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  Chapter One


  The Diner


  Hollywood 1928


  The clatter of breaking glassware masked the sound of the bell’s subtle tinkle, but no one could miss the rush of hot air that swept through the diner the instant the door swung wide. A big man with a big profile stepped inside then shut the door with an emphatic bang, rattling the blinds that loosely hung over the steaming window. A few eyes turned to look, and a few eyes maintained their gaze, curious now. The new customer wasn’t so big in size as he was big in stature, able to swagger with a certain authority that comes with success and fame and attitude.


  Poor Violet Atherton behind the counter, the one responsible for the noisy clatter of broken dishes, was immediately beside herself having recognized the gentleman now surveying the scene, his dark, smoldering eyes darting from here to there in a way that almost gave her the chills. But this was exciting! Why just last week, she’d seen his picture in the newsreel at the movies. She’d studied every feature of that distinctive visage so she’d know if she suddenly found herself in the presence of such greatness. His wasn’t a handsome face, but a powerful one with a prominent nose, thick brows above the deep-set eyes, and jet black hair combed back from his scalp in an authoritative, no-nonsense way. While there was an earnest but grim presence about him that some would find unwelcoming, women were known to cling to him like the baubles they wore for decoration. Somewhere amidst the daring intensity of his bold and solemn exterior, a twinkle of mirth could light his eyes and, when it befit his need, he could easily seduce even a reluctant female with a dashing display of charm. In Violet, Lionel Rains stirred visions as immense as the world in which he lived, along with a certain degree of lust, which was quickly suppressed amid the other emotions rankling through her now.  


  Standing frozen in place, Violet was unable to move, shaking so fiercely she thought she could hear her bones rattle. She had been a bundle of nerves all day—a premonition of this very moment, she guessed, having felt quite sure that it was only a matter of time before she came so close to a man so powerful. On any other day she would have known this was good fortune shining down on her. But at a moment crucial to her very survival in this cold-hearted town, there she stood with a mess of spaghetti spilled down the front of her pink uniform and a pile of broken glass at her feet. Her hair was disheveled and her face lacked the kind of confidence she needed for such a momentous happening. To think she was so careful every morning to look her best because you just never knew who might cross your path. Was this fate giving her a cruel test, or was she just plain unlucky? 


  “Hey Vi! Get on that mess, will ya!” Jimmy shouted from the kitchen.


  She hardly heard that shout and called back absently, “Yeah right, Jimmy.” At that very moment her eyes were locked on those of their famous customer and she couldn’t deflect her attention until his eyes drifted elsewhere. 


  “Vi, you okay?” the redhead Rosie bumped against her hip while carrying a load of dirty plates. “Honey, someone’s gonna trip if you don’t take care of that,” she shot her an annoyed glance and moved on.  


  Violet looked down at her feet, and finally coming back to life, she scurried to find the dustpan and broom. She swept the broken glass away, then mopped the floor with an old dish rag. Her breath was short and her poor heart raced so fast she thought it would run right out the door. When she finally popped back up, she stood not more than two feet from the famous movie director Mr. Lionel Rains, who was now sitting at the counter directly opposite, reading the morning paper. A cloud of cigarette smoke circled his head and slowly rose toward the ceiling fan that loped above. 


  Frozen again with fear, Violet’s leaden feet refused to move until Mr. Rains at last peered over the paper and asked: “You suppose I could get a cup of coffee?” 


  “Oh, yes sir, right away!” She practically flew to the coffeemaker, grabbed the carafe and returned with a cup and saucer, pouring with more efficiency and poise than she had shown since the man appeared. “It’s a fresh pot, made it just a few minutes ago,” she flashed him a sunny grin. 


  He only nodded in reply, then he returned to his LA Times and continued reading. 


  Violet moved on to her other customers at the lunch counter, taking orders and filling others, keeping quite busy until she returned to Lionel Rains ten minutes later.


  “Anything else for you, sir?” she asked in her timid voice, afraid to interrupt his reverie. With the newspaper set aside, his elbows now rested casually on the counter, and he looked to be deep in thought. The smoke from a fresh cigarette curled before him like a ghostly waif, its ash trickling down to the ashtray beneath. His dark eyes seemed to burn from within, and another chill of excitement raced through Violet’s veins.


  He peered up at her. “How about your name, doll?” 


  Violet jerked, startled. “My name?”


  “Every pretty girl has a name, hum?”


  “Oh, my,” she blushed bashfully and cocked her head. “Violet. Violet Atherton.”


  “So, Miss Violet Atherton, you just here to wait tables or do you have something bigger in mind to do with your life?”


  She could hardly believe that he was asking her such a question. “Oh, sir, I am an actress, and I’m here to make my fortune in the movies,” she proudly answered. She’d rehearsed the line a thousand times, no, make that a million times, since she climbed aboard the bus in Clarksville Indiana and headed west. All that rehearsal must have done the trick because she’d not twisted a single word or stumbled over that small phrase, not even once. She even managed to add a saucy smile to punctuate the line with a steady confidence she knew would be necessary in her adopted world. 


  “The movies, eh?” Mr. Rains returned. A bit of amusement briefly lit up his stern exterior. For the next few seconds he examined the pretty blonde as if he were sizing up his next Rolls: the untarnished face, sculpted features, high cheek bones and her bow like mouth. Perhaps she was a little thin, but wasn’t that the style these days? he would be thinking. He was a man who’d seen it all, some better and prettier than Miss Violet Atherton, but none of the others had her violet eyes—not that her eye color would matter in the movies, since he only worked in black and white and doing feature films in color was still a few years off. Ah, but those eyes—they were hard for any man to forget, even a powerful one like Lionel Rains. The curious violet color was almost mesmerizing, especially on a female with such fair skin. It was likely that the director stayed in the diner for a second cup of coffee and a second smoke just to get another look. Finally, he managed a real smile. “You’re pretty as a picture, Miss Atherton.”


  “Oh, why thank you, Mister Rains!” Violet came gushing back. Another blush brightened her face and she could hardly contain her excitement. 


  Meanwhile, her admirer shifted in his seat, turning sideways and leaning against one elbow while flicking ashes from his cigarette into the ashtray. His dark eyes didn’t waver for an instant. “So, you know who I am,” he went on. 


  “Oh, everyone knows who are, Mister Rains,” she said.


  He gave her a knowing glance. “I see. And I’ll bet you’re thinking if you look at me all coy and sweet like you are now, I’ll put you in the movies. Right?”


  Violet blushed again, while the rest of her felt as though it might rise right into the air with elation. 


  “Sad to say, but pretty girls like you are a dime a dozen in this town.”


  “Maybe so, Mister Rains, but I know I’m a special one.” Maybe she was taking a chance. Perhaps she was being too bold. But how else would she get noticed if she didn’t speak up. 


  Lionel finally cleared his throat and took his last swig of coffee. “Well, doll, not wanting to disappoint, what I really need from you right now is a ham and cheese on rye, a little sauerkraut and mustard. You think you could get that?”


  “Oh, yes, sir,” she beamed. Buoyed by her first real contact with a Hollywood bigwig, she went right to work on his ham and cheese on rye. She was glad that she could make it herself, since she thought that Jimmy did a pretty slipshod job, especially when he was rushed. Lately, he’d been so busy at the grill, the girls had been making the sandwiches themselves, and doing a much better job. When Lionel was halfway finished, Rosie took her place behind the counter, insisting that Violet take her break. When she finally returned, Mr. Rains’ stool was occupied by a middle-aged woman in a green cloth coat, and a crabby youngster tugging on her arm. 


  Mr. Lionel Rains returned to the diner twice that week, and then again several times the next week and the week that followed. Every time the same. Two cigarettes, two cups of coffee about 11 am, then a ham and cheese on rye just before he left. Every day Violet waited on him at the lunch counter, always with a sunny smile and bright fresh face.  She wouldn’t repeat her mistake of that first day; never would she look like an overworked waitress with disheveled hair, a frazzled spirit and spaghetti on her uniform. 


  After all, Violet was in Hollywood not to wait tables but to make her fortune in the movies. She’d been dreaming of this since she bought her first ticket to the movie house at home, where she’d watched from the third row with her eyes fixed on the enormous screen. She’d clutched her hands to her face, biting her nails down to the quick as the heroine in peril was chased by the villainous rogue. After the final scene, when the lights went up, she sat in her seat for nearly an hour, too amazed to move, until the usher finally tapped her on the shoulder and suggested it was time to leave. 


  At that time, she was just thirteen—a precocious and starry-eyed thirteen—with enormous dreams that reached far beyond anything she could understand. She came from a place so unsophisticated that she might have been the very first person in her small town to imagine themselves as a star on the silver screen. However, while Violet’s dreams came to life inside her mind, she nurtured them in secret. She scraped money together for Saturday matinees, and every Saturday would sit dreamy-eyed, staring at pretty heroines and the handsome princes that defended, loved and wooed them. She imagined herself on the movie screen as a gutsy adventuress, the pretty femme fatale or the mysterious foreign correspondent. In her fantasy life, leading men flocked to her door and all of Hollywood listened to her every word. She kept her private dreams so close to her heart, that everyone in town was a bit taken aback when, a year to the day after graduation from high school, Violet Atherton hopped aboard a bus for LA to pursue her golden dream. 


  She never questioned the soundness of her plan—not even when everything in Hollywood cost twice as much as it did back home, or when her scant wages forced her to move from a studio apartment into a tiny room for rent, or when the doors of talent agents and movie studios were slammed in her face enough for her to feel battered and bruised. Still, her plucky spirit refused to be defeated. 


  After three weeks serving Lionel Rains coffee and his ham on rye, Violet had no illusions that he would put her in his movies. Since his first day in the diner, their brief exchanges had settled into a predictable pattern, one that Mr. Rains had little interest in changing. By the end of the third week, Violet could only assume that his Friday appearance would take on the character of all his previous visits. Little did the aspiring actress realize that, on that very day, her golden dream would finally conjure up enough gold dust to give it hope. 


  Just as she did every other day, Violet served him coffee as he read his paper and smoked his cigarettes, then brought him his ham sandwich just before noon—he didn’t even have to ask for it. When he got up from his stool a little earlier than normal, he left half his sandwich on his plate and headed for the door. Violet was already on her way to the kitchen with a handful of dirty dishes when she heard her name above the chatter in the diner. “Miss Atherton.” He probably said it at least twice before she turned around and saw him nodding her his way. Quickly dispensing with the dishes, she wiped her hands on a towel and made her way through the crowded tables. Customers glanced in her direction as she passed by, then watched as Lionel pressed a generous tip against her palm. However, what he said when he leaned down to speak, no one heard but Violet. “I sense you’re serious about your acting career.” 


  “Oh, yes sir, I am!” she said, trying hard to contain her excitement. 


  “Then you’ll be at my house this evening, eight sharp, the address is on the card, plus there’s a little extra for your cab fare. We’ll do a screen test, see how this lovely face translates into moving pictures.”


  “Oh, Mister Rains, thank you!” She was practically in tears, about to shout for joy, until she caught Rosie’s disapproving eye. 


  “Just remember, this isn’t a business where fresh-faced innocents get breaks. Act like you know what you’re doing.” His voice carried with it a gravitas that made her entire body vibrate in the most amazing way. If he said much more, she was certain that she would simply fly away should she have stepped out into a strong breeze.


  “Oh, yes sir,” as she watched him leave. I know what I’m doing, I’ve been practicing for years. Just wait till you see me… but he was already out the door before she could assure him that she wouldn’t be a disappointment.




  Chapter Two


  Screen Test


  Violet had never been in a house so grand, in a neighborhood so lavish, in a company as fine as the one she discovered when she stepped in the door of Lionel Rains’ sprawling Spanish style mansion in Beverly Hills. She clearly felt out of place. Even the taxi driver had given her an odd look when he saw the address on the slip of paper she handed him, as if he wasn’t certain his old beat-up taxi would be welcome on streets where Rolls and Cadillacs and shiny black Packards were parked in front of every posh estate. 


  “Hope you know what you’re doing,” he said with a grim shake of his head when he let her out at the top of the circular drive. 


  “Oh, I’m sure I do,” she said with practiced confidence, even though on the inside she felt all tingly and weak. She wore her one nice dress, a pretty print she’d purchased in LA with tip money, and a blue cloche hat—not quite the current Hollywood style, but still very pretty. Her brown coat was plain and her shoes more practical than stylish, but they would have to do since they were all she had. Her long blonde hair was neatly pinned back in a bun at the base of her neck. She worried that she should have worn it loose.


  At Lionel Rains front door, she was greeted by a maid dressed in a black uniform with a starched white apron, who for sixty seconds made her feel like royalty, even if she were dressed like a pauper. The woman’s kind eyes graciously welcomed her inside, but once she dismissed herself to fetch Mr. Rains, Violet was left alone with her nerves and her knocking knees and the tremendous fear in her belly that had turned into an enormous knot. For a few minutes, her eyes were diverted by the sights before her: the smooth Spanish tiled floor, enormous tapestries reaching two floors high, and just to her right, a curved staircase with its ornate wrought iron railing. Enormous palm trees flanked tall double doors leading to a lighted patio, while a dangling chandelier lit the air with a warm almost erotic glow. There were glass lamps and brocade chairs, a heavy mahogany étagère, and in the air, the scent of perfume and smoke, along with the lilt of feminine laughter and the guffaws of laughing men coming from a room nearby. 


  Lionel Rains abruptly interrupted her examination of the room, moving briskly into the foyer through large double doors and directly to Violet’s side. “Ah, Miss Atherton, I see your driver found the place with no problem. Let me introduce you around. He drew her to his side, wrapping an arm around her waist, then led her into another luxurious room with more sights to see.


  The evening sounded more like a cocktail party than what she pictured as a screen test. But who was she to know what happened at a screen test? Inside the enormous living room the garish excesses of wealth continued, and so too her reservations about her purpose there. More glass lamps, fringed settees, tapestries and now beautiful women, in lavish clothes it would take a lifetime to afford, made Violet even more uneasy and a bit envious as well. She should have bought a new dress… fixed her hair more fashionably… worn a little make up… What confidence she’d once displayed seemed to diminish by degrees with every passing moment. The aromas of Cuban cigars and fine liquor made her feel dizzy, and all the glitz made Violet question her right to even be there.


  As soon as she entered the room all eyes zeroed in on her and she instinctively drew closer to the director, even though she had a strong desire to run off and never look back. 


  “This is Miss Violet Atherton,” Lionel announced to his guests. There seemed to be dozens of people closing in on her, a whole swarm of the beautifully decked-out rich—although if she actually stopped to count, she would have found only ten guests in that glamorous living room to witness her embarrassment, hardly the enormous crowd that burgeoned in her imagination.


  “Oh, what a pretty little victim for your nefarious pursuits!” a buxom blonde in a champagne colored dress was the first to comment. She sashayed forward for a better look, and with her droopy bedroom eyes gave the impression that she expected something from Violet—although Violet had no idea why she felt that way, or what that something might be. Though the comment took her by surprise, she hid her discomfort with a polite smile.


  “The girl’s hardly a victim at all,” Lionel suddenly jumped into the awkward moment to correct the woman, “she’s on her way to Hollywood stardom, aren’t you, doll?” He turned toward Violet with a reassuring smile, not actually warranted, but certainly welcome at that thorny moment. 


  “Her first screen test, eh?” came from a portly man with a bulbous nose, who had clinging to his arm a lanky brunette with one of the prettiest faces Violet had ever seen. A pale complexion like the finest porcelain…glittering brown eyes…plump sensuous lips painted a candy-apple red—all inviting the admiring eye to feast on the possibilities—not that Violet Atherton actually understood why she was so taken with this particular female. At the moment, she was simply stunned, intimidated by such a breathtaking example of femininity. 


  “Yes, her first screen test, an exciting moment for a young actress,” Lionel went on, and a furtive titter of excitement seemed to sweep the room. “How about a drink?” he asked her. He dropped his arm from her waist and moved purposefully toward the bar where a tuxedo-clad butler was mixing drinks. 


  Violet stepped forward, flustered by the question. “Yeah, sure, Mister Rains.”


  “And what will you have?” he said. He sidled up beside a dark-haired female who was languidly sipping a martini. 


  Violet had never had a drink in her life and didn’t know how to reply. “Oh, I’ll have whatever everyone else is drinking,” she at last spit out. 


  The comment produced a dark laugh from the director. “How about champagne?” he suggested. 


  “That would be grand, Mister Rains.”


  Glad to have that awkward moment taken care of, Violet waited for the goblet to appear in her hand. Her first sips of the bubbly liquid almost made her sneeze, but thankfully, most of the others in the room had turned their attention elsewhere and her nervous jitters were not observed.  


  “How about you get settled here,” Lionel said. Taking her by the hand, he escorted her to a burgundy brocade settee where she sat down. “Marvin’s setting up the scene right now,” he nodded to the far side of the room. He started to walk away then abruptly turned back. “Oh, and this…” He fished a paper from his coat pocket and handed it to Violet along with his gold pen. “You need to sign this… just a formality… standard release of the material that’s being filmed tonight. Just sign the bottom.” 


  “Shouldn’t I read it first?”


  “If you like.”


  Violet started through the document and quickly gave up trying to understand the legal jargon. “I’m sure it’s fine.” She scribbled her name on the dotted line and handed it back. 


  “Perfect, he said and he walked away. 


  From where she sat, Violet could see some fifteen feet away a man in shirt sleeves fooling with cords and a movie camera, which was aimed toward the corner of the room where a bedroom scene had been created. The set looked like a motel room, or perhaps a lady’s walk-up flat, nothing fancy like the lavish room that surrounded it. The bed was covered with a pink spread, and beside it the bedside lampshade was fringed in dark crimson. The walls, Violet discovered, were fake set pieces, which had been papered with a rose design of tiny pink flowers. In one of the fake walls, a fake window had been installed, and behind that was a slow-blinking red light that mimicked the fancy neon that was popping up all around the city. With it plugged in and turned on, the entire living room pulsed intermittently with a rather eerie glow.


  Violet stared so long at the curious scene, sipping champagne that she failed to realize that Lionel had returned to her side. 


  “Violet. Violet.” He finally shook her shoulder lightly.


  She came to her senses and immediately jumped up, knees shaking so badly that they almost buckled beneath her. A bit of champagne spilled from her half-filled glass and Lionel had to catch her to keep her from falling down. But instead of letting her fall into his arms, he pushed her back to the settee and moved down on one knee before her, speaking confidentially. 


  “Nervous, are we?”


  “A little, but I’ll be fine,” she tried to assure him while she assured herself.


  “I know you will be,” he said. His dark eyes stared at her so intently they seemed to drive right to her soul. Then, with a touch so gentle that she was warmed by its tenderness, he carefully plucked the hat from her head and reaching behind her head undid the pins that held her hair in place. She gave her head a shake to loosen the blonde tresses, then they settled back against her shoulders, shining in the lustrous light. Again, with the same tenderness he might employ with a young child, Lionel smoothed the lovely locks with his hand as he began describing the scene she was to perform for him that night. “This is a love scene, as you’ve probably guessed, and your time to shine, Miss Atherton. Tonight you’re not the sweet girl from Indiana waiting tables in a diner, but a young gutsy secretary in a big city, entertaining a gentleman caller in her room.” He spoke with a certain bold energy that had the young woman enrapt. “This would be brash behavior for someone like Violet Atherton, but let me assure you, that kind of gutsy female isn’t all that rare in a town like this. You get what I’m after?”


  “Oh, yes sir!” she came back eagerly. 


  “And you can imagine yourself that sort of girl?”


  “I can. Absolutely, sir.”


  “Good girl. You keep that character in mind, pretend it’s you, then keep one ear open for my instructions. I’ll describe everything you need to do as the scene unfolds. Acting is nothing more than following the director’s lead. You got that?”


  “Oh, yes sir, I do. That should be easy enough.” With the assignment clear, her nerves were settling just a bit and the woozy feeling from the champagne had seemed to pass. 


  “Now,” Lionel said as he returned to his feet, “how about you wander onto our little set and get the feel of the place. Think of the character, think of this young, vibrant, sexy young female waiting for her lover. All her life she’s been waiting for this moment… the right lover, a night of verboten passion…” 


  Pulling Violet to her feet, he pushed her toward the set, as Violet took a deep breath and moved forward with all the confidence she could muster. An actress! Her first role! Bursting with excitement, her body felt as if it was burning up, it was so hot and ready for this moment. 


  Lionel led her toward the makeshift bed, then moved off the set and behind the camera, while Violet focused on the ‘gutsy’ character he’d described. Her eyes were half closed, her mind falling into a dreamy trance as she prepared herself.


  After a few minutes Lionel began his monologue… “Okay, Miss Atherton, I want you to close your eyes a moment and imagine the scene just as I describe it for you.” Violet shuddered, her entire body quaking briefly, then she took a deep breath and closed her eyes, listening as the director spoke. “Your lover will be arriving soon and you want to be ready for him. You’ll look in the mirror, you’ll fix your hair, apply another coat of lipstick—your hand will even shake as you’re putting it on. You’ve been thinking about the moment for weeks… about how you’re passionately in love with this handsome rake, and now, after months of denying yourself, you’re desperate to be with him.”


  Violet hung on every word, her imagination leaping forward as the image became clear in her mind. No, this wasn’t all that difficult. Pulpy dime-store romances were filled with such scenes, and pulpy dime-store romances were Violet’s second passion. As she collected her thoughts, the surrounding floodlights came on one by one until she felt bathed by the heat, the warm, pulsating, vibrating heat. 


  “Now, Miss Atherton…” Lionel continued, “we’re going to begin shooting the scene…your lover is arriving in a few minutes. Give me a dreamy face, as if you’re thinking of the evening ahead… and when you’re ready, just lift your dress by the hem, pull it over your head and let it fall to the floor.” He stepped behind the camera and the machine began to whir.


  Lift your dress by the hem…pull it over your head… The words repeated in her mind until Violet’s closed eyes suddenly shot open and she peered beyond the blinding floodlights into the dark room, looking for Lionel Rains.


  “Problem, Miss Atherton?” the director stepped out from behind the camera.


  “I-un no…no… just that…”


  “Just that what?”


  “Just that,” she coyly cocked her head, her face grimacing miserably. “Could I…could I speak with you in private, please?”


  The director strode toward her, placing an arm on each of her shoulders and cradling her head in his hands. His piercing eyes stabbed her like arrows. “This is a screen test, you’re an actress…I’ve given you all the instruction you need…” His annoyance was undisguised.


  “Yes, yes, I know,” Violet interrupted, whispering quietly, “but my… uh…under things, well, they aren’t very …um… very attractive.” She thought of her frayed and dingy underwear, wincing…nothing could be more embarrassing in her mind. 


  “Ah, I see.” The man’s grim face was suddenly lit with amusement and he chuckled beneath his breath. He let Violet go and called to one of the women watching, “Clara, dear, would you take Miss Atherton upstairs into the wardrobe and find something suitable for the scene? I think you know what I want.”


  “Sure, boss,” a sultry female voice came back. 


  As the woman passed the director, he whispered, not all that quietly, “And don’t mess this up, Clara, the girl is ripe.”


  The whole room seemed to titter as if Violet’s secret had been exposed, but before the scared young actress had a chance to flinch from the embarrassment, a lanky brunette in a bangled red dress stepped from the crowd and took her by the hand. She swiftly led her out the door, across the foyer and up the sweeping staircase to the second floor. 


  “You know, Ly should have counted on this, the bastard,” she whispered tersely as the two took the stairs. “But don’t you let it bother you. You’re doing just fine.”


  The women’s offhand and nonjudgmental style put Violet at ease—at least for the moment.


  The pair moved from the upstairs hallway into a breathtaking bedroom that was furnished in a dozen shades of white and cream, with fine brocades and papered walls, and a huge white bear skin rug laid before a black marble fireplace with a carved white mantle. The centerpiece of the room opposite the fireplace was an immense canopy bed hidden behind a curtain of sheer silk fabric that draped from the top of the canopy all the way to the floor. Edging the curtain was a delicate gold trim.


  “Oh my!” Violet stepped back in awe, too intimidated to move. “I’ve never seen anything like this before!” 


  “Ly’s bedroom, where he likes to keep the clothes for his… his special screen tests,” the droll Clara explained. “If he didn’t have me around to help you he’d be in here himself dressing you, I’m sure.” 


  Getting down to business, Clara stood back and viewed Violet critically for several moments, sizing up her body inside the shapeless print dress, then she moved directly to a bank of closets set flush against the far wall. A world of ornate female clothes seemed to spill from the open door, and after fishing around, Clara pulled out several chic pieces of intimate finery and crossed back to the waiting Violet. “These should do,” she said with some certainty, “the dressing room’s through the double doors, you can try them on there.”


  Taking the clothes in hand, Violet padded toward a pair of French doors that opened into a bath and dressing area. The same rich white look of the bedroom continued in these rooms. Thick carpet in the dressing room, marble floors in the bath, and fancy gold fixtures that looked as if they’d been raided from an Italian castle, created a fairytale land in Violet’s mind that seemed more dreamlike than real. She could have spent her entire night inside this pretty palace. 


  After a moment of stunned silence trying to absorb the enormity of her situation, she finally decided that she was too muddled and too anxious to sort out her emotions on the spot—they would have to wait. Forcing herself beyond her fears, Violet began to undress. She refused to look in the mirrors that lined the dressing room walls where a dozen trembling Violets attempted to turn a pretty pauper into a princess with a few fancy under things. To even pretend that she fit into this affluent atmosphere seemed like a waste of her time, but she could think of no graceful way to extricate herself from the uncomfortable predicament. She spent another hasty minute reminding herself: It’s just a screen test, Violet … just a screen test… 


  Settling slightly, she turned her attention to her task and gazed down at the lingerie. The knickers and brocade chemise were fashioned from silk and finely made, unlike anything she’d laid her hands on. Making quick work of her own shabby clothes, she carefully pulled the chemise over head, and pulled the knickers up her hips. The soft fabric draped sensuously against her skin, the fit was perfect, Clara’s intuition faultless. Not only did the pale pink color enhance her creamy complexion, the way the material clung to her body revealed subtle hints about the shape and size of her breasts and the delightful curve of her youthful hips. Her long lean thighs were dazzling to the eye—though it would be Violet’s audience that would note that fact, not the nervous actress. One could hardly refer to the lingerie as modest but it was discreet enough not to make her turmoil more troublesome than it already was. In fact, when Violet finally glanced in the mirrors, she looked at herself with a bit of pride, and the self-confidence she’d been striving to maintain all evening seemed to return—at least in part. 


  When she finally emerged from the dressing room, Clara greeted her with a bright smile, her arched eyebrows raised in admiration. “Oh, my dear, do you look seductive,” she exclaimed in her husky voice. Unlike the other women at the party who appeared like baubles on the Christmas tree, Clara was an earthy female of simple sensibilities, with short, blunt-cut hair, little make-up, and a casual manner that suggested she was slightly bored with the night—though that feeling didn’t appear to extend to Violet. With the innocent novice, Clara played the mother hen with an air of mild amusement. She certainly didn’t take herself or the situation seriously. 


  “Here, I think you’ll want this,” she said, handing Violet an ivory dressing gown. “And Violet, honey, don’t let Ly or his friends intimidate you.”


  “Oh, heavens no!” Violet came right back—with perhaps too much enthusiasm. She was still trying to convince herself that nothing about the night should dissuade her from her larger purpose.


  “I mean it, dear. If he tries to shock you, you hold your ground.”


  “Shock me?”


  “He’ll tell you it adds to the dramatic tension, but sometimes I think the man’s a pure sadist.”


  Violet didn’t understand. “But Mister Rains has been nothing but a gentleman to me.”


  “Of course. That’s his style. You’d be wise to remember that all that polish and sophistication has its darker side.”


  Violet found the comment obscure, alluding to something the woman must have thought would be better left unsaid. But whatever it was Clara wasn’t saying, wasn’t going to be said that night. Before Violet could question the woman further, the director’s roaring voice bolted up the stairs with a booming, “Clara!” interrupting any further conversation. 
“We’d better skedaddle,” the sighing female announced and she headed for the door. Violet, in her new underclothes and dressing gown, headed down the stairs on the brunette’s heels, turning heads one more time as she entered the living room. 


  Lionel, impatient and pacing the room, looked up to appraise the results. 


  “The robe please,” he ordered, holding out his hand. Violet eyed him for a moment, then grudgingly relinquished her last defense against the onslaught of critical eyes, and judging glances, and lewd stares that came her way. As soon as she loosened the dressing gown and pulled it from her shoulders, the sound of murmuring voices swept the air with a new wave of excitement. 


  Lionel stared at her, taking so long to comment that Violet wondered what might be the matter. Then a clipped, “All right, that’s good,” from his pursed lips gave rise to a relieved sigh from his actress. The idea that after all she’d been through, the director might reject her once he saw her in the lingerie was almost too much for her to bear without going screaming from the room. Yet none of that drama would take place. Even if he weren’t completely pleased, the screen test would proceed.


  As the nubile actress stepped onto the set, she could almost feel the character come to life inside her body. The clothes alone seemed to put her in the mood, and she was grateful for that, since it had become obvious that Lionel Rains could be an impatient man. 


  The instant she was back on the set, he began to talk again. One more time the mesmerizing words of his direction created the mood and the mindset he desired, taking up the entirety of Violet’s imagination.


  “Your lover is about to arrive…you fix your hair… you touch up the make up… yes, yes, go ahead and begin…” he waved her on.


  The camera began to whir and Violet in character began to run through the scene the man described, pretending as she often did before her mirror at home. She fussed with her hair, straightened the chemise again, and with a red lipstick she picked up off the set’s small dresser, she ran the rich cream along her lip line. What had been pale pink lips were now a brilliant Chinese red… and Violet’s imagination continued to bloom. When the doorbell rang off stage, the whirring movie camera recorded a moment of surprise on the actress’s face, then a giggling smile like that of a young girl. Violet breathed in, thinking erotic thoughts as she moved to the door and opened it wide. 


  Something sweet and delicate about the girl’s unsullied response filled the atmosphere with a rush of unexpected expectation. Clara would be proud of her, and the room of strangers was a bit in awe of how she captured the moment so well. And Lionel? He would be genuinely pleased, although he’d never quite get around to saying so specifically.


  The handsome pretty boy Wendell Winthrop strode into the room and with an exuberant smile and immediately lifted Violet into his arms. Hardly had she seen this stranger’s face and he was kissing her deeply, his tongue moving aggressively inside her mouth and forcing hers to open wide. His hands were like fires setting flames on her skin. And as he lay a string of kisses along her throat, the heat of them burned her flesh. 


  Something wild and perverted and viciously wonderful was taking place inside her body. Her insides spasmed, her belly clenched tight, and a series of silent eruptions threw her more passionately into Wendell’s fervent embrace. She backed away from a kiss just to peer into his lovely eyes with a look of wonder and amazement, then she dove back in with a fury that came not so much from her co-star but from within herself. 


  “Yes, yes, that’s it, Miss Atherton,” Lionel’s voice rose up from the background for encouragement she hardly needed now, “give yourself over to the passion… let him have you… fall down against the bed…” just as Wendell laid her down and began to mount her body, “yes, yes, keep kissing, that’s perfect… on with it…”


  The camera whirred on as Wendell’s kisses continued to rain down on Violet’s face. 


  She hardly needed the direction now; on its own her body succumbed to the actor’s roving hands, and the unfamiliar activity seemed to spur in her something quite familiar to her sexual body. It must have been memories from a past life that impinged on her present reality, that turned a harrowing exhibition of nerves into a feast for her awakening senses. A feeling of déjà vu rose up unbidden, a sense that this passion and the great lust that ruled her body now came from a primal, even Old World, source of which she was only now made aware. 


  “That’s it… yes, keep on…” she heard Rains in the background, talking her through the scene. Other directions were for her costar, like “Authentic, Wendell, no short cuts,” she managed to ignore. The forceful hands of her actor lover were enough to keep her body charged up and her worries at bay. But when Wendell slowly slid the straps of the chemise down, and began to pull her breasts free, the suddenly alarmed Violet jerked upright so fast that Wendell was pushed back by the force of the spontaneous emotion. 


  The camera stopped. Lionel stepped out to look. “Miss Atherton? You just broke character…”


  Trying not to blush, Violet bashfully pulled up the bedspread to cover her naked tits. “Sir, isn’t this getting… getting a little too…”


  “Too what, Miss Atherton? This is a sex scene, and you’re an actress. Right?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Then act. If you want to be a star, you sacrifice a little virtue. Now get back in character, back in the scene, Miss Atherton… young working woman and her beau, her lover… ” 


  Sacrifice a little virtue…


  The rest of Lionel’s words disappeared into the rushing wave of erotic joy that seemed to rise up through her body as Wendell’s hands returned to their task. He was tentative at first, then as she gave back to him with little hesitation, he acted more aggressively. When he pulled her breasts free from the chemise and toyed openly with her nipples, she was too aghast, too flushed with shame and arousal to protest. When his hand moved between her thighs, fingers roaming inside the knickers’ flimsy crotch, she jerked with a sudden pang of angst, but she did not protest. Even when she felt a single finger slip into the small opening beneath her love bud, she refused to give her resistance any weight. The event would be momentous, she had already guessed that much, but give up a little virtue for the sake of her chosen craft, what was so terribly wrong with that? Her reasoning was sound, and her determination to see the scene through to the end had been emboldened. 


  Rising above her, Wendell held her down with his hands holding hers above her head, his mouth planted on her hungering mouth, his groin determined to take exactly what any eager young buck would take from a fainting beauty like Violet. 


  Something shifted at that critical moment. This was no more an act for Wendell than it was for the sex-smitten Violet. And when the time came to finish the deed, he didn’t ease his way into her tight cunny, but with her pinned firmly to the mattress and her nude and unshaved crotch open for the camera, he rose up slightly to put his cock at the proper angle, then he shoved forward. 


  A scream of terror shocked the room to utter silence, and for several seconds even Wendell didn’t dare move. But as Violet’s hips began to work beneath the actor, and her moaning exclamations became more vocal, the room began to buzz again. 


  Though Violet’s heart felt the sting of what she’d done, the rest of her was exhilaratingly proud of the wicked way she fucked her first man. She’d known no other lovers—just a few boys from home had dared kiss her—and the stranger Wendell could hardly be a real lover in so short a time, but as she acted her way through the scene with dimestore romance sighs, her body responded like a woman on the verge of her life—powerful, vibrant and ready for far more.


  “Keep going…” she heard the director shouting from the sidelines, “make it hurt…yes, harder, Wendell, tears Miss Atherton…tears… no holding back…let’s make this jump right off the screen…”


  No holding back… this wasn’t hard to do, and those tears he wanted were already spilling from her eyes.


  Wendell’s fucking gathered speed until he was ramming his pretty victim with deep fast thrusts. Her anguished cries were breathy and strained. She gritted her teeth to fend off the discomfort, and for quite a while a wince soured the look of her pretty face. But oh, what a face! Lionel would say when he watched the untouched film later that night. 


  Violet’s body exploded in the midst of the fucking, coming once, twice, three times in rapid succession while bearing down on Wendell’s cock until she could feel surges of energy pouring not just from his hefty penis but his entire body. Her inner body heaved with another series of painful spasms, then much to her surprise, Wendell suddenly pulled out of her love hole and began spilling his seed up her naked body, along her groin and her belly and across her breasts, then all the way to her mouth, where he pressed the head of his ejaculating erection to her lips. 


  With no prior instruction about how she should continue, her mouth opened naturally.


  “Hold her down and stuff it in…” came Lionel’s voice more terse than ever. 


  Hold her down… hold her down… hold her down…


  Words for Wendell not for her. 


  “Give it up, Miss Atherton…!” Lionel again.


  Strangely enough, the natural inclination to struggle under these circumstances was not in play and Violet submissively yielded—aware but not aware of what was taking place around her.


  The director was stalking them now… the camera no longer on the tripod but in his hands, weaving its way in and out of the scene like another character in their play… An enrapt audience watched in silence, no hushed whispers, no crude reviews, just simple awe as the scene unfolded before their eyes.


  “Give it up, Miss Atherton…! Give it up, Miss Atherton…!”


  Lionel was shouting. Violet’s head was swimming. Responding to his direction, her mouth opened receive Wendell’s huge organ and allow the last of his seed to spill down her open throat. 


  A second’s hesitation followed, then Lionel started in again. “Now fight back, Violet, push him off…” pause “yes, push him off. Wrench yourself away…”


  Fight back… push him off…wrench yourself away…


  Violet’s muscles engaged, along with a rare feeling of anger that seemed as potent as her earlier arousal, as important to her as her earlier submission. She fought. She freed her hands from Wendell’s tight grasp and pushed him, punched him, while still struggling to contain the violent emotion that charged through her now. The weird melee seemed like a terrible dream, something otherworldly and outside herself. Then a sudden sting against her cheek and she was tumbling to the floor, landing on her side. Her entire body seemed crushed to the tiles. Wendell was on top of her as quickly as he’d slapped her away—on the floor, pulling her to hands and knees, slapping her ass cheeks back and forth and back and forth till Violet’s bottom stung and a steady stream of tears ran down her face. She was, however, strangely mute during the violent exchange, grunting and groaning, but not saying a word, not even the screaming protest one would expect.


  Wendell worked her ass with wild abandon, leaving her in a delirious state and thinking the entire world had gone awry in a weird but wonderful sort of way. All the while, her needy body was clamoring for something more, but she was not sure what that was. 


  “Yes, that’s it… rub it, Wendell… pretend we’re filming this in color. They want to see the marks, right?” Lionel continued to interject his direction. 


  Absurd… this was totally absurd, Violet would think of the scene later and wonder how they’d come that far. 


  Pausing only long enough to take a deep breath, the pitiless Wendell started in on her ass again, smacking it red, mauling it redder still, using his fingers to probe her privates—where privates shouldn’t be probed. He entered her ass with his thumb and her cunt with the remaining fingers. The shock of his unexpected violation made Violet jerk viciously. But no longer were her sobs so tortured, or was she crying in pained anguish. The vulgar massage went on and something different emerged from Wendell’s brutal play. She began to groan unchecked while her body swayed with renewed eagerness and another form of pleasure took hold, something unknown to her until that very moment. She had no comprehension of what was happening in her body until her lover had her screaming with another climax—this time verbal enough so everyone could hear the truth. As Wendell drilled her to exhaustion, her being shook with a rapturous climax, and she finally fell against the floor weeping at the finish.


  Wendell’s hands withdrew at last and he backed away.


  The quiet descending on the room was almost deafening. But no one seemed moved to stir, Violet among those who refused to utter a sound. Her head throbbed almost as cruelly as her throbbing loins. And until the silence was broken, she lay where she landed, waiting for the director’s next command. 


  As the seconds ticked by, she sensed Wendell stirring above her, and then suddenly his angry shout:


  “Goddammit, Ly, the girl’s a fucking virgin!” the actor screamed.


  Violet looked up to see the bright red blood drying on the sheet bunched in Wendell’s hand.


  Oh, God what had she done?!


  “Not a virgin anymore!” someone in the audience chimed in glibly.


  “How could you, you bastard!” The man stormed about the room. Irate, Wendell was a lot more than matinee idol good looks. His eyes flashed dark and hard as he angrily moved in on the moviemaker.


  Lionel refused to flinch. “I’m going for authenticity. You should know that by now,” the director met his accusations. 


  “Yeah, but the real thing!” He shook the soiled sheet in her face.


  He brushed it aside with a shrug. “Side benefit.”


  “You ass!” Wendell threw the sheet down and stalked off through the back door from which he’d originally appeared. 


  “Hey, honey, you okay?” Clara’s whispering voice soothed Violet back to the present. 


  “Yeah, sure.” She sat up staring at the woman who was holding out the ivory robe. “But no, no, if I’m all bloody…” she objected, while trying to push the garment away.


  “Don’t worry about it. Just put it on,” the older woman persisted. Then she shook her head in wonder, asking in an adamant whisper: “Violet, dear, why didn’t you tell anyone?”


  “Tell anyone what?”


  “That you were a virgin?”


  Still too dazed to understand what just happened, the question made no sense to her. “But how would I have known that mattered?” she wondered aloud.


  Clara stroked her face in a motherly way. “No, I guess you wouldn’t have known, would you?” After an exasperated breath, she smiled warmly. 


  “It’s okay, it is,” Violet assured her. “I’m all right.”


  Lionel walked by, uttering a mumbled, “Get her out of here, Clara,” which Violet was too bewildered to make any sense of. All she remembered after that was Clara helping her to her feet and leading her back up the stairs and into another of the lovely bedrooms on the second floor. She left Violet standing in the doorway, then returned a few minutes later with her clothes. 


  Back in her street clothes and about to leave the house, Violet stopped at the front door, seeing Lionel Rains moving rapidly toward her from the living room. He greeted her with a cool smile, just as he had done two hours before.


  “Frankie will take you home, Miss Atherton.”


  “Thank you,” she said smiling. “So how did I do?”


  “How did you do?” he looked momentarily baffled. “Oh, you mean for the screen test? Yes, well you were wonderful in the role. I thought you knew that.”


  “So I got the part?” 


  “The part? There’s no part to get, at least not yet. Maybe there’s a place for some of tonight’s footage, we’ll be reviewing that shortly. And I’ll keep you on file for the future. If we think we can use you in an upcoming film, we’ll be sure to let you know. And here, something for your time tonight.” He slipped an envelope into her hand. “Yes, that was quite a stunning scene, Miss Atherton. You should be proud. Now if you don’t mind, I need to get back to my guests, and I imagine you’d like to go home and rest.”


  He was gone before Violet could say another word. Questions were starting to scream into her mind, but they would be left unanswered, at least that night. 


  Frankie was there a minute later to drive her home in one of the fancy automobiles parked in the circular drive. He seemed like a nice enough guy, and thankfully he had tact enough not to mention the raw sex he and his friends had witnessed in Lionel’s living room. Like Wendell, Frankie was a classically handsome male—a blond version of the matinee idol—and an actor as well. The pretty hair and sculpted facial features made him the dreamy kind of fellow girls fall for before they even know what kind of guy he is. During the ride home he smiled a lot, he even suggested they go get a drink to relax.


  “I’m sorry. Maybe another time,” Violet replied to the invitation. “I’m kind of tired now.” And she was tired, bone tired. Her body ached and her head was still swimming with so many thoughts it would take days for her to decipher them all. 


  “Yeah, well, I guess you have a right to be tired. But you sure did give us one helluva show.” His sneer did not go unnoticed and Violet flinched.


  “It was supposed to be a screen test,” she said.


  “Is that what Ly told you?” He laughed. “He’s an ass, likes to cloak his perversions with nice words. But, if he wants to call it a screen test then that’s what it is.”


  “And if it’s not a screen test, what would you call it?” Violet asked, her suspicions roused.


  Frankie suddenly clammed up. “Aw, it’s just a screen test like the man said.” He didn’t say another word and Violet was too upset to know what to ask next. After he dropped her at the boarding house, she went up to her room and sank into bed, falling asleep within minutes. 




  Chapter Three


  Confrontation


  It took about twenty-four hours for Violet to finally sort out her crazy night at Lionel Rains’ weird party. Though the truth was discouraging, Violet was a realist and she was forced to conclude that the director had used her for the entertainment of his friends and he had no intention of giving her acting career the kind of inauguration she’d hoped for. He’d given her a crisp $100 dollar bill for her efforts—apparently the price tag on her virginity. Once she had the facts clear to her satisfaction, it didn’t take long before her resentment start to surface. Angered by the memory of her defilement, she pictured herself throwing the money in Rains’ face—in one dollar bills—and walking off. But, sadly, money was too scarce to do anything that foolish. 


  A simple shift in Violet’s thinking turned the hundred dollars into a welcome gift—and a well-earned one at that. She used part of the money to buy a smart-looking grey suit, a pink silk blouse, and a pair of grey pumps to match. Plus a few new under things, so she’d never be embarrassed by shabby clothes again. Of what remained of her $100 dollars, she put half in the bank, and the rest she kept hidden in her room at the boarding house, just in case. 


  She gave her anger a couple days to dissipate, and once she was sure it would not, she dressed up in her pretty new suit and fashionable high heels, and made her way to Lionel Rains’ studio office with every intention of confronting the bastard with his vile subterfuge. 


  Once she reached the studio, she marched right in as if she belonged there. No one stopped her. Practicing the arrogant mannerisms she so frequently observed in this arrogant town, she approached the secretary, who was sitting at a desk in front of the director’s office. “Mister Rains, please,” she politely addressed the woman. Like Lionel’s home, the studio offices displayed his great wealth with no apologies. Unlike the garish mansion, however, the office was decorated with an understated grace. The carpeting was thick, the furnishings plush, the tone elegant but businesslike, perhaps just what Violet might have imagined if she’d taken the time to imagine what the office of a studio head might look like. There was nothing of the garish over-decorating she’d seen at the Beverly Hills mansion. But regardless of how the office looked, she refused to be intimidated by her surroundings. She’d seen what great wealth looked like, but she also knew what it could do, and that fact filled her with a degree of scorn that was new for her. 


  “I’m sorry, Mr. Rains is busy this morning,” the young woman informed Violet in a civil but businesslike tone. “May I tell him who called. Perhaps he could ring you on the phone sometime when he has a moment free.”


  “Well, I don’t think you’re sorry at all,” Violet voiced a little petulantly. “And as far as Mr. Rains’ busy schedule, I really don’t care. He will see me. I’m quite sure of that. Just tell him that Violet Atherton is here to see him.”


  “Miss, I’m afraid he can’t be interrupted,” the secretary came back sternly. “Right now, he’s with a very important client.”


  “And I’m a very important actress,” Violet spat right back. Realizing she would get nowhere with the vacuous little blonde, she moved around the woman’s desk and went straight to Lionel’s office door. 


  “Miss, you can’t!” the girl was there to stop her, but she arrived a moment too late. The door was already open and Violet was already marching toward the director’s desk before the girl caught up with her. 


  “Mr. Rains, sir, I’m so sorry,” the flustered secretary apologized. “She came in before I could stop her.”


  The director looked up annoyed, then immediately waved her off. “It’s okay, Alice, I’ll handle Miss Atherton myself.”


  The secretary retreated from the room and Violet was left alone with Lionel and a second man, who was casually reclining, feet up on a gold brocade couch directly under the office windows. He was a good-looking man, older, greying and with a shamelessly amused grin on his face. Violet chose to ignore him, her gaze landing on the blackguard who’d dealt her such a miserable blow.


  “Miss Atherton,” Lionel started in, “I can’t imagine why you would be so impertinent as to barge into my office.” His tone was as brusque as his terse words. 


  “I can think of plenty of reasons, Mister Rains,” Violet came back evenly. “An explanation for Friday night would be a good place to start.”


  “An explanation? That’s why you’re here?” His chilly manner was a bit off-putting, but  Violet was determined to stand her ground.


  “We both know that was not a screen test you put me through,” she accused. 


  “You didn’t seem to object,” he was quick to point out, “in fact, given the enthusiasm with which you played the scene, I would say that you got into the part as well as any girl I might have chosen. And to think you were a virgin too!”


  “Mister Rains!” she snapped, her anger on the rise again—so much for the calm arrogance she’d diligently practiced before she arrived. “Everything you told me, everything you made me assume was nothing but lies… all lies! I’m not sure why you put me through that, but it wasn’t a screen test. That became perfectly clear long before it was over. Exactly what was that little scene all about?”


  “I suppose you didn’t read the fine print?” he asked.


  “What fine print?”


  “On the contract you signed.”


  “You mean that slip of paper? That was a contract?”


  “Yes, a contract, which allows me to use the footage I shot in a film for future release. I can honestly say your acting job was marvelous and I certainly wouldn’t let that film lie around without making me a few bucks.”


  Violet’s eyes lit with shock. “You filmed me having sex, losing my virginity to a stranger, you did that without mentioning a word of your plans to me. How would I have known?”


  “Unless you read the fine print, you wouldn’t have. That’s the whole point.”


  “What whole point?”


  “The film wouldn’t be anywhere near as good a piece if you’d known what was going to happen, Miss Atherton. I wanted your responses to be fresh and spontaneous. If I’d told you the truth, your naïve little mind would have undoubtedly tainted the process. As it is, the scene was perfectly executed.”


  “You tricked me!”


  “A little, perhaps. But you were so willing, and the truth smacks so close to what you obviously desire that I was quite sure your modest sensibilities would have been easily pacified had I told you the truth from the start. But, to have been that candid before the scene took place would have ruined the bigger purpose of the film.” 


  Violet thought a moment, trying to absorb his meaning. “So, you filmed a movie of me. That was your plan from the start? You come to the diner for three weeks, baiting me, just to get me to your house where you deliberately intended to have me raped?”


  “Raped, now that is a pretty harsh word. But however you wish to describe the event, you have the gist of it. You were paid well, and if you’d read the fine print, you would have understood my plans. At least in part. Now,” he pushed some papers around the desk in an attempt to look busy, “since you have the information you came for, I can’t see any reason to continue this conversation.”


  Violet’s brewing anger instantly exploded. “Oh no! I’m not done!” she shouted. She might have gone right over his desk, but she could never be that rash. 


  “Whatever else do you need to know?” 


  “You filmed me in all my intimate glory, I think I have a right to know who’s going to see that film.”


  Lionel sighed wearily and he rubbed his face with his hand, stalling as far as Violet was concerned.


  The man on the couch suddenly brought himself upright. “Oh, for heavens sake, Lionel, why not just tell the girl the truth?” 


  Lionel and Violet simultaneously turned his way.


  “Look at her, Ly. She’s a smart girl. After what she went through Friday night, I think you owe her the full explanation.”


  For a moment, the director seemed tongue-tied. He wasn’t accustomed to being put on the spot, by a good friend no less.


  When Lionel turned back to Violet his expression had softened somewhat.


  “You need not worry about that film, Miss Atherton. It’s a fluff piece, for obvious purposes, and yes it was intended to be sexually graphic. A little hobby of mine. The films are sold to a select clientele of gentlemen, most of whom are impotent themselves, and these little gems are one way they can still enjoy sex. You understand that for this particular purpose, regular movies are much too tame for their interests. Since they have the money to fund these projects and since I’m rather fond of making them, it’s become a nice little sideline business. At most there will be a handful of people who will see Friday night’s film. You needn’t worry about becoming the talk of the town.”


  Violet was left momentarily speechless by this news, having no idea what this should mean to her. 


  Not deterred by the sudden silence in the office, the man on the couch chimed in again. “You know, Ly, the girl was such a smashing success, I don’t see why you don’t use her again, and again, again…” The devilry in his eyes was pure delight, but initially it seemed to have no effect on the two warring parties. 


  “I don’t do that, Griff, because that’s not how I do things,” Lionel said.


  “So, you were there?” Violet asked the stranger. She didn’t recall having seen the man. “I was that good?”


  “No, my dear, I wasn’t at Ly’s soiree, but I’ve seen the results. Smashing success would be an understatement. I’ve seen all of his stag films and this one’s the best. He probably won’t tell you this, but he’s already sold it three times, and that just from word of mouth in a rather tight-lipped world.”


  “Really?” Violet’s ears and eyes and body perked up so much that she could feel the erotic excitement rising in her now. 


  “Griff, please contain yourself,” Lionel said.


  “No, I will not contain myself. You’ve been harping at me about how difficult it is to get the girls ripe for a good performance. I think you have the matter resolved with a simple shift in your thinking. Call it the Violet Series… or Variations on a Female or Tales of Feminine Depravity. You’ll have those raunchy blokes eating them up. They lean on you for the harder stuff… well, maybe the element of surprise isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. You can still do one of those from time to time, if the right girl comes around, but from what I’ve seen, I think you’d be wasting a fine talent here if you let the lovely Violet Atherton get away from you.”


  Violet did not know what to make of this, while in the meantime, Lionel could only sit back and ponder the man’s proposal for several empty minutes. 


  “Damn, the two of you are like hitting a brick wall,” the stranger shook his head and stood up. “I’ll leave you two to sort this out. It’s not my business,” he said to Lionel, and to Violet, “It’s not my body. Just be sure you’re not passing up a good thing.”


  The pair watched the man walk to the door and let himself out, his expression of wry amusement undimmed by the two dismal souls he left behind.


  Lionel absently fished through the papers on his desk one more time while Violet waited for him to dismiss her. At that moment, she would have been grateful for that. The fellow Lionel referred to as Griff had left her with so much information that she had no idea what to think. As far as knowing what she wanted from Lionel Rains at that moment, her brain was entirely empty.


  “Miss Atherton,” Lionel interrupted her musings, then cleared his throat with a cough, “would you be available on the 19th of this month? I’ve planned a trip to Mexico to make another film… of the sort I filmed Friday night.”


  “You mean you’d actually do what your friend suggested?”


  “My friend is Griffon Montgomery. He’s a writer, a playwright, in fact. He’s been working on several movie scripts, talking pictures of course. And yes, his idea isn’t half bad. Certainly, we could do a second film, see how that goes. As long as you understand, there will be nudity and plenty of violation of your body… that is the point of these films. Obviously, your virginity is no longer an issue. I won’t be able to use it to sell the film, but the rest of the action should make up for anything missing on that account.”


  “You say you’re going to film it in Mexico?”


  “Yes, I need a jungle climate. A couple of buyers have been hounding me on this for some months and I finally have the time to put the thing together. You rather liked the rough stuff, and you can expect plenty from this one too.”


  “Rough stuff?”


  “The spanking, anal penetration, there might even be some harder stuff.”


  “Harder?”
“Bondage, gagging, shackles, whipping that sort of thing.”


  Violet didn’t know why but just the mention of those things seemed to be turning lights on inside her body. The warmth generated in her belly traveled deep between her legs and created a steady pulsing sensation that was difficult to dismiss. 


  “And I get paid?” she asked.


  “Two hundred. The extra time warrants that, but it wouldn’t be the norm. You think about it and let me know.”


  “Oh, but I think I’ve thought enough, Mister Rains. I can’t see why I wouldn’t do it.”


  He looked mildly surprised. “You’re sure? I can’t be having an actress get cold feet at the last minute. Finding a replacement would be nearly impossible on short notice.”


  “Yes, I’m quite sure. I wouldn’t have said so if I hadn’t been.”


  “No worries about your virtue?”


  “My virtue, for what little it was worth, was taken from me Friday night. I don’t really see the issue here, about virtue and all, and I do see the benefits that might be gained from these movies… I’m as practical as any other girl. As long as my real career won’t suffer for it.”


  Lionel had to laugh. “You mean your nonexistent career, the one you dream about when you have nothing else to do?”


  “You really take pleasure in putting me down.”


  “No, I’m just a realist. You shouldn’t have any illusions about a film career. Who can say where this industry is going? I frankly think it’s gonna be real big, far bigger than it is now. But your place in it hasn’t even begun, Ms. Atherton. Doing my stag films will probably get you no closer to stardom than you’d be without them. Do it for the money, for the sex if you want, for the adventure, but not because you hope I’ll cast you in something legit.” 


  Her expression gave the man no idea what she was thinking, and so he added, “I’m not going to encourage you one way or the other. It’s gotta be your decision. But I wouldn’t take a lot of time to decide what you want.”


  “But I’ve made my decision, Mister Rains. I already told you. I know my chances in Hollywood are slim but I’m not going to give them up. As long as making your movies gives me a little more money to buy clothes so I look like I belong here, as long as I have a little fun on the side, why not? You don’t need to try talking me out of it anymore, Mister Rains. You have your girl.”


  The director’s sour expression softened into something that approached a genuine smile. As Violet left the studio office, she was buoyed by a new feeling of power that she’d gained over the last half hour—much of it due to the lovely Griff Montgomery. She might still be a commodity in the director’s mind, but her Friday night had given her an unexpected boost in confidence that she would take with her all the way to Mexico. 




  Chapter Four


  Jungle Fever


  Violet wasn’t used to bugs and creepy crawly things, exotic birds that screeched at midnight and the darkness of the wind-whipped jungle. The heat was miserable and it took but a few hours after her arrival in Mexico for her to feel the grimy dirt sticking to her flushed skin. Baths were drawn for her morning and night, with water carried from a stream and heated over the fire, but they did little to cleanse away the uncomfortable feeling. An hour after drying off in her tent, she was back to feeling sticky and sour. 


  Much to Lionel’s fury, it took three days before the entire cast and the movie crew arrived the Mexican jungle—something about the cargo plane getting held up at the airport by a band of guerillas searching for contraband: i.e. guns. Other than checking the light and the speed of the film, and scouting out the right locations, there was little for the director to do until the entire company had assembled. 


  Violet spent the long hours of waiting in her tent reading books. The less time she spent in the jungle the happier she was.


  On the fourth morning, Violet’s hunger pangs drove her quickly from bed. She dressed in haste and emerged from her tent looking for a bite to eat and a fresh cup of coffee. Considering the primitive nature of the camp ground, the cook, who had flown in with her and Lionel, was able to furnish decent food, in fact better than decent food. Where he found the energy to work in the terrible heat over a hot fire was a mystery to the actress and everyone else. 


  As she took a steaming mug of coffee back to her tent, along with a plate of scrambled eggs and fruit, she heard Lionel shouting to his crew. Though she’d paid little attention to the man since arriving at their location, she suspected from his anxious shouts that the rest of the crew had finally arrived.


  “Miss Atherton,” Lionel called to her before she could disappear into her tent. 


  She turned around to see him standing some twenty feet away. “Yes, Mister Rains?”
“We’ll have the full crew on site in about thirty minutes. In about an hour, I want you in your costume and ready to go. Florence will be in to fix your hair.”


  “So, today’s the day,” her placid face finally broke a smile while a delightful tickle of excitement raced through her body. 


  “Yes, today’s the day,” he confirmed before he took off toward the jungle airstrip.


  Unlike the previous movie with a simple set in Lionel’s living room, this film was a lot more complicated to produce. As Violet understood the script, she was to imagine herself on a hunting expedition with her husband, through a remote and dangerous jungle. At some point, the party would be raided by an indigenous tribe and, screaming in panic, Violet would be filmed running through the jungle. Eventually she’d be captured and the rape would begin. There were few details in the storyline after that point; scripts for stag films didn’t require much more than a simple plot.


  When the shooting finally began, Violet sensed the mood in the jungle change. Perhaps it was just the passing clouds that for several minutes blocked even the scant sunrays from reaching the jungle floor. Perhaps the general eeriness of the jungle made her edgy. Perhaps it was knowing that her afternoon would be spent in some vulgarly sexual activity. It was difficult to say exactly what gave Violet such a case of nerves, but she certainly had the jitters. When Lionel handed her a shot of whiskey, she didn’t hesitate to gulp it down. Though she hated the taste, the effect was worth the price. In seconds, her head had begun to swim and her nerves were calmed, at least until the liquor wore off.


  “More?” he asked, holding out the bottle.


  “No, that should do the trick.” She flashed the director a smile and then proceeded to follow him through the jungle. 


  The actual movie set was created some distance from the camp set up for the actors and crew. Beside a canvas tent much like the one she’d been sleeping in, Violet was to sit at a collapsible writing table and pretend to be writing letters to friends at home. She was dressed rather strangely for an adventurous expedition of this sort, wearing a long white dress that would have been perfectly appropriate for a summer barbecue in the Hamptons, though it was hardly suitable for the jungle. The filmy gown was, however, perfect for a stag film, which suggested that the point of the movie easily won out over authenticity in costuming. At least the dress was airy and comfortable in the miserable heat, even if Violet felt a little silly, looking as if she’d just stepped out for a casual stroll through a city park. All she needed was a pretty parasol to twirl on her shoulder.


  Florence, who was in charge of costumes, make-up and hair for the entire cast, had earlier entered her tent with a brown wig that was fashioned in a short style, requiring Violet’s blonde hair to be pinned up underneath. The wig was quite tight and uncomfortable, but the director had been quite clear that even in the likely scuffle that would take place during the filming, the wig must stay in place.


  “You’ll probably have a headache before this is finished,” Florence advised her. “But then, what’s a little discomfort for the sake of art, hum?”


  “You call this art?” Violet laughed. 


  “Well,” the older woman smirked, “I try to put it in a favorable light, honey. It’s the best we can do.” Florence was a big blowsy woman with over-dyed hair tied up in a messy chignon and way too much make-up. Perhaps her painted look was suitable for a jungle in which garishly colored birds flitted about from tree to tree. Violet had heard through the gossip mill that Florence was a washed up actress. Probably true. But it didn’t matter to the younger actress. Florence didn’t put on airs, or look down on her in judgment the way the rest of the crew often did. 


  Although Violet had never actually heard the crude remarks from the male crew members, she saw how they looked at her. She knew there were jokes about her going back and forth amongst the crew, lewd comments behind her back. No doubt, they were speculating about what she’d look like when being taken advantage of… when her clothes were ripped away… and she was accosted by her brute attackers and forced to give up her body for their use. Words of the plot still echoed through her mind, just as Lionel had read them to her from the script.


  So far, she was unsure who would be the perpetrators of the rape, but that was the plan. “There has be a little element of surprise, Miss Atherton,” the director had said when she asked for more specifics. It became hard to escape the feeling that everyone else on the set knew exactly what would happen and with whom, to exactly what extreme degree, while she was left in the dark to worry if she could endure the torrid scene that was demanded.


  Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea, had been repeating in her mind since she first stepped into the jungle. But it was too late to change her mind now. She’d given Lionel her word.


  Slightly intoxicated and feeling a little dreamy, Violet sat at the fold-up table on cue and began writing a letter to her cousin in Indiana. Whether it would ever be mailed was not the point, she needed to get in the mood of the scene, and this was one way she could do that and concentrate her energy at the same time. 


  In the distance, she heard Rains shouting out directions, then the approach of the camera team, and several others moved in fast. Though her anxiety was mounting, she kept her focus, knowing that the commotion was extraneous noise that would never be part of the film. Suddenly jerked by the arm, Violet was pulled from the chair and immediately landed in the dust. Three huge men, one of them very black and almost naked, stood over her while Lionel and crew moved in and filmed the expressions on their faces. For several seconds the camera focused directly on Violet’s terrified eyes. Her mouth was open in a silent scream. 


  As soon as the director gave the word, the black man jerked her from the ground and threw her over his shoulder, carrying her off through the trees. He ran barefoot through the jungle for about thirty seconds, then in another scripted move, Violet flailed wildly until she finally fell from his arms to the ground. According to the script, and a little prior instruction from Lionel, she scrambled to her feet and took off deep into the jungle, knowing that her attackers were close at her heels. She followed a marked trail that Lionel had forced her to memorize during several run-throughs of the scene. But disoriented from liquor and a mild case of hysteria brought on by the emotions in play, she soon forgot the markers and was flailing blindly through thick stands of tall bamboo and tropical vines. Her face was scratched; her red high heels muddy; and her anxious heart beat at a panicked rate. Caught in a tangle of thorny branches, the white dress tore in several places, turning dingy when dragged across the dirt. 


  Behind her, the trailing assailants—no longer actors in her mind but primal beasts—moved at a frenzied pace, Rains directing, while cameramen hauling their equipment raced along beside them. 


  As directed, Violet continued to stumble through the undergrowth in a blind panic. She stared back several times in her race against the elements, then suddenly found herself smashed against an enormous tree. By the time she was able to pull free of the viney vegetation clinging to the tree trunk, the men were on her and Rains was shouting, “Do it now! Take her!” 


  Working like madmen possessed by the devil, the native black man and two muscled Caucasians had her bound to the tree with thick sisal rope, her arms, her legs and her torso fixed in place so she could barely move a muscle. She stared back into the camera, alarmed and anxious, crying out loud: “Please don’t, please, please let me go. Anything you want, please don’t hurt me…” over and over, tears streaming from her eyes and down her face. 


  Their hands were large and powerful, their thick palms enough to cover an ass cheek with a single smack, or grab for a breast and maul it till it ached. The first act in the horrific rape began with violent smacks against her flesh, the ripping away of the pretty white gown, and the boorish crudeness of the men mauling their bounty. Her naked body emerged from the encounter pale and beautiful against the background of the lush green flora. Thick rope defined her struggle, while the tattered ruins of the white dress clung to the undergrowth like distant memories of a better time in a better place. 


  Act Two began with Violet’s assailants first feel of her pretty snatch, fingers diving deep between her thighs and inching toward the holy home they intended to violate. There was no civility employed in their exploration, not one but several fingers jammed their way into her back door. The ruthless way they pinched her nether lips and the bud between them made her worry how much damage would be done before the scene was over.


  “That’s it… that’s it…” the sound of an animated Rains could be heard through the crazed commotion like a voice from a distant dream in Violet’s mind. “Yes, that’s it…nasty…mean…as vile as you dare…


  Her body shrieked, warnings of danger tearing through her. Shrill screams ripped from her throat. This was going farther, faster than she ever dreamed. Three men…three men! How could this ever work!


  Please, please… don’t make me do this…” she spoke sincerely now, but the director was far too involved to stop the action and no one would take her pleas seriously. 


  When the cameramen finally moved in closer for cunt shots and hard-ons, Act Three began. The men moved forward with their assault, discarding the rope that circled her torso so her body could be more easily manipulated. 


  Her ass was gripped by two powerful hands and pulled back from the safety of the thick tree trunk. She was no longer standing upright, but bent over with her hands and arms still tied to the tree. Her rear cheeks were mauled for several minutes more, then they were roughly jerked apart. To film the scene up close, one cameraman was on the ground shooting the action of the two crotches from pointblank range. Violet’s sex-lips dripped with pussy juice; the thick pink cock was poised to strike; then the rude shove knocked her back against the tree.


  Despite all prior anticipation, the sudden shock of the impalement stunned the frazzled actress. She wept more forcefully, grimaced in a way the camera loved, and then began to moan in an especially provocative manner—sounds that would be recorded only by her attackers and those who watched—those who understood that demure little Violet Atherton was only half-acting, and only moderately horrified. The rest of her experienced the scene as a shameless slut. Soon as that big cock began to move in her, the urgent force of the copulation stirred all the wonderful feelings that had surged through her weeks ago when she was raped on Lionel’s living room set. Every violent shove forward by the brute behind her sent another violent rush of erotic pleasure to the far reaches of her aroused body. 


  She’d been well-primed, as if Lionel knew exactly what he was doing, exactly what was needed to raise the sexual being behind Violet’s modest exterior. The liquor made the rough stuff go down a little easier and the fucking part she easily enjoyed. The combination of the setting, the men and the innocent girl created such explosive images that, just as it had been during her ‘screen test’, those watching were too amazed to voice a thought.


  Violet wanted to scream yes yes yes… at the top of her lungs, encouraging her attackers; but occasionally the demands of her role as actress suggested a different sort of behavior, and so she continued hollering and protesting, begging for mercy as if her pleas would finally be heard. The clenched fists, the grimacing mouth and the terrified eyes continued until the man finally ejaculated inside her and pulled out, leaving the remains of his cum to drip down to the jungle floor.


  While the first man stepped back to recover, the second Caucasian stepped in. Violet had hardly caught her breath when she felt herself stabbed by another hefty organ. This one seemed larger than the first, and enduring the assault required deep breaths and a focus on relaxing her tightly clenched loins—not quite an easy task. 


  She screamed silently now. Her face was filled with dread. She was no longer certain that her body could respond to the action as the director desired. Yet everything, every grimace, every panting breath, strained face and worried look was recorded on film. Every bit of action, from the close-up crotch shots to longer range images of the tree, the bound girl and her attackers, would be available for the director to edit into the best rape fantasy that had been recorded to that day. The moneyman behind the production wanted it all, all of it first rate sex, and that is exactly what the movie man intended to deliver to his client. 


  Act Four began when the scowling black man untied his prize from the tree, and took off through the jungle with the naked Violet once again flung over his shoulder. This time, there’d be no struggle, no falling Violet to scramble away. His hands were fierce, his grip tenacious and his intention far stronger than anything Violet could marshal to throw him off. 


  She looked like a tiny child carried on his shoulder, and the crew that followed recorded that fact along with her clenched fists, and silent screams, and the frenzied way she flailed her limbs. The other two actors ran with them through the jungle, but the scene that played out next was obviously focused solely on the black man and the girl. 


  The sound of flowing water signaled an end to their run. Sure enough, the pair came upon a fast flowing stream. On the bank of that stream where a shelf of rocks jutted out over the water was where the black man laid Violet down. 


  By then, both the actress and the innocent girl were too dazed to act at all. 


  The brutish man in his scant loincloth stood above her supine body and pointed down, shouting, “Stay! No move!” Then he jumped into the stream, swam across the deep pool of water and finally surfaced dripping wet. He crawled to her now on hands and knees, his hefty ball sac and turgid organ dangling from between his legs. When he reached Violet’s face, he sat back on his heels and opened his knees wide, motioning her forward with his hand. 


  When Violet gazed back puzzled, he reached out and cupped the back of her neck with his large black palm and drew her face into his crotch. 


  “Suck!” he said. 


  First forays were tentative, just her tongue, no lips involved. Although his organ had just been washed in the stream, she still could taste a salty tang on the crown and smell the aroma of sexual pheromones emanating from his crotch. The heady combination worked a strange kind of magic on the vanquished Violet. Already limp from so much fucking, with her mind too worn out to care what came next, she’d been reduced to acting on impulse—perhaps the director’s strategy—reduced to surrendering to a black man. Reduced to the bare bones of sex itself. 


  Impatient with her hesitation, the actor drew her face still closer to his organ. “Suck!” he demanded again, and this time she sucked. There wasn’t much choice involved; her mouth was shoved onto the organ much the same way other men’s organs had been shoved into her pussy. The black man took her deep, forcing her throat to open, tolerating no resistance, demanding of her what she’d never given any man before: her complete capitulation. If her performance were of any merit it was unclear to her—she had little experience in sexual matters. Her meager knowledge of sex consisted of what she gleaned from dimestore novels, and now a few contrived scenes played out before a movie camera, for an unknown audience of men.


  Though she still felt a bit inadequate for the task, Violet learned a great deal sucking the black man’s cock—as in how much that cock had taken charge of her, how its scent and taste and the animal feel of it in her mouth made her pussy cream, and how her body wrenched with spasms strong enough to ignite her lust long after the incident had seen its end. By the time the man’s cock was firm as a tree root, Violet’s body ached for him to plant it in her pussy. She would have begged for it, but was unsure if that kind of eagerness was appropriate for the scene. She was, after all, an actress, and this was a movie not real life. Just a simple game of pretend.


  Despite Violet’s efforts to maintain some kind of professional distance from the role she played, she was destined to give her true feelings away. Too much moaning, too much squirming, too many inviting looks at her attacker from her dreamy violet eyes for everyone not to know what thoughts were foremost in her head. For one brief instant she saw a flicker of understanding from the black man, a simple flicker from the depths of his piercing eyes. A moment later, he scowled, perturbed perhaps that he’d revealed a vulnerability in himself. He angrily shoved Violet’s face even further into his groin where the stench was strong and the heat of his body made her ravenous for more. 


  Moments later, he withdrew his cock and grabbed for her ass. Like clay to mold inside his hands, her bruised behind took another painful mauling before he finally pried apart her rose-pink cheeks. Violet expected the violent shove and another rapid rape of her private treasure, but the man wanted something better and tighter than her pussy on which to satisfy his need. The last of her virginity, her ass, was about to be ripped asunder on that black man’s cock. 


  She felt his thumb first—a sensation she’d felt once before at the screen test. Pressed against her anus, the probing finger inserted itself with enough force to push it through to his knuckle. To the thumb, he added a finger, and then a third, and perhaps a fourth. The pounding began at that point and continued until her sphincter muscles relaxed enough for the final assault. 


  As soon as his hand withdrew from her ass, Violet understood the rest. There were no surprises left to face, no wondering speculation, just the blunt force of a thick male organ driven into her backdoor until the balls hanging from the man’s scrotum were banging against the cushion of soft flesh at the base of her behind. 


  “Ohmygodplease………” She gasped loudly with that first thrust. Then her cries were reduced to tear-filled moans as the man continued to bang away inside her wide-stretched hole. The ass fuck hurt. It hurt all over her well-fucked body. There wasn’t a muscle that didn’t ache and soon she wanted to cry out, Enough! Please no more! Yet before that thought had a chance to gather momentum, something shifted strangely in her body. As she’d learned in her short sexual education as the star of sleazy stag films, where there was pain there was also pleasure—wild and savage pleasure, enough to turn Violet’s anguished heart away from her emotional turmoil and bring her back to the physical ecstasy that dismissed any lingering inhibitions.


  For a long while she did nothing but grunt and groan as the big man continued assaulting her ass. Her mind centered on her behind and on the rising sensations that began to move toward a peculiar sort of sexual climax unlike any she’d experienced so far. She’d been driven to a place of unambiguous surrender, and curious to her was how profoundly at home she felt in that submissive place.


  “…yes… in her ass, then pull out and let us see your spunk…” she heard the director speaking through the chaos of the overwhelming assault. Lionel’s words rang hollow and she managed to ignore him. Her mind had long since refused to work with any kind of clarity, although his final instruction for her black lover brought Violet abruptly back to the present reality. She felt the first surge of ejaculation as the man shot his seed, then a wistful feeling as he withdrew, and finally, the odd sensations as thick ropes of male cum were sprayed across the backside of her body. 


  When the black man was done, he smeared his seed over her flesh, then jumping up, he dove back in the pool of water. The vanquished star sank against the hard comfort of the stone shelf and waited for her next instruction.


  ***


  “Ah, Miss Atherton.” 


  Violet heard his voice first, then turned to see the director pushing back the flap of her tent and entering without invitation. It might have been midnight, it certainly felt that late. All that she knew for sure was her tremendous exhaustion and that it was an awfully black night in the steamy jungle. Her hunger had been satisfied with a thick beef stew from the cook’s fireside pot. And with the filming done, her emotions had been neatly tucked back into place—at least she assumed so. Now that her part in the film was complete, she was ready for a long night’s rest, not a late night visitor.


  “You need something, Mister Rains?” she said with an exaggerated sigh.


  “I wanted to tell you how well you did today,” he said. He moved to her side while she brushed her hair, and gently rested his palm on her shoulder. She could feel a comforting warm radiate through her dressing gown. Was this the affection she longed for? He began to tenderly stroke her cheek with his fingers. “I think it’s time we took care of a little unfinished business, Violet,” he said. 


  He called her Violet—it had been a long time since she heard him use her first name.


  “Business? What business would that be?” she asked, her voice quiet and small. 


  Already she could feel her shoulders clench up nervously. The way he stroked her face was making her crazy. The physical desire that had fired her all day long had settled down earlier in the evening, but the director’s hand on her cheek changed that fact in seconds, as if something big and troubling and determinedly sexual figuratively smacked her in the face with a forceful slap.


  “Oh, I think you probably know all about the business I’m speaking of. Think about it, doll, with access to beautiful women like you, can you imagine that a man like me would have his hirelings couple like minks, but get none of the action for himself?” 


  Though Violet couldn’t see his face, she could feel the smirk on his lips as he spoke. Her body shuddered as her mind raced forward.


  “I’m sure, Mister Rains, I have no idea what you mean?” she came back, tense but still calm. 


  He gave her cheek a gentle but impatient smack. “Don’t be dense, girl. We’ve already learned that you’re not some naïve little trollop with a church girl’s code of honor. Practical. Wasn’t that your word? Violet Atherton is practical. She does what she needs to do to get where she wants to go. Now that the initiation is over, it’s time you actually earned that fat check I’m going to write when we get back to Hollywood.”


  Whipping around her chair, Violet dislodged his hand from her face and looked into his blistering eyes. Something bordering on cruel emanated from their source, along with a rare display of lust from a man who prior to that moment seemed completely immune. 


  “You want to screw me, is that it?” she finally snapped, too tired to mince words.
“No, Miss Atherton, I’m going to screw you.”


  Violet stared at his face, unable to move. Her limbs felt so heavy it seemed her entire body was locked into place and demanded some outside interference to get it moving again. She hated the fact that she yearned for this man. She’d been wanting him since he first walked in the diner, when the first flush of lust was as fresh and green as her own understanding of life. He’d been the shining star to her then, a man on the move, a powerful and reckless force that ran Hollywood, dispensing dreams-fulfilled to some and dreams-crushed to others. She’d wanted him with a desire so profound that it had driven her to rub herself at night in tawdry and immoral ways until she finally had to force herself to stop—she couldn’t bring herself to orgasm. Her daydreams filled her with more wicked thoughts of him. She shamed herself with so much raw desire. But as often as she shunned the sordid fantasies that came unbidden to her mind, she embraced them in the dead of night and gave them strength. If it hadn’t been for those sweet imaginings during the first weeks of their acquaintance, she might have been able to spurn his blatant advance. But now, even though her mind screamed for a way out, the only rejoinder she could utter in response to ‘I’m going to screw you’, was a sarcastic acknowledgement of the inevitable.


  “Screw me where, mouth, cunt or ass?” 


  Just saying the words caused her body to twinge with desire. She wanted him even now. Shocked and dismayed by the lies and the half truths that defined their relationship, Violet had tried to despise the man and his power to control her. Unfortunately, she would not be able to shun her natural attraction for him forever, which made this tense moment in her tent a defining one. 


  Lionel sneered at her comment, an approval as much as a putdown. “How about since you respond so well to spontaneity, we let the ‘where’ be a surprise?” His zipper was already down and a pulsating cock appeared before her eyes. Suddenly, the rising organ was stuffed down her throat so deep that she gagged and spit him out.


  She almost expected the rough slap against her cheek; but the one Lionel delivered next stung her cheek in such an erotic way that she sat back bewildered, even as his cock pushed into her mouth again. Each thrust of his organ drilled her to the back of her throat, then pulled out just before she gagged again. A rhythmic mouth fuck began from there, with her lips and tongue eagerly working him to the point when she was certain he’d ejaculate any second. But fucking her mouth was not enough to satisfy the man. As soon as his organ was hard enough to please him, he abruptly extracted it from between her lips and tugged Violet to her feet. Shoved against the cot, she lay dangling over the side as Lionel came up from behind and began to maul her ass—as if it weren’t already painfully bruised from the thorough going over she’d received that day. Worse yet, he couldn’t be bothered with her pussy once he knew her ass was open season. He even came prepared with a jar of lubricant he used to swathe the opening in preparation. At least he tried to address the awful ache, but the greasy stuff did little to soothe her tender behind.


  If her asshole hadn’t been so sore, she might have enjoyed the ride. This time, however, Violet merely endured—just as she imagined she would endure for a long time to come if she remained in Lionel’s world. She could imagine a lot of things, but turning down sex with Lionel Rains was not one of them. Maybe she believed she owed him after he launched her film career—that would have been reason enough. Maybe he had a claim on her newfound lust, since he’d authored that as well. She could owe him for that too. Her motivations were a bit of a mystery, but one thing was quite clear to her: Lionel Rains was her ticket to a new life, and as rough as the ride into her future might be, she had no intention of turning back just when she was getting started.


  Her voice was soft, and her whispered exclamations filled with the intensity of her great need, rising fast and wildly as the taking of her ass commenced. “Ohmygod, yes… yesyesyesyes… ah, please!” she began to shriek. Her body shook and her fists were clenched, and a significant pleasure became centered at the very base of her body. She held on in wait, allowing some of that pleasure to be enjoyed. Despite the continuing physical discomfort, by the time Lionel was ready to come, Violet could feel a host of ferocious sensations firing off. She nearly climaxed from the relentless friction. Unfortunately, the end came too soon to offer her much pleasure, and the self-absorbed Lionel had no interest in seeing her physically sated. When he finally pulled out, he patted his spent cock against her ass and tucked his member inside his pants. By then, Violet was sitting on the cot, staring up at her benefactor and looking very much like a lost little girl. Hope shining through her tears.


  At the moment, when she craved even some meager affection, she was left dispossessed of her own desire by his chilly finish to the tryst.


  “You’ll be fine, Miss Atherton,” he had the audacity to pronounce as he looked down on her smugly. He held her chin by the hand, an act more condescending than affectionate. “You keep up the good work and who knows, you might just parlay your talents into unimagined stardom.”


  Did he mean that or was he just mocking her?


  She jerked her head from his hand. “Yeah, right.” 


  “If we get to work early tomorrow, we can be out of this hell-hole by Friday.” It was then just Tuesday night.


  “By Friday? I thought the shooting was done!”


  Lionel laughed. “Mostly done, yes. I have a few more scenes in mind, but they shouldn’t take that long. Hopefully not more than a day—if it doesn’t rain.”


  More scenes in mind… how was that possible when every reserve in her being had been stripped away? The fact that she couldn’t just fold herself up like a slightly tattered paper doll and fly home filled her with a new wave of gloom. Secretly, she vowed to be out of that hell-hole by Wednesday if she could arrange that, Thursday at the very latest. She’d lost all affection for the jungle that had originally made the film seem like an exotic adventure. 


  Thankfully, it did not rain, and the final make-up scenes were shot the following morning within two hours. Violet went through the motions for what were primarily set-up pieces, mostly lewd close-ups that required no acting on her part. 


  If the pilot had been available for a flight out Wednesday evening, Violet would have gotten her wish to be gone. But, he was busy dropping food to flood-ravaged refugees two states away. Instead of leaving Wednesday, they flew out early Thursday morning and she was back home in LA by Thursday night.




  Chapter Five


  Defilement At Sea


  Despite being flush with cash after two successful stag films, Violet kept her job at the diner. Lionel had suggested that she no longer needed to work, since he had several more films lined up for her over the next six months. Of course, she was elated with this news—as elated as she could be knowing that the depths of depravity required of her could become a little frightening. Though her dreams of being a star were filled with the finest luxuries befitting a lavish lifestyle, being a woman of opulence and leisure was not something to which she was accustomed. She was used to work and didn’t know how to handle copious amounts of free time. Besides, she had no reason to assume that Lionel would keep his word about the films he planned. The man was a slick operator, a real opportunist, and if he found cutting out stag films would be advantageous to his bank account, he wouldn’t hesitate to throw her back on the street. 


  No, she smartly reasoned, as long as she had a good job that she actually liked, she’d stick with the diner until she had a good reason to quit. 


  “You’re not scared of water, are you, Miss Atherton?” Lionel actually called her at the diner, which required that she take the telephone in the back room near the icebox. A first for her at the diner, the call alone made her jittery. She spoke in a low voice while furtively peering around to be sure no one overheard the conversation. As far as she knew, her friends in the diner knew nothing about her ‘film’ career. 


  “Scared of the water?” she came back quickly, thinking the question stupid. “That’s silly. I’ve been swimming off the jetty at home since I was little.”


  “Good then, Miss Atherton, someone will be around with a car to pick you up for a filming later this afternoon.”


  “Another… um… s-stag film…” 


  “Yes, exactly. The driver will be there about four.”


  “Four?” 


  “Is that a problem?”


  “No, but I’ll have to rush. I get off at four and I’d like to get cleaned up first.”


  “Not necessary, but if it makes such a difference to you, I’ll back that off to four thirty, but no later. I’m on a pretty tight schedule. Oh, and Miss Atherton, this will take your entire weekend. Plan for that.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Violet’s body was already beginning to hum, while thoughts of Lionel were taking off in all kinds of unwanted directions. “Yes, sir, I’ll be ready right then,” she quickly confirmed.


  After hanging up the receiver, Violet stood back, wondering to herself. How Lionel was going to combine a porno film and water she couldn’t imagine. But the man was a genius when it came to shocking tricks, and odd settings, and putting strange things together, so she was sure that whatever he had in mind would likely make for another smashing hit.


  The studio car dropped her at a pier in San Pedro Harbor, Violet’s first visit to the ocean. For a Midwestern girl, the initial whiff of salt air almost stung her lungs, but there was a freshness about it that so tickled her fancy that she could have sat on the pier for hours, taking in the breeze and the sun and sounds and scents of the turbulent ocean. She might not have moved for hours. However, being consigned to deliver the actress to the boat himself, the driver helped Violet from the car then immediately took her arm and escorted her down the long pier to the luxury yacht anchored at the far end of the pier. 


  “This is it!” Violet stood, shocked again by the vast display of wealth the sizeable yacht suggested. 


  “Rains’ own,” the chauffeur beamed. “You’d better hop on board and find him; he doesn’t like to be kept waiting.” He assisted her in boarding the yacht, then she went warily in search of the director. 


  An hour later, as the sun was starting to fall low in the spring sky, Violet, dressed in nothing but a scanty pair of knickers and a thin chemise, was unceremoniously dumped into the waters of San Pedro Bay. Earlier, the yacht was moved into the open water and away from other boat traffic where the film crew and actors could be reasonably certain they would be undisturbed by thrill-seekers who might stumble on the filming. 


  The shock of the cold water stunned the actress. Of course she could swim; that was a certainty that she would not question, but she hadn’t counted on being pushed into the seawater with no warning. Rains’ own heavy hand had likely done the shoving, and she was spitting mad as she came up flailing in the water looking like a half-drowned rat. 


  “That’s right, look helpless,” Lionel called to her as his cameramen filmed the scene of her floundering body from two angles—the boat above and a dinghy in the water. “Come-on, look frightened… you’ve just been thrown overboard!”


  She didn’t need any prompting to shout out an angry stream of unladylike commentary, though none of it would be understood by the audience that eventually viewed the film. After several minutes of feigned panic in the cold water she was finally rescued by her costar Henry Wilkes, who played the role of savior with a grumbling panache Violet found curiously arousing. While he was older than her other costars, Wilkes played his age to his advantage. He must have been nearly forty and those years had given him a degree of maturity that Violet’s other costars lacked. Adding to that a natural gravity, and a steely bravado in his character, the oft wary Violet had less reason to balk at the demands of her job. The love/hate relationship with her newfound career seemed less profound to her now, a truth rooted in the fact that Henry’s easygoing style played well off her naïve innocence. In her mind the two were a perfect counterbalance. 


  It was unlikely that Lionel chose Henry Wilkes for the San Pedro shoot because he wanted to placate his actress after the rough scenes in Mexico. But Henry’s presence on the film set did precisely that. For reasons that weren’t even sound, Violet thought of the man as a protector who would not let any harm come to her. Perhaps the role itself inspired this kind of confidence—after all, he did rescue her from certain demise in the turbulent ocean, so the script had been written. Letting herself dwell on that idea, she ascribed characteristics to Henry Wilkes that had no real justification, and as a result thought rather kindly of him when she had no such feelings for the other actors playing opposite her flirtatious vamp.


  When Henry pulled her from the ocean, she was as limp as Lionel directed—‘passed out in an hysterical faint’ were the actual stage directions. Once he ran his warm hand over her wet face, he bent down and kissed her robustly on the mouth. She instantly revived, then her eyes shot open in puzzled fascination as she gazed into the actor’s russet eyes. For several seconds, she swam in his essence, smelling his warmth and his virile body, and the scent of pipe tobacco on his breath. She felt his strength, a calming almost nurturing strength, that quickly put her at ease. Looking at Henry through dazed eyes, she found it easy to communicate the kind of longing that the director hoped to achieve. The script was quite specific: the rescued blonde would be so taken with her rescuer that she would fall unwittingly into his hands and allow him to do all manner of despicable things until she became nothing more than his dutiful sex slave. 


  Slave. The word made her gasp, at least figuratively, every time it came to mind or was uttered by anyone connected with the film. The meaning of the word festered in the deep recesses of her body where the thrilling sensation of sexual surrender took hold and the idea of sexual slavery had a certain appeal. Because of the word, her feelings for the movie took a more solemn tone—not that anyone else was necessarily aware of that fact. 


  The initial sex scene of the film was surprisingly tame. The first night, in an effort to gain the rescued girl’s trust, Henry’s character lured her with warm blankets, hot soup and the tenderness of a doting father. The innocuous vignette went by rather rapidly in order to get to the juicy sex that Lionel’s clients had paid big money to see. For Violet, the gradual pace of the film was a welcome departure from the typically brutal fast fucks of her previous work. She could actually pretend she was making a real movie… she could actually pretend this was real life. 


  The second night, after a pleasant day on the ocean waters, the actor began making more serious moves: the kiss to the cheek… the hand that absently stroked her bottom… the breath on her neck when he leaned in close… all subtle acts, and subtlety captured on film with an enthused Lionel drawing performances from his stars to rival that of serious actors in serious films. The experience opened a new world for Violet as she saw beyond the knee-jerk reactions at the heart of her other films. She was acting… really acting.


  Finally, with bated-breath intensity and hearts pounding, Wilkes moved to Violet’s small cabin as the cameraman followed. It was dead of night. The boat rocked gently on the water with nothing but the sound of the lapping sea and the creaking timbers to break the quiet. When the cabin door opened, he beheld the sight of the pretty blonde slumbering peacefully in her bed, looking like a fairytale virgin against the bed of white. The room was awash with a warm glow, in the air was the scent of the ocean, and—in a stab at the authenticity that the director sought to achieve—on a string over the washbasin hung the wet clothes Violet had worn when she was fished from the bay, now nearly dry. Henry made a quick appraisal of the cabin, then moving stealthily into the tiny space and on reaching Violet’s bed, abruptly stripped away the covers to unveil the young woman in her filmy nightgown. 


  Her eyes instantly opened, and she let out a tiny scream. Covering her mouth with her hand, she greeted his smiling face with a look of dazed wonder. The moment of surprise gave way quickly as Henry reached down and slowly pulled Violet’s nightgown up to her chin. While she trembled on cue, her eyes locked on the actor with a steadfastness unaccustomed to her. He wasn’t just another actor, just another man to use the goods and toss them over when he was done. In her eyes, he was still someone special. 


  Henry surveyed the naked girl with a critical eye taking in every detail of her lovely body. The smirk that followed was telling. When he abruptly lifted her into his arms, one might have thought the pair was headed for a romantic coupling. He did kiss her with some passion directly on the mouth, but as he drew her firmly into his chest, there was rope to bind her wrists behind her back, followed by a rude shove meant to throw her off, bury her face in the mattress, and raise her naked ass high above her lowered shoulders—all in one simple shove.


  Violet knew exactly how she was intended to land on the bed, and with her heart beating at an excited pace, she raised her ass knowing that the prior passive scenes had finally come to an end. By then, even she was ready for something more lively than sensuous eroticism. But was she ready for the intensity of what came next?


  With the actress vulnerably positioned, Henry began spanking her with hard, quick smacks and continued until the flesh of her ass was a shocking shade of red. Unbeknownst to Violet or Henry, the director was taking a big gamble, filming this particular scene in a new two color process he hoped to use in his feature films. The moneyman behind this one was insistent, arguing logically that color would be the wave of the future in filmmaking and every chance Rains had to practice in the new medium could only impact his larger career positively. Besides, the pervert wanted to see the physical results on the submissive girl caused by ten minutes of non-stop spanking. By the time that rough ten minutes was over, Violet’s skin was scorched and every nerve was tingling from the heat. For a long while she groaned in agony as the painful effects of the spanking amplified, but when her costar began prompting her with lines like, ‘get into it, girl…’ or ‘you know this is what you want’ or ‘that’s right, baby, you’re hot and bothered, give me more, yes, give me more…’ the tenor of the scene turned from punishing to erotic. Sex with the other actors had been violent, abusive, troubling and yet undeniably arousing. With Henry, the forceful teasing and the spanking were less like violence and abuse than something inherently necessary for them both—not that anyone but Violet and Henry would sense that fact. 


  He entered her from behind, in her pussy not her ass this time, and fucked her in remorseless fashion until they were both screaming from the crazy climax that caused them to shudder simultaneously. Afterwards, Violet’s hands were untied from behind, then retied to the short posts at upper corners of the bed. The actor left her lying on her back, bound, naked and squirming—a strangely evil sneer on his lips as the lights went out on the wriggling young woman. The scene was over. 


  The fact that Violet would sleep in that same bed in which she’d been taken became a bit unsettling, and she raised the issue as Lionel began to untie her. His only response to her misgivings was a rare laugh. “Think of it this way, Miss Atherton, whatever disturbs you in your dreams tonight will only fuel the spectacular performance you’ll give me tomorrow.” She looked at him doubtfully and he simply shrugged. “How about being glad I untied you before I used you myself?” 


  She should have expected this would happen after the sex with him in Mexico. Even so, his abrupt advance on her came as a surprise after her long and grueling day of filming. She was hardly present as he began to work her over with his rough massage, and her physical body hardly responded when she found herself impaled from behind by Lionel’s dogged organ. Yet, as he built toward the inevitable climax, Violet could feel her desire beginning to engage, and when he finally came, she did too. This wasn’t the wildly savage ending she’d become accustomed to in her bizarre sex life, in fact, it was disturbingly pleasant. She had no intention of letting herself get romantically carried away by Lionel Rains, since she doubted that he had anything romantic in mind when he was using her. 


  About her previous reluctance to sleep where so much sexual activity had taken place, Violet was still in doubt. But as soon as she brought up the matter as Lionel was preparing to leave, he shrugged indifferently. “It’s a boat, doll. You sleep where you’re assigned. Unless you want to try a hammock with the guys in the engine room, this is it. Sweet dreams. And wake up rested, we have a long day ahead.”


  The cold end to the heated tryst left her more uneasy than ever. Her dreams were filled with vividly changing scenes of her debauchery, with monsters and madmen and hovering specters that appeared to reach from her delusions and into the reality of her eerie cabin. Had she awakened, she might have fled from the room, but she never awakened enough to see that through. 


  ***


  On the following day, in the second scene of the film, Violet’s character would attempt to escape from the boat when she sighted a barge nearby. The rough sailor that Henry Wilkes became was forced to fish her from the water with a spear and a large fishing net. This time, the bedraggled Violet was more rudely dealt with. Instead of being returned to her cabin, she was hauled into the belly of the boat, placed in shackles and then chained by the neck to one of the pipes in the engine room. When she tried to scream above the noisy clank of metal on metal, Henry stuffed a rag in her mouth and secured it with several rounds of nautical rope. While in her face was a look of weariness and despair, in her eyes the spark of arousal was unmistakable.


  The scene could have commenced from that point, delving into all the nasty sex the director had planned. Instead, Lionel and the rest of his cast and crew took a break on deck, eating sandwiches and drinking beer, while the bound captive was left alone and forced to spend two long hours listening to the terrible grind of the engines. Her grunting protests turning meaningless with no one to hear her. Even the clank of her shackles against the pipes went unnoticed. She twisted in anguish until her muscles were sore, screamed through her gag until there was no voice left, and finally when the crew began to return, she flung arrows from her angry eyes at every damn soul that consigned her to this misery. 


  Violet would have come up slugging her way off that damn boat, if she’d had her way. But the filming resumed the moment that Wilkes, Rains and the cameraman arrived in the engine room. Aimed at the infuriated look on Violet’s face, the camera recorded every nuance of a performance that was not so much an act as real. Shock. Anger. Hate. The emotions pouring from the victim’s eyes were exactly what the director was after. And when the irate Captain of the ship, played by Henry, grabbed her off the floor, unlocked the chain and flung her over a large drum-like piece of the machinery, the movie cameras took in every horrified response from the angered female. Violet’s fury, while perfect for the scene, was no match for Henry’s strength. With a deliberateness that was almost maddening, he chained her shackled wrists and ankles rigidly against the metal drum. Once she was secured to his satisfaction, he stood behind her and with a thick leather razor strap delivered a biting punishment to her exposed ass.


  You don’t dare escape me, you little criminal! the subtitle might have read. 


  Whap, whap, whap, whap… Punishing blows from the strap streaked her flesh with wide swaths of crimson. While her cries might have been drowned out by the noise, the girl’s agony was recorded in every strained tug and fierce yank and livid expression on her pretty face. Close-up shots zeroed in capturing every lurid detail of her anatomy. In the back of her thoughts, she could feel herself recoil. But what good would it do to object? This was exactly the sort of thing the film was meant to parade before voyeuring eyes. Undoubtedly those who paid to see the movie saw more on the screen than they likely would in real life.


  After the long and brutal punishment, Wilkes finally dropped the leather strap and moved in tight against Violet’s naked rear. Speaking directly in her ear, not a soul present but Violet would hear him tell his secret.


  “You like this a whole lot more than you care to admit, Miss Atherton,” was the first declaration to hit the mark. “But now that you’ve made your lust so obvious, don’t expect me to hold back (don’t expect anyone to hold back now),” was the second—delivered as a threat. 


  In a move Violet did not expect, Henry Wilkes backed off completely and nodded at two actors who were standing on the sidelines. As he exited the scene, the burly sailors moved in. The first paused long enough to allow the camera to focus in on his turgid organ, then he began the slow and unwavering impalement of Violet’s ass. She had been prepared for the scene, when Artie the make-up man presented her with a vial of lubricant she was to insert in her rectum. “I guess you know the reason,” he’d told her. She could tell he was trying to mask his embarrassment with the flip remark. Given that it was Henry she expected to take her in this vile way, she was secretly pleased. But giving herself up to the broad-shouldered brute with the scraggly beard and hairy hands meant all the difference between looking forward to the ass fuck and dreading every second. 


  Letting her facial expressions speak for themselves, she endured the scene until the sailor finally pulled out and shot his seed on her bright pink ass. 


  “Nice contrast,” someone on the sidelines said. 


  The comment passed right by her. A second later, released from the metal barrel, she was shoved to her knees before the second sailor. Sucking cock was almost a rote activity for her by then, distasteful if she stopped to think about it, but something from which she could easily disengage emotionally—pretty much the way she treated all previous blowjobs in her short career. When it was over, she’d rinse out her mouth and forget it ever happened. 


  Before she could do that, however, she was chained to the pipe again—her face still shining from the cum the man left clinging to her chin. The lights slowly dimmed on the shackled maid and the camera moved away. 


  When the scene finally wrapped, it was Henry who released Violet from the engine room and gave her a robe to cover the bruises and welts that streaked her body. While he said little as he helped her to her cabin, she allowed herself to feel real affection in the closeness of his warm body and the gentle way he absently stroked her side. She was almost sorry when he left her at the door. 


  Her day had been difficult, but she’d managed to deal with it well, and come away from the experience with a feeling of physical satisfaction would allow her to drift peacefully to sleep. She was learning from the movie business to forget what she was required to endure, take pleasure wherever she could find it, and above all that, enjoy the money that caused her bank account to swell. 


  Hard to accept as it was, a third day of filming was necessary to complete the film. First thing in the morning, Violet was taken back to the engine room, stripped of her clothes and shackled to the machines again. Little prompting was necessary to inspire a mood of angry defiance in her character. On cue, she came up fighting. On cue, she was slapped and spanked and upbraided for her rebellion by the cast of actors that roamed the engine room. Another lonely hour shackled to the pipe was hardly called for, but she was made to suffer that too. Lionel didn’t want her sour mood to abate since he counted on it to give the film the realism his client demanded. Based on comments she overheard, Violet knew she had performed exactly as the director wanted, and that made her even more furious. How manipulative! How controlling! How utterly soulless the means to his foul ends! Why Lionel couldn’t have told her how he wanted her to act, rather than force her into situations where her only choice was to react, continued to disturb her. It demeaned her further knowing that he had no idea if she was a good actress or not, if she had talent or not, if maybe she could have made something inspiringly spectacular of the scene with her acting wits alone. Would she ever express to him these thoughts… likely not. She was still an innocent young woman from Indiana and there was so much about her new life that she couldn’t put into words and couldn’t talk about with virtual strangers. Although it was unlikely she’d find anyone who’d understand.


  When Henry finally returned to the engine room, he released the chain and hauled her up on deck where he tied her to a smoke stack, her bare chest and her naked pussy open to the elements—the sun, the sky and the lecherous eyes of Rains’ male cast. The movie’s four crew members took turns abusing her, teasing her with their hands, demeaning her with their crude remarks, and finally using her body just like the actors in the cast. One by one, the scowling men ravaged her against the smokestack, bruising her body on the ungiving metal. Their breath was foul and their ferocious eyes looked as if they would have done even more to her had it been allowed. Henry was the last to use her, and just as he’d warned, he held nothing back. He stood before her, eyes gleaming with dark lust. He scowled as he began the brutal torture of her privates; jerking her labia, pinching her clitoris and finally stuffing his fingers in her cunt and ramming them until he heard her whimpering cries rise up to meet the wind whipping about the boat. 


  “Oh, yessssssss…yesyesyesyesyes…….” 


  He listened to her throaty cries and at last replied in a seething whisper. “You want it hard, slut. You don’t want it to stop…”


  “No, no no no….” she screamed, though it was unclear to those who watched what the repeated no’s  meant—if she wanted him to stop or keep on going. “Oh, no, no no no!” She whipped her head back and forth from side to side, too delirious to even know herself. 


  “No what, slut!” Henry slapped her face. “You want cock, is that it? You’ve been fucked until you’re worn out and you still want more.” He leaned closer to her ear continuing the terse rebuke more privately, “You are showing your true colors today, Miss Violet. And now you can’t stop… you’ll never have enough…never… never… never…”


  As his words were fading into Violet’s memory, Henry briefly stepped back, pulled his cock from his pants, and he shoved the organ into her spasming love hole. The finesse was gone from his technique. With hands placed on the smokestack above her shoulders, he braced himself and plunged into her body with a fierce attack that kept on until he finally ejaculated and stepped away, sneering with triumph. 


  “Ah, yes!” The scoundrel in him appeared. “This pussy of yours is going to bring us quite a price once we take it to the auction block.” 


  In the film, the final rebuke would appear as a sub-title in this silent porn flick. As the film shot on board the yacht, the words were shouted into the windy day for all aboard to hear. Violet trembled before the man, hoping for some small sign of Henry’s earlier affection, but there wasn’t any. Not on the first take of that harrowing scene, or the second, third or fourth…


  Unlike previous films, every scene that day was meticulously shot, three or four times until Lionel finally announced that they’d gotten it right. Never had the director demanded so many takes. At times the smokestack scene felt like nothing more than an endless gangbang for the savaged Violet. She began to wonder if the director was purposefully augmenting her suffering. But why on earth would he do that? 


  When asked, the man said: “We’re not done here until we get it right.” He wouldn’t explain further.


  There was little doubt that every second of her misery, every wince and moan and silent plea, was painstakingly filmed. Every cock that forced its way inside her mouth and sex was painstakingly recorded, and often from several angles. There were no private acts for Violet anymore. Her body had become a commodity with a price. 


  Perhaps the price was not high enough. 


  The last night aboard the yacht, after the scene on deck was finally finished, Violet was freed from the shackles and her obligations. Exhausted from the day, she chose to have dinner in her cabin and refused even Lionel’s sexual overtures. 


  “Leave me alone! I’m just too tired,” she finally shouted at the man when he tried for a third time to gain access to his actress. If Lionel was actually disturbed by the rebuff, he didn’t show it. As far as she knew, he simply walked away off mumbling something like, “You ditsy dames are all the same,” and he left her be. 


  Henry, however, wasn’t as easily dispensed with. In fact, he wasn’t dispensed with at all. After Violet gave him the same brusque ‘leave me alone,’ she’d given Lionel, he pushed his way inside the cabin, apparently aware that the door lock wouldn’t hold against a little force.


  “You’re not going to play whimpering femme fatale, Miss Atherton,” he announced. 


  “Mr. Wilkes!” Violet exclaimed, “you’re being rather forward!” 


  “Sorry, but I don’t take no for an answer.”


  “Have I earned so little respect?” she looked up at him, incensed. 


  “I have plenty of respect for you, Violet. But I have something to say that needs to be said, and I might not get a chance once we’re back in port.” 


  The importance he gave to his mission took her by surprise, and she let her annoyance pass. “Something to say?” she sweetly asked. A flicker of hope skirted about her pleasantly and her entire mood changed. 


  “Yes, something to say, about what you’re doing here, how you’re allowing yourself to be used in such vulgar ways.”


  “Vulgar!” Within seconds, her face flushed with embarrassment. “You… you certainly don’t call it vulgar when you’re the one doing the using!”


  “Oh, don’t be dramatic, Violet,” Henry snapped. “This is not a movie, this is life, your real life. You know these stag films are vulgar by design. You agree to participate. No one is coercing you, and yet you hold everyone here in contempt as if we were forcing you before the camera. Why do it if you don’t like it?”


  Shocked by his accusations, she was momentarily speechless, a fact that quickly registered with the astute actor. 


  “Or maybe you do like it? Hum?” He paced the cabin, keeping one eye on her. “That’s what I think. You may not even be aware of how your body responds to the torture, although I’m betting that you do. I think your choice to be here is quite deliberate because all this vile sex arouses you—whether it’s taking it in the mouth or your cunt or your ass. In fact, I think you like the ass-rape the best of all.”


  “Mr. Wilkes! How could you!”


  He laughed under his breath, smug and amused and thoroughly exasperating.  


  “Get out of here!” she nearly shrieked—but being aware that they were in close quarters on the yacht, she kept her comments to a furious whisper. 


  “No. I won’t get out of here until I’ve said my piece.” True to his word, Henry sat down in a chair opposite the bed as if he planned to stay.


  “Excuse me, but I think you’ve said enough,” Violet spit back tersely.


  Whatever anger was behind Henry’s comments suddenly vanished and he came back in a calm and even conciliatory tone, speaking almost kindly as he leaned forward in the chair and stared directly into her face. “I think you love the sex, and that is why you’re here—as much as it’s a paycheck, as much as you might think this will lead to better things. It’s really okay that you love it, Violet.” He paused to see if she’d reply. “It is okay. You’re not the only woman to feel the things you were feeling during those scenes in the engine room and on deck. But just understand that what you’re doing in Lionel’s films may start to wear on the pretty young thing you are. Stuff like this can turn you into a bitter old hag long before your time. Don’t let that happen to you, Violet. Do however many of these you’ve signed on for and then quit. You have to take care of yourself in this town, because no one else will look out for you. And, heaven forbid, if you think you’ll find romance in this perverted world wipe that thought from your mind. It’ll never happen.”


  The speechless Violet didn’t need to say a thing to end this startling conversation. Once Henry said his piece, he stood up, pushed the chair back beneath the table and turned toward the door. He stared back briefly, maybe thinking she would have something to say, but faced with nothing but her stunned expression, he walked out.




  Chapter Six


  Yellow Rolls Royce


  Since Lionel only shot stag films between the filming of his major projects, Violet didn’t expect to hear from the director for several weeks, which was why she was surprised when Lionel called his actress to invite her to a party on the Saturday evening following the San Pedro film shoot.


  Violet was immediately suspicious. “What kind of party is it, Mister Rains?” she inquired.


  He laughed lightly as if he understood her meaning. “Just a cocktail party at the house. You’ll recognize a few faces, give you a chance to get more comfortable with the Hollywood life. Don’t put up any roadblocks on this one, I want you there.”


  Will Henry Wilkes be there? she wanted to ask, although she didn’t have the courage. 


  “Of course I’ll be there, Mister Rains,” she finally quipped. Something in his determined attitude suggested it was not the time to brush him off.


  The party was in full swing by the time Violet arrived. However, as soon as she stepped in the door, Clara greeted her with a warm hug and taking Violet by the hand led her upstairs to the big white bedroom. 


  “Ly wants you in something appropriate for a star of your stature,” the woman announced.


  “I didn’t realize I had any stature,” Violet returned.


  “Oh, honey, you have stirred up a hornet’s nest,” she replied with a luxurious laugh, “only among the privileged few that have seen the films, of course.”


  “A hornet’s nest?!” This came as troubling news. “I thought the films went straight to the collectors, the men with the bucks?”


  “They do, dear,” she looked a bit regretful that she’d even mentioned anything. “But the films do have to be screened and edited. I’m afraid that nothing is that private in this town. Sorry to disappoint you if you thought you could skim by doing these unnoticed.”


  “Oh, but I’m fine with it,” Violet came back briskly, as if it didn’t matter—when it actually mattered a lot. Then to change the subject, “I was wondering if Henry Wilkes is around tonight?” 


  Violet watched as Clara moved to the closet filled with women’s clothes, slid back the door, and stared dazedly at the wide array of pretty finery stuffed across the bar. “You’re asking about Henry? Here tonight?” She was already rifling through the garments. “Sorry sweetie, he’s off to Borneo, some kind of hunting expedition. And now I have to find the suitable thing for you to wear to this soiree,” she sighed, then reached into the closet and pulled out several things. In particular she examined a simple white gown from among her choices. “I imagine that was pretty odd having someone of Henry’s caliber shooting opposite you in a porn flick.”


  “So it should have been odd?” Violet wondered.


  Clara looked up from the dress. “Well, given Henry’s peculiar personality, perhaps not. But I’m sure your little shipboard venture was a first and last stag film for Henry Wilkes. He’s a producer, you know, and a writer, a screen editor and a legitimate actor, when he has the time. Just about anything that has to do with the movie industry he’s been involved with since it began. Plus there are all his other projects, like Borneo and flying airplanes, and for all I know walking tightropes between New York skyscrapers.”


  “He walks tightropes between New York skyscrapers?”


  “I have no idea, probably not, but I wouldn’t be shocked if he did.”


  “So, why would he have signed on as an actor in a stag film? That seems very strange, he certainly wouldn’t need the money.”


  “The money? Heavens no! It’s because for some reason the idea of doing something that, um, let’s say outrageous, tickled his fancy. Maybe it was you?” She flashed Violet a wickedly perverse smile then thrust the dress into Violet’s hands. “Here, try this. But no underwear, hon, unless you want Lionel removing it himself. And trust me, he will.”


  “No underwear?” Her violet eyes widened.


  “That’s right. As long as you’re the actress who’s on his arm tonight. You might even call it a rite of passage. Lionel thinks of females as trinkets, the more titillating the better. But he’s never really crass about it, that’s why you’ll have the dress and you’re not completely naked. It’ll show just enough without revealing too much. And you’ll look smashing!” Despite Clara’s enthusiasm for the end result, Violet was beginning to wonder.


  Clara had already excused herself from the white bedroom and made her way downstairs by the time Violet was ready to make her entrance. She knew Lionel had something up his sleeve considering the way the whole scene was choreographed. What she didn’t know for certain was how she would be viewed in the thin white flapper dress Clara chose—along with the instruction to forget the underwear. Though the dress was innocuous enough in the dressing room, the material was awfully thin. How much of her body would be revealed when she was standing in the light was the big question. For a moment she teetered at the top of the staircase, feeling much too light-headed to even attempt to descend. Down below, Lionel’s guests were spilling from the living room into the hallway, many of them gazing up expectantly at the actress’s numbing hesitation.


  “Come on down, Miss Atherton,” she heard a familiar voice calling to her—one of her many lovers from the film shoots, she imagined. But not Lionel himself.


  When she finally caught the director staring up at her, she took her cue to begin the tremulous descent. Stepping from the shadows onto the lighted staircase, she shivered a bit, looking down at the white dress, only then realizing how very sheer the fabric really was. If Lionel hadn’t that very moment chosen to motion her forward, she might have retreated to the safety of the white bedroom, but with her eyes fixed directly on the man, she took a deep breath, a step forward, then began taking the stairs with a steady and elegant gait. Just another role… just another role, she reminded herself.


  “How lovely you look tonight,” Lionel said when she reached the foyer and took her hand. “Charming dress,” … as if she’d actually picked it out herself. 


  “Thank you,” her trembling voice could barely utter a sound. 


  Then he leaned in and whispered in her ear, “Don’t look so self-conscious, Miss Atherton. You may not understand why, but you are doing yourself an enormous favor being my precious little harlot tonight. Don’t spoil it by turning childish.”


  The abrupt comment took her by surprise, and aptly admonished, she mustered a little pride, raised her chin high, and taking Lionel’s arm walked into the living room where once again, all eyes fell on her, and the drama of her beauty was exhibited for a new crowd of admirers.


  In a full-length mirror by the door, Violet caught a brief glance at herself and the director as they casually strolled  through the crowd of guests. Just as she feared, the white gown hid very little. With no underwear to obscure the sexual parts, her nipples dented the material of the dress with the darker flesh of her aureoles easily seen. The same sort of lurid revelations down below were obvious to the naked eye—including the bush of soft curls that covered her mons. In profile, she could tell that her nicely rounded rear was as visible as everything else, all the more reason to tremble with alarm. 


  “You’re just a sexy Hollywood star tonight,” Lionel whispered the reminder when he caught her looking. 


  … a sexy Hollywood star…


  A little shaken, she relied on that vision of herself as a Hollywood star to help her through the next half hour of introductions until Violet found herself alone on the far side of the living room with the director and an eager young man who looked fully smitten with her obvious beauty. 


  “Malcolm Gentry,” he introduced himself. And wasn’t he a sight himself? All charm and good-looks, from the disheveled blond hair he kept combing back with his hand, to the animated eyes, to the allure of his surprisingly casual dress. Unlike most of the men who were wearing the appropriate tuxedoes, he was dressed in a pair of tan slacks and a pale blue shirt. Over his shoulders, the arms of his white cable-knit sweater were tied, as if he’d just returned from a day on his boat. When Violet gazed down at his shoes, she noted the deck shoes matched his casual attire. He may have looked out of place amidst the swanky crowd in their tuxes and jewels, but Malcolm seemed perfectly at home.


  “Lionel tells me that he’s going to loan you out for a day. I have a little film you’ll be perfect for.” Malcolm Gentry turned to Lionel with eyebrows raised. “I do get my preview?”


  Preview? Whatever did he mean?


  “Yes, certainly, Mal. If you’d like we can take care of that right now.” He motioned to a door nearby, then strode in that direction with the apprehensive Violet tight to his side.


  “What’s this about?” she whispered in his ear.


  “Standard for a director. A little closer inspection will seal our deal.”


  “What deal? What’s this loan? You’re talking about me? Loaning me?” A disturbing heat was starting to rise up through her body.


  “Nothing that hasn’t been done a hundred times, my dear. Yes, I’m loaning out your acting services for Gentry’s film. It won’t take but a couple hours and you’ll get paid twice the rate. I won’t even take my cut.”


  She was too flabbergasted to protest even though the warning bells were going off all through her tantalized body. Lionel didn’t bother telling her to remove the dress, he began undoing the buttons at the back until the bodice fell away, and the whole thing slid down to her glittering shoes so she was standing naked in a pool of white, like a vestal virgin—though not the genuine article anymore, she still looked ravishingly innocent.


  Malcolm Gentry circled the actress twice with a studious expression, then finally stopped directly in front of her, saying, “Nice, very nice,” nodding his approval. “And if I want to dip my stick in the trough?” he looked at Lionel.


  “Only if you can get her to agree, and you’re on your own there. She’s an actress not a whore.”


  What bastards they were! 


  The conversation between the two men continued in a similarly insulting vein until Violet finally snatched the dress and stalked off to the corner of the room and dressed in relative privacy. 


  At the end of the evening guests were drifting off, some to secret trysts on the director’s property, other grabbing their cars and whizzing away into the night. In the living room, a maid was gathering glassware and dusting fingerprints from tables. A few tittering laughs could be heard from time to time arising from unknown places in the house. Violet had been on her own for several minutes after Lionel passed her off to two of his female friends, who had virtually no interest in her. She remained on the perimeter of their conversation, saying nothing, until they finally excused themselves and got up to leave. Being by herself was preferable to more loathsome minutes with catty females, so she was content to wait. Maybe with a burst of energy, maybe if her head stopped throbbing, she could convince herself it was time to leave and she’d call a cab. 


  “My, you’re looking glum.” Lionel’s voice disturbed her quiet. 


  “Yes, sir?” she looked up. “No, I’m not really glum, just a little tired, and my head is hurting.


  “Well, then, perhaps it’s time we turned in. It is nearly two am.”


  “It is?”


  He nodded to the grandfather clock in the corner, half hidden by a potted palm. 


  “Ah, but before we go upstairs, how about a dip in the pool?”


  “Now?”


  “Why not? It’ll be refreshing.”


  “Refreshing. I need refreshing now?”


  Ignoring the comment, he led her from the living room through French doors onto the patio deck behind the house where a beautiful pool of clear blue water sparkled in the outside lights. 


  Lionel knocked down the last of his scotch, squashed his cigarette on the tiles with the toe of his dress shoe, then began stripping away his tux. “Go on, take off the dress.”


  “I’m going to do this without…” she stopped, cheeks blushing. 


  “…Without a suit yes. My god, Violet, you can still be so goddam fucking wholesome.”


  My, without a suit… She snickered, giggling under her breath, as she took in the sight of Lionel Rains disrobing down to his naked body. Since Mexico, he brusquely used her for sex on two other occasions, once on the San Pedro shoot, but she’d still not seen him without his clothes. Their trysts were always so abrupt, so unexpected, with him behind her luridly whispering his intentions and demanding her surrender. Because he was always using her from behind, she’d never had a glimpse of his naked body—or his cock for that matter. A whole new world appeared to her now as the man’s sculpted body came into view. She knew the director worked out in his gym at home, but she’d never witnessed the results first hand. They were quite spectacular. Although she’d sensed his physical strength when he held her to his side, to see him naked and view the sinewy thighs and muscled shoulders nearly made her orgasm. 


  …you can still be so fucking wholesome… the comment had been meant to sting, and it did.


  Given the late hour and the company, perhaps ‘wholesome’ was rather silly. Thus, taking a cue from the sexy characters she played, she impulsively pulled the white dress over her head and tossed it to the ground. Lionel was already in the water. Shivering with anticipation, Violet gracefully dove into the seven foot depth and glided to the surface just inches from the man in a shallower part of the pool. She shook her head, spitting water from her mouth and smiled like a jubilant water nymph.


  “There, now isn’t that refreshing, Miss Atherton?” said Lionel.


  “Actually, I do feel better.”


  They seemed dangerously close at that point, where inevitable things took place. Even the warm night air seemed to drip with sexual promise. She’d willingly stripped down to nothing as a silent sign of her consent; the director had exactly what he wanted with almost no effort at all.


  The first kisses came with the pair standing in four feet of water, dripping wet. Savage and demanding kisses. Their naked bodies locked fiercely in a passionate embrace. Though he demanded her surrender, by then surrender was so natural to her that she wouldn’t have considered rejecting his advances. 


  So many mixed feelings regarding Lionel Rains crowded into Violet’s tired mind. Little hopes and small affections, which had been building since he first walked through the diner’s front door, gathered in and took hold. Had she been wrong? Did Lionel have some real affection for her? Would being less ‘wholesome’ turn his cool and patronizing behavior into something truly romantic? She would have wanted that, but the answers to her many questions were still far too vague to make any conclusions that night. 


  Their fierce clinch broke after several torrid minutes. Then following a vigorous swim, the two raced up the mansion’s outside staircase to the master suite’s second floor balcony and entered the director’s bedroom. The sudden shock of the gleaming white bedroom stopped Violet in her tracks. Lionel, who was taking up the rear, bumped right into her back, and in one seamless move lifted her into his arms and carried her to the bed. Tossed to the mattress, she looked up to see a huge smile on his face. She’d never seen the man so blatantly amiable, which was amazing in itself. But her attention was then diverted by the sizable cock rising before her eyes from between his legs. Giggling again, she crawled to him and, without prompting, took the organ in her mouth and began to suck with a vigor she rarely used in the films. 


  “Oh yes, doll, that’s it…” Lionel sighed and his head fell back while one hand grabbed for Violet’s hair and held it tight inside his fist. She worked the organ with her mouth until he was fully erect, then he abruptly pulled out and tackled her against the sheets. His long cock impaled her sex in one swift thrust, then for a long while he used her. The sex was about his pleasure, his getting off, how he planned to use every orifice of her body until the foreplay finally brought him to the anticipated climax and he released his load. 


  This was all great fun for Violet. Roaming about the enormous bed—in his arms and between his thighs, and on her hands and knees when he ordered—every good feeling inside her seemed to rise out of the uncertainly with which she met most days. Now, she shuddered with delight—the grim and mysterious Lionel Rains had been conquered, she dared to hope. Certainly he was as lusty a lover as she could imagine having. He wrapped his arms around her in a way that made her feel owned and cared for. The feel of his nakedness was almost magical. It didn’t matter that it was his pleasure foremost in the man’s mind; her pleasure was derived from knowing that she’d been good enough in bed to please him—nothing about the nature of his exclamations suggested that he was anything but pleased.


  At the end of the long lovemaking, Lionel returned to where he began and ejaculated into her mouth, forcing nearly every drop down her throat. What she didn’t swallow she licked from her lips and her chin and the slowly sagging penis, while an impudent grin lit up her pretty face. Her violet eyes shined in the warm glow of the room and she could have happily slipped off to sleep. 


  In the quiet aftermath of sex it seemed that sleep was but seconds away, when suddenly the recovering Lionel caused her eyelids to fly open with a startling request, “You mind if I tie you down?”


  “Tie me down?”


  He’d risen to his feet and was now standing beside the bed while she gazed at him happily. When he viewed her puzzled face, he slid to her side and covered her mouth with a fresh rash of kisses. “Yes, tie you down,” he said when coming up for air. “Little known fact about me, Violet, I have a fetish for females in bondage.”


  “Do you really?” Rather than taking offense, she was intrigued. Lionel’s one hand caressed her pussy where small orgasmic spasms had begun to light her body up for something even bigger than what had gone on so far. He even pressed a finger to her engorged clitoris, which set off a string of orgasms that went on for several minutes. “Oh, my, you sure know how to make a girl feel… well,” she gulped, “happy.” 


  Still, the night seemed very much about his needs and his desires, and some firm imperative in his make-up that seemed to be taking charge. She could feel the intensity of his private fetish crashing into her body with spectacular results. If she hadn’t already experienced plenty of bondage in her acting career, she might have been repulsed by the activity he had in mind. But knowing its benefits as well as the discomfort, Violet could only hope that the enormous sensations she gleaned in sessions with her brutish costars would be amplified under the control of Lionel Rains. 


  “Yes, I really do have a fetish for females in bondage,” he said. “And frankly, it’s been hard keeping it hidden when my little star has been giving herself so freely to a bunch of lousy actors.”


  “So, you rather it be you?”


  “Right now I would.”


  “So,” she batted her lashes coquettishly, “if you tie me up, what do you do then?”


  “How about anything I want?” he said, though she didn’t pay much attention to his reply. He continued with another string of kisses that seemed to completely distract her from the conversation. 


  ‘Anything I want…?’ When the comment finally registered, she pulled herself upright. “You gonna hurt me, Mister Rains?”


  “Maybe, Violet. And why not? You like getting beaten.” His hands were all over her again, drawing her back to another steamy caress, then he leaned down and passionately devoured her breasts with his lips and nibbling teeth.


  Coming up for air, she said, “You know that’s what Henry says. That I like getting beaten.” 


  “Henry would know. But you’ll find me a whole lot better in the sack than Henry.”


  The aggressive foreplay continued until Lionel started pinching her nipples so hard that she could barely stand the pain. “Yeeeow! Mister Rains, you wicked man. That hurts!”


  “Yes, Violet dear, I’m wicked, very wicked. But it’s what you love. If I beat you, you’ll end up screaming for joy so loudly that you’ll wake the whole neighborhood.”


  Violet laughed. Then pulling herself upright, she held her hands out before her body with her wrists locked tight together. “So go ahead, darling, tie me up.”


  A little snicker of delight passed across the man’s features; seconds later he hopped from bed and padded off toward the far end of the huge closet where his own clothes hung in a long neat row. Moments later he returned with several items dangling from his left hand. 


  “On your knees, with your ass toward me,” he ordered.


  Violet was immediately reminded of that day on board the yacht when she’d positioned herself in the same vulgar way for the movie shoot. This, however, was a very different situation. This was Lionel Rains moving in behind her—a very different Lionel Rains from the man who normally presided over her life. Surrendering to him now was the fulfillment of her secret fantasy, and her body replied with a fresh wave of desire. It begged for the rope, and whip she saw cupped inside his fist, and the fiery heat of the lash she knew would scorch her flesh. Eyes wide open to the pain that would result, she waltzed right into the scene with an eagerness far greater than even the smooth-talking Lionel could predict.


  Securing Violet in position at the foot of the bed required that Lionel strap her torso to a leather bolster to keep her from flailing too wildly when the scene got rough. With that accomplished, he cuffed her wrists, then pulled her hands forward and roped them to the tall posters at the head of the bed. At last, he tied her feet to the opposite ends of a rigid three foot bar, which meant that her privates, from the tight rosette of her asshole, all the way down to her wet pussy were obscenely open and vulnerable to the man’s capricious whims.


  “Ooo, this is nasty!” Violet giggled nervously, aware how truly helpless she was. 


  “Of course, it’s nasty. I wouldn’t want it any other way,” Lionel spat out.


  “You do have me scared, Mister Rains.” Her entire body was trembling.


  He smacked his hand against her ass with unambiguous intent. “My dear Violet, what’s to be scared of? You won’t be doing a thing that you haven’t already endured from other men. Not much mystery about it now.”


  The smack to her ass that followed that comment came from a two-foot long, three- inch wide wooden paddle that had been drilled with holes. 


  “OHMYGOD!” Violet shrieked, instantly panicked. “I don’t think I—”


  “Shush,” he quieted her quickly. A gentle massage where the wood stung her ass and all the pain seemed to slide away. 


  Once Lionel stepped back, another harsh blow landed, followed by another soothing caress. And so the scene continued like any good choreographed film might be. Unlike the Lionel who’d passionately made love to her the hour before, the second hour of their tryst went by as if time had slowed to a crawl. Every aspect of every action seemed grossly exaggerated. At one moment, all her senses were supremely heightened, the next everything blended together in a dreamlike fantasy. 


  She was there for her own pleasure, but what pleasure she could derive from the painful punishment was mostly meager, and came primarily from the caress of his hand soothing the sting of another agonizing swat. Never had she felt anything quite as horrific as the smacks of  that wooden nightmare.


  Soon, afraid she could take no more, she cried out, “You are really stretching me to the limit, sir…” 


  Lionel paused for a moment. “And if it pleases me to take you to that limit…?”


  She didn’t know what to say. What at first seemed to grow out of an intimacy they’d previously shared became a horror she could barely endure. But endure she did; she refused to relinquish the hope that this would be a good end for her. It had to be! It was fate drawing them together! Was it not?


  But with no one to stop the action, shouting ‘cut’ when things got too rough for her to bear, she could do nothing but relinquish herself to the man she sought to love. The paddle produced the worst of her suffering; its impact so blistering that she could find no pleasure in the painful sensations. By the time Lionel picked up delicate whip and later the two-fingered tawse and still later the three-inch razor strop—the same strap that had been used on her in Defilement at Sea—her ass was so sore that the new wave of punishment felt like burning rain on her battered flesh. 


  Her mind began to reel a bit off kilter, and she couldn’t think straight. Emotions surfaced for which she had no name, pummeling her with fear and arousal, misgivings, recriminations, and the curious sense that somehow she earned all this punishment for her grossly bad behavior. She could feel the pointing fingers of moral indignation aimed at her with epithets that would suggest she shun herself on grounds of incorrigibly vulgar behavior. Yet, on occasion during the punishment, a sudden shift took place in her response to the unceasing pain, and something joyous took hold inside her that made unbearable pain bearable and further anguish something to be welcomed. 


  But were those tiny pleasures enough?


  If only she could have just a minute or two to let her body ease into the hard extremes, but Lionel gave her no such luxury. He understood her turmoil. He knew the desire in this wide-eyed innocent. He’d seen that desire often enough in masochistic females. And now, he used both that turmoil and her desire to manipulate the pretty blonde to the very edge where his inner demons reveled in their dark pursuits. 


  For several minutes, the brutal assault on her ass—which expanded to her shoulders and back and her nipples when he clipped them with serrated clamps—became a nightmare with no end in sight. Delirious, her ravaged mind sought answers, but she became too distraught to even think. Then, suddenly, Lionel stopped the beating and landed the final blow with his cock. The tumescent organ impaled her ass with a ruthlessness that touched every corner of her body. With his robust organ relentlessly pounding its way inside her ass, everything in Violet’s world changed. Her tortured grunts were replaced by the sound of Lionel groaning towards a spectacular finish, while she rediscovered the source of her own pleasure. The two unlikely lovers climaxed in the same instant and, with shuddering spasms tearing through their bodies, they gave in to the moment of ecstasy until they were too drained to go on. 


  Lionel collapsed back in a chair, while Violet rested uncomfortably against the bolster. She kept hoping that the man would release her, but when he made no move to do so, she cried out in desperation, “Oh please, Mister Rains! Won’t you untie me! Please! I have to pee so bad it’s going to run out on the floor!”


  It took a moment for the man to respond, and when he finally did, it was clear that the gruff director was once again in command. “You piss on my floor, Miss Atherton,” he bit off tersely, “and you’ll be cleaning the mess with your tongue.”


  Despite the crude image he called forth, all Violet could hear was Miss Atherton. Miss Atherton. Miss Atherton. Always Miss Atherton… She was starting to hate the sound of her own name, when it was ‘Violet’ that she wanted to hear from his lips. 


  A few quick tugs on the ropes and she was released from the bolster and the other restraints, then Lionel sent her off to the bathroom with a smack to the ass—as if she needed another reminder of his authority. 


  Much relieved, Violet quickly dashed to the bath and took care of her pressing need. 


  The night had held such promise, but now she felt as ruined as she did after a movie shoot, and as bewildered by Lionel and her life as she’d been when she walked through his front door that evening. Nothing seemed as pretty or romantic or hopeful as it had been when she first felt the shift in their relationship. Now she worried that there’d been no real change at all. If there were a shift, she suspected it favored the director, which suggested that to Lionel Rains her desires were simply the frivolous aspirations of an innocent girl from Indiana, which he could use to satisfy his own sexual appetites.


  The two spent the remainder of the night sleeping in Lionel’s enormous bed, however, there was little pleasure in that for the despondent Violet. In the morning, she awakened to find the director gone and a breakfast tray on the bed beside her. It couldn’t have been long since it had been placed there; the eggs were still steaming and the muffin was warm. 


  What a fine piece of romance this might have been, she thought, as she surveyed the lovely room around her. To awaken in her lover’s bed, in his elegant castle of a house, with thoughts of passionate lovemaking still fresh in her thoughts; no dream could be better than that. A lover’s bed…an elegant house…these things were true. But of the passion that ruled their night together, she had no fond thoughts. Like the film shoots with men she hardly knew, sex with Lionel was no sweet picnic. In fact, she might have been more physically satisfied after the films than she was after a night of sex with the calculating Lionel Rains. 


  Like a tattered princess, she sat up in bed, propped up by the plethora of pillows. The food was good and settling to her stomach, but she had no cause to linger in this house. However, just as she was about to hop from bed and get dressed, the bedroom door opened and Lionel appeared. 


  “Ah, then you didn’t sleep much after I left,” he observed her with a cool air of detachment.


  “I wouldn’t know. I wasn’t awake when you left,” Violet answered—a frosty edge in her own voice.


  Lionel raised an eyebrow in response, but otherwise ignored the comment. 


  “You’ll find your street clothes hanging in the dressing room, along with the white gown. I’d like to see you in that again, so keep it in your closet at home where it’s ready should I ask you to wear it.”


  She looked at him a little puzzled. “I should take it home?”


  “Yes, take it home, just make sure it’s clean and pressed and ready to wear. Now, Miss Atherton, about this afternoon. You’ll be shooting the Gentry film. Shouldn’t take but a couple of hours. You can leave right after it’s done.”


  “Today! This afternoon? You mean I can’t leave now?”


  “You want to leave so badly?”


  “Well, I just expected…”


  “Be flexible, Miss Atherton. You take care of Gentry and I’ll probably not bother you for a month. I go on location with the Russian drama, which I’m afraid won’t require your special talents.” He delivered the slight with uncalled for arrogance, but got little reaction from her. 


  Maybe that was why he sat at the end of the bed at Violet’s feet to deliver his next message. That way he could lightly touch her through the blankets with just enough affection to draw her in. With her impressionable mind so befuddled, she was easy to control. He seemed to know that even if she didn’t trust his affections, she was still vulnerable to her fantasies, as well as the hope that eventually she might mean more to him than just a compliant female he could use as his personal toy.


  “We’ve established a certain rapport, Miss Atherton,” he spoke rather thoughtfully now, without the usual measure of scorn. “Your willing surrender last night suggests that my initial thoughts about you were not far off the mark. Given your penchant for, shall we say, a darker sexuality, I’m sure we’ll be able to meet our mutual needs when the occasion arises again. A better result than I initially hoped. Please take care not to disappoint me. Now that I’ve sunk my teeth into you, I look forward to biting down a little harder.” He actually smiled as he said this, his eyes lighting wickedly and producing a visible response from Violet. “You’re a practical answer to an impractical dilemma for me—one that’s sometimes rather ticklish in nature.”


  “Not every girl likes your fetish?” Violet retorted.


  “All that matters is that you do.”


  “But what if I really don’t like it all that much, Mister Rains?”


  “If that were the case then you wouldn’t have come like a screaming madwoman last night.” He laughed, as he gently caressed her feet. “The answer to all this is really very simple, Violet. Don’t make it harder on yourself than it needs to be,” he spoke with a patronizing firmness that carried great weight with her. She should have been used to how easily he altered his personality to fit his needs. She should have been immune to his methods. But she felt as vulnerable to him as ever. “Now,” he continued, “it’s time you got up and turned yourself into a ravishing beauty. Become that womanly female you aspire to be.” Standing, he moved to the side of the bed and leaned down to kiss her deeply on the lips. Her mouth opened in spite of herself, and the kiss seemed as sweet and genuine as any she’d ever accepted from the man. 


  “Humm, now that was satisfying, wasn’t it?” he said.


  She smiled, but didn’t answer. 


  “By one, Miss Atherton,” he said as he was leaving the room. 


  “By one, what?”


  “You’ll be ready for Gentry.” He consulted his watch. “It’s nearly noon now, so I guess you’d better end your leisurely respite and get to work.”


  Gone, he left the air with the heady scent of him—too much of an aphrodisiac in Violet’s mind. But something about that scent must have been imprinted on her brain because it never failed to give her body a strong sexual jolt. 


  ***


  Malcolm Gentry pulled up to Lionel’s circular drive and hopped out of the dark green roadster, smiling broadly. 


  “Ah, now don’t you look like the picture of perfection, Miss Atherton?” He gallantly removed his hat and bowed. 


  She smiled. His ebullient style was amusing.


  She stood with Lionel at the entrance of the house. Again, the director had pulled her clothes from the wardrobe in his master suite. This time a clinging floral print, a sort of country sundress style, loosely fitted though the material was intended to hug her curves in all the most showy ways. Though the dress was not as revealing as the white silk gown, this one was still too transparent for her taste. But she’d given up feeling self-conscious about her attire. Like many of the worries that caused her to balk over the last couple of months, they sounded childish now. Lionel had called her womanly—a far cry from the ‘wholesome’ label he used just the night before. 


  “So, you ready for this?” Gentry took her hand.  


  “I have no idea what I need to be ready for,” she replied. 


  Lionel leaned in, “It’ll be one of those spontaneous moments, Miss Atherton. You think you can handle that?”


  “Of course, I can,” and she stepped determinedly forward, with Malcolm leading her to the snazzy new Rolls Royce that was parked directly in front of the house. 


  “Anthony will be driving,” Lionel called from the steps when the two reached the car. 


  “I was hoping so, Ly,” Malcolm said, smiling broadly. “If anything happens to the car, it won’t be my fault.” He ushered Violet into the back seat and climbed in after her. The door closed solidly behind them and the two sped off with the chauffeur Anthony behind the wheel. 


  The location for the shoot was a busy downtown street in a not so nice part of LA. Violet in the back seat, a handsome actor cozying next to her, and Gentry and his crew of one handling the minimal direction and the filming. 


  “We’ll do this quickly because we won’t have a lot of time before someone’s calling the cops.”


  “Calling the cops!” Violet exclaimed. 


  “Don’t worry, you lovely girl, nothing is going to happen, Malcolm assured her. We’ll be gone before you hear the first siren.”


  With her natural gullibility fending off any misgivings, Violet threw herself into a steamy moment of sexual abandon. As she understood the simple script, the coupling was to be an extended session of kissing and groping. Clothes would be discarded in the heat of passion, until the two were completely naked and making love in the back seat of the elegant Rolls Royce convertible. While Violet and her costar screwed, pedestrians would pass them on the sidewalk, presumably immune to the indecency enacted in broad daylight. Whose quirky fantasy this was, Violet would never know, but the film seemed a lot more fun than the raunchy sadomasochistic sex that had previously been the focus of her movies. 


  The blatant public display did nothing to hinder the titillation, in fact, Violet was emboldened by the glancing eyes and the shocked expressions of passersby. Even those more bold who stopped to watch inspired the most raunchy response from her. At one point when she was down to nothing but her knickers, she dove into the actor’s crotch while her ass bobbed above her in a lewd display. When she took his cock inside her mouth, it might have been difficult for the audience to see from their limited vantage point, but the camera caught it all, and the meaning of the scene was obvious. Shedding all inhibitions, these two goaded the world to object, and for a long while there were no objections worthy of notice. The action got heavier once the actor sunk his cock into Violet’s snatch and she bounced gleefully atop his lap. The neck-craning crowd grew larger and more amazed. 


  Violet’s hair whipped back and forth, while her breasts bobbed up and down against her chest. She even leaned back so the camera had a better angle and the crowd got a better look. 


  “Oh, yes, yes, yes!” Though her cries were only muted gasps of pleasure, she screamed on the inside overjoyed by the exhibition in a way that was wildly exhilarating. Was this shoving her wanton behavior in Lionel’s face? Perhaps. Surely her performance was inspired by a darker aspect of her character, a little orphaned piece of her soul that had finally found its long lost home. 


  “What in the hell is happening here!” the shouting voice of authority suddenly scattered the crowd. Malcolm and his crew of one instantly jumped into the car, while the two in the back seat pulled a blanket over their naked bodies. The Rolls would have sped out into traffic, except that the man belonging to that bellowing voice, a beefy beat cop with a scowling face, was standing directly in front of the vehicle so that it couldn’t move without running the man down. 


  Violet spent the next two hours at the police station making a statement for police records and fending off the sly glances of officers who moseyed by to peek at the pretty porn star. From what she could gather, Violet assumed she’d be spending a night in jail. The glory of her wanton afternoon disintegrated into a humiliating repudiation of all that had consumed her for the past several months. 


  Sitting alone and despondent in a small waiting room, her attention was suddenly drawn to a commotion in the hallway of the station. She turned her eyes in that direction and through the murky windows peered out, seeing Lionel Rains walking with the Chief of Police and pleasantly smiling as the two engaged in an animated conversation. They disappeared down the hall. 


  Five minutes later, an officer entered the room and told Violet that she was free to go. 


  “But I thought—”


  “Hey, blondie, you don’t go asking questions, you just quietly leave. Send up a little prayer of thanks tonight when you’re on your knees. Probably a better use of your time than being on your knees for some bloke who don’t care a damn about you.” His commentary might not have been welcome, but the feeling of relief washing over her was so grand that she let the comment pass, and headed out the door. Lionel met her in the hallway. 


  “This way,” he said. She was ushered out the backdoor of the police station and into an awaiting car. 


  “So, I guess that was a bust,” she sighed, as Lionel settled next to her. She had no idea where Malcolm Gentry was, but he’d obviously found his own way back to Beverly Hills. 


  “Bust… I doubt that,” Lionel exclaimed. “The film’s intact, Gentry got a slap to the wrist, and as far as you and the costar, nothing happened.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes, really.”


  “You fixed this?”


  “We don’t talk about ‘fixing’ things. Not even in private. But you can go about your business. Having some weight in this town does matter, Miss Atherton.”


  She sat back in her seat and let her mind drift toward the amazing things that had happened that day. Later, when she would be questioned about the scene by a curious acquaintance, her violet eyes would instantly spark and she would blush a bit bashfully, refusing her questioner anything but a demure smile. 




  Chapter Seven


  The Night They Fought


  “Violet, dear, just because you think it’s morally reprehensible doesn’t mean that it is. You’re going to tell me that fucking whatever Tom, Dick or Harry I push in front of you is better than having a hot scene with another woman?” Lionel stood fuming over her, trying to deliver the message with some patience, but at that moment his was wearing thin. 


  “It’s just so unnatural,” voice hushed and speaking confidentially, the actress vehemently repeated her protest in hopes of winning over the director. 


  “I think you’ll find this very natural,” another voice, a female one, whispered in her ear from behind then kissed her lightly on the neck. Violet breathed in. Her pounding heart beat faster still.


  Already, Lionel was stepping back despite Violet’s attempt to cling to him for support. 


  “You can do this, Violet. I know you can. You won’t disappoint me. It’s not in you to disappoint me.” His eyes were shining strangely, encouraging and kind, so very different from the last couple minutes when the two argued over the scene. Since his return from Eastern Europe, the director had been everything to her—from brutal lover to confidante to dictatorial boss. Now a new Lionel she’d only rarely glimpsed presented himself. What was she to think? One minute, he treated her like the light of his life, the next she was easily discarded in favor of a good juicy steak or a game of cards or another woman—one with a better pedigree and a public face he could be seen with. 


  She preferred her life when she knew she couldn’t trust him. Too often now, she mistook a little manipulative kindness for real affection, and though that always proved dangerous, she repeatedly fell vulnerable to Lionel’s scheming tactics. Times when he plied her with assurances were more frequent now. He called her his best girl, the one he favored, and every time she ate it up like Christmas candy. Just days before, in another placating dismissal of her fears, he’d said: “You’re the only who shares my bed, Violet. That should count for something.” 


  Right… because the only way you can get off is to call up your sadist, she’d silently retort. While her theory had no explicit proof, this was what she’d observed after several weeks playing the dutiful masochist when Lionel wanted a long night of sex. For Violet, this sudden shift in her sentiments toward the man was quite a departure, but she could no longer sweep her scorn away and pretend the man was sincere. The fancy females who graced his arm at the symphony and on opening nights and for intimate trysts at premiere Hollywood restaurants never gave him what his libido needed. They weren’t about to be bound and beaten, their asses raped and their mouths violently assaulted with angry erections. That was Violet’s job to perform since her sexuality seemed bound for the darker realms in which Lionel Rains preferred to play.


  It wasn’t all bad. What she gave him that other women refused kept him close to her and kept her on his mind. The harrowing sessions of pain always ended with explosive physical pleasure. And while the sex might have been grueling and it certainly wasn’t very pretty, at least for a day or two, the physical satiation that followed seemed to feed that sad orphaned piece of her that kept demanding some attention. 


  It’s not in you to disappoint me. He said it so often that Violet had come to believe that it was true. Maybe it wasn’t in her to disappoint the man. But what she was required to accept this time was so very different from what she’d come to expect of sex that balking at Clarisse’s advance on her now didn’t seem all that strange. Stranger however, was how Clarisse’s delicate touch was subconsciously moving Violet past the objections she’d fought hard to voice. She remained with her back to the woman, allowing herself to feel the arousal as Clarisse dragged her fingers from Violet’s behind all the way up her spine. Her warm hand then opened wide and glided down Violet’ arm, and on reaching her ass gave the soft pillow of flesh a gentle squeeze. Wherever her tender lips connected with Violet’s flesh a tiny fire blazed against her skin. 


  How could I not love this? Violet’s mind struggled for answers…


  “I just don’t think…” she was still tempted to say, but the words were drown out by her  own screaming body, which was so aroused by the foreplay that she was ready to climb in bed with the older female. 


  By the time Clarisse led her in that direction, her body was far too aroused to deny the woman what she wanted. The scene was set in one of Lionel’s guest bedrooms—Violet’s favorite just down the hall from the master suite. All pink and yellow and trimmed with lace, the room was a fussy throwback to an older style that had been pretty much abandoned in contemporary decorating—probably why Violet was so comfortable in the room. So comfortable that this was where she retreated when she needed a little space away from the director and he refused to let her leave the house. 


  Perhaps the quiet moments she enjoyed here would be compromised by a tawdry stag film shot in her private place. But once the two entered the bedroom, Violet’s reluctance waned, as soon as she fell against the pretty pink spread. Clarisse took her into her arms and showered her cheeks and throat with kisses. Violet came back panting in awe, timidly reaching out to fondle Clarisse’s womanly form. Her breasts were small, mere handfuls, with taut nipples standing erect from the centers of her aureoles like bright red cherries. When Violet sucked them the taste was sweet. But sweeter still were the sensations that flooded her body when Clarisse moved down between her thighs and began to explore Violet’s private places with her tongue and teeth. When she bit down on her clitoris, Violet’s swooning could be heard all the way down the hall. 


  “Just watch the little tramp light up…” she heard someone say—and she didn’t even care. 


  Clarisse bit a little harder and Violet’s groin began to buck against the woman’s face almost demanding something harder and more intense. 


  Sticking her fingers in Violet’s pussy, Clarisse rammed them hard for several seconds then backed off and caressed her lightly with a single finger making a teasing journey across her sensitive labia. The woman resumed the harder fucking, and then continued going back and forth from soft to hard, from light to dark, from blissful to intense. While Violet’s response was reluctant and timid to start, the inhibitions that caused her to previously balk had completely fallen away under the weight of her growing passion.  


  Her turn to go down on Clarisse’s moist cunt brought on waves of pleasure that began to touch the novice in unusual ways. Nerves all over her body were curiously engaged. This wasn’t just about what happened in her pussy, or even how the other woman responded to the gentle tease of Violet’s exploring mouth. Spasms of needy sexual hunger rose up in huge waves, cresting and receding and cresting again toward another shattering climax. Everything mattered; every touch was acutely important, and for those extraordinary moments lying naked with another woman was more pleasing to her than a dozen furious fucks from impatient men with demanding cocks.


  “All right, cut!” 


  The director stopped the action so abruptly that Violet was momentarily dazed.


  “Scene Two,” he announced in his next breath. 


  Clarisse immediately withdrew from Violet’s body, and lay back sighing. Then after a deep breath, she hopped from bed and moved directly into the adjoining bedroom through the connecting door. When she reappeared some minutes later she was still naked, except that she wore around her slim hips a kind of harness made of several connecting leather straps. Rising from the crotch piece of the odd contraption was a penis shaped rod that could have been for only one thing. The immediate impact on Violet was a wave of nausea, followed by an arousing jolt of desire. She wanted to touch the strange object with her fingers, taste it with her tongue, and lord knows what other thoughts were in her head when she first beheld the amazing phallus. 


  “When you use the cane, don’t hold back.” Lionel jumped in, which only added to the agitated mess of jumbled thoughts in Violet’s mind. “My customers want welts, Clarisse. Don’t forget that.”


  Welts… caning…? how was that possible after so much affectionate foreplay? Violet wondered.


  “Oh, you’ll have your welts,” Clarisse assured the man. She sashayed forward, the dildo bobbing absurdly. She created quite a formidable picture with the cock at her groin. Even her mannerisms shifted noticeably. Did the phallus alone bring on the darker mood? “C’mon, Vi darling,” she purred, “time you took your daily beating.” Though she appeared to be making light of the situation, all Violet could do was wince in anticipation of what was turning into a bizarre demand for her surrender. “How about over the back of a chair, real proper-like,” Clarisse suggested. Her dark eyes seemed to burn holes in her subject. Then the woman turned to Lionel. “How about we put in her bloomers, Ly? What do you think?” She beamed pleasantly enough, although there seemed to be an evil glow behind her smoldering eyes.
“I think over the back of the chair would be fine,” Rains responded, “but forget the bloomers. You’ve given my customers enough soft stuff to have them gagging. Let’s get to the meat of things, shall we? And we haven’t got all day.”


  Clarisse answered with a fed up sigh. “You know, Ly, you always want to rush too much. That’s not what sex is about.”


  “Sex for you, Clarisse, can be about anything you want. That is up to you. But in my films it’s about customers jacking off their sorry pricks. If it happens in a rush, who cares? Now can we get on with it?”


  “Sure, honey.  Anything you say.”


  When she turned to Violet, the mean streak the younger woman had seen in Clarisse’s eyes seemed to have grown in strength. The warmth was gone, and the cruelty surfaced strong enough to send Violet shrinking back against the headboard in fear. 


  Swiping the cane from where one rested against the side of the bed, Clarisse swished the thing against the empty air and the whole room shuddered from the resulting force. 


  “On the chair, brat!” Her shrill voice barked the order in a way that made her scared submissive scramble fast toward the pretty floral desk chair she’d pulled into the open. “Knees on the seat!” she pointed with the end of the cane.


  Violet fell into position as if she’d struck this pose a dozen times. Her breasts rested against the upright cushion of the chair, while her knees sunk into the thick pillow that made up the seat. 


  Clarisse tapped the cane against Violet’s bottom. “Stick it out!” she roared. A few more taps. “Further! C’mon, brat. We’re not playing games here, this is punishment!”


  The more Violet complied with Clarisse’s orders, the more the woman’s fury rose. 


  All her starched commands seemed like a silly game when the camera recorded only visual images, but she wouldn’t stop, not with the tapping cane or the angry jibes—at least not until she finally reared back and brought the bamboo forward. The vicious snap of her wrist as the cane struck flesh produced a long searing cut on Violet’s tender ass. 


  “Yeeeeeeeeooooooooouuuuuuuch!” the girl screamed.


  “Take it, you sorry brat!” and another cut landed. Then another and another and another. 


  “No, no, no, no…” Violet cried. Her bottom wiggled so violently that the next cuts of Clarisse’s cane struck erratically on her hips and thighs and even occasionally on her ass where they were aimed. 


  “And keep your mouth shut!”


  “No, no, please stop… please you have to…” 


  “I said, shut up!” The next cut made Violet jerk so hard that despite her fierce hold on the back of the chair, she could barely keep her balance. She and the brocade chair were about to become completely upended.


  Then suddenly, the action stopped and Clarisse moved in close against Violet’s caned behind, planting her nails along the actress’s welted flesh. She dug in hard, while the camera moved in close, forcing Violet to bite her lips and sink her own nails into her palm until they nearly cut the flesh. 


  Please, please please…! Violet prayed for rescue. She looked toward Lionel who stood next to the cameraman on the actress’s left. If he saw her distress it either did not phase him or he used it for inspiration. 


  “I like the nails, Clarisse,” he encouraged the woman. 


  By then, the pitiless female was hearing nothing but the inner muse that drove her spite filled actions. Perhaps she was living out a dream from a twisted past, or taking revenge on a lover through Violet’s surrendered flesh. Maybe, she was just plain cruel. Whatever the case, the woman who carried out this merciless scene was not the genteel female who began with genteel kisses and a delicate touch. Her nails bit like knifes. Her callous hand stung, connecting with Violet’s ass. Unpredictable and hard to read, she continued torturing her suffering victim with her sharp nails and her angry smacks and the occasional swat from the miserable bamboo. 


  Though the tormented blonde could have closed in on herself to fend off the repeated attacks, Violet played for the camera just as Rains directed her from the sidelines. Her fear fled, her anger retreated, and the expression on her face changed with their departure. The raw emotion that remained was born from the endless pain of her ordeal and what that pain eventually produced. The tickle of arousal began so deep within her and came on so subtlety that she barely noticed its existence for several minutes. But as it grew in strength, she could no longer deny its presence or the fact that her body was careening toward an inevitable climax. 


  When Clarisse finally moved in close to Violet’s behind and pulled her ass toward the bobbing prick, the resulting shove forced the phallus deep into the actress’s rear door. 


  Violet shuddered as the cock split her ass in two but her verbal response paled in comparison to Clarisse’s exuberant cry. 


  “Oh..my..goooooooooddddddddd, yyyyyyyyyesssssssssss!” the ruthless brunette hissed, as her fake phallus banged away in Violet’s  ass.


  Violet’s anxious face grew more strained as the fucking went on, but she only mouthed her cries of protest. The climax was on her almost before she realized what was happening. Her body had begun to shake and soon huge spasms made her belly seize up as the climax crashed through her body. The crazed female behind her seemed to be coming too, but as involved in her pleasure as she was, Violet was beyond caring about Clarisse or Rains or the cameraman or anyone else on the set that day. 


  “You were good.” 


  It was Clarisse, sounding as if she was back to normal, who first jumped into Violet’s post come reverie. 


  “Was I?” The actress lay against the bedspread in the pink and yellow room. Her naked body was still warm and flushed with sex. She and Clarisse were the only ones in the room—the shoot was over for the day and at last they could finally relax. 


  “You know, girl, you are truly amazing,” the brunette said, as she lifted a gold lighter to her cigarette and puffed until the burning end glowed orange. 


  “Really? Like what was amazing?” Violet was hoping for feedback on her acting, and with the conversation apparently going in that vein, she was eager to listen.


  “The way you try so hard to make him love you is amazing,” Clarisse came back. Still smoking her cigarette, she padded casually about the bedroom dressed in a green silk robe that fell loosely at the shoulders and just barely skimmed her ankles. She finally sat down in an overstuffed chair by the bed where she could view the lounging Violet. 


  “Make him love me?” Violet blushed. “You mean Lionel?” 


  “Who else?”


  “But love? I hardly think of love when I’m with him.” 


  “Oh? Well, maybe not, it just sort of seems…” she didn’t finish her comment. “Not that Lionel doesn’t lap up the attention. I’m sure you give him what he wants and he gives something back to you. Just don’t think about romance. You’ll end up disappointed and probably humiliated. No one wants to see that.”


  While Violet fashioned some sort of rebuttal, Clarisse kept talking. “You may think I’m exaggerating, but facts are facts. The man’s incapable of any serious sort of relationship with any woman—or man for that matter. You know there are whispers about that he’s well… a little funny, if you now what I mean.” She chuckled. “Men and their clubs. They think they can hide all their shenanigans behind wood paneling, fine leather and cigar smoke. They’re probably in the steam room rutting like pigs.”


  “Oh, you don’t mean he’d go to bed with a—” she couldn’t say the rest. 
Clarisse shrugged. “A man? I’m sure he would, if it gave him the kind of high he wants. But don’t question him about it, he’ll get pissed as hell. Plus, I’m sure he prefers women—especially considering how far-reaching his taste in women has become. Did you know that he has a real thing for passive little street urchin types? He’ll reel them right in from the slums, take what he wants and dump them back. You’d be surprised how much money has exchanged hands in this town keeping Lionel Rains nocturnal secrets out of the public eye. Before you—and a few other more respectable girls who don’t seem to mind his nasty beatings—he’d be combing the streets of Chinatown at midnight looking for masochistic hookers on which to vent that malicious streak. He’s had assault charges filed more than once. For a while, when he was trying to play it safe, there was a Madame in Hollywood who would arrange S&M sessions for him, but she was busted by the cops for selling dope and her operation shut down. Then there’s Gretchen. You probably don’t know about her, do you?”


  Violet shook her head. By this time, she wasn’t sure that she wanted to know a thing about this ‘Gretchen’ but as loose-lipped as Clarisse was now, the woman wasn’t about to let her go away unenlightened. 


  “Ly did lay low for awhile after the incident was over. This town forgets rather quickly when it comes to movie moguls like Lionel. Sometimes I think all the dirt just makes them more famous—or infamous. There’s really not much difference between the two, is there? As long as their name is still on the tips of everyone’s tongue, and no one forgets who they are—as long as they maintain a reputation that allows them to keep raking in the bucks, they get away with whatever they can in their private lives. Gretchen just added a little more myth to the man’s expanding legend. Nothing like a rich socialite who’s also a flaming masochist to really raise a man’s stock in the crude world of sexual masters. Ly treated the girl like shit, poor thing, ‘too pathetic for the gutter’ he told me once. Maybe she was sweeter than you, a little more naïve and easy to control. But she was always a real tramp. Maybe even a little crazy. Even with the big industrialist daddy to wipe up her messes, this girl wasn’t going to clean-up easily. No amount of money could keep her name out of the papers.”


  “I’ve never heard of her,” Violet said when Clarisse stopped briefly to light another cigarette. Did she want to shut the woman up, or keep her talking? Violet wasn’t sure, but the result of saying nothing was predictable, as the woman expanded on her story.


  “Of course, you haven’t heard of her. You weren’t even in LA then, were you? Eighteen months ago? Maybe a little longer than that. Gretchen and Ly were getting it on hot and heavy. Sadistic sessions that left her bloody and swooning—and I swear, she was swooning, I mean in the throes of one powerful orgasm when all hell broke loose. He was working her over, the both of them really fired up—suddenly the cops bust in.” Clarisse smiled. “Daddy’s doing. The girl’s sobbing like her world’s going to fall apart. And there’s Daddy right there, trying to wrench his daughter away, but she doesn’t want to go. What a mess!” 


  “You were there?”


  “Yeah, it was at the studio, after hours. I’d fallen asleep in my dressing room and woke up to hear all this screaming and grunting, and the sound of snapping leather. He was using a whip on her back and ass. Anyone could have figured that out just listening to them. I get up to have a look and find Ly and the little tart, quite a sight. I mean, if you took a moment to really study the scene, you would have understood that the girl wanted everything she got. Sure she was tied down, but when the cops busted in and broke it up, she was screaming for them to get out. That’s about the time her Daddy arrived to haul her away.”


  “You say it never made the papers?”


  “Initially it did. There were reports that the heiress was brutally assaulted, but that story was immediately squashed. A day or two later, the papers reported a ‘misunderstanding’ that caused a rift between Gretchen’s daddy and Lionel. Daddy had been an investor up to that point. But there was hardly another word about the incident after that first buried news story, and that was amazing. Although I’m sure that deafening silence had something to do with the movie camera Lionel had set up to record the session. What Gretchen didn’t know was that he planned to ship the film of her off to one of his ‘collector’ friends. He’d probably done it before. As long as those two were screwing, I’ll bet there were nearly a half dozen films by the time Daddy swiped her back. Obviously Ly wouldn’t admit to a thing and the evidence has disappeared.”


  She took another long drag of the cigarette, letting the smoke escape through her nose. 


  “What the bastard did give himself was plenty of ammunition to fend off any further criminal investigation. Ly told me—and you have to keep this confidential; he’d kill me if he knew I’d told you—he told me that when Daddy and prosecutor saw the uncut film, the negotiations started thick and fast. The trampy Gretchen revealed her colors right there on film… begging and cajoling the man to start, then really making a brat of herself until Lionel finally snapped. I didn’t see it, but I heard the girl was groveling at the man’s feet, pleading with him to take her. The day the case was dismissed, Lionel walked into my house and told me, all puffed up and elated, that he finally ‘fixed the little pervert’—he actually used those words to describe the woman he’d been using for nearly two years. ‘Oh, beat me, sir, beat me!’ Clarisse mimicked the girl’s sobbing pleas, then let loose a gale full of laughter. “And how about this: the bastard was so full of himself, he wanted to put me in to take Gretchen’s place in his stocks.” She chuckled, then drew her last drag from the cigarette before squashing the butt in an ashtray. 


  Turning toward Violet, her bright eyes suddenly lit on the troubled blonde. At some point during the woman’s monologue, Violet had pulled on a dressing gown and was now propped up on pillows, deep in thought while Clarisse’s laughter still rang in the air. 


  “I haven’t upset you, have I?” 


  “No, not at all,” Violet shook off her gloom and tried to smile. She had no idea what to think of the gossipy tale.


  “I know…I know what’s in that head of yours… and I’ve probably said too much, but, honey, someone’s got to set you straight about Lionel Rains.  Lots of people in this town, including me, have turned a blind eye to men like Lionel. Just sweep the dirty dealing under the rug, they’ll tell you. You should have been warned going in, but since Clara was too chicken to set you straight, I thought I might as well give it a try. If you like his style, that’s your business, have sex any way you like. Personally, I like to keep what I do in front of the camera separate from what I do in private. No one’s going to know, including you, if fucking your ass a while ago was a pleasure for me, or just my job. And don’t assume you can guess, either. I’m one hell of an actress when I need to be.


  “I stopped having sexual relations with studio heads and directors soon as I realized what kind of power they could wield. They are either going to want me because I’m right for their movie, or they’ll find someone else who’s willing to put up with the fooling around on the side. I’m not putting out for those jerks no matter how well they sweet-talk—although none of them are particularly good at it in the first place. They’ve achieved their fame and power much too easily. But as long as nice girls like you get duped so easily, they have no reason to change.”


  A big hole was growing in the pit of Violet’s stomach. Something gnawing at her, that was certain, but more than that was the enormous uncertainty that seemed to swallow her with apprehension. This was not the first time she’d been warned to stay away from Lionel Rains and Hollywood romance. Old fears returned to hunt her down, while new ones grew from the seeds of disquiet Clarisse planted in her mind. She wanted to throw the woman out; she’d heard enough. But she felt powerless to do so. Finally, too agitated to do nothing, she popped up from the bed, announcing brusquely: 


  “I think I’ll take a bath.” 


  ***


  Lionel didn’t want Violet to leave the house that night. The usual excuse. ‘I may need you to make up a scene or two’. He used the excuse often enough that Violet wasn’t surprised when it became the rationale for why she couldn’t go home. She didn’t need Clarisse to tell her the excuse was phony in the first place. Watching his young masochist perform in his stag films commonly led to a scene for his own perverted pleasure with Violet taking up his private stage. Without questioning his motives, she thoughtlessly slipped into the submissive role like she would a pair of new high heels. Her flushed body was too obsessed not to yield to the man’s seduction, and what she gained for herself in pleasure seemed reason enough to let him have his way with her. Initially, Lionel would romance her before jumping into a heavy scene. Anymore, however, he hardly had to snap his fingers for Violet to come running to his side, ready for whatever he planned to dish out—benign or evil. 


  But following the enlightening conversation with Clarisse that afternoon, a more jaded Violet wasn’t ready to jump at the man’s comment. When he snapped his fingers that night, nothing happened. Violet had gone down to dinner when the dinner bell rang only because there were at least a dozen dining there that evening and she assumed there was some safety in numbers. The dinner conversation was pleasant enough, the food typically good. When the meal was over and she immediately excused herself, she practically raced out the door and up the stairs. 


  Halfway up, she was forced to stop when Lionel boomed out, “Violet!” from the bottom of the stairs.  


  His voice was hardly a shock, but still susceptible to his authority, she couldn’t ignore him and breeze on up the stairs. Freezing in her tracks, she stood with her back to him, her right hand resting on the wrought-iron rail. She stared straight forward, afraid of what came next.


  “Down here, please,” Lionel called to her.


  “I’m sorry, sir, but I’m not feeling well. I’m going up to bed.” She started walking up the stairs at a slow and steady gait that should have taken her all the way to the pink and yellow bedroom. 


  “Violet, I want to see you now,” he came back impatiently.


  “I said, I’m tired.” This time, she didn’t bother to pause when he called to her again and she made her way to the bedroom without another word from the director.


  A half hour passed, then a knock on the bedroom door. Violet’s faint voice answered. “Who’s there?”


  Abruptly, the door banged back on its hinges and Lionel walked in. “You in some kind of snit, girl?” he accused. 


  She looked up from her latest pulp novel. “No, sir. Just tired.”


  “Tired? Really? Or is this some new game?”


  “New game?”


  “You refuse. I insist. You refuse. I insist again. You refuse…and this time I finally knock some sense into you with the back of my hand so we get on with our night. Is that how this game is played?”


  Though she might have instantly recoiled she wasn’t about to back down. “This isn’t a game, Mister Rains,” she hissed. “I know what you want tonight, and I don’t feel like putting out. Go ahead with whatever nastiness you have in mind, it just won’t be with me.”


  She gazed at the man’s stunned face, relishing her triumph for at least twenty glorious seconds. Just enough time for the man to come at her with eyes blazing and a slap to her cheek. Hauling her from the bed and into the hallway, he then dragged her down the stairs and pushed her into the table in the foyer. A vase of flowers spilled to the floor, with the cut glass shattering to smithereens as it crashed to the tiles. 


  “Stop it!” She whipped around, covering her face with her hands and screaming hysterically. 


  “What an ungrateful little slut you’ve become!”


  Doors opened, faces emerged from shadows, and curious eyes peered in as Lionel and Violet faced off. Because he sensed the audience was hiding in the shadows, he moved in close to the actress so few could hear what he told her next in his seething voice. 


  “Let me get something straight with you. You don’t have the liberty of refusing me, Miss Atherton. I own you. It may have been a slow seduction that went right over this pretty blonde head of yours, but the seduction is now a fact, your fate is in my hands, and no amount of screaming and shouting otherwise is going to change that. I don’t know what caused this rebellion, but I’d suggest you end it now. Unless you want a repeat of the punishment Clarisse gave you earlier, you’ll go to my suite and strip. I’ll be up when I’m ready.”


  With fear enough to match her indignation, Violet stood before the man trembling as she stared into his cold expression. Like every other occasion of this nature, she expected that her own inner voice would finally push her back up the stairs and into his room. This was not the time to toss her world into the fickle hands of an unsure fate, she reasoned with herself. But how strange, her feet refused to budge and her resolve intensified by degrees. Soon, she’d waited a little too long to make a dramatic retreat and Violet knew she was going nowhere.


  As her determination gained strength, she challenged him with an unexpected composure. “And exactly what happens if I don’t go, Mister Rains?” 


  “I’m sure yours and all the other ears listening in would like the answer to that question. Don’t go, and you’ll have your answer—one painful lash at a time.”


  “You can be a mean and hateful man, Mister Rains. I wish I’d understood that before.”


  “What? You would have walked out months ago?” he laughed spitefully. “I really doubt that. You’ve been the easiest girl I’ve seduced in years. Don’t think you’re slipping past me, I’m not done with you yet.” 


  She stared him down for several fuming seconds, and finally said. “You know, someone’s going to put a bullet in you some day, Mister Rains. And nobody I know is going to shed any tears—you certainly won’t get any from me.”


  “Oh my, I’m so scared,” he mocked her, though she could see he was momentarily rattled by her unexpected grit.


  “In fact, I’d do it myself if I had the means!” she exclaimed.


  “Now, now, Miss Atherton. You’d better watch what you say.” He flashed her one last imperious glare, then turned away in disgust. “Go on! Go home!” he waved her off. “Get the fuck out of here!”




  Chapter Eight


  Roman Orgy


  Playing an extra in a big budget costume drama set in the glory days of Rome became the first legitimate film job of Violet’s career. The work was not nearly as rewarding as she dreamed it would be. Just a lot of shuffling from one place to another. Off stage. On stage. Then on again. After a scene in the Roman Bathhouse, she was on three hours later for the angry mob scene in the streets, and would return a third time late in the day to stand on the sidelines during an elaborate celebration in Caesar’s Palace where Violet played a peasant girl serving wine from a large vessel she carried on her shoulders. 


  Just as the extras were to be dismissed for the day, she heard her name called over the commotion of voices. When she turned, Lionel was not more than ten feet from her…and not another soul anywhere around. The throng of people who had been there just minutes before seemed to have disappeared into the ethers like disembodied souls. Odd, very odd. A


  chill wind passed right through her. Momentarily dizzy, she grabbed one of the plaster columns at the Palace entrance to steady her balance. When she looked up, the director’s eyes were riveted on her. 


  “Mister Rains,” she sputtered. Why are you staring at me like that? she wanted to add but didn’t.


  “And how did the filming go today?”


  “Fine, sir. I appreciate the part.”


  “Even if it’s not as exciting as your films?”


  Though there wasn’t even a trace of sarcasm in his voice, she bashfully bowed her head at the mention of ‘your’ films. “Yes, sir. Even then.”


  “Good. There might be others.” He turned as if to leave and then abruptly turned back. “Oh, by the way, there’s a party getting started on the back lot, if you’d like to join us.”


  Nearly a month had passed since Violet had been this close to Lionel Rains, and much to her chagrin, her heart was beating fast and her mind was in the same breathless whir as it always was when in the company of the director. Clearly, she was aroused. Maybe the sight of the man was all that was necessary to light up her sexual fires. Given her body’s obvious physical response she had to conclude that much.  


  “Thank you, sir. But I should probably go home. I’m awfully tired.”


  “Working at the diner in the morning?”


  “No, sir. I-I…” she hated to admit that she had nothing to do the following morning, or the next, or the next. The diner had significantly cut back her hours when she was spending so much time with the director. Now she worked just thirty hours a week. Too much time on her hands had left her feeling restless and lost.


  “C’mon, you look like you could use a little fun, hum?” 


  He sounded so kind, unusually kind. A whole string of excuses why she shouldn’t stay for a back lot party came to mind in the space of mere seconds, but the flutter of desire in her belly was winning out over any rational excuse. 


  “There’s no funny business, is there?” she asked. 


  “I can’t speak for everyone, but at the moment, I have no plans for any ‘funny business’.” His amused smile was almost endearing. 


  The ‘funny business’ wouldn’t get started until later, but Violet didn’t know that. Until it did, the studio’s back lot—one of the many sets built for the Roman drama—was a scene of frivolity, with cast and crew imbibing on wine and ale and hard liquor until everyone was nearly drunk, including Violet. After banishing herself from Lionel’s Beverly Hills home, she’d spent the past month as a teetotaling spinster; when she wasn’t working, she read pulp novels on her tiny bed in the boarding house and sipped tea. Not an ounce of liquor had passed her lips since she walked out on the man. That was hardly a moral decision on her part. Soon as she smelled the liquor her body was thirsting for the high. Still dressed in her Roman peasant costume, a flowing dress and leather sandals, Violet created quite a commotion among surprised partygoers when she arrived at the back lot a few steps behind Lionel Rains. Most knew of their previous relationship through the gossip mill; they knew of the break-up as well. No woman walked out on a man of such importance without causing quite a stir. 


  The commotion had hardly died down when someone brushed past her on the left furtively whispering:


  “Ah, Miss Violet. Here I thought you’d heeded my advice.” The man was gone too quickly for Violet to reply, but when she glanced around, she spotted the retreating form of Henry Wilkes moving across the Roman courtyard toward a huge buffet that had been spread out on a half dozen tables. 


  Though she accepted a martini from Lionel, she quickly excused herself from the man and moseyed about the party, finding plenty of people she knew to speak with. Sudden pangs of hunger took her in the direction of the buffet, but before she got there, Violet realized that someone was following close behind her. If she weren’t mistaken a hand was deliberately grazing her right ass cheek. Halting abruptly, she whipped around. Smiling like a Cheshire cat, Henry Wilkes deftly exchanged her empty martini glass with a full one. She spent the next few minutes catching up on Henry’s latest globetrotting adventures. 


  “Spain, the bull fights… you ever been there?” he asked.


  “Me? Spain? I don’t think so,” she came back laughing. “I’ve never been anywhere.”


  “You are wrong there. You pulled up stakes in where was it… Kentucky?”


  “Indiana.”


  “Indiana, then. You boldly made your way West. I think you’ve been ‘somewhere’ if you’ve been in Hollywood even once.”


  Henry’s easy manner had a way of making her smile.


  Meanwhile, the liquor was going down fast, and the feeling of lightheadedness that followed came on strong—pleasantly so. 


  “So, how about your next big adventure?” Violet asked. 


  “I’m heading out tonight…” he started say, though he was immediately interrupted. Before he could finish, a woman in a sleek navy business pounced on the man and drew him from Violet’s side. 


  “Sorry, darling, but I’m going to have to steal this guy for a while. It’s been ages.” The lanky brunette pulled a shrugging Henry her way, apparently he was too inebriated himself to object. 


  Because there wasn’t a whole lot to do, Violet found herself counting the number of men at the party with whom she’d been intimate. The small cadre of souls numbered a surprising seven. Seven of her costars in one place! The fact seemed curiously shocking, and yet there was no suggestion that the event on the back lot was anything but a typical cast party. Apparently, Lionel’s stag film stars were also cast as extras in his major movies—which made her wonder why she hadn’t been offered roles in the director’s legitimate films before this one.


  Nearing midnight, many of those attending the party were beginning to leave. Violet would have too, if she hadn’t been nabbed by a young man who recognized her from the parties in Lionel’s home. Of all the director’s guests, Berkeley Parker was the most innocuous of the bunch. Easygoing, unpretentious and pretty much a Hollywood outsider, who was quite happy with that fact. Though he was certainly privy to the kind of roles Violet played in the stag films, he’d never mentioned the fact to her, and he’d never laid a hand on her, not in jest or in some sleazy attempt at seducing her to bed. Perfectly mannered like an old school gentleman, Berkeley presented himself as the kind of straight up guy you could take home to mom. While he didn’t seem to fit the movie business, he didn’t seem particularly uncomfortable with the fact.


  Taking off with Berkeley now hardly seemed like stepping into the forbidden world of Lionel’s stag films, thus—after he whisked her toward the far end of the back lot—Violet was surprised to find herself amongst a small crowd of people who were intently watching the filming of a porn flick, staged with actors clad in the same Roman costumes that were used earlier that day.  


  Violet’s heart began to race. “What’s going on?” she whispered to Berkeley, although she knew very well what she was witnessing.


  In the center of the set was a large Roman bed covered in silks and pillows and surrounded by filmy curtains that created a sensuous and erotic mood. On the bed was a female tied at the limbs by thick gold ropes. As her naked body thrashed miserably back and forth, Violet’s stomach took a nasty turn and she was tempted to run back to the party. 


  However, at that particular moment, Berkeley Parker whispered his own personal commentary on the scene. “She’ll never be as good as you, Violet,” he said. She couldn’t help but blush hearing him voice his admiration.


  After that, it seemed a shame to take off when the young man was being nothing but kind and respectful to her, and so she elected to stay, even if it meant that she was forced to watch as the bound young maiden was ruthlessly raped by two of Lionel’s beefier porn stars. 


  With her eyes fixed on the scene, she downed the remainder of her third martini in a single swallow, then immediately plucked a glass of champagne from the tray offered by a roving server. Her woozy feeling was getting stronger and so was her unwanted arousal. 


  Suddenly, a commotion on the set forced a break in the action. The entire crew was crowded together around the bed, arguing heatedly. After several tedious minutes waiting, many of those watching started to drift away. When Violet looked to Berkeley for some explanation, he merely shrugged. 


  They were about to turn away too, when Violet heard her name called. 


  “Miss Atherton!” 


  She turned to see one of the director’s toadies anxiously motioning her his way. Too drunk to think straight, let alone put on the brakes, she slowly ambled toward the young man, grinning seductively. The way she provocatively rolled her hips caught the attention of many in the retreating crowd who paused for a moment to see what would happen now.  


  “You wanted me for something?” she asked on reaching the fellow’s side.


  “Mr. Rains wants you to join him on the set.”


  “Mister Rains wants to see me? Whatever for?”


  He shrugged. “Hey, I’m just passing on the message.”


  “Of course you are.” Naturally she was suspicious of the request—but that was only with the more sensible half of her mind. The part in charge responded with curiosity and  more sexual titillation than she’d felt in some time.


  Taking a few steps in the direction of the movie set, she waited until Lionel finally turned away from the bound girl, and stood staring straight at her. 


  “Ah, just the girl I need!”


  “Some fellow said you wanted to see me?” Violet could feel her body swaying off balance, and for the second time that night in the presence of Lionel Rains, she had to catch herself on a prop to stay upright. 


  For several seconds, she remained under the director’s studious gaze. Finally, smiling broadly, he moved her way, coming close enough for her to smell on his breath the smoke, the liquor and the remains of his dinner. Above those elusive scents was a heady masculine aroma that Violet associated with sex. The stirring in her body was on the rise again. An hour before she’d deliberately shunned this kind of closeness. Now the touch of his hand on her back in a chummy sort of gesture made her entire body shiver, as fresh spasms fired off within her hungering body.


  “This girl isn’t going to work out,” he said, nodding disgustedly toward the once bound actress who now sat huddled in the center of the Roman bed. A turquoise robe had been thrown over her shoulders and she tightly clutched the sides of it to keep it closed.


  “Why the heck wouldn’t she work out?” Violet tittered. “I thought you just threw your naïve innocents to the wolves and let your customers enjoy the results.” It was a bold thing to say, but with so much liquor in her veins she had no problem spitting it out. 


  “You think it would be that easy,” he replied. “But some girls are more photogenic than others. We’re filming a street scene next. It’s yours if you want. There’s a quick $200 for an hour’s worth of work. Up to you. No pressure, Miss Atherton. But I do need an answer now.”


  Violet knew enough not to sound too eager for the part, but by then her body was so turned on that she could barely keep up her aloof façade. She purposefully mulled over the decision for several drawn out moments, then finally sighed and said. “So, what do I have to do?”


  “The rough stuff—the kind you like. Ropes, a little beating, hard sex. Nothing you haven’t suffered through before.”


  “Yeah, well, Mister Rains,” she looked at him chagrinned, “I said I was never gonna do anything like that again.”


  He sniggered darkly at her reply. “Why in the hell would you promise yourself that!” By then, his arm was around her waist. The way he was snuggling into her side so cozily reminded her of the many nights when Lionel Rains put on the charm and she responded with unthinking glee. With enough liquor in her system to put her in an unthinking stupor, falling victim to her sexual needs seemed inevitable now. To make matters worse, Lionel’s hand was on the move, with a feather-like touch to her side and her bottom that added to her bristling desire. 


  “Oh, Mister Rains, I really shouldn’t, but…” 


  “Don’t be coy, Miss Atherton.” He gave her waist a firm squeeze, and for one small second Violet could imagine herself back in bed with him where all the darkness of their mutual desires played so freely. “I’ll throw in an extra hundred if you can get through the scene without a single complaint.”


  She hedged a bit, looking pursed and doubtful. “Well… if it’s so important,” she strung him out another ten seconds longer. “Oh, why not! Just one scene right?”


  “Just one little scene.”


  “Yeah, I could use the $300.” She smiled broadly. 


  “Very good then. You go with Penelope and get freshened up. I’ll meet you on the street set. It’s just around the corner.” Withdrawing his arm from around her waist, he pointed to a string of building façades just to their right.


  Minutes later, after her hair was brushed and her costume adjusted, she followed the wardrobe mistress, Penelope, to the Roman street corner where the scene would be filmed. No one had to candy-coat the truth to make it go down easier. The kind of sweet-talk that had won her over in the past was no longer in play—even when she was drunk. She knew this was going to be a tough scene. Hadn’t every stag film she made turned another dark page in the script of doable possibilities? Despite her expectations, however, Violet was stunned when, as soon as she arrived at the street corner, one of the crew began to bind her torso with rope. Another assistant hobbled her feet with a wood bar, making it nearly impossible to walk. More surprising still was a wooden yoke, consisting of two matched three-foot beams, with three strategically placed holes in the center and at either end. When the alarming contraption was fitted in place, the wooden beams locked snuggly around Violet’s neck and held her hands captive at the far ends of the device. Rather than ease into her submissive role, Violet felt forcefully shoved into the looming darkness the second she donned the crude restraints. 


  Maybe she was too drunk to object. Maybe too aroused to care. Maybe she wanted exactly what she knew the scene would bring—although she’d never have imagined the kind of brutal things she faced. 


  For the filming of the movie, a stumbling Violet was pushed and prodded with sticks through the Roman street—on her way to the gallows, she was led to assume. However, before she reached the town forum where her final sentencing was to take place, she was nabbed by thieves who pulled her through a maze of streets until those in pursuit finally gave up. In what was meant to be a remote corner of Rome’s slums, before a gathering crowd of enthusiastic gawkers, she was made to dance in the yoke and hobble, while her taunting captors flailed her with whips and sticks, and shouted vulgarities about her pitiful performance. 


  To be in a scene so fraught with strong emotion immediately took the actress back to her first weeks with the director when the rough sex was a new and wildly exhilarating pleasure—that is, once she got into a scene. As much as she stumbled now with the angry whips biting at her flesh, part of her welcomed the sting, along with the memories that surfaced with each piercing cut. Her face reddened sharply as the mocking jeers stung her ears. She blushed even deeper when her soiled dress was reduced to tatters and her naked body began to appear beneath the scant covering. Her struggles were real, her anger evident, and her fight as violent as any she’d waged in past films. 


  On a signal from Rains, the demeaning foreplay abruptly ended, and the actress was pushed face forward into a stucco wall where the sexual attack began. The first thrust of a cock from a well-endowed male to impale her pussy ignited a savage climax that tore through her body like a ferocious wind. It shook the yoke so vigorously that she could barely remain on her feet. 


  When the first fuck was over, the spent cock fell dripping from her pussy and the actor moved away. From some distance off, she heard Lionel’s familiar voice:


  “Beat her! Yes, beat her again. This isn’t child’s play folks. Do it.”


  What remained of her dress was tossed into the back lot’s vagrant wind, and the bound and naked Violet waited in the deafening silence, shivering against the scratchy stucco for the first blow to land.


  Crack! 


  Violet was unprepared for the pain of that first strike, and the scream that escaped into the warm night air seemed strong enough to carry all the way to the beach. 


  Crack!


  Again, the six-foot whip hit flesh, and when Violet cried this time, she nearly buckled over. “Oh dear god, no!” 


  “That’s it,” Rains shouted from the sidelines. “And again…”


  Crack!


  “And again!”


  Crack!


  “And again!”


  The cuts landed with such viciousness that Violet was beginning to doubt there’d be any pleasure in the scene at all. Swooning from each new strike, she banged the yoke against the wall in protest. Again and again, every time the thin sharp cracker etched another stripe into her tender skin, she beat the yoke against the wall in reply. 


  When Lionel had finally seen enough, he motioned the next rapist to his task, and the scowling brute took only a few minutes to add to the juices already dripping from Violet’s snatch. Another man stepped in, and then a fourth once the third was done with her. Finally, she was driven to her knees and the whip-master who had streaked her flesh with welts approached. A surly sneer creased his lips. He toyed with Violet’s tear-stained face, delivering mocking rebukes, which seemed a staple item in these films, even when there was nothing to record the sound. Finally, with a particularly loathsome glare, he stepped before her, grabbed her head, and from the curtain of his toga, pulled out his cock and forced it down her open throat. He fucked her face with no compassion until his seed shot into her mouth. The remains were pasted on her cheeks like a badge of honor.


  Finished, he gave her face an indelicate slap; the movie had finally come to its end.


  What the drunk Violet had secretly yearned for when she agreed to the scene was the exhilaration that came to her when the extremes of pain turned into the bliss of sexual pleasure. She missed that ecstatic high during her month of exile, and had come to crave it. But yoked, hobbled, bound and abused…Lionel had finally found her limit. Despite the raging arousal that compelled her into the scene, she was unable to take away anything pleasurable for herself. She didn’t even climax. 


  Maybe her poor body was just too drunk to come.


  Too many minutes passed before someone thought to rescue the yoked Violet from her misery. Most attending had wandered away; Lionel and the cameraman were too busy to bother; and Penelope, who’d been around for most of the shooting, was now nowhere to be found. Finally, a young woman who’d been an extra in the costume drama sank to her knees on the back lot street where Violet had slumped when she simply couldn’t stand a moment longer.


  “Someone really should have—” the girl started as she tried to free Violet from the yoke. “What the heck did they do here, anyway?” It took a little tugging on the wooden pegs that welded Violet inside the yoke, but finally the beams fell open and she could free her hands and neck from the wicked device. 


  “Oh, thank you,” she gasped.


  The girl looked at her concerned. “Geez, miss, you gonna be okay?” 


  “Yeah, sure, I’ll be fine,” Violet came back sounding as woozy as she felt. 


  “You sure? Cause I gotta go, I mean I’m kind of late—” She was already backing away.


  “Go on then, I’ll be fine,” and the girl dashed off leaving Violet to undo the hobble and the remaining rope. Finally rising to her feet, she grabbed a discarded toga from the ground, wrapped the thing around her naked body, and went off in search of Lionel Rains. 


  Violet found the director near the main studio building in the midst of a tense exchange with two assistants. The sound of their angry voices was so disturbing that she remained some distance away until finally, one of the assistants shot off, “Fuck you, Rains,” and strode away. The other man followed, grimly shaking his head. 


  When Violet stepped from the shadows, Lionel gazed up at her blankly. “And you want… what?” he asked.


  “Well, no thanks for a job well done,” she made no effort to hide her contempt. “On the spur of the moment, no less.”


  “Why so spiteful? You knew what to expect. So what if it was a departure from your previous films. I need to keep our content fresh and the customers happy.”


  “I’m sure that’s true. Now if you could just pay me for my time—”


  “Right. Yes. And what was that?” He pulled from his pocket a wad of bills and used his thumb to separate two stiff one hundreds he handed to the actress. “That should do it.”


  “Three hundred, Mister Rains. That’s what we agreed on.”


  “We did?”


  “Yes, sir. $300 as long as there were no complaints. You didn’t hear me make a one, not even when you left me with that damn yoke around my neck.”


  “Oh, yes, sorry about that. You do know how distracting these films can be.” He briefly smiled, then pulled a third hundred from his wad and handed it to her before pocketing the rest.


  “Distracted, huh? Are you sure you weren’t just horny?”


  He peered at her puzzled. “That’s your attempt at mockery?”


  “I don’t know what you call it, I’m just glad this one’s over. Really, Mister Rains, I think your customers should be satisfied with a little less violence and a little more subtlety.”


  “You deign to know what my customers want?”


  “Heck, I really don’t care, I’m just saying that if you have otherwise willing actresses like me refusing you, that’s got to tell you something.”


  “But you didn’t refuse now, did you, Miss Atherton?” For a moment his sneer was wickedly charming, the very kind that turned a made-up mind into mush, and an actress like Violet into a willing victim of the man’s personal sadism. For just a moment, her resolve to reject any further offers was dwindling under the effect of that sneer. She could see herself back in the white bedroom with the enormous bed and Lionel’s treasure chest of torment open and ready for him to use. There she’d be panting and breathless, the heat of her desire flaming to a dangerous degree. She could almost feel his invitation to another go round in the white room coming with his next breath. No! No! She couldn’t let that happen! Never again!


  “So, I didn’t refuse,” she said. “Three hundred, maybe two hours of my time. Today it was worth it. Tomorrow, probably not. So don’t go counting on anything more from me.” Then would have been a good time for her to turn on her heel and walk off, some flip remark lingering in the empty air, but Violet was not yet skilled in the subtleties of dramatic timing. And in the art of insulting egotistical directors she was still an untrained novice. Instead of ending the exchange with that flippant remark, she stayed long enough for the man to speak again. 


  “Remember, Miss Atherton, you’ve been lucky that I’ve been so easy on you. Most actresses wouldn’t be working in this town again after the way you’ve recently behaved. Let’s not forget my generosity toward you could quickly turn into something very different.” 


  “Are you threatening me?”


  “No. I don’t threaten. If I want to destroy you, I will. If I keep you around it’s because you’re useful to me. Don’t let me tire of you, Violet. Sometimes my sadism surprises even me.” She never expected anything so harsh, even from Lionel Rains.


  “You know that bullet through your skull is sounding more appealing all the time,” she snapped spitefully. As if she could actually put a bullet through anyone’s skull. 


  “There, there now, Miss Atherton. You’d better watch what you say. You never know who might be listening.” 


  Listening? Who cared if someone were listening? “Well then, I think it’s time we parted ways—again. See ya around.”


  At that point she strode away, though it seemed like a clumsy effort rather than the flamboyant statement she hoped to make. 


  By one am Violet had returned to the boarding house and was sitting on the front stoop having her first cigarette of her life—it was that kind of night. Her neighbor Norma who was just coming off her shift at the county hospital had stopped to offer her the smoke and then joined her on the stoop. Violet choked on the first puff, which only made her laugh. For the fourth, fifth, maybe even sixth time that night, she’d been reminded of how naïve, green and innocent she truly was. 


  “You know, I’m beginning to think Hollywood is over for me,” Violet said, sighing wearily. She watched the ashes from her cigarette spark as she flicked them toward the sidewalk and they burned out before they hit the pavement.


  “Over!” the woman exclaimed. “C’mon, girl, you haven’t been here long enough to sound that worn out. You just need a good night’s sleep and you’ll see things much differently in the morning.”


  “I hope so, cause I’m about to buy a ticket back to Indiana.”


  The two remained on the stoop through at least three more cigarettes talking about Indiana, where Violet was from and some little town in Washington State, where Norma had been raised. Finally about four o’clock, Violet’s throat was so sore from smoking and her limbs so tired from the day, that she stood first, pulled Norma’s drowsy body to her feet and the two disappeared into their respective rooms for what was left of the night.




  Chapter Nine


  Jail House Blues


  The shocking news was all over the papers and blaring from the radio. 


  Famed Director Dies of Gunshot Wound On Movie Set


  The headlines screamed at Violet from every street corner newsstand she passed the next morning. At the diner, she had to determinedly close her ears to keep from hearing the endless speculation about who did it, and why someone would put a bullet through Lionel Rains’ skull. It was still too soon to accept what had obviously taken place. But Violet waited through the morning for this nightmare to end. It’s just a bad dream, she kept repeating to herself, though it was soon clear that this was no dream at all. There would be no waking up to find the director alive and well.


  Her heart was heavy with grief as the truth sunk in. Despite a fresh dose of spite and anger that surged forth the previous night, there was no rejoicing in Lionel Rains’ demise. And now, every good thing she knew about the man seemed to surface in her brain until she caught herself serving coffee with tears streaming down her cheeks. 


  “Vi, you’d better get a handle on yourself,” Rosie whispered at one point. 


  “Yes, yes, you’re right,” Violet had to agree, and she hastily set the coffeepot down and dashed from the room, going directly to the lavatory where she blotted her eyes and ran some cool water over her tear-stained face. For a moment, she just closed her eyes and tried to blank her mind of every thought.


  “Hey, Violet!” the sharp sound of Rosie’s voice suddenly brought her back. Her eyes jerked open and she took a deep breath, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Had she been gone that long? she wondered. 


  Rushing to finish up, she appeared at the diner’s kitchen door and immediately stopped, seeing three uniformed policemen standing at the counter. 


  “These men need to speak with you, Violet,” Rosie said, as she continued to wipe the lunch counter with a rag. Rosie looked at her nervously, wanting some explanation from Violet for why cops were in the diner. 


  Given her past relationship with the deceased movie director, Violet shouldn’t have been surprised to find the officers seeking her out on this particular morning. But the thought had never crossed her mind that she might be a witness to a crime. She’d hardly thought beyond the immediate shock of Lionel’s death to the possible implications of his death on her. 


  The three officers seemed strangely out of place inside the small diner. Not that the cops didn’t frequent the place on a regular basis; they usually did as customers not as officers of the law. On official business, in their official uniforms, made the trio appear twice their actual size, all puffed up proud and important. The mystic of the uniform? one would speculate. But Violet wasn’t speculating about anything. She was just plain afraid. 


  “You’re Violet Atherton?” The officer in front, the tallest and most somber of the three seemed to be the one in charge. He was the first to speak.


  “Yes, I’m Violet Atherton,” she replied.


  “I suppose you’ve heard about the murder of the movie director Lionel Rains?”
“Yes, sir. Who hasn’t?” she answered politely.


  “We’re investigating his death, Miss Atherton. I understand that you were an associate of his.”


  She stared at them blankly, fidgeting uneasily with her apron. “An associate? Not exactly,” she said, “I had a role in some of his films.”


  “You have been in his home in recent months?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And you were at his studio last night?”


  “Yes, that’s true.”


  “You attended the party on the back lot?”


  “Yes, I was there. I’d been called to do some street scenes in his new movie. Just an extra. The party came later when the shooting was finished for the day.”


  The officer nodded. “That’s what we understand.” He looked down at a tablet of notes he held in his hand, then looked up at her grimly. “You need to come with us now, we have some questions for you and it would be best if you accompanied us to the station.”


  ***


  Violet’s nights in the city lock-up were the worst she ever remembered. Maybe that was because the misery was so fresh inside her mind, the reality smacking her in the face every time she opened her eyes. At night, all the ghosts of her past months, and all the bad behaviors that so defined her Hollywood life, came jumping out at her like phantoms only to disappear when she focused her eyes. Unfortunately, those phantoms only disappeared from her view; they never actually left. Clinging to her like lost souls, they drained her energy and confused her mind. 


  In interrogation rooms and on the witness stand she’d sat in shackles listening to police officers and attorneys drill her with questions about her night in the back lot and the grand finale to Lionel Rains’ extravagant life. She became so flummoxed by the battery of questions that she must have reversed herself a dozen times trying to get the timeline and her activities straight. Her attorney called her erratic behavior suicide. “Think clearly, Miss Atherton,” he stopped often to urge a little clarity from her muddled brain. To no avail. So many news reports and headlines and wild speculations about the actress wreaking revenge on the man who ruined her had already turned her into a monstrous felon. Jilted actress. Crime of passion. Wronged Actress Takes Matters Into Her Own Hands. 


  There was no truth to any of the headlines, but she couldn’t prove that. 


  Outtakes from her movies seemed to surface from everywhere, with private screenings taking place in the homes of those wealthy collectors who had paid so handsomely for the stag films. The pretty blonde Violet was the talk of the town. Scorn and judgment mixed freely with adulation and amazement. Reporters hunted and pecked through her life looking for motives, explanations, justifications for why a lovely young woman would demean herself in the underground movie business then foolishly knock off the man who put her there—as if she could get away with the crime! 


  Some days the barrage of probing questions came on with such fury that the confused Violet could actually imagine doing the very thing for which she was accused. The evidence was damming, they told her. Their case air tight. All they required was her confession. Maybe your life will be spared… you can make peace with God… the jury will go much easier on you… 


  She heard the accusations and all their airtight evidence, knowing in her heart that regardless of all the facts they laid out in court, their conclusions were just plain wrong. Their timeline wasn’t accurate. A big piece of that fateful night was still missing in their investigations.


  After hours of ruthless intimidation, so many questions, so much miserable heat, her brain in tatters… she finally asserted herself. With a deep breath and her thoughts fixed on what she knew to be true, she spat out an emphatic: “No! That is not what happened! You said he died after two am. I was on my front porch smoking cigarettes with my neighbor Norma. Please! Please! Just go to her. Ask her. She’ll tell you the truth.”


  “Sorry but we can’t corroborate your story.” She heard the line repeated so often she wanted to spit in the face of the next man who told her that. 


  Where was Norma? Why had she not stepped forward? Was their no one interested in finding the truth?


  Violet’s suffering was always worse at night when the lights went out and the sounds of sobbing females could be heard throughout the city lock-up. At night was when her mind would play tricks on her, when reason and logic failed completely, and those phantoms of her recent past came out to amuse themselves with her misery. But it wasn’t just disembodied phantoms that would take possession of her.


  The second week of her incarceration brought new troubles for the dispirited actress. 


  “Hey, little honey, there’s some purdy nasty gossip running through the mill these days.” She heard the lewd voice coming from outside her cell door. “We hear yer a major picture star—with your clothes off.” Sneering chuckles followed the crude remark. “You think you could put out for a couple of lonely men? How about it, doll?”


  “No!” she snapped, and she buried her head back inside the sheets. 


  The next night, the same guards stopped on their rounds of the building—a little bolder this time and a little more ammunition to sweeten the pot. “’fraid you’re not gonna have much choice, pretty girl. When heard the Captain’s got his eye on you.”


  “Go away!” she muttered, and she ignored the rest of their jibes. 


  The following night at two am, she heard the clanking of keys in the cell door and looked up to see two men arising out of the darkness and grabbing her from bed. As soon as she started to scream a hand clamped over her mouth. 


  “Don’t make a sound!” the gruff voice followed. “Lest you want to suffer a world of hurt.”


  Fresh from the pages of a Lionel Rains’ movie script, Violet’s night played out with much of the same rotten humiliation she suffered by choice when starring in the director’s films. 


  Hustled to the basement of the police station, she found herself facing a rough looking group of men, five, maybe six, she was too tired to stop and count.


  “Seems your case needs a little further investigation, Miss Atherton.” The police captain emerged from the group, looking as serious and he did during the day. “Time to confess the truth.”


  “In the middle of the night?” 


  “Now’s not the time to sass, Miss Atherton. It’ll be a long night as it is.”


  Dazed and still half asleep, she had no time to prepare for the kind of sex these men were after. It was likely to be as nasty as what she suffered from Lionel’s actors. But there wasn’t even the smallest titillation from her jailers there to stir her sexual arousal. No hidden desire rose up out of the blue. She was hurt and desperate and suddenly very angry, knowing exactly what they expected of her. In one rash move, she impulsively flung her prison dress up by the hem and tossed it to the floor, exposing her naked torso and a worn out pair of underwear.


  “This what you want, bastard!”


  The Captain’s was too obsessed by her upturned breasts to pay attention to the ‘bastard’ comment. He practically nailed her to the wall with his gleaming eyes. Violet assumed the others were in the same stupefied state, but it was the Captain who ran the show and the Captain on whom she fixed her steady gaze. If his true intentions for the moment hadn’t been clear before, they were now. The lust in his eyes told her all she needed to know.


  “Yeah,” he nodded, “that’ll do for a start.” He turned to his men. “Get the hell out, you’ll get your turn. I sure as hell ain’t gonna do this with the lot of you looking on.”


  When the guards retreated, Violet and the Captain were alone in the small basement space. Though her heart was thumping madly, it wasn’t a feeling she hadn’t already experienced. She was almost thankful for her film career; it would make the next few hours a whole lot easier, she hoped. Although if it hadn’t been for her shady film career, she wouldn’t have been in this position in the first place. 


  The Captain might have been a gruff old bastard with a bigger than average belly and a churlish glint in his eye, but he was not a crude rapist. Violet almost got the impression that the man was nervous being alone with a naked young female. Not that a brief case of nerves would stop him. He ordered her to sit on the edge of a table he drug from the corner of the room, then began slowly teasing her nipples. She immediately shivered with an unwanted surge of energy connecting the tips of her nipples with the inferno of desire between her legs. She sat unmoving and let him tease her, unwilling to show the man that her body was responding, even though it was. He quickly turned her nipples into hard little knobs, kissing them until they stood out erect and purple before they retreated into firm buds. As the Captain’s mouth pulled back from the second nipple, his hand began to slide down her chest, across the smooth skin of her flat belly, finally slipping inside the underwear where he fished about until he abruptly stabbed her pussy with his probing fingers. 


  “You know you’re wet?” he observed, a hint of triumph in his voice.


  “Involuntary response,” she replied in a flat monotone.


  “You call this involuntary?” He smirked as he pulled his hand from her crotch and held two wet fingers before her eyes.


  She looked at them impassively. “I suppose I should be wet. It’s how I was trained.”


  For the moment, the incarcerated Violet had turned as tough, crude and nervy as her jailers. An act, sure. But one she needed to get by; and it came to her with surprising ease. For a week she had remained in a mystified stupor, too weak to speak forcefully on her behalf. But taken to the basement for the kind of sex she’d submitted to for money was as familiar territory for her as waiting the counter in the diner. The naïve and mousey Violet had no place in jail. She needed to buck up her courage. Even if she was forced to submit, she wouldn’t let the bastards have the satisfaction of seeing the same sort of performance she gave before a movie camera.


  “They ought find more of you, honey,” the happy man beside her began to groan as his hands moved freely over her quaking form, grabbing for every good feel he could find from the luscious female. “You’re one fine little tart. I’d like to see you all worked up. That’s how you are in the sack, I’m told. Damn fine slut. Sure wish I’d seen the movies.”


  Seething beneath her breath, Violet gritted her teeth—even his coarse speech would not shake her now. But despite her fierce resolve to handle this like a woman not a child, there wasn’t will enough to prevent her body from replying to the Captain’s skillful caress. She bit back the desire to groan, as feelings of desire began to soar through her unbidden. She hated every sweet sensation.  Had a week without fucking made her so horny? Must she be so obvious? Was she just the ‘slut’ they claimed she was?


  “You’re liking this, aren’t you?”


  “Not on your life,” she kept up the pretense, even if she wasn’t convinced herself.


  The slow sensuous tease had the intended effect. With every corner of her body on fire, she craved more. Her lips were moist, as if ready to suck, her pussy very much the same. Even her ass ached with the memory of the men who used her there. Exactly what the Captain wanted from her remained a mystery, until at last he was too overcome with raging hormones to stop himself. His forehead was wet with sweat, his face flushed bright red. If he didn’t screw her and screw her soon, she feared he’d end up with a heart attack. The last thing she needed was to be found with a dead cop. 


  Cock firm and panting with arousal, he finally laid her back against the table, drew her hips to the edge and opened her thighs. With one stunning shove forward, he thrust his member into her warm love hole and began to ride her to his grunting finish. 


  A terrible moan escaped his lips when he was done. Then still breathing hard, he sank back into a chair and wiped his sweaty brow on a handkerchief. He looked ragged and worn out, like a very old man.


  Violet, meanwhile, curled up on the table and closed her eyes. 


  ***


  “Hey, slut, you ain’t gonna sleep now!”


  Violet was shaken from her brief nap by the jubilant voice of an approaching guard. Though the Captain was gone, three of the guards had returned to the basement room where Violet was still laid out on the table. 


  “Now ain’t she pretty, huh?” A small stocky fellow stepped forward, placed a hand on her left tit and squeezed down real hard. “Can’t wait to get inside your pretty snatch.”
“What? You gonna just fuck the slut?” another guard shot out. “You can do that with any old whore.”


  “So what da you plan to do with her, huh?”


  “Oh, I plan to screw her, but I hear the girl’s a real pervert.”


  “So, you a pervert too!” the stocky fellow shot out.


  “Depends. How often do you get to ride a little filly like this one? And as long as she can take a beating and love it, I’m thinking I’d like to see what it’s like to get rough with a dame like this.”


  “Well, you’d better get going. Cap’n says we got one slim hour, then she’s got to be back in her cell.”


   A third guard, who had disappeared for several minutes, showed up at the door carrying a length of chain, prison shackles and heavy rope. “How about the boiler room? It’s just down the hall. If we take her there, the sound of the furnace will drown out her screams.”


  As if he had the scene already planned out in his head, he grabbed Violet, and with a hand at her neck, he pushed her from the room and forced her down the hall. 


  The noisy sounds inside the boiler room were bad enough, but the steamy heat was even more unbearable. As soon as the door closed behind them it became difficult to breathe. Beads of sweat began to form on Violet’s upper lip, while perspiration dampened her entire body. Worse than a humid summer day, worse than the Mexican jungle—there wasn’t a fresh breath of air to be found. Inside the sweltering room, she was pushed to the far side of the boiler and toward a stone-walled alcove where the furnace men smoked and drank and played cards when on their break. The entire place smelled rank, of sweat and cigarettes and decaying food. From the corner of her eye Violet watched two mice making a quick retreat through a hole in the wall. She cringed at the thought of them running over her bare feet. She’d been in some pretty foul places in her film career—in keeping with Rains need for authenticity—and this spot was mildly reminiscent of the engine room on the yacht. But without a breath of air, and heat as intense as the Mojave Desert, Violet felt as if she’d just walked into the dungeon from hell. 


  The third guard, who’d orchestrated the action, was a muscled Italian with olive skin, dark bushy hair and a thick mustache. Dario. He hadn’t much personality, not the kind to laugh and joke with his fellow guards, but he seemed to know exactly what he was doing as he took charge of the trembling actress. The other guards watched intrigued as he quickly shackled Violet’s wrists and ankles in prison irons, then fixed them to posts on either side of the alcove’s entrance, pounding stakes into the heavy timbers to secure his prize. Finally, he dangled two lengths of thick chain from hooks embedded in the beam above, a foot apart, and drawing them down between Violet’s legs, he pulled them up on the other side and attached the loose ends to the hooks as well. He jerked hard so that Violet’s feet were lifted off the floor and she dangled precariously in the awkward bondage. With both feet and wrists still stringently secured she had little control of her movements, and when the men moved in to begin their torment she was vulnerable to their deviant aims. Like an insect pinned inside a spider web…


  From the far reaches of her imagination, pictures of herself in awkward poses as a movie camera recorded action began to appear before her inner eyes. She could almost imagine those cameras now… and the director’s voice shouting out orders… while a half dozen boorish brutes were poised to bully her body into surrender. 


  Except for the boorish brutes the scene was nothing like the shooting of a stag film. Those productions always had a false quality about them, as well as lots of stops and starts, and conversations totally extraneous to the real subject of the film. Except for the most sexually involved scenes, when the director simply let the camera run as the scene played out to its natural conclusion, Violet always had plenty of opportunity to catch her breath, or let her mind rest from the furious activity of sex. As rough as the films could be, they never went too far. She always knew that Lionel would end things before she turned into damaged goods. She couldn’t be so sure of her safety now. These were men with few constraints, the authority of the law behind them, and at the very least, the one guard Dario had a clear picture of what he wanted from the pretty criminal—though it wasn’t a pretty picture. 


  “Yes, that’s perfect,” he finally announced. He tugged on one of her suspended arms, and Violet’s entire body rocked inside her prison of chains. “How about knives, Miss Violet? Ever played with knives?” He held a pearl-handled switchblade before her eyes. Its thin blade snapped into position with a flick of his wrist. Though the light in the boiler room was dim, the knife gleamed darkly.


  “No, please!” Jerking back reflexively, her body rocked awkwardly again. 


  “No one’s going to hurt you, really hurt… we’ll let the judge care take of that. I just want to see you squirm.”


  The tip of the blade made a circuitous journey along her sweaty skin, tracing veins that pulsed with blood, and scratching the surface of her flesh enough to leave red lines that revealed the path of his insidious torment. 


  Violet gazed down, her face grimacing in fear as she saw the red lines appearing on her breasts and arms. When he started running his blade along the delicate skin at her throat, she closed her eyes cringing in panic. “Oh, please don’t…”


  “Better keep yourself steady, unless you want blood spilled…or maybe you’d like that?”


  “Noooooooooo!”


  “Shush. No need to panic. Just warming you up,” he said in a syrupy singsong.


  “Oh but—”


  “I said hush, little girl. I don’t want you to make a sound.” 


  What did it matter with the boiler going at full blast and the noisy clanking of metal? 


  Dario moved his blade down between her suspended legs and continued his torment. So tense were those alarming moments that Violet bit her lip until she tasted blood. For a while she tried to close her eyes as if that might close out the terror—but there was no defeating her fear with simple tactics like closed eyes. She feared for her life, her panting breath unable to calm, and though she did everything to remain completely motionless when Dario ran the blade along her exposed privates, she couldn’t stop her involuntary responses from making her body sway in the dangling chains. 


  “Please no more…” she whispered under her breath. She wasn’t even sure she said the words aloud or if this was just a silent prayer. In the back of her mind, she knew Dario wouldn’t really hurt her; this was just his sadistic tease. But the more that thought gained on her and eased her trepidation, the more she realized that what Dario was doing to her privates was creating a most extraordinarily sexual reaction. Her inner muscles clenched with the slow movements of the knife. He pricked her clitoris and her labia, and for a time pretended to fuck her pussy with the blade—though it had to be the handle, not the blade, that entered her body. Several times, he simply stuck the tip of his switchblade into the soft flesh of her thigh and held it, as if waiting for the sharp end to finally pierce the skin. 


  Every shudder, every sigh, every heated gasp was a plea for him to Stop this terrible nonsense! but Dario was having too much fun. 


  “You think that turns her on?” one of his associates finally asked. 


  “I know it does. Soon as I stop and she catches her breath, she’s going to turn on and start begging for cock.”


  “I think you’re full of yourself,” the other guard chimed in impatiently. “Quit hogging the slut, we only got so much time.”


  “Aw, Cap’n ain’t paying attention now. He’s probably passed out at his desk after getting what he came for. I plan to take my time, fuck her proper.”


  Fucking proper didn’t actually have any clear definition in Dario’s mind. When Violet thought of a proper fuck, she thought of a bedroom, and a clean bed with sweet smelling sheets, and the arms of her attentive lover enclosing her in a fierce embrace as their bodies coupled in an act of love. According to her own definition, she’d never been fucked proper, and she certainly didn’t expect to be now. 


  Fucking proper for Dario began when he finally put the switchblade back in his pocket and withdrew his cock. Finding the dangling Violet at exactly the right height, he knew his estimations hadn’t been off the mark. He impaled her pussy with a swift shove into her molten recesses, then reached around and grabbed her ass. Hanging on tightly, he began the rutting action that would take him to a crescendoing peak and an exhilarating ride to the finish.


  Violet could feel the surging energy of arousal attack her from every point. But at least for the moment, she was able to crush those feelings. She’d never denied herself quite so energetically, but betray her lust to these bastards? Never, if she could help it. 


  Once Dario was done, the remaining two guards—being mindful of the Captain’s one hour limit—decided to double-up on the hanging beauty. The shorted man grabbed her from behind, and carefully maneuvered his cock to position, thrusting forward until his erection was firmly planted inside her ass. While he hammered himself to a frenzy from behind, the third guard stepped up between her legs and started tugging on her labia. When he started smacking her pussy, the man in her ass eased off a moment and enjoyed the magnificent sensation of her inner muscles squeezing down on his erection.


  “Yeah that’s good, do that more. Her fucking asshole milks my prick every time you spank her.”


  The smacking got rougher and the cock in her rear drilled deeper still. Her pussy hurt from the stinging hand, and yet her own climax was rising fast—she could barely hold it back. When the guard in front finally stuffed his throbbing member into her aching hole, the entire room seemed to scream loud enough to be heard above the noise of the groaning boiler. 


  The two fucked in tandem, moving erratically as if in heated battle, each with their own desire to fulfill. The stocky guard behind Violet was the first too shoot, though he was quickly followed by the second guard. What pleasure Violet took in this battle was easy to conceal from men who were too preoccupied with their own satisfaction to care about what was going on for the woman they used. 


  Yes, she came this time. But her pleasure was small consolation for all she suffered. 


  Once she was freed from her dangling suspension and the shackles removed, she was led back to her cell still naked. The barred door closing behind her with a metallic clank. 


  “What about my dress?” her thin voice made Dario turn back. 


  “What of it? They’ll give you another in the morning.”


  As he strode off, Violet snuggled inside her thin blanket and tried to sleep.




  Chapter Ten


  Finding Norma Grassley


  The abuses didn’t end that night. The guards took Violet to the lower level of the jail for several nights and tormented her mercilessly until they were finally ready for the screwing to begin. No one knew about these get-togethers except a small cadre of men who weren’t about to spill their nasty secret. The abuse might have gone on for weeks, but on Friday morning, when it was time for Violet’s weekly shower in the ladies bathhouse, the matron in attendance had a screaming fit about the marks she saw on Violet’s body. The battered prisoner was quickly transferred to a different section of the jail, away from the male guards, and where she could be looked after by Fanny, a motherly matron who would have run a knife through the gut of any man who tried to take sexual advantage of the girl. 


  “This ain’t about whether you’re guilty or innocent, it’s about what’s right. You do things the right way in here or you don’t do them at all,” she said, as she shuffled her hefty body along. Fanny might have been a gruff old broad, but she was a girl’s best friend in the city lockup. Certainly no one, including guards a lot rougher and a lot bigger, dared impinge on her territory. From then on Violet was off limits. No one touched her. Even at night, she could rest safe in her cell. 


  The change of cells was good for Violet, not just because she now had Fanny protecting her from horny cops. She liked to think it was the small square of blue sky she could see from the tiny window in her cell. After nothing but grimy walls and cold floors and a sunless existence in the jailhouse, that square of blue buoyed her spirits, even under such dark circumstances. She could think more clearly, reason things out so they made sense to her. 


  She could even see her mistakes… the way she’d let the police and the lawyers talk her to death, making accusations that unhinged her judgment. They’d browbeaten and confused her. But not again, she vowed, as she realized her errors. She wouldn’t cave in again. So what if the authorities needed a nice neat finish to this terrible crime. She wouldn’t pay with her life for something she didn’t do—not if she could help it. 


  However, if she planned to get through this nonsense alive, Violet understood that the old Violet had to leave and a new one emerge. She was innocent and she knew it. Eventually she’d prove that true to those who mattered. 


  “Hey honey,” she heard Fanny’s voice before she saw the matron step in front of her cell. “You got some guy here asking for you. Not a lawyer, not a cop. Wanna see him?”


  “Does he have a name?”


  “Yeah, Wilkes, I think… Henry? That it?” She cocked her head and screwed up her face in thought.


  “Henry Wilkes, of course I’ll see him,” Violet practically leapt from the cot and followed Fanny to the visiting area. In all her weeks in jail, she’d only seen her lawyers; Henry would be her first real visitor. 


  Although there wasn’t a soul in LA that didn’t know every fact about her case from the coverage in the paper, Violet still poured out the whole sad story to Henry as the two sat on opposite sides of a table and leaned forward to keep their conversation private.


  “I didn’t do it, Henry. I swear,” she finally finished her whispering monologue with a tear-filled moan.


  “I wouldn’t think you did.” He looked her over a minute and smirked. “You don’t look the part. I’d never cast you as murderess.” 


  “Oh, Henry, please. This isn’t funny. I’ve been here nearly a month and there’s little good news.”


  “I’m sorry I didn’t come sooner, I just got back to LA last night. I heard about Lionel’s death… and I figured this business with you was just a misunderstanding. In the Andes you don’t get much real news. I get back here, you’re still in jail… what’s going on?”
“They don’t believe me.”


  “Why the hell not!”


  “They say all the evidence points to me.”


  “Does it?” he looked dubious.


  “I suppose so. I did say something about putting a bullet through his head, but I’d never do it! It certainly doesn’t mean I pulled the trigger. I don’t even own a gun.”


  “But that gun wasn’t hard to find…” he spit back what he’d seen in the morning paper.


  “Is that how they explain it? As if I’d know that Lionel kept a loaded pistol in his office on the studio lot.”


  Henry shrugged. “So what will get you off?”


  “Norma, Norma Grassley, my neighbor. She’s my alibi, and it’s a perfect one. But no one can find her. She’s gone. It’s like she’s been wiped off the planet. The prosecutor thinks I made her up. I’m beginning to think even my lawyer doesn’t believe me.”


  “Norma, huh?”


  “Yeah, she lives in the boarding house, same floor across the hall. The night Lionel was killed, we smoked cigarettes together on the front stoop until nearly four am.”


  “I didn’t know you smoked?” 


  “I don’t. It was just a bad night.”


  “How about I see if I can find the missing Norma?” 


  “Oh, would you? I don’t have any resources to pay anyone… and I can’t bear to contact my family—not that they have any money to spare. Lord knows what they think of me now, that is, if they’ve even heard.” It had been days since she’d seen anyone, and her nerves had calmed when the interrogations pretty much stopped. But now, just talking about the murder again she could feel the tension tighten in her jaw. Her hands had begun to sweat and her mouth was dry with fear. 


  When she bowed her head and began to cry, Henry reached out and stroked her head. “C’mon, buck up. It ain’t so bad, now that you got me on the case.”


  She looked up smiling, wiping her tears with the back of her hand. “I wish I had your confidence.”


  “So, you know where Norma Grassley works, what she does…?”


  “She’s an aide at one of the hospitals, a big one, I think. But I’m not sure which. You’d think with all the publicity, she’d know that I need her to come forward. I mean it’s been in the papers every day!” 


  “You just try to stay calm. Let me see if I can find your Norma, meanwhile, put that pretty head to work on anything you might have missed that could weigh in your favor. Something you overlooked or have forgotten, or you think is meaningless.”


  “Oh, I’ve tried!” She sat back and sighed. 


  “Yeah, well you might have missed something, and it will be good practice for keeping yourself sane. I’ll be back tomorrow with some news.”


  ***


  Henry didn’t return tomorrow or the next day or the next and Violet was beginning to doubt the man’s sincerity. He had all the trappings of a decent gentleman, but he was also impulsive and unpredictable, and probably irresponsible to some degree. If a hunting expedition to the heart of Africa were to suddenly become available, she didn’t doubt that she’d be left in jail while Henry Wilkes was gallivanting across the globe. 


  Just another in a long string of disappointments, she consoled herself. She occupied her empty hours reading, trying to forget that Henry Wilkes even existed. 


  It had been nearly a week since Henry’s visit, when Violet heard footsteps coming down the jailhouse corridor about an hour after their noontime meal. Fanny appeared at her cell door with one of the officers who had been investigating Violet’s case. 


  “Well, Miss Atherton,” Officer Stanton said, as Fanny unlocked the door. “It looks like your friend Norma Grassley actually does exist. She arrived back at your boarding house a couple nights ago. She’s been in Spokane Washington and just heard the news. She stepped right forward. Said you were telling the truth about smoking cigarettes until four o’clock.”


  “Oh, my lord. You found her.”


  “Sure did.”


  Violet’s blank face suddenly beamed and she jumped to her feet. In seconds she flew into Fanny’s arms for a warm hug, then she turned and hugged the stunned Officer Stanton as well. 


  “So, I can leave?”


  “You sure can, honey,” Fanny answered. “Grab anything you want from here and come with me. I can process you out right now. And, Miss Violet,” her voice turned especially grave and parental, “I don’t want to see you back here. You understand that, girl?”


  “Yes, ma’am, I do!”  


  “Oh, and your attorney asked me to give you this. It’s from Mr. Wilkes.” She reached into her dress pocket and pulled out an envelope.


  “Henry? Really?” For a moment, she could barely breathe. The excitement of her impending release had made her heart race, and now this? But instead of tearing into the envelope, which was what she really wanted to do, she stuffed it into her pocket, grabbed her book, her hairbrush and her sweater, and followed Fanny and Officer Stanton down the corridor to freedom.


  After signing a few papers and being handed her personal items, she was ready to march right out into the gorgeous LA afternoon. She couldn’t wait to breathe her first breath of free air. Such a lovely day—she was thinking how it might be nice to take the bus down to San Pedro where she could sit near the ocean and breathe in its glorious scents. 


  “Miss Atherton,” Officer Stanton abruptly stopped her as she headed for the station’s front door, “I think you’d better be leaving out the back.”


  “Why’s that?” she cocked her head. 


  “There’ll be a crowd outside waiting for you to appear.”


  “Really?”


  “Oh, you’ve been big news.”


  “I guess I have. And they’re still…out there…like I’m so important?” This was really too much to believe. 


  “Oh yeah, they’re out there. And you’d best be careful. They don’t necessarily have your best interests at heart.”


  “I see.” She had no clue what phenomenon she was dealing with since she’d witnessed little of the sensationalism that had surrounded Lionel Rains’ murder. Just the court appearance. On that day, the courthouse had been a mad scene of reporters and people clamoring to get a glimpse of her. But all that should have been forgotten now that she was proven innocent. Now she was just another waitress in a Hollywood diner. Certainly the ghouls would turn their attention to the real culprit, wouldn’t they?


  “Oh and…” the officer went on, “Just a word of advice. You forget about that movie career. I’ve always said that was a bad business, and nice girls like you have no place with thugs like Rains in the first place. Better you find a nice husband and settle down. Maybe go back to your folks in Indiana. You play with fire, you’re gonna get burned, I always say.”


  “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.” His words went in one ear and out the other. Violet had no intention of returning to Indiana, or getting married. However that conversation was for another day. She was too elated to dampen her excitement over worries about her future. 


  Although the fast-thinking Violet could see that her notoriety might take her places where she otherwise wouldn’t be able to go, and maybe schmoozing with the public might be a good career move if she still wanted to be an actress, she wasn’t sure what she wanted to do with her life. Too weary too think that far ahead, she took Officer Stanton’s advice and headed toward the backdoor of the jail where she could leave undetected. Her hat had been in the box with her personal things and now she crammed it on her head, tucked in the loose blonde hairs dangling below, and with the collar of her coat turned up, she walked out of the county jail through the back entrance, a free woman. 


  Violet slipped into the boarding house undetected, and went straight to her hidden stash of money hoping it would be still there. She was greatly relieved to find it was. Taking out a twenty from her small roll of bills, she carefully tucked it inside her purse and laid it on the dresser. Somewhere there had to be a quiet restaurant where she could get a good meal. Not some diner like the one where she’d worked, but a real fancy place where she could dine in style. After a long hot bath, she planned to call a taxi and take off for a night on the town. 


  Only when Violet began to draw the water did she remember the note that Fanny handed her earlier in the day, the one she’d transferred from her prison dress to her own clothes as she was getting ready to leave the jail. The note from Henry Wilkes. 


  Finding the thin envelope just where she left it, she ripped it open and pulled out a single sheet of paper. 


  Sorry I couldn’t tell you about Norma myself, but Slattery in New York called me right after I found her and I had to hop a plane. He’s got a play in rehearsals and needs my input, then I’m headed to Australia. I’ve been wanting to go forever and I couldn’t pass it up. Take care of yourself, Violet. I’ll be back in LA at some point. I’ll look up. And that’s a promise. Henry Wilkes. 


  The note made her smile—everything she’d thought about Henry Wilkes had been confirmed. He was rash and impulsive and unpredictable. But he was also true to his word in spite of those things. After a long bout of disappoint in her fellow man, she was happy to start again with good thoughts about someone who actually cared about her welfare—at least long enough to get her released from jail. She was sorry Henry wouldn’t be around to share in her victory. He would be all that was missing from the celebration dinner she planned for later. 


  ***


  While her bank account had been cleared out to pay legal fees, Violet still had the cash she kept in her room. Enough to last nearly a month. She could be a woman of leisure for at least thirty days… but what about after that? She had to think of her future, and perhaps in a new way she’d never considered. 


  After a couple of days getting use to the small freedoms she took for granted—like walking unescorted down a city street, hailing a taxi on a street corner, or entering a business and expecting to be served—she knew it was time to move on. By then, the commotion surrounding her sudden release had died down and she felt safe enough to return to the diner. It might have been laughable to ask for her job back, but at least she could try. If nothing else, Rosie, Jimmy and Sam the guy that owned the place could tell her to turn around and never darken their door again. 


  Much to her surprise, Violet’s unexpected return was greeted by a frantic Rosie rushing between tables, her arms loaded with plates. She looked up when she heard the doorbell jangle. “Well, where the heck have you been?” she looked at Violet mildly annoyed, as if the missing waitress had been off on a fancy vacation. 


  “Rosie, I-I was in jail?”


  “Yeah, yeah, I know. And now you’re out. I knew you didn’t have it in you. So you want to work or not? If you do, grab an apron. If you don’t, you’d better get out of my way. I can’t seem to keep good help these days. You’d think that with money short all around, people would be grabbing up jobs like this one. 


  “Grab an apron, sure,” Violet answered. Relieved, she took off for the kitchen. 


  It didn’t take but a week for the sting of Violet’s incarceration to fade into memory. More vivid in her mind were the stag films, the movie shoots, the rough sex and all the accessible men. But even those dramatic days had taken their place in her personal history. It hadn’t even been two months since the Roman street scene and her last and very fateful film shoot. Two months since she and Norma sat on the boarding house stoop and smoked cigarettes on that dreary night. Already those days had paled from their original colors, turning into dreamlike sequences inside her thoughts. Still memorable enough to savor. Still exciting enough to light the fires of her sexuality and have them burn brightly within her awakened body. 


  Had she really done all those daring things? Had she really been a stag film star of some renown, cavorting with a famous director and his rich friends? Was that really her? She could see herself in her mind’s eye and remember that woman in the fancy clothes and the smart high heels and sexy swagger to her curvaceous hips. She remembered how she’d get roughed up and cry miserably about the treatment, how sometimes her stomach would burn with anxiety as she faced each new abuse. She remembered that Violet well. But she also remembered the gutsy Violet that always came back for more as if she instinctively knew this was the place she belonged. 


  Obviously, she no longer belonged in that world—if she ever did. The way it had come crashing down around her so abruptly and without remorse, Violet barely escaping with her life, she was forced to accept that her stag film career and even the movie career she’d dreamed of for so long had seen its end.


  ***


  What to do about sex…


  This thorny issue was the first to rankle the newborn Violet in the weeks that followed her release from jail. The diner gave her plenty to do during the day, and pretty much tired her out too much for evenings on the town. She was still recognized by the public at large as the woman who changed the face of Hollywood—even if that public had momentarily forgotten that she was proven innocent. Sometimes she liked the adoration and would ham it for those who wanted to point her out and gossip. Some even asked for her autograph. Sometimes, she just tucked her head and walked right by the inquisitive souls. The diner crowd turned out to be the least of her challenges. The regular customers heard what little she cared to tell about her ordeal. After that, they didn’t mention it and would frown if a stranger started to quiz her about the crime. She wasn’t particularly chummy with any of them. But they seemed to think of her as their own and within very little time they collectively created a circle of protection around her that was pleasantly comforting in what could be a hostile world. 


  But what about sex? Her sex life began in Lionel Rains’ movie world and it seemed to have ended there as well. Steamy, violent, frightening, but amazingly pleasurable, sex had been the spectacular centerpiece of her life for those tempestuous months. She might not miss the smelly actors and their foul breath, or the embarrassment she suffered much too often as the butt of Lionel’s jibes, or the demeaning glances of those ready to judge her scandalous behavior. But she did miss the sex… all the steamy, violent, frightening sex, and all the pleasure that followed in the wake of those roused passions. 


  Her body craved the brutal action of angry cocks that screwed her hard. She’d think of those moments and groan with need. But since she’d never actually placed her hand between her thighs and masturbated until she came, it took some weeks before she found any relief in that way. Still, her hand was hardly as satisfying as Wendell Winthrop and Henry Wilkes, or even the black man in the jungle and all the brutes he symbolized in her mind. Though she could certainly try courting a few eligible men, maybe find the perfect romance she so longed for, she had a strong feeling that most men were not up to the crude sort of coupling that made Violet so deliriously high. 


  What to do about sex? Wait, she supposed. Certainly something would end the impasse. Certainly someone would want a kinky porn star, newly retired. 




  Chapter Eleven


  Dance Hall Beauties


  A year later…


  Hollywood and the movie business were the furthest thing from Violet’s mind when she hopped aboard the city bus on Sunday afternoon and headed toward the beach. A quick rain shower had passed through the valley that morning leaving the May air fresh and clean and warming fast as the sun peeked through the clouds. Walking on the beach, sunning herself by the water, sitting on the jetties and strolling the piers were the activities she loved best and they took up many of her free hours.


  Violet’s life had settled measurably since the crazy commotion of the previous year. She allowed her movie dreams to fade slowly into her past, and consigned the dreamy fantasy men to figments appearing in wild masturbations she allowed herself on lonely nights. Without too much trouble she’d overcome her wariness about playing with her own body, and had become quite adept in the art of self pleasure. At least it would suffice until the right man entered her otherwise celibate world, and Violet was in no hurry to find that right man. 


  She stepped off the bus in Huntington Beach and quickly made her way toward the beachfront, slipping off her shoes so she could bury her feet in the warm sand. A crowd had gathered at one end of the boardwalk and she was forced to take a detour around the throng in order to get to her favorite spot. One quick glimpse of the swarming mob, and she immediately recognized what had attracted so much attention from the typically lazy beach crowd. The recognition produced a sour feeling in her gut, and Violet moved even faster toward the sand. Of course it was impossible to hear the sound of the movie camera with so much racket going on, but in her imagination that unforgettable whirring was quite distinct. 


  In her haste, she lightly jostled a man who was speaking with several others in a close conference on the sidelines. The sight of those bowed heads and hushed voices was all too familiar, part of the flurry of activity surrounding a movie shoot. She felt the familiar tug of desire, too, as her haunting memories suddenly surfaced. But just as she had been doing for months, she quickly erased them from her mind and continued on her way.


  “Violet, is that you?”


  She heard her name and was about to ignore it, but there was something pleasantly memorable about that voice and she turned around. “Henry?”


  “In the flesh,” he beamed. “And look at you, a lady of leisure, out for a day in the sun.”


  “I’m hardly a lady of leisure.” Her cheeks flushed with a rosy glow. 


  “But now you’ve saved me the task of hunting you down.”


  “Oh, I see, you forgot to look me up when you got back to town.” She wasn’t mad at all, but she couldn’t help but recall the memorable line from the jailhouse missal—she still had the letter tucked in the bottom of her lingerie drawer. “But I’m forgetting myself,” she blushed even more, “I never had the chance to thank you for rescuing me from that nightmare.”


  “Ah, it was the least I could do. I have to say, you look much better than you did the last time I saw you.”


  “I hope so. But seriously, I can’t tell you how grateful I am.”


  “I’m sure someone else would have found Norma before long, but I was happy to help.”


  “So,” she nervously shifted from one foot to the other while trying to think of something else to say, “well, I should leave you be. You look busy… movies again, I see.” 


  “Yes,” he glanced at his busy crew, “I got inspired, soon as I got back from Australia last month, and this crazy project has just taken over. But listen, Violet, if you’re still around when we’re wrapped for the day, come find me. We’ll have a cup of coffee and catch up.”
“Sure. I’d like that,” she came back, feeling pleasantly happy about this unexpected encounter. Although much of the nervy backbone she developed as a starlet seemed to have faded along with her memories of that time. Standing in front of the intrepid Henry Wilkes, she felt as if she’d just gotten off the bus from Indiana, the shy innocent on her way to stardom.


  Still smiling amiably, Henry nodded then turned back to his conference. 


  All Violet could think about during her afternoon on the beach was Henry Wilkes and the movie business. She glanced back several times to see if the film crew was still working, to see if Henry was still there. After a walk along the water’s edge, she looked up again to see the movie set being broken down and the crowd of nosy gawkers dispersing. And Henry? Suddenly she hadn’t the courage to see if he was still around. 


  It’s for the best, she reasoned with herself. Not the time to open that Pandora’s Box, even if her sexual arousal had taken a flying leap forward in the last few hours. 


  Over the next few days, Violet found messages left for her at the boarding house and at the diner—calls from Henry that she refused to answer. Her mind was made up; no movie men would invade her life again, even if they were charming, kind and sexual titillating. 


  Her decision to ignore Henry’s calls proved to be easy when she could swiftly discard messages scribbled by her housemates on scratch paper or those Rosie tacked to the corkboard by the phone in the diner. Henry in the flesh was another matter all together, and one she wouldn’t be able to disregard. 


  At least he chose a quiet afternoon on which to confront her at the diner. 


  “So, now you’re ignoring me,” he exclaimed as he strode in through the jangling front door. With just Violet and Mr. Feinstein, reading the afternoon paper at his corner table, he’d picked the perfect moment to invade her world.


  Violet froze the instant she saw him, then her face broke into a sunny smile. “Ignore you?” as if she had no idea what he meant. 


  “My calls?” he replied, looking unusually perturbed. “You going to tell me no one has passed on my messages?”


  “I passed on every one,” Rosie suddenly appeared from the kitchen. Wearing her hat and coat, she briskly headed toward the door. “So, don’t blame me.”


  Violet blushed as the woman exited, and she was face to face with Henry alone. 


  “I-I’m sorry, really sorry, Henry, but I just thought that cup of coffee might be a bad idea.”


  “And how would you know unless you took me up on the offer?”


  “I guess I wouldn’t,” she admitted.


  “Besides, it’s the least you can do to pay me back… since you’re so goddam grateful that I found Norma.”


  “You’re angry, aren’t you?”


  He thought a moment and nodded his head. “Yeah. I guess you could say that. I’m not a man who’s used to being ignored, especially by women like you. So, how long are you here today?”


  “Until five. Rosie comes back then.”


  “Well then, when you get off, you hightail it to Harvey’s Cafeteria. Five thirty, not a second past, young lady. You don’t show, you’ll have a blistered ass by the time the day is done.”


  He took off without saying another word, leaving Violet to ponder the idea of a blistered ass for the remainder of the afternoon. There was a strong chance that the tingle of arousal that ignited in her with that stern rebuke would not be quelled by her normal efforts. 


  ***


  While Violet secretly hoped that Henry wanted to see her for personal reasons, he was all about business during the dinner they shared at the cafeteria. They spent a few minutes catching up. He mentioned his trip to Australia, then Violet updated him on Lionel’s murder. She explained that a disgruntled co-producer at the studio finally confessed. He’d attempted to frame Violet, but when Norma stepped forward with her alibi, the police quickly put two and two together and nabbed him. 


  Once these topics were quickly dispensed with, Henry segued to his current project Terror Strikes, a dramatic mystery movie, the one he’d been filming on the beach. He was part producer, part director, and to hear him talk about the project, it appeared he’d written the script as well. 


  “What I think you might be interested in, Violet, is a small film I’m shooting while I’m  in Big Bear Lake for the final scenes of Terror Strikes. I have a part that would be perfect for you. I’ll bet you’ve never played a dancehall girl.” With that his eyes twinkled in that remarkable way they had. She knew she was being baited. 


  “This wouldn’t be a stag film, would it?” 


  “Yes, in fact it is…but of a different sort. More a bawdy wild west fluff piece. With all the fancy corsets and bloomers. Heck, you might not even get naked. But, I promise, no mean sadism, no heavy bondage. You might get your wrists tied to a bedpost or get a slap on your fanny, but that’s all.”


  And this is why you kept calling me? she wanted to say. Instead, she sighed deeply, trying to squelch her disappointment. Not that she didn’t appreciate the offer, but it was not exactly what she hoped for when their paths first crossed on the beach. “I’m sorry, Henry, I’ve given up on the movies. Haven’t the stomach for it anymore. You can see why, after everything…”


  “Yeah, I can see why you’re hesitant,” he jumped in. But since when does a gutsy girl like you give up on her dream? You don’t stop when you’ve had a little setback, you just keep going.”


  “Easy for you to say.”


  “Listen, here, Miss Atherton,” he narrowed his eyes on her. “You’re going to do this movie. You’re going to get back on the horse and ride—and that wasn’t meant as a pun either. Even if it’s only once, you deserve to walk away from the movie business with a little pride. You have nothing to be ashamed of. Nothing.” 


  “Well, there are many who would dispute that.”


  “Why the hell care about them, this is your life not theirs. 


  She finally had to smile. The man simply would not take no for an answer—not if she protested all night. They were both well aware of his uncanny ability to manipulate her, and while she decried her failed resolve, her once fierce determination to forget the movie business seemed to be cracking under the weight of his overwhelming charisma. “Oh, you are too persuasive, Mr. Wilkes,” she finally gushed. 


  ***


  Before the trip to Big Bear, Violet spent a number of hours in Henry’s company going over the film script and the character he intended she play. She even met the other actors so they would be comfortable with each other during the steamy sex scenes—an astonishing contrast from Lionel’s movies where total strangers were flung together for tumultuous scenes of depravity, no warning, no preparation. Lionel’s creative vision fed off the spontaneity his set-ups produced, while Henry wanted the action clearly spelled out in advance. “More predictable results,” he said. A little odd, Violet thought, coming from a man whose life seemed scripted by chance events, impulsive choices and spur of the moment whims. Perhaps, that was how she perceived the man, not how Henry really was. 


  It took some time for Violet to get accustomed to the new and very businesslike Henry. Except for a few flashing grins to remind her of his winning personality, he kept focused on the project, and any friendship she might have hoped for seem consigned to the background—if there were any evidence of it at all. By the time they took off for Big Bear, she was ready to get on with the filming and the idea of a romantic tryst with the producer/director was far from her thoughts. 


  Henry had chosen to film both movies at a ranch located on the shore of Big Bear Lake. The compound included a large hunting lodge where the cast and crew ate their meals, private cabins for sleeping and an authentic Old West bar and whorehouse where the filming of Dancehall Beauties would take place. The San Bernardino mountains were beautiful that time of year. While during the day it might heat up to the 80s, the air was crisp at night and by that time of day, the chill felt good against Violet’s skin. She enjoyed the change from the valley’s hot, dry and stagnant air, and greeted each morning with a fresh burst of energy, looking forward to the filming. 


  Her plucky spirits kept up the joyful act, but every day, Violet returned to her cabin disappointed with what meager work was done on her film. Terror Strikes needed this and that; scenes re-shot; new costumes when the old ones didn’t work; and a dozen rewrites of the script. Henry was never pleased. And so, Dancehall Beauties waited through every set-back for the dozens of loose ends to be neatly tied. Henry’s unrelenting focus on his task was quite a surprise for her, especially since it allowed for little of his charming scoundrel persona to leak through his crisp demeanor.


  The other actors in Violet’s film were also in the cast of Terror Strikes. They didn’t care one way or another when the stag film got made. A frustrated Violet could only fume when Henry was elsewhere, and smile when he was around. 


  On the fifth day, ‘everything in the goddam world fell apart’ according to Henry’s miserable rant. The set almost exploded from his anger when he stalked off. 


  Later that evening, Violet found him in the dining hall, eating alone. 


  Maybe it was foolish to even approach the grumbling producer, seeing that no one else had. But at least for a few minutes she might have him to herself. 


  “I guess it hasn’t been a good day, huh?” She stood next to him with her food tray, smiling amiably. 


  “Not a good day or a good week,” he looked up, perturbed at first, then smiling. “Go on, sit down.”


  “Do I dare?”


  “Worried about my temper, are we?”


  “Shouldn’t I be?”


  “Maybe you should be worried about your film.”


  “Yes, well, about that… there really is a film, isn’t there?”


  “What makes you think there wouldn’t be?”


  “Oh, the fact that you’ve barely even mentioned it, that I wait day after day for something to happen, that I pretty much feel ignored. I know that waiting is part of the business but…”


  “We’re filming Dancehall Beauties tonight,” Henry jumped in before she could finish, then he took a big bite of his dinner roll.


  “Tonight?”


  “Didn’t get the message, huh?”


  “Was there one?”


  He shrugged. “Maybe not. I can’t remember, I’ve been so busy. But then, there’s nothing like waiting to get the juices flowing, now is there? Besides, in the words of our departed master, there’s nothing like spontaneity to make a sex scene sizzle.” Unlike the ranting Henry from earlier in the day, he was back to the glib, wisecracking man she liked best, even if this wasn’t exactly what Violet wanted to hear. 


  “You mean, this whole delay in the filming…”


  “…is not because of Terror Strikes,” he finished for her and went on to answer the question. “I could have filmed Beauties any day since we arrived. But yes, I was deliberately holding off, waiting for my star female to get in the mood.”


  “In the mood! You were waiting for me to get in the mood?”


  “Sure was.”


  She sat mouth open, fuming on the inside, but at first too tongue-tied to spit out anything intelligent. However trying to sort out her emotions calmly was not about to work. 


  “How could you do that to me?” she blurted out at last. “Don’t you think I’ve had enough of manipulating men whose only thought is how ‘worked up’ how ‘spontaneous’ how ‘horny’ they can get me! Forget your movie. Forget me. I’m done with this!”


  Rising to her feet, she practically ran from the dining hall, leaving her dinner untouched.


  An hour later, Henry found Violet in her cabin packing. 


  “Going somewhere?” he asked when he opened the door without invitation. 


  “Do you always barge in when you’re not invited?”


  “I barge in when I think the woman on the other side of the door is just dying for me to knock it down.”


  “Oh you think you’re so smart.”


  “I am smart, but that isn’t the point right now, Violet. I’m shooting a film tonight in which you play a huge role. Shooting starts at seven in the bar, and I expect you to be there.”


  She stared at him, feeling her fuming wrath return, though she didn’t have a thing to say. 
“Yeah, go ahead and be mad all you want, but you signed a contract, missy, and I’m holding you to it.” 


  The hairbrush was already in her hand, she didn’t even have to pick it up. Suddenly, it was flying in his direction, Henry ducking to keep it from hitting his face. He came up smiling, trying to swallow a laugh, but then his eyes narrowed meaningfully. “Oh, you’ll be paying for that one, girl.” And he walked out.


  ***


  Dressed up like a 1890s Can-Can girl in showy petticoats and black stockings, Violet and two other women danced until exhaustion found them falling into the arms of three handsome cowboys out for a good time. Violet’s brown-haired beau was the cutest of the lot, a tall good-looking twenty-year old with a bit of peach-fuzz still clinging to his smoothly shaved face, and the bluest eyes she’d ever seen.


  The camera followed the lusty pair as the two kissed their way to the top of the whorehouse stairs and landed in one of the bedrooms along the hall. Dropping her to the bouncy mattress, Violet giggled and laughed and teased her young cowboy as he hastily shed his clothes. While he was discarding his shirt and pants, he fixed his eyes on the mountain of shimmering petticoats in the middle of the bed. Then finally he dove in, pushing the frills away until he found the sweet nest of Violet’s pubic curls hiding inside her bloomers. 


  His mouth moved in, sucking Violet’s privates until her head fell back and she swooned in shameless abandon. While Violet writhed in a rapturous exhibition, her costar continued to milk her moist pink slit of every drop of nectar.


  Moving up her body, he tore into the bodice of her costume until her breasts were bared, and her bright pink nipples stood proudly erect before his eyes. Not more than a few feet away, the humming camera closed in on the beautiful sight. The cowboy spent some moments worshipping each tit, then suddenly Violet looked up to see his blue eyes darken measurably, and his focus entirely change. He fished through the petticoats again, with his fingers moving directly toward her molten snatch. As soon as the unruly skirts were tamed, he crawled up Violet’s body and abruptly lunged forward, sinking his organ where her succulent juices flowed. 


  “Ah yes!” Her happy cries rose up freely now as her young buck drilled her pussy with his eager cock. It had been over a year since she’d been to bed with a man and the feeling of exhilaration she experienced now was a strong reminder of what she’d missed. The hammering was hard and almost painful, but if all that Henry wanted from his pretty star was a rapturous moment of sexual copulation between two very handsome actors, then this was the easiest job she’d had so far. Her blue-eyed cowboy kissed her with the kind of lover’s passion she’d only dreamed of. And the way his urgent hands feverishly fondled her body made any misgivings about this movie disappear from her thoughts. Most important of all, his driving erection brought her to at least three stunning orgasms before he finally lunged that final time and ended the fucking with a powerful finish of his own.


  Not one rude comment passed his lips. No brutal swats, no canes, no whips, no binding rope. None of the darkness of her earlier films, while the thrill of climax that burst through her body was just as bright and pleasurable as those darker moments of lust. 


  Several more scenes with the blue-eyed cowboy followed, and while they were all quite sexually graphic—in the bathtub scene she was completely naked—Henry’s vision for the movie remained the same throughout. He was right to call it a ‘wild west fluff piece’. 


  She was almost stunned when Henry announced the filming was done—still, not one stinging swat on her rear end. She understood later, that the other two girls enjoyed a little kinky action. One was spanked on her naked ass and the third girl was bound to a four-poster bed before her cowboy screwed her. But all three females escaped the kind of forceful rape and heavy abuse Violet had experienced in the past. Without the guilt and shame that so marked the sadomasochistic battles in Lionel Rains’ disturbing films, Violet could walk away and actually smile.


  ***


  When the filming wrapped it was nearly ten o’clock, and the dispersing cast and crew discovered that getting back to the lodge and the private cabins would not be easy. At some point during the filming, an ominous thunderstorm began marching through the mountains, and was now wrecking havoc on the compound. 


  “It’s looking bad out there, folks,” Henry announced. “We’re done here. If you want to get off this mountain before the mudslides start, you’d better get moving now. We’ll make up any scenes in a couple of weeks.”


  Everyone scrambled back to their cabins, hastily packing bags and heading to their cars, tearing into the stormy night as torrents of rain continued to flood the ground. 


  Like the others, Violet quickly headed toward her cabin and was completely drenched by the time she finally slammed the door behind her. Spurred by Henry’s cryptic warning, she quickly changed out of her wet clothes and packed her bag. Done, she took a deep breath and stared around, wondering what to do next. 


  Rain was still coming down in buckets. And looking out the window she saw the path to the lodge was now nothing but mud. Should she wait for Henry to drive by and pick her up, or take the chance of returning to the lodge with her suitcase in hand? 


  For several minutes she sat on her bed in quite a stew. Anxiety was building by the second.


  Where was Henry? What could he possibly be doing? Would he even remember she was there? 


  Finally, she couldn’t just sit there. Worried that he’d forgotten her, she jumped from the bed, slipped on her mackintosh, and hauled her suitcase with her across the muddy path to the lodge where she took cover under the large overhang that sheltered the porch. While the lodge looked dark inside, she found the door open and she slipped in, gazing into the enormous space. Though there were a few lights burning, they only gave off a dim glow and Violet could barely see. The building had the creepy air of abandonment, which made her scared to even move. 


  “Henry!” she called. “Henry! Oh, dear god you have to be here,” she called out loudly, but not a voice responded to her anxious wail. “Henry! Henry!” She stepped further into the building, tiptoeing cautiously as if something might jump out at her any second. “Henry, please! You have to be here!” she demanded of the empty air but the empty air made no reply.


  Suddenly the front door burst open and Violet wheeled around. With clothes soaked and dripping, Henry stood at the entrance and began removing his soggy things.


  “Oh, thank god. I thought you left me!” Violet exclaimed.


  “Leave you? No need to fear that. There’s not going to be any leaving… at least not for us.”


  “No leaving?”


  “The road’s washed out. A couple of the crew are stranded too.”


  “We’re stranded? Oh my god no! I can’t be stranded!”


  “Oh, I’m afraid you can. In fact, you might as well find one of the rooms upstairs to settle in. We’ll be here the night, at least. It’ll be a whole lot easier staying in the lodge as go traipsing back to your cabin.”


  “You mean it. We’re stranded? We can’t get out? You sure your car can’t make it?”
“Violet, the road is gone,” he stated. “We may be stranded here a week before we get rescued. There’s a back road we might try when the rain stops, but I wouldn’t even attempt that until morning. The good news is, until we can get out of here, there’s plenty of food in the kitchen, plenty of firewood on the hearth and dozens of beds to sleep in—not that we’ll need a dozen.”


  Several seconds passed while Violet absorbed what Henry had to say, then she finally breathed deep, picked up her suitcase, and headed toward the stairs. “I could use a little more light?” she said, as the darkness seemed to swallow her up. Even with Henry there to keep her company, the lodge had an eerie feel.


  A moment later, he grabbed a lantern, and after taking Violet’s suitcase from her hand, he led her up the stairs where she found a room with a clean bed and fresh linen. 


  “You hungry?” Henry stood at the door of the bedroom peering in at his violet-eyed star. 


  “It does seem like hours since we ate,” she replied evenly. “I guess I am hungry, but then again, maybe it’s time for bed.”


  “It’s not even eleven. Too early for me to turn in. If you want anything, I’ll be downstairs in the kitchen. Cooper and Alden didn’t make it out either. But they say they’re staying in their cabin. Looks like we have the lodge to ourselves.”


  “Feels kind of strange, doesn’t it?” she peered about the room and shivered.


  “Yes, I think you’re right.” It looked as if he was about to leave, then he added, “You know I didn’t have time to say this earlier, but that was a fine acting job today.”


  “Really? It didn’t seem like acting at all.”


  “That’s the way it’s suppose to be. Effortless.”


  Again he was about to leave when one last thing popped into his mind. “By the way, when I’m done in the kitchen, I’ll be up to see you. So don’t be going to sleep. There’s some unfinished business between you and me I think we’d better take care of tonight.”


  “Oh?”


  He smirked. “Think about it, Violet. I’ll see you soon.”


  ***


  It was bad enough being stranded in the mountains at a remote hunting lodge with Henry Wilkes, her predicament was now made worse by the unexpected and very cryptic end to their exchange. Unfinished business…better take care of tonight…


  Round and round in her thoughts the worries would naturally build. She knew this. Henry knew this. And Violet knew that those final remarks were as calculating as anything Lionel Rains made her suffer.


  Think about it. All she could do was think about it… in the dark… with rain beating down from above… slashing across the windows, pelting the roof with persistent noise…


  She couldn’t even hear the sounds of Henry’s footsteps when an hour later he returned to her room. And just like Henry, he didn’t bother knocking. Suddenly the door was flung wide, bringing Violet immediately to her feet. 


  “I said I’d be back, didn’t I?”


  “Unfinished business, I think you said.”


  “Oh, I remember very well.” He smiled as if he had something ominous in mind. “Just like I remember that foolish attempt you made to quit my movie. I’m sorry, Violet, but playing bratty starlet doesn’t go very far with me. You should have figured that before you made your grand play.”


  “I’m sorry, Henry. I really am. That was so silly of me. Can you forgive me?” She hoped her look of coy innocence would win him over. 


  “Maybe,” he said. “But not until after I’ve taken my revenge out on your sorry hide.”


  Violet’s eyes widened.


  “You thought I wouldn’t do it?” he said.


  “I don’t know what I thought.”


  “Well, after the boat, I would think you’d understand the kind of man I am.”


  She remembered well the kind of man Henry Wilkes was during the San Pedro shoot, and how the darker substance of his character had taken her private fantasies into strange new territory. Her desire for him had been strong, but without any encouragement over the intervening months, it was destined to finally wane. It only took this small exchange for the remembrance to immediately light all the erotic fires in Violet that had lit before. She was concerned about his threat, but also very much aroused.


  “Tell me, Violet, tonight’s film shoot… turn you on?” Henry asked.


  Violet blushed and turned her head away. 


  “You can answer. I’m not going to tell,” he urged her.


  But she remained uncomfortably mute.


  “Or maybe there was something missing about those scenes, hum? Maybe the ropes, and the whipping and all that nasty abuse you so hate and love in the same breath. It’s my guess that you were hoping for something darker than what your horny cowboy gave you. Tell me I’m wrong, Violet, and I’ll leave you be.”


  Her heart was racing, her desire mounting fast. She thought long and hard as the endless seconds ticked away, then impulsively burst out, “No, you’re not wrong, Henry. Just please, please don’t make a play for me now, and then just take off and leave me.”


  He stared at her blankly, even his gentle smirk told her little. Every nerve in her felt strained to its limit. With his eyes aimed at her anxious face, he stepped forward and Violet watched with growing alarm as he began unbuckling the belt from him pants. “Let’s take care of this first, then we’ll talk.”


  She stood mesmerized by the man, by the way the dark edges of his personality seemed to change his easygoing manner into a daunting presence. He slowly pulled his belt from his trousers and purposefully doubled it inside his fist. Then with his firm determination clearly in command, he moved in close to Violet’s side, raised her skirt with a swift sweep of his hand, and began laying the leather against her unblemished flesh with powerful strokes, until the expanse of her creamy ass was pink and glowing brighter with every fierce whack. 


  Violet moaned quietly as the punishment played out across her rear. But as the sting built to a painful degree, her quiet moans turned into urgent gasps and she began to writhe against him. Her desire, risen from its dormant state, soon exploded into a fiery storm of anguished spasms. Once she started coming, she couldn’t stop. Her body burned to feel the pain, the sharp sting, the violent strike, the exhilarating clenching in her belly that brought the next powerful orgasm. 


  “Oh, yes yes yes yes yesssssssssssssssss!” No longer could she stifle her cries, or the joy she felt as her body exploded into pleasure. “More! Harder! Yes, yes, yes….” she begged and groveled even when Henry showed no signs of stopping. “Oh, god, yes yes yes…” she cried in happy anguish. Though her ass was raw from the beating, she still wanted more.


  Although Henry continued the punishment for another several smacks, he finally dropped the belt and buried his hand between her legs. His entire fist began to work its way into her steamy cunt, shoving, pushing and drawing back…shoving, pushing, drawing back… and on and on until he was into her body all the way to his palm, shoving himself deeper with every thrust. 


  Coming…groaning, twisting against his tight hold… Violet’s sane mind might have wondered if it would ever end, however the finish came much quicker than she expected. Once his hand withdrew from her pussy, he agilely tossed her to the mattress where she landed on her back. Looking down, there was Henry climbing up between her parted thighs. 


  The pair had sex twice before as actors in a movie. How much acting took place on the boat is questionable, but there was no acting necessary when Henry moved on her with embracing arms and his erection plunged to the depths of her hungering body. 


  She was unquestionably his. Surrendered. Submissive. Her only wish was that she could remain in bed with Henry Wilkes forever. 


  The rain beat down from above, while lightning flashed across the sky and thunder rattled the bedroom windows. The aromas of their tryst rose up strong. The scent of leather, the smell of sex and the distinctive perfume of Henry Wilkes combined into a potent aphrodisiac that would leave Violet clamoring for more from her lover long into that tempestuous night. 


  Near dawn the clouds broke over head, and a bright moon lit the sky. Although they’d exhausted themselves with hours of sex, they could barely sleep, and kept drifting off only to awaken, renew their kisses and embrace again. 


  For a long time it was strangely quiet with the rain stopped. 


  Henry was drifting off again, but Violet’s mind was filled with thoughts. 


  “You’re not going to leave me, are you?” she finally voiced her most demanding concern. 


  “Leave you?” The question made him pull himself upright in bed, his expression turning serious.


  She stared up. “Oh my, that was the wrong thing to say, wasn’t it?”


  “No, it wasn’t the wrong thing to say. You said it because you’re worried.”


  “Yes, I’m worried.”


  “Given my past, I can see why you might be concerned. But, let me tell you something very important, and listen carefully…” He stopped and pulled her into his lap. He kissed her gently on the nose, then looked deeply into her eyes. “First time I saw you, I had a feeling about you. I finagled my way into Defilement at Sea just to see if I was right in my estimation. You didn’t prove me wrong. But friends are friends, and I don’t screw with friendship over any woman, no matter who they are. So adventurer that I am, I took off to circle the globe another time, trying to banish the thought of this cute young violet-eyed actress from my thoughts. Maybe I could have made my move sooner—who knows. Truth was, I took a big risk; you could have been snapped up by a dozen likely beaus while I was touring Australia. But there you were on my return… soon as I saw you at the beach, I understood that nothing had changed in my feelings for you since those days on Lionel’s yacht. 


  “Maybe it was subterfuge that got you here this week… and I swear I had nothing to do with this storm… but I knew that once I had you here, I knew the right circumstances would prevail, and before we got back to LA you’d belong to me.


  “Yes, I am a sadist, Violet. You’ll meet him plenty of times if you stick with me. But isn’t that exactly what you want, everything that Violet needs to make her happy? You want the dark mysterious sides of sex as much as I do. The bondage, the pain, even the humiliation. You thrive on it all. You’re a submissive woman and you need a man in charge of your life. Not a man who will just use you for sport, but one who’ll love and protect you too. That’s what you want, Violet—at least what I believe you want. I can give you all that. But I’m getting ahead of myself. You tell me. I’m not going to bully or pressure you… I need the truth from you, Violet, in your own words.”


  So amazed by his passionate admission, what could she say? “My lord, my mind is spinning!” She didn’t know whether to cry or shout for joy. “Of course you’re right about everything. I thought I could just walk away from Lionel and his movies, but what I can’t walk away from are my own desires. I guess we both know that.” She bit her lip bashfully. Oh, how her heart ached now. “Yes, I want you Henry. I could even say I need you. It’s just, I don’t think I could bear you in my life one minute, only to have you disappear on some wild excursion to god knows where.”


  “You’re worried about my life as the crazy adventurer …?”


  “Shouldn’t I be?”


  He shrugged indifferently. “My trips are just ways to pass the hours, Violet. The way I use my time. You see I’m not easily entertained—especially by the Hollywood glitz. Fact is though, the trips don’t mean a thing. But a woman like you…? You’re the first I’ve found that made Henry Wilkes truly happy, and I have no intention of letting the woman I love slip through my fingers. Look at it this way, Violet, if Henry Wilkes needs to climb Kilimanjaro or sail the South China Sea, he can bring you along. If I have a movie to make or a play to produce, you can be there… maybe they’ll even be a part for you, a real part. No more stag films, ever! I didn’t just fall in love with Violet Atherton because she’s a kinky slut. You may not realize it yet, but you have the spirit of adventure in you to match my own.”


  “You really think so?”


  “Oh, I know so! And I know you’re the girl I want at my side.”


  By the time Henry finished speaking Violet’s eyes were wet with tears and the yearning in her loins and limbs, that had finally waned from exhaustion alone, rose up strong again. Her heart was so gladdened by the passion he poured out on her that she responded with a warm embrace, and after kissing his lips, she said, “Oh, Henry, you have me. You had me on that first day in San Pedro. As long as you take me with you wherever you go, I’ll stay with you forever!” 


  Henry smiled and kissed her lips and held her close to him. Meanwhile, Violet snuggled into his warm arms, praying that the road really was washed out and they could spend the rest of the week in the cozy comfort of the hunting lodge.
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