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Chastity

One of my clients recently joked that
I was the best, highest-paid escort in the world.

I don’t know how you’d figure out
something like that, though.

First of all, there are no official
listings of rates and people understandably keep such numbers as
private as they can. Plus, my hourly or nightly rate doesn’t
reflect the gifts that I get from my clients, or the airfares, and
so forth.

Okay, there are some websites and
forums with unofficial anonymous ratings, of course.

And I am very highly rated, there, it
seems.

But, I mean really, what’s an escort,
or a whore, when you come right down to it?

I mean, do trophy wives count? They
end up with far more money than me.

But then again, if you average out it
by the hour, maybe not. When I’m not working, I’m not working, you
know?

And there have been a few people who
auctioned off their virginity, for bids of hundreds of thousands of
dollars. I never got offered anything like that for one night, but
then again those were probably mostly hoaxes, scams, and marketing
ploys.

Suffice it to say I’m paid well for
what I do, which is not just fucking.

It’s spending time with people – men
and women, of course – and making them feel good for a while. Being
good company.

And then fucking them.

But I make people feel good any way I
can.

And I mean, how would you judge who is
the best escort in the world otherwise? Best at sex?

I mean, I’m good, but I don’t think I
have supernatural abilities or anything.

People fuck for all kinds of reasons,
most of them for no money. The talented amateurs, the semi-pro
party girls, and everything in between.

But I enjoy it, and that’s more that a
lot of escorts can say. It’s not just an act with me.

Not all of it, anyway.

More of my clients joke about the name
Chastity, in relation to my job involving so much sex.

I’ve learned to smile and make clients
think it’s the first time I’ve heard that joke.

I’m good at my job.

 


Vladimir

One of my victims recently joked that
I was the best hit man in the world.

I don’t know how you’d figure out
something like that, or even why you’d want to.

People kill other people for all kinds
of reasons, good and bad, and most don’t make money from it.
Extremely accomplished professional killers in the military and
intelligence services, as well as in crime organizations and mafia
groups, commit highly skilled assassinations and don’t get paid
much of anything.

And there are people who kill their
wives or husbands or parents, and manage to make it look like an
accident or whatever, and end up with millions of
dollars.

I’ve never made THAT kind of money for
a hit.

But of course, I am well paid for what
I do.

But the best?

How should I know?

I mean, I’m a good marksman, excellent
at hand-to-hand combat, skilled at all kinds of surveillance and
counter—surveillance and intelligence gathering.

But the best in the world? I mean, by
the nature of the business, the best assassins in the world are the
ones nobody knows about at all.

Really, it’s not exactly rocket
science to walk up behind somebody and shoot them in the
head.

It’s the stuff after the killing that
gets complicated.

You make sure you get rid of the
weapon, make sure that there were no witnesses, and try to minimize
any other physical evidence. (Most of the stuff you see on TV about
Crime Scene Investigation is exaggerated – there are DNA and hair
fibers from everybody laying everywhere. Unless they already know
who might have done it, it doesn’t help much.)

But I do have a few other specialized
skills, I should say.

I’m the guy you call – or rather my
contract organizer calls – when you DON’T want it to look like an
accident.

When you want somebody to die
unpleasantly.

The guy that joked about me being the
best assassin in the world was an acquaintance, a guy who provided
computer-related technical support for my contract
organizer.

Nonetheless, I was paid to kill him,
so I did.

I strangled him.

It takes about four minutes to kill
somebody by strangulation, but I choked him for a couple minutes at
a time, and then let him regain consciousness, before repeating the
process.

He was brain-dead, and shit and pissed
himself before he died, just as my employer requested.

Apparently, the guy was trying to
blackmail my contract manager.

Bad idea.

Anyway. I’m good at my job.

 


Chastity

Tonight, I’m going to fuck a Russian
billionaire.

Russian billionaires are some of the
better kind of billionaires to fuck. They tend to be in good shape
and not bad-looking, with high cheekbones and a nice tough
Alpha-dog manner about them.

(As opposed to American tech
billionaires, who are big blubbery babies in my experience, or
Middle Eastern billionaires, who are big slobs of the first
order.)

Of course, fucking Russians brings
back a few bad memories.

But that’s nothing I can’t deal
with.

I’ve fucked this one a few times
before. With his close-cropped grey hair, Arctic wolf eyes and the
finest suits, he’s everything an escort could want in a Russian
billionaire.

Clean. Polite. Generous. Well-hung,
but not so well-hung as to be … problematic.

To my surprise, he’s brought his
trophy wife with him. She’s only a few years older than me – a
former Miss Russia, if I remember correctly from the new stories.
They hired a bunch of popular singers to play at their wedding,
paying them millions of dollars a song. That made the
news.

I look her over, smiling, and she
looks back, with crystal blue eyes and beautiful fair skin,
platinum jewelry and precious stones dangling in her deep cleavage.
She’s a true beauty.

But then so am I. I’m not
intimidated.

Like all too many Russian beauty-queen
whores, she has the eyes of a predatory animal and the seething
sexuality of a predatory animal, as well.

But then my own sexuality begins to
turn on, the scent of money and power and hot hot sex filling my
nose and brain, and making my pussy and nipples tingle.

I’m going to enjoy this.

I’m sitting across the table from
them, in a private booth in a corner of the restaurant connected to
a monumentally expensive hotel, making small talk. I just finished
a salad – I never eat much of anything when I’m with clients beyond
salad, nothing oily, heavy, or stinky -- and I’m drinking a club
soda. I haven’t had a drop of alcohol in nearly ten years, and I
consider being sober a matter of professionalism as well as just a
plain matter of staying healthy and sane.

Speaking of bad memories.

But then again, I don’t ACT completely
sober. A little giddy giggly behavior goes a long way.

But only a little.

Unlike the Russian bitch, my smile is
warm and genuine, and my panties are already wet. I lick my full
lips as I look over at her.

The security guards are sitting a
couple tables away. Two of them. I’ve been with enough rich guys
that I’ve gotten pretty good at spotting security. It’s not their
fitness or their size, it’s their eyes, which are checking out the
room – and checking out everybody, not just the women.

His wife is wearing a short
silver dress and my eyes are again drawn to her high firm tits
cleft deeply in the décolletage
of it. They’re real, or they’re as expensive and
high-quality as everything else she wears.

The billionaire notices where I’m
looking and he loosens his tie a bit.

 


Vladimir

Tonight, I’m going to kill a Russian
billionaire.

Fucking Russians.

My countrymen.

Although it’s been a while since I
lived there.

I think I’ve killed more of them than
any other.

But if you must kill people for money,
let it be Russian billionaires.

They are more insect than human, in my
experience. They live to feed on the world, and that’s about it.
Businesses, products, resources, women, men. Everything is there
only for them to use.

Oh sure, they might sponsor a charity
project or two to make sure they’ve got some support in their home
town, maybe. Or to make sure there are good roads and sanitation
and schools in the cities where their mistresses, baby mommas, and
relatives live.

Otherwise, their vacuous lust for
consumption is matched only by vampire bats and lamprey
eels.

This guy is a particularly vile
specimen, having made his fortune in buying up privatized state
industries cheaply in Russia’s bad old days, with money he made
from various illegal acts which included sex trafficking of
Russia’s most abundant natural resource, hot and slender young
women.

When the government finally started to
turn on him, he fled the country, buying residence in America and
investing in various vapid attention-seeking pastimes like sports
teams as well as investment houses that figured out ways to steal
money that were only legal because they were so complicated nobody
had figured out how to make them illegal yet.

I’m going to enjoy killing
him.

He’s been on TV a lot recently,
talking about the corruption in the Russian government. Maybe that
had something to do with the contract on him, I don’t
know.

Of course, he has security out his
ass, but that probably makes him overconfident. He likes to fuck
girls in his limo, while driving around the city, and that’s a big
vulnerability. If he was doing it in a well-guarded house or
apartment, or even a hotel, I wouldn’t be able to get
him.

But the limo, while armored, has
several advantages for me which are disadvantages for his
security.

Obviously, he doesn’t want his
security in the back of the limo with him watching him fuck. He’s
not THAT kind of a kink.

So there are two guys in the front
seat, one driving. Both highly-trained armed security, and the limo
is bulletproof and rigged up with the usual alarms and
such.

There’s a rotating team of four of
them, and I’ve been watching them for a week or so.

 


Chastity

Of course, I’m a great
conversationalist.

I have to be.

But that’s not hard, with most
guys.

Smiling and nodding appreciatively is
about all that’s required. And telling them how big their cocks
are, of course.

Tonight, the conversation, as often
with Russians, revolves around expensive shit they’ve bought
recently. It’s not a subject of world-shattering interest to me,
but I like clothes and shoes and handbags as much as the next girl
and I make it my professional business to keep up with the latest
information about it. Her high-heeled pumps cost more than our
waiter makes in a month, probably.

Underneath the table, the former Miss
Russia is rubbing her feet against my bare legs.

And fuck is it turning me
on!

I mean, rubbing legs under the table,
that’s so high school, right?

Maybe that’s why I’m enjoying
it.

She’s kicked off her expensive
top-dollar spike-heeled pumps and is running her delicate little
well-manicured toes, clad in expensive silk stockings, up and down
my bare calf.

After she finishes her second bottle
of champagne, she asks me if I’m worth what they’re paying
me.

“Your husband buys only the finest
things, so why should I be any different?” I say, batting my eyes
at her.

She smiles at me for the first
time.

Her little foot is rubbing between my
knees now; I slide my dress up a bit, and spread my legs, and she
slides her warm silky foot down my thigh until it’s pressing
against my moist, black lace panties.

The billionaire is too much of a …
well, too much of a billionaire to bend down under the table and
look, although I’m sure he can tell by looking down at his wife’s
legs what she’s doing.

“And do you like that, Chastity?” he
asks.

I blink my eyes and lick my lips,
letting a look of barely-contained lust be my answer. I squeeze my
thighs together around her foot as she gently pulsates it against
the lace covered mound between my legs.

He smiles with his even white teeth.
Unlike his wife’s tits, I’m sure they’re not real, but I’m sure
they’re top quality and very expensive.

Like everything else he
owns.

 


 


Vladimir

It doesn’t take much effort to poison
two of his security guys.

I put a toxin on the door handle of
the tail car, while it was parked in the parking area nearby. That
was easy enough. Getting close to the limousine was harder, but I
managed to do it during the dinner hour rush.

Nothing deadly; just a
botulism-derived toxin embedded in an emulsifying agent, DMSO, to
spread it into their bloodstream from contact. They’ll all be
coming down with symptoms similar to food poisoning in a couple of
hours. Fever, diarrhea, that kind of thing.

The limo is parked in front of the
hotel while the billionaire has dinner. Two are inside with him –
probably just beginning to feel feverish and nauseous -- and two
are waiting in the limo.

I’m in a simple disguise – a curly wig
and glasses. I’ve grown a short beard for the occasion. I have a
drink alone in the bar near the restaurant, pretending like I’m
doing important stuff with my tablet computer, but I’m using it to
occasionally access the live video feed to the camera I’ve
installed outside near the limo.

It’s not even the stupid wig and
glasses that make me blend in. I’m very good at disappearing. At
6’0 and 180 pounds I’m just average-sized enough to not stand out,
and I disdain the pumped-up chemically-enhanced muscles so many men
strive for these days. My strength is what it needs to be, built of
thousands of reps of sit-ups, pull-ups, and push-ups, but I’m not
swollen like a circus attraction.

Also, I’m good at appearing clumsy,
uncoordinated, and ultimately forgettable. Perhaps because that’s
what I was as a child. Who’d have thought it would come in
handy?

I see the billionaire and his trophy
wife, and then her. The escort, blonde hair spilling down her bare
shoulders.

That’s all I dare to let myself see of
her.

I make a point of not giving them more
than a cursory glance, because his two guys in the restaurant will
be looking to make sure nobody is checking out the boss. Or his
women.

But the escort, I have other reasons
for not wanting to look at.

I push that distraction from my mind
and concentrate on work, and try not to think of her bare
shoulders.

Finally, one of the security guys gets
out of the limo to use the toilet – which he is surely going to do
in the bathroom of the lobby of the hotel. I’ve seen him do it a
couple of times before, and I gave both of them a slightly
less-concentrated dose of the same toxin I used on the others. I
knew one of them would have to go eventually.

I go into the toilet first. This
toilet is usually empty, as it accommodates only one at a time –
this is a classy place, after all, and there’s another larger one
in the bar and restaurant area. It’s perfect for my purposes; first
you walk into a large room with a sink, and then there’s another
door to the toilet.

I go into the toilet, past the second
door, and wait.

When the security guy comes in, he has
the usual reaction anybody has when they walk in on an occupied
toilet: He looks away and tries to close the door.

And that kills him.

I hit him in the throat with the edge
of my hand before he can close the door and pull him by his collar
into the toilet stall, closing the door behind him. He gurgles and
chokes, but doesn’t make much noise.

I lock my forearm around his neck and
lock my hand in the crook of my elbow, cutting off his oxygen as
well as the blood flow to his brain, and he begins to lose
consciousness within a few seconds.

I hold him for the full four minutes
until he’s dead.

I always feel a little twinge about
killing security guys, but they knew the risks when they took the
job.

And no telling what this guy had done
for his boss.

Or his bitch wife.

I let the body settle onto the very
clean marble floor of the toilet, and put on his uniform. It’s just
a black jacket over a white shirt; but he does have a fucking
chauffer cap.

How stupid.

The guy was a bit taller than me, but
we’re about the same shoulder width. It’ll work just
fine.

Have to ditch my beard quickly,
though, and a few passes with a battery-powered electric razor from
my computer bag does that easily enough.

I leave him there, and go out, locking
the door with a copy of a key which I’d stolen from the maintenance
department a few days previously.

Just to complicate the matter a bit, I
take a tube of super glue from my pocket and inject some into the
lock.

No cameras on the entrance to the
bathroom; this is a classy joint, like I said.

I go back to the limo, get inside it,
and as the driver turns to me I shoot him twice in the head with my
silenced 9mm handgun.

Now silencers, or suppressors as they
are more accurately called, are not as quiet as they look in
movies. They’d don’t make that little pneumatic PHUT PHUT
noise.

It sounds more like a hand
clapping.

And then the sound of a bullet
cracking through skull, that’s pretty loud, too.

Inside the confines of the limo
driver’s cockpit, it’s loud enough that I’m glad I’m wearing
earplugs, but I know nobody will hear it through the armor of the
car, or see it through the tinted windows.

The body slumps against the far
window, blood trickling from the holes in the side of his head, and
his feet kick a bit, and then he’s still.

I take out the earplugs. I have a bit
of tinnitus, a ringing in my right ear, from being in too many
gunfights. Though I admit that there are far worse injuries that
can result from gunfights.

And I’ve had those, also.

 


Chastity

I’m riding her foot, squeezing my legs
together around it, and she pushes it against my
wetness.

I look around the restaurant
nervously, and the billionaire laughs a bit. “Do you want her to
stop, Chastity?”

I shake my head and bite my
lip.

The beauty queen is looking me right
in the eye, smiling, as she rubs my pussy with her foot, and her
fingertips are tracing over the slopes of her breasts, revealed in
the low-cut silver dress.

She dips one finger inside the
neckline of her dress, inside her bra, and licks her
lips.

“Shall we get the check?” asks the
billionaire.

Oooh, this is going to be a good
night.

 


Vladimir

When the two other security guards
bring the billionaire out and deposit him, his trophy wife, and his
slut for the evening in the back of the limo, they check in by
radio but don’t bother to open the door and say hello. I gave the
right radio call signal in my perfect Russian. Why should they even
look in the tinted windows?

I’d monitored their radio
communications for the week I’d watched them, so I knew exactly
what to say and when. I hear the door in the back close and I pull
the car out into traffic and drive into the streets of the
city.

 


Chastity

It’s a bit different than you’d
imagine, being a highly-paid escort.

I mean, I am with men more nights than
not. And they are often kind and affectionate and treat me
well.

But still, I remain a thing they pay
for.

Do they think of me much differently
than their expensive cars?

We both give them pleasure,
but…

When I’m alone, however, I’m really
alone.

I mean I have a few acquaintances.
Girls at the gym and the salon.

But I don’t really hang around with
other escorts, really. I know a few, of course. We work together
occasionally. We tend not to hang out together when we’re not
working because we’re all, at the end of the day, competition for
each other.

And we want to get away from work in
our free time, I suppose.

So I don’t have anybody in my life at
the moment who I can discuss my job with, so I can’t really be
honest with anybody.

That’s a very special kind of
loneliness, having a big secret like that.

But I’m philosophical about
it.

I’m certainly not the only one with
secrets.

 


Vladimir

It’s a bit different being a
highly-paid assassin than you’d think.

I watch movies and it’s always the
lone assassin cleaning guns in his room or playing the cello alone
on the dock of his lake house or something like that.

I do my jobs alone, apart from some
intelligence support from my contract arranger, and that’s one
reason why I’m so in demand. It would be a lot easier to work with
a team, but with me, you get no witnesses, and no
accomplices.

But when I’m not working?

I socialize like any 28-year-old guy,
I guess.

I have a few buddies from the gym,
guys who also work in security and military contracting who also
can’t talk about their jobs much.

Girls?

Well. That just wouldn’t work, for
reasons which will be clear soon enough. Fortunately, my work gives
me certain opportunities to fulfill my needs, and that’s enough.
That’s the world I live in.

But I can’t have too many close
relationships in this job, for obvious reasons.

I mean, I told you already about the
job where I had to strangle my acquaintance. I wouldn’t say I
really liked that guy, but he was okay.

I had friends when I was in
the Spetznatz, the
Russian special forces, and when I worked for a private military
contracting company later. They were better friends because there
weren’t so many secrets. Or at least, we shared secrets. It’s funny
how talking about work is such a big part of friendships and
relationships.

You’d think it would be easier to
separate work and life, but it isn’t. For anybody.

Least of all for those of us with
illegal jobs.

Maybe that’s why crime syndicates are
often family based.

But friendship is over-rated in my
opinion, anyway.

Family too.

 


Chastity

I’m sitting across from them in the
back of the limo, the leather seats so buttery soft they feel like
you could sink into them. The seats run along three sides, and
there’s a bar and music center along the right side next to the
door.

The billionaire pours himself a
scotch.

The billionaire’s wife strips down to
her expensive underwear. It’s a silvery-grey lace, matching the
dress which now lies on the seat next to her, and her white
stockings stop at mid-thigh.

She’s kept on the high
heels.

She’s watching me with those cold blue
eyes as she has yet another glass of champagne.

The billionaire has taken off his tie
and jacket and begun unbuttoning his white shirt. His wife and he
kiss for a bit, surprising me with their tenderness, and then he
instructs me to take off my dress.

I do so, as gracefully as I can in the
confines of the backseat, and without removing my own high heels,
which are expensive if perhaps not so expensive as hers.

My underwear is black, and expensive,
if perhaps not so expensive as hers.

And my tits are perhaps not as big as
hers, also.

But mine are definitely
real.

She is fucking gorgeous, there’s no
doubt about that, but I look down at my own flat smooth stomach and
full breasts, and can’t resist the urge to take my breasts in my
hands and squeeze them, and squeezing my legs together, feeling a
warm glow in my pussy, still aroused from her rubbing her foot
against it.

The expensive leather feels good on my
ass.

God, I love fucking in
limos.

“Do you want to kiss my wife’s pussy,
Chastity?” asks the billionaire.

I smile. “I do. And do you want to
watch me eat your wife’s pussy, Ivan?”

“I do,” he says, taking off his shirt
and revealing a muscular shaved chest and some old school Russian
prison tattoos, stars and crosses and spider webs. Only a
few.

That brings back a short bad memory,
but I’m good at putting those in the boxes they belong
in.

I look at the ripe mound of his wife’s
crotch beneath those expensive panties and I lick my
lips.

 


Vladimir

Security inside the actual limo is a
bit of a joke.

There’s an intercom, of course, but no
open connection. He doesn’t want to be disturbed by his security, I
guess. He could be dead already back there, for all I
know.

The partition is up and there’s a
camera for rear view behind the limo but nothing to show what’s
actually going on in the back.

The limo is armored, I’d know that
even if I couldn’t feel its ponderous added weight as I drive it,
and the back door locks automatically, but there are ways around
that, as with anything.

Soundproofed, too. I can only hear a
bit of faint music and the occasional giggle from the back as I
drive in the usual random pattern through the streets. There’s a
speaker through which I can hear the traffic around me, but almost
nothing in the back.

I look at the camera and I can see the
tail car behind me, their solemn faces behind the wheel beginning
to twist in discomfort.

Finally, I get a radio call from the
tail car, saying that they’re both feeling sick and they’re afraid
they may have been poisoned.

 


Chastity

The billionaire’s wife has spread her
legs and pulled her panties to the side, revealing her
billion-dollar pussy.

And a nice little pussy it
is!

Trim and tight and pink, and of course
waxed smooth.

She runs her finger over the moist
slit, and her labia open a bit, like a flower.

I smile at her, my big open smile that
can make even the hardest heart melt a little – one of the things
that surely makes me, if not the best escort in the world, then
certainly one of the best.

I get on my hands and knees on the
limo floor in front of her. The thick carpeting is nice and comfy
and soft on my knees.

Her pink tongue protrudes between her
full lips for a moment and her eyes are dancing.

“Are you ready?” she asks. She pulls
the straps of her bra down off her shoulders, and her hard pink
nipples appear above the edge of the cups. She teases the stiff
buds with her bright, perfectly manicured fingernails, and then
puts one finger in her mouth, then uses the wet finger to stoke
each nipple in turn.

I smile at her. “Are you ready?” I
ask.

“Yesssss,” she says, drawing out the
sound as her husband the billionaire reaches over and cups one of
her full breasts in his big hand and pulls her close and kisses
her.

I butterfly kiss my way up her inner
thigh, in the white creamy flesh above the top of her thigh-high
stockings.

“Are you sure?” I ask.

She reaches down and strokes her
finger up and down her pussy lips. They’re now glistening – her
pussy lips and her fingers -- even in the low light inside the
limo.

“I’m sure,” she says.

“Ask her nicely, Nadia,” says Ivan.
“She’s our guest for the evening.”

“Kiss it,” she says softly, putting
her hand on the side of my face and stroking my cheek. “Kiss it
now.”

I slide my tongue slowly up the length
of her slit, and she moans loudly.

 


Vladimir

The tail car warns me that they’re
going to pull off, and that I should take the principal to the safe
location and call for backup security.

I answer, in my flawless Russian, in
the affirmative, with the proper call signals, imitating the
clipped cadence of the guy who had been driving. All security guys
kind of talk the same anyway. I’d been listening to their radio
communications all week and could passably imitate all of them, if
I needed to.

Another of my talents.

But they were professional, and
Russian, so they didn’t talk much anyway.

In the rear-view mirror, the tail car
pulls off.

I exit from the crowded city streets
and head toward the industrial area.

 


Chastity

I am sucking on the billionaire’s
wife’s clit, and she has her husband’s billion-dollar dick out,
jacking him off as he watches me tongue-fuck his wife’s hot tight
pussy.

She’s beginning to spasm and jerk as
my tongue finds all the right places.

At one point, she stabs me
in the thigh with one of her spike heels but I let the pain
galvanize me and dig my tongue in further, swirling it around her
clit, and then slide two fingers into her, and she cries out in
Russian. “Bozhemoi!”

That means “Oh my god!” in
Russian.

I’ve learned how to say that in
various languages, if nothing else.

She grabs my hair and pulls my head up
out of her crotch, and kisses me hard. Soon our mouths, our faces,
are both covered with her pussy juice and smeared
lipstick.

She kisses my neck, making me moan,
and hugs against me, the lace of our bras whispering together. She
has he legs wrapped around my waist as we make out some more, and
she unhooks my bra and eases it off me.

We rub our tits together, back and
forth and up and down, and she pulls my hair and kisses me between
the breasts, then kisses and sucks my hard nipples, flicking them
with her tongue.

I’m enjoying it, moaning and writhing,
rubbing my fingers through the silky curls of her hair, until she
bites my left nipple, hard. I cry out.

I can’t say I don’t enjoy that a bit,
also.

“Now suck my husband’s cock,” says
Nadia the trophy wife.

The billionaire’s rich dick is hanging
from the fly of his suit trousers, hard and heavy and throbbing in
his lap, and I look at it and take it in one small hand, and begin
licking the head gently, tentatively, savoring it, like a girl with
a popsicle.

Then I take it all the way into my
mouth, into my throat.

His crotch is shaved, also; there is a
bit of stubble, as silver as the hair on his head, but I like the
rough feel of that against my cheeks quite a bit.

“Suck his balls,” she says. “Jack him
off while you suck his balls,” she says. Her accent is a bit heavy
but her English is really very good.

But I suppose this is a vocabulary set
she’s practiced plenty of times.

I gently take each of his nuts, in
turn, into my mouth; they’re the size of plums. I massage them with
my tongue.

“Now suck it again,” she says. She has
her head on her husband’s shoulder, stroking his nipples with her
long fingernails while she watches me suck him.

I take his cock all the way into my
mouth again, letting it fill my throat, until I gag, and then I
wrap my lips tight around it and slide it slowly in and out of my
mouth, worshipping it.

He is moaning, also watching me as my
head bobs up and down in his lap.

“Touch yourself, whore. I want to
watch you touch yourself while you suck my husband’s cock,” she
says.

My hand slides into the waistband of
my panties and eagerly encounters my hot hard little clit, stroking
it in tandem with the rhythm of my cocksucking.

I reach over and put my hand on his
wife’s thigh, and she bends down to speak in my ear.

“You want to fuck my husband, whore?”
says Nadia.

“Yes,” I say, between mouthfuls of
cock.

“Did I say you could take his cock out
of your mouth? Keep his cock in your mouth and tell me again, do
you want to fuck him?”

“Mmmm-hmmmm,” I moan around a mouthful
of throbbing Russian cock. I’m sliding it in and out slowly,
moaning around it.

“Then fuck him now, whore. Let me
watch you fuck him.” She leans back in the seat, one hand squeezing
one of her breasts and the other sliding into her own
panties.

His big cock leaves my mouth with an
audible pop of suction, and I climb into his lap, although that’s a
little awkward and I’m careful that I don’t poke holes in anything
or anyone with my heels, and I’m very wet but I still gasp as he
enters me, stretching my wet eager pussy.

 


Vladimir

The soundproofing is good, but I can
hear somebody having an orgasm in the back seat.

I feel my lips press together tightly,
and don’t let myself think about that.

Not yet.

There are assassins who won’t kill
women or children.

Me?

I won’t kill children.

Women?

No problem.

Women are just as evil as
men.

No doubt about that.

My first was a Georgian woman. That
would be Georgia, the former Soviet territory, not Georgia the
American state.

She was a terrorist of the type known
as a “black widow.” To avenge the death of her husband in a Russian
military campaign there, she recruited other young widows to work
as suicide bombers.

One took down a whole
plane.

I abducted her and spent a weekend
with her before she died.

I’m not proud of it, but it is what it
is.

It became my specialty.

The warehouse that I chose is not far
from the highway, of course. I pull into the completely dark back
alley that leads to one of the back entrances, which I’ve rigged up
with an automatic opener so I can drive right in.

I drive across the empty warehouse
floor towards the three boxes.

 


Chastity

I am fucking the
billionaire.

He’s thrusting hard into me and I’m
bouncing up and down eagerly in his lap, facing him, straddling
him.

His wife is playing with her pussy as
she watches me, her bright fingernails dancing, glittering as she
toys with her clit.

She reaches over with one hand to
squeeze my tits, and I bring my hands up and squeeze her hand to my
full, firm breasts, kneading myself, maximizing my own
pleasure.

I’m very close.

“Are you going to cum, little whore?”
she asks sweetly.

“Oh, god, yes,” I moan and I throw my
head back and cry out.

But I don’t cum.

I never do.

I’m close, of course. I’m very close.
The pleasure is intense, my whole body is filled with heat, and I’m
literally surfing on the edge of one, every muscle right on the
verge.

But I don’t cum.

It doesn’t take much art to fake an
orgasm, especially when you’re really close. It’s just like… you
stop moaning and relax, and people think you’re done.

That’s about all it takes.

I don’t know why it’s always like
that.

I enjoy the fucking of
course.

But it’s like that last little piece
of myself I can’t quite give away, maybe.

I don’t know whether I should be
ashamed of that or proud of it.

I collapse off the rich guy’s cock,
panting, onto the side seat of the limo, and Nadia climbs onto his
still throbbing cock.

And then the side door of the limo
begins to slide open.

 


Vladimir

I open the door and when the
billionaire turns towards me his face is already contorting with
anger at my interruption.

The handheld Taser weapon that I’m
using fires two small darts attached to wires that deliver a shock
of 50,000 volts. This is enough to scramble somebody’s brain for a
few minutes, and is painful, but doesn’t cause any permanent
damage.

One of the darts hits him in the side
of the face, and the other hits him in his bare
shoulder.

The electricity flows through him …
and into his wife, who is bouncing up and down on his
dick.

Both of them jolt and shudder, as the
electricity crackles and hums through them, and their eyes roll
into their heads, and they collapse onto the seat.

And she looks at me.

Her.

 


Chastity

Him.

His face is chiseled now, and his hair
is close cropped. He’s wearing a white shirt and he has a gun
tucked into his belt.

His eyes are gleaming in his head like
emeralds.

He looks so fucking
gorgeous.

I have a moment to think that, before
I realize I’m about to piss myself with terror.

He’s the spitting image of what his
brother used to look like.

And he’s pointing the gun at me now
…

 


Vladimir.

Her.

Her hair is blonde now. Her face is
covered with smeared makeup but is rosy, flushed with
sex.

Her beautiful big tits are bouncing as
she struggles to stand up, to get out of the way, to cover herself,
to take aboard all this new information, this sudden change in the
evening.

She looks so fucking
gorgeous.

I feel my dick starting to
harden.

“Stop,” I say, in a low graveyard
voice.

Her face cracks apart as she looks at
me; her lips tremble. “You,” she whispers. “Vlad. What … how
…”

“Shut up,” I say, and wave the gun at
her, my silenced 9mm Glock, waving her to step out of the
car.

She fumbles with her dress and I say,
“Forget it. Leave it. Out. Now.”

She looks at me and tears are spilling
from her eyes now, making more streaks in her streaked
makeup.

She looks so hot.

I want to take her in my arms. I want
to hold her and tell her not to be afraid.

But telling her that would be a
lie.

She awkwardly crawls over the
unconscious billionaire and his trophy wife, one of her high heels
on, one having fallen off, still wearing nothing but black
panties.

“Okay,” I say, waving the gun at her
again. “Stand right there. By that post. And don’t
move.”

I should box her up, so I don’t have
to look at her, but I have to admit it gives me a tremendous rush,
seeing her again after all these years.

And I find I want her to see what I am
now.

Ten years, and countless bodies behind
me, yet still she makes me feel like a helpless
adolescent.

 


Chastity

The warehouse is cold, and I feel like
I’m going to piss, vomit, or maybe just plain faint.

I stand shivering, my arms wrapped
over my breasts, sore from all the attention they got but nipples
still puckered from the cold.

I go ahead and kick off the other high
heel.

My heart is hammering in my
chest.

Being taken out of a car by a man with
a gun would be terrifying enough under any circumstances, but
Vlad?

Where the fuck had he been for the
last ten years?

And what the fuck is he doing here?
With a gun?

All the years I’d imagined running
into him somewhere. Every hotel, every restaurant I’d gone into all
around the world, some part of me had been looking for
him.

And now here he is … with a
gun.

He tucks the gun back in his belt,
eying me coldly, and reaches into the car and pulls out the former
Miss Russia, unconscious, holding her like Frankenstein or the
Mummy carry the girl away in old movies. Her thigh-high stocking
has rolled down one leg, and her head and curly hair dangle limply,
although she moans and tries to raise one arm.

Vladimir puts her in a box
nearby.

It’s not exactly coffin size, a little
bit wider and a little bit shorter. Maybe some kind of packing
crate?

He closes the lid and latches it and
shoots the bolt.

When my eyes fall on the other two
open boxes nearby, I start to scream.

 


Vladimir

Her scream simultaneously thrills me
and breaks my heart.

Already she’s making me stupid.
Again.

The billionaire surprises
me.

He’s regained consciousness and he
leaps into the open door of the limo as I turn to look at
her.

He punches me in the face, and grabs
for my gun.

Amazing that he doesn’t have a gun
himself, but his hands are empty.

I roll with the punch and hit him in
the solar plexus as he climbs out of the car.

He falls backward with a silent
exhalation of air, his blue eyes wide.

He’s still shirtless, and he’s
well-built and he appears to be in good shape.

For a fifty-year-old
billionaire.

But compared to me, he’s a couch
potato.

He reaches out again, trying to grab
my gun; I grab his arm and keep him from falling, locking his arm
under mine and hyper-extending his elbow.

He cries out in pain, having finally
caught his breath, and I use my other elbow to slam him in the
face.

His head cracks against the side of
the limo, and I release him, and he goes to his knees on the
concrete.

Her shrill scream is echoing through
the warehouse, and I realize I’m showing off for her a bit, as I do
a side kick into the billionaire’s face, and he slams flat onto his
back, his face now covered with blood from his smashed
nose.

The thump of his body on the ground is
loud enough to shut her up.

She stands there, trembling, hand
clutched over her mouth, her big blue-green eyes wide with terror.
Her tits are shaking as she stands there in her panties.

My cock is fully hard now.

Already she’s made me stupid
again.

Showing off … like a high-schooler
again.

Be a
professional, I reminded myself.

He’s groaning but stunned as I lift
him – easily enough, though I’m sure he weighs 200 pounds – by the
belt and carry him the short trip to the largest box. I toss him
in, close the lid and lock it.

Almost done.

I turn to her and she says, “Vlad … I
… are you … if this is about the … Ivan … the billionaire … I can
just leave, you know I won’t tell anybody. I don’t know what you’re
involved in, but I’ll just go. I just need my clothes, that’s all,
I’ll just take my clothes and leave …”

“No,” I say. “Get in the
box.”

I point the gun at her.

“Don’t hurt me,” she says,
softly.

The voice and words of somebody who
already knows that saying that very rarely helps.

“I’m not going to tell you again,” I
say.

“Please Vlad,” she says, face
streaming with tears. “Please, don’t make me get in that box. I’ll
go with you, I’ll do anything you want, but please just don’t put
me in that box. I’ll do whatever you say, but …”

I tuck my gun in my belt and close the
space between us and grab her by the hair; her shriek is cut off by
my hand on her throat, causing her to gag.

She tries to pull my hand away, but
the pain is intense and her wide blue eyes are dilated with
terror.

She can’t speak, she can’t
breathe.

Fuck she’s beautiful.

I want to kiss her plump lips, bite
them.

But I push those images away and say,
“Do exactly what I tell you. Do you understand? Nod your head if
you understand.”

She nods, and I release the pressure
on her throat.

“I’m a professional killer,” I say. “I
was paid to kill the billionaire and his wife, and make them suffer
as much as possible.”

She just stares at me.

I’m holding her close now; her big
tits are just barely brushing against my chest and her hair wrapped
around my fist feels like silk. My cock is throbbing, bulging in my
pants, and I press it against her stomach so she can feel
it.

She whimpers.

“But you’re not just a witness or an
innocent bystander,” I say in her ear, close enough to her to smell
her, the same maddening clean smell that has haunted my dreams for
all these years. “I was hired to kill you, too.”

And I lift her, around the waist and
knees, and she doesn’t say a word, squeezes her eyes tightly shut,
as I gently deposit her in the box.

And I close the lid on her beautiful
face, her trembling perfect near-naked body, and begin loading the
boxes into the van.


PART TWO
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Vladimir

I keep thinking about the expression,
“The one that got away.”

It makes me laugh, to think of
it.

She sure didn’t get
away this time.

 


Chastity

Being locked in a lightless box gives
you a lot of time to think about all the mistakes you’ve made in
your life.

At first, I tried to think happy
thoughts, to stay positive.

I was thankful that I could breathe,
for example.

My hands crept around the padded
interior of the coffin-sized box, and I could feel a series of
small holes on the right side, through which a slight breeze seemed
to be coming in.

Some kind of oxygen supply, or
ventilation, at least.

So I lay in the pitch blackness, naked
except for my panties, and tried to at least be glad that I wasn’t
going to suffocate.

Not yet, anyway.

 


Vladimir

I kept the speedometer of the van at
exactly the speed limit on the four-hour drive to the
cabin.

I never speed. I guess I would if I
was being chased, but nobody ever chases me.

Not yet, anyway.

When you break as many big laws as I
do – namely, murder – you need to obey the small laws.

My fake ID said I was a straight
citizen with no record, and if a police man stopped me, I was
moving some things out to a country house for a friend.

I had the dumb curly wig on
again.

My three guests for the evening were
sealed in boxes in the back, mixed in with a variety of furniture
and carpets and assorted other junk.

The Russian billionaire, his trophy
wife, and Chastity, the world-class professional escort.

It made me smile to think about that,
too.

They were used to Bentleys and private
jets.

Now they get custom-made
coffins.

I call them coffins, but they’re
disguised to look like regular packing crates. They have false tops
that open and make them appear to be full of books. The
compartments underneath are padded and have an air supply that
lasts for six hours.

I’ve hidden all kind of stuff in them
over the years, not just people. Weapons, of course. Even myself, a
few times.

I hardly need to say that it’s not a
very pleasant experience being locked in one.

 


Chastity

At first, I was senseless with terror
in the dark box. I screamed and beat on the lid.

This didn’t accomplish much other than
to bruise my hands.

I tried to relax and take some deep
breaths. He hadn’t killed me immediately – maybe that meant he
didn’t intend to kill me.

The bottom of the box felt like some
kind of rubber mat. It wasn’t comfortable, though I guess it could
have been worse.

But maybe it meant that he intended to
do worse than kill me.

I started screaming and banging again
as I thought about that.

A few broken fingernails later, I
stopped. I wasn’t going anywhere, that was clear.

So I just lay in the dark,
waiting.

And waiting.

And finally, the pressure in my
bladder got to be too much and I peed.

I was wearing only string panties, so
not too much got on me. It increased the general temperature in the
box a little, which was almost comforting, but the smell made my
eyes water in the close space.

It seemed to drain quickly out the
bottom of the box, however, and I felt some more small holes with
my fingers.

This detail particularly chilled
me.

How many people had been held in this
box so long that they had had to pee?

His face was etched in my mind as if
by laser.

His emerald eyes. I remember those
eyes from when we were children.

So sad, so kind they were
then.

But now?

Now they were as bright and
calculating and merciless as a tiger.

And yet, the way he looked at me… had
been familiar, for a moment. I recognized him
immediately.

His eyes, I mean.

Otherwise, now, he looked very much
like his brother.

His brother, the Russian
gangster.

Who, ten years previously, I’d
fucked.

 


Vladimir

She didn’t look very
different.

Even with the dyed hair, the changed
name, the expensive clothes and jewelry, she was still the girl I’d
loved practically from the first time I’d seen her.

When they sent me the contract on her
life, I had stared at the picture for nearly an hour.

She’d had some plastic surgery; she’d
had her nose fixed. It used to have a bump, an irregularity, from
the time it had been broken.

By her father, of course.

She also had a scar on her chin, a
small one, from the corner of her mouth, back when I knew
her.

She’d gotten that taken care of also.
I saw no trace of it in pictures.

And her eyes -- she was obviously
wearing contacts, because in reality, one of her eyes was blue and
the other more greenish-blue, but now they both seemed to be the
same shade of deep blue-green.

I’d loved both those things about her.
Every irregularity made her beautiful face more real and human,
more unique and dear.

But a few minor changes aside, she
still had a real face, a real figure.

She looked like a living breathing
beautiful young woman, not a plastic Barbie doll or a thing that
only came to life with makeup and hair extensions and pushup
bras.

And her smile.

Radiant. The beautiful smile of a
child.

Full of delight.

I had tried not to think about her for
so many years.

I literally used to punch
myself, when I first joined the Spetznatz, the Russian special
forces.

When I would think of her, while
waiting in dirty trenches or on long stakeouts tracking terrorists,
while sleeping in freezing mountain camps in Chechnya, Georgia, and
South Ossetia, I would hit myself. I would ball my fist up and slam
it into the side of my head.

Or occasionally into my
groin.

And force myself to think about
something else.

Of course, soon there was so much
death and bloodshed and suffering around me, there wasn’t much room
to think of her.

 


Chastity

I remember the first time I saw
him.

He moved next door to us when I was
13.

He was 15. He had come from Russia
after his parents died, to live with his brother, who was 20 and
lived with an Estonian “dancer” who was of course a stripper,
although I didn’t know that so much at the time.

I knew his brother worked at some
nightclub, but I also knew he was a tough and scary-looking guy,
with his shaved head and his ropy muscles. Handsome though, with
cheekbones that looked carved out of rock.

You may have guessed we didn’t live in
a particularly nice neighborhood.

He looked so sad, Vladimir, a skinny
kid with dark hair hanging in his face.

He was reading a book, and I think
that might have been the first time I saw somebody do that outside
of school.

I thought it was really exotic. Nobody
read books in my house. Magazines, the newspaper, occasionally.
Books?

Those were for rich people.

 


Vladimir

My parents were both dead by the time
I was 13.

A drunk driving accident. They’d gone
to meet some friends and come home drunk on vodka.

But they’d never made it.

I lived with a grandparent for a
couple years while my brother arranged for me to come to
America.

My brother Igor had gone to America to
study at a university on a hockey scholarship, but he’d dropped out
fairly quickly after he found he could make a lot more money
breaking heads for the local Russian mobsters.

And skull-breakers got more pussy than
hockey players, too. And no boring classes to sit
through.

I didn’t know much about that at the
time, though. He just said he worked security at a couple of
nightclubs.

Which was true enough -- when he
wasn’t cracking skulls, dealing drugs at the nightclubs, and
extorting money from shopkeepers in the neighborhood.

I remember I was impressed by the
airport when I got to America, but that was pretty much the end of
my good impressions. Igor, my athletic and boisterous brother, was
now quiet and flat-eyed. He was dressed in an expensive tracksuit
and a thick gold chain.

The streets were full of the
worst-looking people I’d ever seen; the people in Russia, poor as
they were, at least cared about their clothes, their weight, their
posture. People in America – even the immigrants, especially the
immigrants -- wore sloppy, ugly clothes, were grossly obese, were
loud and angry, stooped shouldered

I remember thinking that a lot of
people in America had clearly just about given up on being
human.

Igor had given up on being human,
also, but it took me longer to find that out.

 


Chastity

I know, I know, it’s such a sex worker
cliché: my Daddy was an asshole and he abused me.

He was a Ukrainian immigrant, and my
mother was apparently from Poland, though I was born in America and
mom left Dad before I was two. I barely remember her.

Can’t say I blame her, but I wish
she’d have taken me with her.

So I was raised by my father with help
from a couple of his sisters and a variety of
girlfriends.

I can’t help but think Dad would be
proud of me though, being one of the top call girls in the
world.

My clients have included billionaires,
superstar athletes, ultra-famous actors and rock stars. Royalty,
even.

I can imagine him kind of thinking
that was impressive.

But then I can also imagine him
saying:

And look what it got you
in the end. Locked in a fucking box.

By the next-door neighbor!

That, he might not have been surprised
by.

 


Vladimir

I remember the first time I saw
her.

Sitting on the front steps of the
little row house next to ours.

Crying.

I heard the yelling and the shouting a
lot from that house.

There was yelling and shouting from
our house on occasion, too, of course. My brother and that Estonian
bitch he lived with the first couple of years.

And of course, him yelling at
me.

The cops never came though. It was
that kind of neighborhood.

I watched her for a while and then
finally I went out and said hello to her, in my English which was
still far from perfect.

She stopped crying, interested to hear
I was from Russia, and we went for a walk down to the corner shop
and got two sodas.

Her questions made me
smile.

Did I miss the snow?

Not much.

Were the Russian cats any different
from America cats that I’d seen?

I said that I thought Russian cats
were fatter, but I couldn’t imagine why that was true, because they
didn’t have nearly as many kinds of cat food over there.

She considered that, and asked, do
they have rainbows in Russia?

I thought about that, and said, yes,
sure. Lots.

I bet you’ve never seen a bear, she
said.

Sure I have, I said. In the
zoo.

She insisted on paying me back for the
7-up I bought her, and she did, with change. Pennies and nickels
and quarters.

I heard her father yelling at her when
she came back inside.

 


Chastity

I helped him with English, and he
helped me with math.

Believe it or not, I wanted to be a
good student.

While the kids around us were fucking
in vacant lots and abandoned buildings, smoking pot and taking
Molly and acid and dancing all night at warehouse parties and
underground clubs – clubs operated by his brother’s bosses, the
Russian mobsters, incidentally – we studied together.

The other kids called us
dorks.

We didn’t care.

And we did other stuff.

We went on trips to the beach and
through the park, where he told me things I’d never known about
plants and bugs. He loved that stuff; he was a fiend for Animal
Planet and National Geographic.

The first year passed. Like they
do.

He got taller. He filled out. He’d
started lifting weights with his brother.

I started to get tits. Rather
embarrassingly quickly, I filled out, too.

And one day, a bit more than a year
after I met him, I had the hiccups, and he was trying to tickle me
to make me stop hiccupping.

And we were giggling and wrestling in
the park, and then we were kissing.

It was like one minute, we were kids,
walking along, and then we were suddenly young adults.

Young adults full of lust.

We were making out awkwardly but
passionately, and our hearts were pounding in our young chests as
he held me tight, tight.

And I realized I loved him, that he
was the absolute best thing in my life.

I mean, sex is dangerous enough,
right?

But love?

Might as well let kids play with
nuclear weapons.

And I suddenly backed off. And I
looked at him, tears spilling out of my eyes, and shook my head,
and I ran away.

I took my first drink that
night.

 


Vladimir

We were both the walking wounded, of
course.

My brother and her father. Two mean
drunks.

They fought us, they fought each
other, they fought their girlfriends, they fought their male
friends, and they fought the other neighbors.

I guess my brother was luckier than
her father though.

My brother got paid for beating
people, sometimes.

We never had black eyes or bruised
faces though.

They knew to hit you where there were
no marks.

And the words, of course, hurt more.
They lingered long after the lumps and bruises went
away.

The first time she and I kissed is
something I can still taste, still smell.

It tasted like rain in the
summer.

I wasn’t angry at her, when she ran
away.

But it was like losing a piece of
myself. The good piece. There wasn’t even regret, there was just
absence.

She went off the rails, like a lot of
kids in the neighborhood.

She got drunk. She partied. She wore
skin-tight tops that displayed those wonderful new
breasts.

And I wasn’t angry.

She had kissed me, there had been that
brief moment, and it had been so powerful I could understand how
she’d been scared.

Like seeing the sun after a life
underground.

I tried to talk to her a couple times
at school, and she went in the opposite direction.

So I didn’t follow.

I never stopped thinking about her,
that time.

I said hello to her if we passed, and
she would nod and scurry away.

I thought about that kiss, and I was
just glad that I’d had that moment.

I felt like I could die
happily.

I studied, and I worked out. Time
passed by, like it does.

I became big enough to almost hold my
own against my brother, even.

Almost.

He had a lot more experience fighting
than I did, of course. But I was getting better.

I thought about her.

Constantly.

I went to work for my brother,
something I’d never wanted to do, because I knew I’d need the
money.

For her.

I delivered drugs. Drugs which I never
took myself.

Every day, as the second winter
progressed, I drew a heart in the frost on the window of her
bedroom, as I walked by it on the way to the bus stop.

 


Chastity

I lost it. I panicked.

That moment of sweetness and light
made me feel tiny and worthless in comparison.

I didn’t deserve that kind of goodness
in my life.

So I filled my life with
badness.

It wasn’t hard to find some girls to
party with.

I got drunk and smoked pot and tried
other drugs and made out with a couple of other guys, but mainly I
was a terrible tease. Everybody thought I was a slut – certainly I
wore slutty clothes and lots of slutty pictures of me appeared on
social media, doing all kind of slutty things.

But I didn’t fuck anybody.

Nobody even touched my new tits or
between my legs, not for more than a few seconds. I’d squirm off
and run away.

Or act like I was going to vomit. That
always stopped them following me.

Of course, sometimes I really did have
to vomit.

And every day I saw those
hearts.

The hearts he would draw on my bedroom
window.

And most days at school, or in the
neighborhood, I saw him.

Getting taller and more handsome by
the day.

So clear-eyed and straight-backed,
quiet and noble at an age when most boys are slobbering
foul-mouthed idiots, frazzled from too much internet porn and too
many videogames, crazed with hormones and the cheap drugs flooding
the streets of the city.

One night I had another screaming
match with my father and then went to an all-night rave, and I took
MDA and was making out with one of the security guys at the club,
and he was sticking his hand up my short skirt.

As he got a finger in the string of my
panties, I broke off and ran away, staggered through crowds, and
then finally found myself in the bathroom.

Unlike a lot of such places, there was
a mirror in the bathroom.

I looked in the mirror and looked at
myself.

For a long time.

I drew a heart on the mirror with my
finger, and I ran out of that place.

And I knew where I was
going.

I went to his house and walked around
to the side and climbed up on the fence near the back courtyard and
knocked on his window – his bedroom was on the second
floor.

He got out of bed, wearing nothing but
black boxer-briefs, and my heart was going like a jackhammer as I
saw his flat stomach – not quite a six-pack, but getting there, and
well-defined chest.

He opened the window and
smiled.

“You don’t look surprised,” I said,
hoarse, starting to cry.

“I’m not. I’ve been waiting,” he said,
and offered his hand and helped me climb in the window.

 


Vladimir

I finally arrived at my cabin in the
woods. It’s about an hour from the nearest town, in 50 acres of
forest full of motion detectors and cameras. It’s one of five
pretty much identical places I own across the country.

The top part is a simple three-room
cabin retreat, with the usual stuff a person might
expect.

It’s off the grid and hooked up with
solar and has a large water storage tank. My cover story, should I
get visitors, is that I am a writer and need a secluded place to
write.

And indeed, if the police or someone
else care to look, they will find a writer’s cabin, with a lot of
books and a laptop computer with an uncompleted novel about the
zombie apocalypse.

I have fun with that occasionally
during my down periods.

Maybe I’ll actually publish it
someday.

But there’s a secret door in the back
of a closet in my cabin, and it opens to a series of doors that
lock with keypads combinations and a ramp that leads down into a
concrete-lined disaster-proof bunker.

That’s where I do my real
work.

There are several rooms and a lot of
things down there. A years’ worth of food.

Weapons, explosives, and
poisons.

A safe full of cash, from many
different countries. Gold and diamonds.

And cells. And cages.

And restraints, of all
kinds.

I check the security system and all
the cameras on my tablet computer before I drive up to the house,
and there are no signs of disturbance.

I open the back of the van and walk
around to the back of the house to get an industrial dolly cart and
begin unloading the boxes.

 


Chastity

I’m being moved.

It pulls me out of my memories, and I
wonder if I’d actually been asleep. I’m bumping and moving forward
and sliding and now the box seems to have been put in a vertical
position, because I’m standing on my feet.

My heart begins to pound as panic
fills me again. Something is going to happen. But what?

The thought that he might just leave
me in this box and bury me occurs to me.

And I scream some more and bang some
more, but I can tell the screams aren’t anywhere except inside my
head.

There’s more movement.

I remember his eyes.

His kind, sad eyes.

And then I’m on my back again. The
movement ceases.

I wait. I have to remind myself to
breathe.

But then the lid opens.

And air – fresh, if only by comparison
to the smell of my own terror, sweat, and urine – and light floods
into my face and I scream some more.

 


Vladimir

I open her box first.

Chastity.

Although of course that’s not her real
name.

It’s okay. I don’t use my real name
much anymore, either.

She’s screaming.

I’m used to screaming, but the
memories of her screams, the last time I saw her, send shivers
through my heart.

I turn away from her and change
clothes, putting on a pair of shorts, my favorite cross-trainers,
and a tight black compression top.

Time for a workout.

 


Chastity

I sit up.

I’m in a large windowless room with
white walls.

My eyes are burning, and I rub them
and look around, my back aching, and my screams dry up as I see the
other two boxes.

There’s a long table on one side of
the room, and he’s standing in front of it, his back to me,
changing into a pair of shorts.

I see the muscles rippling in his
back, and see the large ugly scars there. Three round ones, which I
assume are bullet holes, and a vertical ridge of scar tissue that I
guess is a cut.

He turns towards me. There are bright
fluorescent lights overhead.

His green eyes meet mine with such
flat, powerful intensity that I can’t look at him. I look
down.

“Vladimir,” I say.
“Please.”

He doesn’t answer, his eyes moving
down my body as I climb out of the box.

“You said you were paid to kill me,” I
say. “There has to be some kind of mistake. Why would anybody want
to kill me? You can’t kill me. You couldn’t kill me, could
you?”

He takes a deep breath.

Finally, he smiles. “Well, I shot my
own brother,” he says. “Don’t you think I could kill
you?”

 


Vladimir

She came to me in the night, and I
held her, our hearts beating together, as she cried, and told me
she was sorry, that she was just so, so scared.

I told her I knew it and she didn’t
have to say it.

I knew about fear.

She trembled in my arms like a little
bird, seeming so fragile and delicate even though she was nearly as
tall as me.

She asked me to make love to
her.

I kissed her and told her no, that we
would wait until she was sober.

She cried harder.

 


Chastity

I find I have backed into a corner,
and I’m shaking uncontrollably even though it’s not particularly
cold in the underground bunker.

My bare ass and back are pressing
against the wall, which is white-painted cement.

He turns to the boxes, and selects one
and opens it.

The billionaire’s trophy wife, Nadia,
is screaming hoarsely from the inside.

He steps back and watches her, a
flicker of amusement in his green eyes.

The former Miss Russia climbs out of
the box, still wearing her panties and thigh-high stockings and
expensive platinum jewelry, holding her hands over her big firm
tits, and she clumsily runs, staggering away, and Vladimir steps
back and folds his arms and watches her.

She looks around, sees me, sees him,
sees the table, sees the door, and runs for the door. There’s no
knob, just a keypad.

She screams and bangs on it,
screaming in Russian, some words I recognize. “Suka!” Bitch. “Blyatz!” Fuck.

Finally, she collapses on the floor,
crying.

Vladimir chuckles, and walks
over to her, speaking low in Russian to her. Some more words I
recognize. “Girl” and “Be calm.” Devoshka,
spakoyate.

She turns around and looks at him and
says in English. “What do you want? Money? You can have all the
money you want, just let us go. Do you know who you’re dealing with
here? Do you know the connections we have? If you hurt us, you
won’t be safe anywhere on the planet.”

He chuckles again. “Now, Nadia, are
you going to beg, or are you going to threaten? It’s not good
technique to do both at the same time.”

She doesn’t answer.

He opens a drawer on the table, and
selects a large knife. It’s a very wicked looking knife, with a
long black serrated blade.

I find myself wanting to scream again,
but I just clutch my hands over my mouth.

 


Vladimir

I let the billionaire out of the
box.

He’s not screaming. He climbs out
slowly, looking around the room and then eyeing me with cold flinty
grey eyes.

“Whoever is paying you,” he finally
says, in English, “I can pay you more.”

I smile at him, pleased to see his
suit trousers are stained with piss. His face and nose are swollen
from my kick, and covered with dried blood.

I’m sure he’s been in tight spots
before – a Russian prison when he was young, to name only one – but
he hasn’t been in a tight spot recently, and the terror is bubbling
just beneath his tough Russian billionaire surface.

“Tell me,” I say, “who you think I
am.”

I’m speaking English, although Russian
would probably be better.

He looks at me. Choosing his
words.

“A professional killer,” he says,
finally, circling to put the coffin between me and him, and moving
towards his wife, who is still cowering on the floor.

“Yes, but which professional killer? A
well-connected individual like yourself must have heard some
stories.”

“Prizrak,” he spits, finally.

I smile and nod.
Prizrak.

Russian for ghost.

“And tell me what you’ve heard about
the Ghosts, rich man?”

He shakes his head and moves towards
his wife, puts his hand on her hair. Protective alpha male, or
still trying to be.

“They’re the most sadistic and violent
hired killers money can buy,” he says between clenched teeth. “The
ones you call when you want somebody to suffer.”

I smile. “And have you used my
organization before, old rich man? Is that how you know about
it?”

He just stares at me as he strokes his
wife’s hair and says some consoling words in Russian.

“So,” I say. “Here’s my second
question. Do you think you deserve to die?”

He looks at me again and then stands
up. “I don’t deserve to die any more than you do, a man who kills
and tortures for money.”

I smile. “Oh, you’ve never killed for
money? It’s funny, because I remember all the news stories about
you when I was young in Russia. A little Google searching about
your early days refreshed my memory. Rivals disappearing. People
who owned businesses or property you wanted getting killed. I mean,
I’m sure you haven’t killed that many people personally, but how
many have you had killed?”

He looks at me, draws himself up to
his full height and puffs out his chest. He puts his hand on the
old school Russian mafia prison tattoos on his chest. “I did what I
had to do.”

“And then I was reading about your
bootleg vodka business, in the early days. How many people did you
poison? And more recently, how many pensions did your investment
fund destroy when it went under?”

He is circling warily, eying me now,
his eyes fixed on the blade I’m carrying. Like most Russian
billionaires, he’s athletic, and I’m sure he’s boxed and done judo
or whatever.

“Are you killing me for some
principal,” he finally says, “or for money? Because as I said, I
can pay you more. Name a price.”

I shake my head. “Unlike you, when
somebody buys my services, they get results.”

“At least let my wife go. If you’re
such a man of honor, let my wife go.”

“Your wife here, who recruited girls
to work as whores? Do you think she deserves to live?”

He looks at her; she’s still curled up
on the floor, head in her hands.

“She’s not just collateral damage,
rich man. The contract is on her, too. Somebody wants you both
dead.” I say. “And why was it you left Europe, anyway? She ran over
a child when she was drunk, wasn’t it, something like that? And
those rumors of escorts visiting your villa in Cyprus and
disappearing, what’s all that about?” I ask.

“We may deserve to die, but that
doesn’t mean you deserve to get to kill us,” he says.

I shake my head. “Everybody deserves a
fair fight, right?”

I reverse the blade and lay it on top
of the coffin. “Pick it up,” I say. “Kill me. The codes for the
keypads are in my pocket.” I take the piece of paper out of the
pocket of my shorts to show him.

I am telling him the truth, but of
course there’s no chance he’ll get to use them.

He looks at me, then at the blade, and
there’s a flash of hope in his eyes.

A flash of hope, like the flash of
light off the knife as he picks it up and raises it.

 


Chastity

Vladimir seems so calm and …
rational.

The billionaire picks up the knife,
and he rushes at Vladimir with a shout of fury.

Vladimir barely moves.

He sweeps his hand down on the elbow
of Ivan’s knife hand, and the knife clatters on the ground; his
other hand flashes up in a simultaneous swift, straight punch to
Ivan’s face.

The billionaire staggers
backwards.

Vladimir steps back, still holding his
hands at the ready, and says, “Again.”

I’m a big fan of MMA and boxing; I’ve
had clients from both worlds. I’ve watched plenty of bouts both on
TV and in real life.

But the calm grace with which Vladimir
is like nothing I’ve seen before, even in kung-fu
movies.

The billionaire, twenty years older,
is in good shape, but he might as well be moving in
slow-motion.

This time he comes slowly, assuming a
caution fencer’s stance, jabbing the knife experimentally a few
times while watching the way Vladimir moves.

Vladimir is on his toes, but he’s not
even breathing heavily.

The billionaire crashes forward again,
this time leading with a left-handed punch, which Vladimir casually
deflects with his right hand as he then steps aside to let the
knife thrust pass him by, and he grabs the billionaire’s thick
wrist and twists the hand upwards and back, using his foot to trip
Ivan and throw him backwards.

Ivan crashes on the ground, a painful
flat breathless thud, the knife clattering away.

His wife screams and clutches her
face.

The billionaire, still breathless,
gets up again, and this time ignores the knife and rushes forward
like a boxer, throwing straight lefts and then a big looping
right.

Vladimir nimbly dances away from all
of them, his hands held in front of him, swatting the jabs
aside.

Ivan throws another big right-handed
punch, and Vladimir smashes his elbow into Vladimir’s
fist.

Vladimir howls with pain, clutching
his hand.

Vladimir steps back again, letting the
billionaire catch his breath.

I spare a glance at Nadia. She’s
watching, silent, hyperventilating, wide-eyed, her expensive hairdo
now hanging in limp strands in her eyes.

Ivan scoops up the knife and rushes
forward again, trying to grab Vladimir with his left hand before
stabbing downward with the knife; he clearly broke a finger or two
when he hit Vlad’s elbow, so he can’t hold it very well.

Vladimir deflects the left hand and
then kicks Ivan with a straight kick in the stomach before he can
get close enough to bring the knife down.

Ivan’s breath leaves him again and he
falls to his knees. The knife again clatters on the
floor.

The expression on Vladimir’s face
never changes during any of this. He seems … mildly interested.
That’s all.

I wonder with numb horror how many
times he’s done this.

The trophy wife starts screaming for
him to stop, stop, stop, until she’s hoarse.

 


Vladimir

It’s not a bad workout.

He’s in decent shape. Not enough to
save him, of course, but enough to at least make me break a
sweat.

I practice my knife disarms for a
while, but finally I’ve broken fingers on both of his hands and he
can’t hold the knife.

So I kick it into a corner – wouldn’t
want him to fall on it.

Not yet.

He doesn’t give up easily.

I didn’t think he would. Russians are
bastards and bitches, but they aren’t quitters.

He keeps swinging at me.

I practice my boxing for a while,
quick jabs to rattle him, practicing slipping and dodging his
punches, taking a few shots on the shoulders and
forearm.

I keep dancing around him, staying on
my toes, and then as he’s tiring and his guard is faltering, I
practice my pressure points, aiming at the nerve clusters on his
arms and shoulders. I strike them hard and fast, with
focus.

His face twists in pain and his eyes
begin to glaze, and he’s clearly exhausted, beginning to trip over
his own feet.

Then I practice some kicks, not hard
enough to break anything, just trying to concentrate on speed and
good form, mostly on his legs and into his side.

His face is streaming with blood now;
one of his brows split, and though I wasn’t trying to, I think I
broke his nose.

Finally, I do some knife-hand strikes,
at low force at first, just chopping at his shoulders and inner
elbows, knocking him around.

Finally, I aim at the brachial cluster
on the neck to stun him.

He collapses like he’s been
shot.

Supposedly you can kill somebody if
you hit them there hard enough, but I’ve never managed to do
it.

Not yet.

He shivers on the ground; he takes in
a big snore and his legs kick, so I know he’s alive.

I sigh, and turn to Nadia.

I walk over to her. I say hello in
Russian and offer her my hand.

Take away a billionaire’s money, or at
least his access to it, and his cars and guards and nice houses,
and what is he?

He’s another middle-aged
dude.

But a beautiful woman remains a
beautiful woman, no matter where she is.

And, it must be said, her helplessness
does arouse me.

 


Chastity

I should do something.

But I feel like I can’t think, much
less move.

My body and mind are in complete
shutdown.

The man I loved, my first kiss, the
first guy I made love to, is beating the shit out of a billionaire
in front of me, and he’s apparently a professional killer who is so
good at his job he’s referred to as a ghost.

The first time we had sex was as
magical as the first kiss.

People speak about being transported,
and that’s a good description of it. We weren’t on this painful,
ugly planet anymore.

It happened a week after the first
night I went back to him. I spent every night of that week with
him. My father was on a night shift at a factory then.

Vladimir and I spent all that time,
all those nights exploring each other, starting with the lips and
necks, clothes on, and finally on the second night we got out
shirts off and saw how much pleasure we could bring each other with
our mouths on each other’s nipples.

He liked it too, which surprised me;
I’d never known guys did.

The next night of course, we got down
to our underwear, and I got on top of him and we dry humped for
what seemed like hours, and finally he came. I was close, but
didn’t quite. I was fascinated by the sticky stuff in his
underwear.

The next night I got to see it up
close.

It was oral sex for both of us, and I
was first. He eased my panties off and, after licking my nipples
and neck and stomach in all the ways he knew I liked, he played
with my wet pussy with his fingers, finding all the right spots,
until he finally kissed his way down to it and thoroughly explored
it with his tongue.

I came that time. I couldn’t stop
cumming. My whole body shook with it.

Then it was his turn; I worshipped him
with my mouth, licking every inch of his sweet salty shaft and his
balls before easing him in and out of my mouth, filling my throat
with him.

We both walked around that week with
big goofy smiles on our faces.

When we finally had sex, it was like
thunder and lightning striking.

He tried to take it slow, but we
couldn’t, and he fucked me hard and fast, my heels banging into his
muscular butt, squeezing his trim waist as he drove into me,
stretched me out, my whole body shuddering in time with his
thrusts, feeling helpless with lust but completely safe in his
arms.

We did it again and again, until we
were unconscious with exhaustion.

I don’t let myself think about that
too often.

The feeling of being fucked is a
familiar one, but the feeling of being loved?

Not so much.

The memory feels like something
precious and fragile, almost as if I could break it, ruin it, if I
played with it too often.

And now that man is back in my
life.

And he’s holding his hand out to the
nearly-naked wife of the barely-conscious billionaire in an
underground bunker.

 


Vladimir

I offer Nadia my hand and she takes
it. Her face is streaked with tears and makeup; her hair hangs in
curly strands around her face.

Her plump lips are
trembling.

She looks fucking gorgeous.

She tries to stand up, but her legs
are shaking, and I help her.

“Please don’t hurt me,” she says
softly. “Don’t hit me. I’ll do anything.”

I smile gently at her. “Of course you
will. You’ve always gone for the alpha male, right? And obviously
I’m the last alpha male standing in this room.”

“Yes,” she said. She was holding her
hands over her breasts, tears trickling down her face and splashing
on them.

“And what does that mean,
Nadia?”

“I’m … yours. You can do anything to
me. Just please, please …”

“Please what?”

“I don’t want to die,” she says, voice
cracking. “I don’t want you to hurt me.”

He smiles.

“I won’t kill you,” he
says.

 


Chastity

He puts his arm around her trembling
shoulder and kisses her on the lips.

She kisses him back, leaving a mascara
stain on his cheek.

“What if I told you that I’ll spare
your life? And keep you here, as my personal sex slave?” he
says.

Dear god. My heart nearly
stops.

She looks at him, and she can’t hide
the look of hope. “I … yes, yes, that would be … good. Please, just
don’t … kill me.”

He puts his hands on her thin elegant
neck, and she trembles as he smoothes her hair back and lifts it
out of her face.

“And what if I told you that I’d let
you go, if you kill Ivan?” he asks her, eyes gleaming.

They both look over at Ivan,
bloody-faced, in his urine-stained expensive trousers, which are
now as worthless as everything else in his life. He is struggling
to stand.

“Do you … want me to do it?” she asks.
“Is that what your … do you want me to … please, just tell me what
you want me to do!” she says and begins sobbing again.

“Shhhh, shhh,” says Vladimir, stroking
her hair some more. “Let’s start with something simple. Do what
you’ve always done when you wanted something.”

Trembling, she reaches down and
touches his cock, which is a hard, visible bulge in the front of
his running shorts.

Ivan gasps, “No, no,” and moves
forward, unsteadily, lurching.

Vladimir kisses Elena on the lips
again, and then moves forward with two leaping steps and then
launches a high round kick that connects low on the side of the
billionaire’s head, slamming him backwards with a loud crack of
bone on bone.

The billionaire stagger backwards,
wobbles on his feet, and then falls back against the wall and
slides down to the ground in a sitting position, the side of his
face swelling rapidly and fresh blood pooling from his
lips.

Vladimir spares a look in my
direction, and returns to Elena.

“Who’s the alpha male?” he asks her,
pulling down his shorts a bit.

His cock, thick and long and
throbbing, pops free, standing out in front of him, fully
erect.

“You are,” she says, getting shakily
to her knees before him, and taking it into her mouth.

 


Vladimir

She pops my cock into her mouth,
tightening her plump lips around it, and I gasp with pleasure as
she sucks it in, hard.

To the victor belong the
spoils.

“Slow down there, my pet,” I say, and
grab her by the hair and pull her head back. “Give it a good
licking first. Like a little girl with an ice cream. Savor it. I
want your husband to see you enjoying my dick. I think he’s … just
barely conscious.”

She begins licking it slowly, making
whimpering noises as she does so, up and down the underside of the
shaft, then swirling her tongue expertly around the
head.

That makes me shiver.

And I love the whimpering
noises.

“Good,” I say, and pat her head,
taking a fistful of her blonde hair.

I look over at her husband, the
billionaire lying against the wall, semi-conscious but watching
with glazed eyes, and I force my dick into his wife’s mouth, all
the way to the root.

She gags, but then takes it out of her
mouth and takes a deep breath and deep throats me again, and I grab
her hair and begin fucking her face, slowly, but very deep, as far
into her throat as I can get it.

I can feel her legs shaking. She’s
weak from terror and probably dehydration, but she gets on her
knees on the clean linoleum floor, and I reach down and feel her
tits and hard nipples while she sucks me.

“Good, so good,” I say. “You suck cock
just like a good little whore should.” I pinch one of her nipples
hard to emphasize my point.

She nods her head and makes an
affirmative sound around my cock, saliva dripping out around it and
falling on her tits, which are already wet with her
tears.

I cover my finger with her drool and
tears, and rub the wet finger against her nipples.

She moans around my cock.

 


Chastity

I should be doing
something.

It occurs to me that if we all three
rushed him, maybe we could knock him down and hold him.

But … no.

We’re all so scared and weak; he’s
broken us all with comparatively little effort on his
part.

I watch the trophy wife worshipping
his cock with her mouth, still red with smeared lipstick, and she
has her own hand in her panties as she does so.

She’s probably had some pretty extreme
sexual experiences, but I doubt she’s had one as intense as this
before.

Easy to confuse intense and
enjoyable.

And as if the nightmare in front of me
isn’t enough, I can’t help but remember getting raped by his
brother.

It happened not a month after we
started making love.

I spent most nights there for that
month. It was the best month of my life, of course.

My father hated Vladimir and his
brother, of course. There’s no love lost between Russians and
Ukrainians at the best of times, but this was more
personal.

And then my father lost his factory
job and went on a week-long drinking binge that ended with him
knocking me over the kitchen table.

Vladimir heard it, and he came over,
and he beat my father senseless.

It was much worse than the rather calm
and technical beating that he gave the billionaire. That was a
furious attack, Vladimir spitting and screaming, his face
purple.

Father was no small guy, and he’d
worked hard manual labor jobs all his life, but Vladimir pounded
him until he was bloody.

For once, the cops came.

And took both of them away.

My dad went to the hospital, and
Vladimir went to jail.

I didn’t understand why.

I tried to tell them what had
happened, but they told me to shut up or they’d arrest me,
too.

And I ran out and ran away, and found
an all-night party, and started doing shots. And somebody gave me
some pills, and I took them.

I don’t remember most of that evening,
but everybody told me I was a lot of fun.

When I came home in the morning, I
found that the cops still held Vladimir.

My father was still in the
hospital.

A neighbor filled me in on what was
happening.

The cops had been having a conflict
with the Russian gang that Vladimir’s brother worked for. I suppose
bribes weren’t getting paid on time, or whatever.

They searched Vladimir’s house and
didn’t find anything, so they searched their cars and found drugs
in Vladimir’s car.

Vladimir had been carrying drugs for
his brother occasionally. He hated it, but he did it.

He had been trying to save enough
money for us to get a separate place of our own.

Vladimir’s brother was nowhere to be
seen.

 


Vladimir

I fuck Nadia’s throat until she’s
gagging, and finally I pick her up by the hair.

Her face is slack with lust, her lips
swollen and covered with drool and precum, and I look at the
billionaire and smile.

I pick her up and push her against the
wall, and she wraps her legs around my waist and I rip her panties
off with a casual flick of my wrist. I move my cock so the head is
pressing against her wet lips.

“Ohhhh,” she moans, eyes rolling back
in her head.

“Who’s the alpha?” I ask.

“You, oh god you, you’re the
alpha.”

“How does it feel to get raped by the
man who’s going to kill your husband?”

“Oh, god, it feels so good, fuck me,
fuck me, fuck me!” she cries.

I enter her and she screams, biting
into my shoulder, and I fuck her against the wall for a while,
thrusting hard, and she screams her pleasure and claws at
me.

I choke her until she’s nearly
unconscious, as I slam my cock into her, all the while thinking of
Chastity.

Of my brother. Of how I watched them
fuck, how I watched them finish, before I shot him.

 


Chastity

I spent the day drinking beer and
smoking pot with kids I knew in the park, crying
nonstop.

In the evening, high as a kite, I went
back to Vladimir’s house and used a copy of a key he’d given me and
went in and went up to his room and lay down in his bed and cried
myself to sleep.

I woke up with something touching my
leg, my upper thigh.

Something warm.

I was wearing a short skirt and one of
my super-tight tops.

It was like armor to me; I put things
like that on when I was feeling defenseless.

I looked up. “Vlad?” I
whispered.

“Shhh,” said a whisper. It was dark in
the room and somebody was sitting on the edge of the
bed.

The edge of a hand pressed against the
crotch of my panties, and rubbed gently, and I gasped and arched my
back.

“Vlad,” I said. I was surrounded by
his smell in the pillows.

The room was spinning gently around me
and there were sparkles in the shadows; the weed I’d smoked had
been supercharged with something.

The finger moved gently inside the
legging of my panties, and into my wet pussy.

I groaned and thrust against the hand,
and another finger joined the first.

A hand moved inside of my shirt,
squeezing my breasts through the black push-up bra I
wore.

And then I put my hand on the leg of
the guy sitting next to me, and thought for a second, and realized
the hand was bigger than Vlad’s. And so was the leg.

Rougher. Colder.

And there was a smell of cigarettes
and alcohol.

“Shhhh,” said Vladimir’s brother.
“It’s okay. Everything is okay.” His face hung in the darkness like
that of a phantom.

“What are you doing? Stop,” I said
weakly, and he pushed two fingers into me, making me moan
again.

I grabbed his hand and tried to pull
it out, but it wouldn’t budge. His other hand was squeezing my
breasts hard.

My heart was pounding. “Stop,” I said
again.

“Shhh,” he said. “Lay there. Just lay
still.”

“Don’t!” I said again, and tried to
sit up, but he was holding me down, holding my tits, and I felt
like I was impaled on his fingers, and I was aware I was
panting.

“If you lay still,” he whispered,
“I’ll tell the cops they were my drugs. I’ll get him out tonight.
I’ll pay his bail. Just … lay still.”

I whimpered as he used one hand to
peel my bra up off my big sensitive tits, and his head dived down
and took one nipple roughly in his mouth, his razor stubble rubbing
against my soft skin, and I moaned in pleasure and pulled his head
tight against my breasts, squeezing my legs together around his
probing fingers.

The room was spinning around me and I
was aware I was panting and moaning loudly, my hips bucking against
his hand, and I said, “Oh, god, do it now, please do it, now, just
do it and finish, please, for Vladimir, please get him out of
jail.”

“Yes,” he said, unzipping his jeans
and pulling out a stiff throbbing prick, and I pulled my little
skirt up and pulled off my panties, and he fell on me, heavier and
more muscular even than Vlad, and he thrust his cock into
me.

And I wrapped my legs around him and
raked my fingernails down his back as he fucked me, hard and
fast.

And I came hard, in fear and anger and
humiliation.

He came at the same time, and he was
kind enough to pull out.

It sprayed all over my bare stomach,
stained my little short black skirt.

The room was still spinning, and I
felt like I was suffocating with fear and humiliation.

He got off me and stood up, pulling
his jeans up.

And then bright light spilled all over
everything.

Vladimir was standing in the bedroom
doorway. He raised his hand, and there was something dark in his
hand.

A gun.

And then there was an explosion, and
another explosion.

Vladimir had shot his brother, and he
was moving into the room now, and shooting him again.

And again.

His brother crumpled on the floor.
There were more flashes, but I couldn’t hear anything. Just a
ringing.

I don’t remember any blood.

I remember Vladimir’s eyes. Those sad
emerald eyes.

Our eyes locked one final time, and
then I was running, running past him, out the door and down the
steps and out the front door, and I just kept running.

Running.

 


Vladimir

I make sure the billionaire is
watching us.

He is. His eyes are glazed with the
look of the completely broken.

I don’t dare look back at
Chastity.

I’m still choking Nadia and her eyes
are rolling up in her head and she’s beginning to twitch from
oxygen starvation, her pussy spasming around my dick, and I let out
a lion’s roar as I unload my cock into her.

I feel my balls draining.

But my anger is not remotely
sated.

I look in her eyes, which are glazed
and empty. Hopeless.

Then I let her drop on the
floor.

She’s barely conscious, gasping for
breath.

She looks up weakly.

The billionaire, his nose broken and
his face swollen and purple, has his eyes closed and his hands
folded in his lap.

I go to the corner and get the knife
and kick his leg lightly to get him to look up.

I drop the knife in his
lap.

“Go ahead,” I say. “Kill
her.”

 


Chastity

It’s a nightmare I can’t wake up
from.

I can’t move.

I can’t scream.

I can’t breathe.

The billionaire – now a beaten,
bloody, broken man, crawls across the floor towards his former
trophy wife.

His prize for a life of greed and
lies.

Vladimir stands over them, hands on
hips, looking down at them with all the arrogant scorn of a
god.

“No,” whispers Nadia, and tries to
crawl away.

The billionaire is weeping steadily,
sobbing, as he grabs her ankle and pulls her towards
him.

She kicks, but she’s even weaker than
he is.

He brings the knife down into her
side, and her shriek of pain is heart-rending,
shattering.

I wish I could close my
eyes.

 


Vladimir

I knew he would do it.

His pet had betrayed him. What else
can he do but put it to sleep?

Predictable, these scum.

She screams and beats at him, but he
puts his weight on her and drives the knife into her repeatedly,
sobbing and calling out her name as he does so.

She scratches and claws.

Finally, he drives the knife into the
side of her neck.

She bleeds a great deal, and then
she’s still.

I step to the table, and the weapons
case above it, and I hit the keypad and take the gun out, the same
silenced 9mm automatic I used earlier.

The billionaire is lying in the pool
of blood. His blood and her blood.

His eyes aren’t flinty and cold
anymore; they’re the confounded, blank, amazed eyes of a
child.

He looks up at me and says,
“Ubit mne.
Pazhalasta.”

Kill me.

Please.

I put two bullets into the
billionaire’s head.

He collapses on the bloody floor and
is still.

 


Chastity

I look up with the muffled gunshots.
My ears are ringing again, roaring with the rushing
blood.

Vladimir then walks over to me, and
for the first time, the cold and the calculating, the flat and
professional eyes are gone and I’m looking into the sad green eyes
of the Vladimir I remember.

The sad little orphan boy.

He has the gun by his side, and I
manage to choke out his name.

He looks down at me and says, “I’m a
monster. You see that now.”

I can’t breathe.

And I finally faint.

 


Vladimir

I look at the gun.

I look at her. In unconsciousness, her
face has relaxed. She looks like a child again.

My heart lurches in my
chest.

I want to make her safe.

I want to kill her.

I want to love her forever.

I want to destroy her.

I take a deep breath.

The room smells like dead
meat.

I tuck the gun in my shorts and lift
her, her beautiful body cool and damp with sweat, and I carry her
to the door, tap the keypad lock, and carry her out of the
slaughterhouse I have created.


PART THREE
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Chastity

I was wrenched out of the darkness by
the pressure on my arms as a rope wrapped around them. Around
me.

I tried to assure myself it had all
been some kind of bad dream, but of course I knew
better.

The billionaire. His beauty queen
wife. We’d all been abducted out of his limo.

By my first love, Vladimir.

The quiet bookish kid.

The hired killer.

Talk about a ghost from the
past.

 


Vladimir

She’s regaining
consciousness.

Good.

I finish winding the ropes around her
wrists, and inspect my work.

Of course, I’m very good with
knots.

I’ve had a lot of
experience.

I attach the heavy-duty carabineer
clip to the hoist on the suspension rack overhead.

 


Chastity

I struggle to turn my head
around.

He’s behind me, as I lay on my tits
and stomach on the floor, which is something like a foam gym
mat.

I’m being bound, and bound tightly and
elaborately.

As a highly-paid escort of course I’d
done a few bondage things like this in the past, but I’d had
surprisingly little experience with it. I was not a specialist in
it, and men who were into such things preferred
specialists.

A thick rope was wrapped around my
waist, and my arms were pulled behind me, so tight that my elbows
were almost touching; each arm wrapped multiple times above and
below the elbow and then bound to the other. A couple loops came
around my shoulder and neck, also.

“Vladimir,” I say, weakly. “Please,
please. Wait. Wait. Just wait.”

And then I am being hoisted into the
air by the ropes holding me, facedown, pulling my elbows back until
they are touching, and I can see the room around me, and I
scream.

 


Vladimir

I hoist her up using the pulleys on
the overhead rack and let her see the room, letting her rotate from
the ropes attached to her waist.

I suppose I think of it as the torture
room.

The other room, where I let them out
of the boxes, where the billionaire and his wife lie dead, I think
of as the workout room.

She sees the table with all the straps
and the drain in the middle. She sees the enema equipment next to
the table.

She sees the wall with a
Plexiglas-fronted case behind which are numerous whips, knives,
paddles, canes, and so forth.

And the camera of course.

The camera on a tripod is pointed
right at her.

She screams.

I’ve heard so many screams over the
years, I stopped paying much attention to them.

But hers cut right through
me.

So I put the ball gag in her mouth and
fasten it into place.

 


Chastity

The room fills me with overwhelming
terror.

I’ve been through a few mild bondage
scenarios, and known a few girls that worked in that field, but it
always seemed like Halloween-style fun.

This place reminds me of an operating
room in its cold sterility. Nothing fun about it.

And the camera.

Is that for him, or for somebody
else?

Then I see him.

Vladimir, my first love. The kind,
gangly kid who loved books and chess.

And he’s completely naked except for a
leather mask covering his face.

His body is lean and taught and
sinewy, every muscle etched in stark relief. It looks like he has
not an ounce of fat on him.

But I can still see his eyes. His
bright green eyes.

And they are just as they were on the
last night I saw him.

The night his brother raped me, and I
begged for more.

The eyes of a killer.

So full of hate.

Did I do this to him?

He gave me love like I’d never
felt.

And the bright glory of it terrified
me.

But now there’s no love in his eyes.
No humanity.

After I ran for a decade, he’s finally
found me.

And he’s not just going to kill
me.

He’s going to hurt me.

His eyes …

He sticks a ball gag in my mouth
during my screams.

He then goes to the video camera and
adjusts it.

He turns on a monitor on the far wall,
so I can see myself, suspended horizontally, face down, my breasts
and hard nipples pointing downwards, ropes crisscrossing between
them and around me.

My breath is whistling in and out of
my nose quickly and I begin to feel like I might vomit.

And of course, that would be a very
bad thing, with a gag in my mouth.

 


Vladimir

I make sure the video is capturing
everything, and turn on the monitor.

That’s a bit of a dick move on my
part, all things considered, but I can’t resist it.

I think of that night – the smell of
gunpowder and pussy and my brother’s cum and his sweaty stink – and
I feel rage coming up again.

I remember the metallic smell of his
blood.

I remember the smoke. The flames
consuming the living room as I walked out, gun in hand.

Looking for her.

I take a deep breath and look at the
camera.

They’re watching.

I have to do this right.

 


Chastity

He bends down and whispers in my ear,
“Don’t be afraid, Chastity.”

I close my eyes and turn my head away,
the thick ball and taste of rubber heavy in my mouth.

Don’t be afraid.

I’ve never been anything but
afraid.

I was afraid of his love, and now I’m
afraid of his hate.

He finishes binding my legs, tying my
knees together and then my ankles. His hands come up and caress my
ass.

My whole body aches dully from the
bondage, especially my shoulders.

He reaches under me to feel my
breasts, squeezing them with both hands, and I can’t hold back the
little sigh of pleasure as he gently kneads them, and then begins
playing with the hard nipples with his thumbs.

I close my eyes.

Then he releases them, and walks back
around to the front of me.

He opens the glass-fronted case, and
takes out a couple of plastic clothespins.

I shake my head, wide-eyed, but he
puts one clothespin on each hard nipple, and I draw in breath
through my nose.

The glorious pain is exquisite, and it
shoots through me, making me gasp against the gag, my face flush
and sweat break out on my forehead.

Then he takes out a large white
candle, and lights it.

He walks around behind me and in the
monitor, I see him tilt the candle over me.

I murmur into the gag, and close my
eyes.

Then I scream into the ball gag as hot
wax drips on my ass, on my lower back, like wasp bites, little
electric shocks.

I writhe and squirm against the bonds,
and a thrill of pain zips through me, making me shiver, making my
nipples and clit tingle.

More wax, hot hot stinging drops, on
my ass, and I squeal into the gag.

My pussy is growing hot and
wet.

“Shhhh,” he says. I look into the
monitor. I can’t see his mouth through the leather mask, but his
eyes are dancing with light.

I feel him spreading me, spreading my
ass cheeks, and his eyes are full of lunatic glee as he drips hot
wax into my ass-crack, on my tingling asshole, and onto my engorged
wet pussy.

I scream into the gag again. My heart
is pounding.

 


Vladimir

I think my cock is harder than it’s
ever been. It’s feels like it’s going to burst. It’s bouncing in
time with my heartbeat.

Harder than it’s been for years,
anyway.

Since the first nights she and I spent
together.

Those nights were full of love and
tenderness.

This moment is full of hate and
violence.

But the lust part of it, well, that’s
remarkably similar.

 


Chastity

He’s slipping his cock into me,
slowly, and oh god, I almost cum immediately.

My pussy stretches and swells around
him, oh god, he fits so good, and I whip my head back and forth,
moaning my pleasure into the ball gag.

I’m so glad he’s going to give me
pleasure before he gives me death.

That will be something, at
least.

Perhaps the knowledge that he’s going
to kill me makes it that much sweeter.

If I have to die, let it be at his
hands.

 


Vladimir

I almost cum the moment I slip into
her.

Oh god, it’s what I remember, the feel
of her, the smell of her, that has haunted my dreams, that has not
just left me unsatisfied with other women, but made me actively
hate them for not being her.

I grip her hips, pulling her back
against my cock as she swings from the ropes suspending
her.

She’s mine.

I slip my cock in and out of her,
slowly at first, until her whole body is quivering, and I’m
enjoying her garbled pleasure sounds around the ball
gag.

I throw my head back and howl at the
ceiling as I force myself into her, pounding, hammering.

 


Chastity

I cum, and I cum again, and my mind is
reeling.

There’s nothing left. No past and
future. Just this pleasure. I’m suspended from the ceiling,
helpless, and I’m his, and he’s fucking me like I need to be
fucked, and I can barely breathe.

I haven’t cum like that from anybody
else.

There’s nobody except him.

Now, then, forever.

And then his hands close around my
throat, and I can’t breathe at all.

His cock seems to drive all the way
into me, all the way through me, all the way up into my heart and
soul.

My orgasm is enormous, my whole body
shaking and flushing, huge swelling balloons of pleasure, with
blackness around the edges, and then the blackness ebbs in
…

And I’m carried away on a tide of
peace, falling, drowning in pleasure.

 


Vladimir

I close my hands around her neck and
choke her.

I’m cutting off the blood to her
brain, not just her breathing.

It’s faster.

Her pussy spasms and clenches around
me, turning red hot, and I begin to cum, my whole body shaking,
huge spasms of pleasure and there’s nothing but me and her,
everything else gone.

I choke her until her face is purple
and she hangs still in the ropes.

 


Chastity

I sink into the blackness.

Vladimir. My
Vladimir.

He’s given me what I
want.

Finally.

At peace.

Darkness.

 


Vladimir

I walk to the camera and turn it
off.

I turn it towards the wall.

It looks good, her limp and purple
faced, still bound up and hanging from the rack by the
ropes.

But it won’t fool them for
long.

I lift her head and kiss her, blowing
into her mouth to make sure she’s still breathing.

She is.

Her breathing is steady, though
shallow.

I take off the leather
mask.

I’m aware I’m crying.

 


Chastity

I swim up out of the darkness
again.

I gasp, sucking in air greedily, as I
wake up and realize I’m still alive.

My hands fly up, striking out at the
air in front of me, and my legs kick.

My legs kick against nothing but the
heavy quilt over me, and my sore back realizes it is in a very
comfortable bed.

Nothing but a rasping squeak comes out
when I try to scream. My throat hurts.

I look around the room; it’s a
bedroom, not terribly big or lavish, but comfortable, and there is
a big window flooding the room with light. A beautiful view outside
the window. The sun rising over pine trees sloping on a clear
cloudless morning.

It’s a bit chilly; my nipples are hard
– and sore-- and I pull the quilt back over me.

Still completely naked.

What the fuck!

And then Vladimir sticks his head into
the doorway.

I realize I’m holding my
breath.

He doesn’t smile when he sees me, but
the corner of his mouth twitches.

He speaks. “Of all the underground
bunkers in all the towns, in all the world, you had to walk into
mine.”

I look back up at him,
trembling.

He frowns.
“Casablanca?” he
says.

“I … I don’t know what that is,” I
say.

He sighs. “It’s an old
movie.”

“Jesus, Vladimir! What the fuck. I’m
not in the mood for jokes! Are you going to kill me?” I say, my
voice a high squeak, clutching my hands over my naked
breasts.

“No. Do you eat eggs?” he
asks.

I just stare at him, clutching the
quilt across my sore breasts.

“I’m making breakfast, and I didn’t
know if you’re a vegetarian or anything,” he clarifies. “You must
be hungry. Do you eat eggs?”

I nod.

“Scrambled okay?” he asks.

I nod again, and I try to say
something else, but can only squeak with pain.

His head disappears again.

Abducted, raped, tortured, strangled,
and then fed a healthy breakfast.

A squawk of laughter that sounded like
a hysterical bark escaped me, and I clutched my hands over my
eyes.

 


Vladimir

I crack some eggs in a bowl and whisk
them while the butter heats.

It’s strange that I feel kind of
nervous, like I felt the first time I ever talked to
her.

I mean, I just strangled her to within
an inch of her life.

She gained consciousness briefly
before I brought her upstairs, but looked at me, eyes wide, and
then went into a deep sleep again, twitching a bit form oxygen
starvation.

Her breathing was deep and even,
despite the bruises on her throat.

She would be okay.

I took her down, gently, from the
bondage rack and untied her. Then I carried her upstairs and tucked
her in, and slept a few hours myself on the sofa outside the
room.

My dreams were about her, of
course.

 


Chastity

Is he playing with me? Kindness just
to offset the terror and torture?

A game, like he played with the
billionaire and his wife before he killed them?

I try to stand up, but my legs are too
weak. My back hurts, too.

Vladimir, looking rested and relaxed
in a white t-shirt and grey fleece sweatpants, comes back into the
room carrying a tray of scrambled eggs with a large mug next to
it.

“I figure your throat hurts, so I just
brought some green tea,” he says. “And there’s some honey here. It
will help the pain. But I have some coffee, too, if you want some.
There are some aspirin there, too.”

I look at him, and when our eyes meet,
I see none of the empty hatred in his eyes.

Now, he looks like the old Vlad, the
young guy who liked to read and play chess, and I feel myself
starting to tear up and my lips starting to tremble.

“Are you going to kill me?” I ask in a
whisper.

He looks away. “I’m not going to kill
you, Chastity. I’m not going to hurt you anymore. I did that to …
buy us some time. But I’m not going to hurt you again.”

I feel my heart rising my throat, the
dizzying vertigo, and I think of that feeling that you get when you
almost tip over in a chair but manage to catch yourself at the last
minute.

I deserve your
hate, I think to myself.

He sets the tray full of food on the
bedside table and without looking at me says, “I’ll let you eat by
yourself and recover your voice. We have a lot to talk about but
I’m sure you need a little time to … get oriented.”

Oriented.

He walks out of the room again, and I
clutch my hands over my face and cry.

 


Vladimir

I did that to buy us
time, I told her.

Of course, that’s true.

But I also wanted to do it.

I’d been aching to do it.

Burning to do it.

I go back to the living room and
finish my workout, trying not to think about the sound of her
tears.

I put on some classical music.
Rachmaninoff’s Piano Concerto No. 3.

One hundred push-ups, two hundred
sit-ups, one hundred pull-ups, and then I skip rope for five
minutes and go through a yoga routine.

I try not to think of the sound of her
muffled screams the night before.

I try not to think of the dead
billionaire and his wife, dead in my basement room, and the cleanup
job I performed while she was sleeping.

I soaked them both in bleach and left
them in the freezer. The client asked for the heads, so I’ll have
to take care of that later.

Not something I’m looking forward
to.

I try not to think about the fact that
this is, very probably, the last few days of my life.

I try not to think about how, in spite
of everything, it’s just … nice to see her again.

 


Chastity

I manage to get the eggs down and the
green tea does help my throat feel better.

When he comes back into the room, my
throat closes with emotion and I nearly start to cry
again.

“I’m glad you could eat,” he
says.

“Vladimir,” I say. So many thoughts
are spinning around in my head I have no idea where to begin, and
I’m struggling to get something, anything out.

“The first thing you’re wondering
about,” he says, “is probably your … safety.”

I take a deep breath and
nod.

“I’m not going to hurt you, again, I
told you that. But there is still … a price on your
head.”

I shake my head. “Who would want to
kill me? I’m not anyone important!”

He shrugs. “You are a high-priced and
exclusive escort. You have dealings with important people, dealings
of a very compromising nature. You have probably always been in
more … danger than you thought.”

“Do you know who put this … price on
my head?” I ask.

He shrugs again. He’s looking out the
window at the sunrise, sipping from a large mug of
coffee.

Finally, he speaks. “Don’t you think
that it’s a pretty big coincidence, me being hired to kill you? Add
a third aspect to that coincidence, that I was hired by somebody
who knew neither of us, and it becomes not just a coincidence, but
an astronomical improbability.”

He still talks the same way. He always
liked big words.

“So who would know about
both of us?” I ask. “I don’t understand any of this. You …
disappeared. I’ve changed my name and my face …”

“You’re still recognizable as you,” he
says, with a gentle smile, and my heart again lurches into my
throat as our eyes meet.

“So who knows both of us?” I ask.
“Somebody … Russian? The billionaire that you … killed … or …
somebody else? Who knows both of us?”

“You’re getting warmer,” he
said.

“I don’t know!” I cry, throwing my
hands over my face. I’m as exhausted mentally as I am
physically.

“I don’t get contracts directly from
clients, of course. My arranger does all of that and contacts me.
So I don’t know for sure. But I have an idea.” He is still staring
intently out the window at the golden sun rising over the
trees.

The world seems to be whirling around
me. As an escort, I worked with sports figures, music stars,
billionaires and financial executives, and while some of them were
most certainly involved with crime, it wasn’t like I had a lot of
connections with murderers.

I shake my head. “Vladimir, I don’t
know anything about this. My interactions with these people were …
shallow. I knew which topics to avoid. They came to me to forget
about their problems, not discuss crime.”

“I’ll give you a hint,” he says,
shining a cold smile at the dawn. “Somebody we both know. And I
shot him five times, 10 years ago.”

 


Vladimir

It’s hard to look at her, but I do,
and her big eyes fill with horror as she remembers that
night.

“Oh god,” she breathes. “He’s still
alive? How?”

“I shot him and he didn’t die. It
happens.” I don’t point out that I would know how to finish the job
now.

I’d make sure to put two in his chest
and two in his head at close range.

But that was my first time using a gun
on somebody.

“Okay,” she breathes. “Tell me what
happened to you, and I’ll tell you what happened to me.”

I close my eyes, and for a moment, for
the first time in a long, long time, I allow myself to think of
that night. Fear surges up into me, and I take a deep breath. I can
smell the gunpowder, and I can smell my brother’s blood.

And I can smell the sex in the
room.

The red rage begins to overwhelm me
again, and I open my eyes and look out at the dawn, and try to
breathe it away.

“I shot him and I went outside and I
ran around trying to find you,” I say.

She sobs.

“There were police cars and
helicopters filling up the neighborhood, but I was still looking
for you.”

“But your brother … was alive?” she
asks.

“Not … as far as I knew. I set the
house on fire when I left.”

She sobs again.

I remember the flashing lights. Red
and blue. Bright white from the helicopters spearing through the
darkness. “I ended up hiding in a dumpster. They even looked for me
with dogs, but the amount of piss and garbage in the alley covered
up my scent, I guess.”

She is looking down, the heavy quilt
clutched over her breasts. “I ran right to the highway. That
restaurant where the truckers would stop. The first guy I asked
gave me a ride to the next city.”

 


Chastity

That was the first guy I ever
performed a sex act with for money.

Just a quick hand job,
though.

Not really a big deal. I was still
crying for most of the ride, and I think that turned him on. I told
him I was running from my abusive stepfather.

Like I said, I didn’t mind. It seemed
natural.

I was still basically in shock from
everything that had happened. I felt like I was watching it from a
million miles away.

I felt like that for a long, long
time.

A couple more rides and one more hand
job took me to a beach town, and I found a group of kids my age
living on the beach, and that’s where I did heroin for the first
time.

“How did you … escape?” she
asks.

“I guess they were watching the bus
stations but not the airports, or maybe I just got lucky and fell
through a crack. Maybe they thought I died in the fire.” said
Vladimir. “I got on a plane back to Russia and nobody stopped me.
Once I was there, it wasn’t hard to get another
identity.”

“And … what happened to your brother?”
I ask.

“You really didn’t even read the
newspaper to find out?” he asks.

“Vlad, I was totally fucked up on
drugs for two or three years. If I read it in the newspaper, I
completely forgot it.”

 


Vladimir

I remember throwing the gun against
the wall and falling to my knees and screaming to the
ceiling.

He certainly looked dead when I left,
crumpled in the corner of the room, blood seething out onto his
dark cheap tracksuit.

“He survived the gunshots and he
crawled out of the back of the burning house,” I say. “He was in a
coma for a while, but he survived. He woke up just in time to deal
with a massive federal drug prosecution against him and the gang he
worked with. He’s been in prison most of the last ten
years.”

“Oh,” she says softly.

“But he was very … successful there.
He made a deal between the Russians and the Aryan Brotherhood in
prison. Territory. Drugs. The gang he worked with became very very
wealthy shipping meth into Russia and some surrounding countries.
When he got out, he was a rich man.”

“Oh,” she says again.

I want to yell,
“Why? Why did you run from me?”

But I just take a deep breath and
watch the sun rise.

 


Chastity

“You went back to Russia … and … how
did you …?” she asks quietly.

“How did I become a ghost?”
he asks with that thin smile again. “I joined the army, and then
the Russian Spetznatz special forces. Private military contracting company, after
that. That led to this.”

He looks down at his hands and then
out the window.

My stomach roils as I think of all the
death and bloodshed that led him to this point.

And that night in his bedroom was the
beginning of that trail.

I remember the gunshots, but not as
gunshots. It was just a loud ringing after the first one. And the
bright lights in my drug-dilated eyes.

His brother’s cum drying on
me.

And I remember the look in Vladimir’s
eyes.

The hate.

 


Vladimir

“Were you in … war? Afghanistan or
Iraq?” she asks.

“First Russian conflicts in Georgia
and Ossetia. Then … Afghanistan and other places.”

Many other places.

The first decades of the
21st century had offered plenty of choices for hired guns. In
addition to the lucrative and never-ending conflicts in the Middle
East, there was the drug cartel violence in Mexico and South
America.

Plenty of places, and plenty of fights
to get in. Plenty of murders to commit. Quiet ones and loud ones.
Quick ones and ones that lingered for much too long.

My specialty.

I turn to her. “And you? You … went
back on drugs, you said?”

She nods.

“How did you go from being a homeless
drug addict to … become …?”

“A high-priced whore?” she
says.

I nod.

 


Chastity

The hate didn’t stop after he shot his
brother.

He turned his bright green eyes on me,
and I saw so much hate there, totally eclipsing the lovely sad eyes
of the boy I loved.

I thought he was going to kill me,
next.

And I ran.

I heard him screaming, behind me, in
the house where his brother lay on the floor.

No panties on, his brother’s cum on my
stomach, I ran into the night. I ran until I was breathless, until
I fell and scraped my knees, until I finally puked.

But I kept running.

The hate.

But it that really what I was afraid
of?

I realize now, I was just as afraid of
the love as I was of the hate.

“I ended up living on the beach with
some young people I met,” I say. “The years on the beach were
nothing but drugs. Parties, drugs, and more parties. I started …
having sex for money.”

Yes, a long long road. Filled with a
lot of fucking. Straight fucking, lesbian fucking, kinky fucking,
fucking in groups.

“Finally, I met a … I guess you would
call him a high-class pimp, and he was on a sort of talent scouting
mission, and he started connecting me with a better class of
client. Cleaned me up. Taught me some things. That led me
here.”

He got me cleaned up; I guess that’s
the nicest thing I can say about him. He’d quit drugs,
too.

He helped me get a new identity. He
quit drugs but he couldn’t quit a sex life that was very
adventurous, and he eventually died of AIDS.

But I’d learned enough to go to work
for myself.

I moved to another coast. Discreet ads
on websites at first, and then a client base fed by enthusiastic
word of mouth. The “bro culture” climate of the times was such that
going to escorts became the “in” thing to do, for everybody from
Google execs to secret service agents.

I travelled. I ate at the best
restaurants. I wore fine clothes.

I created myself again as every man’s
dream.

A nice clean beautiful respectful girl
who would nonetheless fuck for money.

The
21st century offered a lot of lucrative opportunities to a good
whore.

 


Vladimir

I wanted to ask her why she had run,
but of course, I know the reason, now.

Because I had turned into a
monster.

Or really, that’s not
correct.

I had let my monster out. The hateful
thing that had always been just under the surface.

Protecting her from her father.
Protecting her from my brother. These were just convenient excuses
to let my own monster out.

There would have been other ways to do
it, and if I had been a man, I would have used my brain instead of
my fists, my gun.

But I was still a boy.

An angry boy with a
monster.

She and I could have just walked away
together.

But I chose to solve my problems with
violence.

And I never stopped.

So I found a home for myself in a
world that needed monsters. That paid monsters well.

I look in her eyes, and I want to fall
into them. Every part of me wants the world to turn backwards, for
time to reverse itself, to give me another chance, a chance to
choose again.

But that chance is long
gone.

 


Chastity

He sits down, letting out a deep sigh,
and despite everything, despite the murders I have watched him
commit, I want to take him in my arms and tell him that everything
is going to be all right.

I could have done that ten years
ago.

Instead I ran away, and used drugs and
fucking to bury my problems.

But is it too late now?

“Vlad,” I say, throat thick with
emotion. “What do we need to do now?”

He shakes his head. “The organization
I work for will not allow me to cancel this contract. If I refuse
to do it, they will send others after you, and they will send
others after me.”

“Can we … hide?” she asks. “I have …
money.”

He shakes his head. “They know your
identity. My organization gave me all my false identities, so they
know them. All my contacts are their contacts. They have access to
government databases, police records, they can monitor phone and
internet traffic …”

“What can we … do?” I ask again. “How
much time do we have?”

“The video that I made will put them
off for a while. But they paid for a body to be found. No more than
a few weeks,” he says.

“What can we do?” I repeat.

He shakes his head again, looking out
the window. “I have a few ideas. But it will be nearly
impossible.”

I sit in silence for a
while.

Finally, I ask, “Vladimir, do you have
any warm clothes here that would fit me?”

He looks at me and nods his head. “I
think we can find something. You’re almost as tall as I
am.”

“Can we go for a walk?”

He smiles at me, and for the first
time it almost looks like a genuine smile.

 


Vladimir

I give her some sweat pants and
t-shirts that are big on her, and one of my coats that hands off
her, and we go outside.

It’s a beautiful crisp morning, clear
and cold. Not a cloud in the sky.

We don’t speak much as we stroll the
trails around the house, enjoying the fresh air and breeze
whispering through the pines.

“Ever seen any … bears up here?” she
asks.

I smile. “Only in the zoo.”

“Bet you have some nice rainbows,
though.”

“Sometimes.”

She reaches over and takes my hand and
it’s like a shock for a moment and I jerk away.

But then I look at her, and carefully,
take her small hand in mine and hold it.


PART FOUR
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Vladimir

I park my SUV at the rest
stop.

It’s twilight, but the sun is hidden
behind clouds already. It’s beginning to snow.

I had arranged to meet a guy named
Alan, a computer hacker and documents guy, one of the few guys I
knew who didn’t have any direct connections to the
Russians.

He was going to bring me two
passports.

Expensive, real passports, new
identities, stolen from dead people but developed with credit
histories and now using our biometric data.

I scan the whole area and I don’t see
anything off the baseline.

But then, I wouldn’t, if the Ghosts
are waiting for me.

There’s forest across the road and on
both sides of the rest stop, and the road, two-lanes, stretches
empty in both directions.

A million places to hide.

There’s a family of four, classic
Americana, in a big white van. They’re all overweight, even the
kids.

They pull out of the rest stop and get
back on the road.

And I see Alan’s car, a new model
Mustang.

And another car. A Lexus with tinted
windows.

I know whose car it is.

My heart freezes and I scan the tree
line, the roof of the building in the rest stop that houses a
toilet and a passageway with a few vending machines.

No cameras.

Vassily steps out of the car, wearing
an expensive-looking wool trench coat. He is holding his hands at
shoulder level, palms facing me. His stern face and grey hair match
his grey eyes and the grey clouds.

My contract arranger. My former
commander.

The boss.

The Major.

“We can talk, Vladimir,” he says, a
note of warning in his voice. “I didn’t need to come at all. You
know that.”

Fuck it.

I step out of my own car, a
non-descript Toyota SUV. My leather jacket is unzipped to allow me
access to the Sig Sauer 227 .45 ACP in my belt holster. Of course,
I have a few more goodies hidden on me, and in the car.

And I’ll probably need every one of
them.

 


Chastity

The cabin is so pleasant and homey,
although I’m wondering if that’s just compared with the sex dungeon
beneath it.

It’s got a fireplace, and I sit in
front of it with a glass of wine.

Like a normal person,
almost.

We’ve been living together like normal
people for a week.

Almost.

We didn’t talk about death, or
prostitution. We talked about movies, about food, about
travel.

But it seemed natural. We were both
honestly curious about some of the logistical parts of each other’s
lives.

After the long walk in the woods, I
went back to bed, and asked him if he’d sleep next to
me.

He said no, because he didn’t want to
wake up in the night and hurt me.

I nodded and slept alone. I missed
him.

I woke up early the next day and
cooked breakfast for him.

He told me he had an idea.

 


Vladimir

The Major’s grey eyes are watching my
hands, at first, but finally they meet mine.

He’s waiting for me to
speak.

“My brother,” I say. A question, a
statement, a threat.

He nods.

“You knew it?” I say.

He shakes his head. “No. You think he
arranged for a billionaire to be killed just to get at you? His
group is very powerful now, Vladimir. And they want a seat at the
table. Billionaires don’t die because of one man, or five men. It’s
an agreement of dozens of powerful people. Extremely powerful
people.”

I shake my head now. “We’re the most
dangerous killers in the world, and you’re scared?”

He spits a laugh. “This isn’t the
schoolyard, Vladimir. Not even the prison yard. It’s not about
who’s toughest.”

“And you want a seat at the table,
too,” I say.

He nods. “And you know what you need
to do. You think of going to kill your brother, I’m sure, but that
wouldn’t stop it.”

“Alan. He gave me to you?”

He shakes his head again. “He’s in the
trunk, dead. You still think of this as a schoolyard fight. We’re
not talking about crime gangs, or even soldiers. These are
governments. They have access to satellites, Vladimir. Satellite
photos of your place. They saw two figures walking. They knew you
wouldn’t be out walking with a prisoner.”

“You told them where my …”

“Get it through your head, Vladimir!
These people are at the top. Do I need to say it? FSB. Russian
government. They followed you with satellites from the moment you
drove off in the billionaire’s limo.”

“A fucking … meth dealer, my brother
is a meth dealer, who made deals with Skinheads,” I say, beginning
to tremble with rage. “How does he connect with these
people?”

“He’s very rich and he’s now dealing
with one of the biggest arms dealers in Russia,” he says. “You
don’t need to use your imagination why the death of the billionaire
that criticized the Russian government might make certain people
very grateful.”

“And he’s dead. And so is his wife.
But the girl isn’t going to die,” I say.

“I was afraid you would say that. I
know that there’s no changing your mind.”

He looks into my eyes, and I know then
that he’s there to kill me.

I guess I knew from the
beginning.

My brother might have suspected I was
one of the Ghosts, but it would have to be the Major who confirmed
that.

Nobody else could do that.

Chastity and I are both sacrificial
offerings.

 


Chastity

We walked in the woods and watched
movies together and talked of innocent and trivial things while he
made arrangements to get some fake identities for us.

There would be plenty of time to talk
of serious things later.

He doesn’t smile or laugh much, but I
found myself laughing a lot.

Maybe I’m just so fucking glad I’m not
dead.

And glad to see him again, no matter
what.

He doesn’t want to sleep in the same
bed as me; he sleeps on the sofa.

“Why?” I asked.

“I might hurt you,” he says
matter-of-factly.

On the third day, I got up in the
middle of the night and crawled under the blanket with him on the
sofa and he didn’t even seem to wake as he wrapped his arms around
me and our hearts beat together all night.

For once both of us slept peacefully
all night.

The next night we slept in the bed,
and I swear I felt him trembling a little. We kissed, but that’s
all, and drifted off together.

The next night I took his clothes
off.

“I might hurt you,” he
says.

“It doesn’t matter,” I tell him. I sit
on top of him, and take his hard cock in my mouth, loving it and
worshipping it with all the love of the first time. My heart was
pounding.

It felt like the first
time.

The next night I made love to
him.

He lay flat, his hands spread over his
head, holding on to the headboard.

There were quiet tears flowing down
his face as I climbed on top of him and made gentle love to him, my
hair falling over my face, and it felt like a prayer.

It was just a beautiful as the first
time, the first week we were together.

Together we made time run backwards.
Both of us were innocent kids in love again, if only for a few
precious precious moments.

And as the sun goes down on a grey day
outside, I’m lost in a daydream about it, staring into the fire, so
I don’t notice that the electricity has gone off until I hear the
alarms.

 


Vladimir

The Major had been like a father to
me.

A mentor, a friend, a
teacher.

They’d been counting on that reaction
in me. Some hesitation in doing what I would need to do.

I smile at him. “Vassily, when they
called us Ghosts, they were more right than they knew. We barely
exist. We’re seen and heard occasionally. But we’re
dead.”

He nods, and as he steps back and
pulls his handgun out of his belt and fires, a blindingly precise
and practiced and smooth motion, and I close the space between us
with an effortless leap, pushing the gun barrel down with one hand
and I hit him in the throat as hard as I can with the other hand,
crushing his trachea.

He makes a wheezing, rattling noise as
he starts the process of asphyxiation.

The shot echoes up and down the empty
road and birds flap out of the trees.

That’s how quickly death
comes.

I grab him by the collar of his coat
and pull him between me and the building with the toilets as a guy
in a black-and-grey flannel coat peers out from the corner, fifteen
yards away, handgun in front of him, and opens fire.

The bullets hit Vassily’s body and I
fall behind the car and I fire back around him.

The guy ducks behind the
building.

I know he’s going to do one of two
things; duck lower to change his position and then pop back out to
shoot again, or run around the building.

I aim my gun at the wall at the
approximate position of a man squatting.

He ducks lower and pops back out
again, and I shoot him in the head twice.

He disappears behind the corner again
for a moment, and then crumples onto the pavement.

Someone with a rifle opens fire at me
from the trees across the road. I roll and crawl forward, putting
the car between me and the gunner.

Another bullet thunks into the doors
of the Lexus, which probably has a moderate level of
bulletproofing. I’m squatting behind the wheel and engine
block.

I search Vassily’s pockets for his
keys, and find them.

The shooting stops and I open the
driver’s side door and get in, sliding into the driver’s seat,
keeping ducked low as more bullets hit the windows, and I start the
engine and leave scorched rubber and blood behind me as I peel out
over Vassily’s body.

The side window stars but doesn’t
break as a bullet hits it.

I speed back towards the
cabin.

 


Chastity

Alarms.

He told me what to do.

I get up, still wearing nothing but a
pair of panties and one of his t-shirts, and run down to the
closet, pulling open the secret panel, hitting the
keypad.

I hear something that sounds like a
thunderclap, but I guess it’s just the front door being smashed
open.

I take a deep breath to make sure I
don’t screw up the keypad combination, and the door is closing
behind me just as several men rush into the cabin.

 


Vladimir

I use my cell to call the number of
the phone at the cabin, but there’s no connection.

I concentrate on driving as fast as I
can.

The roads are starting to get slick
with snow. The Lexus has a full tank, anyway. It had taken me two
hours to get to the rest stop, but I’d gone slowly, paying careful
attention to the cars around me and the things I passed.

Looking for the trap which I’d then
walked right into.

I look down at the blood staining my
jeans, draining out of me over the expensive leather seats and onto
the floorboard.

Shit.

 


Chastity

I go past the second door and down the
ramp and into the room he described as the Panic Room.

I make sure the door is sealed behind
me, and turn on the ventilation system. There’s bottled water,
dehydrated food, energy bars, blankets, weapons here. A person
could hold out here for a long time.

I don’t know anything about guns, but
I pick one of them, a pistol, up out of the wall rack. I remember
people in movies pulling the top part back, and I try to do that
and it won’t move.

I put the gun back in the
rack.

He’d offered to show me how to shoot
but I’d just shook my head.

The room is basically a big closet,
steel lined. There are monitors and a telephone line to the
outside.

The thought of calling 911 under the
circumstances seems a little silly, but I pick up the phone anyway,
and am not terribly surprised to find it’s dead.

The screens are operational still;
cameras show me the woods around the house.

And there are men
everywhere.

Men with helmets, bulletproof vests,
and big rifles.

 


Vladimir

I’m not very surprised to find that
the Major’s car has an excellent medical kit in the glove
compartment.

There’s a high-end field dressing,
self-adhesive with anti-microbial and quick-clotting substances on
it, and I open my jeans and slap that on the bullet hole in my
upper leg.

It’s a big hole. It will slow me down,
but the femoral artery wasn’t hit.

Thankfully.

And then I get back on the
road.

I can’t drive as fast as I like,
because the snow is starting to come down harder now as the sun
goes down.

But this gives me some time to
focus.

Forget about all the extraneous
emotions that have been distracting me recently.

I think of how happy I’ve been for the
last week, with her, and then I put that in a box and close
it.

Happiness won’t be necessary
tonight.

I forget about emotion and concentrate
on doing the job I will need to do.

 


Chastity

I can’t stop shaking.

So many men!

It’s difficult to count them, because
the different cameras might be showing men from different
angles.

I see at least seven or eight outside
the house, and several trying to break through the doorway down to
the underground bunker.

I can’t hear anything. It’s very quiet
in the shelter room. There seems to be a speaker but maybe it’s
turned off.

How could I have gotten involved in
this?

And more significantly: how can
Vladimir get me out of this?

I should hope that he sees what’s
going on and just drives in the other direction and keeps going and
gets away.

But I don’t hope that.

I hope that he comes and gets
me.

I hope he doesn’t run away, like I ran
away.

I wait, and I pull a blanket over
me.

And then I see a face on the video
monitor:

Vladimir’s brother.

He’s even bigger than he used to be,
bodybuilder big, but he has the same shaven head and bright cruel
eyes.

He’s dressed a little nicer, I find
myself thinking stupidly. Sportswear, still, but … more expensive.
A black sweater and I can see a Rolex gleaming on his wrist. And a
bulletproof vest on over it.

And he looks at the screen and smiles
a smile full of teeth that have obviously been replaced and capped,
and then the screen goes blank.

 


Vladimir

I park the car at the end of one of
the trails that leads to the cabin.

I use my phone to check all the
security cameras but most – although not all – have been
disabled.

On the ones that still work, I see
more men than I could possibly deal with.

The snow will help though.

I strip off my leather jacket, not
wanting to be a black silhouette. I get down to my jeans and two
layers of grey wool shirt and my bullet-proof vest. I have wool
long underwear, too.

I have my own Sig Sauer, and I found a
suppressed HK-5 submachine gun in the trunk of the Major’s car, and
several extra magazines of 9mm ammo, next to the corpse of Alan,
who appears to have died of a broken neck.

And of course, I have my
knives.

I find a package on Alan’s body,
too.

The passports.

 


Chastity

After an eternity of waiting, the door
to the panic room is opened by some kind of small controlled
explosion.

A flash and concussive blast throws me
to the floor.

I can’t breathe or move or hear. For a
moment, I think I’ve been killed.

But no such luck.

Because somebody is dragging me by my
hair.

The pain is enough to cut through the
dull ache, the searing dizzy pain of concussion behind my eyes that
is keeping me immobile and I start breathing again with a
scream.

 


Vladimir

I slip into the woods, moving silently
and invisibly from tree to tree as the snow falls
harder.

I relax and breathe as my body
temperature begins to drop. I slow my breathing so I don’t produce
so much visible fog of breath.

I don’t mind it. The cold is like a
friend to me.

It always has been.

It fills me.

It will help me do what needs to be
done.

 


Chastity

Vladimir’s brother, Igor, dragged me
out of the Panic Room, and through the smoke and ringing in my head
I tried to focus.

The metal door was bent and twisted
off its hinges, and I saw there were two other men with him, one
dressed in bulky battle gear and helmet, boots and rifles, and the
other looking more like your typical Russian mafia thug, with a
leather jacket, a shaved head, and a gold chain.

I’m painfully aware of the fact that
I’m wearing nothing but panties and a t-shirt as my ass and legs
drag over the cold concrete floor of the hallway.

He drags me to the right, and I
shriek.

He’s taking me into the torture
room.

 


Vladimir

I come across two of them, as I near
the house.

They’re holding positions, but not
close enough together that I could kill them with a grenade.
They’re not bad, keeping their weapons and heads down and not
moving. Not moving much.

They’re good, but they’re not
Ghosts.

I only regret that it takes up a lot
of time doing it right.

The snow is coming down harder
now.

I crawl up behind one of them and then
slam onto his back, forcing his helmet into the snow and stabbing
him in the kidneys, under his vest, and then pull his helmet back
and slice his exposed neck, then slice the other side just for good
measure, and I can feel my knife grate against his
spine.

The snow is turning red as I roll
backward and off him.

The other guy gets up into a crouch
and is turning, trying to see what’s happening, raising his rifle,
but I transition to the suppressed HK-5, pulling it up smoothly
after I sheathe the knife, and I shoot him in his legs, below the
bullet-proof vest, and he goes down.

The suppressed subsonic bullets are
quieter than usual gunshots, and the blanketing snow is muffling
everything, but it still sounds like tree limbs
cracking.

I move forward, aiming at the
faceplate on his helmet, and squeeze the trigger five more times,
hitting him in the face and neck and he’s finally still.

More red snow.

I see two more men coming through the
trees and the snow.

I disappear into the trees, into the
snow, into the night.

 


Chastity

“I couldn’t believe my luck!” says
Igor, as he pulls me into the center of the room. “Such an amazing
coincidence. When they sent me pictures of that billionaire having
dinner with you, it was like winning the lottery.”

“After being shot and spending nearly
ten years in prison, I guess something good had to happen
eventually,” I say, weakly, looking up at him. He’s enormous, his
massive back and shoulders seeming to fill the room.

He laughs. “Prison? Oh, that wasn’t so
bad. My higher education of crime. And I did very well for myself,
of course. Did a lot of good networking, as the Americans
say.”

He laughs again. His eyes are
positively dancing with glee. Or maybe drugs.

Green eyes, so much like Vlad’s eyes,
but so flat and flinty, like cheap imitation jade.

He reaches down and pulls the t-shirt
off me, and I’m naked except for my panties.

He looks around at the table and all
its straps, the trapeze, the leather mask on the wall, the whips
and crops and says, “My god, look at all this shit. I heard my
brother was insane, but this …”

I don’t say anything.

“I’ve never used anything like this,
but I can see that might be convenient,” he says thoughtfully. “I
mean, girls are usually smart enough not to scratch or bite when I
rape them, but this stuff could be useful.”

He lifts me by the hair and I shriek
again, and he puts me on the table, and the guy in the leather
jacket holds my arms and the guy in soldier stuff holds my legs as
they fasten the straps into place.

Igor is smiling down at me, his huge
rough scarred hands on my tits. “You see, whore? You can run, but
you’ll always end up right back where you started.”

I turn my head to the side as the
tears begin to come.

 


Vladimir

Of course, I have a secret tunnel in
and out of the bunker.

I mean, of course I do.

It took a long while to dig, but it
was good exercise as well as an interesting exercise in
engineering. It’s not big enough to walk upright or even crouch;
most of it I need to crawl through on my belly.

I find the hidden door and I crawl for
ten minutes or so and then it puts me in the bunker.

I watch through the hidden peephole;
nobody’s in the workout room.

Nobody except the dead billionaire and
his wife in the freezer, of course.

I enter, walking past the three
freshly-washed boxes and scrubbed concrete floor.

I look through the peephole into the
hallway and see a guy in full tactical gear waiting outside the
door to the torture room. Idiotically he has his head turned to the
side, and seems to be listening to what’s happening in the
room.

Idiot has enough chance to gasp when I
pop through the door and drive my knife into his anterior jugular,
and then across the bottom of his stomach under the tactical vest
he wears, and then slice an artery in his arm, and then drive the
knife into the brachial cluster of his shoulder, and then into then
up into his neck under the mandible of his jaw.

It takes about three seconds, and by
the time he collapses onto the ground, unconscious from blood loss,
I’ve already tossed him aside and pulled out my Sig-Sauer .45 and
entered the torture room.

 


Chastity

He rips my panties off slowly.
Splitting them right down the middle.

I am naked, spread eagled on the
table, my wrists and ankles secured.

His huge rough fingers pry apart the
lips of my pussy and enter me.

His fingers are inside of
me.

Again.

“You don’t have to tell me
you like that shit, bitch,” Igor says. “I know you do. You told me
so ten years ago.”

“I was drugged and I hated myself and
I felt like I deserved to be raped by a scum like you,” I spit.
“That’s all.”

He looks down at me, his eyes
flat.

“I can’t believe my own brother shot
me … over a cunt,” he says.

He pulls a long knife off his belt,
and presses the tip against one of my nipples.

“I think I won’t kill you,” he says.
“I’ll cut you up, take your beauty away from you, and keep you
around to fuck. Maybe I’ll cut your arms and legs off so you can’t
scratch and bite and cut that evil tongue of yours out,
too.”

“You’re nothing,” I spit.

And then explosions fill the
room.

 


Vladimir

I step into the room, and shoot the
guy in the leather jacket twice in the head.

He’s falling as my brother turns
towards me.

Igor.

Huge, now, muscles like a
bodybuilder.

Igor smiles with big white capped
American-style teeth.

I put the front site on him and fire
into his center mass as he charges across the room at
me.

I register that he’s wearing a vest
and raise the gun to shoot into his head, and blood sprays as a
bullet passes through his cheek and ear, and he crashes into
me.

His knife stabs down into the top of
my right shoulder, into the collarbone, severing one of the straps
of my vest, seeking the sub clavicle artery.

He must have learned a little about
stabbing people in prison.

Agony jolts through me and blood
shoots up into both our faces.

We both slam back against the far wall
and I dig the fingers of my left hand into his face, his eyes, and
manage to hold onto the gun and twist it sideways and down and
drive it into his crotch.

And I pull the trigger again and again
until the slide locks back and the trigger won’t pull
anymore.

 


Chastity

I can’t hear anything but I know I’m
screaming.

I’m struggling to raise my head to
see.

Bright flashes in the dim room as
Vladimir pushes the gun into Igor’s groin and fires.

Both of them collapse, and I see with
horror that Vladimir has a knife stuck into the top of his
shoulder, near his neck.

Blood, oh god, he’s
bleeding.

The smell of smoke.

The smell of blood and
gunpowder.

 


Vladimir

Shooting somebody in the crotch is not
just psychologically debilitating, it’s anatomically very
destructive.

Huge blood vessels and arteries there,
and also the big bones of the hip and the base of the
spine.

I gasp and get back to my
feet.

Igor is lying in a heap in a widening
pool of blood, struggling to stand, but he won’t be able
to.

I double-check to make sure the other
guy, the guy in the leather jacket is not moving, and then I
stand.

Pain lances through my neck and arm,
and there’s a lot of blood flowing down the inside of my shirt and
vest.

Igor is reaching for a gun.

My Sig Sauer is empty. I can reload
with one hand – it’s a basic, necessary move that all operators
practice – but I don’t bother.

I just pick up the gun that Igor is
reaching for, the one that fell from the hands of the guy in the
leather jacket.

A Glock .40 caliber.

Not my favorite caliber, but it will
do.

I hold it in my left hand, the one
that’s not covered with blood. I can’t feel the right one
much.

Igor looks me in the eyes. His cheek
is ripped open, furrowed and bleeding from the bullet I put there.
I see more teeth.

“Put the gun down,” he rasps through a
mouth full of blood. “Fight me like a man.”

His spine is probably shattered, or at
least his hips, so he wouldn’t be able to fight like a man
anyway.

But I say, “We’re not men. We’re
killers.”

I raise the gun.

“And ghosts,” I say.

And I shoot him in the face until the
gun is empty.



Chastity

Vladimir gets the straps off
me.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say. “But you’re cut, you’re
bleeding …”

“Yes,” he says, and staggers out into
the hallway, into the panic room, and gets a big red first aid kit
and pulls out a thing that looks like a big maxi-pad tampon and
pushes it down gently on the side of the knife, and then another on
the other side of it.

I follow him naked, also
limping.

I’m still dizzy and feel nauseous from
the explosion in the danger room and my ears are still
ringing.

“Shouldn’t we … take that out?” I say,
and burst into tears.

“If I take it out I’d probably bleed
to death,” he says.

He’s so pale. And I see a large
bloodstain on his jeans as well.

“Get dressed,” he says. “There are
sweatpants and a sweatshirt that will fit you in the panic room,”
he says. “The boots will be big but they’ll have to do.”

He picks up the large rifle next to
the man in the soldier clothes who is dead in the hallway and
watches the ramp up the stairs while I get dressed.

Then we go into the other room, the
room where I’d been in the box, and he closes the door and types in
a code on the keypad.

He points at an open panel in the
wall. “That’s a tunnel,” he says. “Go out and follow the trail down
the hill and there’s a car there. I hope it’s still there. Keys are
in it. And your new passport, in a package in the glove
compartment.”

In the rack on the wall, behind the
Plexiglas, there are guns and body armor and other things. He opens
the case with another keypad and pulls out an ordinary-looking
small backpack, the kind of thing a student would carry.

“There’s $5000 in cash in small bills
in an envelope in the front pocket and $75,000 more in hundreds
hidden inside those books in there. There’s some other stuff there,
like an untraceable cell phone.” He hands it to me and takes out a
very large and wicked looking rifle and the boxes with bullets in
them, the clips or whatever they’re called.

“I’m not leaving you,” I say, tears
streaming down my face. “I can’t leave you again.”

“You have to,” he says, and his eyes
are dead serious. The kind eyes again. “I’m begging you. Please
leave. You can get away if I stay here and keep them
busy.”

“How can I do it without you?” I say.
“How can I do anything without you?”

“I’ll … be with you.”

“I don’t want to go,” I
cry.

“We don’t have time to argue,” he
says.

There’s banging at the
door.

 


Vladimir

“Go out. Survive. Wait for me. I’ll
join you when I can. I’ll handle these guys,” I lie.

There’s no chance I’ll survive
this.

But she gave me a week of
life.

Real life, not the life of a
ghost.

For a week, finally, I felt like a
real person again.

And I don’t want to spoil that knowing
that she died here, like this.

“Go,” I say, and kiss her. I see my
blood on her lips. “I have the number of the phone. Keep it with
you. I’ll call when I can.”

And she looks me in the eyes, tears
streaming down her beautiful face, and she nods.

 


Chastity

And I run.

Again.

Hating to leave him.

But this time, I’m not running
away.

I’m running to something.

Even if it’s only a dream, I’m running
to something.

A dream of a life where the two of us
can live together, in peace, outside of the living hells we created
for ourselves.

I go out the tunnel and crawl outside,
and stagger through the snow.

I’m crying hysterically, snot running
down my face, but I find the car and get in and drive away, through
the quiet dark snow-filled night.

And I think of Vladimir, and I take a
deep breath, and I look at the road ahead, and I start to feel
calm.

 


Vladimir

The blood is pooling around me. The
field dressings have sopped up as much as they can.

How much blood do I have
left?

They’ll be through the door
soon.

I crawl behind one of the metal
transport boxes – they’ll definitely stop most bullets – and prop
the rifle on top of it.

I check the magazine in the weapon and
line a couple more magazines up next to me.

It’s cold in here.

But I think of her, and I take a deep
breath, and I close my eyes, and I feel at peace.


EPILOGUE – SIX MONTHS
LATER
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Chastity

Costa Rica.

I go to bed early and wake up early
now.

I drove to the next city and got on a
bus and rode all night, and then got a sleeper compartment in the
train and rode it all the way down to the Mexican
border.

I crossed with a few dozen drunken
tourists; nobody even asked to see my new passport.

I kept taking buses, staying at small
hotels, traveling down through Mexico and into Nicaragua and ended
up in a beach city in Costa Rica and I figured it’s as good a place
as any. I live at a small beachside hotel, with a nice garden full
of flowers and hammocks.

Vladimir would like it here, I’m
sure.

I pay cash weekly, a very reasonable
price, but last week the owner told me I could stay for free if I
gave him English lessons – he has the student books, he asks most
of the questions – and if I help out at the front desk when he
needs it.

It’s a nice life.

I find I like teaching, and he says he
can find me some more students.

I wonder idly if my new ID had a
university degree. I’d have to check that.

It’s rainy season now in Costa Rica,
so there aren’t a lot of tourists around. I walk on empty beaches,
and enjoy lying in the hammocks listening to the rain
fall.

Sometimes the local Casanovas hit on
me, but I’m polite and manage to fend them off without hurting
their feelings.

My pregnancy is really starting to
show, so I guess they won’t be hitting on me much
longer.

He’s with me, all right.

In ways he didn’t even think
of.

The doctor says it’s unusual. I’d
stopped taking my birth control pills for only about a week, but I
still got pregnant. A month or two later would be much more
common.

Kind of a miracle, he says.

I have the phone, still; it’s a
little, square, old-fashioned-looking thing, not a sleek smart
phone, but it gets a signal everywhere.

I’m never without it, but it hasn’t
rung yet.

I eat healthy food and go to a yoga
class; I read a lot.

I don’t drink or do drugs.

Of course, I checked the news. The
massacre at the cabin is called a Russian mafia gang
war.

The whole place burned, and there were
a dozen bodies found.

Many of them couldn’t be identified,
but they identified his brother and a handful of other Russian
mafia figures, as well as some connected to the Aryan
Brotherhood.

Nothing about him.

I haven’t given up hope.

He could be alive, waiting, biding his
time, hiding, until he can contact me.

Until he can be with me.

I’m alive again, and I haven’t given
up hope.

And he’s with me, whether he comes and
finds me or not.

And I have a reason to live now, and a
reason to be a woman who my child can be proud of.

I’m alive.

What more do I need to say?

 


The End … for
now!

 








 


 


 Thanks for reading!
If you enjoyed that, be sure and leave a review or a link
somewhere. It really helps a young(-ish!) author gets established!
And you might also enjoy these works by Natasha Stevens
…
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Elena is an underwear
model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY
Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs
the homes of the wealthy.

One night he breaks in,
ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full
consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And
that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and
blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to
steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's
ex-husband.

But Elena's ex-husband has
some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky
but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ...

Buy BOUND BY THE BURGLAR
now at your favorite e-book retailer.
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He picks the lock and
quietly enters the dark house.

She awakens to find a man
in her bedroom, touching her.

But he is not a stranger.
Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former
boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her.

The man in her bedroom
wants to get even ... and he wants her.

WARNING: THIS STORY
CONTAINS EXTREMELY GRAPHIC AND DISTURBING MATERIAL It is not a
romance, it is a dark and twisted tale of control and
compulsion.

Buy I OWN YOU now at your
favorite e-book retailer.
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18-year-old Victoria has a
problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many
times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs
up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of
other ideas …

This collection follows
the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between teenage
cheerleader Victoria and her good-looking stepfather (and the hot
Russian babysitter!) in three stories.

Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX now at your
favorite e-book retailer!
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It all seemed like a
dream...

38-year-old divorced
former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one
evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia,
staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a
short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is
sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he
even want to?

What's more, Richard is
divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad.
And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to
get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help
Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works
of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

Blistering hot and full of
twists and turns, this is another shocking new taboo erotica
novella from Natasha Stevens, the author of JANA'S JOURNEY and I
OWN YOU.

Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK
SLUTTY DAUGHTER now at your favorite
e-book retailer.
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She’s one of the most
highly-paid escorts in the world.

He’s one of the most
dangerous assassins.

He used to love her, but
now he’s been paid to kill her.

He wants to hold her and
tell her that she’s safe.

But that would be a
lie.

This is another sizzling
and sex dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller that pulls
no punches and takes no prisoners.

Get THE HITMAN AND THE
ESCORT now at your favorite e-book retailer.
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An Extreme Horror BDSM
Dark Erotica Thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape
from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out:
a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away
... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must
endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM
scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her
new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through
tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she
says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new
life? 

But someone doesn't want
Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her
... 

WARNING! Contains graphic
content, including violence and abuse. Intended only for mature
readers.

Buy THREE DAYS A
SLAVE now at your favorite e-book
retailer.
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Natasha Stevens is one of
the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark
erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest
stories. 

A trophy wife gets a visit
from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor
sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist
inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of
acts ... 

These stories and others
will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women,
humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky
fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over
it. 

This book is a sampler of
eight stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of
Natasha Stevens.

Buy NAUGHTY BITS now at
your favorite e-book retailer
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Natasha Stevens is a bold
an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic
School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a
wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her
erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the
boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and
story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve
older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of
sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark
and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always
win.

Visit the author’s website
at http://www.natashastevensbooks.com


 



Copyright © 2017 by Natasha Stevens

 


All rights reserved. No
part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or
transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying,
recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the
prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of
brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other
noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

 


 


 


 


tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_m5efc76f1.jpg
'@“a/
4
|

NA ASITIA
STEVENS





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_3e58a31b.jpg
I OWN YOU






tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_m6fadb1cb.jpg





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_m5f7cc679.jpg





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_6c5a4511.jpg





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_2c7af7a6.jpg





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_57deefcc.jpg





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_m32e4bee9.jpg





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_493e0c81.jpg
L?

\
THE HITMAN

and

THE ESCORT

\ 0

Nf\TASHA SEVENS





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_5537acea.jpg
Natashe SZovers





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_m4782015d.jpg
The Neighbor's
Drunk Slutty
Daughter

; 4
(A
By the author of  OWN YOU

Ntwha Howons





cover.jpeg
NATASHA STEVENS





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_6e3b9826.jpg
/57,

naughty bltS‘

. eight stories
of erotica

Wit st SHovens





tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_m1590f762.jpg
Three Days

aSlaé

\"

Natasha Stevens






tmp_0a8f56eee2349307adf4f5fdc4df2b52_Tbm9sl_html_5148f9a8.jpg





