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Chapter 1

“Son,  the  greatest  trick  the  Devil  pulled  was  convincing  the  world there was only one of him.” 

– David Wong, John Dies at the End

HAYLEY  DIDN’T  date  in  high  school.  No  matter  how  hard  the  wannabe Romeos had tried. 

Her  grandmother  had  put  the  fear  of  man’s  lust  in  the  young  girl  by telling and retelling her horrifying experiences during the second world war as a  comfort woman for the Japanese soldiers in the Philippines. It had stuck. 

Her  stories  were  certainly  gruesome  enough  to  forever  scare  away  even  the horniness girl from ever looking at a man again. 

But now that Hayley was in college, nature seemed to be taking its course at last. There was certainly no shortage of eager jocks for the young blonde’s attention, and predictably the shy California virgin had fallen for the loudest, most in your face one–Jeremy Smitts. 

Naturally  shy,  Hayley  found  it  surprisingly  easy  to  go  along  with whatever  her  boyfriend  said.  Tonight,  they  had  been  on  the  phone  for  more than twenty minutes,  Jeremy doing most  of the talking.  She quietly listened and  absently  agreed  to  whatever  he  was  saying  while  she  scanned  and rescanned  the  printout  of  her  short  story.  The  one  she  was  going  to  try  and sell to the publisher at tomorrow’s important meeting. 

“We  have  an  important  game  this  weekend  and  coach  doesn’t  want  us staying up late until then. But when we come back, I want to take you out.” 

“Sure,” Hayley replied absentmindedly re-reading a troublesome passage of  character  development.  No  matter  how  many  times  she  rewrote  it,  it always came across as rough and in-your-face. 

“Then I intend on taking you home.” 

“Home? As in Rochester, to see your parents?” Hayley’s eyes grew big. 

Thanksgiving was round the corner and she knew his well-to-do family lived upstate. 

 But taking me home to see his parents? We aren’t even past first base yet. 

“Nah! In your dreams. I don’t think I’ll ever introduce you to my parents. 

They expect me to date a good conservative girl. Dad would shit a brick if I told him I was dating a California chick. He has it in his head everyone on the left coast are marijuana-smoking liberal nut jobs. Even Ahhrnald.” 

Hayley blinked in disbelief. 

“No I want to take you home, to the dorm. It is time we moved on past the preliminaries. If you know what I mean,” nervous giggles could be heard in  the  background  and  Hayley’s  ears  flamed  red.  Was  there  someone  else there? She thought she could hear a girl’s muffled voice. 

They were having fun at her expense! Was he with another girl? 

Jeremy  had  to  have  guessed  by  now  that  her  shyness  was  not  without reason. If they did anything this weekend, it would be the very first for her. 

 Ever. 

Surely, he had to know she was a virgin. But why was he acting like that? 

Hayley felt flustered and at a loss. 

They had only been out a couple of times so far. Two innocent little dates at a local sports bar. He had never suggested they spend the night before. 

“I intend on claiming what’s mine, baby. Just letting you in on it. So you know what you have to look forward to.” More laughter in the background. 

 One person. 

 Definitely a girl. 

His  voice  was  so  full  of  entitled  certainty  that  Hayley’s  indignation slowly started morphing into anger. He hadn’t even asked her opinion on the matter.  Was  she  just  another  conquest  to  him?  Another  breathless  bimbo, eager to spread her legs for the college quarterback? Couldn’t he see past her exterior? How much more there was to claim – not only her body. 

Hayley cleared her throat and took a deep breath. Muffled whimpers and a loud noise, like something falling to the floor, filled the phone. It sounded like Jeremy had dropped it. 

“Jeremy?”  Silence. And there – more muffled voices in the background! 

“Hold  on,  babe.  They  texted  me  the  strategy  for  tomorrow’s  practice. 

Ungh! I got to go. Catch you on the flipside. Ungh!” 

And just like that, the line went dead. 

For long minutes Hayley fought back tears until she finally gave in. 

It  wasn’t  until  almost  half  an  hour  later  that  her  sobs  finally  subsided. 

Maybe she was wrong to draw conclusions from a stupid little phone call like that.  Maybe  he  didn’t  love  her,  Hayley  knew  he   was  interested.  All  those times she had seen him look at her when he thought she wasn’t watching. 

Perhaps  there  were  others  in  the  room  with  him.  Not  just  this  girl, whoever  she  was.  Perhaps  a  study  group,  they  were  getting  ready  for  a  test tomorrow.  It  was  just  his  quarterback  style.  He  had  to  keep  up  pretenses  of being  distant  and  macho.  An  aura.  She  sniffled  and  wiped  her  tear-streaked face with the back of her sleeve. 

Maybe  it  was  she  who  had  to  work  to  see  past  his  carefully  constructed jock exterior. There had to be a sensitive inner side to Jeremy. She blew her nose and forced her mind back on proofreading the text file for the millionth time. 

Chapter 2

The thing took him by the neck and dragged him to the very edge of the roof. 

He was a dead man, he knew it. Harry had known it for quite some time now. 

It was the being alive part that was proving torturous. 

When would it all end? How much pain would be involved? Those were some  of  the  unknowns  that  made  his  heart  lurch  sideways  every  time  the thing spoke. 

“Look!  Open  your  eyes  and  look,”  the  thing  hissed.  Phlegm  dribbled  to splatter  on  the  hot  cement  rooftop.  It  had  a  mouth,  but  Harry  had  a  morbid suspicion  it  only  used  it  to  punish  and  eat.  He  had  never  seen  the  creature open it to speak. 

“Open those little beady things you call eyessssss and look down, Harry," 

it was as if it was beaming the words straight into whatever center in Harry's brain was required for him to comprehend. 

He  did  as  told.  What  choice  did  he  have?  There  was  a  certain  peace  in recognizing  the  absence  of  choice.  He  was  not  unfamiliar  with  similar situations, but usually, it was him that arranged for hapless victims to dangle helplessly  and  plead  for  their  lives.  It  was  certainly  disconcerting  to experience the familiar scenario from the victim's point of view. 

“What do you see, Harry, mmmmm?” It lingered on the consonants of his name as if tasting it. Harry felt the lining of his stomach heave as he gazed down at the antlike dots of the pedestrians. From here everything looked both distant and eerily close somehow. 

“I asked you a question, Harry," the demon shook him by the scruff of the neck like a leaf in the wind. 

“The  street,"  his  voice  sounded  odd  through  clenched  lips.  “I  see  the street, okay?" 

“Of  course,  you  see  the  street,  stupid  meat  bag  of  an  excuse  for  an investment  of  mine!  But  beyond  that,  can't  you  see  something  more…

abstract? Use your brain, dick-cheese." 

 Dick cheese? What the hell?! It’s different, at least. 

“I see the city, cars, traffic,” Harry tried. The fingers tightened, the blood flowing into Harry's head suddenly was constricted, and his vision narrowed. 

“Go on.” 

“I  see  the  world.”  The  world  started  losing  its  color,  everything  turning bleak shades of gray. 

“Excellent, Harry,” the thing drew him back from the ledge and let go. It suddenly  sounded  like  the  epitome  of  a  proud  parent  from  hell.  Harry stumbled a couple of paces and fell to his knees. He looked up at the slimy green face of the horror staring down at him. “That certainly is about as much as I have learned to expect from your kind, so I will fill in the answer I was hoping  for.  The  world  –  you  should  know  –  it  only  exists  as  a  result  of  my incessant planning, scheming, it's all here in my head. The moment I give up on  that  thought  –  poof!”  The  demon  waved  its  arms,  all  four  of  them,  and Harry flinched. 

“Nothingness…” 

Harry  felt  his  stomach  lurch,  and  then  he  puked.  The  creature  surprised him by giving him all the time he needed to empty whatever was left of his breakfast onto the flat roof of the high-rise. 

Was it a Devil? Harry wasn't sure. The word 'devil' didn't seem to cut it when trying to describe the calculated terror it inspired. 

“The reason I'm here is to motivate you, Harry. Perhaps, if you knew of my incessant doubts about your worth. Humanity’s worth, you'd try harder." 

The demon had suddenly materialized by him and was now poking him in the forehead with every word, sending bolts of electric pain into the very core of  Harry’s  spine.  “I  want  you  to  believe  in  the  mission,  Harry.  The  mission never ends. Not until I say so. Understand?” 

“Yes,  I  do,”  Harry  said,  his  voice  –  so  much  like  that  of  a  whimpering infant. The puking at least stopped. 



“Yes, what?” 

“Yes, Master,” he stammered. 

“Not  good  enough.  Master  is  what  your  minions  call  you,  spineless-excuse-for-a-soul. You can call me Azzazel, yeah I kind of like that. It has a certain prehistoric ring to it. It tickles my nostalgic bone." 

Harry looked up in disbelief to see the creature open its mouth and if he didn't know any better, he would have sworn it was laughing. 

“There is a girl,” the creature murmured after a long pause during which Harry  couldn’t  help  but  feel  it  had  been  weighing  his  fate.  “You  will  know who I am talking about when you see her. Do not squander that opportunity. 

It  may  be  your  last.”  The  way  it  enunciated  the  sounds  of  the  word  ‘last’

made Harry’s stomach lurch again. He quelled the dry heaves with a supreme effort of will. “I need her. I need all she can give me. Make sure you impress her with your charm. Shouldn’t be too difficult. She is somewhat naïve, shall we  say,  in  the  ways  of  man.  A  player  like  you,    can  do  at  least  that,  can’t you?” 

“Yes, M-master,” and then he added stupidly, “Azzazel.” 

NEXT THING HARRY KNEW, he was awake, writhing on the floor of his penthouse,  trying  to  get  the  epileptic  seizure  under  control  before  his  butler saw him. 

Chapter 3

The homeless man was shivering. Hayley could see his body tremble where he stood at the windswept corner of 8th and Madison Avenue. He was holding a jar in which a couple of quarters jingled loudly. 

Suddenly Hayley felt the weight of her deli sandwich, heavy in her hands. 

 Oh, what the hell. 

She stepped closer and gave the man her breakfast. 

“God bless you, miss! You’re a sweetheart, you know that!” He sounded surprisingly alert and didn't slur quite as bad as she had expected him to. Yet another  stereotype  dashed  to  the  wind.  Probably  not  a  junkie,  but  simply  a homeless dude. For the life of her, she couldn't understand how the homeless managed to eke out an existence. Here in the city, in winter. 

It  had  to  be  gruesome.  Hayley  suppressed  a  shiver.  She  smiled  and nodded and stepped into the welcoming heat of the coffee store nearby. 

Harry  was  right  on  her  heels.  He  had  seen  her  selfless  act,  but  his  mind had been too absorbed with his thoughts to truly notice. 

The devil was also there, but nobody saw him. He smiled and wondered if coffee was all these mortals hyped it up to be. 

The  line  was  exceptionally  slow  this  morning,  and  for  a  long  moment, Harry  Anderson  debated  with  himself  whether  he  might  not  be  better  off skipping it altogether and opting for something his butler could brew up in a



jiffy.  He  almost  went  for  it  but  his  phone  chirped  with  a  message  from  the studio, and he took it as a sign and decided to wait it out. 

As  he  reached  for  his  smartphone,  he  couldn’t  help  but  notice  the beautiful blonde right in front. She was fidgeting and seemed to be in an even bigger hurry than himself. The way she nervously stomped her feet made her tight  little  skirt  ride  up  her  pretty  well-muscled  thighs.  A  jogger,  or  a swimmer.  She  had  to  be  feeling  cold.  Her  dark  thigh-highs  contrasted beautifully with her creamy complexion. No, he had made the right decision to stay. He found himself ruminating over the girl’s fashion choice. Her outfit seemed business casual, like something someone would wear to an interview. 

But  then  there  was  this  miniskirt…  Miniskirts  had  not  been  in  vogue  for some  time  now.  It  was  refreshing  to  see  a  girl  single-mindedly  attempt  to reverse  that  unfortunate  trend.  His  dick  which  had  eagerly  awoken  at  her sight earnestly approved of her efforts. 

Then,  out  of  nowhere,  a  memory  of  his  dream  from  last  night  split  his head like an ax and Harry shuddered. 

THIS MORNING , it had taken him a long while in the cold shower before he had  been  able  to  reassemble  his  shattered  soul  and  begin  getting  himself ready  for  the  day  again.  Azzazel!  What  delirious  insanity  was  that?  Harry was  well  past  questioning  his  dreams  anymore.  He  had  stepped  out  of  the shower  and  allowed  himself  a  moment  in  front  of  the  mirror,  his  eyes mesmerized  by  the  image  of  the  virile  twentysomething  gazing  back  at  him. 

 High cheekbones, thick, healthy hair with natural blond highlights. Hell, he hadn’t looked that good even when he had indeed been in his 20s! 

 And  now…  He  shuddered  suppressing  the  wave  of  nausea  from  rearing its  ugly  head  again.  He  had  to  be  what?  Definitely  more  than twentysomething, that was for sure. 

 It  was  insanity,  and  yet  it  was  real,  and  this  made  it  so  much  more terrible. His smart phone chirped in the other room. A text from his driver no doubt. It was time to get on with the schedule for the day. The schedule, and whatever  else  Azzazel  had  waiting  for  him.  He  cast  a  long  look  at  the porcelain toilet bowl and wondered if he had it in him to puke some more but



 then decided it was time to man up and face the consequences of his choice. 

 The choice he had made all those decades ago. 

Harry focused on the coffee line ahead. The cell phone of the girl in front of him was ringing. 

“HOW  DID  IT  GO?”  Grandma’s  voice  sounded  earnest  and  familiar,  and Hayley couldn’t help but smile. 

“Okay,  I  hope.  It  will  take  some  time  before  I  hear  back  if  they  have accepted  my  book  for  publication  or  not.  But  it’s  looking  good.”  Hayley forced herself to sound resolute and firm. Grandma couldn’t know the truth. 

It would break her heart. 

“I knew it! My sweet, smart, little girl is all grown up, and conquering the world  now!”  Hayley  giggled  imagining  her  octogenarian  grandma  doing  a fist pump back home in San Francisco. 

“I  want  details.  Tell  me  exactly  –  what  did  he  say?  It  was  a   he,  right? 

Chauvinist bastards, even today I’m sure all these snotty publishing places in New York are full of men only.” 

“Grandma,  I  promise  I  will  tell  you  more.  And  yes,  he  was  a  man.  But now  I’m  in  line  for  coffee,  and  there  are  people  all  around,”  that  at  least wasn’t a lie. 

“Fine!”  Nana  sounded  a  little  disappointed.  And  then  Hayley  realized there was something else in grandma’s voice too. Something more fragile and suddenly Hayley was worried. 

“Grandma is that really why you called? Is everything okay?” 

“Nah, nothing, sweetie.” 

Hayley wasn’t quite convinced. “Is there anything else?” 

“The man from the bank was over with the paperwork.” 

 Shit. 

Chapter 4

“What paperwork?” 

“He said we have about a week to put the house on the market. That is if we want a realistic chance of getting it sold in time to cover the chemo next month. The bills will probably start rolling in a couple of weeks after that, he said.” 

“Oh! I didn't realize we were so short on time, grandma.” 

 Oh no! 

“Bah. I’m not worried. I know it will sell. I can feel it in my bones.” 

“Maybe,  grandma.  But  even  if  you’re  right,  what  if  the  house  sells  for less than we hope? How are we going to afford your treatments? And where are you going to live?” For a flash, Hayley felt as if a cold fist was squeezing at her heart. Cold hard panic. They had so much riding on that one outcome –

selling  grandma’s  old  home  and  living  off  the  money  at  least  until  Hayley could get a couple of publishing deals going. 

“Oh, honey, don’t worry about me. Everything will work out. I can feel it in  my  bones.  I  have  my  beautiful  Hayley,  my  smart  granddaughter  to  count on.  She  is  not  only  beautiful  but  talented  too.  Did  you  know,  she's  in  New York  City  right  now.  She’s  rubbing  shoulders  with  artsy  folk  there.  She’s about to get herself published. She will be the new E. L. James.” 

“Grandma! I didn’t know you read that kind of books! And ‘artsy folk’: you  need  to  update  your  vocabulary.  They’re  anything  but  artsy.  It  is  New York.  Most  of  the  publishers  here  look  like  they  moonlight  as  auto

mechanics.” 

 Or  so  I’m  told.  Not  that  I  have  seen  a  single  one  yet!   Still,  Hayley couldn’t  help  but  giggle  at  her  grandma’s  unbridled  optimism.  Having survived the second world war’s concentration camps in East Asia would do that to someone, she decided. 

“You go ahead now, honey, you go on and keep making fun of your old grandma, but believe me, I have a feeling, sweetheart.” 

“What feeling is that?” 

“The  feeling  that  you  are  due  for  a  momentous  change  in  your circumstances, hon!” 

“Okay,  grams.  I’ll  call  you  back.  I  am  in  line  to  get  some  coffee.  Love you tons! I hope you’re right. Bye.” 

“I know I am, Hayley. Bye. I love you more, by the way.” 

Hayley sniffled back some tears. How could her grandma be so wrong? It was  probably  a  good  thing.  She  wished  she  had  Nana’s  fortitude  and  blind faith. 

Chapter 5

Ugh! 

Talk  about  a  bad  Monday!  So  bad  indeed  it  almost  seemed  personal.  It looked  like  the  universe  was  intent  on  her  destruction  today.  Hayley  took  a deep  breath  and  looked  skyward.  I  could  definitely  use  a  change  for  the better, right about now. 

Maybe  the  universe  was  giving  grandma  hints  of  the  break  that  had indeed been so close. And she had squandered it! Hayley took a deep sigh. It had been a minor miracle that the editor had acquiesced to a personal one-on-one in the first place. It could have easily been the break she so desperately needed. Pink Cat House Publishing was the only publisher that had replied to her query letters. And in spite of all that was on the line, she had missed her appointment with them! 

Now, no amount of groveling apologies would ever remedy the situation. 

She  felt  like  crying.  And  of  course,  today  of  all  days  the  line  at  the  coffee place would be the longest ever! 

 God, I need, need coffee! 

If  college  had  taught  Hayley  anything  it  was  caffeine  had  some  sort  of miraculous effect when it came to lifting her spirits. 

She  was  hoping  against  hope  that  it  wouldn’t  fail  on  her  now.  She  had never  needed  a  morale  booster  as  bad  as  she  did  right  this  instant.  Hayley squirmed  where  she  stood.  And  that  stupid  little  minidress!  It  was  so uncomfortable,  it  actually  hurt  to  wear!  But  it  was  the  only  thing,  remotely

akin  to  business  attire  she  owned.  Other  than  the  suit  she  had  prepared  the night  before.  The  one  that  was  now  ruined.  She  would  have  most  definitely not worn anything remotely similar to this blasted minidress if it weren’t for the  fact  that  her  roommate  had  bumped  into  her  this  morning,  and  in  the process spilled an entire mug of coffee across her diligently dry-cleaned and pressed  dress  suit.  The  one  she  had  so  carefully  prepared  to  wear  this morning! 

And  then,  as  if  to  top  it  all  off,  Hayley  had  scooted  right  back,  straight into the half-open door of the oven where Sarah had been heating her pizza! 

Boy,  did  it  hurt!  Now  that  tight  skirt  grated  along  the  back  of  her  thighs where she hoped against hope that the material was long enough to hide the scar left by the hot oven door. 

So  much  for  proper  prior  planning  and  preparation:  the  golden  rule  her dad had so diligently hammered into her head before he had left her and Nana to fend for themselves. Hayley wiped a tear that had somehow perched itself along  an  eyelash.  Oh,  how  she  missed  daddy  sometimes!  Today  he  would have been in his early 40s. Hayley had no doubt he would still be guiding his precious  little  princess-girl  into  her  first  forays  of  adult  responsibilities  and decisions. 

She  closed  her  eyes  and  rocked  herself  back  on  her  heels  the  way  she used to when she was a little girl with her father behind her – always there to grab and embrace her in his giant bear hug. 

Why did he have to go save everyone after 9/11? Out there, as part of the US  special  forces  somewhere  in  the  rocky  wastes  of  Afghanistan!  It  was difficult  not  to  feel  betrayed.  He  had  left  his  family  to  fend  for  themselves and gone to save the world. 

Hayley  jumped  when  a  loud  banging  sound  accompanied  the  jingle  of broken  glass  as  something  fell  behind  her.  She  turned  just  in  time  to  see  an expensive smartphone shatter into pieces against the stone floor of the coffee shop. 

"Oh  gosh!  I  didn't  mean  to!  Oh,  my  God,  did  I  break  it!?”  Hayley shrieked. 

Chapter 6

Had  she  pushed  the  man?  Dumbfounded  she  looked  up  to  see  an  equally surprised man in an expensive suit staring back at her and then down at the phone  where  it  lay  broken  on  the  floor.  She  had  indeed  pushed  him!  Oh! 

 Dear! God! No.  This had to absolutely be the worst possible Monday ever! 

Suddenly  she  felt  like  throwing  up!  Why  did  she  always  have  to  be  so clumsy!  How  could  she  pay  him  back  now?  It  looked  to  be  one  of  those expensive iPhones! Probably more than a thousand dollars’ worth.  Shit – Shit

 – shit! 

“Is  it  broken?”  She  stammered  feeling  terribly  guilty!  Immediately  her eyes grew teary. 

“Oh, no worries Miss,” his voice surprised her. He sounded amused. He was  smiling?  In  fact,  he  seemed  entertained  somehow,  and  this  felt  terribly wrong, incongruous, at odds with her own state of panic! 

“Oh,  my  God!  I  will  pay  you  back,  I  promise  I’ll  write  you  a  check,  or something!”  His  smile  broadened.  His  teeth  were  perfect,  and  his  radiance made her blush for some unfathomable reason. 

 He is cute! 

Hayley’s eyes grew big. Where did that thought come from? 

“Not  your  fault  at  all.  I  place  the  blame  squarely  on  the  company  that keeps making those infernal things ever thinner and lighter. Never mind how difficult they are to hold without slithering out of one’s grasp and shatter. Not your fault, I assure you” he repeated again, seeing her distress now. 

Was she the one? She had to be. He had that odd tingling at the nape of his neck that bespoke His ugly presence not too far. And if He was here, then this little waif of a thing had to be it! 

Harry  felt  distracted  by  his  own  thoughts  trying  to  understand  what  he had just seen moments before the girl had pushed the phone out of his hand. 

She  was  so  pretty!  But  how  the  hell  did  she  get  those  marks?  He  had  been mesmerized to see the red lines across the back of her thighs at the very edge of  her  skirt.  Lines  he  was  not  unfamiliar  with.  Lines  like  that…  There  was one  thing  that  caused  lines  like  that,  and  he  loved  doing  it  to  others…  but looking at the young damsel in distress he couldn’t bring himself to reconcile what he thought he knew with the picture of innocence this girl was. 

“Sir? Your order, please. Sir!” 

“Ah yes,” the barista was calling him. “Finally!”  He looked back at the girl, “Would you mind? Give me a sec I’ll be right back.” 

“Of  course,”  Hayley  stammered.  Her  mind  was  cartwheeling  trying  to figure out how she would possibly be able to get the money together to pay him for the phone she had broken. 

She looked up at him and saw he was motioning her to come join him at the register.  What the? 

He looked at the cashier. “The young lady was ahead of me. Would you mind taking her order as well?” Before she knew it, Hayley had ordered her cappuccino and moved to the side waiting for the man. It took her a moment to realize he had paid for them both! 

Hayley  opened  her  mouth  to  protest  and  then  exasperated  with  her  own slowness, silently closed it. 

 I’m  such  a  dumbass!    I  better  have  that  coffee  before  I  say  something stupid or do something horrible again! 

They  sipped  their  Java  in  silence,  together  by  the  barista  stand.  They politely looked at each other, and she couldn’t help but appreciate the twinkle in his bemused expression. 

Slowly  the  incredible  soothing  effects  of  the  Arabica  washed  over  her, and her mind felt a measure of composure return at long last. 

The  man  was  gently  smiling  at  her.  She  couldn’t  help  herself  but  smile back.  He  was  quite  a  bit  older  than  her.  She  felt  her  ears  grow  hot.  Older men, she had discovered, treated her much better than the men, boys really, her age did. Besides, it seemed to fit in with what her roommate referred to as

Hayley's daddy-complex. His unassuming demeanor helped Hayley suddenly feel more relaxed, her frayed nerves somewhat easing just a little. Her smile grew, "Thank you so much, I needed that.” 

"Needed what exactly Miss?" his smile was friendly, and she felt obliged to explain further. 

“Your  kindness.  It  was  just  what  I  needed.  Today  nothing  seems  to  be going as planned for me. I burned myself early in the morning trying to get something  in  the  kitchen.  Our  space  is  tight  you  see,  and  my  flatmate  had opened  the  oven,  she  was  making  a  pizza…  but  I'm  babbling.”  She  caught herself and stopped, wondering if she should feel embarrassed. It wasn’t like her to prattle on sharing her life with an absolute stranger like that. And yet it seemed right somehow. 

“Oh no,” he chuckled, “that explains it then.” 

“Explains what?” it was Hayley's turn to feel puzzled. 

"The  markings…”  The  man  blushed  actually,  and  his  bemused  fluster made her feel almost entirely at ease now. 

“The markings?” Hayley was bewildered. 

“On your thighs,” he added sheepishly. 

“Oh  my  God!”  Her  hands  flew  to  her  face,  and  she  blushed  violently. 

“You saw them!” she covered her mouth. 

“I  couldn't  help  it,  miss.  I'm  sorry.  I  almost  asked  you  about  them.  You see they reminded me of something.” 

The  uncomfortable  silence  returned,  and  this  time  it  dragged  on  for  a good  while  before  something  about  him  made  her  ask,  “What  was  it  they reminded you of?” 

The  man  cleared  his  throat.  “Before  I  answer  your  question  I  have  to inform you that I am a producer for some unorthodox movies. I specialize in making BDSM movies…” He stopped talking and gave her an opportunity to interrupt  him,  but  Hayley  just  stared,  and  he  pushed  on.  “And  those markings,  they  reminded  me  of  the  aftereffect  of  a  caning.  I  hope  I'm  not making you feel uncomfortable because that is not my intention.” He downed the last of his coffee. 

He  was  making  her  feel   very  uncomfortable.  But  somehow,  she  didn't mind it at all. 

Standing  there  being  raked  over  by  his  openly  disrobing  big  dark  eyes, Hayley  felt  he  would  make  a  good  character  in  one  of  her  short  stories. 

Something about his calm but stern demeanor and the aggressive line of his strong  jaw  hinted  that  he  possessed  a  great  deal  in  life  and  was  used  to exacting the privilege of ownership. Suddenly a part of her she had studiously ignored  squirmed  and  throbbed  to  life  like  a  pet  animal  awakened  by  the closeness of its owner. 

His hair was neatly cropped but thick like that of a teenager even though he looked to be at least twenty years her senior. She could see he was peering deeply into her, making her feel his interest as he studied her carefully. It was like he was examining her very soul. She waited silently suddenly lacking the energy to move on her own volition. 

She  yearned  to  stop  him,  to  break  the  mesmerizing  gaze  of  his  fierce aquiline  eyes.  But  her  muscles  wouldn’t  obey  her,  and  she  felt  so  lost.  Just like Jeremy on those last couple of dates, this man was ogling her. But there was  an  ocean  of  difference  between  the  effortless  ease  and  authority  which this  man  exuded  and  the  infantile,  slap-happy,  slobbering  attitude  of  the boyfriend-wannabe. 

Hayley couldn't even begin to guess his race. His skin was darker than the typical wintry paleness of a Caucasian. It radiated a natural light coffee color, his eyes complementing the midnight brutishness of his general appearance. 

They  gleamed,  like  two  sparkling  bonfires  gazing  down  on  her  from  an immense distance. 

And his voice, there was something about the depth, the way that sounds resonated in his chest that made Hayley’s skin prickle with excitement. 

“I'm sorry to hear you’ve been having a bad morning.” She looked at him and any other day and any other circumstance she would have moved on, but today  everything  was  happening  so  quick  that  she  heard  herself  speak  the words before she had time to even rationalize why she was saying them. 

Chapter 7

“BDSM?  Can’t  believe  I’m  going  to  ask  you  this  but…  Does  it  pay  well?” 

She  could  see  his  eyes  grow  big  and  for  a  moment  she  could  swear  he skipped  a  breath.  She  looked  down  her  mind  roiling  with  ways  to  extricate herself from the suddenly idiotic situation. It took her a moment to realize he had  reached  out  and  taken  her  by  the  hand.  She  looked  up.  There  was  a twinkle in his eye and an encouraging smile to go with it. 

“My name is Harry, by the way.” 

“I’m H-Ha-Hayley,” she only stammered when her little girl throbbed to life. And – oh boy! 

“Pleasure  to  meet  you,  Hayley.”  His  hand  was  firm  and  surprisingly strong. 

“I couldn't help but notice how you gave your breakfast to the homeless gentleman over there?” 

Hayley looked at him for a beat and then smiled. "Yes?” 

“Yes, well, you see, usually it is me who gives James his first meal of the day.  You  do  realize  you  have  robbed  me  of  my  good  deed  for  the  day?” 

Hayley giggled. 

“I-I-I’m sorry,” she stammered and then blushed and looked down. 

“Thankfully,  there  is  a  way  for  you  to  make  it  up  to  me.  Say,  if  you allow me to buy you lunch, for example.” 

“No,  you  don't  have  to.  Don't  be  silly,  I  am  the  one  who  broke  your phone.” 

The  man’s  broad  smile  caught  her  off  guard.  “Precisely.  I  think  you absolutely have to have lunch with me now,” he laughed. “I mean how could you possibly not. You just insulted me on top of everything. You called me

‘silly.'” 

She liked the guy. She looked at him and for a couple of heartbeats didn't know what to say until the din of the crowd made her aware of reality again. 

“Okay.” Somehow it felt right to have agreed to the stranger’s offer on a whim like that. 

He  turned.  "Let  us  strap  a  rocket  to  this  tortoise,"  he  chuckled,  and  she couldn't help but smile. Her mood suddenly improved dramatically. 

AS  HE  BRISKLY  LED  THE  way  down  the  block  to  the  restaurant,  Harry couldn’t help but smile. Yes, he had done well in choosing to chat up the girl. 

She was definitely the one Azzazel had talked about in the dream. He could tell  she  would  be  an  enthusiastic  and  very  affectionate  lover.  More  than twenty  years  in  the  business  would  do  that  to  a  man,  make  him  an  expert judge of female orgasmic potential. 

Chapter 8

Her long strides and flushed features put her squarely in the ninety percent-odds  bracket  that  she  would  be  a  passionate  little  vixen  between  the  sheets. 

Harry wasn't exactly sure why it was, but his experience had shown him that women  who  took  broad  steps  as  they  walked  tended  to  fall  in  that  category much more so than dainty-stepping, little-princesses. 

Hayley  nervously  moved  back  her  hair  arranging  it  behind  her  ear  and cast him a sidelong glance. He was very well built indeed. 

“The wind is so cold this morning. I know a place that opens early. If you don't mind following me, it is just a block from here.” She realized how self-conscious and insecure she had to look to the older sophisticated man, but she nodded  and  he  offered  her  his  arm  and  just  like  that  they  set  off  down  the street. 

As  they  passed  by  an  upscale  department  store,  Hayley  wondered  if  he saw anything more in her than the skinny gaunt-faced little girl that she saw staring back at her from the reflection of the store windows. She didn’t have movie  star  looks.  Did  she?  The  thought  caught  her  by  surprise  and immediately she felt shame at having had it. This was not an ordinary kind of movie producer. He was probably in the porn industry.  Yuck! 

The  restaurant  was  an  understated  Italian  affair  that  immediately impressed  her  with  its  almost  magical  decor  and  incredible  golden  lighting. 

"What?"  He  had  stopped  to  look  at  her  as  they  waited  for  the  maître  d'  to gather up the menus. 

"Darn  it,"  she  laughed  nervously.  "I  don't  think  I’ve  blushed  as  much since, like forever." He had to fight very hard not to reach out and stroke at the marvelous flush that had warmed her cheek. 

Yes, Azzazel would be happy with that one. 

THEY WERE SEATED at the far end of the restaurant. The place was almost empty  except  for  a  strange-looking  elderly  gentleman  wearing  dark  shades that  sat  in  the  corner.  Hayley  forced  herself  not  to  stare.  He  was  probably blind  but  she  knew  it  wasn’t  polite.  Harry  didn’t  acknowledge  him  in  any way as they made her way to sit. It struck her to see the just as they passed by the man, he smiled and Harry seem to smile and nod back. Maybe it was her imagination. 

“Let me order for you, and surprise you if possible,” he said smiling. “If you  don't  like  it,  feel  free  to  reorder.”  Hayley  laughed  watching  him  pour over the menu. 

“I broke your phone, and here I am eating your lunch. Please let me pay you –“ she heard her own voice sound husky and unconvincing. She doubted she had enough between her three almost maxed out credit cards to cover the lunch, never mind the phone, but she had to try. 

A  darkness  shimmered  across  his  eyes,  and  Hayley  shivered.  “No. 

Watching you blush with every bite is reward enough, please believe me.” 

Lunch  was  just  the  right  kind  of  delicious:  a  Salade  Niçoise  with  the barest  hint  of  a  slice  of  chicken  breast  that  somehow  felt  like  candy  on Hayley's tongue where it melted and was gone washed back with a sip of icy cold Perrier. 

THEY  ATE  IN  SILENCE.  Watching  the  girl  blush  like  that  after  having lowered her eyes to his chest and then flash them ashamedly back up again, he  suddenly  wondered  how  innocent  exactly  she  was.  A  virgin?   He momentarily  looked  away  holding  her  face  in  his  mind,  remembering  the flash of desire he had seen in her humiliated eyes as she had gazed up from his crotch earlier at the coffee shop. 

Suddenly  Harry  was  reminded  of  that  old  slaver’s  adage:  "Squeeze  her hand in public, and her throat in private." Perhaps it was her choker necklace made  of  fake  rose  gold  that  so  well  complemented  her  radiant,  youthful

complexion.  He  wondered  for  a  moment  if  it  might  be  too  personal  if  he asked  her  whether  she  had  an  Asian  grandparent  somewhere  in  her  lineage. 

Her  cheekbones  were  unusually  pronounced,  and  yet  her  eyes  were  so  blue and her hair so blonde. 

“So, tell me are you still in college?” 

Hayley  suddenly  felt  a  desperate  need  to  steady  her  nerves.  She  was terribly  anxious  that  she  might  somehow  not  meet  this  strange  man’s expectations. 

“Yes and no.” 

“Oh?  How  so?  Elaborate  please,”  he  was  still  polite,  but  there  was  an unexpected firmness in the velvet of his voice. She sat up straight in her chair and looked him in the eye. 

“I  took  a  break  for  one  semester  from  college.  So  technically,  I  am  not taking any classes, but I’m still enrolled.” She almost rolled her eyes at how infantile and eager her own voice sounded. 

“I see.” 

“It's just that I needed some time…” 

Suddenly  she  felt  overwhelmed.  How  much  did  he  want  to  know?  How much  was  she  supposed  to  tell  him?  He   was  just  a  stranger.  His  hand  felt warm  and  fatherly  where  it  came  to  rest  protectively  atop  her  own  on  the table. 

“Life comes at you fast sometimes," he said quietly. “Only the survivors amongst  us  are  the  ones  who  are  able  to  dust  themselves  off  and  pick themselves up again. I think you Hayley are a survivor.” 

“Thank  you,  sir,”  she  said  softly  suddenly  afraid  to  meet  his  eyes.  She couldn’t look away from where their hands remained on the table. 

Her hand fluttered in his, her long graceful fingers shivering with strange tension. She so wanted to look up at him and yet couldn’t find the strength. 

Instead,  she  simply  lowered  her  eyes  and  blushed  violently  in  the  eternal feminine gesture of submission. 

"So  tell  me,  Hayley,"  his  palm  felt  warm  and  soothing  and  her  tiny  fist nestled into it very much like a little bird seeking protection from a cold wind in  the  shelter  of  a  warm  nook.  “Tell  me,  sweet  girl,  have  you  ever  let somebody touch you intimately?” 

Chapter 9

Her  hand  jerked  back  but  his  grasp  was  strong,  and  he  had  expected  her reluctance.  Her  eyes  grew  big  –  two  enormous  blue  saucers  gazing  back  at him. 

And then her lips moved, and softly she said, “No.” 

“No, meaning nobody has touched you? Or, no – you’d rather I didn’t ask you questions like that?” Hayley’s upper lip was covered by the daintiest of sheen of sweat. 

“N-n-n-no-nobody has touched me, in-in-intimately. And yes, I don’t like it  when  you  ask  me  questions  like  that,”  and  then  she  added  almost  as  an afterthought, “Sir.” 

Oh  boy!  Harry  Anderson  felt  his  heart  suddenly  jump  with  excitement. 

Azzazel  was  the  devil  indeed!  He  had  to  be!  There  was  no  other  way  to explain  how  a  pretty  innocent  little  thing  like  her  had  fallen  into  his  hands. 

 Harry’s,  lecherous  hands.  The  ones  that  had  known  so  many  others  before her and would leave her anything but unsullied when he was done. And then he felt an enormous sadness come in on the heels of his lust and dance with his heart making him want to laugh and cry and kiss the girl all at the same time. 

“Are you cold? I can tell the staff to crank up the heat." 

“No, it's just… I don’t know… I felt a chill, but I’m not cold…” she was shocked and fascinated. Was it so obvious? Could this man read her like an open book – her anxiety, her trepidation? How could he be so well attuned to

how she felt? 

“How old are you exactly, sweetheart?” 

“Seventeen, no, no,” she shook her head and blushed violently. “Twenty-two. I don’t know why I said it. Just teasing you, I guess,” she added and cast him a coy glance. 

“You do realize now I will have to check your license to make sure,” he was laughing. 

Without  saying  another  word  and  realizing  the  obvious  implications, Hayley  pulled  back  and  fished  through  her  purse  and  produced  a  license.  It was California registration, and from it, a pretty young teenager stared back at  him.  It  showed  she  had  been  born  almost  exactly  twenty-two  years  ago. 

She was indeed legal, but not by much. 

She felt sweat bloom along her body. That he wanted to see her license, and  the  fact  that  she  had  helpfully  provided  it  to  him,  spoke  volumes  both regarding  his  intent  as  well  as  to  her  understanding  of  what  she  was  doing here in the first place. 

“San Francisco, huh?” 

“Does that surprise you?”  she tried to make her voice sound authoritative and failed. Harry was thoroughly amused. 

“I would have guessed Piedmont, North Dakota?" 

“Why  would  you  say  that?”  She  was  truly  horrified,  and  it  made  him laugh. 

“I don't know. Maybe it is your princess-fallen-on-hard-times look.” 

The man stretched back in his chair and smiled. “Why don’t you tell me a little about yourself, your background and education.” He sounded warm and genuinely interested. Even more so than her academic advisor in college had ever been. 

“Uhm, I don’t know… where to start,” she glanced at her wrist and then realized  she  wasn’t  even  wearing  a  wristwatch.  Hayley  rolled  her  shoulders and actively suppressed the urge to peek at her cell phone. 

“Why don’t you start with your family?” Hayley shrugged. 

He took a sip of his wine, and she saw him wave off the waiter who had helpfully materialized to refill his glass that was empty at last. 

“A little apprehensive?” Harry’s eyes twinkled. “Let me key you in on a little secret: The moment you start just talking,” he shook his head and waved his hand frowning, “It can be anything you like, your subconscious will start

feeling more and more comfortable and no matter how surreal you may feel now. It will all feel increasingly routine. I promise.” 

Hayley didn’t believe that one bit, but she smiled appreciating his effort to put her at ease. She had no illusions. She was scraping rock bottom here. 

She sighed. “So, as you know, I was born in San Francisco,” she said dryly. 

“I don’t know my parents – My grandmother raised me. She’s still trying to take care of me even though she’s very old now. She has seen a lot you see. 

She  was  born  in  Korea  before  the  second  world  war,  and  by  the  time  the Japanese rolled around, she was in her young teens. They did horrible things to her.” 

The man nodded gravely. “I could tell there was an exotic air about you. 

But I didn’t want to point out the obvious. I’m sure many a boy has probably already  done  so.  Some  even  perhaps  less  clumsily  than  me.  You  are  a  rare beauty,  Hayley.”  She  blushed  and  looked  at  her  hands  which  in  that  instant were busy tearing long strips of her paper napkin. 

 Sheesh, I’m such an obvious Nervous Nelly. 

“Well… grandma did her level best to raise me. She worked any number of jobs to pay for private schools and the like. Now, I am taking a break of sorts from college. But I’m still enrolled you see,” Hayley looked at him to make sure he believed her. For some reason, she didn’t want him to think she was yet another lazy brat. 

“And which school was it you went to?” 

“The University of Michigan, at Ann Arbor.” 

He  nodded  again  and  loosened  his  tie.  She  hadn’t  even  noticed  he  was wearing  one.  It  seemed  so  perfectly  chosen  to  complement  the  rest  of  his attire  that  now  that  she  saw  it,  she  was  struck  by  the  gentle  elegance  of  his three-piece  suit.  Everything  about  it  –  from  the  buttons  to  the  soft-spoken colors of the material, spoke of its quality and its owner’s obvious taste. 

“I couldn’t help but overhear that you are trying to sell some property in San Francisco?” 

Hayley  was  relieved  that  for  at  least  a  moment  she  didn’t  have  to  talk about herself. Eagerly she told him about their financial difficulties and their plan  to  use  the  money  from  the  sale  of  the  old  house  to  cover  most  of  the outstanding medical expenses. “She has cancer,” Hayley was shocked by the gloominess of her own voice. 

The man appeared genuinely concerned at that new piece of information. 

“There is nothing I can say that will take away your pain, Hayley. But I also want you to know that you have my deep sympathy.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“Do you have any questions for me?” 

Plenty. But Hayley couldn’t think of any right now, besides the obvious: What the hell am I doing here with you? 

“Am I interviewing for a job as an actress?” her throat felt like sandpaper. 

“Maybe,  but  before  we  get  to  that,  I  seem  to  recall  you  mentioning  that you missed an interview appointment this morning?” She had said nothing of the sort but didn’t object to his suggestion. Harry smiled to himself. The girl would be easy to control.  Like a little lamb. 

Hayley nodded sadly. “I had an appointment with a book publisher.” 

“Seriously?  Wow!  Getting  a  face-to-face  with  one  of  these  is  quite competitive,” the man nodded clearly impressed. 

“And yet, I missed it,” Hayley said despair softly getting the best of her. 

“And  yet  here  you  are  talking  with  me,”  the  man’s  smile  was  radiant, almost blinding. “Do you know who I am?” 

S ome old dude no doubt hoping to get into my pants. 

 Would I let you? 

 Should I? 

“No sir.” 

The  man  laughed  out  loud.  It  took  him  a  full  minute  to  calm  himself down, by the end of which tears were pouring down his cheeks. “Pardon me, Miss, but I truly…  I can’t help it. I see a young innocent like yourself. In the big city, and all my buttons are pushed. I can’t help but look like the lecher that I am.” He chuckled. “But here it is – out in the open. At least appreciate my honesty. Desperate as it may be.” 

Hayley  blushed.  Had  her  thoughts  been  so  obvious?  “I’m  sorry.  You don’t –.“

The  man  lifted  a  hand  to  stop  her.  “Don’t  even  try.  I  can  see  it  on  your face even though I am what – maybe twenty years older than you. I might as well  be  hundred  years  your  senior  as  far  as  you’re  concerned  –  I’m  just  a dirty old man, right?” 

Hayley  opened  her  mouth  to  protest,  but  he  stopped  her  again.  “You wouldn’t  be  wrong,  mind  you.  My  name  is  Harry  Anderson,  and  as  I mentioned earlier, I specialize in a certain kind of movies. A certain kind that

seems to have tickled your interest.” 

Hayley didn’t know whether to blush, speak her mind, or simply stand up and leave in protest. So she just looked at him in open-eyed amazement. 

“Few people have heard of me because when others, more famous names need  money  for  a  risqué  production,  they  come  to  me  and  I  provide  the financing.  But I do value my privacy.” He arched his brow in an exaggerated manner.  “You  happen  to  have  come  across  one  of  the  richest  men  in  that glorious city of ours. And I’m in a very charitable mood. Not entirely without reason, mind you. Your beauty is my reason, in case you’re wondering,” he chuckled and she couldn’t help but smile at his open honesty. 

She  didn’t  know  what  to  say  to  that,  and  it  was  with  considerable gratitude  that  she  saw  the  waiters  bringing  out  dessert.  “I  hope  you  don’t mind, young Hayley, but I did order tiramisu for the both of us. If you don’t like it, I will eat yours too. It so happens that this establishment is renowned for the quality of this particular dessert. It would be a crime not to try it since we’re here already.” 

She  giggled  and  instead  of  answering  dove  directly  into  the  enormous piece. It was better than advertised. 

“So, why did you do it?” She looked up from the empty dessert plate. 

“Do what?” 

“Give James your breakfast this morning?" 

“Oh, I don't know. He looked helpless I guess.” 

“Many homeless people look helpless. In fact probably all of them. There were just a couple of bums off to the left by where James was standing. But you didn't give them anything. Why bother with him?” he insisted. 

Harry’s tone was so amicable that it put her at ease and she just blurted it out: "I don't know, I think he was homely, tasty homely. The tasty sort of way that reminded me of a neglected marshmallow. And – he smelled clean." 

Harry  looked  up  to  stare  at  her.  Hayley  squirmed  feeling  suddenly  very self-conscious. 

“Now,  I  have  to  admit  I’m  very  curious,  sweetheart,”  his  voice  was friendly, but his eyes were piercing. Suddenly she felt herself on the spot. She had to tell him. 

“I have been diagnosed with synesthesia,” she stammered out softly. 



Chapter 10

“Syneths– what?” His eyes became slits. 

“Synesthesia,  it  is  when  people  confuse  what  they  see  with  something else,  another  sensory  input.  The  most  common  are  to  see  colors  and  hear sounds in your mind. But I – when I smell something, I can see it, as if with my eyes. That is all.” Harry was genuinely befuddled. She watched him look at her for the longest minute. 

Just then her phone split the silence with a mortifying ding-ding. 

 Saved by the bell. 

“You better check on that.” 

“I don't want to.” 

“Maybe  it's  your  mother,”  his  voice  was  playful  again.  He  was  teasing her. 

“Grandmother,” she corrected him. 

“That's  right.  Check  your  phone  now,  and  when  you’re  done,  I  will  sit here, and you, my dear, will tell me the story.” 

“WHICH STORY?” 

“Why, the one you have been working on. The one you were going to try and get published.” 

She shot him a quizzical look and then groaned when she realized that her hands were already doing his bidding. 

“Just  my  roommate  Stephanie.  Again  apologizing  for  this  morning.” 

Hayley shrugged and put the phone away. 

HAYLEY CLEARED her throat and squared her shoulders. 

“I’ve  been  working  on  it  for  quite  some  time  now.  It  is  the  story  of  an English  girl  who  became  one  of  the  most  famous  queens  of  ancient  times. 

This happened in the seventeenth century, in the Ottoman Empire, where the Sultan  who  had  just  ascended  to  the  throne  requested  a  concubine  based  on specific criteria. She had to be pretty but also intelligent and most importantly

– English.” 

“English?” Harry looked dubious. “How could he request an English girl? 

Wasn’t the Ottoman Empire situated thousands of miles away from the Isles of Great Britain?” 

“Exactly.  For  it  all  to  make  sense,  I  should  probably  point  out  that  the Sultan  was  himself  something  of  an  oddball.  Back  then,  it  was  accepted wisdom that the best ‘harem material’ so to speak only came from the steppes of  what  is  today  southern  Russia.  But  the  Sultan  had  different  ideas.  His favorite  teacher,  when  he  was  young  had  been  an  English  nun  who  had instilled  in  him  a  deep  love  of  Shakespeare  and  all  things  European.  So profound was the Sultan’s obsession with old Albion that he put up a prize to be handed to the man who brought him the prettiest girl that conformed to his list of requirements. Besides being English, smart and beautiful, she also had to  be  a  virgin  of  course.  For  no  woman  with  carnal  knowledge  of  man  was allowed to set foot behind the high walls of the Imperial harem.” 

Hayley’s  blush  didn’t  escape  Harry’s  observant  eye,  and  he  smiled.  Her eyes  fluttered  and  her  pupils  dilated.  It  was  as  if  her  mind  had  already traveled  back  in  time.  “Back  then  Constantinople  was  a  bustling  seaport situated  on  the  silk  route  linking  Asia  to  Europe.  The  great  city  had  no shortage of eager sailors who upon hearing of the Sultan’s prize hastened to carry out his request.” 

Harry  stopped  to  wave  over  a  waiter.  “Would  you  like  to  have  some coffee, my dear?” 

“Some tea perhaps?” 

“How very English of you,” and they both laughed. 

“Feel  free  to  interrupt  me  if  you  find  the  story  unappealing.”  Hayley nervously played with the napkin. 

“Not  at  all.  You  say  it  is  mostly  true?”  Harry  smiled.  It  didn’t  really matter to him. Hayley’s flushed features and rapid breathing told him all he wanted to know. 

“Quite so indeed.” 

Harry  took  a  sip  of  his  coffee  and  she  couldn’t  help  but  notice  the elaborate  tattoo  he  had  on  the  back  of  his  left  hand.  It  was  of  a  spider,  and even  though  she  hated  spiders,  she  was  unable  to  look  away.  It  was gorgeously done, and in minute detail. She could even see the little bristles on the animal’s feet! 

“I see you have noticed my little buddy,” Harry smiled. 

“It is beautiful,” she said softly. 

“A  story  for  a  different  time  perhaps.  But  please  continue,”  he  checked the time and she got the distinct impression he was suddenly pressed for time. 

“It  so  happened  that  the  same  day  that  the  Sultan  made  his  faithful announcement, an English captain had just pulled into port. A pirate, through and  through,  he  had  exactly  what  the  Sultan  was  looking  for.  Stashed  away on his ship he had a beautiful young girl – chained and gagged and waiting for the highest bidder. The captain was delighted. Nothing made his day quite as glorious as a prospect for a bountiful deal. He had just raided an English merchant  ship  off  the  coast  of  Egypt.  His  booty  included  a  pretty  English vixen, a virgin in every way who was the daughter of the head merchant, the owner of the ship they had just captured.” 

“Oh! And what happened to her dad?” 

“He  had  been  shot  through  the  head  and  had  mercifully  died  during  the battle.” 

“Mercifully?”  Harry  had  been  looking  off  into  the  distance  and  now centered  his  aquiline  eyes  fiercely  upon  the  girl  who  immediately  looked away. Slowly his features softened. 

“Mercifully, because if the dad had been alive, he would have witnessed the hard times that now lay in his daughter’s future. It was good that he was spared  this  unnecessary  tribulation.  The  pirate  was  faced  with  a  conundrum of sorts. On the one hand, he did have the girl, and my, oh my, what a beauty she  was!  He  was  absolutely  certain  that  no  hot-blooded  man  would  ever  be

able  to  resist  her  untouched  charms.  She  fitted  the  Sultan’s  wish  list  for  a future  concubine  to  a  T.  But  therein  lay  a  problem.  You  see  –  the  pirate already had her. There was no need to set off on the raiding trip all the way to England  to  kidnap  a  girl  like  her.  That  was  good,  but  also  bad,  from  the pirate’s point of view.” 

“Why?” Harry’s eyes narrowed to slits. 

“Well as with any real pirate, money was most important to our guy. He simply didn’t want to miss on the part of the prize meant to remunerate the captain’s voyage.” 

“But he could negotiate. Couldn’t he?” 

“Yes, he might try to negotiate with the Sultan,” Hayley nodded. “But he would  be  negotiating  from  a  position  of  weakness.  It  was  doubtful  that  the Sultan would see his point of view. After all, the pirate had kidnapped the girl well  in  advance  of  any  knowledge  of  the  Sultan’s  prize.  It  was  possible  the Sultan could decide he was doing the pirate a favor by buying her off so soon after  his  arrival.  The  pirate  would  have  one  less  slave  to  worry  about.  Plus, she was untrained and the sooner she got off the rat-infested pirate galley, the better.  Pirate  galleys  were  not  known  for  their  hospitable  environment  and sanitary  conditions.  The  Sultan  was  certainly  not  naïve,  and  he  did  have excellent advisors who were sure to point out the obvious.” 

“If the pirate tried to press his point too hard, he ran the risk of not only losing  the  girl  –  the  Sultan  could  confiscate  her  at  any  point  on  some technicality,  but  he  could  lose  his  galley  and  life  as  well.”  Hayley  was breathless now, completely lost in her own story. 

For  a  long  moment,  Harry  found  himself  lost  in  thought.  He  was surprised  how  easy  it  had  been  for  Hayley  to  slip  on  her  thinking  hat  and unemotionally analyze and think over the motivational nuances of the story. 

A  budding  writer.  She  was  training  herself  to  calculate  for  the  best  logical reasons  that  drove  a  literary  character  to  act  one  way  or  another.  He  smiled thinly at her and motioned to the waiter. 

“The  Sultan  also  wanted  an  English  girl  brought  up  in  England  with  all the  cultural  implications  of  that  fact.  This  particular  English  vixen,  virginal and pretty though she was, was captured off the coast of Egypt. And Egypt, after  all,  was  part  of  the  Ottoman  Empire.  The  pirate  would  be  walking  on very thin ice or perhaps I ought to say the sharp edge of the sword between striking a deal in losing his head. The longer he thought about it, in fact, the

more convinced the pirate became that the girl was not only a bad deal in the making but a liability.” 

“Finally,  after  a  long  sleepless  night,  the  captain  decided  there  was  one way  to  have  his  cake  and  eat  it  too.  He  would  have  the  girl’s  tongue removed.” 

“Oh, my God! He could do that?” Harry took a sip of his wine. 

“Of  course,  he  could,  sir.  She  was  his  captive,  his  slave.  He  could  do whatever he liked with her.” 

He  was  carefully  observing  the  girl  and  pleased  to  notice  how  big  her eyes  suddenly  got.  She  was  swept  up  in  her  own  ideas.  He  had  to  admit  it, they  weren’t  half  bad.  Still,  he  would  have  probably  chosen  to  involve  the dad  somehow.  Harry  reached  for  his  fork  and  studiously  collected  the  few crumbs from his long since vanished tiramisu cake. 

“So  what  happened?  Did  the  captain  cut  off  her  tongue?  He  didn’t!  Did he?” 

“Well –“

Suddenly Hayley realized that the maître d' was standing by them. Harry looked up. 

“Ah, at last." 

“Your friend wanted me to let you know that all is set up upstairs and he is  ready.”  The  Butler  struck  Hayley  with  his  differential  demeanor  when  he softly addressed Harry bowing at the waist. 

“Thank you, François. I think we’re done here.” 

“My  apologies,  sir,  it  would  seem  that  the  young  lady’s  tea  –    it  is  just now being brought out.” 

“Nothing to worry about. She will have it later. Or some other day.” 

“Of course. Thank you, Sir.” 

“What is ready upstairs?” Hayley asked. 

“I'm  sorry,  sweetheart,  but  we  need  to  continue  the  story  another  time. 

Right now, you need to come with me.” 

“Why?” 

Harry  stopped.  Smiled.  And  gently  caressed  her  cheek.  “Your  innocent curiosity is so enticing. You’re very sweet indeed. The answers you seek will become  apparent  if  you  just  do  as  you’re  told.  In  general,  if  I  were  you,  I would stick to trying to do as directed. You’ll see it will work out just peachy if you do.” 

Chapter 11

Everything  about  the  last  couple  of  hours  in  this  man's  company,  his reassuring demeanor, his attentive questions about her story, the rain outside, and  the  quiet  twilight  of  the  restaurant,  had  lulled  her  thoughts  into  a languorous slowness that gave her the impression of being submerged, trying to scuba dive along the bottom of a murky tropical lagoon. 

“The moment I saw you in the coffee store, I thought to myself:

‘Here  is  a  girl  who  is  only  used  to  getting  by  in  life.  She  thinks  that  to coast and be overlooked is normal.’

I  could  tell  that  by  the  way,  you  danced  around  people  as  the  crowds milled about. But there is a strength in you, innocence, a spark that without the proper care and nourishment, will die. A couple of more years of this, and you will get used to accepting the status quo of your life, that it is okay to be overlooked. When in fact, you’re lovely and sweet, and I venture to say, quite smart indeed. But you're not shining the way you ought to." 

Hayley  was  staring  at  him  thunderstruck  by  his  arrogance.  He  leaned back and smiled giving her a moment to recover from his harsh words. 

“It's  almost  5  PM,”  the  man  said  answering  her  unspoken  question.  “Is there any place you should be?" 

"Home, I guess," she cleared her throat and took a deep breath forcing her mind to shrug off the cobwebs that seemed to be throttling her. 

SUDDENLY  SHE  WONDERED  whether  she  ought  to  be  afraid  of  some metaphorical shark or mythical squid grabbing at her from the shadows of her own thoughts. 

“I need to go home.” It struck her that her own voice sounded more like a question than a statement. 

The man shook his head. “Nah. I may let you go home. But before that, you will spend some more time with me. Then we shall see. I think it is what you want, Hayley. Isn’t it?” Hayley felt shivers, like millions of ants run up and down her spine and a trickle of sweat dribble along the inside of her shirt to caress the contour of her breast. 

She was afraid to look up from her napkin and suddenly wished the man would  simply  stop  asking  her  all  those  questions  already.  She  didn't  know what she wanted to do. The man had settled the bill sometime earlier, and she knew it was only too easy to get up and go. All she needed to do was stand up,  bid  him  goodbye,  and  that  would  be  it,  but  for  some  reason,  she  stayed there playing with her napkin. 

After the longest minute of her life, she heard him stand. He came around the  table  and  gently  took  her  by  the  wrist.  He  didn't  say  anything,  and  on some level, Hayley knew he didn't have to. She stood and followed him to the back  of  the  place  where  a  door  she  hadn't  noticed  before  led  them  into  a softly  lit  atrium  and  a  bank  of  elevators.  A  bellhop  was  waiting.  He  was wearing  one  of  those  silly  little  red  caps  like  a  prop  straight  out  of  some ancient movie. 

Thunder split the sky above just when they were stepping out of the room and  frightened  the  young  impressionable  girl.  Without  a  second  thought, Hayley scampered up a little faster and found herself pressed close to the tall man that had so callously spoken to her moments ago. 

“Don't be afraid,  Hayley,” he said  without even turning.  He reached out and took her hand, and again she did not resist him. Her mind felt dizzy with turmoil. How was it that she had so quickly fallen under his spell? She knew she  hadn’t  been  drugged.  She  hadn’t  been  forced  to  do  anything.  The  man hadn’t made her go anyplace she didn’t want to be or do anything she didn’t want to do. All he had really done was provide her with options. Options she seemed all too eager to accept. 

She  was  here  of  her  own  free  will,  and  it  was  this  undeniable  fact  that

made  her  head  spin.  Hayley  was  confident  that  soon  she  was  going  to  be made  to  do  something  sexual,  something  she  had  never  done  before.  But what scared her worst of all was a simple realization that she wouldn’t fight or resist it one bit. 

Indeed, with a soft whimper, Hayley realized, she was looking forward to it. Whatever  it was. 

Once  out  of  the  elevator,  Hayley  couldn't  help  but  look  around  as  she followed the man through the sprawling apartment. The place was huge! She had seen the man push the button for the top level. And now that they were here, it all seemed to be one gigantic apartment. She had no idea properties like  that  still  existed  in  downtown  Manhattan!  She  couldn’t  even  begin  to imagine how much it cost to buy. Tens of millions of dollars, surely! Maybe hundreds!  Who  was  this  man  so  blithely  dragging  her  along?  She  was confident  she  had  not  seen  his  picture  on  the  web,  or  on  the  news.  If  he wasn’t a celebrity, then what was he exactly? 

They  entered  an  enormous  living  room  with  furniture  that  exquisitely matched the color of the walls and even the subdued lighting which seemed to bathe everything in a golden hue. The man had set a fast pace, and Hayley felt  herself  suddenly  out  of  breath.  She  resisted  the  urge  to  pinch  herself. 

Maybe  it  was  a  dream.  Perhaps  she  was  still  asleep  at  home  and  fallen  into some sort of coma- or fever-induced nightmare. Everything suddenly seemed so terribly outlandish, and at odds with the world, she had grown to expect. 

"Stop  fidgeting.  We’re  almost  there,"  the  man  growled.  He  turned  to glower at her. 

“Are you afraid?” 

She nodded energetically. 

“Good.” 

Next  thing  she  knew,  he  was  gently  stroking  her  cheek.  His  hand  felt warm and soothing, and she felt herself relax into his touch. "So innocent and pure," he whispered as if to himself. "You're perfect. An angel. Such a shame. 

No  matter.  Come,  we’re  almost  there,"  it  was  as  if  he  was  asking  for permission and she found it endearing somehow. 

Hayley nodded. "Okay." 

“Before we go in, I want you to do two things for me." His hand became firmer, and his fingers now held her chin making her meet his icy glare. His eyes were like two gleaming embers. Hayley shuddered. " I would like you to

make an effort to speak like a grown-up. This means – full sentences that are well thought out and clear. I don’t want to be guessing what you’re trying to tell  me.  And,  I  do  not  want  you  to  keep  secrets  from  me.  Understood?” 

Numbly, Hayley shook her head yes. “Reply in a full sentence to demonstrate you have understood.” 

“I understand that you want me to speak in full sentences, and I promise to do as you wish.” Her voice sounded so small and docile like that of a little girl, Hayley was shocked by her own submissiveness. 

“And, number two, when you speak I want you to look the person you're talking to in the eyes. It is the polite thing to do, okay?” She nodded. 

“Very well then. Follow me. Don’t worry I’m sure you’ll do well. There is a man I want you to meet. He works for me. He will be present for our next little  interview.  I  want  to  see  how  comfortable  you  feel  when  he  is  around. 

Can you do that?” 

 So  no  sex  then.   Why  did  she  feel  let  down  like  that?  She  almost  drew back,  but  somehow  remembered  his  request,  steeled  her  nerves,  and  looked him in the eyes. 

“Yes, I think so.” 

“Good.”  Hayley’s  heart  was  beating  so  fast  that  for  a  moment  she  felt faint. 

“You are going to get yourself lightheaded. I don’t want you to faint on me. Take a deep breath and hold it,” the man smiled and let go of her chin. 

He took her by the hand. “Count to ten before you let it out. You'll feel better after that.” She did as told, and amazingly it worked. 

Just when they were about to walk into the next room over, his hand went around her slim waist, and she gasped. “Nothing to be afraid of, sweetheart. 

You are where you belong. You said you missed an interview this morning. 

Here is an opportunity for a second chance at it. The job is different, but not as  different  as  you  might  expect.  The  imagination  you  have  to  write  and develop stories will benefit you immensely if you choose to accept our offer.” 

Chapter 12

This room looked plain and ordinary in comparison to the extravagant suites they had walked through. At its center was a couch, and on it was seated an enormous black man with a not-unfriendly face. 

When he stood to greet them, Hayley could barely repress the instinct to flee.  It  was  as  if  she  was  in  the  presence  of  a  mountain  of  human  flesh. 

“Good day Miss." 

His  accent  was  deep  and  melodious,  and  this  suddenly  put  her  at  ease somehow. "Sir,” he nodded at Harry whose hand had drifted to the small of her back and was now guiding her forward, towards the man. 

“How  do  you  do,  Viggo?  Please  take  a  seat.  Viggo,  this,  by  the  way,  is Ms.  Hayley  Shah.  If  things  work  out  with  her,  you  two  will  be  spending much time together. Why don't you see if you can find some common topics of interest while I arrange for snacks.” 

For some reason, Hayley felt her face grow warm. What did Harry mean by ' time together'? 

“So  I  hear  you  went  to  U  of  M?"  The  big  dark-skinned  man  asked. 

"Would  you  believe  me  if  I  told  you  that  I  earned  my  master's  degree  in political science there?" Suddenly Hayley felt very out of her depth. She was getting  the  distinct  impression  that  these  men  were  not  only  vastly  more experienced than her but also much better educated. 

“No  way.  A  small  world,  huh?”  How  was  it  that  this  man  was  so  well-informed she wondered? 

Harry  returned  closely  followed  by  a  blank-faced  maid  who  put  down  a tray  of  crackers  and  what  appeared  to  be  expensive  cheeses  on  the  small coffee table before them. 

“Do you prefer wine or something stronger, my dear?” 

“I-I don't drink,” she felt so stupid saying that. 

“How  come?”  Harry’s  eyebrows  went  up,  and  he  looked  benignly surprised. 

Hayley blushed wondering why he seemed to make her so self-conscious. 

“I don’t know, I just never found a taste for alcohol,” she lied afraid to look Harry in the eye. She was afraid that not accepting the wine might offend him for some bizarre reason. Nana had always insisted that alcohol was the origin of all evil. Having been raped by drunken soldiers more times than she could count had taught her to fear the excess and depravities that came out to dance from the darkest corners of the human mind when inebriated. 

“Well, it’s never too late to start working on a taste for good things,” he laughed  softly.  “How  about  you  try  a  glass  of  red  wine  now?  I  noticed  you only  had  mineral  water  downstairs,  but  I  thought  it  was  simply  too  early  in the day. Here, why don’t you try a glass of St. Emilion Grand Cru for me and we will toast to your first surrender to the dark side tonight?” He sounded so cheerfully benign that she couldn't help but laugh and nod. 

Suddenly all this talk of drinking reminded her how badly she needed to go to the bathroom. All that coffee earlier and water at lunch made her feel like  she  was  on  the  verge  of  bursting.  “I-I'm  sorry,  but  is  the  bathroom nearby?” 

Both men looked at her and smiled. 

“Of course, but before you go, let me just tell you what I have to offer –

my  proposal.  That  way  we  can  all  get  it  out  of  our  mind.  I  promise  I’ll  be quick.”  The  man  reached  down  to  play  with  an  expensive-looking  fountain pen that had appeared seemingly out of nowhere by a thick manila folder near the crackers on the table between them. 

“We  want  you  to  work  for  us  as  a  model  in  some  of  our  more  risqué productions.” 

“A m-model –“ she stammered momentarily forgetting about her need for relief.  Harry  nodded,  and  the  big  black  man  grinned,  two  rows  of  gleaming pearly  whites  almost  blinding  her  from  where  he  was  sitting  by  her  on  the couch. 

“Oh come on, dear child, surely you had to suspect I had something like that in mind when I asked you over, didn't you, Hayley?” Harry smiled. “I'm sure you took note when I told you the kind of work I specialize in.” 

“Y-yes,  y-you  did,  but  I  w-w-wasn't,”  she  hated  it  when  she  got  all flustered  like  that.  Hayley  looked  down  and  took  a  deep  breath  and  cleared her throat and tried again this time making it a point to look him in the eye. 

He  smiled  approvingly.  “It's  just  that  I  never  considered  m-myself  to  be actress material–” 

“–  Of  course,  you’re  not,  ‘actress  material,'  but  that  doesn’t  mean  you cannot grow into it if that is what you so desire,” Harry interrupted her. “All I’m  suggesting  to  you  right  now  is  that  we  would  like  to  sign  you  on  as  a model  with  us.  This  is  on  a  tryout  basis  for  a  week  or  so.  We'll  see  how  it goes. If we like what we see, we may consider coaching you and taking you on something bigger, and more permanent.” 

“Oh.”  She  didn't  know  if  she  was  supposed  to  feel  offended  or  flattered by his proposal. 

“Listen,  sweet  girl,”  he  reached  out  and  took  her  hand  in  his,  and  again she felt the soothing warmth of his skin. Somehow it seemed to achieve the impossible,  and  she  felt  her  racing  heart  slowing  down  a  bit.  “You  already told me you are casting about for jobs. I must admit that the moment I saw you this morning, at the coffee place, with those markings on your thighs, the only  thing  I  could  think  of  was:  ‘How  is  it  possible  that  such  a  sweet innocent-looking girl is marked like that?’ I just couldn't understand, in all of my admittedly vast experience, how somebody so…” He suddenly seemed to be  searching  for  the  right  words,  “–  pure,  and  if  you  pardon  my  frankness, emotionally  naïve,  could  have  submitted  herself  to  a  caning  just  hours before?” 

IF EITHER OF  them  could  have  seen  Azzazel’s  expression  in  that  moment and not been scared to death by his gleaming eyes and fangs reddened with blood,  if  they  could  see  past  the  monstrosity  of  the  devil’s  passion,  they would  have  recognized  the  creature’s  joy  with  the  words  of  its  minion.  The Master of Legions suppressed a sudden desire to make himself visible where he stood in the corner of the room. It was too early for the girl to witness her true puppeteer yet. 

“I WASN’T CANED,” she stammered never having felt such humiliation as in this instant. “I, I thought… I just explained –“

The man lifted his arms in a placating gesture. 

“You did, of course, you did. You told me you ran into the half-open door of  an  oven  at  home.  But  don’t  you  see?  That  does  not  could  not,  make  me forget my initial impression. The more I think about it, the more I believe that it was pure fate. Fate wanted us to meet. How else can you explain a chance encounter between a wise and old player like myself in a naïve little beauty like you?” 

“You’re not that old,” she whispered and looked timidly at the floor. Both men laughed, and this caused her to blush more violently. 

Harry  was  obviously  very  passionate  about  his  idea,  and  Hayley  had  to admit she found his energy contagious. He was standing now, walking back and forth, in tight little circles around their small group. 

“I am not sure –“

“I  think  you're  an  innate,  a  natural  submissive,  sweetheart.  With  proper guidance, there is no limit on how far you can go. You are a diamond in the rough.  I  have  never  felt  so  sure  about  something  before  like  I  am  in  your potential right now. To prove it, I will offer you a contract that is something unseen: Today’s Thursday. Try out with us for one week. You will retain one hundred percent of the rights and intellectual property of everything we have filmed  and  produced  by  next  Wednesday  evening.  The  intellectual  property rights  will  be  yours.  For.  Life.  Undersigned  by  my  studio  name,  I  can promise you it will be worth quite a bit. If you want to leave at that point, the choice will be yours. One week. That is all I’m asking.” 

He said it with so much emphasis that Hayley felt she ought to be actually impressed.  Looking  at  the  gobsmacked  expression  on  Viggo’s  face  next  to her,  she  couldn’t  help  herself  but  smile  broadly.  “Yes,  little  girl!  This  is  a very generous offer and one I have never made before. The reason I'm doing it now is I see potential. And even though that may sound creepy and trite I want you to consider the fact that I'm not a novice in the field. Not by a long shot.” He waved at the silent hulk on the couch. Besides being my driver and bodyguard,  Viggo  is  one  of  the  stars  of  our  company  and  the  BDSM  scene worldwide. He knows what he is doing. If you sign with us, you’ll see why.” 

Hayley  couldn’t  help  but  blush  at  that.  She  had  a  pretty  good  idea  what  he

meant. 

“I hope you recognize how open and honest I am with you, Hayley. I’m laying it all out on the table, so to speak.” The man seated himself again and took  a  deep  breath.  She  could  clearly  see  how  passionate  he  was  about  his work. 

“Can I give it some thought, though?” 

“Absolutely my dear. I don't want you to feel pressured in any way. Still, I’m quite confident that you will agree to my offer. Call it a hunch, but I saw how  much  you  enjoyed  the  story  you  told  me,  about  the  Sultan  and  his concubine. You will be a natural web starlet. I just know it.” 

Hayley  nodded  silently.  She  felt  her  cheeks  grow  hot  again.  That  was definitely  not  something  she  had  been  expecting.  Not  tonight  anyway.  He was  propositioning  her  to  become  a  porn  actress!  How  crazy  was  that? 

Suddenly her body squirmed, and she was reminded of her urgent needs. 

“The  bathroom  is  through  that  door  to  the  left,”  the  man  answered  her pleading  look.  It  was  all  she  could  do  not  to  run  as  she  stood  to  go  relieve herself. 

"ONE  LAST  THING,  if  you  please.  When  you  go,  don’t  forget  your  cell phone.  I  want  you  to  do  something  for  me.  I  want  you  to  take  a  picture  of yourself, a short video clip, really. While you’re there.” 

It took a moment for his words to register. The shock made her pivot to glare at his audacity. The man was sheepishly smiling back at her. 

“YOU  WANT  me  to  film  myself  peeing?”  She  couldn’t  hide  the  disbelief from her voice. 

“You don't have to share it with me, or anybody else. I just want to see if you’ll do it. Call it a test,” his smile broadened. 

She blushed violently, and at a loss for words ran out the room. 

Furious, she left the room in a tizzy and was grateful when she found the bathroom  which  was  close  as  promised.  Hayley  was  almost  done  relieving herself  when  it  occurred  to  her  that  the  man’s  outlandish  idea  was  so  crazy that she might as well go through with it. 

What  harm  could  there  be  in  a  video  she  would  soon  delete  anyway? 

Hastily she took her cell phone from her purse and fumbled with it urgently

until she was able to start a selfie clip. She wasn't sure anything was captured as  she  was  trembling  with  excitement  and  overwhelmed  by  the  new  and outlandish situation. Still, when she was done peeing and clicked pause, she saw she had captured a good fifteen seconds of video. She closed the phone, and locked the screen, feeling pretty satisfied the video clip would never see the light of day. But something about not wanting to displease the man made her  feel  happy  and  almost  proud  of  herself  that  she  had  done  as  he  had requested. 

 I’m such a Slut! 

Chapter 13

The moment she reentered the room she saw something had changed. There was a new gleam in the man’s eyes. Hayley froze by the door, cold instinct almost  getting  better  of  her.  Finally,  she  willed  herself  to  walk  up  to  the couch and sit. 

“Let me put it that way, honey, it is crass, and you might take offense, but I will risk it nonetheless: I have too much to lose if I just let you go – I will buy  your  grandma’s  house  and  offer  you  guys  sixty  percent  on  top  of  your asking price. Cash purchase immediately." 

Hayley  felt  between  a  rock  and  a  hard  place.  It  was  as  if  the  floor  had fallen  out  from  beneath  her  feet.  The  man's  indecent  offer  represented everything she hated about the Internet: the sleaziness, the porn, and yet, the man himself seemed honest in a twisted sort of way. He was giving it to her straight and even willing to help her Nana. Who's to say that if she ignored his offer, they would ever be able to sell the house for anything close to the asking price? Maybe it was indeed fate that had made her roommate spill the coffee  and  cause  her  to  miss  an  appointment  that  morning  and  run  into  this strange man? 

She closed her eyes and drew a mental chart – the positives on one side, and  the  negatives  –  on  the  other.  Her  grandma  would  be  taken  care  of,  the house sold, money no longer an issue. At least for a long while. A while long enough for Hayley to find a good stable job. 

And in return – she would spend the week with this strange man and his

friend.  Filming  dirty  movies.  At  the  end  of  it,  she  would  no  longer  be  a virgin.  Somehow  that  last  part  troubled  her  the  least.  It  was  thinking  of  the house that seemed to drag her to an emotional precipice. 

“I  have  only  one  extra  request,  though.  You  need  to  email  me  that  clip you just took in the bathroom.” Hayley’s eyes grew big. “I took the liberty of texting you my phone details. Just text the clip back to me, if you please. And you need to do it now.” 

Hayley  watched  Harry  smile,  and  in  that  smile,  she  saw  him  read  her thoughts  of  indecision,  of  wondering  if  she  could  lie  herself  out  of  sending them the incriminating video. Somehow, with a preternatural clarity, the man had guessed right, that she had indeed filmed herself on her own cell phone in one  of  the  most  intimate  acts  a  person  could  do.  He  knew  that  she  had  it stored on herself on and he could even now read her grasping at straws trying to imagine a way of telling him she didn’t. No, she didn’t have it, sir. But the twinkle in his eyes already warned her against even attempting it. And hadn’t he  warned  her  earlier  that  he  wanted  her  to  always  look  at  him  openly  and hide nothing? 

One lonely tear formed somewhere in her mind and perched itself at the corner  of  an  eyelash.  She  could  clearly  picture  the  house  in  all  its  nostalgic glory:  golden  in  the  early  California  sun,  outlined  against  the  crisp  blue  of that chilly San Francisco morning when daddy had swept her up in his strong arms and held her tight against his uniformed chest. There had been tears in his eyes then too. He had said it was the glare of the sun, but at seven, Hayley had already known better. Grandma had been there as well. All three of them

–  bathed  in  the  light  of  that  cold  California  morning.  All  she  wanted  now though  was  to  forget  about  it.  Delete  it.  Obliterate  it  from  memory.  Like  it had never been. 

“Yes.” 

“Sorry. What?” Harry craned his neck closer. 

“Yes.  I  will  do  it.  I  will  text  you  the  clip  I  just  made.  Thank  you.” 

Hayley’s  voice  was  thick  with  emotion,  and  both  men  were  careful  in  their silence. They knew how difficult it had been for the girl to make perhaps the most  significant  decision  of  her  life.    Even  if  she  didn’t  fully  realize  it  yet, she had just crossed an important bridge and burned it too. There would be no going back. 

“Okay  –“  the  man  smiled,  but  there  was  still  an  air  of  incredulity  about

him. Like a pawnbroker eyeing a potential customer about to chicken out of a terrible deal. “Just to make it clear, you understand what you agree to exactly here, don’t you? No second thoughts later? That wouldn’t be something I will accept.” 

Hayley  took  a  deep  breath.  “I  understand.”  She  had  had  it  coming  for some  time  now.  Selling  herself  along  with  the  house  somehow  made  sense. 

Crazy, disgusting, lewd sense. 

The man motioned to the black giant lounging on the couch. “Viggo, will you  get  me  the  contract,  please?  It’s  over  there  by  you.  Let’s  have  Ms. 

Hayley Shah sign it. No sense delaying now.” 

Her silence spoke more than any words could ever have. She could see in the expressions of both men that they had read her decision even before she had formerly acquiesced. Harry’s smile became truly genuine the moment her pen squiggled across the contract. 

“Important business ventures are usually sealed by a handshake as well as the signing of a contract. Now that you have done one of the two, sweetheart, why  don’t  you  demonstrate  your  acceptance  by  going  down  on  your  knees and helping relieve some of Viggo’s strain? Hmm?” 

Shit!  Was  it  all  to  happen  so  quickly?  Life  does  come  at  you  fast,  she thought ruefully. 

Chapter 14

“His strain? 

“Yes, his strain.” Hayley was sure she could detect irritation make its first appearance  in  Harry’s  voice.  She  saw  the  big  black  man,  Viggo,  lewdly  sit back  on  the  couch  and  put  one  enormous  hand  over  the  tent  that  had materialized  at  the  apex  of  his  thick  thighs.  Hayley’s  mouth  flooded  with unbidden saliva and she gulped loudly which didn’t go unnoticed by the men. 

They both smiled. 

“Listen, sweetheart,  if you want to become any kind of actress, you have to allow the director to take charge of you. This means you have to listen to what I tell you to do and respond accordingly. Understood?” 

Hayley nodded. 

“Very good, since your hands are already at your waist playing with your hemline  there,  why  don’t  you  start  by  removing  your  shirt  and  your  bra. 

Then,  follow  that  with  your  skirt,  panties,  and  shoes.  You  can  leave  your thigh-highs on. And get on with it,” Harry actually yawned and checked his watch. “We don’t have all day.” 

Hayley  wanted  to  scream  at  him.  Hadn’t  he  been  the  one  who  just moments  ago,  had  so  insisted  that  he  wanted,  no  –  needed,  her  to  sign  a contract with them? And now that she had done it –

That was it!  I am theirs, and they know it. 

Hayley realized that having put pen to paper had changed her status with Harry. She was no longer a new girl he was trying to convince. Now she was



an employee, and this man who she hardly knew was about to put her through her paces. With trembling fingers she began unbuttoning her shirt. Her breath was coming in little staccato gulps as she wondered how best to inform these two hardened guys she had never done anything like that before. 

The  simple  truth  that  the  number  of  girls  her  age  and  demographic  who had absolutely no experience when it came to sexual stuff probably numbered in the single digits in New York City didn’t make things easier at all. 

Slowly, like in a dream, she slid off the couch to her knees. Harry grunted his approval and stood and took a couple of steps back. 

HAYLEY’S FINGERS started fumbling with the buttons on her shirt. It took her almost a full minute to slip the first one from its eyelet. Her knees felt so weak that she sank down to the floor. 

“Look at me, babe. Center yourself on me.” Viggo put a restraining hand on her forehead and made her look up at him. 

She licked her lips nervously. “I have never –“ and then she looked away from  his  face.  Her  eyes  inadvertently  fell  onto  the  giant  branch  of  his manhood which seemed to be growing right before her as it swayed in some invisible wind. 

“Boss? How old did you say she was?” 

“Twenty-two,” Hayley could hear the amusement in Harry’s voice. 

“But this isn’t the Middle Ages! Are you telling me you have really never been  with  a  man?”  Viggo  was  crouched  down  on  the  floor  by  her,  his  face inches  from  Hayley’s  troubled  features.  She  could  see  the  disbelief  in  his eyes. She nodded and hugged herself. 

She started crying. 

She felt his big hand gently caress her forehead and closed her eyes. 

“This is the first time anybody has touched her like that,” Harry’s voice sounded  clinical  as  if  he  was  describing  an  object  at  a  museum.  “Ain’t  that right, sweetheart?” 

Chapter 15

Hayley didn’t have the strength to reply. All she could do was glare angrily back at the unblinking black eye of the camera as it feasted on her defilement. 

Where  it  had  materialized  from,  she  wasn’t  sure,  but  Harry  was  hefting  it with  professional  comfort  as  he  panned  around  her  flushed  form.  Hayley knew on an intellectual level that she ought to express outrage at being filmed without her consent. 

But  she  hadn’t  really  read  the  fine  print  of  the  document  she  had  just signed. She was fairly certain there had to be something to the effect that they could  take  her  pictures  whenever  and  however  they  pleased.  Hayley  felt powerless  to  assert  herself  kneeling  on  the  floor,  surrounded  by  powerful man flesh on all sides, her nostrils accosted by the strong erogenous musk of the dark-skinned man whose member she was about to fellate. 

“So,  boss,  you  mean  to  say  you  haven’t  even  examined  her?”  Suddenly she felt challenged by the other actor’s question. Was he trying to imply that in some way she might not be up to par? 

“What  if  she  has  some  sort  of  hideous  birthmark  that  covers  half  her body? You are the director after all, but – I don’t know…” 

She was shivering now. 

“I DON’T THINK we have to worry about imperfections. I think it has more to do with the way she was brought up and then another little thing – she has

a very acute sense of smell.” Hayley felt like a horse at a tradeshow. The two men were watching her misery on the floor, filming her and commenting on camera! 

And  she  had  agreed  to  it  all!  Her  complicity  in  her  own  degradation boggled her mind as she finally managed to unbutton another of her buttons. 

“An acute sense of smell? I don’t understand?” 

“I think it is somehow tied to her imagination. She feels everything much more  strongly  than  the  rest  of  us.  She  probably  could  tell  you  exactly  what kind of food your scent reminds her of. Is it not right, girly?” 

Viggo  walked  up  to  her,  and  she  looked  up  at  his  towering  body.  She grew lightheaded. “So what do I smell like?” Hayley looked down and shook her head. But the big black guy wouldn’t have any of it. 

He  reached  down  and  took  her  face  in  his  hand,  and  for  a  stultifying moment,  she  was  afraid  he  might  crush  her  head  in  his  enormous  fist  that enveloped her cheeks like a glove of flesh and muscle. 

“Tell me!” He boomed. 

“Your  scent  makes  me  think  of  a  stallion,  sir!”  The  sound  of  her  voice came  out  funny  from  the  way  her  lips  were  squeezed  in  his  palm.  “After  a long race,” she added softly and looked down. 

There was silence and then booming laughter. 

“Awesome! Wow. Good girl!” he let go and gently patted her reddening cheeks. “Go on now, lose your clothes, I can’t wait to teach you some things. 

You will never be the same once we are done.” 

Chapter 16

She watched the man chuckle merrily as he walked back and seated himself. 

Hayley forced herself to breathe as one after another she unbuttoned the last buttons of her stupid dress shirt, now resigned to her fate and simply wishing for it to be all over as soon as possible. 

Harry didn’t offer her any more direction, merely allowing her to follow her instincts and undress as fast as she wished. There would be time later to coach  the  young  actress  to  the  minutiae  of  porn,  the  proper  motions  when undressing, ways to act enticing. The purpose of this first encounter was only to explore the raw novelty and record it so countless others could appreciate the first stages of the girl’s journey. 

Finally, the shirt fell open, and she dropped it to the floor. Then the bra joined it. 

“There,  now  lose  that  little  skirt,”  came  the  director’s  voice,  cold  and mechanical. 

 The devil shifted in the shadows. 

Hayley blinked – a new thought. She had an epiphany. She turned to face the camera. 

“Only of you promise me that somehow, I am not sure how. I don’t care, really. But you will promise me that you will help me publish my story.” 

HARRY’S FACE GREW SEVERE, but she set her jaw. If they didn’t give in

to her that little bit, she would leave. It was all insane enough as was. 

She started to get up, but Harry turned off the camera and motioned her to stay on her knees. So she did. 

“Tell me what happened to the girl.” 

“You  want  to  know  if  the  pirate  Captain  went  through  with  his  idea?” 

Hayley shuddered at the thought of having one’s tongue removed. How could she have even conceived of that idea, to put it in her own story? 

Harry  put  his  hand  to  her  cheek  and  made  her  face  him.  “Look  at  me, sweetheart.  And  tell  me  the  story.  Who  knows,  maybe  I  will  like  it  and maybe we will have some screenwriters write it up into a movie?” 

“PHILIPPA  SURVIVED  JUST  FINE.  As  it  turns  out,  the  Sultan  happened  to have  spies  throughout  his  city.  One  doesn't  get  to  stay  in  power  without jealously  guarding  himself  against  liars  and  traitors.  The  Sultan  had  been informed that the galley carrying a girl just like the one he wanted had only recently anchored in the bay of Constantinople. The details were murky but his  grand  vizier,  that's  the  primary  advisor  to  the  Sultan,  informed  him  that the  girl  was  English  and  possibly  even  virginal.  She  would  have  to  be thoroughly  examined  by  the  eunuchs  of  the  harem  to  make  sure,  of  course. 

But  first,  she  had  to  be  snatched  away  from  the  captain,  because  as  the Sultan’s advisors correctly guessed, there was little reason to put any faith in a treacherous pirate keeping the young woman safe much longer. The Sultan was mostly worried that the evil pirate Captain, might choose to take her and keep  her  for  himself.  This  could  not  be  allowed  to  happen.  The  Sultan dispatched a detachment of Imperial guards, and they arrived just in time to arrest the pirate before he had any chance of hurting Philippa.” 

Hayley  released  a  sigh  of  pent-up  angst  she  hadn’t  realized  she  was keeping. She laughed nervously. Something about the story and the fact that she was telling it, semi-naked and on her knees, made her feel very strongly for  Philippa.  There  were  many  similarities  between  the  nubile  character  of her story and herself. 

“Philippa’s ordeal was only just starting. Now she was put in chains and immediately transported to the Imperial Palace where in the early hours of the morning  the  chief  eunuch  was  going  to  submit  her  to  an  intimate  and

humiliating exam.” 

“Oh.” 

Chapter 17

The chains were removed, and the girl was led into a simple room in the very basement of the palace. There, attended by two young slave girls, sat a giant corpulent dark-skinned man of indeterminate age. His head was adorned with an  ornate  turban,  and  his  clothes  spoke  of  fine  taste  and  immense  riches. 

“Lady, welcome to the harem of Hamid The Third, Sultan, and Great Leader Of  Our  Empire,  may  he  live  forever.  I  am  Bashir,  the  chief  overseer  of  his highness’ harem. You will call me Master. Now I shall examine you, and if you  pass,  I  will  tell  you  what  to  expect.  Do  you  have  any  questions,  my dear?” 

He  looked  over  at  one  of  the  girls  who  translated.  Much  to  Philippa’s surprise, the girl’s English was almost perfect and indicated diligent lessons and  good  teachers.  When  the  girl  was  done  translating,  they  both  turned  to look at Philippa questioningly. 

“What  would  happen,  M-master,  if  I  do  not  pass  this  exam  of  yours?” 

Philippa felt she had to ask. She couldn’t bear another hour of not knowing what  her  future  held.  The  last  couple  of  days  had  been  a  succession  of horrors, and she was anxious for at least the hint of something more hopeful ahead. 

“I  must  apologize,  my  dear  lady,”  the  corpulent  eunuch  bowed  politely, 

“If  you  do  not  pass  my  simple  exam,  you  will  be  of  no  use  to  his  Imperial Majesty. I will examine your body and beauty and most important of all your health and state of chastity. If you fail on any of those accounts, I will have

no choice but to hand you over to a slave trader who will find you a master of appropriate standing at the market.” 

Hayley covered her mouth stifling her scream. 

She  was  to  be  sold  as  a  common  slave!  Death  surely  would  be  more merciful than what this man was describing. 

She could see it in his eyes – the horror that such a future would hold for a pure young girl like herself. She fell to the ground, too weak to stand. In an uncharacteristic display of empathy, the eunuch motioned for one of the slave girls that until now had sat motionless and silent to offer Philippa a glass of cold water. 

“I could try and promise you an easy existence if you happen to fail now. 

But that would be a lie, and I can see in your open face and straightforward question that you are a woman of honor. Therefore, I will be open and honest with you as well. Follow my lead and answer my questions candidly now so that I can swiftly and with minimum bother accomplish the necessary tests on your body. In return, I will promise you that even if you don’t happen to meet the  high  standard  of  our  Imperial  Majesty’s  harem,  I  will  do  my  utmost  to find you a slave trader honest to his word and make him promise that he will only  sell  you  to  a  master  that  is  honorable  and  worthy  of  your  charm  and beauty.” 

Philippa  looked  up  from  where  she  had  fallen  to  the  ground,  her  eyes clouded with tears and once the girl was done translating she wiped her face with the back of her hand for she wore no clothes other than a simple slave tunic and whispered a heartfelt “Thank you, sir.” 

She  understood  how  little  value  her  continued  happiness  and  well-being held  for  these  people  and  how  important  was  the  promise  of  the  eunuch.  In his  dark  face  that  glistened  with  sweat,  she  saw  the  sparkling  eyes  of someone who was severe but also just, and she felt she could grow to respect that. 

“Thank you, master Lord for your generous promise. I will do my utmost to  meet  your  and  your  master’s  high  expectations.”  The  eunuch  was pleasantly surprised to see that in spite of all she had suffered the girl still had a  strong  spirit  and  will  to  persevere.  He  nodded  and  then  allowed  himself  a deeper bow recognizing his respect for the petite woman’s strong soul. 

Bashir  found  himself  hoping  that  she  was  truly  a  virgin,  innocent,  and healthy.  He  could  already  see  that  even  beyond  the  grime  of  her  unkempt

appearance,  she  was  a  true  beauty.  More  than  simply  fulfilling  his  master’s expectations,  he felt he would be proud to guide and train her into becoming the perfect little servant she could be. 

Chapter 18

“Come,  child.  Slip  off  this  tunic  so  that  I  can  see  you.”  Philippa  looked startled  for  only  a  short  moment,  but  with  a  deep  breath  she  steeled  her nerves and obediently stood up and peeled off her shameful, dirty little tunic. 

Her  chains  had  been  removed  earlier,  and  now  she  stood  naked  and  bare  as the day she was born. 

“Tell me your name, sweet child.” 

“Philippa Smith, Master. But they call me Pippa.” 

“And what’s your age, Philippa?” 

“Nineteen, Mr. Bashir.” 

“Just Bashir is good enough for now.” 

He  looked  at  her  with  the  eye  of  an  experienced  slaver.  He  imagined himself being his master, the man who’s bed she would hopefully be blessed to grace. It had been a long time indeed since raiders had taken him from his home in Africa and mutilated him in a way that had fundamentally deprived him of lust of any sort. Still, Bashir prided himself on possessing a virulent imagination,  something  to  which  he  attributed  his  gradual  elevation  to  the exalted  status  of  chief  Imperial  eunuch.  Somehow,  deep  in  his  soul,  Bashir was able to imagine himself whole again and lust and if not experience it at least  imagine  what  I  hold  a  man  who  was  cut  not  cut  would  look  for  in  a beautiful girl like the one shivering in fright naked before him now. 

Her face was pretty and showed signs of having caught the sun. She had a smattering  of  freckles  on  her  high  cheekbones  which  had  darkened

considerably, perhaps as a result of her voyage through the Mediterranean on board the pirate vessel. Sparkling green eyes stared tremulously back at him, and Bashir noted that even though tired the girl he could speak see the girl the girls buoyant spirit in them. The strain of her experiences these last couple of days  was  showing  as  would  be  expected  only  was  only  to  be  expected.  A gaunt  paleness  was  still  apparent  even  underneath  her  sun-kissed  skin. 

Nothing that can be fixed by rest and a healthy diet. 

Bashir  realized  that  the  Sultan  hadn’t  specified  hair  color  which  was good. It would have been a pity to reject the raven haired green eyed beauty simply because of the jet-black color of her waist long mane. 

An  angelic  oval  face  and  cute  little  nose  gently  upturned  above  her  full lips that were slightly parted and moist in trepidation were the last things he noticed before looking down past her graceful neck, straight shoulders to her pair of perfect little breasts that would fit magically into the palm of the man about to squire her. 

“Come and stand here,” the eunuch pointed to the floor between his feet. 

The  girl  shuffled  forward,  her  breasts  bouncing  with  wonderful  firmness  as he parted his knees. 

From  this  closeness,  he  could  see  the  tiniest  little  hairs  along  her  arms. 

Her fingers fluttered, and he could see she was fighting a desperate last urge to  cover  herself.  She  swooned,  and  he  reached  out  to  catch  her  shoulder steadying her on her bare feet. He knew she had been given food to eat and water to drink before they had led her to him. It had to be the novelty of her nakedness that was making her dizzy. 

“You  do  understand  why  you’re  here,  little  lady?  If  you  pass  the  exam, you do understand what will be expected of you?” Her eyes opened wide. 

“I think so, Master,” she said meekly. 

Her lips quivered. “His Highness, the Sultan will make love to me.” The eunuch nodded. 

“Have you been with a man in that way before?” 

The words were asked in a way that caused wild goose flesh to break out along her arms and legs. She shook her head. 

“No, never, sir.” 

“You have never made love before?” The tone was more severe, the voice more  strident  now.  His  hand  where  he  had  grasped  her  shoulder  dug  in painfully into her flesh. 



“I have never been naked with a man before in my life.” 

“So you’re saying that if I were to put a finger between your legs now, it would  only  go  in  so  deep.  Your  maidenhead  is  intact?  Is  that  what  you’re telling me, girly?” 

He  violently  shook  her.  Philippa  hiccupped  for  a  moment  unable  to continue and then nodded. “Yes, yes, I’m a virgin.” 

“Spread  your  legs  wider.  If  you’re  lying  to  me,  you  will  be  whipped mercilessly.” 

“KEEP  YOUR  HEAD  UP,  eyes  on  the  wall.”  Philippa  sucked  in  a  shallow breath  as  she  felt  the  back  of  his  jeweled  hands  run  across  his  cheeks. 

Obediently she didn’t dare look down. 

“Open your mouth,” he ordered in Turkish, and this time the slave didn’t have time to complete her translation. Philippa guessed the gist of the order and parted her lips. 

She felt the eunuch’s practiced hands lift her lips as he peered around the back of her mouth. It was the worst kind of feeling – being inspected like an animal. Her hands came up to push away at the invading fingers, but a sharp order was all it took to drop them down again. 

“Put out your tongue.” She wanted to refuse but didn’t have the strength to do it. Obediently Philippa put her tongue out and blushed violently feeling him  squeeze  it,  pinch  it,  pull  it.  Next,  he  reached  to  play  with  her  breasts  –

lifting  them,  weighing  them  and  then  dropping  them  to  bounce  resiliently against her taut chest. 

He squeezed her nipples sharply until her mouth curled up in misery and then let go. 

“Bend  your  knees  and  part  your  legs,”  he  said.  “Wider.  Lower  yourself more.” The next couple of minutes were the most embarrassing of Philippa’s young life. He touched and looked carefully at her outer labia before pinching them  and  holding  them  to  the  side  so  he  could  peer  in.  It  was  clinical  and horrible, and again she felt like an animal about to be auctioned. 

Philippa  started  sobbing  when  the  man’s  fingers  entered  her  vagina.  He seemed to spend  an eternity testing  her tightness and  carefully exploring all

the way up until he felt her maidenhead. 

“Turn around for me now.” Philippa was too far gone, openly crying, to pay  attention  to  the  particularities  of  what  she  was  being  made  to  do  next. 

She spun around almost without thinking mindlessly staring at the back of the room. 

“Bend down, child. Put your hands on your legs for support, if you need,” 

the  eunuch  said,  and  the  slave  translated.  It  felt  funny  and  strange  to  hear  a female  voice  give  such  obscene  direction,  but  Philippa  listened  and  did  as told. 

His hands returned to exploring her naked flesh. It was a slow affair, his fingers  caressing,  pinching,  prodding  the  silky  skin  testing  her  muscle  tone and health. Then he pressed one hand up between her thighs which she had parted thoughtlessly. Her vagina opened up, and this time he explored it from behind. 

Without  saying  a  word,  the  eunuch  opened  her  up  and  touched  her maiden  intimacies  finding  them  wet  and  getting  wetter  still.  Soon  a  sharp little gasp from her mouth accompanied a jolt of her tight pelvis as he reached the  apex  of  her  little  girl  from  behind  tickling  the  nubbin  of  pleasure  there. 

Her body jerked up but then came back down again opening herself to even deeper pleasure, unlike anything she had ever conceived before. 

Had she been able to see the face of the eunuch so callously feeling her maiden  area,  she  would  have  been  staggered  by  the  impassive  nature  of  his expression. Philippa knew nothing of eunuchs and was too embroiled in her own  experience  to  fathom  what  this  half-man  was  thinking  or  experiencing himself.  All  she  could  tell  was  that  the  universe  seemed  to  have  constricted around  the  expert  fingers  that  so  persistently  touched  her  where  she  had hadn’t even touched herself. 

“No!  Not  there,  please!”  Her  voice  was  high-pitched  and  keening  with tension,  but  he  didn’t  stop.  Quite  the  contrary.  He  reached  in  and  assaulted the  tip  of  what  she  would  soon  learn  is  called  her  clitoris  with  professional determination and zeal. She was on the cusp of a climax of passion rendered tenfold more extreme than anything her girlish dalliances had ever gifted her before. 

Just then he used the index finger of his right hand to touch the rosebud of her bottom opening, a place Philippa had ignored until this instant other than as a part of her daily toilet routine. 

“No!” But it was too late. Her world fell apart when he applied just a tiny bit of pressure on her sphincter, just enough for the very tip of his finger to slide in. 

It all happened in the same instant her mind split with the most powerful orgasm  she  had  ever  experienced.  She  would  have  fallen  to  the  floor  if  he hadn’t  been  expecting  it.  He  withdrew  his  hand  from  her  bottom  and  still flailing the fingers of his left hand at her clitoris, he held on tight to her petite waist as she fluttered in his arms like a fish stranded ashore. 

Soon  Philippa  was  able  to  breathe  again.  The  man  had  gently  deposited her on the ground, and now she looked up to see him smile down at her. 

“You did well, my child. You passed the test. Let me be first to welcome you to his Highness’ Harem.” 

Chapter 19

An  abrupt  wave  of  the  arm  interrupted  Hayley’s  lurid  imagination,  and  she looked up at Harry. 

“Enough for now. But I like it, I truly do!” Harry’s voice had changed in intonation  and  Hayley  could  tell  he  was  done  with  the  story,  at  least  for tonight. “Undress and let us see what you think of this little slice of the life of Philippa. Are you wet, little girl?” 

He picked up the camera again. 

It  was  infinitely  more  humiliating  to  have  to  undress  herself,  Hayley realized.  There  was  no  dignity  in  that.  She  was  made  to  act  like  a  common slut. It would have been much less shameful for the men to have ripped off her  clothes  for  her.  But  they  stuck  to  simply  ogling  her  self-subjugation. 

Hayley  felt  the  men  were  keenly  aware  of  the  nuances  of  her  almost ritualistic conquest as they captured it for posterity. 

She had to stand up on shaky legs to lose the skirt. Soon she was only in her  panties  and  thigh-high  stockings.  Time  slowed  down.  It  was  as  if  the universe had emptied itself out and all that remained were the raw sexuality of the big man’s rapt attention and Harry. Hayley was afraid to turn and look for  him  but  could  feel  the  camera’s  ominous  presence  filming  somewhere behind her. 

“Hayley, you are beautiful,” Viggo said and she could sense he meant it. 

He  appeared  to  be  in  genuine  awe  of  her,  and  this  made  her  feel  humbled. 

She  didn’t  deserve  these  men’s  attention.  They  seemed  so  much  more



experienced, more knowledgeable, better educated… She was afraid she was wasting their time somehow. 

“Hayley, now please take off your panties. I want to feel your pussy with my hands,” Viggo said politely. 

Of course, she knew something like that was coming, but it still took her by  surprise.  He  was  going  to  touch  her   there.  She  had  never  been  naked  in front of a man before. But she had come too far, too quickly, and the sheer momentum of the day left her no choice but to persevere. 

Hayley’s  long  hair  had  fallen  across  her  face  like  a  curtain,  and  she desperately wanted to close her eyes and hide in it. Instead, she tossed it back and looked quickly over her shoulder at Harry and the camera and then back at Viggo and the giant bulge in his pants. 

NO, there was no choice. She had to obey. 

She reached down and slowly slid the sheer pretense of a barrier that was her simple panties down her long legs revealing herself for the first time to a man in that way. 

Nobody said a thing for a long while until, “Come closer, kid. Let me feel you.” Hayley took a couple of tentative steps toward the couch until she was within Viggo’s reach. 

Everything  suddenly  felt  so  very  much  like  a  dream.  She  watched  him reach out and stroke the side of her left breast so that the camera could see his touch and her shudder that made her orbs jiggle. 

“Put  your  arms  on  your  head,”  his  words  sounded  stern,  and  she immediately  did  as  told.  Her  raised  arms  lifted  her  breasts,  and  now  her nipples pointed almost straight up. They were hard with fear. “You have very beautiful tits, Hayley.” There was a long pause, and she looked back at him uncertain as to what he wanted. Then she understood. 

“Thank  you,  sir,”  her  voice  was  nervous  and  husky  with  tension.  Harry had  apparently  expected  her  timidity  and  had  positioned  himself  with  the camera inches from where she stood presenting herself to Viggo. 

“So precious,” he gently caressed her cheek and then her lips. 

“The girl’s hips are wide, and her calves and thighs are very well defined. 

Maybe  she  dances  or  runs  in  college,”  Viggo  commented  as  his  big  hands washed  across  her  tummy  and  glided  along  her  legs.  He  nodded  at  her  to replace her hands on her head, and she immediately did so. 

“Turn  around  for  me,  beautiful.”  Hayley  blushed  when  she  heard  the clicking sound of the man’s approval when her ass came into view. She had always  suspected  that  her  butt  was  attractive.  It  was  rounded  and  firm  from jogging practice as Viggo had correctly guessed. 

“Oh  my,  it  looks  like  she  has  been  caned.”  His  fingers  traced  the humiliating  welts  on  the  back  of  her  thighs,  the  reason  for  all  her  recent troubles it seemed. 

Hayley whimpered softly but didn’t find the strength to explain. 

“You  know,  if  Harry  doesn’t  mind,  I  think  will  take  off  those  stockings after  all.  Sexy  as  they  are,  I  want  to  see  you  naked  like  the  day  you  were born.” 

“Go right ahead. I don’t mind,” the director commented. 

It wasn’t a question, Hayley realized, and so she didn’t reply but merely stood  there  and  waited  for  the  man  to  peel  off  each  stocking  and  lifted  her feet one at a time as he removed the last garments from her body. 

Viggo  ran  his  hands  down  her  thighs  and  over  her  knees  and  along  her calves all the way down to her feet. If she didn’t know any better, it almost felt  as  if  a  blind  man  was  using  his  fingers  and  hands  to  appreciate  her beauty.  He  gently  clasped  her  ankles  and  lifted  her  feet,  one  at  a  time. 

Somehow she managed to balance on one foot with her hands on her head as the man cradled one foot, and then another in his giant palm. He played with her toes and then let them down. “Beautiful feet.” 

Everything  he  was  doing  was  on  display  for  Harry  and  his  infernal camera. Fear, shame, and shock washed across her face, and all she could do was squint her eyes firmly shut. 

Suddenly she felt his fingers come in from behind and touch her denuded nether  lips.  “Shhhh,  shhh,  little  one.  You  will  get  used  to  my  touch  soon enough.” But mercifully his hand moved away. “Now turn around and kneel please.” 

She  knelt  as  if  in  prayer.  A  skinny  little  white  waif  of  a  thing.  The contrast of her delicate build was almost grotesque in comparison to the thick body  of  the  giant  dark-skinned  man  waiting  for  her  to  start  worshiping  him on  the  couch.  Even  his  thighs’  circumference  was  bigger  than  the  width  of

her chest. She seemed like a grade schooler in comparison to Viggo’s well-exercised physique. 

“Keep going now. My cock needs relief.” 

He had blatantly reminded her of the end objective. This made her blush crimson, but obediently Hayley brought her arms down from her head to her waist. 

“She is such a shy little thing, boss," Viggo saw her flinch when his huge hand  came  to  play  with  her  lips.  “You  said  she  had  lots  of  water  at  lunch, didn’t you?” 

“That’s right, she should be well hydrated.” 

“Excellent.”  Suddenly  a  huge  meaty  finger  pressed  past  her  teeth  and pushed down on her tongue slithering all the way back to tickle at the back of her throat. Hayley retched and her body convulsed away and off falling back on her heels. “Her gag reflex will need lots of work, boss.” 

“She is a virgin, don’t forget that. It will be one of your jobs to train her.” 

“I don’t know, she seems such a fragile little thing. I don’t want to break her.” 

“Look  at  that,”  he  said  passing  his  thumb  across  her  lower  lip  that quivered. “Such full lips. I wonder if they if your nether lips are that full as well? Hmmm?” 

The big black man followed her to the floor and took her face in one huge hand and squeezed forcing her jaws apart. “Open up sweetheart and let me in now. Don’t be shy or afraid. I will take care of you, but I need to train you first.” 

“You say you’ve never seen a cock before. Here, practice on this first.” 

His  hand  was  huge  as  it  kept  her  chin,  his  huge  powerful  index  finger easily  delving  into  her  soft  tender  mouth.  It  lay  there  for  a  while  and  then rubbed  up  and  down  causing  her  to  instinctively  salivate  around  it.  Hayley could barely breathe with consternation, her eyes suddenly misted up by the tears that were abundantly flowing as he stared at her and fondled her lips. 

She felt the texture of his rough skin, the salty tang of his taste. 

He  would  delve  all  the  way  in,  to  the  back  of  her  throat,  to  where  it almost  made  her  retch  and  then  pulled  back  out  to  run  them  along  her  lips before sliding them back inside. It was the most intimate thing she had been made  to  do  in  her  life  so  far.  Her  mind  squirmed,  confused  with  signals  of what he expected her to do and what she yearned to have done to her. 

Chapter 20

He kept his finger pulsing along her tongue for a long while and then added a second. Her response was immediately to run her tongue around and suckle on  them.  “If  master  Harry  hadn’t  told  me  you  are  a  virgin,  I  would  have found it hard to believe. You’re a natural cocksucker, baby.” 

 A cocksucker!? 

 Master Harry? 

So  many  new  thoughts,  words,  tastes,  smells,  experiences…  Her  mind was a whirlwind. 

Her  heartbeat  slowly  descended  into  something  less  frantic  as  her  mind conjured up images of what it would feel like when she would finally accept his cock into her mouth. 

What would it taste like? Yes, she didn’t want to do it, but she was also afraid. The shame that Harry and everybody who happened to see the movie would see her drink down this man’s cum. With a shiver, she realized she had assumed  that  would  be  the  only  option  –  swallowing  his  spume.  Hayley might not be experienced, but somehow her mind was prepared. 

When  Viggo  pulled  his  fingers  out  with  a  loud  plop,  her  lips  seemed reluctant to let go, she was already looking down at his crotch. 

The man helpfully sat back on his shins and unzipped himself. 

 His penis! 

 The first one of my life! 

“Go  ahead,  kid,  reach  and  take  hold  of  my  cock  and  tell  me  how  it



compares with what you expected.” 

Like in a dream Hayley saw herself lean forward and do as told. It felt hot and  heavy  in  her  hand,  and  for  a  moment  she  almost  dropped  it.  It  wasn’t fully grown yet, she guessed. The wrinkled skin at the top of his penis had a wonderful manly scent that made her mouth water. She didn’t know what its source was, but she did see crystalline beads of glistening moisture ooze out to  sit  at  the  end  of  Viggo’s  cock  and  without  being  told  she  kissed  them away. 

“Good girl,” Viggo patted her head. And then the most miraculous thing

–  the  whole  thing  began  growing  bigger,  and  bigger,  the  skin  pulling  back and more of that strange liquid came out from the slit. Her fingers trembled as she brushed her lips sucking it away again. 

In  a  minute-worth  of  efforts,  her  hand  had  grown  almost  comfortable stroking his penis, and an incomprehensible sense of pride filled her mind at how she made it grow bigger by merely kneeling in front of it. 

And kissing it. 

She looked up and saw Viggo smile down at her. 

"GO  ON,  take  his  cock  in  your  mouth.  Do  what  you  know  your  body  is telling you to do." Harry said, his voice adding to the strained eroticism of the atmosphere. 

“When you're sitting at a man's feet, your attention is to be on him, and only him. No matter what is said, you do not look at anyone except him. Not unless  he  tells  you  to.  Do  you  understand?"  Hayley  nodded  and  obediently looked up. 

"When you answer me, you say 'yes, sir' or 'no, Sir, or Master,.' Do you understand?" 

"Yes, Master," Hayley responded her voice hoarse with anxiety. 

“Good girl, go on, do as told.” 

By the time her hands let go of his cock and returned to his inner thighs so  she  could  lean  in  for  support,  Viggo’s  cock  had  grown  to  at  least  ten inches  in  length.  She  estimated  that  it  was  as  thick  as  her  wrist!  A mindnumbing  instant  of  panic  was  extinguished  at  the  source  when  she  felt

the big black man's hands intertwine in her hair. 

Suddenly,  it  was  as  if  all  rational  thought  had  completely  left  her  and Hayley leaned in and placed a big wet kiss right atop his slit from where she assumed  his  urine  came  out  when  he  peed.  Slowly  at  first,  and  then  with more eagerness, Hayley pressed the tip of her tongue at its opening. Almost immediately  she  was  rewarded  with  a  spurt  of  sweet  and  salty  liquid.  She liked the taste. 

“There you go, sweetheart. Nggh…” Without lifting her mouth from his piss  slit,  Hayley  looked  up  to  see  Viggo  throw  back  his  head  as  his  broad belly rumbled with satisfaction. “Taste me, baby.” She eagerly did. Then she simply knew that she really wanted him in her mouth. On autopilot, Hayley leaned  forward,  and  opening  her  mouth  as  wide  as  possible  started  taking Viggo’s massive girth inside. 

"Shhhhh,  baby  girl.  Obey!"  He  looked  down  at  the  divine  image  of  the young  goddess  with  her  lips  wrapped  tightly  around  his  cock.  Her  face  was flushed  except  where  the  strain  of  his  girth  stretched  her  ruby  red  lips  and made  them  turn  pale.  Her  mouth  was  like  a  hot  furnace  engulfing  his  head, her sweet doleful eyes looking up at him as her chest panted and her nostrils flared. 

“Suckle  on  me,  baby.  Don't  worry  about  taking  me  deeper  just  yet," 

Viggo  coached  her,  his  voice  soft  and  gentle.  She  was  so  inexperienced,  he was suddenly worried that she might suffer some sort of nervous breakdown if  he  proceeded  too  fast.  Obediently,  like  a  little  whore,  the  young  girl entrapped  by  his  dark  thighs  on  either  side,  hollowed  out  her  cheeks  and started sucking on his cock head. He felt the suction all the way down in his balls as she vacuumed up the first hints of discharge emanating from his piss slit.  Her  big  blue  eyes,  wet  with  tears,  reflected  her  mortification  at  her debasement.  Viggo  relaxed  back  and  let  go  of  her  head.  He  leaned  into  the couch enjoying how she suckled him long and slow, instinctively doing it just the way he enjoyed it. 

Chapter 21

Because they were both kneeling on the floor, she had to bow really low so that  her  mouth  could  envelop  him.  This  had  the  effect  of  causing  her  to spread her thighs wide open and elevate her bottom as she slowly got more and more into it. 

What had initially started off as gentle little suckles as her tongue and lips lapped  at  his  piss  slit  and  cock  head,  soon  involved  more  generous movements of her head and neck and even her entire body? Ten minutes into it  even  her  butt  was  moving.  Harry  dutifully  moved  the  camera  around panning  so  as  to  capture  Hayley’s  first  sexual  encounter.  Both  men  knew with  the  certainty  of  experienced  players  that  the  innocence  of  the  girl  was more  than  evident  from  her  blushes  and  the  rigid  way  she  held  her  entire body and yet attempted to please and do as instructed. 

It  was  a  heady  mixture  of  revulsion,  respect,  and  admiration  which flowed  through  Hayley’s  mind  as  she  worked  on  the  monster  sitting  wet  in her mouth. She could see with the corner of her eyes Harry peering intently at her efforts. Idleminded, she followed some deep primal instinct and used her tongue to lap and collect the strange, masculine substance that oozed in little droplets  from  the  tip  of  the  heavy  black  cock.  She  didn’t  even  have  to swallow,  instinctively  absorbing  the  man’s  output  through  the  thin membranes of her mouth. 

Suddenly  Hayley  felt  movement  to  the  side  and  realized  that  Harry  had come to tower behind her! 

"Keep your mouth on his head. Sit up for me. I want to try something," he commanded.  With  a  whimper,  Hayley  felt  his  hand  slide  along  the  swell  of her  buttocks  and  down.  It  curved  up  along  her  thighs  so  that  it  touched  her most private holy of holies. Hayley whimpered softly. “Shhh, kid.” 

Harry’s  fingers  deftly  moved  forward,  and  her  thighs  spread  themselves as if of their own accord giving him the space he needed to touch the furrow of  her  cunt  with  his  finger.  In  her  squatting  pose,  the  cleft  of  her  labia flowered  open  just  a  little,  and  Harry  deftly  squirmed  his  middle  finger around  until  he  located  a  spot  even  Hayley  didn’t  know  existed  which  was located between her clit and vagina. 

She shivered violently and almost fainted as he slowly began massaging what  she  realized  had  to  be  her  urethra  there.  "Look  at  me,  Hayley,"  Viggo ordered  and  just  then  her  mouth  was  assailed  by  more  of  his  material  that seemingly  endlessly  kept  coming  forth  from  his  cock.  Hayley  felt  her  mind assaulted and torn into a million pieces: the sensations from between her legs, the pressure on her knees, the shame of it all topped off with the heat between her lips, and her salivating mouth and the way she was voluntarily servicing this man she had only just met,  drinking down what she now knew had to be his precum. 

And suddenly she felt a trickle of golden droplets emanate from between her  legs.  Harry  had  made  her  pee  herself  a  little  and  was  now  actively vibrating his fingers between her urethra in her clit! 

“Good girl,” he said softly caressing the small of her back. And just then Viggo  issued  a  grunt  and  his  thighs  where  her  small  hands  had  leaned  for support suddenly tightened. 

“I'm coming," he growled throatily. “Do not swallow or let anything fall out  of  your  mouth,  bitch.”  Her  eyes  were  wide  as  saucers  as  suddenly  her mouth  was  explosively  filled  almost  to  the  bursting  with  a  warm  cream  of thick, pungent consistency. Viggo was looking at her, his eyes like daggers as he his fist tightened in her hair holding her completely immobilized between his thighs. 

“Almost done,” he growled. “Look at me, sweetheart. But don't swallow just  yet.  You're  doing  marvelously.”  He  used  his  thumbs  to  brush  back  the sweat  from  her  forehead  and  caress  the  tears  streaming  down  her  high cheekbones. “There, there.” Hayley squirmed when Harry's hand angled itself somehow,  and  his  long  thick  finger  delved  inside  her!  Her  toes  curled,  and

her entire body tensed as he touched the roof of her tunnel from inside, and her universe exploded. 

“She is coming now!” were the last words she had heard before she saw Viggo nod his permission. “Swallow, bitch!” 

Chapter 22

It took her a couple of tries to gulp down the entire volume he had gifted her mouth.  The  moment  when  the  first  thick  avalanche  of  cum  started  to  slide into  her  throat  was  the  moment  her  orgasm  exploded,  and  Hayley  lost  all ability for self-control and fell backward to the floor fluttering like a leaf in a gale. 

LATER,  when  they  helped  her  sit  back  up  on  the  couch,  they  told  her  they had  been  worried  she  might  have  had  an  epileptic  seizure.  She  had  no memory  whatsoever.  Just  an  all-encompassing  exhaustion  that  had  settled down on her like a warm blanket. 

“Your eyes rolled up into your head, and we could see the whites of your eyeballs,"  Harry  chuckled  even  as  Viggo  gently  held  her  against  his  broad chest where he sat leaning back against the couch. She knew she ought to feel embarrassed and horrified at what these two older men had made her do, but somehow she felt safe and relaxed with them now. 

“How do you feel, sweetheart?” 

“Better…”  Hayley  took  a  deep  breath.  Yes,  she  did  feel  better.  Much better,  in  fact.  She  looked  up  at  Viggo  and  thought  how  much  she  really wanted  to  suck  him  again.  His  cum  tasted  so  sweet.  Her  skin  felt  hot  and sweat trickled down her armpits. 



Chapter 23

“Last thing, before we call it a night…” 

He did something she didn’t expect: he brought his fingers to his lips and kissed  them,  but  instead  of  then  blowing  her  a  kiss,  he  reached  out  and touched  her  breast,  where  the  nipple  lay  underneath  the  thin  garment  of  her shirt  lifting  it  like  a  tantalizing  little  peek  of  flesh  promising  the  secrets  it beheld. 

“I'll  see  you  in  the  morning,  sweetheart.  Then  we’ll  shoot  your  first fucking.” 

Hayley’s knees suddenly felt as if they were about to give out again. 

“Sleep tight. You have a busy day tomorrow.” Hayley was too exhausted to argue. “Good night now. I want you to make an effort to remember your dreams, if you have any. Tomorrow, I will ask you what they were, and you will tell me.” 

“I seldom dream –“

“Tonight you will, and tomorrow – you will tell me.” 

“Okay…  Good  night…”  He  was  waiting  for  something,  and  she  knew what it was. "Master." 

When the dream came, it was of a big burly-chested pirate. She was his

captive and he was dragging her somewhere by the hair. But mysteriously the knowledge  of  what  he  was  about  to  do  to  her  was  not  what  made  her  heart race with panic. 

Her cold sweat was caused by the intricate tattoo of a black widow spider on his hand. It was just like the one Harry had. 

Chapter 24

The shrill ring of her cell phone woke her up from a deep slumber. “Who are you  sleeping  with,  girly?”  Whoever  would  think  that  coffee  would  be necessary after the shot of adrenaline this question from her grandma, of all people, caused, had to be utterly clueless! Hayley had never gone from 0 to 100% awake with such speed before. 

“Huh?! Grandma!” 

“Don’t  stall  for  time  with  me,  little  girl!  Remember  –  we’re  related.  I know what you think,” it was as if Grandma had suddenly shed the last thirty years of her life and was sixty again. Her voice was coming crisp, stern, and alarmingly lucid. 

“A young man on a moped showed up this morning and dropped off what has to be five hundred-dollars-plus-worth of groceries. At first, I insisted that there  must  be  a  mistake,  but  he  said  you  ordered  them.  Now,  I  know  you have no stray cash to buy chewing gum with – so, here I am asking you again

– which little rich prick are you sleeping with over there in the big city? And don’t you lie to me! Because I also discovered from our real estate agent, no less, that our house has been bought! For cash! No escrow necessary! What the hell, Hayley Lee Shah?!” 

Hayley had to pinch herself to not burst out laughing now. She had never heard grandma swear before. In spite of the pretend anger, Hayley could also feel  an  undercurrent  of  joy  as  the  old  woman  was  on  the  brink  of  bursting into laughter. 

“Grandma,  it  is  the  time  difference.  I’m  just  so  discombobulated  from everything. But I meant to tell you, was going to call you later – yesterday at lunch, it was an official thing organized by the publisher, I came across a real estate person that works here in the city. One thing led to another, and I told them about how we’re trying to sell your house in San Francisco. He looked it up on his smart phone, right there, and then made me an offer that exceeded anything we ever hoped for. So I said yes but it was too late to call you. So –

There!”  Hayley  surprised  herself  with  the  speed  with  which  she  had concocted  that  particular  falsehood.  She  blushed  at  the  notion  of  lying  so smoothly to her own grandma. 

A long silence filled the ether between her cell phone and grandma’s old landline. 

“And you’re not sleeping with him?” A ton of suspicion and resentment was still palpable. Just then Hayley heard her door unlock.  Shit! Viggo! Who had given him a key?  She had to cut it short. 

“Grandma  it  is  the  publisher  on  the  other  line.  I  have  to  go.  Sorry.  I’ll explain everything later.” 

“Later,  later,  you  always  say  later.  I  hope  I’m  still  alive  to  hear  your explanations – later,” the line clicked off. 

Hayley  smiled.  At  least  Grandma  was  happy.  The  old  lady  had  started laughing in spite of her attempt at being harsh. 

CONTINUED IN MAID FOR HELL: Fallen Maiden

Afterword

Thank you for reading Maid for Hell: Devil’s Angel. 

If  you  enjoyed  this  book,  you  will  definitely  like  its  second,  and  final installment Maid for Hell: Fallen Maiden

You  might  also  want  to  consider  some  of  my  other  works,  such  as  the ones I have listed on the next page. 

EVEN MORE ARE available at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Let me know what you think. 

Probably  the  best  way  to  contact  me  would  be  via  Twitter:

@AlexCarlsbad

You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

YOUR REVIEWS ARE GREATLY APPRECIATED! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book  will  not  only  inform  me  of  your  opinion,  but  also  inspire  me  to  keep writing  for  your  enjoyment.  I  love  reading  your  thoughts,  feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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