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TRIGGER AND CONTENT WARNINGS (the fun stuff): 
This book contains offensive language, abuse, very disturbing scenes, kinks, and explicit sexual content—which is presumably why you bought it—but if you're offended by these things, don't read it. This is sexual fantasy. It isn't real. If you're like me and you choose erotic and dark romance books by using their trigger warnings as a guide, you should know that the main character and her friends are aroused for most of the book, and that the story contains dub con and non con. These things are not safe or sexy in the real world without consent. If you do not like dub con and non con, stop and put this book away. Pretend it doesn't exist. It also has: Kidnapping, Drugging, Sex Toys, Bondage, Degradation, Forced and Denied Orgasms, Ass Play, Humiliation, F/M/M/M, Masturbation, Slave/Master.
If you want an extensive list of trigger warnings, you can visit my website at https://oliviabondx.com to view those, and there is plenty of other material there that may interest you as well, including a lot more of me and about me. Writing novels in this genre is a lot of fun for me because I typically write in other categories, and I've had three bestsellers, but I've always been restricted by wanting to do so much more when things get steamy.
With my deep appreciation, I thank you for buying this book.
Olivia







  
  Prologue


Ava Martinez lounged in the dimly lit booth, her silky, low-cut gown exposing just enough to entice. The sultry atmosphere of the nearly empty Hotel Grande restaurant enveloped her like a warm embrace as she sipped her second margarita. The tangy taste delighted her tongue, and the world seemed to sway subtly around her, each sip taking her closer to intoxication. This was her last night in Cozumel, where she had been working for the last three days on the photo shoot, and she was planning to spend the night with the first acceptable man who walked into the bar. When her younger self had dreamed of becoming a supermodel, she hadn’t realized what a lonely business it could be, and she needed the company, if only for one night. 
Taking her compact mirror from her tiny clutch purse, she checked her makeup, studying her high cheekbones, light brown skin, and green eyes, but everything looked perfect. She flipped her long black hair away from her face and put her compact back in the purse, which contained only cash, a brush, and makeup.
Maybe tonight will be different, she thought, scanning the entrance with eyes that gleamed with anticipation. She imagined the feel of another's touch, the heat of passion, an escape from the lonely reality that had become her life.
The restaurant door opened and Damien Castillo slipped into the room. Dressed as a respectable businessman, with a face like a leading man from a romantic telenovela, he surveyed the establishment with practiced ease. Ava couldn't help but notice the commanding presence he exuded, drawing her attention away from her idle fantasies.
"Ah, Señor Castillo," the bartender greeted him, polishing glasses with deliberate nonchalance. He inclined his head toward Ava's booth, his expression carefully neutral. "You might find what you're looking for over there." Damien left some cash on the bar.
Damien's eyes locked onto Ava, and the air around them seemed to crackle with electricity. She felt a shiver of mingled excitement and foreboding, though she could not place its source. She flashed him a seductive smile, willing him to approach her, to see the potential for a thrilling encounter within her inviting demeanor.
"Good evening," Damien said, sliding into the booth beside her. His voice was velvety smooth, a hint of some South American accent underlying its calm authority. "May I buy you another drink?"
"Of course," Ava replied, her own voice lilting and enticing. "I never turn down a good margarita." As their conversation continued, she found herself drawn to him, her hand resting on his arm while his fingers inched their way up her thigh beneath the folds of her gown.
She told him she was in sales and marketing, rather than being a supermodel, which scared some men away, and he told her he was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company. She knew they were both lying, but she didn’t care. He looked good enough to eat. His presence was undeniably alluring, yet a dark undercurrent seemed to simmer beneath the surface, hinting at something far more sinister than a simple one-night stand.
Ava's green eyes sparkled like emeralds in the dim light as she locked her gaze with Damien's, a seductive smile on her lips. Her heart pounded in anticipation, every sense heightened by the intoxicating ballet of temptation unfolding between them. As she felt the heat of his body pressing closer, Ava pushed aside her reservations. For tonight, she would relax for once and give in to her desires.
"Damien," she breathed, feeling the warmth of his breath against her neck as she leaned in closer, her breasts nearly spilling out of her low-cut gown. "Would you care to see my room?"
His eyes widened in surprise, but a slow smile spread across his face. "I'd be delighted," he replied. The scent of his cologne, a mix of spice and wood, enveloped Ava, and she wanted more of him. His presence was both alluring and unnerving, a thrill that she couldn't resist.
"Then let's not waste any more time," Ava whispered.
They rose from the booth and left the restaurant, their fates now irrevocably entwined.

      ***Ava's spiked heels clicked on the polished marble floor of the hotel hallway, her heart beating in time with each echoing step. Damien's tall and imposing figure stalked closely behind her, his dark eyes never leaving her swaying hips. She could feel the heat of his gaze on her skin, stirring a mixture of desire and unease she couldn't quite shake.
"Right this way," she said, trying to keep her voice steady as they approached her room. When she checked in, she had asked for the quietest part of the hotel because she liked her privacy. They were near the fire exit at the end of the hallway. Her fingers trembled around the keycard clutched in her hand, anticipating a big night.
Before she could open her door, Damien struck. His hand shot out, covering Ava's mouth before she could even gasp, while his other arm wrapped around her waist, yanking her sideways through the fire exit into the dark alley beyond.
"Let go of me!" Ava yelled into his hand, adrenaline coursing through her body as she twisted and writhed in Damien's iron grip. She managed to bite down hard on his hand, tasting the metallic tang of blood as he grunted in pain. Seizing the opportunity, Ava slammed her elbow into his stomach and wrenched herself free.
"You think you’re a fighter?" Damien growled, anger flashing in his eyes.
Outside in the dead-end alley that smelled like garbage, the glare of headlights from a shiny black SUV illuminated their struggle. Its tinted windows promised only danger and despair, but Ava refused to let fear consume her. With a surge of determination, she launched her attack, her fist connecting with Damien's jaw and sending him stumbling backward.
"Get away from me!" she shouted, desperation giving her strength as she turned to run. Her spiked heels and the alcohol in her system betrayed her, hindering her escape and sending her careening down the wrong path toward a dead-end.
"Run all you want, Ava," Damien called after her. "There's no escape."
Ava's heart pounded, the sound echoing in her ears as she stumbled down the alley. Her spiked heels scraped against the rough pavement, each step unsteady and treacherous. There wasn’t time to take off her shoes. Damien's laughter slithered through the air like a serpent, mocking her futile attempt to escape.
"Running the wrong way, Ava," Damien said with amusement. "But by all means, continue."
His footsteps echoed behind her, growing closer with every stride. A bead of sweat rolled down Ava's temple, her breaths coming in ragged gasps. She knew she was cornered, but she refused to give up without a fight.
"Leave me alone!" she shouted back, throwing a glance over her shoulder. Her eyes widened at the sight of Damien closing in.
"You’re coming with me, one way or another," he replied, his tone cruel and casual.
As despair threatened to engulf her, the SUV's door swung open, revealing the imposing figure of Ernesto in a black suit. He stepped out, his muscular frame cutting an intimidating silhouette against the glow of the vehicle's headlights.
"Need a hand, boss?" Ernesto asked with a smirk.
Damien nodded, his eyes never leaving Ava. "She's more trouble than expected."
Ernesto eagerly closed the distance between them, his heavy footsteps quick and purposeful. His shadow loomed over Ava, making her feel small and powerless. Fear coiled in her stomach, but she forced herself to focus on her burning need for escape.
"Two against one? Is that how real men fight?" Ava spat, defiance flashing in her eyes.
"We don’t want you to damage yourself," Damien shot back.
Before she was able to pick up a rusty section of pipe next to the dumpster, Damien tackled her onto a pile of damp boxes. The acrid scent of garbage and wet cardboard filled her nostrils, making it difficult to breathe and gather her thoughts. She tried to ignore the raw pain in her scraped elbows and focus on breaking free from his grip.
"Get off me!" Ava growled, thrashing against Damien's hold. Her voice was laced with both fury and desperation. She kept trying to ram her knees into his back.
"Ernesto, give me a hand," Damien ordered, his breath heaving from the exertion. The large man lumbered over to them with a sinister grin on his face.
"You put up a good fight, but it’s pointless, as I’m going to show you," Ernesto said as he knelt down and pressed one massive palm against her mouth, silencing her protests. His other hand reached down and yanked at the neckline of her gown, ripping it away to bare her breasts to the cool night air.
Ava's eyes widened in shock and horror as Ernesto began to roughly fondle her exposed flesh. His coarse fingers pinched and kneaded, sending waves of fear and revulsion coursing through her veins. She writhed beneath him, her muffled cries sounding pitiful even to her own ears.
"Enjoying yourself, Ernesto?" Damien asked, stepping back to observe the scene with a cold, calculating gaze.
"Very much, boss," Ernesto replied, straddling her hips so he could bend over and lick her nipple with his thick tongue. The sensation made Ava's stomach churn, but she couldn't escape his oppressive weight or overpowering grip. Her traitorous body responded by hardening her nipples.
In her mind, Ava screamed for help, knowing that no one could hear her, but beneath the terror, a small ember of defiant rage still burned, even as tears streamed down her cheeks.
The metallic taste of fear filled Ava's mouth as Ernesto forced a gag between her lips, tying it tightly behind her head. Her breath came in short, panicked gasps, the reality of her situation settling like a heavy weight on her mind. With a grunt, Ernesto hoisted her over his shoulder as if she were nothing more than a sack of potatoes.
"Take her to the car," Damien said, his voice cold and detached. "We have a long night ahead."
Ava tried to wriggle out of Ernesto’s grasp as every ounce of her being screamed for her to resist, but her body felt weak and disoriented from the brutal struggle moments before. She tried to kick out with her spiked heels, but only managed to strike Damien in the side as he opened the rear door to the waiting black SUV.
"If you keep fighting, we won’t be so nice," Damien said, rubbing his side where she had struck him. "You'll learn your place soon."
Ernesto shoved Ava face-first into the back seat of the SUV, his hand greedily fondling her butt as Damien climbed in on the other side. She squirmed uncomfortably under their lecherous gazes, feeling exposed and vulnerable in her disheveled state.
"Keep still," Damien commanded, his tone brooking no argument.
Desperate to escape, Ava fought against her restraints, her breasts bouncing as Damien expertly tied her wrists behind her back and then secured her ankles together. The tight knots bit into her skin, a constant reminder of her helplessness.
"Welcome to your new life, Ava," Damien said, leaning in close so that she could feel his warm breath on her cheek. "I told my boss I’d bring him a nice gift from my trip to Cozumel. You're our captive now. An object for our pleasure and amusement."
His words made her shudder with revulsion, but she refused to let him see how much they affected her. Instead, she focused on the anger burning within her, using it as fuel to stoke her determination. When she saw her chance, she would escape.
"Your defiance is admirable," Damien continued. "But it won't help you. You'll be broken and remade the way we want you to be, a willing toy for your masters."
A hot tear rolled down Ava's cheek as she tried to block out his menacing words. She knew that she could not let their threats and taunts define her fate. In the darkest recesses of her mind, she clung to hope, vowing that she would do whatever was necessary to survive this nightmare and reclaim her freedom.
The engine roared to life as Ernesto settled into the driver's seat, glancing at Ava through the rearview mirror. "Hector is going to love you, pretty one," he taunted, his voice thick with anticipation. "Just wait until we get to the plane—I can't wait to taste you myself."
"Patience, Ernesto," Damien chastised, though his eyes gleamed with a dangerous excitement. "We'll both have our time with her on the flight to California."
Ava's breaths came in shallow gasps against the gag as she listened to their vile plans. Her panicked thoughts turned to the hotel—they were sure to notice when she didn’t check out, and they would find her things in her room, so they would know something was wrong. She strained against her bonds, refusing to give in to despair, even as Damien's cold fingers pulled off her gown, exposing her naked body to his chilling touch.
"She's clean," he said, his hands methodically roaming over her body, “and no identifying marks or tattoos.” His satisfaction at finding none only heightened her terror.
"Good," Ernesto replied, shifting gears as they pulled away from the hotel. "I've already had her checked out of the hotel and her belongings will be sent to the plane."
So much for the hotel noticing she was missing. Lying on her side on the back seat, she screamed into her gag in frustration. Her head was now in Damien’s lap, and she felt his erection against her cheek as he stroked her hair with one hand and idly fondled one breast with the other.
As the SUV sped through the night, Ava's thoughts raced just as fast, desperately searching for a way out. She refused to let these monsters dictate her fate, but fear gnawed at the edges of her resolve. The feel of Damien's hand cupping her breast felt like a flame burning through her defiance, weakening her resolve.
"Your beauty won't save you, Ava," Damien said, his words a sinister caress as his fingers traced the curve of her hip. "In fact, it's what got you here in the first place."
Though every cell in her body screamed for her to submit to this overpowering presence, to accept the crushing weight of her new reality so she would survive, Ava clung to the embers of hope that still flickered within her. She would fight, she would endure, and somehow, she would escape the hellish nightmare these men had plunged her into.
Or she would die trying.






  
  Chapter one

Be careful what you wish for , as her father had always said.
The camera flashes were relentless, each burst of light blinding in its intensity. White lights shimmered off the colorful sequins and sparkling jewels that adorned the gowns of the glamorous celebrities. The red carpet was alive with bustling reporters, fervent fans, and a palpable excitement. The air was filled with the faint scent of expensive perfume and the excited chatter of reporters and fans.
Sienna Taylor stood out among the crowd, her crimson gown hugging her curves in all the right places as she glided down the red carpet, the epitome of beauty and grace. She didn't need flashy designer labels or a team of stylists to make her shine. Her natural beauty radiated from within, catching the attention of the photographers and causing them to train their lenses on the young star. Her black hair was shoulder-length and curly, and her dark eyes, now enhanced by her party makeup, could captivate at close range. The carpet under her feet was a deep, vibrant red, like the color of fresh blood. It was a Technicolor dream.
As she made her way down the red carpet, Sienna smiled and waved at the crowd, stopping occasionally to chat with a fan or give an interview, but her thoughts were consumed by the events that had brought her here. Not long ago, she had been a struggling actress, barely making enough to pay the bills. Then she had landed a role in a critically acclaimed film, and suddenly everyone wanted to work with her. Offers poured in, and now here she was, walking the red carpet at the most prestigious award show in the industry. It was a dream come true, one that she had never dared to imagine, and she kept reminding herself of her old life so she would appreciate every shining moment.
James Vanderbilt appeared beside her, tall and devastatingly handsome in a crisp tuxedo. His crystal blue eyes looked deep into her soul. He took her hand, intertwining their fingers. Leaning in close, his breath tickled her ear. "You look incredible." 
She squeezed his hand. "We both do." 
United as a power couple, they turned to face the horde of photographers. James slid an arm around her waist, pulling her tight against him. Shouts rang out from the paparazzi, accompanied by more flashes, like little bolts of lightning.
"Sienna! Over here!" 
"Let's see the ring!"
"Give him a kiss!"
Excitement buzzed in the air, electric, contagious. This was her night. All her hard work, the blood, sweat, and tears—it had led to this moment. The nomination meant everything. 
James dipped his head, capturing her lips in a tender kiss, audience be damned. Warmth spread through her, desire kindling low in her belly. Later, she promised herself. She needed to focus.
Pulling back, she gazed up at him from under lowered lashes. "Think I’ll win?"
His thumb caressed her cheek. "No doubt in my mind, sweetheart. You've earned this. Now, let's give them a show." 
Grinning, she let him lead her farther down the red carpet, head held high. Every moment was a triumph, a celebration of her presence in the world.

      ***Seated inside the famous theater, Sienna's mind drifted to a distant memory, a stark contrast to the glamour surrounding her. She saw herself hunched over a desk, fingers flying across a desk calculator, surrounded by stacks of invoices and receipts. The fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting shadows on her tired face. She wore a coat over a sweater because it was cold in the old brownstone office building.
"Sienna, I need those reports by end of day," her boss barked. 
"Yes, Mister Faber. I'm almost finished." She forced a smile, her cheeks aching from the effort. 
As the door slammed shut, she sighed, massaging her temples. This wasn't the life she'd dreamed about. Late nights, endless spreadsheets, the monotony of it all—she was suffocating, drowning in the mundane. She enjoyed complex financial analysis, and financial engineering, but rarely got the chance to do that because she spotted things that most people didn’t, and some of those things could send people to jail.
However, beneath the surface, a fire burned within her, a hunger for something more. She yearned to break free, to chase her passion, to make her mark on the world. Acting called to her, a siren song she couldn't ignore. She was determined to make it happen, no matter the cost. Auditions, late nights at acting classes, networking events—she poured her heart and soul into her craft. 
Slowly, steadily, her hard work began to pay off. 
The memory faded as applause erupted around her, jolting her back to the present. She blinked, disoriented, as James nudged her. 
"And the award for Best Actress goes to...Sienna Taylor!"
Tears sprang to her eyes, blurring her vision. Trembling, she clutched James' hand as they made their way toward the stage. She was barely able to make it up the steps. The spotlight blinded her, the roar of the crowd deafening. James was guided off to the side as she continued on to the podium.
She accepted the golden statuette with shaking hands, the weight of it grounding her. Taking a deep breath, she stepped up to the microphone.
"I…don't know what to say. I didn’t rehearse a speech because I didn’t think I would win. This is a dream come true. I’m glad Snow Queen of Miami has won so many awards tonight, and everyone who worked on it was amazing. And it’s an important topic because cocaine has destroyed so many lives." Her voice wavered, thick with emotion. "I want to thank my amazing fiancé, James, for always believing in me, even when I didn't believe in myself."
She turned to face him, their eyes locking. "I love you, baby. Thank you for being my rock."
Facing the audience again, she continued. "And to my dad, Edward Taylor. I know you're watching from home. You've been my biggest supporter, my cheerleader, my shoulder to cry on. I wouldn't be here without you."
Tears streamed down her face, but she didn't bother to wipe them away. "To everyone who's ever been told their dreams are too big, that they'll never make it...don't listen. Keep fighting. Keep believing. Anything is possible."
She raised the award high, a triumphant grin spreading across her face. "This is for the dreamers. Thank you!"
As the music swelled and the applause reached a crescendo, Sienna basked in the moment, her heart full to bursting. She had made it, against all odds. 

      ***The celebration continued at Sienna's lavish penthouse, the floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the glittering city below and the hillside Hollywood sign in the distance. The room buzzed with energy as Sienna's closest friends, all rising stars in their own right, clinked glasses and toasted to her success.
"To Sienna!" they cheered, their voices rising above the pulsing beat of the music. "To dreams coming true!"
Sienna grinned, her cheeks flushed with excitement and champagne. She moved through the crowd, hugging and laughing with her friends, their shared passion for their craft evident in every animated conversation.
Suddenly, strong arms wrapped around her waist from behind, pulling her close. Sienna melted into James' embrace, his familiar scent enveloping her.
"I'm so proud of you, baby," he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. "You were incredible tonight."
She turned in his arms, draping her arms around his neck. "I couldn't have done it without you, James. You've been my anchor through it all."
He brushed a strand of hair from her face, his touch giving her goosebumps. "You're my everything, Sienna. I love you more than words can say."
Their lips met in a searing kiss, the rest of the world falling away. In that moment, nothing else mattered—not the fame, not the accolades, not the glitz and glamour. All that mattered was the love they shared, the unbreakable bond that had carried them through every challenge and triumph.
As they swayed together to the music, lost in each other's eyes, Sienna felt a sense of peace wash over her. She had achieved her wildest dreams, but it was the love of this man that truly made her feel complete.

      ***As the party wound down and the guests began to leave, Sienna found herself alone on the balcony, staring out at the twinkling lights of the city below. The cool night air caressed her skin, a welcome respite from the heat of the crowded penthouse. She closed her eyes, taking a deep breath. The weight of her success suddenly felt heavy on her shoulders, the pressure to maintain her newfound status overwhelming.
She had sacrificed so much to get here—relationships, privacy, a sense of normalcy. Was it all worth it? Her thoughts were interrupted by the buzzing of her phone. She glanced down at the screen and saw her father's name, Edward Taylor, flashing up at her.
"Hi, Dad," she answered, her voice shaky.
"Sienna, my darling girl," Edward's warm voice filled her ear. "I just wanted to tell you how incredibly proud I am of you. You were absolutely stunning tonight, both on the red carpet and on that stage."
Sienna felt a lump form in her throat, tears spilling down her cheeks. "Thanks, Dad. That means everything to me."
"I know how hard you've worked for this, sweetheart. The sacrifices you've made, the determination you've shown in the face of every obstacle. You deserve every bit of success that comes your way."
She sniffled, wiping at her tears. "It's not always easy, Dad. The pressure, the expectations, the constant scrutiny. Sometimes I wonder if I'm strong enough to handle it all."
"Listen to me, Sienna," Edward said firmly. "You are the strongest, most resilient person I know. You have a fire inside you that can never be extinguished. No matter what challenges come your way, I know you'll face them head-on and come out even stronger on the other side. After all, you’re my daughter. You’re a Taylor."
Sienna felt a warmth spread through her chest, her father's words filling her with renewed strength and courage. "I love you, Dad. Thank you for always believing in me."
"I love you, too, sweetheart. More than you could ever know."
As the call ended, Sienna took a deep breath, squaring her shoulders. Her father was right—she had the strength to handle whatever came her way. With the love and support of her family and friends, there was nothing she couldn't achieve.
The penthouse was bathed in soft, warm light as Sienna stepped inside, the distant sounds of the bustling city below fading away. She slipped off her heels, her feet sinking into the plush carpet as she made her way toward the living room.
James stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, his silhouette illuminated by the twinkling city lights. He turned as she approached, a smile spreading across his handsome face. "There's my superstar," he said, his voice filled with pride and adoration.
Sienna melted into his arms, the stress and emotions of the day finally catching up with her. She buried her face in his chest, inhaling his familiar scent. "I couldn't have done it without you," she said, her voice muffled against his shirt.
James tilted her chin up, his eyes locking with hers. "You're incredible, Sienna. Your talent, your passion, your strength—it's all you. I'm just lucky to be along for the ride."
He reached for the bottle of champagne chilling in a nearby ice bucket, expertly popping the cork. Sienna watched as the bubbles fizzed and foamed, spilling over the rim of the glasses James held out to her.
"To you," he toasted, clinking his glass against hers. "To your success, your dreams, and our incredible future."
Sienna took a sip of the crisp, effervescent liquid. She set her glass down, wrapping her arms around his neck. "I love you," she whispered, her eyes shining with emotion. "I love you more than I ever thought possible."
His hand slid into her hair, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss. Sienna melted into him, the world falling away until there was nothing but the two of them, lost in a moment of pure, unadulterated passion.
As they broke apart, breathless and flushed, Sienna knew that no matter what challenges the future held, she would face them with James by her side. Their love was the foundation upon which all her dreams were built, the unwavering constant in a world of glitz, glamour, and uncertainty.
She reached for her glass, raising it in a silent toast to the man who had captured her heart and the incredible journey that lay ahead. 
Sienna had everything she had ever wished for.






  
  Chapter two

The television flashed images of Sienna's triumphant moment at the previous night's award show, her elegant red dress shimmering under the spotlight as she accepted the golden statuette. Then the glamorous scene faded, replaced by the somber face of a news anchor. "Breaking news: Edward Taylor, father of award-winning actress Sienna Taylor, has been implicated in a massive money laundering scandal." 
Sienna's eyes widened and she held her breath. The remote control slipped from her hand, clattering to the floor. She shook her head in disbelief, her mind reeling. "No, no, this can't be true. Not my father."
She turned away from the television, her gaze landing on the morning newspaper sprawled across the coffee table. The headline screamed in bold, accusatory letters: "BANKER FATHER OF SIENNA TAYLOR NAMED IN MONEY LAUNDERING SCHEME."
Sienna's hands trembled as she reached for the paper and her fingers grazed the damning words. A wave of nausea washed over her, and she struggled to breathe. The room spun around her, the walls closing in. The shrill ring of her cell phone pierced the air, jolting her back to reality. She fumbled for the device, her heart pounding as she saw the name on the screen. It was her father’s attorney, Max Shulman.
"Max, please tell me this isn't true," Sienna pleaded, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Sienna, I—" Max's voice faltered, heavy with emotion. "I'm so sorry, but it's worse than you think. Your father...he's gone. He took his own life this morning."
The world stopped. Sienna's knees buckled, and she collapsed onto the couch, the phone slipping from her grasp. Tears streamed down her face as she gasped for air, her chest constricting with unbearable pain. "No, no, no," she repeated, her voice breaking with each word.
Memories of her father flooded her mind—his warm smile, his comforting embrace, his unwavering support. The man who had been her rock, her guiding light, was gone. And with his loss, the foundation of her world crumbled. Sienna's hands shook violently as she pressed them against her face, her sobs echoing through the empty room. The weight of the news crushed her, suffocating her with grief and despair. She struggled to process the enormity of the loss, the betrayal, the unanswered questions.
"Sienna? Sienna, are you there?" She heard Max's voice on the discarded phone, but Sienna couldn't find the strength to respond. She curled into herself, her body wracked with anguish as she mourned the man she thought she knew, the father she had lost forever.
Through the tears, a visceral anger blazed in her eyes as she picked up the phone again and spoke. "No." A cold hardness entered her voice. "I refuse to accept this lie. I’ll uncover the truth, no matter the cost. For my father." She hung up the phone. Her jaw was set like a trap, clenching with unshakable resolve even as tears streamed down her cheeks. She would not rest until justice was served and her father's name was cleared. She owed him that much, and nothing would stand in her way.

      ***As the tears continued to flow, Sienna's mind drifted to a cherished memory from her childhood. She was eight years old, sitting on her father's lap in his study, the warm glow of the lamplight casting a comforting ambiance.
"Daddy, what happens when we die?" Sienna asked, her innocent eyes wide with curiosity.
Edward smiled softly, his hand gently stroking her hair. "Well, sweetheart, when someone we love dies, they become a star in the sky. They watch over us, guiding us through the dark times, and reminding us that we're never truly alone."
Sienna's face lit up with wonder. "So, even if you're not here, you'll always be with me?"
"Always, my little angel. No matter what happens, I'll be right here," he pointed to her heart, "forever and always."
The memory faded, and Sienna found herself back in the present, the pain of her loss intensifying. She clenched her fists, her grief transforming into a fierce determination. She couldn't let her father's death be in vain. She had to uncover the truth behind his downfall, to clear his name and bring those responsible to justice.
Wiping away her tears, Sienna reached for her phone and dialed James' number. He answered on the second ring, his voice laced with concern. "Sienna, I heard the news. I'm so sorry. Are you okay?"
"No, I'm not," Sienna said, her voice steady despite the turmoil within. "But I will be. I'm going to find out what really happened to my father."
"What do you need me to do?" James asked, his unwavering support evident in his tone.
"I'm leaving for my father’s house in Pennsylvania. I need to start there, to find any clues or evidence that can help me unravel this mess. Can you handle things here while I'm gone?"
"Of course, don't worry about anything here. Just focus on what you need to do. I'm here for you, always."
Sienna felt a flicker of warmth amidst the coldness of her grief. "Thank you, James. I don't know what I'd do without you."
As she ended the call, Sienna took a deep breath, steeling herself for the journey ahead. She knew it wouldn't be easy, that she might have to confront painful truths, but she was ready. For her father, for the love they shared, she would uncover the truth and make those responsible pay for their actions.

      ***The musty scent of old books and polished wood enveloped Sienna as she stepped into her father's home office in Bitter Creek, Pennsylvania. Sunlight filtered through the lace curtains, casting intricate shadows on the mahogany desk where Edward Taylor had spent countless hours managing his business while away from the office, leaving the daily drudgery of banking to others. Sienna ran her fingers along the leather-bound volumes lining the shelves, their spines creased and worn, a testament to her father's love for knowledge.
She settled into the high-backed chair, the leather cushion yielding to her weight. Sienna opened her father's laptop, her fingers flying over the keys as she accessed his financial records. She knew his password because he had never changed it. Her eyes narrowed as she scanned the numbers, her bookkeeping skills kicking into high gear. Something doesn't add up here, she thought, her brow furrowed in concentration. These transactions, the large sums moving through shell companies...it's all too neat, too structured to be accidental.
Hours passed as Sienna lost herself in the labyrinth of financial data, her mind whirring with possibilities and connections. A knock at the door jolted her from her thoughts. She glanced up to see Max Shulman, her father's longtime attorney, standing in the doorway. Nobody locked their front doors in this small town.
"Max," Sienna greeted him, rising from the chair. "Thank you for coming."
"Of course, Sienna," Max said, his voice full of sympathy. "I know this must be an incredibly difficult time for you."
Sienna cut straight to the point. "Max, I need to know everything you know about my father's involvement in this scandal. No more secrets, no more half-truths. I deserve to know what happened."
Max hesitated, his eyes darting away from Sienna's intense gaze. "Your father...he was a good man, Sienna, but he was desperate. The bank was struggling, and he needed funds to keep things afloat."
"So he turned to criminals?" Sienna pressed, her voice rising with each word. "How could he do that, Max? How could he risk everything, risk our family, for money?"
Max sighed, his shoulders sagging beneath the weight of his words. "I don't know all the details, Sienna. Edward kept me at arm's length, only sharing what was absolutely necessary. But yes, I suspect he got involved with some very dangerous people, considering what happened."
Sienna felt a chill, the reality of her father's actions sinking in. He was in over his head and it cost him everything. But I won't let his mistakes define his legacy. I'll find out the truth, no matter how ugly it may be.
"Thank you for your honesty, Max," Sienna said, her voice softening. "I know this can't be easy for you, either. My father trusted you, and I do, too."
Max placed a comforting hand on Sienna's shoulder. "Whatever you need, Sienna, I'm here for you. Your father loved you more than anything in this world. Don't ever forget that."
Sienna's head nodded mechanically as she fought back the tears welling up inside her. The road ahead seemed endless, filled with a tangled mess of deceit and hidden truths. Despite Max's unwavering support and her own inner strength, doubts crept into her mind about whether she was truly ready to face the potentially devastating obstacles ahead of her.

      ***Sienna's fingers flew across the keyboard, her eyes darting between the screen and the scattered documents on her father's desk. Each new piece of information only led to more questions, more inconsistencies in the story being told. There has to be something here, she thought, frustration mounting as another lead turned into a dead end. Someone knows the truth, and they're going to great lengths to keep it hidden.
A knock at the door startled her from her thoughts. She glanced at the clock, realizing hours had passed since her conversation with Max. 
"Come in," she called, rubbing her tired eyes. 
The door opened with a mournful creak, revealing the somber face of her father's long-time assistant, Julia. Her normally bright eyes appeared dull and tired, hints of dark circles highlighting her exhaustion, but she had stopped by to dig up more records for Sienna. "Sienna, I'm so sorry to interrupt, but there's a gentleman here to see you. He says it's urgent."
Sienna felt a mix of hope and apprehension. Could this be the break she needed, or was it just another dead end?
"Send him in," she said, standing to greet her unexpected visitor.
A well-dressed man entered, his expression unreadable. His dark hair was immaculately combed, his features sharp and chiseled. His eyes were a deep, steely gray, giving nothing away. "Ms. Taylor, my name is Vincent Rossi. I worked with your father."
"Worked with him how?" Sienna asked, her guard up. She had never heard the man’s name, and she didn’t offer to shake his hand.
"I'm afraid I can't disclose that," Vincent replied, his tone firm. "But I can tell you that your father was a good man, caught in a bad situation. And there are people who want to keep the truth buried."
Sienna's eyes widened in shock and worry, studying Vincent's stoic face for any signs of deception. Her surroundings suddenly felt darker and more ominous, as if they were closing in on her. Her mouth went dry, the taste of fear and dread lingering on her tongue. She couldn't help but wonder if she was in over her head, if the truth was too bitter for her to swallow.
"I appreciate you coming here, Mister Rossi," Sienna said, her voice steady despite her inner turmoil. "But if you can't give me more information, I'm not sure how you can help."
Vincent nodded, a flicker of understanding in his eyes. "I know it's not much to go on, but please, be careful. Your father had powerful enemies, and they won't hesitate to come after you if they think you're a threat."
“But you can’t tell me who they are?”
Vincent shrugged. “I’d better go. I’m also in danger. I just wanted to warn you.”
The air felt suffocating as Vincent's departure left Sienna alone with her chaotic thoughts. She sought comfort in her father's chair, the worn leather enveloping her with its familiar scent. She couldn't help but feel overwhelmed as tears stung her eyes, her mind flooded with questions and doubts. How did her father get himself into this mess? And how was she supposed to navigate through it all? Why all the secrecy?

      ***The next afternoon, Sienna stepped into the Colonial-style funeral home, filled with the scent of flowers and the murmur of hushed voices. Her eyes were drawn immediately to the polished black casket at the front of the room where her father lay, his face serene in eternal rest.
As she approached, Sienna noticed a small group of well-dressed Latinos clustered near the casket, their heads bowed in respect. They seemed out of place among the other mourners, and Sienna's curiosity was piqued. Before she could approach them, they turned and filed out of the room, disappearing into the shadows.
Sienna turned back to her father, her heart aching with the weight of her loss. She reached out to touch his hand, the skin cold beneath her fingers. Oh, Dad, she thought, tears blurring her vision. I'm so sorry. I should have been here for you.
As she stood there, memories of her father flooded her mind. The pride in his eyes when she graduated from college, the warm hugs he always greeted her with, the long talks they would have about life and love and everything in between. He had always been her rock, her guiding light in a world that could be so dark and unpredictable.
And now he had become another star in the sky.
I won't let you down, Dad, Sienna vowed in silence.
With a final, gentle touch, Sienna turned and walked out of the funeral home, her resolve strengthened by the memories of her father's unwavering belief in her. She spent hours wandering around the small town, mostly composed of a main street full of empty shops, a Goodwill store, a corner market, a bank, two off-brand gas stations, and a post office. Adjacent streets were mostly old Victorian homes with parts falling off of them, in desperate need of paint, interspersed with the occasional grand Victorian that almost looked new, much like her father’s home nearby. Few people walked the streets during the day, most commuting to larger towns for work or staying indoors to drink or watch television. Down by the river, where a few old industrial buildings and empty warehouses crumbled along the river road, two small boys were fishing, staring out at the flowing water like they hoped it would carry them away.
Later that evening, Sienna returned to her hotel room, exhausted from the emotional toll of the day. As she slipped her old-style key into the lock and stepped into the room, she noticed an envelope lying on the floor as if someone had slipped it under the door.
Frowning, Sienna picked it up and tore it open. Inside was a single sheet of paper, with a message scrawled in bold, black ink: If you want to know more about your father's death, come to the Red Lion Bar tonight at 11:00.
Sienna's mind began spinning with possibilities. Was this a trap, set by the same people who had killed her father? Or was it a genuine lead, a chance to finally get some answers? Whatever it was, she had to go.
She glanced at her watch. It was almost 10:00 now, but it would be a short walk to the bar, which was one of three in town. She carefully folded the paper and tucked it into the pocket of her leather jacket. Feeling unsettled, she decided to take a quick shower to rinse off the grime from her day spent walking around town. Showers always helped her relax, and she figured she would need her mind sharp and ready for whatever was going to happen. She also needed time to plan what she was going to wear, thinking that dressing up would be fun and might make her feel better.
Leaving her clothes behind on the bed, Sienna stood naked by the bathtub/shower raising goosebumps on her skin for almost five minutes before the water was hot enough to enter. Stepping over to the window, she lifted it slightly to let the steam out, and glanced out at the dark, empty streets. 
Under a streetlamp a short distance away, she saw a man in a long coat standing there watching her. He had a good view of her ample breasts, and probably more.
Startled, Sienna jerked back from the window and stepped into the tub. The hot water was already cascading over her body before she realized she hadn’t closed the curtains. Then she wondered if she had simply imagined that the man was watching her. Maybe he’d been standing there waiting for a bus. The stress of the day was probably getting to her. In any case, he couldn’t see her in the shower, so she’d just take a long one until he got bored and left, if he was actually watching her, which he probably wasn’t.
Sienna let the hot water run through her hair, letting it relax her as it always did. She took deep breaths, pulling steamy air into her lungs as she shampooed, and the heat felt lovely on her skin. She thought about James, and how they liked to take showers together, and how those showers usually turned into passionate lovemaking. With that in mind as she rinsed her hair, her eyes closed, she realized that her fingers had found her clit, making little circles that ignited all of her nerve endings, prompting her to rub some more. Inserting two fingers past her slippery folds, moving in and out of herself, she began to breathe faster as she thought about James, naked and erect, sliding into her from behind.
But something was wrong. When she was tense, she normally didn’t need a lot of stimulation to come and make herself relax, but right now she couldn’t get herself off.
She started thinking about the man under the streetlight. She knew he was tall, with short hair, but his body had been covered by his long coat, so she decided he looked like James. Turning off the shower, she stepped out into the steamy bathroom. Still breathing fast, pretending that she was simply opening the window wider to get rid of the steam, she lifted it as if she were confident that nobody was outside, and of course he might be gone by now anyway.
The man was still there. He pretended to casually look away, but she knew he was still watching her.
Leaning against the windowsill as if to cool off and get away from the steam, she put one foot up on the toilet lid beneath the window to give him a much better view, and pretended to look up as she started masturbating again, seemingly oblivious to his presence.
She knew she had his attention now. He probably couldn’t believe his luck.
Her fingers circled and rubbed her clit. Her other hand massaged her breast, squeezing the nipple to send more shocks through her system. Her heat beat faster along with her breathing, knowing how she must be stimulating the watcher outside, who was probably stroking himself now, even though she didn’t dare to look.
Sienna liked to be watched. It felt dirty and hot, like she was a naughty girl doing something she shouldn’t, and that desire to be watched had probably played into her choice of an acting career, wanting to be watched and admired for her talent. She thought ironically that if she hadn’t made it big in Hollywood, she had toyed with the idea of becoming a porn star, because North Hollywood was the center of the porn industry as well. Of course, it was a big leap, thinking about becoming a porn star and actually being one, but she still liked to fantasize about it, and about having sex with a lot of different men and being paid well for it.
A brief glance in the man’s direction confirmed that he was still there, and she gasped as she thought maybe he actually had his cock in his hand, stroking back and forth, but she didn’t want to actually look straight at him long enough to know if that was just wishful thinking or if he was actually jacking off while watching her. In any case, she loved the idea that he was watching, and as her fingers increased their pace, moving in and out of herself, rubbing her clit like it was on fire, she felt the ripples of pleasure turning into waves peaking inside of her pussy, and she let go of her breast with her other hand so she could grab the towel hanging on the rack and scream into it as she came harder than she had in a long time, slamming herself against the wall to brace herself in place by the window as her back arched and her body tensed so much she thought her bouncing feet would shove her out the window.
Starting to slide down the wall from sudden relaxation, she glanced toward the man once again, and his right hand was thumping against his coat from the inside where his erection would be. Then she collapsed onto the toilet seat so she could rest.
Feeling much better now, she decided she was going to dress sexy tonight and blow the small town minds of everyone in the bar. She was a fucking award-winning movie star, a celebrity, and she was going to act like it.







  
  Chapter three

The crimson neon sign over the Red Lion Bar flickered like a predator's eye blinking in the night. It was the kind of place where loners congregated, nursing their drinks and their sorrows in equal measure. The air smelled of stale beer and cigarettes. The sound of clinking glasses and murmured conversations washed over Sienna as she entered. Summoned here by someone who claimed to have information about the death of her father, she weaved through the dimly lit bar, ignoring the curious glances from the patrons. The men were watching her, as well as some of the women. She felt good in her skimpy outfit, a low-cut minidress shimmering with blue sequins, as she clicked across the floor in her blue stiletto heels. However, as she approached the lone figure in the corner booth, she couldn't help but feel a sense of unease. 
The man, a grizzled veteran with a buzz cut and a jagged scar running down the side of his face, was nursing a glass of whiskey. He wore a rumpled army coat, jeans, and scuffed boots, but also wore a gold watch that looked expensive. He didn't look up as Sienna slid into the booth across from him, but instead took another sip before speaking. "You're looking for information about your father?" he asked, his voice gravelly and worn.
“You recognize me?”
The man snorted. “I’m not blind,” he said, getting a good look at her cleavage. “And I watch the news. Of course I know who you are.”
Sienna nodded, trying to keep her emotions in check. “Do you know who caused my father’s death?”
The man took another sip, his eyes never leaving Sienna's face. "I might," he said cryptically, "but it'll cost you."
Sienna bristled at the man's audacity, but knew she had no choice. This was the only lead she had. 
"How much?" she asked through gritted teeth.
The man leaned forward, close enough that she could smell his breath. "A thousand dollars," he whispered. “Rich girl like you shouldn’t have any problem with that.” Then he looked down at her breasts again in the low-cut outfit. “Or we can make a different arrangement,” he said with a wink.
Sienna felt her heart sink. Maybe she should have worn a different outfit, but she liked the way sexy outfits made her feel, and she hadn’t imagined that the Red Lion would be a dive bar. It was probably an oversight from having worked in Hollywood for a few years, forgetting how real people lived in the rest of the country. The man put his hand on her thigh and she casually brushed it away as she reached into her clutch purse for the money.
The man looked disappointed when she handed him the money. She had thought his information might cost more, so she had come prepared with plenty of cash. 
“Rivera,” he grunted. “Your father was working with Hector Rivera, and he’s someone you don’t want to mess with.”
“Where can I find him?”
He snorted again, which seemed to be a habit with him. “Seriously? He’s a drug lord. Head of the Perro Cartel. You won’t get close to him.”
“Where can I find him?” Maybe he’d answer if she kept repeating it.
He rolled his eyes, then leaned in close again to whisper. “It’s your funeral. Rivera comes and goes, but he’s in town right now. He owns the Groove Club. It’s another front for his real business, and it’s good for money laundering, among other things. Not a good place for a babe like you. Women disappear from there sometimes, and Rivera owns the local cops, so they don’t bother him when people vanish.”
She ignored his last comment. “And how do you know all this?”
“I was co-owner of the Groove Club until Rivera bought it. And he didn’t pay me anywhere near what it was worth, but he has a way of convincing people that they don’t want to die.”

      ***There was a short line of people waiting in the cool night air to enter the Groove Club, and their faces kept flashing in different colors reflected from the big animated sign over the door. Sienna started to head for the back of the line, but when the two bouncers at the door saw her coming, they motioned her forward and opened the heavy steel door to let her in.
The air reeked of sweat and desperation. The pulsating bass of the nightclub vibrated through Sienna's chest as she entered, her high-heeled stripper shoes clicking on the floor. Flashing lights painted a kaleidoscope of colors on the writhing bodies around her, drawing her into the sensual rhythm. Knowing how her minidress hugged her curves, she knew she would turn heads, and Rivera's attention was precisely what she sought.
"Focus, Sienna. You're here for one reason," she reminded herself as she moved to the beat, her dark curls bouncing with each step. Her eyes scanned the crowd, searching for any sign of Rivera. She caught the eye of an attractive man with blond hair who approached her, a confident grin spreading across his face.
"Care to dance?" he asked, extending his hand.
"Sorry," she replied with a polite smile, shaking her head. "I'm waiting for someone." The man nodded, disappointment flickering across his features before he disappeared back into the crowd.
She felt nervous as she continued to survey the room, the intensity of her mission fueling her every move. Then, there he was. Rivera was unmistakable in his expensive suit and crisp white shirt, adorned with flashy jewelry that glittered under the club's strobe lights. His wavy black hair framed his square face and thick mustache, giving him a sinister appearance. If she had ever needed to pick a drug lord out of a police lineup, Rivera would have been her first choice, but if she were a casting director, she would have chosen someone less obvious.
With a deep breath, Sienna prepared herself for the dangerous performance that was about to happen. Sweating now, she adjusted her stance, subtly weaving and dancing through the pulsating crowd towards Rivera, who remained stationed at his VIP booth set back from the dance floor. As the distance between them closed, she felt the watchful eyes of his men scrutinizing her every move.
She wondered if she was making a mistake. Nobody knew she was here. She knew she should have told someone, but too late now.
Rivera's coal-black eyes never left hers as he nodded to one of his men wearing a white suit that clashed with the rest of their black suits. White Suit approached the red velvet rope separating the VIP area from the main dance floor and unclipped it, granting Sienna access with a big smile as he patted her down. About forty with short black hair and a glimmer of intelligence in his brown eyes, he looked like a bodybuilder or a football player. She felt awkward as his hands moved up and down her body, lingering around her inner thighs and her butt, then moving up to thoroughly squeeze her breasts. She shuddered and White Suit finally stepped back, indicating she should go toward the table. She felt the tension in the air as she stepped into the secluded space, her heart pounding in time with the hypnotic beat of the music.
"You must be Hector Rivera," she said coolly, her voice steady despite her anxiety. "We need to talk."
Rivera studied her for a moment. “And you are?”
“Sienna Taylor,” she said, expecting him to recognize her name, if not her face, but he surprised her.
“We don’t need any dancers right now, but we have an opening at my strip club if you’re interested. Someone like you could make good money.” He spoke very well, but his deep voice held a trace of a Mexican accent, or maybe it was Colombian.
“I’m not here about that. I want to know about your business with my father. I know you were involved in the scandal that destroyed my father's life."
He snapped his fingers. “Ah, now your name sounds familiar. You were on the news. Some kind of award.”
"Stop playing games, Rivera!" Sienna spat, clenching her fists in frustration. "You know exactly what I'm talking about. I recognize you from the funeral! My father lost everything because of your greed, and I want his name cleared."
“I work with many people,” Rivera said, taking a sip of his whiskey. “I can’t be expected to remember all of them. And I wouldn't recommend pushing me any further."
"Is that a threat?" Sienna challenged, her defiance only growing stronger.
"Consider it a friendly warning," Rivera replied, his voice a deadly whisper as he rose from his seat, towering over her like a menacing storm cloud. "Now, I suggest you leave before things get ugly."
"Ugly for whom, Hector?" she shot back, refusing to cower despite the fear clawing at her insides. "Maybe the police or the DEA would be interested in what I have to say. You took my father from me, so what do I have left to lose?"
"Careful, Sienna," Rivera warned, his eyes narrowing to dangerous slits. "You might learn just how much more you really do have to lose."
As the words hung ominously between them, Sienna knew she was treading on thin ice. This confrontation had spiraled out of control, but she couldn't back down now. She had come too far, risked too much, and she would not let Rivera slip through her fingers without a fight. She stood there without moving, glaring back at him.
Sienna's heart pounded as she watched Rivera's eyes darken with rage. He lunged at her, his powerful hands gripping her shoulders and turning her around so he could force her face down onto the table. With a swift, savage motion, he tore off her dress and tossed it aside.
"Let go of me!" Sienna screamed, her voice drowned out by the laughter of Rivera's men as she struggled. But her cries were futile; the drug lord's grip was unyielding.
"Your defiance has a price, querida," Rivera sneered. She jumped as her lace panties were yanked down her thighs, leaving her fully exposed. The cold surface of the table pressed against her naked skin as he held her down, and she shuddered from fear and despair. 
She heard the sound of a zipper being pulled down.
As Rivera’s cock tried to enter her, he found she was too dry for him to slide in, so he spit on her pussy and worked three fingers inside of her, pushing in and out until her body betrayed her and she got wet. In fact, she was starting to squirt, which rarely happened, and he chuckled as her juices ran down her inner thighs. Her swollen clit was aching for release, and her wet folds were begging for penetration from this dominant stranger who held all the power over her right now. He grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head back, making her gasp in surprise, but he didn’t let go. Instead, he bent over and pressed all of his weight against her back to whisper in her ear. “You’re a dirty slut, aren’t you, begging for it like that?”
“Please,” she moaned, trying to wiggle her butt away from his hard cock pressed against her. She moaned again, arching her back, as he pulled harder on her hair and reached around to squeeze one of her nipples.
“Please,” he repeated, sounding amused. “Please fuck me in the ass? Is that what you’re saying?”
She tried to shake her head, but she couldn’t with his strong grip on her hair pulling her backward. “No,” she grunted. “No, no.”
“I think you need reminding who’s in charge here,” he growled. “You come into my place, make threats, try to make me look bad in front of my men, all because you’re some kind of entitled blanca celebrity who likes to get her way. Big mistake, puta.”
She screamed with pain and humiliation as he leaned back and his cock slammed into her, still gripping her hair, her breasts bouncing in the faces of the men just two feet away across the table.
Panicking, she searched her brain for any way out of this nightmare. Her body trembled and she moaned with each powerful thrust, but she refused to surrender—she couldn't let him break her spirit. If she could just endure this brutal assault, she would find a way to make him pay for his actions.
He kept pounding and pounding with one hand gripping her hip while the other held her hair, knocking over the drinks that remained on the table. Rivera’s men just watched her breasts bounce, fascinated by the hypnotic rhythm, until he released her hair and she fell hard against the alcohol-soaked table. It felt like hours. Nobody on the dance floor came to her aid, or even noticed what was going on as they continued to dance to the driving beat.
She was most ashamed by the fact that she was liking it. She liked being watched by the leering men in front of her, one of whom was licking his lips, moving his hand back and forth on his erection beneath the table as he stared into her eyes. She couldn’t be sure, but Sienna thought he was the same man who had been watching her in the bathroom from under the streetlamp. She also liked being helpless under this powerful drug lord who was taking her simply because he could. She couldn’t stop herself from moaning.
And she was about to come.
With one final, vicious thrust, Rivera climaxed, his hot come warming the inside of her spasming pussy, dribbling down her inner thighs as he slowed his pounding, stretching out the good feeling. She screamed as her body responded with its own orgasm, forcing her to buck her hips against his cock, and she hated herself for doing so.
Panting, Rivera rolled her onto her back, his sinister smile returning as he gazed down at her. She shuddered.
Sienna tried to sit up and spit at him, fury burning in her eyes. "I'll never stop fighting you, you monster!"
"I like a fighter," Rivera chuckled, his hand wrapping around her throat, choking off her words as he pushed her down on her back on the wet table. His men were climbing out of the booth, and for a brief moment she worried that they were going to take turns with her. When she tried to kick Rivera, two men grabbed her ankles, then White Suit and one other man grabbed her arms, holding her down as Rivera fondled her breasts. "I could end your miserable existence right now, puta, but you're far too entertaining. Women don’t usually say no to me, and I find that intriguing. I think we should get to know each other better. Much better."
His grip on her neck loosened, and Sienna gasped for air, preparing to scream again. She struggled against the men, her naked body writhing between them as White Suit jammed a cloth napkin into her mouth and they lifted her off the table. Despite her desperate attempts to break free, she was no match for their strength. 
They carried her away from the VIP area through a back door and into the darkness beyond.






  
  Chapter four

The cold steel of the black SUV's door handle bit into Sienna's grasping fingers as she was hoisted out onto the tarmac in the private jet section of the airport. The tarmac was empty and desolate, the only signs of life being the blinking lights of the control tower in the distance. The air was crisp and cool, carrying a faint smell of jet fuel and exhaust from the nearby planes. She wore only her high heels and a man’s dress shirt, completely unbuttoned, providing little protection from the cold that made her nipples hard, or from the leering eyes of Rivera’s men. 
White Suit and three other men, their faces blank and emotionless, carried her towards Rivera's private jet, a white Gulfstream G5. Her wrists and ankles burned from the tight restraints, but she had worked the cloth napkin gag out of her mouth and now she refused to be silent. "Where are you taking me?" she demanded, her voice cracking with fear.
"Shut up," one of the men growled, his eyes locked on hers with a mixture of menace and indifference.
"Please, just tell me what you want from me," Sienna pleaded, but her captors remained silent. “I have money. I can pay you to let me go.”
After they lifted her up the jet staircase onto the plane, they carried her past the larger white leather seats and couches to one of the two side-by-side seats in the back near the galley and the restroom. Oval windows looked out at the dark runways and blue marker lights. White Suit belted her in, angled her seat back a bit, allowing her shirt to fall open and expose her breasts, and then tied loops of rope around her chest and under her arms to cinch her tightly to her seat. He also took the opportunity to cup and squeeze her breasts, lingering there with an unsettling grin. All Sienna could do was turn away, staring at the airport lights outside the window.
"Get your hands off me," she said quietly, her eyes filling with tears.
"Relax," White Suit said, pinching one of her nipples to make her jump. "You'll get used to it."
With a mild roar and the hiss of air through the overhead vents, the jet raced down the runway and jumped into the air, soaring into the night sky. Sienna's heart pounded, her mind filled with a confusing mix of fear and determination. She glanced down at her high heels, still strapped on tight, wondering if she could use them to fight back if given the chance. She felt like a caged animal on the plane with her fate in the hands of these dangerous men who were now lying down on the couches, probably so they could get some sleep. There was no way she was going to get any sleep. Then one of the men on the couches, who was about forty, short, and pudgy with a tattoo of a gun on his neck and spiky black hair, lifted his head to stare at her with a vague smile as he began rubbing between his legs. Looking around to make sure none of the others were watching him, he unzipped his pants and took out his hardening cock, continuing to stroke it as he watched Sienna. His suit jacket dropped open to reveal a handgun in a shoulder holster. She would later learn that his name was Matias, but he also went by the nickname of Pistola.
White Suit dropped into the aisle seat next to her, seemingly unaware of Matias. "You look thirsty," he said, offering her a glass of whiskey through a straw. Sienna hesitated for a moment before accepting the drink, sucking some of it down to calm her, but knowing that she needed to keep her wits about her.
"Thank you," she murmured as she sipped the fiery liquid. It was an automatic response to thank him, but then she felt like an idiot for doing so.
"Of course," White Suit replied, settling back in his seat as he slid his hand down between her thighs. She tried closing her legs to keep him out of her pussy, but he just forced his hand down there anyway, fingering her clit. He picked up a paperback mystery novel and began reading, as if fondling her was nothing more than an idle pastime. Sienna squirmed in her seat, desperate to escape his touch, but she couldn't fight him off. Instead, she stared out at the full moon, its light a beacon of hope in the darkness, wondering where they were taking her and what awaited her there.
"Leave me alone," she whispered, her voice thick with desperation.
White Suit’s fingers continued their cruel invasion.
"Please, just let me go," Sienna begged, but her pleas fell on deaf ears. She knew that she had no choice but to bide her time and wait for an opportunity to escape. 

      ***When Sienna was carried out of the private jet by White Suit and his men, a stretch limousine with tinted windows pulled up close to the jet stairway. The night air smelled like jet fuel, but it was also thick with an ominous energy, wrapping around her like a suffocating embrace. She saw a sign that welcomed them to Hollywood Burbank Airport, but they were on the far side of the airport at the private jet terminal where no one was around who could rescue her. She felt a glimmer of hope that she was now closer to her home, in a crowded city with lots of police, and places she could go if she managed to escape. At least they hadn’t flown her out of the country.
"Comfy?" White Suit smirked as he pushed her into the rear seat of the limousine and buckled her seat belt. Sienna clenched her jaw, refusing to give him the satisfaction of seeing her discomfort.
"Where are you taking me?" she demanded, trying to sound braver than she felt. The only response was a cruel laugh from Matias in the opposite black leather bench seat, who was busy staring at her breasts now that her shirt had fallen open again when she was pushed into the car. She could feel the weight of all their gazes on her, studying her body like a prime cut of meat. With her wrists still tied, she tried using her upper arms to nudge the fabric back over her breasts, but she only made things worse. She closed her eyes.
As the limousine drove through the dark streets of Los Angeles, Sienna focused on her breathing, willing herself to stay calm and collected. She couldn't afford to let fear cloud her judgment. Instead, she glared back at the men and her surroundings, searching for any possible clues about her captors. When they stopped at a light near the freeway, two prostitutes approached the limousine with false smiles, very high heels, skirts that rode up on their butts, and tops unbuttoned to show deep cleavage. Knowing they couldn’t see into the limousine through the tinted windows, Sienna wanted to bang her head against the glass to get their attention, but she knew the men would stop her first. As she started to scream instead, Matias lunged across and slapped his hand over her mouth, muffling her scream and straddling her so he could lean his heavy body into hers. He rubbed up against her chest and fondled her left breast. She tried to move away, but she was locked in place and felt that his erection hard against her stomach.
Without looking up from his paperback novel, as if this happened all the time, White Suit held out a white handkerchief and spoke with a calm and commanding tone. “Matias, stuff this in her mouth and sit down.”
Matias shoved the handkerchief into her mouth and she tasted the fabric. Then he grudgingly returned to his seat, but he kept his eyes on her, hungry for more. She realized she should have kicked him with the spikes of her heels, but everything had happened too fast. And the prostitutes never saw anything. 
The limousine accelerated onto the freeway. White Suit stayed engrossed in his novel, the dim light of the reading lamp casting eerie shadows across his face. Every so often, his hand would absentmindedly stroke her thigh, making her skin crawl.

      ***The first light of dawn was throwing its golden glow across the wooded landscape when the limousine finally pulled through the automatic gates of a remote compound nestled in the heart of Malibu Canyon. As they drove up a curving cobblestone drive, Sienna's eyes widened as they took in the sprawling ultramodern-style house before them. It was a stunning sight, the glass walls reflecting the early morning light like a prism. But there was something sinister about it too, a sense of confinement, like a fortress or a prison, that spoke of hidden depths and dark secrets. The feeling was enhanced by several men patrolling the grounds in different areas with assault rifles, wearing black outfits with body armor, and it made her wonder whether the guards were there to keep intruders out or to keep people in.
"Welcome home," White Suit said. After the limousine parked in a spacious garage filled with Lamborghinis, Ferraris, and other exotic cars, he unbuckled her seat belt, put her over his shoulder, and carried her toward a door being held open by one of the guards, her legs protesting against his harsh grip.
"Let me go," Sienna whispered, her voice barely audible. She didn’t even realize she had said it out loud.
"I’m taking you to the play room," he said, his voice as cold as ice.
The ominous click of the door lock echoed through a large chamber, the sound reverberating off the concrete floor and padded walls. Sienna's breath hitched as her captors led her into this room of horrors, and a combination of dread and fascination seized her. The sunlight streaming in through the massive glass wall at the far end of the room did little to dispel the sinister atmosphere that permeated every corner. Beyond a mattress equipped with corner restraints in the middle of the room, the far wall held a collection of whips, nylon ropes, handcuffs, plastic cable ties, chains with clips at each end, and other bondage equipment. To her right was a doctor’s examination table beside a tool cabinet, exam lights, and a sink. To her left was a shower and a large bathtub.
As two men held her arms, the rope around her wrists was untied and Matias violently ripped her shirt from her body, leaving her clad only in her high heels; stripper shoes on a stripped woman. Each rough touch was a stark reminder of her captivity, the calloused hands roaming her skin with an invasive force that left her feeling defiled and humiliated.
"Let me go!" Sienna demanded, her voice trembling despite her best efforts to maintain composure. She knew that showing fear would only embolden them further.
"Stand up straight, puta," Matias ordered gruffly, his iron grip forcing her arms behind her back. Sienna complied, trying to ignore Matias, her defiant gaze on White Suit as he picked up an expensive camera.
"Time for a little photo shoot," White Suit announced, snapping photos of her from various angles as she was made to stand, then kneel, all while being firmly restrained by Matias. “Bet I could make a ton of money off these celebrity photos. Lucky for you, Hector doesn’t want anyone knowing you’ve been taken.”
"Get your hands off me!" Sienna seethed, struggling hard enough to prompt the rest of the men to help Matias restrain her. Her anger flared as their hands continued to explore her body with cruel intent. She fought back the urge to scream, knowing it would only fuel their sadistic desires. Instead, she bit her lip until she tasted blood, the pain keeping her grounded.
"Let's get a good look at you. We need to make sure you’re healthy," White Suit said, putting the camera down. The men removed her high heels, strapping her down onto the examination table on her back. White Suit began a humiliatingly invasive physical examination that included probing between her legs and then turning her over for an anal inspection. She felt oil being dribbled on her butt, and then she jumped as White Suit shoved two fingers inside her.
"Please…stop…," Sienna whispered, struggling against her restraints as tears threatened to spill from her eyes. She forced herself to think of happier times, memories of laughter and love that seemed so distant now. The irony of her situation was not lost on her: a few days ago she had been a rising Hollywood star, and now she found herself in a twisted, nightmarish scene straight out of a kidnapping movie.
"We’re just doing what Hector asked us to do," White Suit replied with a sinister grin. "He wants you trained and fully prepared before he returns here in a few weeks."
A few weeks! Sienna shook her head, hoping she’d misheard him as the men manhandled her toward the bathtub while she struggled.
Cold water swirled around Sienna's body, giving her goosebumps and making her nipples harden, as their rough hands gripped her arms and legs to keep her in place. The shock of the frigid water was a cruel reminder that she no longer controlled her own life, but she refused to let them see her fear. Sienna gritted her teeth and tensed her muscles, struggling against their grasps despite the overwhelming odds.
"Stay still, or we'll make it worse," White Suit warned. She could feel his eyes on her, watching every movement, every tremble.
She knew she was breathing too fast, but Sienna continued to fight, her determination fueled by the knowledge that giving up would only lead to further degradation. Their fingers dug into her flesh as they soaped her skin, violating her with every touch. The acrid scent of the soap filled her nostrils, mingling with the sweaty and musky smells of the men restraining her.
"Let me go!" Sienna demanded, her voice shaking but firm. "You won't break me."
White Suit laughed.
Once the ordeal was over, they toweled her dry and Sienna was led naked to a comfortable bedroom, with Matias holding one arm and White Suit holding the other. Bars lined the huge window on one wall, allowing sunlight to flood the room with a warm glow while also casting sinister shadows across the luxurious furnishings. In contrast to the cold concrete room before, this one felt like a gilded cage—a prison disguised as comfort.
After they let Sienna use the adjoining bathroom, with the door open so they could watch her, White Suit and Matias secured her limbs to the four corner posts of the bed, leaving her spreadeagled on her back on top of the blanket. As the restraints were tightened, Sienna focused on the view outside the window, where the lush green forest met the high canyon walls beyond. It was a beautiful sight that seemed so out of place amid the darkness of her situation.
"Here, drink," White Suit said, offering her water through a straw. Sienna hesitated before accepting it, knowing that dehydration would only weaken her further.
"Would you like something to eat?" he asked, his tone almost casual as if they were good friends now. "Our chef can make almost anything."
"I'm not hungry," Sienna replied curtly, unwilling to give him the satisfaction of seeing her dependent on their generosity.
"Suit yourself," White Suit said with a shrug, gesturing to Matias to follow him out of the room. "Remember that I gave you a choice. You'll change your mind soon enough."
On his way out, Matias turned his head and winked at her. “See you soon, puta.”
As the door clicked shut behind him, Sienna knew she needed a plan, a way to escape and take back control of her life. She couldn't afford to let fear consume her, not when so much was at stake. The world outside the window called to her, beckoning her to fight, to survive, and to reclaim her freedom.
"Whatever it takes," she whispered into the silence, steeling herself for the battle ahead.

      ***When the bedroom door floated open on silent hinges ten minutes later, Sienna's heart skipped a beat. A tall figure stepped into the shadowy space, his dark eyes watching her with an intensity that made her shiver. As he approached, the faint scent of cologne filled the air. When he smiled, his perfect teeth almost glowed because they were so white.
"Good evening," the man said in measured tones, a slight Colombian accent coloring his words. "My name is Damien Castillo. I’m Hector Rivera's half-brother and right-hand man."
Sienna just stared at him. His presence was both comforting and unsettling, a contradiction Sienna couldn't quite reconcile. She took in his chiseled features and imposing stature and a fleeting feeling of attraction flashed through her body before she ruthlessly dismissed it. She felt like she couldn’t even trust her own body now.
Damien merely nodded, his stoic exterior betraying nothing as he stood by her bedside. She expected him to use his rough hands on her, but nothing happened. The silence was thick, almost suffocating, until White Suit reappeared with a tray of steaming food.
"As I said," White Suit warned, his tone friendly yet menacing, "you really should eat something. You wouldn't want to make me angry. That would go very badly for you."
As he spoke, Damien watched silently, clearly in charge, his gaze never leaving Sienna. There was a curious mix of emotions in his eyes—curiosity, perhaps even empathy—and she couldn't help but wonder what secrets lay hidden behind his enigmatic facade.
Reluctantly, Sienna opened her mouth, allowing White Suit to spoon feed her. Each bite felt like she was swallowing rocks, her throat raw and aching, and she couldn’t taste anything. However, she knew she needed strength if she was to survive this ordeal. When White Suit finally left with the tray, Damien lingered for a moment, studying her with those piercing eyes.
"Try to get some sleep," he advised, his words soft but firm. "You'll need your rest for tomorrow. Big day."
"Sleep?" Sienna scoffed, her bitterness seeping through. "How am I supposed to sleep when I'm tied up like this?"
"Try," he insisted, his gaze unyielding. And with that, he turned and left the room, leaving Sienna alone once more.
As the door clicked shut behind him, Sienna tried to calm herself enough to analyze her situation. She needed to occupy her mind by making a plan, but first, she had to bide her time, gather information, and watch for opportunities. She had never liked those movies where the woman is captured and has to wait for a man to save her, and she would find her own way to escape if she could. But she didn’t have a script for this movie. And right now, she’d take whatever help she could get.






  
  Chapter five

The next morning, Sienna's senses clawed their way out of the murky depths of unconsciousness as she gradually became aware of her situation. Soft, expensive sheets lay smooth against her back, a cruel reminder of comfort that belied the grip of the restraints at her wrists and ankles. Panic gripped her as her mind struggled to piece together why she was splayed across the bed like a marionette with strings tautly pulled to each corner. 
Her limbs were numb, making her attempts to move both futile and frightening. Sienna was breathing fast and she blinked rapidly, her eyes darting around the room, desperate for clues in the opulent prison, with contemporary furniture and abstract art on the walls, that held her captive. Her memories were fuzzy, really more like dreams, and she hoped she would wake up at any moment and find herself at home.
The door opened. Ava Martinez, the once-coveted canvas of high-fashion designers, glided in. She was incongruously clad in a bikini and stiletto heels, long hair down past her shoulders like a black waterfall, leather cuffs around her wrists and ankles, and a wide leather collar around her neck with a ring in front. In her hands, a silver tray laden with scrambled eggs, bacon, toast, fruit, and orange juice wobbled slightly, betraying a vulnerability beneath her poised exterior. A thin sun dress with a short skirt was draped over one of her shoulders.
"Good morning, Sienna," Ava's voice floated over her, deceptively soothing, as she set the tray down on a nearby table. “I’m Ava.”
Sienna studied Ava's movements, noting the submissive tilt of her head and the careful avoidance of direct eye contact. Ava approached the bed, her fingers deftly working to release Sienna from her bonds. The touch of Ava's hands on Sienna's skin was paradoxically tender, massaging life back into the numbed extremities with practiced care. It was a stark contrast to Sienna's vulnerable state—trapped in a web she had yet to understand, her body betraying her with its need for the relief Ava provided. 
As blood began to reclaim its territory in Sienna's arms and legs, the sharp prickling sensation was both a torment and a reassurance. Under Ava's ministrations, her body reawakened with a jolt of awareness, each muscle crying out as if reborn from the prolonged stillness.
"Easy, it will pass," Ava murmured, her tone threaded with an empathy that did little to mask the undercurrent of resignation. Sienna watched her, this ethereal figure who moved with the grace of a runway model despite the incongruence of her attire and setting—a caged bird whose wings had been clipped.
"Thank you," Sienna managed to whisper, the words feeling alien as they passed her lips. Her voice sounded distant to her own ears, a disembodied echo in the chamber of luxurious captivity that now defined her existence.
Ava nodded as she continued massaging Sienna’s legs, her gentle touch making Sienna think Ava needed this kind of personal contact as much as she did.
"Where are we? What do they want from us?"
Ava shifted uncomfortably, her green eyes darting away as if the walls themselves could overhear. "It’s not safe to talk about it," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Please, Ava. I need to know," Sienna pleaded, her frustration mounting. Ava's silence spoke volumes about horrors and secrets too dangerous to share. “I assume you’re a prisoner, too?”
With a sigh that seemed to carry the weight of the world, Ava held the sun dress out to Sienna, its fabric soft and light, a mockery of freedom. "Let's get you dressed," she said, her demeanor gentle and guarded. Sienna could sense a protective layer behind Ava's actions, a shield erected against this world that had stripped them of choice and control.
Ava helped Sienna into the dress. As she stood on wobbly legs, the relief that flooded Sienna's limbs was almost overwhelming; Ava’s tender care felt like a balm to her soul, igniting a spark of connection between the two women, a silent acknowledgment of their shared plight.
"Thank you," Sienna said, her body continuing to relax under Ava's expert touch, the sensation of fabric against her skin grounding her to the moment and their dark circumstances.
The light fabric of the sun dress whispered against Sienna's skin as she moved, a stark contrast to the rough touch of the restraints that had bound her. She tugged on the hem, uneasy in the absence of something as simple as underwear. "How about panties?"
Ava paused, her gaze flitting away for a fraction of a second before returning to Sienna's eyes with an enigmatic calm. "You won't need it," she stated flatly, the corners of her mouth tightening as a telltale sign of concealed secrets.
"Here, eat," Ava urged, pushing the tray of food closer to Sienna. The scent of warm bread and fresh fruit tickled her nose, but the inviting aroma did little to settle the churning pit of anxiety in Sienna's stomach. With a tentative hand, Sienna picked up a slice of toast, the butter glistening under the soft morning light streaming through the barred window. She bit into it, the crunch too loud in her ears. Ava watched her, an unreadable sentinel, her presence a silent command to continue eating.
As Sienna swallowed another morsel, her head began to feel heavy, as if it were sinking into the deep end of a velvety ocean. Her limbs grew languid, and the world took on a soft blur at the edges.
"Ava," Sienna slurred, her tongue thick and clumsy, "what's happening to me?"
"Shh," Ava hushed her. "It's just something to help you relax, to make today easier for you."
"Easier?"
"Training," Ava replied, her eyes holding a sorrow that vanished as quickly as it appeared. "Just try not to fight it."
The room spun gently as Sienna fought against the tendrils of drowsiness that threatened to claim her. Every blink was a battle, but as the drug wove its way through her veins, her resistance crumbled, leaving her enveloped in a hazy cocoon of enforced tranquility.
After Ava left, Sienna attempted to rise from the bed, her movements sluggish and awkward. Her knees buckled beneath her, sending her tumbling to the plush white carpet with an ungraceful thud.
Gritting her teeth against the dizziness, she began to crawl toward the window, each motion more deliberate than the last. Her arms trembled. The window seemed a beacon, a sliver of hope beyond the glass, but it mocked her with its unreachable distance.
The door swung open.
White Suit stood framed by the doorway, flanked by Matias and two hulking shadows, one of whom was a huge man named Ernesto who was built like a refrigerator with curly black hair and a big mustache. The men’s eyes quickly spotted Sienna in her weakened condition, her butt exposed under the short dress, crawling away pathetically across the floor. 
White Suit had a wicked smile as he stepped forward. "Quite the sight," he remarked, voice smooth as silk.
Matias snickered, studying Sienna's helpless state. "Looks like she’s ready for us." 
"Please," she whispered, her voice barely a breath, "help me."
White Suit crouched down to her level, his brown eyes locked onto hers. "Of course, my dear," he said, the false sweetness of his tone more terrifying than any threat.
The room spun, a carousel of shadows and leering faces as White Suit's command sliced through the haze clouding Sienna's senses. "Pistola," he snapped, using Matias' nickname. "Show us how well our little starlet can perform."
Matias loomed closer, his breath reeking of cannabis. Sienna's stomach churned as she felt rough and impersonal hands lift her to stand by the end of the bed, forcing her to bend forward into a position that left her defenseless. He kept his hands on her shoulders to steady her, and to keep her in place. A sharp and sudden slap against her butt ignited a sting that seared through her foggy consciousness.
"Quiet now," Ernesto said as his hand spanked her again, and again, rhythmically punishing. His hand was so large that it almost covered her entire butt. Sienna's body jerked with each impact, the pain a cruel metronome marking the seconds of her torment.
"Stop," she gasped, her words slurred by the drug coursing through her veins. She felt like her butt was on fire. “Please, stop.”
"Enough talking," Matias growled in his thick Mexican accent. His fingers fumbled at his belt, crude excitement etched on his pudgy face. Ernesto turned Sienna and pushed her down to her knees, holding her in place facing Matias, his grip unyielding as Matias thrust himself toward her open lips.
Sienna gagged, her instincts to fight, to flee, battling the oppressive weight of her drugged state. Her mind screamed rebellion, but her body responded with treacherous sluggishness. Despite the fog, she managed to form a scream, raw and piercing, as she refused to be reduced to their plaything. The sound was a battle cry from deep within her soul, but White Suit only chuckled, dismissing the defiance in Sienna's dark eyes.
"You’ll learn," he observed coolly, "but I can see it’s going to take a while, and that’s fine with us."
They held her and ripped the sun dress down to her waist, tearing it in half to yank it off completely. Apparently they had given her a dress just so they could rip it off again to make a point about who was in control. She was tossed onto the bed, and the mattress dipped with the weight of their bodies as they climbed all over her, hands roaming, squeezing, slapping, taking, claiming.
Sienna's body shook with fear and revulsion as White Suit watched her with cold detachment. Her senses were still dulled by the drugs, but she could feel every touch, every grasp of their rough hands on her body. She wanted to fight, to scream, but she was helpless in their grip.
She closed her eyes, wanting to block out the nightmare unfolding before her, but they forced her eyes open again. "Look at me," White Suit commanded, his voice like a whip cracking against her skin.
Tears streamed down Sienna's face as she looked into his cruel brown eyes. She saw no remorse there, only satisfaction in his power over her.
"You will do everything we say," he said, his tone brooking no argument. "You belong to us now."
“Fuck you,” she said, spitting at him. Sienna knew there was no escape, no way out of this hell that they had trapped her in. She could only pray for someone to rescue her from these monsters.
“You have it backwards,” he said.
Matias and Ernesto continued their assault on Sienna's body. 
Sienna writhed beneath the men, her body aching for release from their rough hands and grunting voices. The room was filled with the sounds of slapping skin, grunting men, and moans that she gradually realized were coming from her. White Suit watched with a sick smile as his associates took turns violating her, their lustful groans a sign of their depravity. A finger slipped into her ass. A cock dragged across her face and entered her mouth, tasting of salt. In her drugged haze, she could barely make out their actions, but she felt every touch, every thrust inside her trembling body.
"Stop," she moaned between gasps. "Please." 
They didn't listen; instead, they took what they wanted without mercy or care. Matias pushed her legs apart, revealing her pink folds glistening with anticipation. Ernesto leaned in, his huge mustache brushing against her inner thigh as he nuzzled her pussy and sucked on her clit. His tongue darted out to taste her nectar before thrusting inside her so hard it felt like he was trying to reach her soul.
"More," she begged, arching her back in need, startled by what she’d just heard herself say. Sienna's pleas fueled their desire; they took turns using every inch of her body for their pleasure. She felt like a doll being passed around at a party, each man adding his own unique touch to her torment. Her mind screamed for it to stop, but her body betrayed her with its scandalous cravings, and she hated herself for it.
Rolling her over, Ernesto gripped her hips tightly and pounded into her from behind with brutal force, his strength on full display. He growled low in his throat as he fucked her hard. Matias lay crossways underneath her bouncing breasts, his dark eyes full of lust as he teased one of her nipples between his teeth while running his rough hands down the insides of her thighs. His touch was both possessive and punishing, making her whimper in both pain and arousal.
"You're such a dirty girl," Ernesto said, bending forward so he could slide his hand up to grip her throat. He squeezed and pulled back, making her arch her back more. His voice was commanding yet seductive. "Tell us how much you want this."
“No,” she whispered, fighting her own lust and afraid of the hand on her throat.
She moaned again as Ernesto thrust deeper into her wet core, his size overwhelming but oddly right for some twisted part of herself that craved submission. Her loud moan showed her true feelings despite herself.
“Try again,” Ernesto said, thrusting harder.
"Please...I need…it," she whispered between gasps for air. 
Matias chuckled before replacing Ernesto's hand at her throat, applying just enough pressure to make it hurt but not enough to cause real harm. Then she yelped as he bit her nipple and rotated his tongue around the tip.
"Tell us what we want to hear," Matias said, still underneath her, licking a slow trail from her breasts down towards the swell of her stomach. "Tell us how much you love feeling owned by men like us."
She shook her head, so Ernesto backed out of her suddenly and spanked her hard several times. It stung so much she couldn’t think for a moment, and then she felt his large cock slide straight into her ass, making her gasp as her eyes went wide and she let out a deep moan.
“Say it,” Ernesto ordered.
"I…love…it," she gasped out in desperation, trying to wriggle away from Ernesto’s hammering violation of her ass, but his big hands grabbed her hips again and held her in place as Matias slipped two fingers inside her soaking pussy from below while continuing to roughly suckle at one of her nipples with his teeth—a sensation that sent shockwaves through every nerve ending in her body.
When her eyes were open, she had been staring at the blank wall at the head of the bed most of the time, but her eyes were closed tight at that moment when she felt the bed move in front of her head. When she looked, she saw White Suit’s erect cock in front of her face.
“Open,” he commanded, “or I’ll hurt you.”
With the chaos of all the sensations she was feeling deep inside of her, she couldn’t think of anything else except to obey. As soon as she opened her mouth, White Suit thrust past her lips and she tasted his salty cock sliding back and forth in her mouth, plunging in and out of her throat, nearly making her gag. She hated the fact that this additional humiliation, adding to the torment of Ernesto fucking her ass hard while Matias rapidly moved his fingers in and out of her pussy, was enough to build an enormous wave of pleasure inside her that suddenly exploded, and she let out a muffled scream around White Suit’s cock.
The scream seemed to be all White Suit needed to come in her mouth, and he pulled back so that part of it splattered all over her face. As she continued to moan with the powerful waves moving through her whole body, Ernesto thrust harder and faster until he came in her ass, and she felt his semen flood into her and pour down her inner thighs. Underneath her, Matias just laughed and got up on his knees, pushing her over on her back so he could jerk off and come on her breasts, although she could barely see what he was doing because she was trying to blink White Suit’s come out of her eyes, and her body was still twitching from the aftershocks of her own pleasure.
And then it was over. She was breathing hard, her body tingling all over, sweating and sticky. Matias and Ernesto cleaned themselves and adjusted their clothes, leaving Sienna exhausted, covered in semen, and broken on the bed. The room fell into a tense silence as White Suit zipped his pants and straightened his suit, then took out his cell phone and snapped a few photos. He cast a final, appraising glance at Sienna, sprawled and disheveled on the bed. "Gentlemen," he said with icy composure, "we're done for now. Let her rest—she'll need it."
As the other men left, White Suit loomed over Sienna's trembling form. "When you're ready, you'll be Rivera's, but you have a long way to go. Today was just a sample so you understand who’s in control, and the men wanted a taste of you. You’re lucky I didn’t give all of the men on my staff a taste, but I’ll save that gangbang for later in case you don’t cooperate. Many of them know who you are, and they’re anxious to fuck a real Hollywood starlet.”He squeezed her nipple one last time. “Your real training starts tomorrow." The threat hung in the air as he walked away, an invisible shroud settling over Sienna's bones.
As the door clicked shut behind the men, leaving Sienna alone in the oppressive quiet, the weight of White Suit's words settled on her, heavy as stone. Gangbang. Training. Fear knotted in her stomach, a living thing squirming and relentless. Anticipation of horrors yet to come clawed at her mind.
The relief was palpable when the door eased open again, and Ava slipped inside. Her presence was like a balm, sharing a glance with Sienna that expressed silent empathy. She was followed by another woman in her early twenties with high cheekbones, expressive brown eyes, large breasts, and long legs, wearing a bikini and heels like Ava’s. As she walked into the room, her moves were hesitant and she kept her eyes down, not looking at Sienna.
“This is Rachel,” Ava said, resting her hand on Rachel’s forearm. “She has also been here a while, and you’ll be seeing a lot of her.”
Rachel glanced at Sienna just long enough to nod in her direction.
"Let's get you cleaned up," Ava said as she and Rachel helped Sienna to stand. Every movement was agony, Sienna's limbs heavy as lead, her movements clumsy and halting as they stumbled out the door toward the adjoining room. It was the huge “play room” with the scary equipment, sex toys, and bondage devices, with the exam table on one side where White Suit had first inspected her.
The big bathtub awaited. It should have been a porcelain haven amidst the harshness of her reality, but she could only think of the last time she was in it, when the men had washed her—groping, fondling, laughing, and forcing their fingers inside her. The water was steaming this time. Gently, Ava helped Sienna into the warm water, which lapped against her bruised skin, a contrast so stark it bordered on surreal. She closed her eyes as the water enveloped her, heat seeping into her muscles, coaxing them to relax bit by bit. Rachel busied herself with a washcloth, her touch tentative but kind, washing the semen off her face.
Ava's hands were firmer, skilled from years of self-care in the world of high fashion, now repurposed to soothe the pain of another. They communicated in the language of touch, the stroke of a thumb, the pressure of a palm, speaking volumes in the absence of words. Surveillance cameras, perched like unblinking eyes, robbed them of privacy, forcing their conversation to remain submerged, conveyed through looks and touches.
Sienna closed her eyes, allowing the water to be her cocoon, if only for a moment. She absorbed the solace offered by Ava and Rachel, letting it fortify her for the battles ahead. Despite the warmth surrounding her, a chill of dread lingered, the ice of White Suit's promise impossible to thaw.

      ***Emerging from the bath, Sienna felt the chill of the air. Droplets of water dribbled down her skin as Ava wrapped her in a towel, the fabric rough against her tender flesh. The scent of lavender soap lingered, a temporary mask over her odor of fear, sweat, and musk that had permeated the room earlier. She shivered, not just from the cold, but from the creeping tendrils of dread that wound their way around her heart. She felt like a frightened rabbit, unable to understand what strangers were doing to it.
"Easy," Rachel murmured, a whisper meant to comfort, yet it carried the weight of shared apprehension. They dried her with efficient motions, hands both gentle and hasty.
Sienna's mind whirred, beginning to function again, each thought a spark in the dark void of her situation. She had to plan, to calculate her next move amidst the chaos. Her days in accounting years ago, aligning figures and predicting outcomes, now seemed like an eerie prelude to the strategic thinking she needed to summon. Nobody else was going to help her. Nobody even knew where she was.
Ava's eyes met hers in the mirror, a silent exchange passing between them. There was something there, maybe a flicker of rebellion or resolve? Sienna couldn't be sure, but she clung to it, a lifeline in a sea of uncertainty. She knew she couldn’t say anything with the cameras always watching, and presumably there were microphones listening in. They were interrupted when Rachel walked up with clothing and black spiked heels.
Clad now in a black minidress that was too short and too tight for her large breasts, the absence of underwear a stark reminder of her vulnerability, Sienna took tentative steps across the tile floor in the black heels. The heels were a little higher than she normally wore, but she could get used to them. She studied her surroundings, piecing together fragments of data to examine with her analytical prowess as the two women helped her back to the bedroom, her gilded cage.
After reassuring nods, the bedroom door clicked shut behind Ava and Rachel, sealing her in for the moment. Alone, Sienna turned toward the window, squinting against the piercing brightness of the outside world. It was a cruel irony, the sun's radiance mocking her dark predicament. She saw a lot of trees, and it looked like the mansion was deep in an east-west canyon that probably emptied into the ocean a few miles away.
She took a deep breath, drawing in the scent of lemon polish from the furniture, the tangy aroma mingling with the metallic taste of dread on her tongue. She exhaled slowly, trying to expel the terror that clung to her insides, a persistent parasite. The sound of approaching footsteps sent a jolt through her. She knew they would return, the men in their suits with their cold eyes and colder intentions. White Suit's threats echoed in her head like a sinister mantra: training, gangbang by the staff, punishment unless she obeyed.
She steadied herself against the dresser. Dark eyes, once brimming with ambition on theater screens, now reflected a warrior's resolve. There was no script for this scene, no director to call cut. This was her reality, and she would write her own ending. As the lock turned with an ominous click, Sienna's fists clenched at her sides. The dimming light cast shadows across the room, mirroring the darkness that loomed over her soul. She was trapped in a twisted game, but Sienna Taylor was no one's pawn.
Without speaking, Rachel rolled a tray of food into the room, dishes covered with shiny metal covers, then nodded at her and walked out again, locking the door behind her. Staring at the tray of food, Sienna realized she was incredibly hungry, but she was too anxious to eat just yet, and she looked out the window again instead.
With the setting sun bleeding colors into the sky, a canvas of purples and oranges outside her gilded cage, Sienna braced herself. The night might bring more horrors, but could also provide cover for whatever moves she dared to make. In the looming silence before the storm, Sienna’s spirit whispered promises to herself: she would survive, she would escape. Now she stood at the precipice of an uncertain fate, shrouded in the suspense of the night to come.






  
  Chapter six

When she woke up the next morning, Sienna found that she was naked again with her wrists tied to the corner bedposts. She was face down on the bed, drooling, the cool sheets a stark contrast to the heated throb emanating from where she had been spanked hard and whipped with something the day before. The room swam into focus—sterile and cold—and she smelled the faint scent of antiseptic mixed with her own fear. 
White Suit stood at the corner of her vision by the end of the bed, his digital camera an extension of his detached voyeurism. He smiled and lowered the camera, where he had been studying the screen. "Got some great photos of you while you were asleep," he said before he left.
Photos of her while she was asleep. She suddenly had goosebumps, and she wasn’t sure if she was creeped out by the idea or if she actually liked the thought. She preferred to think she didn’t like it, but she wasn’t sure.
Then she felt another pair of eyes watching her, and she turned her head toward the opposite side, where Damien Castillo sat in a chair studying her, enigmatic and silent. So a second man had been watching her sleep. He watched her with clinical interest, yet he offered no words, no clues to his thoughts. A perverse thrill trickled through her veins when she considered him watching her sleep. Was there desire in those handsome brown eyes? Why hadn't he touched her like the others? Disgust churned within her, dark and potent, as she quashed the thought. This was not attraction; this was survival, twisted into something grotesque by the bonds of her captivity.
"Damien?" Her voice trembled, betraying her attempt at bravado. "What are you looking at? And what will you do with me?"
The doorknob clicked and Ava entered. She approached with a tray laden with breakfast, but her eyes, green and fraught with an unspoken plea, urged more than nourishment as she removed the restraints from Sienna’s wrists and helped her sit up.
"Please, eat," Ava said, indicating the tray she had set on the end of the bed.
Sienna's lips pressed together in defiance, even as her stomach knotted with hunger. "No," she said, looking at Damien. This hadn’t worked well the last time she had tried it, but this time she was determined to go on a hunger strike. They wouldn’t be able to do much with her if she was weak and wasting away without food.
Ava's gaze flickered with alarm. "They'll punish us both," she warned, a fragile tremor in her voice as she glanced at Damien.
Damien rose, a shadow stretching across the room, disappointment etched into the lines of his face. Wordless, he turned on his heel and exited, Ava trailing behind him. 
Alone, Sienna's resolve wavered, but she didn’t have to wait long.
The door burst open, and White Suit sauntered in, flanked by Matias and the giant Ernesto, their presence bulky and menacing.
"Time for a little persuasion," White Suit said, giving her a pleasant smile. “Again.”
Before Sienna could protest, rough hands clamped onto her shoulders, wrenching her from the cocoon of the bed. She thrashed, her muscles coiling with instinctual resistance, but it was like fighting the tide—relentless and futile. The coarse laugh of Matias scratched at her ears as he gripped her tighter, his breath reeking of stale alcohol and cigarettes.
"Tranquila, puta," he growled.
Sienna's bare skin crawled under their touch, every hair standing on end. Her body folded over the cool edge of the mattress as they forced her down, the plush surface mocking her with its comfort. Her knees didn’t quite reach the floor.
White Suit moved with deliberate precision, uncoiling a leather flogging whip. The sound of it slicing through the air was a taunt, a prelude to agony. Sienna's breath hitched, her senses heightened to the brink of madness. 
"Let's see if we can change your mind," White Suit said, snapping the whip. “I bet we can.”
Matias held her wrists on the bed, keeping her arms stretched out ahead of her, and Ernesto pressed down on her back, his weight an anchor ensuring she couldn't escape the beating. A bead of sweat trailed down her forehead. Every instinct screamed at her to flee, to fight, yet she was caged by brute strength. The first crack of the whip rent the air, and Sienna's world narrowed to the point of impact.
She kept her legs tight together to protect her most sensitive areas. The lash descended again with a vicious snap, searing into Sienna's butt like white-hot iron. A scream tore from her throat, raw and shattering, as pain splintered through her every nerve ending. Desperate to think of anything else, Sienna remembered Ava telling her that White Suit’s name was Santiago. He had been friends with Hector Rivera and Damien Castillo since childhood.
"Shh, cariña," he said. "I will leave no marks. We can't have you looking less than perfect, can we?"
Another crack split the air, and Sienna buckled under the assault, her body writhing on the bed against the men who held her prone. Her mind screamed for reprieve, but her lips stubbornly sealed shut, refusing to give him the satisfaction.
"Understand this," Santiago said. "Power is everything here, and you have none. You will either learn to obey without question, or endure the consequences."
He punctuated his lesson with another strike, the whip's tongue licking flames across her already inflamed skin. Sienna's vision blurred with tears, her thoughts a chaotic whirlwind. She was lost in a tempest of agony and humiliation, yet a defiant fire burned within her, unwilling to be extinguished.
"Nobody is coming for you, querida," Santiago continued, the leather shrieking through the air once more. "There is no hero in this story—only the reality that I can do what I want with you, and so can the men, and that you will ultimately be Hector Rivera’s toy."
Sienna felt the room spinning, her senses drowning in pain. Each lash was a reminder of her helplessness.
A third man entered the room towing Ava along with him by her arm. He was in his early twenties, Latino, with long black hair and the tattoo of a dagger on his left forearm, but what caught Sienna’s attention was the big knife in a sheath at the belt on his black jeans. He looked slim, but strong. Matias greeted him as Marcos.
"Please," Ava said to Sienna, her voice tinged with desperation as Marcos pushed her down next to Sienna with her upper body on the bed and her butt hanging over the edge. "Just eat, Sienna. Don't make them punish me because of you."
Santiago nodded to Marcos, and he pulled Ava’s bikini bottom down to expose her butt. Santiago smiled at what he saw. "Perhaps your friend needs to learn her place as well," he mused aloud as Marcos tickled Ava’s butt with his fingers. "Will you take responsibility for her suffering, too?"
The threat was like a knife poised to sever the last threads of Sienna's resolve. The thought of Ava, beautiful Ava, being broken under the same whip that tormented her own flesh was unbearable. She would not be responsible for Ava’s suffering.
"All right," Sienna gasped between sobs, the words tasting of defeat. "I'll eat."
"Very wise," Santiago approved with a nod, the whip lowering. Sienna jumped again as he gently rubbed her butt with his hand, and she was irritated when his touch also caused her wet pussy to clench, giving her a shiver of pleasure.
As the pain receded to a dull throb, Sienna's spirit curled into itself, shame and surrender battling for dominance within her. She would eat their food, but she vowed silently that it would not be the end. Santiago could wield his whip, but he could not crush the essence of who she was—not so long as a single breath remained in her battered body.
Sienna's hands trembled as she lifted the fork of scrambled eggs. She forced a mouthful down, prompting Santiago and his men to leave the room. Ava thanked Sienna as she pulled her bikini bottom back up where it belonged. Rachel entered the room quietly and knelt down next to Ava and Sienna, who had not bothered to move from her spot on the side of the bed as she ate from the tray.
Ava said they had decided Sienna should know something about them so she would understand they were in the same situation, but that they had learned to adapt, as she would also have to learn to adapt.
"I’ve been here almost a year," Ava began, sounding depressed. "I had just finished a fashion shoot in Cozumel, and two men snatched me right from the hotel restaurant. I tried to run, but they caught me in an alley and forced me into their car. Then they tied me up to put me on Rivera’s private jet and flew me to California. We were in the air for hours, and the big one, Ernesto, used me for his pleasure over and over again on the way. I was so sore that I could barely stand or walk by the time we arrived."
Rachel nodded, her eyes downcast. "My brother owed Rivera a lot of money and he couldn’t pay it back. Then my brother drugged me. My own brother. I fell asleep by the swimming pool at his apartment building and then I woke when I felt someone running their hands all over me, but I couldn’t do anything about it. He took my clothes off and…did things to me. That was how I first met Marcos. Then I fell asleep again and woke up here, sticky and dirty. He showed me photos of myself naked and asleep, having sex with several men at once in a parking lot. I was so humiliated, I couldn’t talk. That was six months ago. I've been here since, and Marcos treats me like his personal whore, taking me whenever he wants, which is just about every day."
Sienna's fork clattered against the plate, her appetite surrendering to the weight of their words. "All this time? And no one has ever escaped?"
"Rivera has a long reach, and he has a lot of friends," Ava said, her green eyes hardening. "He plays with us—his toys—and when he tires, we're sold like cattle to the highest bidder in the Middle East. Rachel and I are still here because Rivera finds us useful around the house to help with the new girls."
The room seemed to spin as Sienna rested her forehead on the edge of the bed. "How does he get away with it?" she demanded, her voice rising with a mix of fear and indignation.
"Immunity," Rachel whispered, her slender fingers twisting together. "His cartel is untouchable, operating in plain sight while justice turns a blind eye. He bribes everyone and he has a lot of powerful friends to protect him, even in the highest levels of government."
"Has anyone been looking for me?" Sienna's voice cracked, hope a fragile thread in the vast tapestry of despair. "What about the media? My disappearance—"
Ava gave her a bitter smile. "There's a cover story, Sienna. You supposedly left the country for a private island to celebrate your film award. And James—" Her voice trailed off as she shook her head and looked away.
"James Vanderbilt, your fiancé, has vanished, too," Rachel finished “The story is that he went with you.”
Sienna's reality crumbled, the room tilting as dizziness washed over her. Her vision blurred, senses betraying her as the cold hand of awareness squeezed her heart. They had engineered her erasure from the world, leaving her existence nothing more than a ghostly whisper on the winds of rumor and deception.
"James," Sienna said, his name a knife twisting in her gut. She pushed the plate away. She had done this. She could only blame herself. She had gone all the way to Pennsylvania to confront a drug lord, a murderer who operated a huge cartel, operating with almost unlimited power. She’d had the audacity to think she could scare him into clearing her father’s name after Rivera had destroyed him. It was the stupidest thing she had ever done, and now James had paid for it, probably with his life, and she was trapped here as the sex slave to a powerful criminal and his men.

      ***An hour later, after she had stopped crying and Ava had reminded her to eat, the door clicked shut behind Ava and Rachel, leaving a silence that seemed like it would swallow her. Sienna's head swam, the edges of her vision fraying as the drugs laced within the breakfast wove their tendrils through her bloodstream. She didn’t think she could allow herself to survive after what she had done to James. Maybe her captivity was an appropriate punishment for getting him killed. Someone needed to punish her, so why not let it be Rivera and his men?
Footsteps approached, an ominous rhythm heralding the return of her captors. White Suit—Santiago—sauntered into view before he nodded curtly to Ernesto, who stood in the shadows behind him, a hulking presence with his jaw set in determination.
"Time to prepare you," Santiago said.
Sienna didn’t care any more.
Ernesto grabbed Sienna under her arms, hauling her up with unsettling ease. Disoriented, she could only offer token resistance; her limbs felt heavy, disconnected. Ernesto bent her forward over the bed, her chest pressed into the cool duvet as her wrists were tied behind her back, secured with a deftness that spoke of grim experience.
With her face buried in the soft fabric, Sienna's world was reduced to the scent of laundered linen. Her butt was elevated, vulnerable and exposed, a silent testament to her complete and utter subjugation. They wrapped rope around each of her legs to immobilize them and help keep her butt in the air.
"Such a beautiful canvas," Santiago said almost reverently as he stepped back to admire their work. 
Sienna's mind told her not to give in, to rail against them, but her body betrayed her, succumbing to the drugs' embrace. As she thought of James again, she decided she didn’t matter any more anyway. She had earned whatever punishment she was about to receive. 
The door opened once more and Hector Rivera walked into the room. Sienna felt his intensity without him saying anything, and she imagined fish felt this way when a shark approached. His powerful presence commanded attention and obedience.
"Leave us," he ordered, and without a word, Santiago and Ernesto exited.
Moving to the side of the bed where Sienna could see him, Rivera removed his clothes with deliberate slowness, movements precise and calculated. Muscles rippled across his broad chest, down his abdomen, each revealed plane and sinew showing his disciplined nature. Sienna couldn't help but acknowledge the raw physical beauty of Hector Rivera, even as revulsion coiled within her gut at her own response to him.
"Beautiful Sienna," Rivera said. His hands skated over her skin, raising goosebumps, marking a trail of unwanted arousal and repulsion. "They tell me you are strong and resilient. It pleases me. And I hope Ernesto didn’t enter you too much. He can be too enthusiastic, and then you would be useless to me."
His words wrapped around her like chains. She wanted to say something, to deny him any satisfaction because of James, but her voice was trapped behind the lump in her throat.
He continued as he walked around behind her, studying her body. “I’ve had good reports about you from my men. If you improve, and you learn your place, then you will be mine alone. I know you would like that. I take very good care of my women, and they love me for it. I can give you things you’ve never dreamed of, and all you have to do is be nice to me. Perhaps you will even grow to love me.”
His gentle voice was hypnotic. Then, without warning, his hands clamped down on her hips, his touch turning from deceptive gentleness to bruising force as he roughly entered her and pulled her butt tight against him.
"Please...stop," she gasped, the plea muffled by the bed, knowing even as she said it that Hector Rivera was never denied anything. He was an elemental force of nature, taking whatever he wanted.
Rivera's shadow loomed over Sienna, a dark specter that eclipsed any semblance of hope. The bed shook beneath her as he began pounding with relentless force, crushing her will. Each thrust slamming into her was a hammer strike to her spirit, the sound of her own whimpering pleas for mercy an echo in the vast emptiness of her despair.
"Please," she begged, her voice breaking, "please stop." But Rivera, the architect of her anguish, remained deaf to her cries. This violation felt like a corrosive acid, eating away at the last vestiges of her strength, more intimate and destructive because she knew this man, knew the devastation he had already wrought upon her life. This attack was far more personal than the humiliations and punishments of Santiago, Matias, and the other men who forced themselves on her, and it made her feel much more helpless and alone.
The room spun, a carousel of brutality where each punishing thrust from Rivera shocked her attention back to reality, even though she tried to think of other things such as her father's smile, James' warm embrace—both extinguished by this monster. With every jab, Rivera was stealing more than her body; he was looting her soul, piece by shattered piece, like a demon from Hell.
Then, abruptly, it was over. Rivera's grip loosened, his weight lifting as he stepped back. A smug pat on her sore butt, a final gesture of ownership, and he was gone.
Sienna lay there with her butt still high in the air, semen oozing down her thighs, her breaths ragged sobs, her mind reeling in the aftermath. The door opened softly, and Ava appeared, her presence a sudden light in the oppressive darkness. Gentle hands worked at the knots binding Sienna's wrists.
"Shh, it's okay now," Ava said, her voice a soothing balm. She helped Sienna turn over, her careful movements mindful of the bruises and the rawness etched into her skin. Warm water and a soft cloth cleansed away the physical remnants of Rivera's claim, but the stains on Sienna's heart were not so easily washed clean.
As Ava tended to her, Sienna's gaze found focus in those green eyes that had seen too much yet still shone with a small spark of defiance. In that small act of kindness, Sienna grasped onto a lifeline, a reminder that even within this nightmare, humanity could endure. It was a fleeting reprieve, a momentary shelter from the storm, but it was something—and right now, Sienna clung to it as if it were everything. 
She knew she was drowning.






  
  Chapter seven

A tear slid down Sienna's cheek as she thought about James, her heart aching with the pain of his loss. They hadn’t even had a chance to get married because they had postponed the date until well after the film awards, and now it would never happen because she had been responsible for his death. 
She had hoped to sleep better that night since they hadn’t tied her to the bed, but the hours passed as she tossed and turned under the sheet, and as the sky brightened through her window she knew the idea of sleep was futile. She wasn’t hungry, she felt a variety of mild pains, and she didn’t feel like getting out of bed since there was no place for her to go anyway. She was nothing but a slave for Hector Rivera and his men now, and she deserved whatever punishment they had in mind for her. 
She had also decided that she should go along with the “training” and at least make it appear that she was broken and submissive, although she wasn’t sure if it was really an act or if they were actually breaking her spirit. The way she felt now, she simply couldn’t tell the difference.
Another hour passed as she stared at the blank ceiling, until the bedroom door was unlocked and Santiago walked in wearing his usual white suit. Behind him, Matias and Ernesto entered and approached her from both sides of the bed.
"Rivera has ordered more intensive training," Santiago announced, his voice smooth yet menacing. "He expects results."
Without being asked, Sienna nodded and slid off the bed, taking the sheet along with her to cover her nakedness. As Ernesto took one of her arms to guide her toward the door, Santiago simply shook his head, stepped over beside her, and yanked the sheet out of her hands.
“You won’t be needing that,” Santiago said, jerking his head toward the door. 
Ernesto maintained his grip on her arm as they led her into the adjacent play room, its walls lined with cruel instruments designed to torment and subdue. Her eyes swept over the imposing wooden X-cross that dominated one side of the room. The cold metal cuffs on chains at each corner promised hours of discomfort and pain while she would be helpless. Her stomach churned, but she forced herself to remain composed, knowing that any sign of reluctance would be met with swift retribution.
"Prepare her," Santiago instructed, and Matias and Ernesto secured her wrists and ankles to the X-cross, the unforgiving metal biting into her delicate flesh. She was facing the cross as a leather collar was added to her neck and chained to the cross to hold her neck in place.
As she stood there against the cross, exposed and prepared for their torments, Sienna made a conscious decision to use her acting skills to their full extent. She would feign submission, weathering the storm of humiliation and pain to achieve her ultimate goal, whatever that might be.
"Good," Santiago said with a nod as he circled her. "Now, we can get started."
The first crack of the leather flogger sliced through the air, its tendrils biting into Sienna's exposed flesh. She flinched involuntarily, but quickly composed herself, suppressing a whimper as she focused on her breathing. Santiago stood behind her, his face impassive as he wielded the instrument with practiced precision.
"Rivera expects absolute obedience," he reminded her coldly, the leather strands in his hand painting a vivid reminder across her back as he struck again. "You will submit, or you will suffer."
Each strike was a flaming streak of pain, but Sienna forced herself to remain still, gritting her teeth and swallowing down the cries that threatened to escape her lips. She focused on analyzing every sensation, calculating the exact response that would convey her gradual breaking without arousing suspicion.
"Please, I'll do—" she gasped, allowing just a hint of desperation to color her voice. It was an act, a performance born of necessity, but there was an uncomfortable truth lurking beneath the surface: maybe they were truly breaking her spirit, piece by agonizing piece.
"I didn’t say you could talk," Santiago snapped as he raised the flogger once more.
While the lashes rained down on her butt, making her squeal and yelp each time the flames traced across her skin, Sienna felt the line between reality and pretense blur even further. Was this what it meant to be broken? To endure such torment without hope of reprieve?
The flogging finally ceased, and Sienna sagged against the X-cross, her body trembling with exhaustion and pain. Santiago circled around her, his digital camera clicking as he captured her hanging there helpless and striped with red streaks. After a few shots, she felt his hand lightly touching her butt, giving her goosebumps and prompting a spasm of sexual energy deep inside of her. She quivered as his hand floated across her back for a moment, then moved back down to her butt and slid around in circles.
Then his hand was gone, and she missed his touch. It didn’t make any sense.
"Your turn, Matias," Santiago said, stepping away.
With a wicked grin, Matias stepped forward, gripping Sienna's hair and yanking her head back. "If you do as I tell you, I won’t have to hurt you too much, but I am definitely going to hurt you.”
“Please,” she gasped. “I’ll do whatever—”
Matias clapped his hand over her mouth. “Silencio.”
She was surprised when Matias and Ernesto started releasing her from the restraints, thinking maybe they were going to let her off the cross, but they simply turned her over. When they hooked her up to the metal cuffs once again, Matias left her right arm free and leaned close to her face. She flinched as he dragged his tongue up her neck and nibbled on her right ear.
“I want you to touch yourself, puta," he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “Masturbate for me.”
"No, please don't make me—" Sienna began, but Matias cut her off with a rough slap. 
"Shut up and do it!" he barked as he reached for a large dildo hanging on the wall nearby.
As she complied, Sienna felt a knot of revulsion twist in her stomach. Closing her eyes, Sienna slid her right hand down her stomach and covered her mound, surprised to feel moisture on her folds.
Matias covered her hand with his and worked it back and forth. “Come on! You know how!”
She started circling her clit with her fingers, waking up all of her nerves in that area. Impatient, Matias slipped under her fingers to wet the end of the dildo with her moisture, then gradually slid it down to where he began pushing it into her ass. She gasped and tried to jerk away from it, but that just made him thrust it into her ass without mercy, making her squeal.
As Matias tormented her with the dildo, thrusting it deep inside and back out again, it started to vibrate, and she was afraid because her inner spasms were starting to build a wave of pleasure. She struggled to maintain her act, not wanting to show how turned on she was, focusing instead on the pain and degradation and using it to fuel her resolve. His rough handling and commands were more arousing than she could have ever imagined.
She rapidly moved her hand back and forth over her pussy.
"Is this what you want?" she choked out, her voice wavering with humiliation.
"Keep going, slut," Matias ordered, his face only inches away from hers, close enough that she could feel his hot breath again. "You're nothing but our toy now."
"No!" Matias growled when her hips began bucking and she started to moan, slapping her hard across the face. The sting of his hand against her cheek only served to heighten her senses, and she bit down on her lip to keep from crying out. She felt his other hand move down below hers, teasing at her entrance before roughly pushing two fingers inside her soaking pussy.
"You like that, don't you?" he whispered in her ear. "You're such a filthy little slut."
She nodded frantically, unable to speak from the mix of pain and pleasure coursing through her body. Her hips bucked forward involuntarily as he picked up the pace with the dildo, pounding into her while his fingers stretched and filled her up inside. 
"Say it," he commanded, pulling out of her just enough to watch as she squirmed in need for more. "Tell me how much you love this."
She whimpered and clenched around his fingers as she tried to form the words. "I love it," she managed to choke out, feeling herself come undone under his touch, but then she yelped in frustration as he pulled his fingers out of her, followed by the dildo in her ass. Sienna wanted to scream, but she didn’t want someone to start whipping her or punishing her in some other way. She just wanted to come.
Matias started unhooking her wrist restraints, and he was joined by Ernesto, who stepped forward to release her ankles. Were they letting her go? She shuddered as Ernesto spotted her juices running down her inner thighs because he leaned forward and ran his tongue up her leg to taste them.
As Ernesto stood up, licking his lips, he smiled at Sienna and suddenly picked her up in a fireman’s carry over his shoulder, walked a few feet to a bench, and sat down on it before setting her down on her feet.
“Down,” he ordered, grabbing one of her arms to pull her down over his lap. She landed where she felt the pressure of his erection against her stomach, with her shoulders and arms hanging over his left leg and her thighs hanging down from his right leg. She just had time to register what he was going to do when he reached for her already sensitized buttocks, landing a hard smack that would surely leave a bruise. Sienna's breath hitched, not wanting to show him how much that had hurt, but she did let out a whimper, feigning submission.
"Look at that," Ernesto grunted, admiring the hand-shaped mark that was forming on her tender butt. "You're delicate, aren't you?"
Sienna gritted her teeth, refusing to give him the satisfaction of a response. She focused on her plan, knowing that any sign of defiance could jeopardize everything. As Ernesto continued to spank her, Sienna's body trembled with an intense mix of pain and pleasure. Each stinging smack made her cry out and sent shockwaves through her core, awakening a primal desire that she didn’t want. The stinging sensation only heightened her arousal, making her crave more.
Then she felt three of his large fingers press against her wet opening, sliding in past her folds and into her tight channel, filling her up completely. She cried out at the intrusion but not from discomfort; instead, it was a moan of pure ecstasy. He began to move his fingers in and out of her wetness in a steady rhythm, causing waves of pleasure to consume every inch of her being.
Then his rough hands returned to spanking her ass cheeks again, this time harder than before. Each smack reverberated through every nerve ending in her body as his fingers hammered her inside. It was too much for Sienna to handle; she felt herself teetering on the edge of orgasm. Just as she thought she couldn't take any more, he stopped both actions abruptly—his fingers still deep inside her—leaving her hanging on the brink without release.
Her breath came in ragged gasps as she squirmed under his touch, desperate for completion but unsure if it would ever come. The power dynamics between them were clear: he held all the cards while she was left begging for mercy and satisfaction. Her pussy throbbed uncontrollably around his fingers buried deep within it while sweat dripped down her body. His erection pressing against her stomach was as hard as a rock, and she tried wriggling against it to see if she could make him take it out and use it on her. She was so desperate now that she needed a cock and she didn’t care whose it was.
“Please,” she whimpered, turning her head as far as she could to look at his face. “Please fuck me.”
Santiago, ever the artist, captured every moment of Sienna's torment with his digital camera, documenting her vulnerability and humiliation. She had the brief thought that the photos he was taking could destroy her acting career, but then she remembered where she was and that there was a good chance she would never leave this place; at least not with any freedom.
"Enough playing around," Santiago said, his voice cold and commanding as he stood in the middle of the room under a spotlight near a video camera on a tripod. "Bring her over here."
Ernesto picked Sienna up and slung her under one arm on his side, throwing off her balance so much that she didn’t dare struggle as he walked her over to Santiago and dropped her on the floor. As Matias joined them, she rolled over and looked up at the three men, dreading whatever was coming next.
All three of them were unzipping their pants and moving in closer to her, confining her in their circle.
With wide eyes, Sienna started to scrabble backwards, but she bumped into Santiago’s legs.
“Kneel,” Santiago said, pointing at the middle of the little circle they had formed, directly under the bright spotlight.
Remembering that she’d planned to cooperate, Sienna got up into a kneeling position in front of Santiago and lowered her eyes to look as submissive as possible. Ernesto took one of her arms and wrapped her hand around his erection, which was pointed at the side of her face, and made her stroke it. Matias did the same thing on his side, watching her with his creepy smile as her hand pumped him. Finally, Santiago stepped forward and thrust his cock into her mouth.
“Suck me off,” he said. “And put everything you’ve got into it, otherwise we’re going to punish you, and we won’t be so nice about it this time.”
With Santiago’s throbbing cock in her mouth, Sienna started to move her head back and forth, closing her eyes against the humiliation of what they were doing to her. Wondering how things could get worse, Santiago told her to start masturbating just as she realized they were capturing everything on video. She had never felt so degraded in her life.
Sienna's mouth was filled with the thick, veiny length of Santiago's cock as she sucked and bobbed her head in rhythm to his thrusts. The taste of his pre-come on her tongue made her even wetter between her legs. She could feel Matias'  cock throbbing against her palm, begging for attention as she stroked it slowly. Ernesto wrapped one of his hands around hers holding his cock, making her stroke him faster. It felt like she was their plaything, and they were taking turns using her for their own pleasure.
The room was hot and sticky with sweat and lust, filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin and heavy breathing. Santiago's hips bucked forward, pushing deeper into Sienna's mouth as he growled low in his throat. His scent filled her nostrils—a heady mix of musk and arousal that made her body tremble with need. She looked up at him through needy eyes, seeing the raw desire in his own gaze as he held onto her hair tightly, then exploded into her mouth, pulling out quickly to squirt the last of his come on her face. Then he stepped back to watch the rest of the show as Matias took over.
Matias wasted no time pushing his cock into Sienna's willing mouth, his hands gripping her face tightly as he fucked it harder than Santiago had before. She could feel the veins bulging on his shaft, pulsating with each thrust as if he couldn't contain himself. Her fingers moved faster on the base of Matias'  cock, matching the fervor of his movements inside her mouth. The taste of him was different from Santiago's but just as potent; it made her lightheaded with lust. He yelled as he came, backing up quickly so that most of his juices landed on her face, making her blink to clear her vision. She started to bend over to spit the come out of her mouth, but then she felt Ernesto’s large hand grab her neck to hold her in place as his own warm semen blasted her like a firehose, splashing against her face and on down to her breasts as he let out a loud moan. Santiago captured it all with his camera.
"Look at her," Matias sneered. "She's loving this."
As her senses were overloaded from all sides, and blinded from the sticky mess in her eyes, she screamed and fell into an abyss as her nervous system lit up all at once, her whole body tensed, and she exploded with pleasure, squirting her own juices down her inner thighs. Exhausted and spluttering, gasping for air, Sienna let her body sag and she slowly rolled off her knees into a limp pile on the wet floor.
Rubbing her eyes to clear the stickiness out of them, she looked up just in time to see Ernesto squeezing the last of his come out of his cock so that it could drip into her hair.
Sienna lay trembling and naked on the cold floor, her body slick with semen and sweat and marked with bruises. Her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath, her thoughts tumbling in a desperate attempt to make sense of the ordeal she had just endured. In the back of her mind, an insidious voice wondered if this was all just an act or whether they had really broken her.
"She's finally learning her place," Matias said.
Santiago nodded. "Hector will be pleased. He was getting impatient."
Sienna pushed herself up from the floor, shaky legs barely able to support her weight. As she stood, her head swam, and she fought against the urge to collapse back onto the ground.
"Come on, then," Ernesto growled, grabbing her arm and dragging her towards the door. "Let's get you back to your room."

      ***Thrown onto her bed, Sienna couldn't help but feel a small measure of relief that she wasn't being restrained. At least they thought she was broken enough not to try anything. It allowed her a moment to reflect, trying to assess the success of her performance, and from the sound of their comments, it seemed to have gone well. She wasn’t sure if it was because she was trying to maintain a form of control, or whether the constant sexual assault in the play room had overloaded her senses, but she mainly felt numb, and blank. Sort of peaceful, really. Maybe her mind had just retreated to a dark little corner where it could ignore the reality of her situation.
Then she realized she was touching herself.
Despite the exhaustion that threatened to consume her, the memory of her own arousal during the brutal session haunted her, and they had finally let her come, but she still needed more. What was she turning into? Was it the tension of her captivity making her seek more release? In any case, she couldn't deny herself any longer.
Knowing full well that cameras were likely watching her every move, Sienna hesitantly slid her trembling fingers over her clit some more. She bit her lip as she began to rub it gently, each touch sending little electric shocks through her body. She had never been so sensitized. Her mind replayed images of the men who had taken her so roughly yet so skillfully, their raw sexual energy overwhelming her senses. She could still feel their rough hands on her body, their teeth nipping at her neck and ears.
Her other hand moved lower, her fingers slipping inside her wet pussy. The sensation was intoxicating, and she found herself pushing deeper, pumping, seeking release. As her fingers slid through her own wetness, she couldn't help but imagine those same rough hands on her body once more, and their cocks in her mouth, as they claimed her body while she lay helpless below them. The thought alone was enough to send another wave of heat coursing through her core. Her breath hitched, soft moans escaping her lips as she brought herself closer and closer to the edge. Her hips bucked involuntarily against the chair, mirroring the rhythm of their thrusts from earlier. 
The memory of Santiago’s dominant stare made her moan; it was almost as if he could see into her soul and read every naughty thought she had ever had about submitting completely to someone else's will. His eyes held an intensity that made every inch of her skin beneath his touch tingle with desire; he owned every part of who she was in that moment, even if only for a few short time.
It didn’t take long. Sienna gasped as another orgasm hit her hard; it felt like waves crashing against rocks—relentless and powerful—leaving nothing but chaos in its wake. But despite the thrill of submission and dominance that consumed every part of her during her time with those rough men, guilt lingered like a dark shadow at the edges of consciousness, where she was horrified to find that the memory of James was already starting to fade, as if he were part of another world, or a past life. 
Once again she had to wonder—what was she becoming? Had she always been such a slut, or was this something new, a door that had been opened and could now never be closed?
Breathing fast, she lay back on the bed, quivering and drowsy.
Maybe now she could finally get some sleep.






  
  Chapter eight

Rivulets of water cascaded down Sienna's body as she huddled close to Ava and Rachel in the shower, the steamy mist surrounding them like a shroud of secrecy while the sound of the water masked their conversation. The three women spoke in whispers, their voices barely audible above the steady drumming of water against tile. They were both scrubbing Sienna, keeping her hair dry, trying to make it appear that they were doing their jobs. 
"Rivera will pay for what he's done," Sienna vowed, her dark eyes ablaze with determination. "I'll strip him of his power and wealth. I'll use his own men against him."
Ava's green eyes met Sienna's, her gaze filled with both admiration and worry. "Be careful, Sienna. This is dangerous territory."
"Rachel, you know the layout of this place better than anyone," Sienna said. Ava had already told her that Rachel was more trusted to move around the compound. "We need your help to plan our escape."
"Trust me, I want out of here just as much as you do," Rachel replied, her voice trembling slightly. "But we have to be cautious. Rivera won't hesitate to kill us if we're caught."
"Then let's make sure we're not," Sienna said. With every beat of her heart, she felt the urgency to act, to reclaim the freedom stolen from them, even if she didn’t know exactly how she was going to do it.
“And I’ll help however I can,” Ava said, “but some of Rivera’s men have been with him since they were children. And if you talk to the wrong one—”
Matias and Ernesto entered the room, their leering gazes sizing up the naked women. Sienna's stomach churned with disgust, but she stayed calm and lowered her eyes, showing her submission.
"Time's up, ladies," Matias barked. "Rivera wants Sienna in his room."
The women quickly toweled off, but when Sienna slipped her heels on and then started to wrap the towel around herself since she didn’t have any clothes, Matias snatched it away. “You won’t need that.”
As the men roughly escorted Sienna from the room, she shared one last look with Ava and Rachel, silently promising them that she would find a way to free them all.

      ***Rivera’s bedroom had one entire glass wall that looked to the west, but at the moment the only things Sienna could see outside were huge trees lit from the bottom that loomed over a dark blue swimming pool with a bright light under the water that made it glow in the dark. The patio area outside was cut with a glowing blue winding stream that fed into the pool. Inside, the bedroom had a black and white carpet in an abstract design, four chandeliers suspended from the high ceiling, a large sitting area, and a fireplace by a massive four-poster bed that looked out at the view. On the wall above the headboard was a detailed painting of an orgy done in an Old Masters style. A variety of hanging chains and harnesses hung just above the bed, connected to the ceiling by rings or pulleys. To Sienna, it looked like a sex playground.
She wasn’t wrong. Matias and Ernesto threw her down on the bed on her back and tied her wrists straight above her to the slats of the headboard. They left her legs free. She was lying on top of the thick blanket, and all the padding beneath her felt good on her sore skin.
“Leave us,” Rivera said as he walked into the room barefoot wearing a short black silk bathrobe. Tall and muscular, with neatly styled black hair, she had to admit that he looked good. His handsome face was lit perfectly from the tiny spotlights around the bed, but she knew it was the face of evil.
Ernesto and Matias quickly left, closing the bedroom door behind them. Rivera casually walked over to the bed and sat on the edge, reaching over to run his hand down her thigh as he looked at her.
"Please," she whispered as Rivera's coal-black eyes bored into her soul and she jerked her arms against the restraints, "let me go."
"Ah, my dear Sienna," he said. "I own you now. You don’t tell me what to do." He spanked her and toyed with one of her nipples, each touch igniting a burning anger deep within her.
"Fine," she spat through gritted teeth, knowing she needed to manipulate him for her plan to work, but she didn’t want to seem cooperative enough to make him suspicious. "Fuck me, then. Get it over with."
Rivera chuckled, the sound making her shudder. "Oh, no, my sweet captive," he replied. "I have something else in mind for you tonight. I need to know if you can follow directions."
Sienna was confused when Rivera untied her wrists and allowed her to sit up on the bed. What kind of twisted game did Rivera have planned?
After Sienna heard a knock at the bedroom door, it opened to reveal Ava being led into the room by Matias and Ernesto. Her wrists were tied behind her back, a leather collar encircling her neck. She wore high heels and a white low-cut dress that barely contained her breasts, short enough that they could see the curve of her butt and her red thong. Sienna's eyes widened with shock, worried about what Rivera was going to make her do to her friend.
"Sienna," Rivera said with an amused tone, "you remember Ava, don't you?" He leisurely removed his clothes, his gaze never leaving Sienna's face. "You two will pleasure one another for my entertainment."
Ava landed on the bed beside Sienna, her body trembling. Sienna turned her head to meet Ava's gaze, the anxiety of their shared captivity reflected in each other's eyes. She wanted to protest, but she couldn't give Rivera the satisfaction, and she had to appear submissive. 
Looking anxious and uncertain, Ava slowly sat up on the bed in front of Sienna.
"Sienna, take her," Rivera commanded, settling on the edge of the bed with one leg up so he could watch the action up close. Sienna saw that his cock was starting to wake up. “Now.”
As Sienna hesitantly reached out to touch Ava’s leg, she felt the cold chains of submission wrap tighter around her soul. Sienna's thoughts raced, desperately searching for a way to turn this situation to her advantage, but her mind felt paralyzed, trapped within the nightmare playing out before her.
“I said take her,” Rivera growled. “Rip her dress down!”
Sienna took a deep breath and looked into Ava’s green eyes, trying to look apologetic as she turned to kneel on the blanket in front of Ava. She grabbed the straps on Ava’s shoulders and yanked hard enough to break the straps, pulling the dress down to her waist to expose her breasts. Ava’s face turned red.
"Please—" Ava whispered, her voice breaking. "Make it stop."
“The rest of it,” Rivera said, glaring at Sienna. “Pull it off.”
"I'm so sorry," Sienna choked out. She pushed Ava down on her back so she could grab her dress and pull it down past her legs. Ava was still wearing her thong, but Sienna stopped and looked at Rivera, who was stroking himself as he reveled in their torment.
“Everything,” Rivera barked. “Or I’ll have both of you whipped.”
Pursing her lips as Ava nodded, Sienna yanked Ava’s thong down to her knees, then worked it over her heels and dropped it on the floor. Impatient, Rivera smacked Sienna hard on the butt.
“Lick her pussy,” Rivera said, using his foot on Sienna’s butt to kick her forward so that her face landed between Ava’s legs. She slid her arms under Ava’s butt and immediately began licking Ava’s clit, making her jump and start to squirm as Sienna’s tongue circled. Then she sucked on her clit for a few minutes and began jamming her tongue into her slit, tasting the salt of her wetness as Ava began to move her hips against her face. Sienna couldn't help but feel the raw sexual energy between them as she and Ava became lost in their own private hell. Their bodies moved instinctively, seeking release from the pain that bound them together, and Sienna found that her own body was responding, moisture collecting between her folds.
Ava arched her back against Sienna's lips and tongue, begging for more while trying desperately not to give into the pleasure completely. She wanted control, but she was losing it fast beneath Sienna's skilled movements. She moaned as Sienna slipped two fingers into her pussy and began to rub while sucking on her clit. Realizing she might be giving Ava something she needed, Sienna began to savor every moan and muffled cry of pleasure. She could feel herself falling deeper into Rivera's web as he watched with a hunger in his eyes, his cock throbbing at the sight before him as he continued stroking it.
Their encounter was primal and raw; it had nothing to do with love or affection but everything about carnal desire unleashed from its cage by fear and desperation. Breathing faster now, still fingering Ava while she sucked her clit and worked it with her tongue, Sienna slid her other hand beneath herself and started to masturbate. The pressure was starting to build inside her when Rivera made an approving noise and startled her by straddling her thighs and sliding his finger into her ass. She moaned and almost came, focused on Ava’s moans and her hips bucking against her face.
Ava’s whole body tensed, squeezing Sienna’s head between her legs as she moaned loudly.
“Yesss,” Rivera said, and Sienna could hear his hand stroking his cock so fast that it made a slapping noise.
Ava started whimpering. Rivera suddenly stopped and told Ava to get out, but he didn’t move from where he straddled Sienna’s legs, so Ava had to work her way out from underneath both of them, quickly picking up her white dress and scuttling to the door, fumbling with the doorknob until Ernesto opened it from the other side and let her out.
Now Sienna was worried about what Rivera was going to do to her next, but she hoped he was going to let her come. It was a selfish thought, but at this point she didn’t care any more, she just wanted a brief release from her mental prison.
Sienna’s body felt hollow, her spirit shattered, but all the little spasms inside her were making her twitch.
"Stay there and roll over," Rivera ordered, his voice cold as he slid off and stood up next to the bed, leaning over her as he continued masturbating. 
Sienna found herself looking up at his large and angry red cock, squinting to be prepared for the come that was about to land on her face, trying to avoid looking into his hungry eyes, scared about what he might do to her when he finished, when a desperate lie sprang to her lips.
"Wait!" she gasped. "You need to know something…Master. Santiago...he told me he would help me escape. He wants me to run away with him."
Rivera paused, his eyes narrowing suspiciously. "You expect me to believe that?"
"Please," Sienna whispered, trying to keep her voice from shaking. "He said if I pay him off, he'll let me go. He's very attracted to me." She hoped the seed of doubt had been sown, and she clung to it like a lifeline. 
"Is that so?" Rivera mused, distraction creeping into his face. His erection began to fade. Sienna held her breath, knowing that her life might hang in the balance if Rivera figured out what she was doing. The room seemed to shrink around her, suffocating her.
"Keep talking," Rivera finally said, his gaze darkening.
As Sienna spun her web of lies, she could feel Rivera's grip on her loosening, his trust in Santiago crumbling. She knew she was playing a dangerous game, but for the first time since her captivity began, a glimmer of hope flickered in the darkness.
Rivera looked down at Sienna, squinting at her with derision. "You think I'm a fool?" She thought she heard some uncertainty in his voice. "Santiago would never betray me."
"Of course not," Sienna replied, forcing herself to sound calm and composed despite her rising panic. "But you know how men are—always thinking with their...desires." She watched Rivera carefully, searching for any hint that her words were sinking in.
"Enough!" Rivera roared, his anger flaring suddenly. But Sienna could tell that something had changed, and she knew she needed to push further, even if it meant subjecting herself to more humiliation. "Get on your knees," Rivera commanded.
Sienna hesitated for only a second before complying, her heart pounding as she got off the bed and sank to her knees before him. Her eyes were level with Rivera's cock, almost fully erect again, and she tried to swallow her revulsion as she prepared to do what was necessary.
"Open your mouth," Rivera ordered. Sienna obliged, trying not to gag as he pushed himself into her mouth and partway into her throat. The act was degrading and humiliating, but she forced herself to remember her goal: to weaken Rivera's trust in Santiago and create an opportunity for escape.
As Rivera gripped her hair, Sienna focused on controlling her breathing, enduring the invasion of her body and mind. He smelled musky and his cock tasted salty as he thrust in and out, quickly picking up his pace, holding her head still, her lips taking the full impact with each thrust. Eventually, he moaned and reached his climax, filling her mouth with his come. 
“Swallow! All of it!”
He was still pumping the last of his semen into her mouth, shuddering with each movement. She choked and struggled, tears starting down her face, but ultimately complied. Some of his semen dribbled down her chin, and she saw how much he enjoyed that.
“Lick me clean,” he said, closing his eyes as she worked her tongue and lips to make sure his cock was clean of his sticky liquid.
"Good," he said, releasing her hair and stepping back. "Stay in my bed tonight. I have business to attend to and I might not be back for a day or so." With that, he picked up his clothes and left the room, leaving Sienna alone with her thoughts.
As she lay on the silk sheets of Rivera's bed, Sienna thought about her plan. She knew that implicating Santiago further was risky, but also understood that it could be the key to her escape. Her thoughts swirled, each new idea bringing both hope and fear. The stakes were high, but Sienna was determined to survive—and to bring Rivera's cruel empire crashing down around him.






  
  Chapter nine

Sienna's clear-soled platform stripper heels clicked rhythmically against the marble floor as she navigated Rivera’s private wing of the opulent and oppressive mansion, knowing that surveillance cameras were probably still watching her. She had been given a black microdress that clung to her body like a second skin, accentuating every curve and leaving her butt partly exposed. Rivera had given orders that she was not allowed to wear underwear, so she kept making the futile gesture of trying to pull her skirt hem down farther. As she passed by the many abstract paintings on the walls, she reflected on the stark contrast between Rivera’s taste in colorful abstract art versus the dark and violent world he inhabited. Beauty amid chaos. 
A sound caught Sienna's attention, drawing her gaze to an open bedroom door. Emerging from the bathroom inside, his naked body still damp from the shower, stood Damien Castillo—Rivera's enigmatic brother and right-hand man. Muscles rippled beneath his wet skin as he moved, the dark hair on his chest glistening with moisture. His unusually long cock hung between his legs like a python, and it was impossible for her not to stare at it.
God, it's enormous, Sienna thought, captivated by the sight before her. Speechless for a moment, she paused in the doorway, taking in every inch of Damien's sculpted physique and the unexpected vulnerability of seeing him in such a state. Startled to see her standing outside his doorway, he casually turned around to grab a towel, giving her a nice view of his perfectly sculpted buttocks.
"Did you need something?" Damien asked, his voice smooth and measured as he turned around while fastening the towel around his waist. His dark eyes met hers, and her mind blanked for a moment.
"Um...I was just looking for the...kitchen," Sienna stammered, feigning innocence. She knew full well where the kitchen was, but this opportunity to engage with Damien was too good to pass up. The fact that he had not challenged her told her that Rivera must have given the staff new orders on how to treat her.
"Of course. Just a moment," he replied. He disappeared for a moment, then stepped out of the bedroom wearing black pants and slippers as he buttoned up a white dress shirt. She felt sad when his chest was covered, wondering what it would feel like to trace those muscles with her fingertips and whether she'd ever have the chance to find out.
"I'll escort you there," he said, tucking the shirt tail into his pants.
As they walked through the mansion, Sienna struggled to focus on anything other than the way his damp hair curled at the nape of his neck. She could feel her heart rate accelerating, and she wondered how much of it was due to her attraction to him and how much was because of the danger that lurked within these halls.
"Your dress. It suits you," Damien remarked, his eyes darting over her briefly. "Rivera has a particular taste."
"Thank you," Sienna responded, her cheeks flushing involuntarily. 
"By the way," Damien continued, "you can just call the chef and order something to be brought to your bedroom, or Rivera's."
"I thought maybe I could grab something in the kitchen and eat it outside by the pool," Sienna suggested, hoping to prolong their interaction.
"Fine, but you can only go outside with an escort," he replied, his tone firm but not unkind.
"Then I'm glad you're here," she said softly, her eyes locked onto his.
Sunlight streamed through the large windows, casting a golden glow over the stainless steel appliances and pristine countertops of Rivera's luxurious kitchen. The air was thick with the rich aroma of roasting coffee beans and bacon, mingling with the scent of fresh herbs and spices. The chef was making eggs on the stove, and he looked up when they entered his domain but he didn’t say anything as Damien walked her over to one of the three refrigerators with a glass front.
"Here," Damien said, handing Sienna a cold bottle of beer. The condensation on the glass felt good on her hot hand as she accepted the offering. 
“It’s early for beer,” she said.
“Any time is good for beer.” He walked over to the chef and spoke to him quietly, then returned to Sienna and nodded his head toward another door. "Let's enjoy these by the pool," he suggested, his voice low and smooth, like dark chocolate melting on her tongue. "The chef will bring us some food."
Outside, the sun bathed the pool area in warmth, the water shimmering beneath the clear blue sky. The dry air carried the cough-drop scent of eucalyptus trees. Sienna and Damien settled into plush lounge chairs, their bodies mere inches apart, the heat between them palpable.
"So, tell me about your past," Sienna ventured, curiosity getting the better of her. "How did you come to work for Hector?"
Damien took a long sip of his beer, his eyes never leaving hers. "Hector and I grew up together in Colombia," he confessed, skimming the surface of his history while avoiding any mention of their criminal enterprise. "We've been through a lot together, and he has always taken care of me."
“I suppose you need people you can trust in your business,” she said, admiring the way the sunlight looked on the planes of his face, highlighting the strength and intensity that lay beneath the surface.
"And you?" he asked, ignoring her comment and turning the focus back on her. "What did you do before you were a big-time movie star?"
Sienna hesitated before revealing her own story. “I was a bookkeeper.”
Damien smiled, and his brilliant white teeth lit up her brain. “Seriously, what kind of work did you do? A woman as beautiful as you must have done something special or exotic.”
Sienna returned his smile. “I really was a bookkeeper.”
Their conversation continued, punctuated by the arrival of the chef bearing sandwiches on a silver tray. With each passing moment, Sienna found herself drawn deeper into the enigma that was Damien Castillo. The unspoken attraction between them crackled like an electrical current.
When they finished their sandwiches and Damien finally announced that he had work to do, starting to get up from the lounge chair, Sienna seized her opportunity, knowing she needed to keep him there. "Just one more thing," she said, her voice low and sultry as she slipped out of her dress, revealing her naked body as she lay back on the lounge chair and looked up at the sky so he’d feel more comfortable looking at her. "I want to get a tan."
The effect on Damien was immediate. His eyes widened, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still while any thought of his leaving evaporated into the dry air. As if enchanted, he sank back into his chair, unable to tear his gaze away from her. They continued to talk, feeling the tension between seduction and danger as the sun seared their skin and the sparkling blue pool beckoned like an oasis.

      ***The moonlight filtering through the window wall cast eerie shadows on the walls of Rivera's bedroom as Sienna lay on the silken sheets. The events of the day replayed in her mind, each moment with Damien etching itself into her memory. She couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to him than met the eye—a vulnerability beneath his cold exterior that he had to keep hidden in Rivera’s dark world.
A sudden surge of courage pulsed through her veins, and Sienna made up her mind. She would take a calculated risk and meet Damien on his own territory, hoping she could turn him to her side. Naked as the night, she slipped out of bed and silently glided down the dimly lit hallway with her heart pounding, hoping she wouldn’t be spotted by one of the other men on the staff.
As she reached Damien's door, Sienna found it unlocked—an invitation or a habit? He didn’t seem to worry about whether his door was open or closed most of the time. Regardless, she turned the doorknob and stepped into the darkness, allowing her eyes to adjust as she moved toward the outline of the bed, careful not to stub a toe. Suddenly, the room was flooded with light, and before she could react, a strong arm encircled her throat, choking off her air supply. Damien snarled, his naked body pressing against her back as he threw her onto the bed face-down, pinning her beneath his weight. Panic surged through Sienna, but just as quickly, he let go of her neck.
"Sienna!" he exclaimed, jumping off of her to stand by the bed. "I'm so sorry. I thought someone was sneaking in to kill me." He sounded genuinely apologetic, and Sienna gasped for breath, rubbing her sore neck.
Damien rushed to the bathroom and returned with a glass of water. “Here, drink this.”
As she gratefully sipped the cool liquid and allowed her heart to slow down, she studied his face, searching for any trace of anger or resentment, but all she saw was concern.
"Please don't tell Rivera," Damien pleaded, his eyes conveying the fear that such a betrayal would bring dire consequences. That was good to know. Sienna considered her options, weighing the power she now held over him.
"Your secret is safe with me," she assured him, her voice soft and steady. "But I need something from you in return." In that moment, as their eyes locked and the unspoken attraction between them simmered in the air, Sienna knew she had taken a step into the unknown—a descent into darkness and desire that could change everything.
Confusion flickered across Damien's face as he followed her eyes to his arousal, now unmistakable between them because it was practically in her face. Before he could sit down or cover himself, Sienna reached for his throbbing erection, her fingertips grazing the tip to make him gasp. She felt him getting harder as her hand gripped his shaft.
"Let me suck your cock," Sienna whispered, pulling his cock closer so she could brush her lips across the tip. The boldness of her proposition left Damien breathless, but the fire in her eyes made it impossible for him to resist.
As Sienna pulled him closer and took as much of his length as she could into her warm, inviting mouth, Damien couldn't help but moan softly, his fingers tangling in her dark, curly hair. She heard him breathing faster as she tasted him and moved her head back and forth, reaching out with her free hand to grip his tight butt. Sienna could feel his control slipping away with each hungry stroke of her lips, and she reveled in the knowledge that she was pushing him toward the edge. She knew she had the power right now. She drew back, releasing him from her mouth with a wet noise, allowing some of her saliva to drip on her breasts, and slid onto the bed, lying on her back with an unspoken invitation.
"Fuck me," she breathed, her voice barely more than a whisper as she spread her legs open, "and I'll keep our secret." The stakes were high, but Sienna knew that her power over him would only increase if she could make him willingly cross this line.
Damien hesitated for a brief second, weighing the risks before surrendering to the intoxicating allure of Sienna's naked body. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs, and eased his throbbing cock into her slick heat, gasping as she clenched and her tight walls gripped him in welcome.
As he began to thrust, Sienna's moans grew louder, her pleasure mounting with each powerful stroke. She wrapped her legs up around Damien's butt, pulling him deeper inside her, and felt a thrill of satisfaction when his hips slammed harder against hers. The sensation of his massive cock filling her completely was overwhelming, sending her spiraling toward a climax that she had never known with anyone else.
Her moan turned into a gasping scream as her orgasm tore through her body, her long fingernails cutting into Damien’s hips, and Damien instinctively clamped his hand over her mouth, muffling the sound. The sensation of being silenced only served to intensify her climax, while also driving Damien to the brink of ecstasy.
In that moment, suspended between pleasure and danger, Sienna reveled in the power she wielded over this enigmatic man who worked for a dangerous cartel drug lord. And as they lay tangled together in the aftermath, both knew that their world had been irrevocably changed by the passion that now burned between them.
She made him take her two more times that night, and she would have demanded more except they were both too exhausted.
A sheen of sweat glistened on their entwined bodies as the sun rose above the horizon, casting a warm golden glow over the room. Damien circled one of her hard nipples with his finger, restraining himself from licking it as he tried to regain his composure, painfully aware of the tangled web they'd just woven.
"Sienna," he whispered, his voice strained. "This can't happen again. Do you understand? The risks are too great."
She looked into his eyes, the depth of her own dark gaze conveying a mix of understanding and desire. She nodded slowly, her lips curving into a soft smile. "I know, Damien. It was just...I couldn't help myself. I needed it—" she paused, her eyes flickering over his features, "—and I wanted you. But I promise I'll be good from now on."
As Sienna spoke, her analytical mind considered the implications of her actions. Every word that left her lips, every touch of her fingers against his skin, served to bind him further to her. Despite the danger, she couldn't help but feel a thrill of satisfaction at the power she held over him. He might not be able to protect her from Rivera, but at least he could prevent the other men, her “trainers,” from taking her again.
Damien's hand traced a path from her nipple, across her stomach, and down to her mound, an absentminded gesture that belied the turmoil within him. He had allowed himself to be seduced by a woman who had once been his captive, and even now, as they lay together, she knew he couldn't bring himself to regret it.
"Promise me," he insisted, his tone firm yet tinged with vulnerability. "We can't afford any mistakes. Rivera would kill us both if he found out."
"Of course," she replied, brushing a stray lock of hair from his forehead. "You have my word."
In the dim light, Sienna could see the tension in his jaw, the creases forming around his eyes as he grappled with the consequences of their actions. She reached out to take his hand and put one of her fingers in her mouth so she could lick and suck it, and marveled at the raw emotion he couldn't quite hide. She felt his cock getting hard again, brushing against her thigh.
As they lay together in the fading light, Sienna's thoughts turned to Rivera, the man who had brought them both to this precipice. But rather than fear, she felt a renewed determination, a burgeoning confidence that she could use Damien to bring down the criminal empire that had ensnared them both.
"Goodnight, Damien," she murmured, lightly gripping his cock and pressing a chaste kiss to his lips before slipping from the bed and wrapping herself in the discarded bedsheet. With one last lingering look, she left his room, secure in the knowledge that her plan was unfolding just as she'd hoped.






  
  Chapter ten

Sunlight bathed Sienna's naked body as she lay by the pool, her sculpted curves on full display. She wanted to remove her stiletto heels, but she kept them on in case she needed them for self defense. The heat of the sun felt deliciously warm on her skin, and she reveled in the act of defiance, knowing full well that Santiago would soon appear—Ava would make sure that he knew. Ava had told her that Rivera would be returning that morning, so Sienna’s timing was important if her plan was going to work. If she could provoke him enough, perhaps she could begin to unravel Rivera's carefully constructed world. 
A sudden shadow fell across her, announcing Santiago's arrival, and she opened her eyes. His muscular frame loomed above her, the tailored white suit he always wore contrasting with his tanned skin. Shock flickered in his brown eyes before quickly morphing into fury. "Get inside. Now," he snarled through gritted teeth.
Sienna remained motionless, taking a moment to appreciate the panic that had briefly flashed across his face. With a languid stretch, she turned to face him, her eyes locked onto his. "Why should I? You don't have any control over me," she taunted.
"Insolent little princess!" Santiago seethed, his hands balling into fists at his sides. He took a menacing step toward her, veins throbbing in his temples. The tension between them was charged with equal parts fury and desire.
"Rivera's coming back, Santiago," Sienna continued, her voice full of mock concern. "What will he say when he sees that you couldn't even enforce his precious rules?"
"Enough!" Santiago roared, lunging forward to grab her arm. His grip was like iron, but Sienna didn't flinch. Instead, she met his gaze head-on, her own eyes blazing with defiance. “Do you want me to punish you, puta?”
"Let go of me," she hissed, refusing to submit despite the pain radiating from his grasp. She knew she had to push him further, to make him lose control. Only then could she begin to take back what was rightfully hers. He had to react without thinking.
"Rivera's rules mean nothing to me," she spat, her eyes never leaving his. "And neither do you. You’re just a weak little man who can only fuck a woman if she’s tied up and helpless."
Something snapped within Santiago at that moment, and with a growl of frustration, he yanked Sienna to her feet, dragging her stumbling away from the poolside.
Santiago's grip was unyielding as he dragged Sienna through the mansion, her heels leaving faint scuff marks on the polished marble floor. She fought him every step of the way, her nails digging into his arm in a futile attempt to break free. Sienna knew she had pushed him to the edge, and now she would have to face the consequences. Deep within, satisfaction bubbled up—she had set her plan in motion.
The play room door loomed ominously ahead. Santiago shoved Sienna inside, the sound of the door slamming shut behind her reverberating through the room like a gunshot. The scent of leather, sweat, and sex still hung in the air, a stark reminder of the torments that took place within these walls.
"Get on the bench," Santiago snarled, his eyes cold and unforgiving. 
Sienna hesitated for a moment, defiance still flickering in her gaze. “No, thanks. And you’re all alone this time, so you can’t make me do anything, and you couldn’t get it up if you did.”
Santiago smiled, but it was the smile of a happy demon wanting an excuse to torture. He turned her around and pushed her forward, then forced her to bend over the spanking bench, her toned ass exposed and vulnerable and her face just a few inches above the floor. As the blood rushed to her head, making her dizzy, Santiago went to work. With practiced efficiency, he bound her wrists and ankles to the anchors on the floor, ensuring she couldn't escape. Her long black hair hung down past her face, brushing against the cold, hard surface of the floor. She was breathing in short, ragged gasps. Despite the danger she faced, she couldn't help but feel a thrill at the prospect of testing her limits.
"Let's see who's in control now," Santiago sneered, brandishing a flogger menacingly. He raised his arm and brought it down with a vicious crack, the tails biting into the tender flesh of her ass. She cried out, her body jerking involuntarily from the force of the blow.
Again and again, Santiago unleashed his fury on her, the flogger leaving a pattern of angry red welts across her ass, lower back, and upper thighs. Sienna's resolve began to falter as the pain intensified, doubt gnawing at the edges of her mind. Had she pushed him too far? Was this really worth it?
"Who's in control? Who owns you, puta?" Santiago growled, pausing for a moment, his chest heaving with exertion. Sienna bit her lip, refusing to answer, her silence only fueling his rage.
"Fine," he spat, tossing the flogger aside and ripping off his clothes. "If the only way you'll remember is by being fucked hard when you're helpless, then that’s what you’ll get."
Sienna's breath hitched as Santiago positioned himself behind her, the tip of his erection pressing insistently against her entrance. She braced herself for the pain, but couldn't suppress a gasp as he slammed into her with a force that left her breathless. He bent over and grabbed a fistful of her hair, roughly yanking her head back, then pounding into her pussy as hard as he could, over and over.
"Remember this, little girl. You'll never win against me," Santiago snarled, each powerful stroke sending shockwaves through Sienna's body. Her screams filled the room, mingling with his harsh grunts—but beneath it all, there was an undeniable spark of pleasure. And though it terrified her, Sienna knew that she had achieved exactly what she'd set out to do.
Then Santiago changed the plan. He pulled out of her pussy and raised his cock to the entrance of her ass. Sienna whimpered, knowing how much this was going to hurt, and that helpless sound encouraged him. Santiago wasted no time, thrusting forcefully into Sienna's tight channel, filling her ass and going deep. She screamed and gasped at the sudden invasion of pain that shot through her body, feeling like he was going to split her in half. He didn’t give her any time to adjust to his size, pulling back just enough so he could thrust in hard again, then again, hammering her with his cock so hard she thought her head was going to explode, or that she might pass out.
Then a wave of pleasure started moving through her with each thrust. His hands gripped her hips tightly, and each powerful stroke drove harder and deeper into her with each passing second.
Santiago’s growling yell was almost incoherent. “Who owns you now, puta?”
Sienna said nothing, making him even angrier. His hips pumped harder, driving deeper still into her wet core, eliciting moans of pleasure from deep within her throat, her butt recoiling with each impact. With each thrust, Sienna could feel herself opening up more for him, surrendering completely to his masterful movements. The sensation was overwhelming, but also exhilarating; and she had to admit to herself that she couldn't get enough of this raw sexual energy. She was going to come hard.
The sound of the play room door slamming open echoed through the chamber like a gunshot, shattering the haze of pain and pleasure that had enveloped Sienna. Rivera stood in the doorway, his eyes blazing with rage as they locked onto Santiago fucking Sienna hard against the spanking bench. Just behind him, Ava stood in the hallway—her rescuer.
"Get off her!" Rivera roared, striding into the room and grabbing the bullwhip from its hook on the wall. Santiago scrambled away from Sienna, fear etched across his face as Rivera unleashed a vicious crack of the whip, sending him sprawling to the floor. His erection began to fall.
"Hector, I—" Santiago began, shielding himself with his arms as the whip struck him again and again, raising bloody welts and slashes. "I was just—"
"Silence!" Rivera snarled, his face contorted with rage. "I told you to leave her alone! She belongs to me!"
As Rivera continued to rain blows down upon Santiago, Sienna's emotions churned within her—satisfaction at seeing her tormentor punished, mingling with the cold tendrils of fear that wrapped around her heart. Rivera was a force of nature, an unpredictable whirlwind of violence that she knew could turn on her at any moment.
"Come on, we need to go," Ava whispered urgently, moving to unstrap Sienna from the bench. Her fingers were deft and gentle, a stark contrast to the brutal scene unfolding before them. Sienna hesitated for a moment, torn between wanting to watch Santiago suffer and the instinct to flee from Rivera's wrath. She even wondered if Rivera might kill him since she had planted the seed of suspicion in Rivera’s mind about Santiago wanting to help her escape.
Ava tugged on Sienna's arm insistently, her green eyes wide with concern. "He's too dangerous when he's like this, Sienna. We can't stay here."
Reluctantly, Sienna allowed Ava to lead her out of the play room, the sounds of Santiago's pleas and Rivera's fury fading into the distance as they made their way to Sienna's bedroom. The sounds were so satisfying in her stimulated condition, along with Santiago’s bloody punishment, she thought she might come right there in the hallway. Then, because of those thoughts, she wondered what she was turning into.
"Here, lie down," Ava said as they entered the bedroom, guiding Sienna onto the bed on her stomach. Ava’s hands were gentle as she applied a soothing cold cream to the angry red welts that marred Sienna's skin, each touch sending shivers of relief through Sienna’s battered body.
"I'm sorry," Sienna whispered, her voice heavy with guilt as she thought back to the humiliating things Rivera made her perform on Ava in his bed. "For what he made us do."
"Sienna, it's not your fault," Ava replied softly, her eyes warm and understanding. "I've been through worse in my time here. I'm fine."
As Ava continued to tend to Sienna's injuries, the soothing sensation of the cold cream seemed to seep into her soul, wrapping her in a cocoon of comfort and safety. For now, at least, they were safe from Rivera's wrath. And as Sienna looked into Ava's compassionate eyes, she knew she had found an ally in this dark world. Together, they would find a way to survive—and perhaps even escape.

      ***They spent over an hour together as Ava helped Sienna wash her sore body, and then style her hair so she’d look good for Rivera, which was what he expected, and they didn’t want to make him any angrier right now. Sienna eventually felt comfortable enough to ask Ava if there was anyone on the staff she could talk to about Rivera’s business, although she assumed everyone would be too frightened. So, she was surprised to learn about Tyrone Marshall, Rivera’s tech guy and super-hacker.
“He hates Rivera, and he might talk to you,” Ava said, helping Sienna with her makeup. “But he’s going to want something in return.”
“What would he want? Money? I can’t get to that right now.”
Ava stopped and stared at her for a moment like the answer was obvious. “Think of it this way. Tyrone is a computer nerd who likes to watch Rivera’s captives on the surveillance cameras, but it’s not his job to train them. Rivera makes him live here in the mansion, so he doesn’t have any contact with women. Understand?”
“Ah,” Sienna sighed. “Okay, if he can get me the information I need, I’ll give Tyrone the only thing I have to trade. I assume a blow job will do it?”
Ava nodded. “Once he gets a good look at you, it won’t take much to get him off.”
“Then I’ll wear that black microdress Rivera gave me. Is there a private place where I can meet him?”
“Library,” Ava said, getting the dress out of the closet and holding it up. “Does this fit you? Seems way too small for those tits.”
“I think that was the idea,” Sienna said. “Why the library?”
“The staff doesn’t go in there,” Ava said, helping her put on the dress and her stiletto heels. “Rivera uses it for private meetings, so it doesn’t have any cameras or microphones.”

      ***The library was fully lined with bookshelves full of ancient books and there were no windows. Two crystal chandeliers hung above a conference table with chairs on a thick carpeted floor, and beyond it by a fireplace were two black leather wing chairs and a long black leather couch. It was so quiet that Sienna’s ears felt hollow.
Sienna took her place on the couch, adjusting her low-cut black microdress so that her breasts would be ready to pop out, and crossing her legs in a deliberate display of seduction. Her butt was sore, inside and out, and she hoped she wouldn’t have to sit there a long time. Still without underwear, and with a skirt so short, all she had to do was re-cross her legs to flash her pussy at Tyrone. She knew that she needed to play this game if she was going to get what she wanted from Tyrone, and she refused to let anything stand in her way.
The door creaked open, and Tyrone stepped into the room, his eyes darting nervously around. He seemed like a man out of his element, about thirty years old, wearing a hoodie, jeans, and running shoes, clutching a laptop and a backpack tightly against his chest. Before any words were exchanged, he pulled a handheld electronic device from his bag and began scanning the library methodically, ensuring there were no hidden cameras or microphones.
"Okay to talk," he said, his voice barely above a whisper as he took a seat at the opposite end of the couch. "No cameras or microphones in here."
"Hi, I'm Sienna," she said, extending her hand in greeting, though he made no move to take it.
"I know who you are," he replied nervously, avoiding her gaze. "I've seen you on the surveillance cameras."
"Really?" Sienna asked, her voice low and seductive as she slid closer to him on the couch. "Have you ever watched me…having sex?"
Tyrone swallowed hard, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. "No," he lied, still refusing to meet her eyes.
"Don't be shy," Sienna cooed, placing her hand on his leg. "Tell me the truth."
"All right, yes," he admitted, his breath hitching. "I've watched you naked and having sex with your trainers in the play room."
"Did you like watching me?" Sienna asked boldly, leaning in closer so that her breasts nearly spilled from her dress. She noticed the bulge in his pants growing more pronounced as he nodded and glanced at her cleavage, his face flushed.
"You're…beautiful," he managed to say, his voice shaking slightly. “I enjoy watching you.”
"Thank you," Sienna replied, her fingers sliding up his thigh as she continued her seductive approach. "Now, tell me about yourself."
Tyrone seemed taken aback by her question but began to share his story, explaining how he worked for Rivera only to protect his sister from being forced into one of Rivera's brothels. He spoke of Rivera's ruthless nature, including the murder of his brother who had been working in one of the brothels. As Tyrone shared his experiences, Sienna mostly listened with a sympathetic ear to connect with him, gradually placing her hand over the bulge in his pants. He squirmed under her touch, licking his lips and still avoiding her eyes, but he clearly enjoyed the sensation.
Sienna told him about how she was taken captive, but she wasn’t sure he was fully listening at that point because she was rubbing her hand against his bulge and he was starting to sweat. Shifting closer, she unzipped his jeans and pulled his pants down to his knees as he watched with wide eyes while her mostly exposed breasts moved around in front of face.
"Listen," Tyrone said suddenly, his voice shaking. "You don't have to do this. Maybe I can help you anyway."
"Deal's a deal," Sienna said decisively. With a swift motion, she rose from the couch and removed her dress, letting it fall to the floor before bending over to take Tyrone's now-exposed cock into her mouth.
As she went to work, the weight of their shared circumstances created an atmosphere electric with tension, desire, and the desperation of two souls seeking solace in a world that had shown them only darkness.
A few minutes later, the last drop of Tyrone's release was on Sienna’s tongue, and she slowly withdrew her mouth from his still-trembling member. Her eyes locked onto his, holding him captive in the depths of her smoldering gaze, her mouth open to allow some of his come to dribble out on her chin. In a fluid movement that seemed almost choreographed, Sienna stood and crossed the room on her high heels. Tyrone watched, awestruck, as she reached for a box of facial tissue, gracefully extracting one to spit his semen into before folding it up and tossing it away. 
"Better put your pants back on," Sienna said, her voice low and sultry as she sauntered back over to him. He fumbled with his jeans, clumsy under her intense scrutiny, but she only smiled and leaned in to help him, pressing a soft kiss to his semi-erect cock before guiding it back into his jeans.
"Thank you," he murmured, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment and lingering desire.
"Thank you," she replied. "Now, about Rivera."
Tyrone tensed, suddenly reminded of the reason for their meeting. Sienna took a deep breath, steeling herself for the next phase of her plan. She also knelt down in front of him so he could look at her breasts. "I need financial information on Rivera's business empire, especially the locations of his offshore accounts. Anything that might give me leverage against him."
Her words were met with a spark of approval in Tyrone's eyes. "You want to bring him down?" he asked, his voice hushed but enthusiastic.
"More than anything," Sienna said, locking her gaze on his eyes, ready to make him do whatever she wanted.
"Then I'll help you," Tyrone vowed, the fire of vengeance igniting within him. "I’ve wanted a chance like this for two years. We'll make sure he pays for everything he's done."






  
  Chapter eleven

Sienna walked gracefully across the gym floor, her long, curly black hair bouncing with each step. Her damp skin glistened under the halogen lighting, and beads of sweat trickled down her toned body. She was a vision in her tiny bikini, barely keeping it on when she used the chest press machine for the last few minutes, drawing the attention of Matias on the other side of the room. Barefoot because they had only given her high heels, which she had kicked off nearby, she climbed onto the treadmill, her elegant form on full display as she continued her workout. The exercise felt good, as if she were getting back into her old routine, but she was mainly in the gym because Ava had told her Matias worked out there every morning. 
Matias was her next target.
Across the room, Matias' eyes narrowed as he glared at Sienna. His spiky black hair was slicked back, and his pudgy body strained against the limits of his elastic gym shorts and cross-trainer shoes. The tattoo of a gun on his neck seemed to pulsate as his muscles flexed with each weight lift. She knew he was a loyal soldier in Rivera's cartel, and his suspicion of Sienna's presence was evident. He was still a threat.
After a few minutes of being watched by Matias as he lay on his back at the bench press pumping iron, Sienna decided that it was time to get closer. She turned off the treadmill and stepped off, strolling over to him with an extra sway of her hips.
"Did you come here just to stare?" Sienna said, standing over him. “Or are you just mad that you aren’t allowed to tie me down and fuck me any more?”
Matias grunted, his Colombian accent sounding thicker than usual. "Santiago is missing, and El Jefe is angry. I think you have something to do with it."
"Missing?" Sienna asked with a smirk. “Rivera doesn’t trust you enough to tell you what’s going on?”
As Sienna stood over him, Matias kept glancing at her body. He couldn't help but notice the curve of her hips and the swell of her breasts, barely contained by the flimsy fabric of her bikini. He grunted with exertion as he continued to lift the heavy barbell, sweat dripping down his muscular chest. 
"El Jefe doesn't have to tell me everything, puta," Matias growled, his agitation growing with each word. He gritted his teeth and redoubled his efforts on the bench press, arms quivering from the strain. She knew he couldn’t stop himself from trying to impress her with his strength.
"Of course not," Sienna replied sweetly. "But do you ever wonder why he keeps secrets from you? If you're so loyal, shouldn't he trust you with everything?"
"Rivera knows what he's doing," he snapped, anger simmering beneath the surface of his words. "And I trust him."
Sienna tilted her head to one side while pretending to admire Matias' flexing muscles.
"Enough games, Sienna," Matias warned through clenched teeth. "I know you want to fuck me again to get more of what I gave you before, but Rivera won't allow it."
She crouched by the weight bench, her fingers lightly brushing against the growing bulge in his shorts. Matias gasped, and his focus wavered for a moment, but he stubbornly continued his reps, arms trembling now.
“And you only do what Rivera tells you to do?”
“Of course not.”
"I’m getting really hot watching you work out,” Sienna said while he strained to do another rep, sweating and trembling, so desperate to impress her. As she spoke, she slid his shorts down just enough to reveal his now fully erect cock. "How many more reps can you do? Tell you what, if you can do more than twenty, I’ll blow you right now."
Matias licked his lips as he took in the sight of her flushed face and heaving chest. The weight in his hands seemed to grow heavier with each passing second, but he refused to let it beat him. He pushed through the pain, lifting the bar again and again, arms shaking violently now.
Sienna's fingers traced the strings of her bikini, pretending to be fascinated with Matias'  throbbing erection. The tension in the room crackled like static electricity, an invisible force binding them together. With seductive deliberation, she untied the knots, letting the scant fabric fall to the floor. Her body, now fully exposed, glistened with sweat—an irresistible temptation for any man.
"Matias," Sienna purred, "you really should be focusing on your weights, not me." She knew he couldn't resist the sight of her; and neither could she stop herself from tormenting him further. She began to touch herself, the slick heat between her thighs growing with each stroke of her fingers. At the same time, she reached for his cock, wrapping her hand around his shaft and starting to tug.
"Stop!" he growled, watching her masturbate
Sienna continued, leaning in closer. "Are you afraid Big Bad Rivera will get mad if I play with your cock a little bit?"
Matias'  arms shook as he valiantly tried to maintain control over the barbell, beads of sweat dotting his brow. His eyes flicked between Sienna's face and her hand working magic on his aching cock. The stakes were high; they both knew it.
"Help," he whispered with desperation in his voice. But Sienna had other plans. Bending down, she took him into her mouth, enveloping him in wet warmth. The startling sensation was too much for Matias in his weakened state; his grip on the weight faltered as he tried to lift it onto the rack and he came up short. His arms collapsed and the barbell crashed down onto his neck, crushing his windpipe and breaking his neck with a sickening crunch.
One end of the bar overbalanced and slid off with a resounding clang as it hit the floor, but much of the weight remained on his throat, pinning him to the bench. Matias'  eyes fluttered as his body twitched uncontrollably, life slipping away from him.
Sienna leaned in close to whisper in his ear with her breasts dragging across his spasming chest, her voice cold and devoid of emotion. "Don't worry, puta. I'll go and get help." 
Sienna's heartbeat remained steady. She straightened up, her dark eyes filled with cold determination. Casually, she slipped back into her bikini, tying the strings with meticulous precision. Then she slipped into her stilettos. With each graceful step, her high heels clicked on the polished floor as she sauntered out of the gym, leaving Matias to die.
An earlier version of herself wouldn’t have done that, or if she had, she would have gone for help, but not this time. That old version of herself had died along with James and her father, and the things they had done to her since then. She didn’t know what she was turning into now, but she was fighting her way out of Rivera’s trap the only way she could.
The mansion's opulent hallways were a stark contrast to the sweaty chaos she had just left behind. Inhaling the scent of fresh flowers, Sienna made her way toward Rivera's private wing, her mind focused on her next move.
"Sienna," came a hushed voice, pulling her from her thoughts. Tyrone stood by the library door holding his laptop under one arm, his lean frame hidden beneath a worn hoodie. A backpack was slung over his other shoulder. He beckoned her to follow him into the library, holding the door for her, then closed it behind her.
His brown eyes scanned her barely-covered body, lingering just a moment too long before locking onto her eyes. "I saw what happened in the gym."
"You did?" Sienna asked, feigning surprise. She bent over toward him to adjust the strap on her shoe, jiggling to allow one breast to slip free of her bikini top—a calculated move to distract him. "What do you make of it?"
Tyrone stopped breathing for a moment, staring at her breast. “Umm….”
“Oh,” she said, tucking her breast back into her top, then giving him a sexy smile.
"Matias...he's dead." Tyrone swallowed hard, trying to maintain his composure. "I've already taken care of the security footage. Erased it and replaced it with a loop from earlier, before you went in."
"Very resourceful," Sienna said, stepping closer to him. "You're quite the problem solver, aren't you?"
"Comes with the territory," Tyrone replied, his tone guarded. "But we need to be cautious. If anyone finds out—"
"Relax," she interrupted, placing a finger on his lips. "You've got me covered, right? That's why we're in this together. And I appreciate it very much."
Tyrone's eyes held a flicker of uncertainty, but he nodded. "Right. We need to stick to the plan and watch each other's backs."
Tyrone snapped his fingers like he just remembered something, then pulled his scanner out of the backpack and walked around the room as he studied the gauge, finally putting it away. “Clear.”
Sienna allowed herself a moment to breathe. The scent of leather, old books, and polished wood was in the air as she gazed across the vast collection of books lining the shelves. It was a sanctuary within Rivera's mansion, a place where she could gather her thoughts and plan her next move.
"About Rivera's accounts," Tyrone began, his fingers tapping away on his laptop as he leaned over a large wooden desk with carved legs that looked like an antique. "I've made some progress." His eyes flicked up to meet Sienna's, his expression serious. "I managed to crack the password to his phone. Simple enough."
"Good," Sienna replied, accepting a scrap of paper from him with the password on it. "What else?"
"Rivera has over two billion dollars hidden away in offshore accounts and untraceable investments," Tyrone explained, his tone laced with disgust. "All funneled through shell companies, of course. I'm still working on getting you the passwords and access protocols for those, though. All I’ve got so far are the statements."
"Two billion." Sienna tried considering the possibilities, but the number was just too big. She had suspected a lot of wealth, but this exceeded her expectations. "Can you get me some of the records? I might be able to help follow the financial trails. I used to be a bookkeeper."
"Sure thing," Tyrone nodded, still checking out her body when he wasn’t using the laptop.
Sienna’s gaze drifted down to the noticeable bulge in his pants. She couldn't help but smile, appreciating the effect her presence had on him. She stepped closer, closing the distance between them until she was just inches away.
"Thank you, Tyrone," she whispered, leaning in to plant a soft, lingering kiss on his lips. Her hand slid down his chest and came to rest on his groin, giving it a gentle squeeze. "I promise you, once we get access to those bank accounts, we'll celebrate in a way you won't forget. Your courage should be rewarded."
Tyrone's breath hitched at her touch, his eyes locked onto hers. He swallowed hard and managed a nod, the promise of Sienna's reward clearly stoking the fires of his determination.
"Deal," he whispered, his voice husky with desire.
Sienna drew back, flashing him a seductive smile before turning on her heel and making her way toward the library door, swaying her hips since she was sure he was watching. As she left Tyrone behind, she couldn't help but relish the power she held over him—a power that would be instrumental in dismantling Rivera's empire, one calculated move at a time.






  
  Chapter twelve

Kneeling on the floor next to Rivera's desk chair, naked and blindfolded with her wrists tied behind her back, Sienna focused on the task at hand with single-minded determination as she licked Rivera’s cock and her head bobbed back and forth in his lap. Despite her efforts to do a good job, Rivera seemed barely aware of her presence as he spoke to Ernesto. 
"With Matias and Santiago gone, you’ll need to take on more responsibilities," Rivera said.
Ernesto, standing in front of Rivera, shifted nervously. "Whatever you need, jefe" he said, his eyes flicking from Rivera's face down to Sienna. She saw him watching out of the corner of her eye, and hoped Rivera wouldn’t decide to make a gift of Sienna to Ernesto.
“Can I ask what happened to Santiago?”
“An accident,” Rivera said, staring at Ernesto, his face blank.
“Lot of accidents here lately,” Ernesto said. He couldn't help but steal another glance at Sienna, who seemed desperate to complete her task.
"You'll start by taking care of Santiago's operations. We can't afford any more...accidents. You’ll also need to keep an eye on Marcos because he’s been drinking too much. And on Tyrone—he’s been acting stranger than usual."
“I don’t trust Marcos,” Ernesto said. “He’s too unpredictable.”
Rivera shrugged. “Who else are we going to get?”
Ernesto hesitated a moment before asking, "What about Damien? Should I be watching him?"
"Damien," Rivera said, allowing himself a brief moment of reflection. "He's been by my side for as long as I can remember. He's someone I can trust, unlike some others. I was there when the Buenaventura Cartel executed Paulo, Damien’s father. The sicario would have killed Damien as well, but I helped him get away. Damien has owed me ever since then, and he’s a man of honor." 
As Sienna continued her task, she strained to focus on the conversation unfolding around her. She knew that every detail she gleaned could be crucial in securing her freedom or forging new alliances. The mention of the Buenaventura Cartel piqued her interest, and she filed the name away in her mental vault for later examination.
"Before I leave tomorrow, I want an update on the Buenaventura Cartel's operations in Los Angeles," Rivera instructed Ernesto. "I won't be back until the next day."
"Understood, jefe," Ernesto said.
There was a sharp rap at the door. Sienna struggled to maintain her composure, acutely aware of the blindfold that veiled her vision. The door opened and Rachel entered, wearing her bikini and heels, the standard uniform for Rivera’s women.
"Ernesto," Rivera commanded, "leave us."
"Of course, jefe," Ernesto replied, his tone resigned yet eager to please. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving only the sound of Sienna’s wet movements.
"Hector," Rachel said in a low voice, leaning in close to whisper something into Rivera's ear while brushing her breast against his shoulder. Sienna strained to catch any hint of the message, but the words remained tantalizingly out of reach. Rivera stiffened at Rachel's words, his annoyance barely contained beneath the veneer of calm he projected. His jaw clenched, a muscle twitching in his cheek as suspicion clouded his eyes. 
“I don’t believe you.”
Rachel frowned. “You can check the cameras to verify what I said.”
Rivera growled through gritted teeth, his fingers digging painfully into Sienna's scalp as he forced her head down harder and thrust into her mouth faster and deeper. She bit back a cry of pain, unwilling to give him the satisfaction of hearing her suffer. He finished with her forcefully, coming in Sienna’s mouth and telling her to swallow it.
"Enough," Rivera snapped, releasing his grip on her hair. Sienna could only guess at the message Rachel had delivered, but she knew it held the key to understanding the treacherous maze of alliances and betrayals that bound them all together.
A cruel smile spread across Rivera's face as he regarded the two women before him. "Rachel," he commanded, "take off your clothes and sit on the desk, facing me."
Rachel hesitated for a moment, her eyes darting to Sienna, but she knew better than to disobey Rivera. She slowly removed her bikini and climbed onto the desk, spreading her legs wide and locking her gaze onto Rivera's. He slapped her pussy a few times with the back of his hand to focus her attention.
"Sienna," Rivera said, his voice cold as he removed her blindfold, "show Rachel the same service you showed me."
Sienna swallowed hard, her lips still tingling from the previous act. Her wrists still bound behind her back, she trembled as she struggled to stand and find her balance. With an apologetic glance, she bent over and positioned her face between Rachel’s legs. She could smell Rachel’s arousal. Sienna felt Rivera's black eyes on her only one foot away as she prepared herself. Her tongue darted out to tease Rachel's swollen clit, eager to bring her pleasure but also desperate for release from the building tension within herself. Rachel moaned loudly, encouraging her to continue while sliding two fingers into her wet folds. Sienna’s mouth moved faster on Rachel’s clit as she felt herself getting closer to a climax, and they both began to moan. Then Rachel’s whole body tensed as she came with a loud moan, trapping Sienna’s head between her thighs in a strong grip, and she was almost ready for her own climax when Rivera stopped them.
"Enough," Rivera said. He reached down to squeeze Sienna's butt, leaving her wrists tied. "Rachel, take her back to her room."
As Rachel slid off the desk and helped Sienna to her feet, the memory of Rachel's whispered words to Rivera nagged at her, but whatever she said had made him angry. Was it something about her?
"Come on," Rachel said, guiding Sienna out of the room. Their eyes met briefly, and Sienna saw a flicker of something in Rachel's gaze—fear? Regret? She couldn't be certain, but she knew she would need to keep her guard up and her wits about her if she hoped to exact her revenge.
In a place like this, she couldn’t trust anyone completely.






  
  Chapter thirteen

Sienna stretched languidly on the lounge chair, her brown skin glowing beneath the warmth of the sun. She adjusted her bikini as she lay by the poolside, her thoughts drifting to Damien—his dark eyes that held secrets and the way he made her heart race. A part of her longed for him, even though she knew their connection was a dangerous one. When could she see him again? Would he even allow it? 
"Hey, Sienna," Rachel said, sitting down next to her with an uneasy smile. Her once-striking features were now marred by the harsh conditions of their captivity. "I've been meaning to tell you, I was really impressed when you got that film award."
"Thanks, Rachel," Sienna replied, trying to match the other woman's smile.
"Y'know," Rachel continued, her voice tinged with insecurity, "I had to go through so many auditions and, well, sleep with a lot of guys to get ahead in the acting world." She hesitated before adding, "But after two years, I finally got a regular part on a daytime soap opera, As The World Burns."
"Really?" Sienna said, genuinely interested. "I never saw that show, but I heard it was good."
Rachel's gaze shifted as she misinterpreted Sienna's comment as condescension. "You must think you're pretty special," she snapped, her resentment simmering just below the surface. "Not every actress looks like you or has your talent, so we have to work on soap operas instead of studio films."
"Rachel, no," Sienna shook her head, trying to reassure her. "That's not what I meant at all."
But Rachel was already up, gathering her things as she shot Sienna a wounded look. "Whatever," she muttered, walking to a chair at the other end of the pool.
Sienna sighed as the tension lingered in the air. She couldn't help but feel a pang of sympathy for Rachel, even as she wondered how to navigate the complexities of her own emotions—especially when it came to Damien.
The sun beat down relentlessly on Sienna's golden skin, her eyes closed as she tried to soak up the warmth and forget about her troubles. As she lay there, thoughts of Damien continued to invade her mind, accompanied by a confusing mixture of longing and apprehension.
"Listen, Sienna, I'm not supposed to leave you alone out here, but I really need to pee," Rachel suddenly announced, breaking the silence that had settled between them after their earlier conversation. Sienna opened her eyes to see Rachel already walking toward the house, leaving her no time to protest.
"Wait—!" she called after the departing figure, but Rachel was already gone.
Bewildered, Sienna sighed and tried to relax again. As the sun's warmth lulled her into drowsiness, she couldn't help but drift into a light doze. The comforting heat was abruptly replaced by an ice-cold shiver when a shadow fell across her body and she heard the sound of skin slapping against skin.
"Wha—?" Sienna jolted awake and she stared up at the menacing figure looming over her. Marcos, naked and swaying unsteadily, held a knife in his left hand as he masturbated with his right. His depraved grin widened when he saw that she was awake.
"Hey, pretty girl," he slurred. "You look so peaceful, I just had to get a closer look at those lovely tits. Didn’t think you’d mind."
Sienna started to jump up, but Marcos slammed her back down onto the lounge chair, his laughter cruel as he used the knife to slice through her bikini, leaving her completely exposed. She gasped, terror coursing through her body.
"Rivera will hear about this!" she threatened, desperate for escape.
Marcos merely laughed, unfazed. "He won't believe you," he taunted, pressing the knife to her throat as he leaned down to lick and suck at her nipples. Sienna struggled against him, but his grip was strong and unyielding.
"Be careful, sweetheart," Marcos warned, his voice dangerously low. "This knife might just slip." He slid two fingers into her, eliciting an involuntary whimper from Sienna as she tried to squirm away. "I'm here to watch you, make sure you don't get into trouble. Things will go better for you if you're friendly."
Ignoring her protests, Marcos forced her legs apart and positioned himself between them, his face hovering just above her exposed clit as he used his free hand to spread her lips apart. The sudden shift in his attitude left Sienna reeling, torn between fear and a burning sense of indignation. How dare he treat her like this? As Marcos began to lick her, she gritted her teeth and her hands gripped the armrests. She felt a surge of adrenaline coursing through her, preparing her for action and making her heart beat faster, as Marcos continued to lick at her clit. His knife hand was relaxed since he was focused between her legs, and she saw her opening. With a sudden burst of energy, Sienna slammed her thighs tight around Marcos' head, surprising him enough for her to snatch the knife away from his grasp.
"Got you now, you bastard," Sienna said, her eyes darting around as she wondered what to do with the weapon. Her hesitation proved costly; Marcos twisted his body hard and flipped her over onto the ground, forcing her to drop the knife with a sharp gasp.
"Think you're clever, don't you?" Marcos snarled, rage distorting his features. "You deserve to be fucked in the ass for that little stunt."
Sienna screamed as he pulled her butt cheeks apart and forced his cock into her, pain and terror overwhelming her senses as he began thrusting. Her world narrowed down to the agony, the humiliation, and the burning desire for this nightmare to end.
The she heard the click of a gun.
"Stop!" A voice rang out, powerful and commanding, cutting through the haze of pain. Damien stood over them, his gun pressed against Marcos' head. "Get off her and leave her alone."
"Come on, man, she needs a good ass fucking to put her in her place," Marcos protested, but there was fear in his eyes. "She'll treat me better after this."
She felt his erection softening inside of her.
"Get off her," Damien repeated, his tone brooking no argument. The gun shifted, now aimed right between Marcos' eyes. Reluctantly, Marcos withdrew from Sienna, grabbing his clothes and stalking away, muttering obscenities under his breath.
As Sienna lay there, trembling, she couldn't help but feel a flicker of gratitude toward Damien, even as she knew that he was far from a hero. Still, in this dark world she found herself trapped in, even the smallest kindnesses could not be overlooked. And perhaps, just perhaps, there was more to Damien Castillo than met the eye.
Damien's strong hand grasped Sienna's, pulling her up to her feet with an unexpected gentleness. The concern in his piercing eyes sent a wave of warmth through her body as she struggled to comprehend the enigmatic man standing before her.
"Are you okay?" he asked, his voice softening.
Sienna hesitated for a moment, then threw her arms around him, clinging to him like a lifeline. She was going to make her best use of this opportunity. "Thank you," she whispered, feeling an unexpected warmth and security envelop her. "Can we please go back to your room? I don't feel safe here."
"All right," he agreed, wrapping an arm around her shoulders to lead her away from the scene of her humiliation.
As they entered Damien's room, she smelled the faint trace of cologne that lingered on Damien's skin.
"Make yourself comfortable," he said, gesturing to a plush couch draped with a luxurious fur throw. "I'll get you something to drink."
"Thank you," she replied, sinking into the cushions and allowing herself a moment to collect her thoughts. This was her chance—a rare opportunity to exploit Damien's vulnerability and gain some semblance of control over her situation.
"Here," Damien handed her a glass of amber liquid, his movements deliberate and controlled. "It should help calm your nerves."
Sienna took a deep sip, letting the fiery burn of the whiskey spread through her body. She looked up at Damien, amplifying the gratitude and vulnerability in her eyes. She knew how to play this part. "I don't know what I would've done if you hadn't been there," she confessed, her voice trembling just enough to make it believable.
"Marcos is a loose cannon," he admitted, sitting down beside her. "He won't bother you again, I'll make sure of that."
"Damien," she began, her fingers brushing against his hand with a feather-light touch. "I couldn't have survived this place without you. Even just knowing that you’re around makes me feel better. You've been my rock, even though I know you have your own burdens to bear."
His eyes flickered with an unreadable emotion as he looked at her, the warmth of their shared connection blossoming between them. "You're strong, Sienna. Stronger than you realize."
"Maybe," she whispered, leaning in closer, her breath hot against his ear. "But I'm not sure how much longer I can hold on."
"Let me help you," Damien murmured, his voice thick with desire and something deeper, something that threatened to unravel both of them.
"Help me forget," she breathed, pulling him into a searing kiss that ignited a fire within each of them—a fire that promised both salvation and destruction.
The kiss scorched them both, feeding a hunger that had been simmering beneath the surface ever since their first night together. Sienna felt the dizzying heat of desire mingling with the cold calculation of her own survival. She knew she needed Damien's loyalty, but fighting against her growing attachment to him was a battle she wasn't sure she could win.
"Stay with me tonight," she whispered, her eyes locked on his, fingers tracing patterns along the sculpted lines of his chest. "Please." The word was equal parts plea and command, a dangerous balance of emotion and manipulation, but she had played this part before and was giving her best performance.
"Sienna," Damien hesitated, caught between duty and longing, but she could see the fire in his eyes, how he craved her touch, her closeness.
"Damien, I need you," she insisted, pressing her naked body against his, feeling the rapid beat of his heart beneath her palm. A brief moment passed, a silent struggle between reason and passion, and then he yielded.
"All right," he breathed, his hands finding their way to her waist, pulling her closer still.
Men could be so easy sometimes.
Their lips met again, more urgent this time, as they navigated the uncharted territory of their mutual desire. His clothing fell away like discarded armor, leaving them vulnerable in each other's arms. Sienna reveled in the sensation of his skin against hers, the intoxicating mix of power and surrender it brought. She knew she was playing with fire, manipulating a man who held her life in his hands, but the risks only heightened the thrill.
As Damien moved over her, his body a potent cocktail of strength and gentleness, Sienna's thoughts teetered dangerously on the edge of genuine affection. She reminded herself that this was a means to an end, that she couldn't afford to lose sight of her ultimate goal—freedom. But as he entered her, filling her with a fierce intensity that made her gasp, she found it harder and harder to maintain her emotional detachment.
"Sienna," Damien whispered, his breath hot against her neck as he moved within her. "You're so...incredible." His words were a balm to the chaos inside her, soothing even as they stoked the flames of her desire.
"Damien," she sighed, wrapping her legs around him, urging him on. Their bodies moved together in a frenzied rhythm, the line between pleasure and pain blurring beyond recognition.
As they reached their climax, Sienna clung to Damien, her nails digging into his back, desperate for something solid in the swirling vortex of emotion that threatened to consume her. She knew she was walking a dangerous tightrope, balancing the weight of her true feelings against the necessity of her own survival.
As their breathing slowed and the haze of passion began to clear, Sienna wondered what the future held for them, what price she might have to pay for this fleeting taste of intimacy. Only one thing was certain—the game had changed, and there could be no going back.
The night stretched out before them, shadowed and uncertain, but for now, Sienna allowed herself to sink into Damien's embrace, her heart beating in time with his. Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new dangers, but tonight, she let herself believe that maybe, just maybe, there was hope for something more than mere survival.






  
  Chapter fourteen

The morning sun's rays shimmered on the surface of the pool, casting a dappled light across Sienna's face as she waded into the shallow end wearing her bikini. The air smelled like chlorine, and she wished she had sunglasses. Her eyes darted between Ava and Rachel across from her, both of whom had been summoned to this impromptu meeting. 
"Listen, we don't have much time," Sienna began, her voice low and tense. "Tyrone has been helping me gather financial information about Rivera's operation, and I think I know how to hurt him where it really counts." She paused, gauging their reactions. "If we can pull this off, Rivera should panic, creating enough confusion for us to escape."
Ava's green eyes sparked with determination, her voice steady despite their precarious situation. "The keys to the cars in Rivera's garage are kept on the wall, so we can steal one if we get that far. But then there’s the entry gate, which is always closed, and it's operated remotely by a guard."
Rachel, her brown eyes wide with fear, shifted nervously in the water. "I...I might be able to distract the gate guard when the time comes," she said.
As they spoke, Sienna felt that their shared desperation forged a bond stronger than any chains that bound them. In that moment, they were more than captives; they were allies, united in their quest for freedom.
"All right," Sienna said with a nod. "We need to work together on this. It's our best chance."
"I’m in," Ava replied, her gaze locked onto Sienna's, conveying an unspoken message of trust and solidarity.
"Let's do it," Rachel said in her quiet voice, looking down at the water.

      ***The afternoon sun cast a warm, golden light that filtered through the branches of the trees outside Sienna's window. She sat in a plush chair, watching the birds flit about, admiring their freedom and grace. The idyllic scene belied the sinister reality of her captivity, lulling her into a brief, deceptive serenity.
After a knock on the door, Ernesto stepped into her room and left the door open. “Boss wants to see you. Come with me.”
As Sienna followed Ernesto down the hallway, her initial confidence began to erode as she realized they were walking toward the play room. Sienna looked at Ernesto, who kept his eyes forward.
"Is Hector angry with me?" she ventured, her voice betraying her concern.
"I don't know," Ernesto replied, his tone indifferent. "I just follow orders."
As they continued toward the play room, Sienna's dread intensified. She knew all too well the cruelty and humiliation that she had experienced within those walls. Her pulse quickened, her chest tightened, and her breaths came in shallow gasps as she tried to quell her mounting terror.
When the play room door swung open, Sienna's worst fears were realized. Ava lay bound to the spanking bench, her wrists and ankles secured to anchors in the floor, her long hair obscuring her face as it dragged across the concrete, her butt high up in the air ready for whatever degradation Rivera had in mind. Her once-proud body was now bent and vulnerable, her flawless skin marred by goosebumps as Rivera traced a languid finger along her exposed butt crack.
"Please, not Ava," Sienna whispered, her heart breaking at the sight of her friend so cruelly restrained.
"Ah, Sienna," Rivera said, seeming pleased to see her. "Good. Now we can start."
"Leave her alone!" Sienna demanded, her fear momentarily eclipsed by a surge of protectiveness.
The cruel smile on Rivera's face made Sienna's blood run cold as he sauntered over to the wall adorned with an array of sinister sex toys. With a casual gesture, he selected a long bullwhip and walked back over to stand a few feet behind Ava. Sienna's heart pounded, her mind racing with desperate thoughts. "What’s going on?" she stammered, trying to maintain some semblance of composure.
"I want you to pay close attention, little dove." Rivera's voice was low and threatening as he coiled the whip around his arm. "I know Ava has been helping you plan an escape. That will never happen, of course. I pay a lot of people to keep this compound secure, inside and out." He thumped his chest for emphasis, his eyes never leaving Sienna's. "And it pains me that you would discuss such a thing with my staff after I've shown you so many favors. It pains me." He thumped his chest again.
Sienna gritted her teeth, anger flaring within her. "You call these favors? What you've done to us is monstrous!"
Rivera merely chuckled at her defiance. "I was going to punish you, but then I decided it would be more effective if I punished Ava instead."
"No!" Sienna lunged forward, but Ernesto grabbed her shoulders and held her back. She struggled against him, desperation lending her strength. "It's all my fault. Ava didn't want to help me. I made her do it. Punish me instead!"
Rivera's smile was chillingly cold and calculated. "I assumed you would say that, but you don't seem to understand—I am punishing you by hurting Ava."
"Please, don't," Sienna begged, tears streaming down her cheeks. "It's not her fault."
Rivera ignored her pleas, brandishing the whip with a flourish that made Sienna's stomach churn. Her mind tumbled with confused thoughts, searching for any way to save her friend from the impending torment.
"Rivera, please!" she cried out again, straining against Ernesto's unyielding grip. "Please, don't hurt her!"
All her pleading fell on deaf ears as Rivera raised the whip, poised to strike. Sienna closed her eyes tight, unable to bear witness to the cruel blow that would inevitably come. With a cold, dismissive shake of his head, Rivera brought the whip down mercilessly on Ava's exposed flesh. The sickening crack echoed through the room, followed by Ava's agonized scream as a bright red streak bloomed across her butt. Sienna’s eyes snapped open.
"Stop it!" Sienna cried out, her heart pounding with terror and fury. She strained against Ernesto's grip, her muscles burning with the effort to break free. "Rivera, please! You don't have to do this!"
Sienna’s pleas went unanswered. Rivera continued his brutal assault, each strike landing with precision on Ava's vulnerable body. The room was filled with the sounds of the whip cutting through the air, Ava's screams and whimpers, and Sienna's choked sobs as she begged for Rivera to stop.
"Please, Rivera... I'll do anything you want, just leave her alone!" Sienna's voice broke, her eyes swimming with tears that blurred the horrifying scene before her. Even as her vision wavered, she couldn't look away from the torment her friend was enduring. She wanted to punish herself by the sight of her friend in pain so she’d remember what she had done. Nobody in her life was safe. Her father, then James, and now Ava—all the people who helped her were all the people she had failed.
"Enough," Rivera finally said, lowering the whip. He surveyed his handiwork—Ava's body marred by angry welts and streaks of blood—with a chilling satisfaction.
Sienna's relief was short-lived, however. She watched in horror as Rivera unzipped his pants and stepped up behind Ava, positioning himself to violate her further. Her stomach churned, and a fresh wave of panic surged through her.
"No!" Sienna screamed, her voice raw with desperation. "You can't do this! Not to her!"
As Rivera spread Ava’s folds and entered her roughly, her pained grunts and whimpers tore at Sienna's heart. She struggled futilely against Ernesto's restraining arms, her chest heaving with sobs.
"Please," she whispered, unable to look away. "Please, don't do this to her."
Her mind filled with thoughts of escape, of rescue, but they all seemed so futile in the face of Rivera's brutal power. As Ava's suffering continued, Sienna's heart ached with the terrible realization that she was powerless to protect her friend from the monster that held them captive.
A thick silence enveloped the room, broken only by Ava's pitiful whimpers and Rivera's harsh grunts as he continued to violate her. Sienna's mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions that threatened to consume her. Rivera continued to ignore her pleas, his focus solely on inflicting pain and asserting control. Sienna's eyes darted around the room, desperate for any sign of reprieve or opportunity to intervene. She tried once again to jerk away from Ernesto’s grasp, but he was much too strong and only pulled her closer, holding her tight against his body, and she felt the bulge of his erection against her butt. Apparently he was enjoying this.
"Please," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sounds of torment. She felt powerless, useless.
As the brutal scene continued, Sienna's thoughts turned inward, a torrent of self-doubt and fear swirling within her. How could she ever hope to bring Rivera to justice when she couldn't even protect her friends? The darkness she'd embraced in her quest for revenge seemed to be closing in around her, threatening to snuff out any hope of escape or redemption.
Sudden rage surged through her veins, hot and unyielding. She refused to be broken, to let Rivera's cruelty define her. But how could she strike back without putting her friends in even greater danger? The weight of her choices bore down on her, heavy and suffocating.
She forced herself to focus on the goal she'd set: to hurt Rivera where it mattered most—his wealth, his power, his sense of control. She would find a way to bring him down without sacrificing those she'd come to care for. She had to.
Rivera moaned as his body went rigid, slowing his thrusts until he finally pulled out of Ava, leaving her limp and broken on the spanking bench. Sienna's heart ached at the sight, but she forced herself to look past it, to find the resolve that would see her through this nightmare.
Rivera turned to face Sienna, still partially erect, his cock glistening. “Come here.”
Still holding her arms, Ernesto walked Sienna over to face Rivera.
“Kneel,” Rivera said.
When Sienna shook her head and refused, Ernesto pushed her down into a kneeling position.
“Open your mouth, or I’ll let Ernesto fuck her in the ass now,” Rivera growled. “And he won’t be so gentle.”
Sienna gasped, then opened her mouth. Rivera quickly slid his cock into her mouth. She smelled sex, and Rivera’s musk, and Ava as she tasted his slimy come, working her tongue around his shaft and tip.
“There is no escaping me,” Rivera said, looking down at her as he slowly thrust in and out of her mouth. “You belong to me, Sienna. For as long as you treat me well and do what I tell you, your life can be good here, but if you defy me, it will only mean pain for you and your friends. I own you. Do you understand? If you make me punish you, it will always be memorable, but for now I want you with me, so I’ll give you another chance. If you fail me too many times, I will sell you to my friends in the Middle East, and they will not be so kind. You will spend the rest of your life on your back in a tiny room being fucked by a long line of men every day. Is that what you want?”
Sienna did her best to shake her head.
“Good. Then I hope we understand each other.”
As Ernesto released his grip on her arms, Sienna stumbled back, her eyes never leaving Rivera's cold, unyielding gaze as he put his cock away. He may have won this battle, but she refused to let him win the war. The darkness within her had taken hold, but she would wield it as a weapon against the man who had stolen her freedom, her dignity, and her hope.
With one last glance at her battered friend, Sienna turned and fled the room, her footsteps echoing in the silence left behind by Rivera's depravity. Her path was uncertain, fraught with danger and doubt, but she would walk it nonetheless—driven by a fierce determination to reclaim her life and bring her tormentor to justice.






  
  Chapter fifteen

Sienna knelt in the shadows beside Rivera, her breaths measured and quiet. The dim glow of the library's chandelier cast a soft light over her low-cut blue microdress, with a skirt so short that it showed the curve of her butt. She wore no underwear. Her black heels were tucked beneath her, and a blindfold obscured her eyes, enhancing her other senses. A leather bondage collar encircled her throat, and two leather wrist cuffs chained her wrists together in front of her, resting in her lap. 
Rivera sat tall and commanding in his leather armchair with a glass of red wine in his hand, while two of his suppliers, Carlos Trujillo and Diego Perez, lounged on a nearby couch with their own wine glasses. Before Rivera put her blindfold on, she’d seen that Carlos had gray hair, wearing jeans and a Hawaiian shirt on his skeletal body, and Diego looked to be in his late fifties, wearing a suit that couldn’t hide his large stomach. Their voices were laced with excitement as they discussed a meth deal that would net them over two hundred million dollars annually, and far more for Rivera, who had bought a private island in the Bahamas to take incoming shipments and send them out to his distributors using small planes, freighters, and submarines. Sienna strained to absorb every detail, searching for information she could leverage against Rivera. Internally, she wrestled with her conflicted emotions: she had spent the last two days bending to Rivera's will, and if she were honest with herself, there was an allure to playing the part of his submissive pet—but she couldn't let it consume her.
"Let me introduce you to my new pet," Rivera said. “This is Sienna, and she has been very well trained.”
Carlos and Diego's gaze shifted to her, their eyes lingering on her body as a sexual tension gripped the room.
"Before we set a price for our deal, why not take a break?" Rivera suggested, his tone casual yet authoritative. "I know you've been eyeing Sienna since you arrived. Have fun with her—I'll leave you three alone for a while."
With that, Rivera rose from his chair and exited the room, leaving Sienna at the mercy of Carlos and Diego. She fought the urge to flee, reminding herself that she needed to maintain her facade of submission. 
"Such a pretty pet," Carlos said with a voice full of admiration as he approached her. 
"Very obedient," Diego added, circling around to stand behind Sienna. "Let's see if she can do tricks."
“First one to make her come wins ten grand.”
“Sure, I’ll take your money.”
The cold grip of apprehension tightened around Sienna's heart as Carlos and Diego moved closer. She swallowed hard, her internal conflict raging like a storm. She had to maintain her act, but the urge to fight back was almost overwhelming.
"Stand up, pet," Carlos commanded, his voice harsh and authoritative. With a deep breath, Sienna forced herself to obey, rising to her feet with trembling legs.
"Good girl," Diego said, lifting the hem of her microdress to rub her butt with both hands. Sienna tensed at his touch, her fists instinctively clenching, but she held back, knowing that defiance would only jeopardize her mission.
As the men stripped her of her dress, leaving her exposed and ready to play, Sienna clenched her jaw to suppress a whimper of protest. 
"Look at those perfect breasts," Carlos said, his voice tense with lust as he gripped one of them tightly. Sienna winced at the pain, forcing herself to remain silent.
"Get over my lap," Diego ordered, his voice cold. Sienna hesitated for a brief moment before complying, allowing him to guide her, positioning herself across his thighs. She braced herself for the impact, both physical and emotional.
With a swift, forceful motion, Diego spanked her, the sound echoing through the room like a gunshot. Pain erupted across Sienna's skin, hot and searing, but she gritted her teeth and focused on maintaining her facade of compliance. This was better than being whipped. She allowed only the faintest of whimpers to escape her lips, struggling to keep her reactions in check.
"Such a good little pet," Diego taunted, landing another blow. "You were made for this, weren't you?"
Sienna's cheeks flushed with humiliation, but she held her tongue. She couldn't afford to break character now.
"Get on your hands and knees," Carlos ordered, and Sienna obeyed with a sinking heart. As she positioned herself on all fours, she heard clothes being removed and then felt a hard cock pressing against her ass cheek. Carlos fondled her hanging breasts before gripping her hair tightly, forcing her head back so he could observe her face while he spoke. He pulled off her blindfold. "You're going to take me deep into your throat," he said harshly, "and you're going to love every moment of it." His words made her nipples harden and her pussy clench.
Although this situation wasn’t unexpected, acting the part with Rivera and actually having to do the same thing with two strangers were two different things entirely. Still, she had no choice but to comply. Taking a deep breath, Sienna opened her mouth wide and took Carlos' cock into her mouth as instructed. She tried not to gag as his thick shaft filled her mouth completely while Diego positioned himself behind her. She felt Diego’s large hands grip onto her hips before his cock slipped inside of her wet pussy and his stomach slammed into her butt; the invasion sending waves of pleasure-pain coursing through her body as she moaned around Carlos' cock.
She fought to endure the degradation, knowing this would only last for a few minutes, focusing on her internal resolve and the knowledge that this was just another hurdle in her quest for justice.
Carlos moaned with satisfaction as he came in her mouth, and Sienna struggled not to gag. Moments later, Diego wrapped his belt around her neck, pulling back sharply and choking her as he pounded into her harder, breathing fast. The sensation of being choked added an unexpected intensity to the experience, and Sienna's vision began to blur as she felt herself slipping toward unconsciousness.
Just when she thought she could take no more, Diego finally came inside her with a loud moan followed by a barking laugh. To her shock and confusion, Sienna found herself overcome by a powerful orgasm that moved through her in one big wave, her body betraying her even as her mind screamed in protest.
“I win,” Diego said, panting as he chuckled.
As the men got dressed and her breathing slowly returned to normal, Sienna tried to process what had just happened as she remained on her hands and knees where they had told her to stay. She knew that each moment of submission brought her closer to achieving her goal, but the darkness within her seemed to be growing, threatening to consume everything she once believed about herself.

      ***The elegant chandelier above the formal dining table cast a warm glow across Sienna's face, highlighting her features as she sat with perfect posture, her hands folded in her lap. Rivera watched her from across the lavish spread of food, his piercing black eyes studying her intently. She was wearing the same blue low-cut microdress she had worn for Carlos and Diego earlier.
"Sienna, I must say I am quite pleased with your performance today," Rivera said, sipping his wine before continuing. "Carlos and Diego were very impressed by you, and I'm certain that their admiration contributed to the favorable terms of our agreement. In fact, Carlos even offered to buy you outright, but I refused."
Sienna felt a cold shiver at the thought of being bought and sold like an object. She struggled to maintain her composure, forcing a small smile as she responded. "I'm glad I could assist you in your business dealings, Mister Rivera."
Rivera tipped his head, seeming amused. "It's unusual for me to take such an interest in one of my pets, but there's something about you that intrigues me. I intend to learn more about what makes you so...special. If you have the kind of brains and ambition that I think you do, I may have other uses for you in the future. As you know, I’ve been losing a lot of my staff lately." He gave her a pointed look.
As Sienna grappled with her complicated emotions—a mixture of dread, anger, and humiliation—Rivera continued. "Speaking of which, I saw the video of Marcos' little stunt by the pool. You won't have to worry about him any longer; he's been...dealt with. He’s gone. And I will continue to protect you as long as you play by my rules."
Sienna's heart skipped a beat. She hadn't liked Marcos, but she was disturbed by how casually Rivera disposed of people. "Thank you, Mister Rivera.”
Just then, Rachel walked confidently into the room, smiling sweetly at both Sienna and Rivera. She was wearing a tight white microdress with only a hint of a skirt—it was almost a uniform in this place. The sight of her former ally filled Sienna with a bitter resentment.
"Ah, Rachel," Rivera said, his tone icy. "Thank you for joining us. It seems I have you to thank for informing me about Sienna's little plot with Tyrone."
Tyrone? The blood drained from Sienna's face as she stared at Rachel, betrayal and shock mingling in her dark eyes. She had trusted Rachel, confided in her, and now Tyrone was a casualty of that trust. Because of Sienna.
Thinking back, Rachel must have told Rivera about their escape conversation in the pool as well, which was why he’d punished Ava to get to Sienna.
"Unfortunately for Tyrone, he didn't make it," Rivera added, his voice devoid of emotion. "It's a harsh lesson, but one that must be learned: in this world, loyalty is everything."
Sienna's hands clenched beneath the table, her knuckles turning white as she fought to keep her anger in check. She couldn't allow herself to show any weakness, not when so much was at stake. But as the weight of Tyrone's death settled on her shoulders, and the reality of her situation became all too clear, Sienna knew that her journey through darkness had only just begun.
Rivera's gaze shifted from Sienna to Rachel, and he didn’t look happy. "It seems we have another rat among us," he said, his voice chillingly calm. He approached Rachel with deliberate strides, then gripped her arm as she shrieked and he forced her face down onto the table with her hands behind her back, heedless of the expensive china that shattered beneath her.
“What did I—” Rachel sputtered.
"Rachel," Rivera interrupted, "you've been quite useful to me, but I despise rats just as much as I value loyalty." With those words, he pulled a coiled whip from under the table, brandishing it menacingly.
“Stay right there, Rachel, otherwise this will hurt a lot more.”
Rachel stayed bent over the dining table, her eyes wide, as the whip cracked and she lurched against the table in pain as it hit her in the butt, also tearing through the cloth of her dress. The second strike made her yelp. The third made her scream. The fourth made her scream and start sobbing. And the hits kept coming, shredding the lower part of her dress as the leather shredded her skin.
After the whip had slashed across Rachel’s ass over two dozen times, leaving it red and bleeding, and her dress was hanging in shreds around her waist, Rivera turned his attention to Sienna. "Sienna, dear, I want you to participate in this little lesson," he commanded, tossing her a strap-on dildo from under the table. "You need to understand the consequences of betrayal."
Trembling, Sienna caught the object, feeling its cold plastic in her palm. Her heart pounded like that of a trapped animal. She hesitated for a moment too long, but a sharp glance from Rivera spurred her into action, and she reluctantly strapped the device around her hips, securing it tightly so it looked like she had an enormous erection.
"Good," Rivera said. He turned his attention back to Rachel, who lay on the table whimpering, her body shivering in terror. In one fluid motion, he brought the whip down one more time across her back, ripping off the fabric and exposing her flesh, leaving a red welt in its wake. Rachel cried out in pain, tears streaming down her cheeks. With two more strikes, most of her dress was on the table, leaving only the sleeves, her breasts hanging and exposed as she leaned on her forearms.
"Please, Hector, I'm sorry!" Rachel sobbed. 
As Sienna watched the scene unfold, she felt a complicated mix of emotions bubbling up inside her. There was anger at Rachel for betraying her, guilt for being a part of this horrific punishment, and a shameful, confusing arousal that twisted her insides into knots.
Rivera turned to Sienna. "You know what to do."
With every ounce of grit she could muster, Sienna forced herself to comply, walking around the table, rubbing the tip up and down against Rachel’s wet folds, then pushing the strap-on into Rachel's trembling body. She tried to block out the choked whimpers and groans that escaped Rachel's lips, focusing instead on the threat that this was only a taste of what awaited her if she didn't play by Rivera's rules.
As Sienna continued thrusting into Rachel, Rivera moved behind Sienna and lifted her skirt, gripping her hips with bruising force. She gasped and yelped as his cock plunged into her ass without warning, his movements rough and unforgiving. Sienna's eyes rolled back in her head as Rivera's cock plunged deeper and filled her ass, the sensation both exhilarating and humiliating. She gripped Rachel's hair, using her strength to force Rachel to take the dildo deeper into her pussy. The room echoed with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, grunts, and moans, exciting Sienna more. "That's it, baby," Sienna growled into Rachel's ear. "Take every inch."
Rivera slammed into her from behind, harder and harder, his hands gripping her hips like vise-like claws. He leaned over, his hot breath on her neck. "You like this, don't you?" he asked, his voice a low rumble. "Feeling me fuck you like a dirty little whore?"
Inside her head, Sienna answered yes.
Each thrust into Sienna’s ass made her shove the dildo farther into Rachel’s pussy, causing a chain reaction of moans and whimpering. A wave of humiliation washed over Sienna as she found herself coming in less than a minute, her moans mingling with Rachel's cries of pain as she squirted and her own juices ran down her leg. Sienna bit her lip, unable to speak past the lump in her throat. The pleasure was overwhelming, but so was the shame. Rivera bent farther to bite her neck.
“Tell me, whore. Tell me you like it.”
Sienna nodded slowly, feeling Rivera's smile against her neck as he gave another brutal thrust.
"That’s a good whore," he whispered before placing a hand around her throat and squeezing gently. Her pulse raced under his touch, and she felt herself getting wetter at the threat of danger. It was intoxicating how much power he had over her body and mind.
"Don't you want to beg for more, little whore?" 
"Please," she managed to croak out between gasps for air. "Fuck me harder."
He laughed darkly and complied, slamming into her ass with unbridled force while Rachel cried out beneath them both. One of his hands found its way to Sienna's pussy, fingers digging into her clit roughly as he demanded more noises from both of them. "You like being used like this?" he asked again, lifting one of Sienna's legs up towards him so that she was more exposed and vulnerable in this submissive position.
"Yes," she panted out truthfully as she felt herself on the brink of another orgasm despite the pain radiating from Rachel below her. "I belong to you."
Rachel gasped and then moaned—a long sound like a dying animal—as she came hard despite her pain.
Rivera pinched Sienna’s clit and shoved two fingers into her pussy as he thrust into her ass three more times, and Sienna’s world exploded in fireworks as she came a second time. Unable to control her muscles now, she collapsed onto Rachel’s back. Rachel groaned as the dildo pushed in hard and stayed there, and Rivera moaned as he finally came in Sienna’s ass.
The merciless punishment drew to a close, leaving all three of them breathless and broken in different ways. Sienna smelled sweat, sex, pain, and humiliation, or at least she imagined it. Rivera smirked, his dark eyes unreadable as he surveyed the scene before him.
Remember, mi amor," Rivera murmured into her ear, his breath hot against her neck. "Every choice you make will either lead to pleasure or pain. It's up to you which one you prefer. And from what I saw tonight, you like giving pain as well. You could make a good trainer."
Sienna struggled to suppress a shudder. She forced herself to meet his black eyes, projecting an image of submission despite the turmoil raging within her.
"Understood, Señor Rivera," she replied quietly, her voice barely audible over the sound of Rachel's whimpers and ragged breathing. The twisted scene they had just been part of still played out in her mind's eye, a perverse reminder of what awaited her if she dared defy Rivera again. But she also liked thinking about it. Maybe Rivera knew more about Sienna than she knew about herself.
"Good." Rivera smiled, and he reached out to caress her cheek with a surprising gentleness that belied the brutality he was capable of. "You're learning. And I expect you to continue learning, or else."
"Or else?" Sienna prompted him, trying to keep her voice steady and controlled. She knew he wanted her to say it, to acknowledge the consequences of her defiance.
"Or else you'll suffer far worse than Rachel did tonight," Rivera finished, his fingers tightening around her chin. "And trust me, you don't want to experience that."
Sienna swallowed hard and whispered, "I understand, Señor Rivera."
"The choice is always yours," he said, releasing her face and stepping back. As he turned to leave the room, he cast one last glance at Sienna, a dark promise in his eyes. "I'll be watching you."
Her body trembling with a mixture of fear, anger, and shame, Sienna watched Rivera's retreating figure until he disappeared through the doorway. She knew that every moment she spent in this world of darkness, she risked losing herself completely to it. But she also knew that her only chance at survival—and ultimately, escape—was to maintain the submissive facade that Rivera demanded.
“I’m sorry,” Rachel whispered. “I thought he’d reward me. And I was scared that he’d find out I was working with you.”
Sienna backed up and pulled out of Rachel, then removed the strapon harness and dropped it all on the floor. Now that Rachel had been punished, Sienna’s anger was gone. She rested one hand on Rachel’s arm, an area that hadn’t been struck by the whip. “I understand.”
Sienna knew Rachel was telling the truth. If she’d been living there as long as Rachel, she might have done the same thing. Her idea of escape seemed like a crazy fantasy.
Ernesto entered the room. When Sienna looked up at him, he shook his head and focused on Rachel.
“I’m here for her,” he said, lifting her limp body off the table and putting her over his shoulder to carry her out.
“What are you going to do with her?” Sienna asked.
“That’s not for you to know,” Ernesto said, shutting the door as he left the room.
As Sienna steeled herself for the days ahead, she vowed not to let the darkness consume her. No matter what horrors Rivera subjected her to, she would cling to that last flicker of light within her—the spark that refused to be extinguished. And one day, when the time was right, she would use that light to find her way out.






  
  Chapter sixteen

In the darkness of her room, Sienna lay naked on the bed, her body aching from emotional and physical exhaustion. Her mind was in turmoil, haunted by Tyrone's death because of her actions. As she shifted to find some measure of comfort on the bed, her head collided with something hard beneath her pillow. Wincing, she reached for the offending object, only to discover a sleek laptop hidden away. 
Clutching the computer to her chest, she read the note on top of it, her eyes welling up with tears: "Everything you need. T." Tyrone's final gift. With trembling fingers, she opened the laptop.
Hiding under the sheet to avoid being seen on camera, Sienna's analytical mind came alive as she pored over the contents of the laptop: offshore bank accounts, passwords, and financial records that could change the course of her fate. She stifled a gasp when she saw that Tyrone had made it look like Ernesto had siphoned off a million dollars from one of the accounts. Rivera would see an email confirmation of the withdrawal the next morning. The cunning brilliance of his plan brought laughter bubbling up through her tears.
The sun had been up for about two hours when Ava entered the room with a tray of cereal, yogurt, toast, scrambled eggs, and bacon, and gently roused Sienna from her restless sleep. Seated on the edge of the bed, Ava leaned in close so she could whisper. As Sienna blinked and her eyes focused, she saw the worried expression on Ava’s face.
"Ernesto's gone," Ava said, her green eyes filled with concern. "He disappeared after an argument with Rivera."
Sienna remembered Tyrone's note about the bank withdrawal email Rivera would receive. "Is he...dead?"
Ava hesitated, her voice barely audible. "I don't know, but I'd guess so. That leaves Damien as the only remaining lieutenant."
"Damien," Sienna said with a nod. "I need to meet with him."
"He's out right now, but he should be back in a couple of hours."
"Okay, then I have studying to do in the meantime. How are you feeling?" 
Ava shrugged. “Still sore, but I’m used to it. I’ll survive." Not much I can do about it anyway.”
Sienna put her hand on Ava’s shoulder and looked into her eyes. “We’ll see about that.”
As Ava left the room, Sienna turned her attention back to the laptop, the financial accounts and passwords and shell companies that created the complex maze of Rivera’s empire. Her fingers rattled over the keys as she dug into the information while nibbling on the food from the tray Ava had brought.
A delicate rap at the bedroom door pulled Sienna from her study. The sun was now high in the sky, casting a golden glow through the window. She glanced around for something to cover herself with, finding a new short silk robe that she quickly wrapped around her body as she approached the door.
"Yes?" she called out softly, opening the door just a crack. The old man outside wore a white uniform with a nametag like the rest of the household staff, and it said Manuel.
"Señorita Taylor, Señor Rivera quiere verla en su oficina en treinta minutos," Manuel said, his wrinkled face and thinning gray hair giving him an air of gentle authority despite his subservient position.
"Gracias, Manuel," Sienna replied as she closed the door. She had thirty minutes to prepare herself to meet with Rivera in his office. She needed to look as distracting as possible to give her an advantage.
In her closet, Sienna rummaged through the small amount of clothing provided for her until she found a skimpy red bikini. It wasn't her preferred choice of attire, but she knew it would serve a strategic purpose. Her fingers trembled slightly as she put it on, adjusting the tiny patches of cloth to cover her nipples, then moved to the vanity to apply makeup. As she traced bold lines of eyeliner around her dark eyes and applied eye shadow, she took slow, steadying breaths. Every stroke of the brush was calculated, every shade chosen carefully to enhance her beauty and distract Rivera from any anger he might harbor toward her.
Taking a deep breath, Sienna took one last look in the mirror. Her eyes were smoldering, her lips full and inviting. Though her stomach churned with anxiety, she held her head high, determined to maintain her composure as she left the bedroom and walked down the long hallway to Rivera's office.
The door to Rivera's office stood imposingly before her, heavy wood carved with intricate designs. She rapped on the surface, then pushed it open, stepping into a room filled with the scent of cigar smoke and leather.
"Señor Rivera," she said, figuring it was better to announce herself.
Rivera was on the phone with one of his banks as he typed on his computer, his face a mask of fury as he listened to whatever news they had to impart. He ended the call when he saw Sienna and stalked toward her until she found herself backed up against a wall.
“Ernesto stole one million dollars from me,” he snarled, his fingers gripping her chin as his black eyes bored into hers. "Do you know anything about it? If you lie to me, I’ll see it in your eyes."
Sienna was breathing fast, but she managed to keep her voice even as she replied, "No, I don’t speak to Ernesto very much." She could see the desperate need for belief in Rivera's eyes—a need she knew she had to exploit. Focusing on her acting skills, she feigned ignorance, selecting her words carefully to deflect suspicion. “We weren’t friends.”
He kept staring into her eyes. "Even when he was fucking you? You didn’t want to get a little more of that, eh? Such a big man with a big cock?”
“Especially not then,” Sienna said. “He can rot in hell for all I care.”
“Good answer,” Rivera said finally, releasing her and stepping back. "But if I find out you lied to me, I will let my entire staff fuck you, and then I will sell you."
"I understand, Señor Rivera." Sienna met his gaze with steely determination, knowing that her survival depended on her acting skills now.
Rivera started pacing the room, his face contorted with anger and frustration. "Maybe Ernesto was working with Tyrone," he said, pausing to fix her with a penetrating gaze. "What do you think?"
Sienna hesitated before nodding slowly. "It's possible. I've heard some of your men saying that they think you're weak, not paying attention to your business." 
“Who said that?” he growled, his face getting redder.
"Matias, Santiago, and Ernesto were among them, along with some guards I don't know." All the dead people, she thought. That way you can’t ask them about it.
"Did they say anything else?" Rivera demanded, his eyes narrowing.
She had thought about this ahead of time, but she wasn’t sure she wanted to use this particular lie because it might be like dropping a live grenade in the room. "Ernesto mentioned something about being contacted by the Buenaventura Cartel," she said, her voice betraying a slight tremor. "Like maybe they were trying to recruit him."
Rivera slammed his fist against the wall, his face a mask of fury. "I suspected that all along!" He turned back to Sienna, his eyes searching hers for any hint of deception. "Was Damien in any of these conversations you overheard?"
She shook her head firmly. "No, never. He only says good things about you. He respects you."
Rivera nodded, his breathing heavy as he processed the information. "Something is going on, and you need to be careful. If the Buenaventuras know my lieutenants are gone, they may assume I’m weak and stage an attack on my compound." He looked at her intently, adding, "Only trust Manuel from this point forward. I appreciate your honesty, and you'll be protected unless I learn you're part of this conspiracy." With a curt nod, he dismissed her. “You can go. I need to talk to my guards.”
As Sienna left Rivera's office, breathing a big sigh of relief, she knew she had to find Damien and warn him.

      ***The door to Damien's room stood slightly ajar when Sienna arrived. She slipped inside and nervously sat on his neatly made bed as she waited for him to return. With plenty of daylight from the window flooding the room, she saw more of the small details than she had noticed on her previous visit. One wall held a variety of books, mostly business and operations management texts, along with some finance books and a variety of novels in English and Spanish. The novels were mostly crime thrillers.
When Damien finally entered, surprised to find her there, she quickly relayed the story she had told Rivera, along with his volatile response.
"Ernesto is gone, too?" Damien looked shocked, his eyes widening in disbelief. "Hector must be going crazy if he believes his men were conspiring against him and defecting to the Buenaventuras."
Sienna nodded, her eyes brimming with urgency. "Or he is crazy.”
Damien looked at her. “It might look that way to you, but you don’t understand our world. We have to be paranoid about everything if we want to stay alive, and we live our whole lives that way. Speaking of which, did you think about the cameras in the hallway when you came in here?”
Sienna shrugged. “Yes, but Tyrone is gone, so I doubt anyone is around to report on it unless the guards outside are watching.”
“I guess we’ll find out,” Damien said. Then something else occurred to him. "Did Hector speak to Manuel about any of this conspiracy talk?" Damien asked, his eyes dark and searching.
Sienna hesitated. "I don't know. Why would he ask Manuel?"
"Because Manuel is our uncle," Damien replied, his voice tight with concern. “Manuel was never ambitious, but Hector wanted to make sure he had money so he hired him for the household staff to keep an eye on things.”
Sienna cursed herself for not knowing this crucial piece of information, but she couldn't let that deter her now. She locked eyes with Damien, her resolve strengthening. "You need to talk to Rivera, but don't mention anything I just told you. We can't risk him finding out."
Damien nodded. The delicate balance they needed to maintain was a treacherous tightrope walk, and Sienna was acutely aware that one misstep could mean disaster.
"Listen," she said softly, reaching out to touch his arm. "Rivera already knows you slept with me. Be careful."
Shock flickered across Damien's face, quickly replaced by grim understanding. "Good to know," he said quietly, the gravity of the situation settling around them like a shroud. “He hasn’t killed me or spoken to me about it, but I’m not sure if that’s good or bad.”
“I think he needs to believe in you. You’re all he has left.”
Damien nodded, then looked at her. “I hope so, but I wouldn’t bet on it.”
In that moment, Sienna felt an overwhelming need for connection and solace amidst the chaos. Her eyes met Damien's, filled with vulnerability and desire. "Can we...be together? Just for tonight?"
Damien shook his head, regret and sadness etched into his features. "We can't, Sienna. Not now. If Rivera suspects the Buenaventuras might attack, he'll have locked down the compound. We need to stay vigilant."
Her heart ached at his words, but she knew he was right. With a sigh, she stepped back, her body trembling with a mix of fear and unfulfilled longing. As she turned to leave, Sienna couldn't help but wonder if her fabrication about the Buenaventuras had only made things worse. Time would tell whether her gamble had paid off or brought about their doom.






  
  Chapter seventeen

The flickering flames of the fireplace cast jumping shadows on the bedroom walls as Rivera guided Sienna toward the bed, her steps unsteady and wobbly. She clutched her wine glass, feeling its stem press into her palm, an unusual dizziness clouding her senses. With each stride, Sienna's low-cut black dress flowed around her legs, the slit revealing a smooth expanse of thigh with every movement.  There’s something wrong with the wine tonight, she thought, trying to remain composed, but the seafood dinner had been lovely. Rivera was being so polite and romantic that it made her suspicious.
"Here we are," Rivera said softly, his strong arm around her waist in a disconcerting display of support and ownership. He eased her onto the edge of the plush bed, making sure she didn't topple over. He urged her to finish her wine, so she did, and then he put both wine glasses on the raised granite fireplace hearth.
"Where is Damien?" Sienna asked, her voice betraying her concern. She hadn’t heard from Damien since before he was going to meet with Rivera. "I haven't seen him since this morning."
Rivera turned away from the fireplace and looked down at her. "Ah, I was wondering when you'd ask about him. We had a very special talk down in the play room. We can get so busy with our lives, sometimes we don’t make enough time for family, so I made the time today and it was good for us."
"Special talk?" 
"Indeed. You see, I had to interrogate Damien to test his loyalty. My other lieutenants seem to have forgotten who the boss is, and started getting ideas of their own." Rivera paused, his black eyes boring into hers. "And then there's the matter of him sleeping with you."
Sienna's blood turned to ice, her chest tightening with dread. The fire's warmth seemed to recede, leaving her cold despite the luxurious surroundings. Her legs trembled beneath her as she attempted to stand and protest, but Rivera pushed her hard and she landed on her back on the bed. Her head spun.
"If he had asked first, I wouldn’t have had to punish him. Now it's your turn to be punished," he growled, pinning her down.
She struggled beneath him, but Rivera was unrelenting. He straddled her, securing her left wrist to a restraint connected to the carved wooden headboard. Her ripped the top of her dress down, smiling when he saw the breasts he enjoyed so much, then turned so he could pull off the rest of her dress with a vicious tug. Desperate, Sienna thrashed her legs, but he grabbed each one and put restraints around each ankle, binding them to the bottom corner posts of the bed, rendering her helpless and fully exposed for his entertainment.
"Let me go!" she cried out, her free hand pounding against his broad back. 
In response, Rivera grabbed her wrist. "Sienna, you fascinate me. You are beautiful, and much smarter than I had given you credit for, but I'm going to have to beat you down until you truly learn to submit to me. I’m going to finish training you myself, and once I’m done, you’ll make an excellent companion.” He watched her face for a moment, seeming amused as she glared at him. “And sex slave," he added.
"Never!" she spat, defiance shining in her eyes. 
Rivera’s voice remained icily calm. “It’s also too much of a coincidence that you showed up and everything started falling apart. I finally figured out that you’d been sent by the Buenaventura Cartel.”
Sienna was outraged. “What? That’s not true. This is all because you kidnapped me when I found out you were responsible for my father's death!"
"Ah, yes," Rivera said. "A clever trap set by the Buenaventuras so I would bring you here. I have to appreciate the planning involved, and how successful it has been so far. But this is where it ends. You belong to me now, and you're going to stay that way. And once I get my staff built up again, I will retaliate and wipe the Buenaventuras off the map."
Realization dawned on Sienna, filling her with despair. All her plans had fallen apart, mainly because she fed his paranoia about the Buenaventuras, which had worked too well, and her sleeping with Rivera’s brother had pushed him over the edge. The dizziness intensified, her vision blurring. As she blinked rapidly, Rivera's sinister grin widened.
"Feeling woozy?" he taunted. "I put a little something in your wine. You'll be drugged from now on so that you don't think too much and cause more trouble."
Horror washed over her, leaving her cold and numb. She was truly doomed now. The room spun around her as she tried to focus on the one thing that mattered: survival. Sienna knew that she had little time to figure a way out of this nightmare she’d put herself in.
With a genuine smile, Rivera told Sienna not to go anywhere, and then he left the room. The moment he vanished from sight, she seized the opportunity to frantically search for a weapon. Desperate now, she fumbled around with her free hand to see if she could loosen the restraint around her left wrist, but it was futile. There was nothing on the bedside table she could use; the lamp was too big and the cord was too far away. Then she worked the drawer open by twisting her arm at an odd angle and saw a handgun inside. To her dismay, it was just out of reach. Panic set in, and she hastily closed the drawer as she heard Rivera returning.
Rivera reappeared, now naked and carrying a cardboard box full of sex toys and sadistic tools. He showed no expression on his face as he sorted through the box, ignoring her pleas for mercy. Then he pulled out a pair of nipple clamps connected by a gold chain, and she squealed as he pinched both her nipples hard to make them more erect. The cold metal clamps bit into her tender flesh, drawing a whimper of pain. She begged him to stop, saying she would cooperate, but a ball gag silenced her protests, muffling her cries and leaving her feeling more helpless than ever.
Desperation surged within her as she fought back, shaking her head and hitting him with her right fist, but Rivera easily caught her wrist. He gave her fingers a lick and told her she was going to start by stroking his cock, and she was going to do it real nice or she was going to get hurt real fast. Then he gave her nipple clamp chain a tug and she flinched.
With a sinking feeling of dread, Sienna complied, her fingers trembling as they wrapped around his shaft while he towered over her, looking down into her face like a god. As much as she hated giving in to his sick demands, she knew that refusing would only lead to more agony. As she began to stroke him, she couldn't help but wonder if there was any hope left for her at all.
"Good. Now, let's see how much more you can take."
Rivera took an iron rod out of the box with a design on the end and placed it in the fireplace. Reaching into the box again, Rivera took out a black leather glove and a leather flogger and showed it to her.
“Masturbate.”
Sienna shook her head no, her wide eyes pleading, but Rivera showed no mercy. The flogger struck her breasts with a vicious snap, making her scream into the gag. Tears streaming down her cheeks, she obeyed, hating herself for giving in so easily, but her main concern was the iron rod glowing red in the fireplace.
Rivera watched her rubbing herself, then donned the glove on his right hand. He reached into the fire, withdrawing the branding iron with its glowing red tip. Sienna's breath hitched, her eyes fixed on the terrifying instrument.
"See this? I'm going to brand my initials onto your inner thigh right below your pussy. If you don't stay very still, you’ll get burned in a much more sensitive spot."
Her mind screamed in horror, but all that emerged through the gag was a muffled whimper. Fingers trembling, Sienna ceased her forced arousal and used her hand to shield her most vulnerable area. The iron crept closer, its searing heat reaching her skin even before it touched her, and she could barely suppress the urge to flinch away from the impending agony as she held her breath. Rivera's smile grew wider with each of her whimpers.
When the branding iron was an inch from her flesh, the bedroom door burst open. Damien stormed in, gun in hand, wearing an unbuttoned white shirt and ripped black pants. His face bore the marks of a brutal beating—one black eye swollen shut, bruises and cuts marring his handsome features. For a moment, he seemed disoriented by the scene before him.
Rivera's head whipped around, surprise flashing across his face. He dropped the hot iron rod on the bedside table and reached for the gun in the drawer, his movements lightning fast despite the sudden intrusion. 
"Get away from her!" Damien roared.
The gunshot thundered through the room, and Sienna's heart lurched as she watched Damien fall back against the wall, his strong body crumpling to the floor. She could feel the scream rising in her throat, but it was stifled by the ball gag still lodged in her mouth.
Rivera raised his gun for a second kill shot, intent on finishing what he'd started.
In that split second, a surge of adrenaline rolled through Sienna. There was no time to think, only act. Her fingers grasped the cool end of the iron rod still lying on the end table, swinging it with all her might toward Rivera's gun hand. The sizzling contact of the branding iron against his flesh was accompanied by the acrid smell of burnt meat. Rivera cried out in agony, dropping the gun onto the bed as he clutched his wounded hand.
Sienna's palm throbbed with pain from the heat of the iron rod, but there was no time to dwell on it. She reached for the gun, her burnt fingers wrapping around the cold metal grip. As she aimed it at Rivera, blinking to clear her vision, she tried to stop trembling. Her finger hovered over the trigger, uncertainty clawing at her resolve. Could she really take the life of an unarmed man, even one as twisted and cruel as Hector Rivera?
Rivera made the decision for her. He growled and grabbed for the gun.
Sienna squeezed the trigger. The bullet slammed into Rivera's face, knocking him backwards, and he crumpled to the floor, lifeless.
The gun slipped from Sienna's grasp as shock washed over her. She had done it; she had killed the man who had tormented her, killed James and her father, and destroyed the lives of so many others. As the weight of her actions bore down on her, she knew that this moment would stay with her forever, a dark reminder of what she would do to survive and protect those she cared for—and what she would do for revenge. 
The woman she had known as Sienna Taylor was now dead.
Damien groaned, but she didn’t know how to get loose to help him. Her left wrist was still tightly bound to the headboard, rendering her helpless to aid him.
She glanced over at Damien, sprawled on the floor and groaning in pain. His face was a canvas of agony and determination—a testament to his will to survive.
She picked up the gun. Still dizzy, she raised her right arm over her head and tried to aim where her left wrist was tied to the wooden headboard. The gun boomed and the slug passed between the slats of the headboard to bury itself in the wall. Trying again to steady her arm, squinting through the haze that clouded her vision, she took a second shot that grazed the restraint but failed to free her. She swallowed hard, panic rising. Now the beating of her heart was making her arm bounce. She carefully squeezed the trigger a third time and the bullet hit its mark, splintering the wood and snapping the restraint. Her wrist throbbed with newfound freedom as she shook off the loose restraint and quickly untied her ankles, the room spinning around her like a nightmarish carousel.
"Sienna," Damien moaned, drawing her attention back to him. 
She crawled across the bed, but couldn’t stand up on the other side because her limbs were weak and shaky, so she crawled until she was partly on top of his chest. Now she could see that Rivera’s bullet had hit his left shoulder and he was leaking blood. She whimpered at the sight. Damien blinked up at her, his one good eye filled with a mix of relief and confusion.
"What?" he choked out, his voice barely audible.
Sienna opened her mouth to respond, only to realize that the ball gag was still firmly lodged between her teeth. With trembling fingers, she reached behind her head to unstrap it, pulling the gag away from her bruised lips.
"Damien, I'll get help," she promised, pressing a desperate kiss to his battered face, but their brief exchange was cut short by the sudden appearance of Manuel, shotgun in hand. He was out of breath and his face was a mask of shock and uncertainty, the weapon trembling in his frail grip.
Sienna and Damien froze beneath him. Their wide, fearful eyes flickered between the aged servant and the shotgun, their breathing held hostage by the tension that coiled around them like a serpent.
"Por favor," Sienna whispered, not wanting to startle him. For an agonizing moment, it seemed as if time itself had come to a standstill, each second stretching into an eternity as they waited for Manuel's decision.
With a sudden gasp of resolve, Manuel set the shotgun on the ground. He rushed forward, his frail body seemingly invigorated by a newfound purpose, and knelt beside Damien. His gnarled fingers pressed firmly against the bullet wound in Damien's shoulder, staunching the flow of blood.
"Sienna," he said, grabbing her hand to press it against the wound as he took his hand away.
Manuel hurried out of the room as Sienna changed her position to apply more pressure, trying to ignore the warm stickiness of the blood that seeped between her fingers. Damien winced at the touch, but his good eye fixed on her face, searching for answers.
"What happened to Hector?" he asked, his voice strained with pain.
"He won't be a problem any more," she replied, her tone resolute. She could see the relief flicker across Damien's face, but something else caught his attention—the fact that she was crouching over him completely naked, wearing only her stiletto heels.
Despite the severity of the situation, he gave her a brief smile. "You're the sexiest nurse I've ever had."






  
  Chapter eighteen

Two days later, an unusual group gathered in Rivera’s library for the first time, and the atmosphere no longer seemed so oppressive. Sienna sat in a luxurious leather chair, her fingers deftly tapping away at the laptop before her, a small box resting beside it. Ava and Rachel perched on the edge of their couch, their short dresses contrasting sharply with Sienna's low-cut, long formal gown that was covered in blue sequins—the most modest garment she had been able to find. Manuel sat nearby, still dressed in his white uniform, looking decidedly uncomfortable. Damien occupied the chair next to Sienna, his suit crisp and authoritative despite returning from the hospital that same morning. 
"All right, everyone," Sienna announced, her voice cutting through the silence. "I’ll get straight to the point. I've created new offshore bank accounts for Ava, Rachel, and Manuel, and have transferred millions from Rivera's accounts into each of them."
Their faces showed only shock and disbelief, eyes wide and mouths open. Sienna watched them struggling to form words as they grappled with the startling new information.
"Uh…what's the catch?" Rachel asked nervously, her voice barely above a whisper.
Sienna shook her head, her gaze unwavering. "There is no catch, Rachel. This is my gift to you all. Rivera threw all of you into a horrible nightmare, so you’ve certainly earned it. You're free now, and I want to help you start fresh."
Ava fidgeted in her seat, uncertainty clouding her eyes. "But…how do we even handle this kind of money? What do we do?"
"Take your time, and I'll help you every step of the way. Trust me, I have a lot of financial experience," Sienna reassured her, offering a warm smile to set Ava's worries somewhat at ease.
Manuel shifted uncomfortably, drawing Sienna's attention. "Is everything all right, Manuel?"
He hesitated, then sighed. "My nephew, Hector, was an evil man, but he gave me a job. Now, I don't know what to do."
"Tell me, Manuel, what is it that you want?"
"Truthfully, señorita, I just wish to continue working here, managing the house and staff."
"Then consider it done," Sienna responded with a nod, her words soothing his frayed nerves. A grateful smile bloomed on Manuel's face as he thanked her, relief washing over him.
Sienna glanced around at her companions who had endured so much together, their faces reflecting a mix of emotions. She could sense their uncertainty as they contemplated their future.
"Feel free to go and celebrate if you wish, or leave, or whatever you like," Sienna said with a voice full of sincerity. "But I need to speak with Damien privately."
Ava and Rachel exchanged glances, then looked back at Sienna. "Can we stay at the house for a while?" Ava asked, her voice laced with hope. “We have to figure out what to do, and where to go.”
"Of course," Sienna said. "You're welcome here for as long as you like."
"Thank you, Sienna," Rachel said, her eyes welling up with tears as she held Ava’s hand. The two women stood, accompanied by Manuel, and left the room, their voices rising in excited chatter as the news sank in.
Left alone with Sienna, Damien loosened his tie, a sigh escaping his lips. His demeanor remained stoic, save for the slightest furrow of his brow betraying his inner thoughts.
"Damien," Sienna began cautiously, "I need your honest opinion. Are you okay with what I just did?"
He met her gaze, his piercing eyes searching hers. "Yes, I am, but you and I have a big decision to make."
"About the business? I thought you'd simply take over."
"Sienna," Damien said, his voice low and measured, "I'm surprised that you're okay with letting the cartel continue as it is, even if that’s possible. I don't want to take over the business, and I don’t want to build an empire. That's not who I am any more. Yes, I recruited and kidnapped a few women, but I want to stop that now. I was mainly here to support my brother and keep him from doing his worst, although that part didn’t work out so well."
Her dark eyes widened as she processed his words, her mind a confusing mix of admiration and concern. She had assumed Damien would embrace the power that came with leading the cartel, but his refusal to do so left her with a newfound respect for him. 
Silence settled over the library, punctuated only by the distant laughter of Ava and Rachel. Sienna's mind grappled with the revelation that Damien didn't want to assume control of the cartel. Could she take it on herself? Her mind drifted back to her lead role in Snow Queen of Miami—a character who'd reveled in the power and control of running a cocaine empire. The same role that had won her so many awards. She felt like she knew firsthand the intoxicating allure of being a drug lord, but also the darkness that came with it.
"Sienna?" Damien's voice cut through her reverie, his eyes settling on the small box beside her laptop. "What's in there?"
"Ah," she hesitated, opening the box to reveal Rivera's severed thumb. "I needed this for fingerprint scan identification to access his largest offshore bank accounts."
Damien's gaze shifted from the gruesome sight to her face, his expression unreadable. "Who are you?" he asked, a hint of disbelief in his words. "I thought you were Sienna Taylor, the award-winning film actor from small-town Pennsylvania."
"Maybe I was," she replied, her voice wavering slightly, "but that person no longer exists. I don't know who I am now." She met his eyes, searching for understanding. "But I'm hoping you'll help me find out."
He smiled as he took her hand, his warm grip firm and reassuring. "I would be honored," he said before they stood up and he captured her lips in a searing kiss. The world around them seemed to fade away, leaving only their mutual commitment to navigate the uncertain future together, whatever it might hold.

      ***Seated by the pool in her bikini with a margarita in her hand, Sienna enjoyed the warm last rays of sunlight as she studied the ripples on the surface of the water. Damien had gone off to take a nap because the pain killers made him drowsy, so this was her opportunity for some time alone. Sienna shook her head, thinking she no longer understood herself, or maybe she never had and now her true personality had been revealed. She had money and fame now no matter what happened, but she’d also been handed the possibility of immense power. If she wanted it, she was sure she could convince Damien to help her. Her analytical mind had seen all of Rivera’s accounts, holdings, spreadsheets, shell companies—the entire complicated web of his empire—and the thought of all that financial engineering fascinated her because she knew she could do it better, and make a lot more money. But an international drug cartel? Had she lost her mind? Maybe she could turn it into something else; something good. 
Or was this the greatest acting role she could ever be offered?
Could I ever truly escape the darkness that comes with it? she wondered. 
Memories of her father's favorite saying echoed in her mind: Be careful what you wish for.

THE END
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  CAPTIVE HEAT


Officer Carla Santos leaned back in the seat of her black and white police cruiser, parked at the intersection of two winding canyon roads. She was dressed in her black Beverly Hills Police Department uniform with her long black hair tied back in a ponytail. She tipped her hat up slightly to admire the way the sunlight filtered through the trees, casting dappled shadows on the pavement. Birds chirped harmoniously, their melodies punctuating the peaceful atmosphere of the canyon. The windows were open to take advantage of the warm breeze, which carried the cough-drop scent of eucalyptus trees. Carla couldn't help but smile, appreciating the rare moments of serenity her job afforded her. 
Her brief reverie was shattered by the roar of an engine. A sleek, black, stretch limousine barreled past her, racing uphill with reckless abandon. Her instincts kicked in and she snapped to attention, noting the potential danger this speeding vehicle posed.
"Can't let that slide," she muttered under her breath as she started the cruiser and pulled out onto the road. Accelerating with purpose, Carla pursued the limousine, enjoying the thrill of the chase. She paced it at sixty miles per hour, well above the posted twenty-five speed limit for these treacherous bends. As they navigated the sharp curves, sliding and kicking up dust, Carla slowed only enough to maintain control while keeping the limo in sight.
"Enough's enough," she said, flipping on her flashing lights and hitting the siren briefly. The wealthy residents complained if they made too much noise. The urgent wail cut through the calm like a knife, signaling the driver to pull over.
The limousine complied, slowing down as it turned into a private driveway blocked by an imposing metal gate and fence that was probably fifteen feet high. Security cameras glared down from their posts, suggesting a well-protected property lay beyond. Carla followed the limo, parking her cruiser behind it and stepping out with brisk confidence. Adjusting her hat and smoothing her uniform as she grabbed her citation book, she prepared herself for what she assumed would be a routine traffic stop. Since limo drivers are professionals, she wasn’t worried that the driver would do anything strange. Privileged teenagers were the fastest drivers in these hills, and a lot more trouble.
Carla scanned the area to ensure there was no other traffic or potential threats to either vehicle. Cautiously, she approached the driver's side window, her hand resting on her gun holster as a precaution. The window rolled down smoothly, revealing a male chauffeur wearing a black hat and a crisp suit. He greeted her with a warm smile, his hands carefully remaining on the steering wheel.
"Good morning, officer," he said, his voice professional and polite.
"Good morning, sir," Carla replied firmly. "I need to see your license and registration, please." As she spoke, she watched his eyes and the seat beyond him to assess the situation and gauge any hidden intentions. The chauffeur nodded and reached for the requested documents, his movements slow and deliberate. It seemed like a typical traffic stop. 
Carla's pen hovered above the ticket book as she started to write the citation, noting the date, time, and weather. When she glanced up again, the chauffeur was holding a handgun aimed at her. Carla's eyes went wide as she instinctively reached for her own weapon.
"Put your hands up, officer!" the driver snarled, his voice no longer polite but cold and menacing.
As if on cue, three men in suits jumped out from the back of the limousine, quickly surrounding Carla. Her breath hitched, and before she could do anything else, the men pummeled her with brutal punches, leaving her gasping for air. They disarmed her, tore off her Kevlar vest, hat, and radio, and forcibly restrained her. 
Amidst the chaos of the ambush, Carla felt a searing sense of violation as one of them ripped open her shirt while two others held her arms. The third man used a knife to slice through her sports bra, exposing her jiggling breasts. She screamed at them, anger and humiliation burning through her body as they patted her down, squeezing her breasts several times in the process as they made approving noises.
"Get off me!" she spat, struggling to free herself, but they were relentless. Something hit her in the side of the head, making her dizzy. Eventually, they cuffed her wrists behind her back with her own handcuffs, rendering her helpless.
One of the men donned her hat, smirking at her as he drove her police cruiser up a ramp and into the back of a semi-trailer that had just arrived. The fortress-like gate rolled open, revealing the dark, ominous estate beyond. Carla's heart pounded as she was shoved into the back seat of the limousine—that was one of the rules, never let them get you into the vehicle.
"Nice to finally meet you, Officer Santos," a sinister voice rumbled as she came face-to-face with a man she recognized as drug lord Carlos Barrera of the Buenaventura Cartel based in Colombia. He gave her a wicked smile.
"Y-you won't get away with this!" Carla stammered between ragged breaths, trying to sound confident despite her fear. She strained against her handcuffs, trying to sit upright.
"Ah, but we already have," Carlos said. The other three men climbed in on both sides of her. As Carla struggled between them, a chloroform-soaked rag was slapped over her face. Desperate to stay conscious, she tried to hold her breath, but the overpowering fumes seeped into her lungs.
As the limousine sped through the open gate, darkness swallowed her, and she lost consciousness.

      ***Carla's senses gradually returned, the darkness around her giving way to a brightly lit basement. The air was cool and damp against her skin, making her nipples hard, and she could feel the rough concrete beneath the toes of her bare feet, which barely touched the floor. Her hands were numb. Her wrists and arms ached from the tight ropes binding them to a ring in the ceiling, forcing her to hang with her arms stretched above her head. She began to panic as she realized she was still in uniform except for her gun, utility belt, and radio were gone. Her shirt hung open and loose, the buttons missing, and she remembered that they had cut off her bra.
"Awake at last, Officer Santos," Carlos Barrera's deep voice made her shiver. He stood up from his chair and strolled toward her. He was in his early fifties with short black hair, a thick mustache, and an athletic shape, which she could see more of now because he had removed his expensive suit coat. He stopped within two feet of her and thumped his chest. “I am Carlos Barrera. You may have heard of me. Although it took some time to hunt you down, I also know much about you, but the main thing I know about you is that you killed my son, Miguel. And for that, you will pay dearly."
"Your son killed my partner!" Carla spat, defiance burning in her eyes despite the fear that threatened to consume her. She knew she had to stay strong if she wanted any chance of escaping this hellish situation alive.
"Being a cop is a dangerous profession," Carlos said dismissively, his gaze never wavering from hers. With a flick of his wrist, he produced a switchblade, and Carla's heart rate spiked. "But I'm sure you already knew that."
"Whatever you're planning, it won't work," Carla warned, her voice shaking slightly. "The police will be looking for me."
"Ah, yes. About that," Carlos smirked, tracing the edge of the blade along the seam of her pants before effortlessly slicing through the fabric. "You see, we've made it appear as though you've aided the cartel in a major drug crime in San Diego. Your car and other evidence will be found there. With your cruiser’s GPS locator disabled, no one will be looking for you in Beverly Hills, and it won’t look good for you when they find it on the docks." He paused, enjoying the terror that flickered across her face. "You belong to me now."
“That will never work,” she said, knowing that it could very well work.
He snorted as her pants fell away in shreds. “It will work. We’ve even framed federal agents using similar methods. It’s amazing how quickly cops will turn on each other if you give them enough evidence.”
Carla refused to believe that her fate was sealed, that she'd be trapped here with this monster. As Carlos made a few quick cuts and stripped off her shirt, revealing her breasts under the bright lights, she focused on searching for a way out, for a weakness she could exploit.
He cupped one of her large breasts, hanging at the level of his face, then gave her nipple a lick and a tight squeeze that made her flinch. "You have such lovely assets, Officer Santos. It’s a shame you have to keep them hidden under that uniform of yours."
"Go to hell!" she snarled, her voice full of venom.
"Maybe," Carlos replied with an amused expression, "but you'll be joining me there, Officer Santos."
Carla's body trembled as Carlos paced around her in a circle, evaluating her as he ran his hands over her skin. "Now, let me tell you what's going to happen next," he began, his voice low and threatening. "You'll be trained as a sex slave. Depending on how well you learn and perform, you'll either be sold at auction or sent to work in one of my brothels."
He paused, letting the words sink in before continuing. Carla licked her dry lips and swallowed. "I imagine you'll fetch a high price at auction; you're quite beautiful without that uniform. And the fact that you were a cop? Well, my buyers don't like cops. It's a special pleasure to get their hands on one, and I expect they’ll keep you alive for a long time." His eyes gleamed with sadistic delight as he added, "But don't worry, I'll personally supervise your training for the next few months to prepare you for that. We have much experience in this area."
Carla's mind was trying to process the horrifying reality of her situation. She knew she had no choice but to endure whatever torments Carlos had planned for her, but she wouldn’t make it easy for him. She steeled herself, vowing not to give him the satisfaction of breaking her spirit.
"Fuck you," she spat, defiance etched across her face. "I'll never cooperate with you."
Carla screamed as the knife flashed and he cut off her panties, quickly shoving two fingers inside of her. She was now completely exposed and helpless. Carlos nodded to one of his men in the corner, and a ball gag was shoved into her mouth, effectively silencing her cries.
"I'm going to take my time with you," he whispered menacingly, his breath hot against her ear. "I'll do all sorts of disgusting and depraved things to you that you won't enjoy at first...but you will eventually, and then you'll beg for more. Your body will betray you. Your mind will break and you'll submit to my will."
Despite the fear and humiliation coursing through her, Carla tried to focus onto the fire of determination raging within her. She would resist him every step of the way, biding her time until she could find a way out of this nightmare. 
Her face was wet, and she realized she was crying. She could plan to fight all she wanted, but the fact was that this situation was bad, very bad, and unless a miracle happened, she wasn’t likely to survive it.
"Ah, I see you're starting to understand your situation," Carlos said smugly, quickly thrusting his fingers in and out of her wetness, causing her to moan involuntarily. The sound was muffled by the ball gag lodged firmly in her mouth. He licked and sucked on her nipple again as he continued his cruel assault on her body. "You're mine now, Officer Santos. Completely at my mercy."
Carla struggled to maintain her composure, hating her body for reacting to what he was doing to her.
"Let's see how much you like this," Carlos taunted, increasing the intensity of his movements. Despite herself, Carla couldn't help but feel her body responding to his touch, betraying her will to resist. It was a sensation she despised, yet it also fueled her determination to escape.
Carla tried to ignore what he was doing, focusing on her surroundings and
As Carlos continued to violate her, Carla focused on her surroundings and tried to examine the details of the room. There were no windows, but a small door loomed in one corner—a potential exit other than the staircase leading to the main exit. The walls were lined with shelves filled with a huge variety of sex toys, tools, and restraints, a testament to Carlos'  twisted desires. And then there was the small cage made of iron rebar.
"Your body is such a beautiful instrument, Officer Santos," Carlos whispered into her ear, his breath hot and sickening. "I can't wait to see all the ways I can make it sing for me."
Keep dreaming, you sick bastard, Carla thought to herself, watching his every move like a hawk. I’m going to get loose and kill you.
She realized she was moaning as his fingers pumped in and out of her as he lightly bit her nipple and used his other hand to rub her clit. When it seemed like she was about to come, with ripples of pleasure moving through her, Carlos finally withdrew his fingers, smiling as he saw the flush that had spread across her cheeks and chest. He seemed to take great pleasure in her humiliation, but Carla held onto the idea that, deep down, she was stronger than him.
"Rest up, Officer Santos," Carlos said, stepping away from her. "Your training begins tomorrow."

If you enjoyed this sample, please buy Captive Heat.
If you’d like to learn more about my books, or me (and see my photos), or join my mailing list, please visit https://oliviabondx.com
Have fun! 

Olivia







images/00005.jpeg
HOLLYWOOD






images/00004.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





