll into a ball, but I quickly gauged he wanted me up on my feet.  Touching me roughly, poking my sex with a latex-gloved finger, he indicated the panties needed to come off.  I slithered them down, stepped out of them and, not knowing what else to do, attempted to hand them over.

The keeper pinched my nipples hard, making my eyes water.  I knew immediately I’d done wrong.  But what was the right thing to do?  

“Show me,” I begged.  “Please?”

He pantomimed with his mouth and pointed down.  I snatched up the underwear and held it between my teeth.  This must have been right, because he was putting me in position now, using his hands to spread my arms, then kicking my feet wide.  He made one final check, circling my body before leaving me.

The mystery of the purple light was solved a moment later.  A small vent slid open in the wall, and a nozzle was shoved through.  A moment later a gush of water came roaring at me, a high-powered stream directed exactly at my captive body.  I was nearly knocked off my feet, but I held my ground.  The nozzle moved about, flattening both breasts, pressure cleaning the dangling panties and then covering my breast and belly.  When it hit my pubis it was like having a man inside me.

A counter buzzer sounded, and the only thing I could think to do was turn around.  My ass was pummeled now and my back.  Twice more, I heard the new noise, and each time I tried to present a different part of myself.  Eventually it stopped and I collapsed back to the floor on my belly, sopping wet on the rough, warm stone.  For a long while, I listened, but no more noises came, or colored lights.  Eventually, I nodded off, from sheer exhaustion, the recessed ceiling light still glowing fluorescent.

I awoke a short time later, my throat parched, my lips chapped.  I was hungry, too, and my head was throbbing.  The water had dried on my skin, but I was dirty again from the floor.  My hair was like a rat’s nest.  The panties were still on the floor, still damp.  Preferring to have something at least to cover my crotch and ass, I slipped the dirty garment back on.  It was a humbling experience, to be so grateful for so little.

“Please,” I called out, remembering how they had seemed earlier to hear my every word.  “I am thirsty…and hungry.  May I have a little something?”

The seconds ticked away, as I awaited their response.  I was taking a chance on being beaten, but I could not endure without some sustenance.

“Please…sirs?”

A key found its way into the lock.  I heard the familiar sound of turning tumblers, the creak of hinges.  My heart was pounding fiercely.  Was I to receive pleasure or pain?  Scuttling to the back wall, I crouched, protecting my bare breasts.  I gasped at the sight of the new man, not the same keeper, but someone else, a man with dark hands, black fatigues and boots and a khaki shirt, no insignia.  Like the first man, a leather hood over his head hid his features from me.

This man was larger, and even more heavily muscled.  I focused on his hands, huge and powerful.  If he were to slap me with one of them, like the first man had, I was liable to be transported clear across my cell, impacting on the other side.  I would almost have preferred he had a whip.

I jolted at the sound of the buzzer.  Looking instinctively to the row of lights on the wall, I saw the telltale blue.  Pulsing methodically, predictably.  Should I react to it as I had before, with the first keeper, or would it have a different meaning with this one?  I let several seconds pass, paralyzed.  He started walking toward me, the palm of his right hand broad and flat.  Lunging forward in a panic, I fell at his feet, planting my lips upon the top of the man’s boot, desperately, placatingly.

The man reached down for me and I braced myself for the worst.  Then I felt his fingertips and realized he was only rubbing the top of my head.  My body shuddered with relief, warmth flooding my crotch in response to his soft touch on my hair.  Sitting up for him, my eyes moist and needy, I allowed the new keeper to stroke me.  Obediently, mouth opened, I took the tiny treat on my tongue, thus confirming between us our new relationship.  

Guard and prisoner, keeper and…pet.

The words made me hot and I could feel the trickle from out of the juncture of my thighs in response.  It shamed me that the man could see me like this, and smell me, too.  I was a lady, deserving of respect and honor.  They might keep me prisoner, but this…this was too much to endure.

The renewed buzzer cut through me like a knife.  It was the same sound as before.  I cringed inwardly as my eyes confirmed the change in lights, from blue to yellow.  Anything but this.  To be pissed on yet again…

I lowered myself to my belly at his feet.  “Please, sir, I beg you not to…to urinate on me.”

To think that I had already sunk this far, that I would say such a thing, and be in such a position.  What did it matter, anyway, my petty protests?  There men did to me precisely what they wanted; they were like Galentano’s men.  To them I was an object, a little slut to abuse and torment.  What was it Silvio had said to me?

Unfortunately for you, I enjoy making pretty girls cry.

I was about to do precisely that, when I felt a nudging at the side of my face.  I opened my eyes and saw that the man was trying to get my attention with his boot.  Raising myself up on my hands, I looked to see what he wanted.  The man’s cock was out, dark brown and hard as steel. It was coming back to me now, what had happened before, how the first keeper had wanted something else from me, before the pissing.

So that’s what the yellow light meant.  

A choice of fluids.  A golden shower, or…

I shook my head.  “Please, sir, I would choke…”

The keeper took a handful of dark hair, compelling me to my knees.  The tears in my eyes now were those of pain.  Gaping my jaws as wide as I could, I readied myself for the intrusion.

The cock was hot and salty, pulsing round my tongue and in my cheeks.  Using my hair as a lever, he shifted me as he wished, making my mouth a fuck vessel of the first order.  He wanted the back of my throat, and he pushed the tip straight to that little flap that always makes me gag.  I fought the urge hard, even as other feelings overwhelmed me; a hot, slutty weakness that turned my limbs to gelatin, even as it made my nipples rock hard and my clit throb.  It was as if being forced was itself a turn on, knowing that this man was taking from me exactly what he wanted and that I had no power, no right even to refuse him.  What was I, after all, but a naked prisoner, a filthy little dark haired bitch with a cunt between her legs and a mouth that was good for screwing.

I was property, that’s what I was.  A piece of ass belonging to Silvio Galentano on loan, in hideout from the police.  One day he’d come back for me, when everything blew over, when Reynolds, the chief and everyone else had given up on me.  Then I would work at the club.  Stripping and fucking and crawling, licking crumbs from the floor.

The keeper was grunting, like he was going to come.  I braced myself for the flood—I’d certainly done this often enough over the years, most recently for that conniving pervert Jeremy Rich—but at the last possible second, the keeper withdraw.  Keeping one hand on the top of my head to hold me, he used the other to coat me in a spray of a very different kind.

I closed my eyes against the hot onslaught.  He was a large man and his semen came in thick gobs, landing on my face and neck and breasts.  Even my eyelids and hair were not spared.  When he’d finished with me, he dropped me to the floor, zipped himself and left.  On my side, breathing heavily, thighs clenched together, I tried to regain my senses.  Was I allowed to masturbate?  How could I not—covered in cum, left like this, totally despoiled?

I wiped my hand over my face, to remove the excess.  At once the door reopened and the keeper returned.  He had a whip this time.  Five times he struck my ass, his hand on my hip, pinning me on my side.  He took my panties down first, so he could strike bare flesh, right across the meat of my gluteus maximus.

This time when he left, the lights went out.  As near as I could tell, I’d broken some rule by wiping off the keeper’s jism.  Apparently once marked like that I was to stay marked, regardless of my own preference not to lie like an animal covered in the sperm of men who thrust themselves in my mouth and make me lick their shoes clean.

Unbidden now, my hand found the wet, hot opening.  Under cover of blackness, naked on the concrete, my punished ass throbbing and my teeth gritted to stay the screams, I came and came and came.

***

Eventually, I caught on.  The green light meant punishment, generally a whipping.  I’d been on sensory overload in the beginning and the fact hadn’t registered that the light went off each and every time I was to be disciplined.  It was tricky because there wasn’t a buzzer with this one.  But if I could catch it ahead of time, and put myself in position, kneeling, face to the floor and ass in the air, they would generally go a little lighter.

I’d no idea how long it was since they’d brought me to SD-1, but I can tell you I have been whipped four times, not counting the individual or small combination blows that came with my regular training.  The real whippings, ten blows or more, were a case unto themselves.  On two of these occasions, I knew what I’d done wrong.  It had to do with the red light.  This one was hard to figure out, and it messed me up on occasion.  It meant fucking and feeding both.

I had to guess what position they wanted me in for red and sometimes I guessed wrong.  I generally opt to lie on my back, arms spread, knees up, legs wide apart for penetration.  To me this is the most submissive, but if they want me in the ass and find me face-up then they’re liable to be mad and then the green light will go off.  Sometimes they want my mouth, too, which isn’t fair, because they should use the yellow light for that.

And if I’m really hungry, which is all the time, then it’s very hard not to be at the door on all fours for the red light, drooling in anticipation of whatever little bowl of food or water might be pushed through the little opening at the bottom of my cell door.  One whipping I got for picking up the bowl of water to drink from it.  No one had said not to, but I should have known better.

No one says anything, of course.  That is part of the training.  I have to figure it all out on my own and that makes me twice as eager to please them.  It’s not easy, believe me.  How I guessed that the white light was exercise, for example, I have no idea.  But it is, and when it goes off, no matter if I’m sleeping, I have to get up and run around the perimeter of the cell, as fast as I can until the light goes off.  If it’s not fast enough, if I’m not visibly perspiring and my tits aren’t bouncing enough, then they punish me.  With clamps and weights for the nipples and I have to run all over again like that.  I always push my chest way out when I run so I don’t get punished that way.

Some things I figured out by intuition.  Figuring out that the only way to relieve one’s self is to squat over the drain, for example.  And knowing how each of the four keepers likes to be sucked.  They work in shifts, the men, and I’ve gotten to know them all quite well, obviously.  They know things about me, about my body no other man ever has, and maybe never will.  There’s an intimacy about being trained, which is hard to describe.  A certain trust factor, a total surrender that cannot come unless I belong to a man, as his total pet.  When a buzzer sounds, a light flashes, I come alive.  I know what to do and what to be.  And the keepers know, too.  If they open my cell and I am bathed in yellow light, than I will be on my knees, mouth at the ready.  Green—whether or not I know the cause of my error—finds me ass first, awaiting the whip.  Blue, in turn, will see me on my belly, ready to crawl that I might pay homage to a keeper’s boot.  

It is a mantra, playing over and over in my head, the endless circle of colors: purple for a hosing, red for getting fucked and fed, pretty blue, lick my shoe, show me yellow, make him a happy fellow, run, run white, such a horny sight.  The only thing I can’t figure out, amidst all the sucking and fucking and fondling is what the amber light is for.  

It’s never gone off once, except for now.

You can’t imagine how it discomfits me, the unfamiliar color, accompanying the pinging sound that doesn’t fit at all in the scheme of things.  I run and roll and beg the unseen eyes and ears for mercy.  What is amber?!  Do they want my hole, my flesh, another bit of pride?  What is a slut supposed to do to advertise herself, to get someone, anyone to open that door?

Fucking amber light!  What kind of color is that anyway?

I am pressed against the door when it opens, whimpering, creaming, my juices dripping over gray metal, my thighs suctioned, my backside undulating, humping like a standing rabbit.

Fuck me, beat me, color me…

My tongue cold on the metal, my bullet nipples pressed, hot and huge, palms in place, as if this infernal door, this slab of metal is going to be some kind of lover…on tiptoes, curvy white body, keeper’s toy, sad little angel, pressed to metal, pressed to steel.  The door opening…and someone, anyone on the other side.


Chapter Eight

One mystery at least is solved about SD 1 when next I open my eyes.  The sign on the cinderblock wall reads ‘Special Detention Ahead—Units One to Three.’  I pull at my wrist.  It is cuffed to a metal railing.  I’m in a hospital bed, in some kind of infirmary.  I’m wearing a light hospital gown, the tear-away kind and a light sheet covers me.  My hair has been washed and I no longer stink.  There’s a pressure at my loins, so I pull aside the sheet and that’s when I see the chastity belt, a triangular piece of metal, with a grating where, presumably I can piss.

“Hello?” I call out to the empty ward, coolly conditioned and sparkling white.

My arm itches, somewhere above the handcuff on my wrist.  I have an IV; I’m getting fluids.  My condition in SD 1 must have been worse than I’d imagined.

“Well, if it isn’t Sleeping Beauty.”

I looked up and there was Reynolds, the sweetest sight you can imagine for a girl in my position.

“Johnny, how did you find me?”  I wanted to hug him, but the cuff held me back.

“Find you?” he laughed.  “What makes you think I ever lost you?”

I looked into his eyes; they were cold and distant.  Not at all what I’d remembered.  “Why, you lost me here,” I did my best to laugh.  “I was trapped in this prison.  Silvio Galentano put me here and now you’re rescuing me.”

I tried to make the last part of it a statement though it came out more like a question.  The way he was looking at me, in condescending amusement, was doing little to reassure me.

“You don’t really think we’d let Silvio slip one of our operatives out from under our very noses do you?  We intended to let him kidnap you all along.  Getting him to traffic you over state lines and hold you hostage in one of his own people’s prisons was all the goods we needed to put him away.  That and the fact that your appearance at the club managed to bring Jeremy Rich out of the wood work.”

“You—you caught him?” I asked, forgetting for the moment my own difficulties.

“The dumb bastard tried to sail up the coast from Mexico.  You know I think he was actually in love with you.”  Reynolds shrugged.  “No one will know now, though.  He resisted arrest and had to be taken down by one of our field units.”

A lump welled in my throat.  “He’s…”

“Dead,” said the agent in his black suit, looking sharp and well rested.  “Blown to smithereens, along with his yacht.”

A wall of sadness threatened to crash over me, that and a million other emotions.  “He didn’t really have to die, did he?”

Reynolds winked.  “That’s government business, baby.  Better left to the experts.  Let’s just say we do what we must to tie up loose ends.”

The chain clinked as I showed him my bond.  “What about this?  Am I a loose end, too?”

“The prettiest one I’ve seen in quite some time, actually.”

I studied him for some sign of humanity.  Had I misjudged him that much?  “At one point,” I confessed, having nothing to lose, “I thought you might have cared for me.”

“I’m a bachelor, Raven.  I don’t see that changing.  Although, in your case, I’ll admit there was a moment or two of weakness.  All cleared up, though, I assure you.”

“What changed your mind?” 

“Seeing the videotapes, actually.”

“Tapes?”

“From SD-1.  They tape everything in there.  You should have seen yourself, Raven.  You put on quite a show.  According to Pinton you’re one of the most responsive sluts they’ve had in a long time, if ever.  He thinks you’re a natural slave, kiddo.  Congratulations.”

My mouth was dry as cotton.  I could feel the blood pounding in my ears.  “They…made me do things…you don’t understand…”

“Oh, I understand just fine,” Reynolds tore aside the sheet to reveal my bare legs, terminating in the metal contraption just below the bunched up hem of the paper dress.  “You’re a bona fide, trained sex slave and I’m about to try you out.”

I looked around at the empty ward.  There was help nowhere in sight.  I could scream, but what would be the point?  Who would come running?  My keepers?  The porcine Warden Pinton?  The chief maybe, with her stilettos and ten-inch dildo to lecture me on how I’ve single-handedly set the female gender back a hundred years?

Reynolds was fiddling with the lock on my nether cage.  He’d had the key all along, in his pocket.  

“I wanted this,” I told him.  “Once.”

“You know,” he swung the hinges, removing the contraption.  “Galentano told me something interesting before we locked him up.  He said the one thing he really regretted about this whole business was that he hadn’t fucked you that night at the club.  Isn’t that something?  Quite a tribute from a man like him.”

The cool, vibrating air tingled on my bare pussy.  I lay perfectly still, watching as he put the iron belt on the nightstand and began to rummage through the drawer.

“You don’t mind a little bondage, do you?” he waved a roll of white cloth tape.

I opened my legs wide, touching my ankles to the railing on either side of the roomy, crisp sheeted bed.  “You could keep me,” I pointed out, “for yourself.”

Reynolds taped my ankles to the cold, bracing metal.  “I don’t think so,” he shook his head, shredding the paper gown to reveal my quivering breasts and belly.  “Owning a slave is more work than having a wife.  Or a dog.”

I gave him my free wrist for binding.  “You know I love you.”

Reynolds cinched it with a length of tape, wrapping the end round the railing over my head.  “I know.”

“I’m yours,” I whispered, lifting my bound, spread-eagled body.

“Actually,” he unzipped his fly, mounting me fully clothed.  “You’re government property.”  

***

The auction was a clandestine affair, naturally.  It would never do for government agencies or any other legitimate organizations, for that matter, to be seen as promoting or profiting from the sale of female flesh, even if that flesh is young and nubile and seems born to wear the collar and writhe beneath the lash.  

A lot of the girls were runaways as young as eighteen.  You could see in their eyes that even though they were scared, they were eager to please.  It seemed to impress them very much, too, how much the men loved them, seeing their tight, firm bodies and wanting them enough to bid their hard earned dollars for the right to possess them.  A girl, especially an insecure one like me, could get dizzy from all the ripe jiggling tits and cellulite-free asses parading about the hardwood stage under those burning theater lights.  It was man’s country; the best femininity had to offer and them free to look and touch, and—for the right price—to own.  

A little blonde was sold just ahead of me.  Her name was Lori.  She’d been brought in by a pimp named Geronimo who was downsizing his stable due to the recent economic downturns.  She was a sweet kid, nineteen, from Seattle.  Mom was an addict, step-daddy was a real shit heel.  He was the one who eventually pawned her off on Geronimo, after taking some hefty samples of the merchandise for himself.  She had a nice body, although she thought her tits were too small.  In a different world she’d have met somebody nice and gone to a good college.

We were together naked in the pre-sale holding cage for about forty minutes, so we got to know each other pretty well.  She was proud of the techniques she knew for pleasing men and wanted to share them like they were makeup tips.  I told her the belly button ring was very hot and I loved her sexy eyes and bangs.  She flipped her silky, yellow-gold hair over and over, prattling on for a while about hair conditioners, cute guys from the movies and how Geronimo used to tie her down and fuck her in the ass after using the cane on her.

She was pretty excited about the future, too, because apparently this Geronimo character, when he wasn’t sodomizing and caning her, had promised that when a man bought her as a slave, she would go to live in a harem in Arabia and wear silks and live in the lap of luxury.

Little Lori from Seattle did a pretty good job selling herself.  I got a front row seat from the holding cage, where I was on deck, fashionably attired in a leather Doberman collar and a scribbled lot number, unceremoniously grease-penciled on my bare ass.

She knew a thing or two about female display; that was for sure.  The auctioneer could hardly keep up with the bids, as the svelte, athletic blonde left nothing to the imagination as to what she was good for and in precisely what position.  Crouching, rolling, sashaying, holding up her own tits, licking her nipples, plucking her cunt with her own finger and licking it, were just a few of the tricks employed to push her sale value up over the ten thousand dollar mark.

As they clipped the leash to her collar to lead her away, she gave me the thumbs up, though I did not think it very likely that the chiseled looking Russian mobsters who were new owners were going to be sending her to any Arabian palaces in the near future.  More likely, after forking over that much cash for a pair of pretty tits and ass, they’d be putting her on her back in some dank day hotel room for eighteen hours at a stretch, seven days a week so she could turn them a profit.

It was my turn next, and I can tell you, if I could have thrown up without being beaten for it, I’d have done so, most likely on the stairs leading up to the stage.

“Move it, slut,” growled the man holding my leash.  

I nearly fell as he yanked hard on the chain.  At least they won’t whip me, I consoled myself.  After all, who would buy a marked woman?

“Surplus Lot 450XCV,” the auctioneer drawled, doing little to enhance my attractiveness to the group of shadowy men standing about in the abandoned warehouse.  “Government seizure.  Newly collared.  Gentlemen, this one’s a very hot piece of ass, unusually responsive.  Some training, even.  We’ll start the bidding at five hundred.”

I was turned over to the auctioneer’s assistant, a balding heavyset mustachioed man resplendent in a red shirt and black vest. 

“Turn around, slut,” the assistant commanded, slashing at me with his small riding crop.

I leaped to obey.  So much for my theory about not being whipped at an auction.

“The ass is decent.  A little toning and you’ll have yourself a real showpiece.  Do I have my bid?”

I had my back to them now.  A hand pinched and slapped my tender skin as dozens of sleazy strangers, short, tall, fat, thin, domestic and foreign, assessed my shortcomings.  

“Do I hear five hundred?” the auctioneer pressed.  My heart was pounding.  Terrible as it was to be sold, wouldn’t it be far worse if no one wanted me at all?

“Five,” called a man finally, indicating a willingness to have me as his property.

“Bend over,” the assistant snarled to me sotto voce.  “Grab your ankles and don’t fucking move.”

The dildo went in hard and deep; the groan came as a reflex, as did the sudden, spasming waves.  I hadn’t expected to be fucked on stage, obviously.

“Orgasms like a little pistol,” the auctioneer was singing my praises.  “Gentleman, this one is prime stock.  Grade ‘A’!”

“Five fifty,” yelled a man, and then, “six hundred.”

“And you haven’t even gotten a good look at the tits yet…”

The assistant pulled me up by the hair, forcing me to face the men.  One by one he squeezed my nipples showing how responsive they were.  He kissed me next, and I kissed him back, hot and helpless.  I was panting when he bowed my neck, showing off my flanks, and the dildo that still hung dripping between my legs.

“Seven!”

“Seven fifty!”

The numbers came fast after that.  I lost track of the crowd as the assistant opened his pants and gave me a chance to demonstrate my skill on his stubby member.  I sucked him off well and then fell eagerly onto all fours to be fucked by another of the assistants, a man who bore the very inappropriate nickname of “Little John.”

My final price was six thousand five.  A little more than half what they’d fetched for Lori, the blonde rocker runaway.  I didn’t get to see who’d bought me.  From what they’d said it was mostly agents and re-sellers that came to these kinds of auctions anyway.

“Congratulations, honey,” encouraged a tall thin man in overalls as he loaded me ten minutes later into a small packing crate.  “You helped us make the quota this week.”

***

I was going by plane, that’s as much as I knew.  The crate was its own little world, and except for the times the flight crew pried off the lid to feed, water and fuck me, I was left to my own dark thoughts.  I’m not sure if they were supposed to be having intercourse with me, but when you’re a slave whose just been sold at auction, you don’t really feel in a position to ask many questions.  Besides I was coming to need men’s touches more than I cared to admit.  When they weren’t on me, I would lie in the crate, or lean my head against the door and listen, wondering when they would come for me.

It turned me on to no end thinking that naked and boxed, I was there for them, whenever they were horny.  You can’t rape a slave, that’s the saying I kept hearing over and over.  The men talked a little, at least to each other.  There was a time when a man would say whatever I wanted to hear, when he would bend over backwards to please me.  I suppose I should be missing that, but then we’d always worked so hard, Jenn-Jenn and I to engineer it differently.  To contrive situations where men would be animals, treating us as animals, coming in us and on us for their sheer pleasure and theirs alone.

“How can you tell a boy is really into you?” Jennifer had once asked me during one of our all night bullshit fests.  "If he isn’t doing to you exactly what he wants?  They pick girlfriends for all kinds of reasons, Raven, but sex objects—that has to be pure desire.  Don’t you want to be wanted like that?  To have a man just have to have you, own you even?”

More than once I’d laughed to myself in my box, and then again I’d cried, too, thinking of Jennifer and all the things we’d done.  How does one get so far from the innocence and idealism of the ivy-covered halls and white-columned sorority houses of youth?

Hope had died in me, and faith as well by the time the plane touched down.  It was all the same, being hosed off, shackled and loaded into yet another container.  The only thing I even thought halfway about was air holes, and these it had in abundance.  There was newspaper down, too, in case I had any accidents.  The temperature must have been a hundred and twenty in the fiberglass box, but it was dark and that’s all I cared about.

“You lucked out,” one of the drivers of the transport truck had told me, probably out of pity for how pathetic I looked.  “You’ve been bought by a big shot.”

He probably thought I was sad about being a slave.  In truth, I’d been sad for years.  What I was now was lonely.  It wasn’t enough to have a master, one needed to be cared for.  To feel at home.  They took me down twisting roads, into the country if I judged my sense of smell right.  Eventually we stopped.  Unopened, my crate was carried down the ramp, and I think, inside of a house.  A large one, judging by the echoes.

“Leave her here,” said a voice that was slightly familiar.  It was cultured, English.

A moment later I heard the container being opened.  In spite of myself, I was excited.  Something told me it was going to be good.

“Rave, sweetie!  It’s really you!”  A pair of arms swallowed me, small eager kisses dotting my cheeks.  “I can’t believe it.  We were afraid you wouldn’t make it!”

I looked through a maze of yellow hair.  “Jenn-Jenn?”

“Who else,” she chastised, pinching my cheek.  “Your fairy slave mother?”

“But…but…”

“Come on, little motorboat,” she took my hand helping me shakily to my feet, “before you launch yourself into the lake.”

Stunned, feeling like a small child, I let my best good friend lead me down the corridor to one of the many bathrooms.  We took a shower together, long and lingering and midway through, we did what we’d wanted to all these years, making love to each other, hot, deep and nasty.

“Come on,” she giggled, shaking out her spectacular, wet mane.  “The master is waiting.”

I asked about a towel and clothes, but Jenn-Jenn told me he liked his slaves wet and nude—preferably with some nice little sins to confess.  “He’s going to beat us,” her eyes lit up, “for playing with each other.”

I blinked.  “Jenn-Jenn, did you say ‘slaves’, as in plural?”

She gave me a ‘duh’ look.  “What did you think you’d be doing here?  Working as governess for non-existent children?”

“But…but…Harold is your husband.”

Jenn-Jenn pushed my hair behind my ears in the way she always thought looked cute on me.  “Harold is my husband and my master,” she corrected, “and if he wants to own other girls than me, there’s not much I can do about it, is there?”

“So that means,” I swallowed, “that Harold is my…”

“Master,” she completed for me, grabbing my hand.  “Now are you coming, Raven, or are you going to make me face the music alone?”

Five minutes later we were kneeling side-by-side, legs wide apart, backs straight, tits thrust out in the presence of the master of the house.  My heart was beating wildly in expectation.  I wanted to sing and laugh and cry all at once.  I wanted to be fucked, too, and that didn’t even begin to touch how I felt about the riding crop balanced neatly on the knees of Harold Baines as he sat in his favorite wingback in the study, watching his girls, appraising and looking oh, so handsome in his turtleneck, riding pants and slick leather boots.  

“I told you,” said Harold now, his voice smooth and silky as after shave, “that I would have you eventually.”

“Yes, master,” I whispered, barely able to hold myself upright.  It was the boots that had gotten me.  A moment later I was licking them, having crawled of my own volition.  He let me continue on a while, sensing perhaps my deep-seated need.

“That’s enough,” he commanded at last.  “It’s time we talked about what happened between the two of you in the bathroom.”

“Yes,” I beamed, taking up my place beside my chain sister.  “Master.”

Knees touching, my insides simmering gloriously, I listened as he outlined for us the punishment, discipline for two, imposed upon the flesh of two lost souls who at long last had found their way home.  Together.
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