
        
            
                
            
        

    

 


Maid To Order 

 

  By Lizbeth Dusseau   

 

 







A Pink Flamingo Ebook
Publication 

 

 Copyright © 2006, All rights reserved


 

 No part of
this book may be reproduced in any form without prior written
permission from the publisher. 

 

 For information contact: 

 

 Pink Flamingo Publications 

 

 www.pinkflamingo.com       

 

  
P.O. Box 632       
Richland  ,   MI     49083   

  USA
 
 


Cover Image Copyright © Thomas Roche

www.skidroche.com 

 

 Email Comments: comments@pinkflamingo.com








 
 

 

 Table of Contents
  

 

   Chapter One .
 3 
    

 

   June in Alabama .
 3 
    

 

   The January before
in Slovenia… ...
 4 
    

 

   Chapter Two .
 8 
    

 

   Some weeks later… ...
 16 
    

 

   Chapter Three .
 18 
    

 

   May in Alabama .
 18 
    

 

   Chapter Four 
 24 
    

 

   June in Alabama .
 24 
    

 

   Chapter Five .
 29 
    

 

   The next morning… ...
 29 
    

 

   Chapter Six .
 39 
    

 

   Chapter Seven .
 42 
    

 

   Chapter Eight 
 55 
    

 

   Journal Day One… ...
 55 
    

 

   Journal Day Two .
 55 
    

 

   Chapter Nine .
 62 
    

 

   Chapter Ten .
 76 
    

 

   Chapter Eleven .
 80 
    

 

   Journal Entry .
 81 
    

 

   Chapter Twelve .
 84 
    

 

   Chapter Thirteen .
 92 
    

 

   Journal Entry .
 98 
    

 

   Chapter Fourteen .
 99 
    

 

   Chapter Fifteen .
 102 
    

 

   Chapter Sixteen .
 107 
    

 

   Chapter Seventeen .
 112 
    

 

   Journal Entry .
 116 
    

 

   More Bdsm Erotic
Fiction by Lizbeth Dusseau .
 117 
    

 

   Sexual Mischief 
 117 
    

 

   These titles and
more from… ...
 117 
    

 

   Pink Flamingo
Publications .
 117 

   
 

   







   Chapter
One      


 June in    Alabama
  

  


 Like nails
falling from the sky, the hammering rain stung what flesh remained
unexposed and drenched the clothes that covered the rest of her slight
body – all this in a mere five seconds between the taxi and the covered
front porch of the sprawling house. With the taxi door slammed shut,
the bright yellow vehicle zoomed through the puddle of water so fast
that it splashed grey mud against the back
of her legs as she made her dashing exit. Her hair in wet ringlets, the
girl shook off the excess water and rung out her crocheted hat, which
she then stuffed inside her knapsack. She wiped her hands against her
skirt and took a deep breath to calm herself.  

        
Although it was no time for being nervous, her heart still beat
in a painful and uneasy rhythm, while her mind swirled with questions. She
should stop now and turn back – the refrain had repeated itself a
dozen times in the last hour, the only conscious thought she had. But
turn back? How? She was far far 
from home where this foolish adventure began, and now far from the
dilapidated clapboard house where she’d stayed six weeks while she was
being processed. A two day car trip took her south to a small house on
the outskirts of an unknown city; then she was shoved into the yellow
taxi, driven another twenty-five miles to her final destination.


        
She rang the bell. What else could she do … 

         
   But wait. How does one wait for Miles
Covington Hitchcock? A stranger? The man who chose her from pictures,
from a video Pavel’s friend Nikolai made
to sell her on the Internet? How does a man seeking a maid chose one?
Mind riddled with crazy thoughts, she nearly bolted into the driving
rain, but then the door swung open before her and a tall man appeared;
at first like a ghostly presence on this gloomy fog-ridden day, then,
as she looked up into his face, he came clearly into focus. Older.
Middle-aged. Groomed to be perfect. And handsome – maybe for a woman
twice her age. But no time to ponder that now.  

        
“Daniela Zito,
the agency sent me,” she said, after nearly thirty seconds of awkward
silence. This was what they told her to say.  

  


 ***


  


 The girl
standing before him looked a bit like a drowned rat. So small, wet, her
curly hair dripping, her clothes, yes, her clothes – what was this with
her clothes? An odd combination. No. It was more than that, more than
just the quirky clothes. This was not the girl he’d seen in the
advertisement. That girl was blonde, pretty, dressed like a mannerly
young woman, her smile bright and her eyes a sensuously soft blue. This
girl was short and dark, her eyes a deep mahogany color. She’d dressed
in a tiny blue suede skirt and slutty
patterned tights; while her feet were tucked into a pair of grossly
large boots. Although she wore a thin, grey,
and now very drenched, sweater, it did very little to cover the lacy,
low-cut teddy underneath. He supposed it was the current fashion, but
he didn’t like it. And of all things, in addition to her darkly-lined
eyes and purple lipstick, there was a small but very visible nose ring
through her septum.  

        
“I believe there has been some mistake,” he said in a voice deep
enough to carry some weight and make the waiting girl shudder. 


        
It took a moment for Daniela to
understand this; not that she didn’t understand English well; her
mother had been English and she grew up with the language from birth.
But these words were not what she expected to hear. Not now.  

        
“No, sir, no,” she shook her head, “there is no mistake. I
belong here, I do. I’m your new maid.” She stuffed her hand inside the
pocket of the grey sweater and pulled out
a piece of paper, shoving it forward so he could see. “Your name is
here and my name. See that? Your address. Right here. Please!” She
pointed her finger at what was once crisp blue writing – now a soggy
but distinguishable blur. “I am yours.” She paused. “You have to take
me.” 

        
How boldly she spoke, he thought. Gutsy, if nothing else. But
no, she was not the maid he’d made arrangements for. Completely
unacceptable! He calmed his stirring anger, letting it simmer for
later, when he contacted the agency. But, then what to do with her?
he wondered.  

        
A cold chill seemed to race through the girl’s body and every
bit of her shook with sadness and defeat. Oddly enough, her eyes were
still filled with hungering want.  

        
He looked around at the day as if it was the first time he’d
noted its dreariness. Yes, of course, the weather was grotesque, not
that cold but clearly wet and miserable.  

        
“May I come in, sir, please,” she pleaded with him, before he
could decide on his own to offer her entry.  

        
“Yes, of course. Come in and dry off,” he smiled thinly. “Then
we’ll clear up this terrible mistake.” 

        
“But there has been no mistake,” Daniela
Zito shook her head as she moved inside,
her clothes still dripping, quickly making a muddy puddle where she
stood like a forlorn orphan on the foyer’s smooth checkerboard tile. 


        
Miles Covington Hitchcock stared at her, still awed, still
wondering, still simmering with anger he tried in vain to mask with
civility.  

  








 The January before in  
 Slovenia  
… 

   
 

 “Daniela!” A sharp thundering noise crackled
through the humid air of the butcher shop.  

        
No answer. 

        
“Dannnnnieellllla!” The
barrel-chested voice boomed louder than before, and from the back room
behind the counters and coolers the girl came running. Laszlo’s raised arm came down and smacked across
her face, sending the hundred-pound Daniela
sprawling on the floor at his feet.  

        
 Laszlo stared down over his rotund
belly, lip curling cruelly, “How you take of my shop reflects on me!”
He pounded his chest. “You not scrub these floors, you not scrub these
counters, you filthy little bitch, you not do your work. This is what I
pay you for, you lazy girl. Get on in the back, I beat you there!”


        
“No, sir, please! Let me explain…” Daniela
gazed up glassy-eyed, imploring him, but Laszlo
had a stick in hand and swiftly cut her off. He used the stick to prod
her along the floor, smacking her flanks, her ass, anything in the path
of his weapon, until the girl at last scooted and slid and slithered
fifteen feet into the storeroom. The man’s wrath poured out against the
girl, as he hauled her to her feet and then upended her over a wooden
work table. She hung on knowing that it was useless to fight Laszlo’s rage, so in preparation for what was to
follow, she gripped the sides of the table, body cringing.  

        
No mere stick would do to punish the bratty girl; Laszlo had a strap for that. Swiping the thick
leather tool from the wall, he flung Daniela’s
short skirt off her ass, tore her panties down, then wailed on her
upturned hind end. The blows never failed to shock her psyche deeply,
turn flesh on fire, and produce a raging fury of misguided hormones in
her sexual body. The shock of the first stinging smacks threw off any
fight her mind might wish to wage. She gathered herself into a
cocoon-like altered state, praying for the submissive strength to fall
on her like a protective blanket. Only submission would get her through
his holy terror. Only submission would produce – in the end – the
ticklish thrill that would turn pain into her private pleasure. 


        
But perhaps the private pleasure was not so private
anymore.   

        
Months before on a similar occasion, Laszlo
had spied the pubes between her legs glistening with dew – so he
claimed later. In the following week, he’d caught her masturbating in
the corner of the storeroom after a particularly brutal session with
his strap. Her body oozed then as it did now with the evidence of her
rekindled lust. Her fingers were trapped inside her demanding pussy;
her lips were parted and her chest heaved with her ragged breath. She
looked up just as she was about to come and found herself staring into
the butcher’s beady black eyes. His arms were crossed over his chest;
his expression was as grim as his stance. But, oh! How his eyes
gleamed!  

        
Of course, she stopped playing with herself immediately,
although she did not remove her hand from between legs. Waiting
nervously for him to say something, anything, she was just about to
bolt the room, when he said, with more than a hint of lust. “Don’t
stop.” His voice had deepened to a throaty growl, and he waved his hand
encouragingly before crossing his arms again.  

        
Recoiling at the thought of performing for this man, her brown
eyes wavered furtively, while her mind worked to extricate her from the
humiliating moment. Unwittingly, her fingers replied to the man’s
command and moving inside her slick slit again, the question of
splitting the scene had been settled. She closed her eyes and came,
falling back into the hard brick wall, her head shaking back and forth
as hard as her fingers shook her clit. Her heaving belly and the
emerging sweat spoke as loudly as the small moan of pleasure that
escaped her lips.  

        
That day, Laszlo walked away. She
believed he was nearly as embarrassed as she was, and he never spoke of
the incident again. However, on the occasion of her next punishment,
his complaint against her was bogus, some little nitpicking something
that would not have been called a crime were it committed by any other
of his subservient employees. Since his enormous personality refused to
be challenged, Laszlo only employed
females, and maybe a few males, who were all by nature submissive.
Maybe Daniela was punished more because
she had the guts to stand up to him from time to time. Or, perhaps she
was punished more because she was young and sexy and easy to look at.
Whatever the reason was, however, her next punishment would change the
very nature of her relationship with Laszlo
and plunge her more deeply into a subservient role.  

        
He’d waited until the rest of his employees were gone for the
day and the shop was closed. She was in the outer shop scrubbing floors
when she realized that Laszlo was standing
over her, just gazing down at first, then nudging her with the toe of
his shoe. She shrunk up scared, then realized that he wanted something
from her.  

        
“Get up! The storeroom now!” The command made her jump to her
feet before he could kick her again. Whatever the cause of his latest
fury, she automatically ran to the storeroom and assumed the position
over the table, waiting for the inevitable strike of his leather strap.
 

        
When Laszlo sidled up her, he
rattled off some offense that made no sense to her. She almost popped
up to protest, but then he stepped back and swiftly leveled her with
strikes against her naked ass that had her screaming within seconds.
Never had she endured a punishment more cruel – or hurried. He rushed
for reasons that became obvious when he suddenly finished and his meaty
hands began to paw her ass and move between her parted legs. Thick
fingers searched the wet valley and he moaned in recognition of her
arousal, and his.  

        
Although panicked by his behavior, Daniela’s
body did not fail to respond in its usual erotic manner following a
hard correction. Rather than fight, she froze, or more aptly put,
stayed put, wallowing in the feel of the butcher’s surprisingly skilled
fingers. His bold play had her at an edge in minutes, although just
before she was about to gasp with her release, she heard some shuffling
behind her, a zipper going down and then felt the man’s stiff erection
lunge deep. He grabbed her hips and thrust, and thrust, and thrust
again. Her body was wracked with spasms and coming, her tartish pubis grinding against the table as if
this was what she wanted all along. Laszlo
came on the heels of her climax, shooting a thick wad of cream into
what was soon a sopping wet cunt.  

        
“You stay here in my shop, little bitch, this is what you do for
me.” 

        
This was all that Laszlo said of
the incident. His cock was back inside his pants before Daniela could have a look at it. She stood up
and turned around, staring at the man, while at the same time sensing
her juices running like a river down her inner leg.  

        
 Laszlo knew she would have little
choice but to submit to him. Her circumstances made it nearly
impossible for her to quit this job. Her father dead since she was five
years old, her mother a shrewish and miserly laundress. The woman would
have no compassion for a girl who didn’t compromise herself;
that was what women did to get by. Getting by was all that any woman
could expect. Yes, Laszlo knew all this;
he’d known Valeska Zito
since they were children. He understood her hard life and the hard
stance the woman took with a daughter she could barely tolerate. The
once vain and beautiful woman had been quite the catch when she was
young, but she’d aged prematurely and the death of her husband, an
important government official, had thrown her into poverty. She’d made
few friends and plenty of enemies in her neighborhood, thus she became
an easy victim in their vengeful plots to see her ruined. Without the
emotional resources to pull herself from the sad demise, she became
bitter and old far before her time, and was soon jealous of her
sprite-like daughter who seemed able to rise up untainted by the deep
despair that surrounded Valeska like a
funeral shroud. 

        
Unlike her mother, Daniela felt
little despair becoming the butcher’s fuck toy. Perhaps if she’d been
forced to kiss him, or make love to his cock with her lips, or he
wanted her to warm his bed, she might have been repulsed, even refused.
But as long as he played so artfully with her aroused pussy and took
her from behind, kneading his hands in her hot and red striped ass, she
could use these sessions for her own pleasure and the rather
unconventional thrill of becoming totally docile, meek, and
acquiescent… so many words to describe that divine state of being. It
was her one great wish to have some sexy young man love her enough to
let her be that docile, meek and acquiescent, while taking from her the
burdens of her everyday life. She imagined herself a love slave, even
though she knew that these were silly thoughts, silly, foolish and even
repugnant – if she considered them rationally.  

        
She was Laszlo’s fuck toy,
willingly. 

        
This latest session with the now furious Laszlo
and his strap produced a burning far beyond what he usually leveled on
her ass. She took in the pain, knowing that he would soon stop and fuck
her, and she could depend on those vibrant sensations to fuel the lusty
come to follow. But the scene ended differently this time.  

        
Yes, Laszlo fucked her. His cock
lunged as it had before, deep to the hilt, setting off the orgasm in
her groin that made Laszlo’s brutality
something to long for. But the butcher wasn’t satisfied in the way he’d
been satisfied in the past. Just as he was reaching his climax, he
pulled out, leaving her spirit as much as her body gaping unhappily. He
shoved her to her knees while turning her about and stuffed his turgid
cock into her mouth. The shock of it stunned her. She gagged initially
and her belly heaved; her revulsion couldn’t have been more obvious.
Still, Laszlo fucked her mouth. He raped
her mouth. He hung on to her hair and plunged deeper still, again and
again, even when she was choking and fighting him off with her hands.
The fight was useless. All that saved her was the come that quickly
filled her mouth and covered her face when he pulled his organ out. 


        
“Yes! I like this too, Daniela,”
the butcher said when he finished. He tapped his withering erection in
her hair to wipe it off.  

        
She shook her head.  

        
“What? You got a problem?” 

        
“Please, no more.” Her eyes filled with tears; she pleaded with
him as she never had before. 

        
“Yes. Yes. A whole lot more, little bitch. You’re your mother’s
daughter. Now, you clean up. Back on the floor, hands and knees, that
mess out there!” He pointed with his free hand; the other was zipping
up his trousers. He left her without seeing her tears or feeling her
anguish, even though they were both visibly apparent.  








   Chapter
Two      


  


 “Daniela, you must leave here!” 

        
This was her friend Pavel speaking
to her, leaning over the table in the coffee house. The thick cigarette
smoke around them seemed to hide the pair away from the other customers
in the busy place. They’d taken a seat in the front window, far in the
corner. Around them the sounds of clinking glass and clattering
silverware drowned out most of the unwanted noise of other
conversations, while protecting anyone from hearing the bizarre scheme Pavel manufactured to save Daniela
from the butcher. Pavel was an artist, a
poet, a dreamer. A simple man with a pale complexion, a nearly shaved
head and a neatly trimmed goatee. His wiry body teamed with nervous
energy, excitement, thrill, fear and passion. 

        
“I am fine, Pavel,” Daniela said. 

        
“No, you’re not. I see your eyes. They hardly gleam as they used
to. He doesn’t just want your body, Daniela;
he wants to strip you of your dignity. I heard that in his voice. I
heard him use you. Others heard him use you and shook their heads.”


        
“But not because they think I don’t deserve it.” 

        
“You think they want to see you suffer?” 

        
“They want Valeska Zito’s daughter to suffer because my mother is
beyond their reach now. There is nothing else they can do to her.”


        
“Then maybe that is more of a reason to leave here.” 

        
“Where would I go?” 

        
“   United States
  .” His eyes lit suddenly,
and strangely. 

        
“What? You’re mad.” 

        
“No, Daniela, no. I have a scheme.”


        
“A scheme? I don’t like your schemes, Pavel.
They are trouble, dangerous.” 

        
“This isn’t dangerous. You get your working papers, all that you
need, all legal, I swear.” 

        
“And how does that happen?” 

        
 Pavel pulled a magazine from his
pocket. “Like this, but on the Internet. Your picture and a
description. Even a video. They say that works even better.” 

        
 Daniela bristled. “I’m not a
whore, Pavel.”  

        
“No, no, this is not about being a whore. There are rich
American men who pay good money to arrange for foreign women. House
servants. Maids. Cooks. Nannies. They want pretty ones.” 

        
“What? No pretty ones in   
America   ?” she
looked doubtful.  

        
He shrugged, he didn’t know. With his fierce insistence there
was an intensity, a madness about him; he would not be dissuaded.


        
“You can do this, Daniela. You
should do this. Become a maid to some rich American, get out of that
hell-hole Laszlo has made for you. Least
if you have to submit to sex,” he said it as if it was nothing big,
“you might get something from it. But not from the butcher. He’ll take
more and more of you and think he owns you.” 

        
 Pavel was like the brother she
never had. They’d grown up in the same building, a very nice, modern
one where she lived with her parents until her father died. She and her
mother had been forced to move to a tenement when she was eight years
old. Before that time, she and Pavel used
to play on the front steps of their building together. Even when she
moved six blocks away he’d come see her; he would never abandon her.
Too bad he couldn’t take her from this situation himself. But Pavel was very gay. He’d be her brother, not a
lover.  

        
“You should do this, at least try.” He rapped the magazine with
his fingers, so intent, so focused that she could not refuse to listen
or consider what he said. It was a way out. Maybe a better one, maybe
worse.  

        
“I’ll think on it. Okay?” 

        
“Daniela, please. You should not
have to…” 

        
“I know. But sometimes, sometimes, I don’t mind it.” 

        
This made Pavel back up and look at
her oddly.  

        
“What? You like getting taken like a whore?” 

        
“Maybe.” She squirmed a little in her seat and avoided his eyes.
 

        
“What? You like it what… a little kinky?”  

        
“I didn’t say that.” 

        
But it was as if he knew, understood her better now than ever,
and because of knowing this new thing about her was more convinced than
ever that Daniela should seek another life
elsewhere.  

        
“I’ll think on it, that’s all, Pavel.
Now I’m going.” She slipped from her seat, swiping the magazine with
the pictures and rose to her feet, embracing her friend in a warm
goodbye. Then as Pavel watched, she moved
through the smoky coffeehouse on her way toward home.  

        
Going home was always a bleak journey. Going back to her mother
wondering what kind of bitch, or shrew or nagging victim she’d have on
her hands for the remainder of the day. She always hoped the woman was
asleep, knocked out on pills, so she could have time to herself in her
room. But that didn’t happen often enough to suit her.  

        
Two days later, she met with Pavel
again, this time outside the butcher shop in the alley behind the
building.  

        
“Tell me how I do this,” she said, as she pulled the dog-eared
magazine from the waistband of her skirt. It had been hidden underneath
her sweater.  

        
 Pavel’s eyes lit, looking
reenergized in his mission.  

        
“I have a friend who will set up the interview and pictures, and
a video, if you want that too – which is what he recommends.”  

        
“And this costs me something?” 

        
“A little. But I’ll take care of that.” 

        
“No, you won’t. I can’t let you.” 

        
“I have the money, you don’t. Don’t quarrel with me, Dani.”  

        
After a deep breath, she vented her concern, “I don’t understand
you, Pavel. You want me gone. You’re so
sure about this. What if this turns out to be something terrible? You
can’t be sure.” 

        
He shook his head – an indication that he didn’t know any better
than she did why he was so insistent. “But I do know, I know
this is right, Daniela. I’ll make the
arrangements for your appointment tonight. Maybe you can get in to see
my friend tomorrow.” 

         
“Daniela!”    Laszlo   called her from
inside the shop.  

        
“I have to go.”  

        
She moved fast, disappearing through the back door, leaving Pavel alone in the alley to wonder over her
reservations. Any sane person would feel reluctant. Scams were common
with immigration schemes to the   
United States   ,
but this seemed for real. He would have to trust his friend and Dani would have to trust him.  

                
  

 ***
 

        
  

 Nikolai had
eyes like a bird of prey. Sharp. Piercing. Small and black. Not beady
ones like the butcher’s. These eyes saw things in people they couldn’t
see themselves. That was what Nikolai, the arranger, would lead her to
believe.  

        
He scrutinized her for some minutes, Daniela
sitting in a straight-backed chair, Nikolai walking around her, staring
with rapt attention but saying nothing. 

        
She finally asked, “Is there something wrong with me?” 

        
“No, no, not a thing,” he smiled more warmly than she imagined
this cold, abrupt man could, “I’m just making my plans for you.”


        
This seemed a little creepy. “Your plans?” 

        
“I have to decide where you’d fit best. There are people on the
other side of the deal, who arrange these things,” he explained. “They
look for different things in the women they want. Different kinds of
customers.” 

        
“I want to be a house maid for a rich man. That is what Pavel wants for me. I want that too. I think
that would be right for me. Make those plans.” 

        
  He laughed at her. How naïve, how simple
this girl was. “Sure, I’ll make those plans.” 

        
Nikolai next picked up his camera and began shooting pictures of
Daniela from all angles. She smiled,
perhaps weakly, but then more boldly when he urged her. Still she was
nervous and her lip trembled.  

        
“Think about attracting the attention of your rich man. Make a
bigger smile,” he said. 

        
She did so, but self-consciously, blushing, looking away from
the lens and to the floor, coyly. 

        
“Yes. Yes. Very good. They like that, sweet, shy, you’re all
that. They will love you.” 

        
When he was finished, Nikolai sat down and started in on the
long questionnaire. Questions and more questions. About her health, her
weight, her education, her experience in all sorts of jobs. 

        
“I want to be a maid. That is what this is about,” she told him,
when the question was if she knew about repairing a car. 

        
Nikolai shrugged. “I don’t know why they ask, but you better
answer any way. Maybe you could be a chauffer if you were qualified.”
He smiled, putting her at ease again, and starting with more questions.
He filled in the questionnaire with check marks in the appropriate
blocks.  

        
“You have a boyfriend?”  

        
She returned with a puzzled expression. 

        
“You have a boyfriend?” he asked again.  

        
“No.” 

        
“Ever have a boyfriend?”      “Yeah,
sure.” 

        
“And are you sexually active now?” 

        
“That’s a personal question!” 

        
He looked up from the papers. “I know, but you have to answer.”


        
“A little.” 

        
“A little active. What does that mean?” 

        
“I don’t sleep around,” she said defensively.  

        
“But you have no boyfriend now and you’re sexually
active?” This puzzled him. “Does not sound good.” 

        
She didn’t like these questions at all. “Maybe I should lie.” 


        
“I’m not sure they care if you’re having sex or not.” 

        
“Then why ask the question?” 

        
“I don’t know, but you have to answer. What does active mean?”


        
“I have sex with one man when he wants, maybe once a week,
sometimes often more.” 

        
He nodded and moved on. “Are you pregnant?” 

        
“No.” 

        
“You take precautions?” 

        
“Yes.” Yes, Laszlo used a condom,
except for the first time.  

        
“No sexually transmitted diseases?” 

        
“No, not that I know about.” 

        
Nikolai looked up again. “But you will be checked.” 

        
“I will?” 

        
“A full physical, part of the program. The United States wants
healthy people, you can be sure of that.” 

        
Finally done with the questionnaire, Nikolai put it aside, and
after a few moments, he stood up, moved around to the other side of the
table and sat down next to Daniela on the
bench – so he could be closer, so they could talk more intimately. 


        
“You will do yourself a big favor, Daniela,
if you make a video,” he said. He gently covered her hand with his,
both hands resting on her thigh. She stared at his dark hand and her
light one, uncomfortable with the familiarity, although she rather
liked the man’s nurturing warmth.  

        
“That’s what Pavel said. That I
should make the video.” It felt strange having him sit so close to her,
the way Pavel would. 

        
“In the other room there is a video recorder all set up. All you
need to do is walk in there and I’ll start filming.” 

        
“Filming what?” 

        
“You start with a statement about what you want. And there are
more things to say, but it’s very easy.” 

        
She thought about this and finally nodded. “All right.” 

        
  

 ***


  


 The next room
was cheerier than Nikolai’s simple business office. Set up like a
living room, there was a window with a drape – probably fake – a table
with a bouquet of silk flowers and beside that a nice upholstered chair
to sit in.  

        
“Just say your name,” Nikolai coached her. “Then start talking.”


        
 Daniela could hear the video
camera running. The soft purr should have soothed her, instead, her
stomach turned queasy and she began to blush.  

        
“Go on,” Nikolai prompted.  

        
After a few more moments of sweaty struggle, Daniela finally said with some strength in her
small voice, “I am Daniela Zito. I want to come to the United States of
America, to be a maid. I’m a good worker. I’ve worked hard here in my
country, but I want to see new things, meet new people, have a
different life than I have here. I am good with numbers and speak
English well. My mother was English and taught me from the time I was a
child.” Daniela thought her English
speaking was something in her favor. Nikolai had agreed. “I would be a
good servant in a home. I am courteous and kind and I follow your
instructions well. I promise that.”  

        
These were all things Nikolai had told her to say. But when she
stopped speaking, she wondered if she’d said it all, if she’d said
enough. The video kept running, the purring noise expecting something
from her, so she smiled, bashfully, then bit her lip and fidgeted with
her hands, nervously waiting for what came next. 

        
“That’s good, Daniela,” Nikolai
said, as he stepped away from the whirring camera; the tape was still
recording. He moved to her side, helped her stand and then put his arm
around her. He spoke softly, kindly but urgently.  

        
“The men who see this, Daniela,
will want to know what you look like. They like pretty young maids, so
you show them now how pretty you are. And you know…” he spoke very
carefully now, “there may be things they want you to do…more than just
cleaning their houses. You understand?” 

        
She thought so but she wasn’t certain. 

        
“Let’s take off some of your clothes so they can see you
better.” He had his hand on her sweater and slowly peeled it away,
leaving her in a small white cotton t-shirt. She wore no bra underneath
and felt a little nervous showing herself this way. Nervous, but
excited. Her nipples poked through the fabric like tiny buttons.


        
“Good. That’s very good,” Nikolai stepped back. “So, maybe a
little more, huh?” 

        
“More, why?” She looked at him suspiciously. What more could she
take off without baring her body? Besides the white t-shirt, she wore a
funky crimson velvet skirt, plaid stockings and beaded ballet slippers.
 

        
“It’s okay. You can trust me, men like tits. You show your tits
for them, please?” 

        
Before she could manage to object, she felt the wildness in her
gather, a naughty wildness. She remembered what her mother cautioned –
about men and sex and the terrible things men make you do. But mother
had no life, so she wasn’t right about everything. Quickly, without
thinking, Daniela pulled her t-shirt up
and over her head, then looked back at the video camera, smiling
broadly to start, then quivering again. Her round, perfectly formed
breasts were visible to the camera and to Nikolai and to whoever else
saw the video. And she didn’t care. A chaos of emotions followed,
humiliation, desire, playfulness.  

        
“A little more. Let them see a little more, Daniela.”
 

        
“No, no more!” she begged off, smiling and shamed. “Please.” She
started to retreat but Nikolai went after her, guiding her back. 


        
“It’s okay. You’re very lovely,” he said, while gently stroking
her arm, “and they’ll love seeing what a pretty maid they have. They
pay a lot of money to bring you to the United States; they need to know
everything they are getting. Huh?” 

        
“And they’ll expect sex?”  

        
“What if they did?” he asked the question, because he knew the
answer. Pavel had told him. “What if your
handsome master asked you for sex? Could you deny him?”  

        
“Well…I-I, well maybe not.” She looked down at the chair beside
her, terrified of her own thoughts. “If that is what they need from me.”


        
“You give your employer sex now, don’t you, Daniela?”


        
Her blush became bigger and deeper. 

        
“Yes. Sometimes.” 

        
“And, this doesn’t bother you?” He waited, then added,
“Honestly?” 

        
“No.” She blushed again.  

        
“You’re not prudish, are you?” 

        
“No. I don’t think so.” 

        
“So, you think then, you could take off the skirt for us. That’s
all they need to see.”  

        
 That’s all there was to see.  

        
There were tears stinging her eyes, and her lip trembled, but a
rush of raw want supplanted everything. Alone. Hot. Sweating. Maybe
she’d feel better taking off her clothes; They felt tight now, with the
small skirt binding around her middle especially uncomfortable. 

        
Suddenly, Nikolai was behind her, with warm hands holding her at
the waist.  

        
How this man had changed from the cold-hearted one at the start
of the interview. He put his hands inside the waistband of her skirt,
making her flush with excitement, then moved deeper with his fingers,
at last drawing down the red skirt and plaid stockings in one simple
move.  

        
She stood stunned. Aghast. Chilled and flushed in the same
instant.  

        
“Please…” she tried to turn around in protest.  

        
“You’re beautiful, Daniela, and you
want them to see you, to admire you, to want you. Such nice breasts.”
He slowly turned her back, while she, feeling almost drunk now, numb
and unconscious, stepped from the slippers, the skirt and stockings. 
“There now.” Nikolai swiped the clothes from the floor and
stepped away, returning to the video camera. 

        
“All you need to do is turn around, Daniela,
and the interview will be over. Just turn around and let them see you.
Just once and you’ll be done today.” 

        
She turned – which was easier on her nerves than staring
straight into the eye of the camera. She moved slowly, feeling
foolishly off balance, and worried that she’d fall. Her heart thumped
anxiously, her belly danced crazy with heat. She wanted to fuck now.
Fuck some man, any man. Even Laszlo, even Laszlo’s cock would do, or Nikolai’s. His warm,
fragrant body was so close, so available.  

        
But once facing the camera again, the whirring sound stopped. 


        
Her work was over.  

        
“Lots of men will see that?” Daniela
inquired, after she had dressed to leave. She still wanted to fuck, but
Nikolai was finished with her and there would be no sex.  

        
“Could be,” he said. “There’s a big website with all the
pictures of the girls. The men choose the ones they like the best, then
pay to see the videos. They have to be serious buyers to pay the price
the webmaster asks. The men on the other end of the deal set them up,
just to see the maids for hire.” He smiled again for her. “You’re the
prettiest I’ve seen in weeks.” 

        
“Am I?” she asked, finding her cheeks heat again. “You’re just
being nice.” 

        
“No, I’m not just being nice. Some girls have really ugly faces.
They need to strip to attract any attention at all. But you, you have
the whole package right there.” He pointed to her chest. “Right inside
your skimpy clothes.” 

        
She hadn’t thought her clothes were skimpy when she put them on
that morning. And now, dressed again, she felt fully covered, put back
together and whole. Nude in front of the video camera, it seemed that
her body, mind and soul were spilling out unchecked, pieces of her
falling away. So stripped, vulnerable, open, alive, very alive. She
felt alive now, almost in the mood to rejoice, although she had no idea
why.  

        
Perhaps there was some triumph in feeling so little shame. 


        
Just two weeks after she posed for the video, the word came back
that there were inquiries from several men.  

        
“They want you,” Nikolai told her as they were having coffee and
pastries at a tiny café. Not smiling as much as he did the day of her
interview; he was business-like, direct, speaking crisply. “You need to
speak with Petrov, Janos
Petrov. He will be the link to the US
agency.” He handed her a sealed envelop. “You give him this and he’ll
make the further arrangements.”  

        
“How soon will I leave?” 

        
“Soon, I think. A very rich man saw your tape…” he wouldn’t say
more. 

        
This conversation left her shivering. Could she really do
this? 

        
“Go, Daniela. Go now. The office is
in the neighborhood. And treat him well, you hear me,” he said – a
warning. “He can be a little rough, but you have to make him like you
before he’ll give the okay. He’ll send you on to the examination.”


        
“The examination?” 

        
“The physical. I told you. Remember, girl, think. Don’t let your
head get filled with useless things. These arrangements
are…well…delicate.” 

        
Her head was filled with useless things, imaginings,
fantasies of pretty American palaces, beaches with white sand and
curling waves, cliff houses, like Malibu, and 90210 and a hundred more
TV shows she saw in grainy versions, dubbed in her Slavic tongue. She
imagined silly sitcoms with her employers, and falling in love with a
handsome man, a surfer, a movie star or rock musician, perhaps a
doctor, yes, a doctor would be wonderful, or a wealthy young business
man, or a sports star… her thoughts careened on unchecked. 

        
 Daniela’s head came out of the
clouds as soon as she was on the street again with Niklolai’s
envelope in hand, walking toward Janos Petrov’s office somewhere in the square. In ten
minutes she was there, three flights off the street, before the door
and about to knock, thinking of everything that Nikolai told her…he
can be a little rough…make him like you…treat him well… 

         
   She could treat him well, even a rough
man like the butcher was satisfied with her. But her excited fear got
the better of her and she knocked too loudly; the sound could wake a
dead man, which was far more than was necessary to rouse Janos Petrov. 


        
She thought a secretary might answer her knock, but it was the
man himself who opened the door and ushered her in.  

        
“I am Daniela.”  

        
She looked up. So tall! He towered over a foot above her like a
giant, a large, gruff giant of a man. 

        
“Come in. Sit down. These my papers?” he asked, snatching the
envelope from her hand before she could offer it to him. 

        
For five minutes he was silent while pouring through the
document, smoking a cigarette casually, letting the ash drop to the top
of his dirty desktop.  

        
He swiveled in his seat.  

        
 Daniela could see pictures of her,
a couple nudes and others with her clothes on.  

        
“I want to be a maid,” she felt the need to clarify her
situation. “I’m not a whore.” 

        
“A whore, maybe not, but…” He took another drag on his
cigarette. “Some nice man liked you enough to sponsor your immigration.
Be grateful. This costs a lot, a lot. Stand up and let me see
you.” 

        
 Daniela stood up. 

        
“Turn.” He circled with his finger. “Now the clothes.” 

        
“The clothes?” 

        
“Take them off.” 

        
“Not here.” She shook her head. 

        
“Yes, here. You get nowhere out of this country without taking
off your clothes.” 

        
“I’m not a whore,” she said again.  

        
“Yes, yes, you said that. You’re going to be a gentleman’s
maidservant. Cooking, cleaning, scrubbing like a wife, but not a wife.
But still, for me, now, you take off your clothes.” 

        
She waited, feeling defiant, but unsure. She’d taken her clothes
off for the camera, why not now? Why balk now? This was just one more
man. 

        
“No girl goes anywhere outside this town unless I say so, Daniela Zito. You
be whatever kind of maid or mistress when you get to the United States.
But for me, you take off your clothes.” 

        
Nikolai said he could be rough. Was this what he meant? 

        
She weighed her choices… to come so far and stop now? That was
impossible. Pavel would be angry with this
Janos Petrov,
but he’d tell her, he’d urge her to go through with it. She wished Pavel were with her now. Without him, it took a
lot of inner courage to follow Petrov’s
order, but she finally did.  

        
First the sweater; with it gone her chest was bare. 

        
“You don’t wear bras?” 

        
“Not much.” 

        
“You should. Nice tits like yours, you don’t want them to sag.
Men like them big and perky.” 

        
“I’m going to be a maid, nothing more,” she reminded the man.


        
“That depends,” Petrov said. “Now
the rest.” 

        
The rest was easier now because she was angry. And truthfully,
being naked in front of a man like this hardly mattered to her now. He
was the butcher all over again. Angry but willing, she did what she was
told. Her shoes and jeans were quickly discarded, leaving her naked and
breathing hard. 

        
“This will get me to   
America   ?” she
asked when she was done.  

        
“Yes, this is what gets you there. You be kind to me, I’m kind
to you. Payment. That’s all it is.” 

        
The truth became crystal clear with no confusion now. She could
already see the look of lust in the man’s eyes. With that, her pussy
throbbed and her belly spasmed and her
crotch began to moisten in anticipation. What a naughty crotch she had!
The little tramp of a crotch didn’t care what kind of nasty beast
wanted to fit inside her wet slit.  

        
Again she thought of Laszlo; for Janos Petrov was
another Laszlo.  

        
Pulling from his chair, he ambled around the table and stood
before her. One hand covered her breast, another grabbed her pubis and
she lurched back against the hard corner of the desk.  

        
“That’s it, little girl. This is what we want, an easy wet one.
That’s what you are, isn’t it? Easy? Wet?”  

        
Hating the way Petrov smiled she
looked away.        


        
He didn’t wait for her to answer him, instead, he pushed her on
top of his desk and parted her legs wide. Then he reached in and
grabbed both breasts, mauling them in his large hands, making her
insides quiver and her body leak more hot juice.  

        
She liked not seeing his prick erect before it went inside. All
she wanted was to be filled full and satisfied, to come around that
thick muscle so strongly that she proved to him her worth. This was
what he wanted, she’d be as good at this as she was at scrubbing floors
and dusting pretty vases.  

        
 Petrov pulled out dripping when he
was done and slunk down in a chair behind him to catch his breath. A
long silence followed during which Daniela
moved gingerly from her spread out pose to her feet and, after wiping
her crotch with a handkerchief, put on her clothes.  

        
By then, Petrov was standing too. 
 

        
“You see the doctor next. He’s down the hall. Give him what you
gave me and you’ll be on your way to the  
 United States  
 by next week.” 

        
After handing her the doctor’s card, he shooed her on with a
wave of his hand.  

        
The doctor didn’t want sex. But he wanted her naked and he
wanted to feel her up. This was more gross than getting fucked.
Strange, cold hands in private places, thumping her breasts, poking her
belly, exploring her sex and even the hole below. Was it worth it to
her to pass this test? she wondered half way through his groping
inspection. By then, there was no escape, no retreat. She’d gone this
far. What was on the other side of this long list of exploitive males
who took liberally what they hadn’t earned? She had nothing but her
fantasies, her hopes, and her dreams to keep her going. 

   
 







 Some weeks later… 

  


 Not much
changed for Daniela in the dilapidated
clapboard agency house, her first stop in the  
 United States  
. The men still wanted to use her, some were kinder than others,
but they were all the same, bribing her with promises at the end of her
rainbow. 

        
When the bright, yellow taxi pulled up to Miles Covington
Hitchcock’s summer house, a picture perfect Alabama plantation house –
even in the driving rain – she thought she’d found her pot of gold, the
realization of her dreams, something worthy enough to pay her for all
the abuse it took to get there.  

        
That’s why when the stately, middle-aged Mr. Hitchcock said that
she was a mistake, not the right girl, not the mail-order maid he’d
ordered, she had set him straight at once. She couldn’t leave this
place. She couldn’t suffer through another round of interviews and
videos and opening her cunt to bribe the men in the agencies. Maybe it
didn’t surprise her that she wasn’t the girl Mr. Hitchcock expected,
but that didn’t matter to her now. Now she was here, and she had no
intention of leaving. She wanted her new home, her dream, her life to
begin now.  







   Chapter
Three      


 May in    Alabama
  

  


 Spring comes
early in the South. The winds are warm, the sun robust, the smell of
jasmine and honeysuckle, lilac and wisteria cloud the air with
sweetness. On one such perfect spring day, about   noon  , Jessica
Huston hired a limousine to take her from the private airport to the
summer house. In the last several years, she’d lived in the summer
house year round – except for a few vacations and this last winter,
which she spent in    Brazil
   with her lover Pablo. She
was just now returning to the   
United States   .


        
She would remember    Brazil
   with some fondness. Her
penthouse near   Rio  
was set on the side of a hill overlooking the water. Every morning she
opened her eyes to the sun and the ocean. The vistas were alarming, the
scenery something to savor. But by the time Carnival was over, she’d
grown tired of the city. Her days became too long, too hot, too steamy;
and she was weary of foreign men, weary of Pablo.  

        
Home is where her heart remained – home being the  
 Alabama   
plantation – what was left of it, as it morphed into the 20th
century and now the 21st. Sometimes, when she first caught
sight of the splendid white house after a long absence, she viewed the
grand verandas and screened porches, broad lawns and enormous trees,
wishing that she’d never left. Seeing the old house, she wondered if
winter here might not have been as kind as her winter in  
Rio  .  

        
She stood now on the front veranda wearing a pair of cropped
pants that hugged her shapely bottom and a snug turquoise shirt. The
brightly colored   Rio  
necklace around her throat was Pablo’s parting gift. A big straw hat
covered her sunny blonde hair until she took it off and shook out the
long tresses, letting them catch the spring breeze until they settled
around her shoulders. Jessica Huston was a trim, compact woman, and yet
it seemed that she poured over the edges of her body, sex spilling
freely from her flesh, her lips, her sultry blue eyes. Her pale skin
never tanned – that’s why the sunhats and sunscreen and sundresses to
protect her delicate skin.  

        
The driver moved her luggage from the trunk of the limo to the
porch, from the porch into her foyer.  

        
“Hum. I should have had you take this to the side entrance,” she
said absently. Then she turned to the man, smiled and handed him a
twenty, his tip. “You’ve been a gem, a real darling, thank you.”


        
“And thank you, ma’am,” he tipped his limo driver cap in a
formal gentlemanly way. “You be good now.” 

        
“Good. Humph? That is an interesting word, don’t you think? So
many different meanings. Like there is good in bed, or good,
not being naughty… opposites, wouldn’t you say?” She gazed up, opening
her eyes on him, knowing how this look aroused men.  

        
“’Fraid I can’t be seduced, ma’am,”
he said with a big toothy grin.  

        
“Oh, I know that. But you won’t catch me not trying with a
handsome man like you.” She loved black men, tall, sturdy, muscled
black men, all that dark luxuriant skin, the kind of man who moved
their hips to tango, and had powerful hardened thighs when thrusting,
fucking. She could already feel his tongue reach in and lap her
swelling clitoris.  

        
“You’re very kind, Ms. Huston.” 

        
“I am, and I’m very good. And now, you must be on your way, or
that company dispatcher will think you’ve been, you know, fooling
around.” 

        
They laughed as she showed him to the door. Then as she closed
the door behind him, her gaze moved around the broad foyer.  

        
Ruby must have opened the windows all around the house in
anticipation of her arrival.  

        
To answer her question, not a moment later, the housekeeper came
rushing through the kitchen door at the back of the foyer, all
flustered.  

        
“Ma’am, you shoulda called me
first; I didn’t spect you until evening.”


        
“But you already opened the windows, my dear.” 

        
“I did now, didn’t I? What a fine breeze today.” She stopped
long enough to drink it in, then she started to pick up the bags.”


        
“Snaggy not here?” Jessica asked. Snaggy the man who helped around the place, when
needed; he lived in a small trailer in the nearby woods.  

        
“No. Been sick. But I checked in on him. He’ll be good as new
tomorrow, I swear, or I’ll kick him outa
bed.” The portly woman lifted the first heavy bag, then immediately put
it down, deciding that maybe she wasn’t yet up to the task. “But you
know who is here?” she questioned Jessica. 

        
“Who’s here, Ruby?” 

        
“Why, Brett Honeycutt just showed up this morning. I think he
knew you was gonna be here. He’s in your
suite right now.” 

        
“Brett?” She looked surprised, wincing at the thought. 

        
“Ain’t you happy bout that, ma’am?”


        
“Hum, not so sure, Mr. Honeycutt and I didn’t exactly see eye to
eye…” 

        
“No, I suppose we didn’t see eye to eye,” the voice of
that very man suddenly leapt out from the shadows of the foyer. Then
emerging from those shadows was Brett Honeycutt looking divinely
dressed in soft white lounging pants and a blue and yellow tropical
shirt. He looked as if he’d just stepped off the plane from  
 Honolulu   .
Brett was one of the sexiest moving white men Jessica knew… of course
they’d been lovers – were still lovers… maybe.  

        
“If you don’t mind, Ruby,” Brett went on, “Ms. Huston here and I
have some things to settle. I’ll take her bags up soon as we’re done.
You go about your business.” 

        
“Sure, you do whatcha hafta do …” Ruby said, then she scurried out of
the foyer muttering something neither Brett nor Jessica understood.
Ruby was used to the strange relationships that developed inside this
grand old house. She often wondered what was in the water, or the air,
or the walls of the house to make people behave so strangely. She loved
them all, but she didn’t like them all the time. She stayed because Mr.
Hitchcock paid her better than any other housekeeper in the county was
paid. He also paid for her silence, which was a given. There’d been a
lot of people who’d tried to pry loose her tight lips. Gossip about the
family was always choice. But Ruby never said a word, never. ‘They’s fine people that live in that house.
That’s all I’ll say.’  

        
A good fifteen feet still separated Jessica from Brett
Honeycutt. But even at that distance, the two could feel those feral
pheromones starting to raise their mutual lust. After all, it was the
backdrop of their relationship. And yet, on this occasion, their
meeting would not be all about that potent lust, far from it.  

        
“Nice to see you home,” Brett said.  

        
“Yes, and always nice to see you, too.”  

        
Distanced. Formal. Very unlike this passionate pair. Except that
was a show; beneath their crisp exchange, sex and anger and steaming
savagery had begun to simmer.  

        
“Do you remember what I told you when you left for the winter?”
Brett started. 

        
Of course, he started the conversation; he was always
one to go straight to the point. He was under her skin, always had been
under her skin, way under, deep in her heart, like part of her soul. He
fanned the flames of arousal so fast in her that she had trouble
breathing now. Trouble speaking. All that seductive genius that set her
black limo driver’s dick to throbbing seemed to have vanished just
being in the same room with Brett – an upper-crust Eastern boy, a
Harvard grad become lawyer become playboy, gambler, schmoozer of pretty
females, his favorite for several years being Jessica Huston. But as
disreputable as he might have seemed in his behavior, he had the effect
of grounding a woman who on the whole was perpetually grounded,
even-tempered, in control and unflappable.   

        
On the whole… yes, but not today, not now. It shouldn’t have
been a surprise to find that he’d already arrived before she could call
him up and let him know she was back in town. This wasn’t a good sign. 


        
“You just guess well, Brett?” she wondered. “Or, do you have
some inside track on my whereabouts that I’m unaware of?” 

        
“Wouldn’t you like to know?” He started to move her way, enough
so that she unconsciously backed up. “What? Is my Jessica rattled?
Scared? What is it? You think I’ll live up to my last threat, you
brazen little hussy?” 

        
“Do I have any hope you won’t?” 

        
He shook his head as he smiled. “None, you lying little bitch.”


        
“I never lie, darling.” 

        
“Except to me.” 

        
“Except that one lie, just once, one tiny lie. All these years
we’ve been together … a little mercy is due, don’t you think?” She may
have sounded in control, but she was quivering like jelly inside. 
 

        
“Me? Merciful.” He was moving closer.  

        
She’d abandoned him for another man, stood him up after she’d
promised him a long night in bed. It wasn’t the long night in bed he
missed that pissed him off, but the humiliation of knocking on her
bedroom door, champagne in hand, and finding another man, a man he
hated, answering the door with a smile that stung. He’d given up the
hot little redhead Cameron West for his night with Jessica. Cameron had
angrily thrown that fact in his face that very night.  

        
“If it’s any comfort to you, Brett, Carlos was a terrible lover.
I had a horrible night. I didn’t come and I wished to God that I’d gone
after you and left him to worship his own dick.” 

        
Brett laughed. “You think that’s going to comfort me, conniving
little tramp that you are? You’ll get exactly what I promised you at
the airport. Now…I’ve come halfway, you come the rest …” he waited,
maybe eight feet off. “Come on.” No mistaking the firmness in his
voice.  

        
It took her at least a minute before she could budge an inch.
When you’re waiting on someone, a full sixty seconds can be a very long
time. But Brett was a patient man.  

        
Jessica rattled was a sight to behold, emitting all her raw
sexuality through a filter of nervous fear. She would not cease to be
elegant, her timing was always impeccable. From her first step forward
to the moment she walked right past him with a sassy swish to her ass,
she exuded a directness –  in addition her anxious
sexuality.  

        
“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he grabbed her upper
arm and twisted her back to him.  

        
“I’m thirsty. I thought I’d get myself a drink of water.” She
hardly seemed rattled now. 

        
“You’d think you could follow orders when you have a vested
interest in doing so.” 

        
“I have a vested interest in this?” 

        
“Oh, I think you do. If I don’t get my revenge from that pretty
little butt of yours, there’s no telling how many people will have full
knowledge of your appalling indiscretions.” 

        
“You can’t mean that?” she said, aghast. 

        
Brett knew too much about her, that was obvious…she remembered
now with a wince of regret the long list of lovers she’d named one
night when they were happily bedded in her upstairs boudoir. She could
be the ruin of a lot of important men. She could even wreck a few
marriages. Her secrets should have been her secrets and Brett knew way
too much. But pay his price? He could be bluffing, but could she take
that chance? For all her steamy, sexy mannerisms, all her seductive
charms – Brett wasn’t warming up to her at all. Not now. In fact, she
could feel his anger like a raging ocean wave splashing through her,
leaving her drowned in its frenzy.  

        
“How about the den?” 

        
“Well, sure, the den’s just fine,” she said, her voice quiet and
breathy, like some old movie star’s.  

        
The den just off the foyer was Miles Hitchcock’s private
sanctuary, but Miles wasn’t here. Who knows where Miles was now. 


        
The room, like the rest of the house, was elegantly Southern
with plenty of lively Southern color and tropical savannah charm to
give it warmth. Casual leather couches, rattan, wicker, a  
West Indies   ambience that could
quickly transport the mind to faraway places. There was not, however,
much exotic about what Brett Honeycutt had planned, what he’d promised
months before at the airport. After hauling her inside the room and
closing the door behind them, he dropped his grip on her arm and took
his seat in an armless leather chair.  

        
Jessica noted his choice, until that moment having no idea how
he planned to get his revenge.  

        
“You think you’re going spank me?” she looked down at him aghast
again.  

        
“Yes. You’re going to park your little body over my lap, fanny
high, like the naughty little bitch you are, and take the licking you
deserve – unless, of course, you’d rather I tie you naked to a tree
outside and whip you like a slave girl in front of Ruby and Snaggy and whoever else just happens to mosey on
by. It’s your choice, really, but I think you know what to do.” 

        
Damn… it had been a long since she’d been so humiliated. Shamed
by a man.  

        
On impulse, she slumped to her knees in front of him, and began
running her manicured nails along his firm thighs.  

        
“Brett dear, you don’t want to do this. I mean really.” Her hand
occasionally grazed his crotch where she could feel his cock rising
rather nicely. “Can’t we settle this some other way. I’m sorry about
that night. I was pissed off at you…” 

        
“Stop it, Jessica!” he barked, having lost none of the fire and
energy of his rage. On Brett, rage simmered beautifully; he was, after
all, a beautiful man.  

        
He knocked her roving hand from his crotch and then grabbed for
her wrist. 

        
Their eyes fired darts back and forth, then he calmly spoke,
“Like I said, how about you park your pretty body over my lap…” He
didn’t wait for her to make the decision. A quick jerk of the wrist
propelled her slumped body over his knees.  

        
His hand went first to her rounded bottom encased in the tight
white pants, giving it at least a dozen smacks. He paused only briefly
to note how lovely she looked in cool white. He could even see the
crack of her lovely bottom through the material. Brett was a master at
unbuttoning a woman’s clothes, unhooking bra hooks and sliding zippers
with the finesse of a skilled artist. With his talented efforts, her
ass was bared in seconds. He’d been right – not even a thong bikini
underneath. 

        
What Jessica hadn’t seen when she entered the room was the
paddle Brett had lying beside him on the curio table; maybe she assumed
it was just another of Miles’ knick-knacks. Whatever the case, the
first hard smack of the hard wood thundered through her body, producing
a terrible sting and a savage wail from her red lips. Her body wrenched
against Brett angrily.  

        
“What the hell are you doing!” she shouted, a question he
completely ignored.  

        
His reply was simple and swift, as the force of Brett’s anger
exploded on her bouncing round derriere. Smack after smack pelted the
two lovely globes, changing the lush whiteness into a glowing
rose-colored mass of tortured skin.  

        
“Oh, god… stop… stop…  Brett noooooo. Please…” She humped and heaved, letting
her cries crack the air with a sound as extreme as the wooden paddle
cracking against her flesh. Her skin became blistered and raw, and
still Brett vented his righteous indignation.  

        
Through all her squirms and cries, Brett held her fast to him,
which made her writhing body grind against his crotch. His erection was
noticeably hard from the first seconds of the spanking to the end. He
had no problem with that, nor would his little victim.  

        
When at last he’d tired himself out, he laid the paddle down on
the table beside him and rose from the chair, lifting Jessica with him.
As quickly as the spanking had started, Brett had Jessica’s scorched
ass cheeks on top of an antique writing table. He stood between her
spread thighs, his erection poking the lush wet crevice between her
labial lips. While thrusting deep, he held her against the table and
fucked her. Her hot red ass banged against the hard wood surface, like
another firm spanking; although she hummed with pleasure this time. She
clung to him tightly, arms around his chest, pressing her crotch
against his groin and working her inner muscles with furious abandon.
Despite the terrible insult of being punished like a child, Jessica
would get off – which was all the triumph she could hope for from this
miserable scene. 

        
Normally, she could count on several orgasms to sweep her body
before Brett let loose, and she was counting on that now.  

        
But this time was different. His turgid member erupted with such
sudden force that it took her breath away, dampening the brisk
build-up. He held her tighter than ever as he shot his load inside her spasming cunt, then pulled free of her before
she reached the edge.  

        
“Oh, come back to me…” she cried. This was the worst punishment
possible.  

        
He was catching his breath and returning to his body, starting
to think again.  

        
Seeing her sprawled out body, just barely cradled by the
delicate writing table, he smiled. “Come back? What for?” He wore the
smug expression of a satisfied man. “I got what I wanted…all of it.”


        
“You miserable ass…” she said, bolting up with surprising grace.
Her legs closed and she propped herself up with her arms behind her
torso, her turquoise shirt twisted about her waist. Although her
sentiment was heartfelt, the expletive was more a cry of pleading
anguish than rage. She followed with a sorrowful, “Brett, please…”


        
“That’s all you get of me for now. All you may ever get.”


        
“You can’t still be mad.” 

        
“I can be anything I want. You know, there are a lot easier
women than you.” 

        
That wasn’t true and they both knew it. Jessica Huston was as
easy and uncomplicated a woman as any man could ever have. Her life was
seamless, her lust uncomplicated by the typical female baggage of bad
affairs and bad men. She said she’d never met a really bad man.
And she meant that.  

        
“You’re leaving!” she said, when it was obvious he was. She was
still dumbfounded. 

        
“Yes, I’m leaving, Jessica.” 

        
“You’ll be back?” 

        
He stood for a moment considering her question, his face a
blank; he was obviously thinking hard on this one. “Geez,
I don’t know, sweetheart. I guess we’ll just have to wait and see.” A
faint smile followed and he was out the door before she could say a
thing.  

        
 Dammit! How could he!  

        
Not only was he a prick…a bastard…an ass, leaving her so
unsatisfied, he left her to carry her heavy bags upstairs by herself! 


        
Ruby was rearranging flowers as a perfectly groomed and
gracefully moving Jessica emerged from the den.  

        
Jessica noted her three bags still sitting by the door. 


        
“Ruby, dear, it looks as though we’ll need to haul these up
ourselves,” she said to the housekeeper.  

        
“What Mr. Honeycutt have to leave?” as if Ruby hadn’t heard the
commotion in the den. 

        
“Yes, earlier than he planned.” Jessica smiled. 







   Chapter
Four      


 June in    Alabama
  

  


 Jessica came
sweeping into the house through the side entrance – her private
entrance – lowering the umbrella she’d used to keep her dry.
Thankfully, she’d avoided the worst downpour, and it was only raining
slightly by the time she had to exit her Jaguar. She shook the rain off
the umbrella, but left it to dry in the small vestibule. Upstairs was
her suite of rooms; the parlor, a private dining room with an adjacent
kitchen, a luxurious bath, an outside balcony and screened sleeping
porch, and, of course, her boudoir for entertaining her lovers. 


        
She’d dressed for the meeting with her attorney in town, wearing
a slim navy suit, trimmed with white, which was classic, sexy and
understated, something Jessica Huston was known for. The skirt’s
hemline demurely reached all the way to mid-calf, although there was a
scandalous slit that went up the side nearly to her thigh. Her
tight-fitting jacket was fashioned like something from the 1940’s,
belted at the waist and slightly flared below. She wore white gloves
and carried a small navy purse; a pair of four inch heels accentuated
her svelte form’s graceful lines. She was a beautiful woman by anyone’s
standards and no one was surprised to learn that she’d once done runway
modeling and acted on the stage – careers she retired from the day she
turned thirty. At thirty-seven, she looked as lovely as ever; maybe
even more alluring. Age was treating her kindly. Her skin was smooth
and without wrinkles and she had not one unsightly bulge.  

        
While Jessica had planned to move upstairs to change into
something more comfortable for the afternoon, she paused long enough in
the entry to sense that the mood in the house had completely changed
since she left.  

        
Miles was home.  

        
Imagine that! 

        
While pondering for a moment about whether to seek him out, she
heard some noise, voices; sound traveled quickly from the main foyer,
coming down the hallway by her stairs – as if it were a conduit to the
heart of the house. Curious, she moved quietly in the direction of the
voices, tiptoeing stealthily into the foyer and to the partially open
door leading to the den.  

        
Where there was a small open space in Miles’ den stood a young
woman – Eighteen? Nineteen? Twenty-one, perhaps? Hard to tell, but she
was clearly quite young, and an obvious child of her times, dressed a
little bit Goth, a little bit like a rock star, and just plain funky,
although it looked as though she’d been caught in the rain. The girl
was drenched to the bone. What a sweet child! Looking a little like an
impoverished orphan. The fact that this girl and Miles were in the same
room was most intriguing.  

        
More than that, the fact that Miles was considering her with
such scrutiny, pacing around her as if it were a formal inspection gave
some heightened importance to the scene.  

        
“No, girl, I’m sure this will not work,” Miles was telling her. 


        
“Please, Mr. Hitchcock,” the girl implored him. “You don’t know
what I can do…unless you let me try.” She spoke nearly flawless
English, but with an accent Jessica didn’t recognize. 

        
A new maid? Jessica wondered. That would be interesting. What
Miles did with his maids… well…  

        
She felt a warm erotic tingle as she listened to this
interesting exchange. Feeling erotically aroused was nothing unusual
for Jessica – fact was, her sexuality never really left her. But for
the first time today, she had a legitimate reason for being horny.
Spying on Miles and his new maid was certainly worth a few minutes of
her time. Watching slightly hidden by the door, she let the scene
unfold.  

  


 ***


        
  

 In Miles
Hitchcock’s mind, this was not the girl he planned on; not at all. Not
the crisp, simple maid advertised in the website images. She was not
blonde, never had been, never could be with any credibility. “Your name
again?” he asked the young woman.  

        
“Daniela Zito.”


        
“Well, Daniela Zito,
tell me where you came from?” 

        
“   Slovenia
  .” 

        
“Ah! That would make sense.” 

        
“You hired me, you know that.” The girl was quite adamant. 


        
She did have spirit. But did she have the flipside of the coin:
grace and humiliation, a natural inclination for submission? This was
what he was after, not just another street girl, who after a few days
work would split to god knows where soon as she had a few dollars in
her fist. 

        
“I’m sorry, but I didn’t hire you at all. I hired a lovely young
blonde woman from    Romania
  .” 

        
“Sir, I know nothing about her. The agency sent me.
Maybe your maid from    Romania
   could not get her papers?”


        
“Perhaps. But I’ve never seen you before.” 

        
“I swear, sir, I do have an interview on the Internet,” she
rushed in… “and a video…” her voice became a little weak, knowing how
much that video revealed about her.  

        
“A video?” 

        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
“I’m sure you can see it now… but it is not important. I am a
good maid. I worked hard. I work hard in Laszlo’s
butcher shop, three years, I am practically his slave. It was hard
work. And I cooked for my mother. I learned all her recipes. I’m a
quick learner, and you hear how well I speak your language. It is my
language, too. My mother is half English. She was born in  
 England   
and she wanted me to know English, too.” 

        
There was no doubt that she was well-spoken for a foreign girl,
which could be a plus, Miles thought. His keen, dark eyes focused on
the waif-like child. There was much to see in Daniela
Zito, but it seemed that he could only
focus on one thing.  

        
“So, what’s the nose ring about?” he finally asked, hardly able
to disguise his disgust.  

        
The girl gulped, perhaps embarrassed; it was difficult to tell.
“I-I…” she stumbled here, the first time she’d hesitated since she
stood on his doorstep, “lots of girls get pierced now. I wanted
something different, just for me.” She stopped, waiting for this
response. “I can take it out…” she hastened to add when he said
nothing. Tears of frustration were forming in her eyes. 

        
“No, no no,” he shook his head,
“that’s not necessary, Daniela.” As he got
used to it, he actually wondered if this ring dangling from the girl’s
nose had some erotic quality about it. Made his cock tingle oddly. “I’m
sure you can do the housecleaning… but there’s a good deal more
involved in being my maid. I don’t think you have a clear idea what I
need.”  

        
“Oh, sir, I can be anything you need, do anything you
want! I swear I can.” 

        
“You’re so sure. But I wouldn’t speak too quickly. Perhaps,
after you hear what I have to say, you’ll run from the house and wish
you’d never laid eyes on me.”  

        
The girl waited a moment, then said, “No offense to you, sir.
You hardly know everything there is to know about me.” 

        
“You’re right. That’s true. But if you’re expecting a job simply
cleaning house and cooking, your thinking is misguided. There are
personal matters…” Miles stopped there, rethinking his next statement.
He cleared his throat. “Maybe if I tell you my rules, you’ll understand
then.” 

        
“I follow rules,” Daniela insisted
with an anxious nod of her head.  

        
“I’m not an easy man. I have an old mind for a man as young as I
am. My maids understand that they are submissive to me. They follow
orders even if they don’t personally agree with them. My hired help
won’t complicate my life; they are here to serve me and keep their
opinions to themselves. I relate to words like obedience… discipline…
punishment.” He spit them out with emphasis, then his eyes narrowed on
the girl. “Does anything I’ve said rattle you?” 

        
The wide-eyed maid simply shook her head, although it was clear
that this was not quite what she expected to hear. 

        
“This position is particularly personal. I expect a certain
level of … intimacy … from this particular maid that I wouldn’t have
with other members of my staff. We’ll become more intimate over
time. It’s a relationship not a job. And I’ll expect the girl, whoever
she is, to anticipate my needs and wants, and be willingly to comply
with all that I demand.” 

        
Miles Hitchcock would never directly mention sex, but the
insinuations were becoming clearer with each statement he made. But
afraid of treading too close to the truth, he switched gears slightly. 


        
“I’m not a hard man, but I can be a demanding one. I expect
prompt obedience. When I’m not obeyed, I’m quick to punish…corporal
punishment specifically.” 

        
He waited again to gauge the girl’s response.  

        
She nodded. “I understand, sir,” she nodded her head. 

        
“Really? You understand what corporal punishment is?” 

        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
This piqued his interest. “You want to explain that?”  

        
It seemed that the temperature in the room had gone up ten
degrees. Miles and the girl were experiencing the effect; their clothes
suddenly feeling a little tighter, their palms beginning to sweat. 


        
“I’m use to it, sir,” Daniela
managed to say, even as her olive-toned skin began to darken with a
rosy blush of embarrassment.  

        
“Used to what, exactly?” He wanted more.  

        
“I, uh, I-I was… my employer, Laszlo
the butcher, he would punish me if he didn’t like my work.” 

        
“Punish you how?” Miles could feel his penis begin to quicken.


        
“Getting whipped isn’t all that uncommon where I come from. He
had a strap…” 

        
“And this happened often?” 

        
“No, no, sir! I was a very good girl. Sometimes, the butcher
goes insane… I mean no disrespect, but he was an angry man. Sometimes I
became the target of his anger. But I did not deliberately defy him. I
would not do that, I swear, sir. I can be the compliant maid you need.”
She was so anxious that she about to break into a sob. Then her voice
dropped and she added, “But if you think I need punishment, then, well…”


        
“Then what?” 

        
“Then…then I would understand. I accept that.” 

        
She said this and the scene – the room, the house and the world
around it all seemed to fall silent. A bird chirping outside, or maybe
the mantle clock disturbed the quiet, but nothing more.  

        
Miles and Daniela waited, absorbed
in the enormity of what had just been said.  

        
To Miles this was a bit like walking a tightrope. That kind of
tension. 

        
Then, suddenly, the clicking of high-heels against the hardwood
floor broke that tension. The man and his maid looked toward the sound,
seeing a willowy woman in a smart navy suit move elegantly toward them,
although her attention was directed solely on the girl.  

        
“So, you’re Miles’ new maid,” she said, taking the girl’s two
hands in hers. The blonde woman’s were warm, the girl’s quite cool.
Nerves. “Don’t you let this man scare you, dear.”  

        
The smiling female gushed with warmth. Her eyes took in
everything, every nuanced clue the girl
silently, unknowingly shared with her, through her unusual clothes, and
her calloused hands, the nose ring and the small scar on the side of
her face.  

        
“You have any problem with him, you come to me. I’m Jessica,
just down the hall and up the stairs. Let me warn you, he has a
terrible bite. But he also has a genuine heart. I think a girl like you
could use that.” 

        
“Jessica, what are you doing?” Miles finally came out of his
shocked stupor.  

        
Jessica dropped the girl’s hands and turned to him. “Why, my
darling, if you’re hiring a new maid, I think I should know about it.
At least meet her.” 

        
“Frankly, I didn’t expect you to be here.” 

        
“Why’s that? I’m always here.” 

        
“Except when you’re in    Barcelona
  , or   
San Francisco   , or 
  Rome   ,
what was it this winter,    Brazil
  ?” 

        
“Yes,   Rio  
was lovely. But so is our    Alabama
  . Pretty as a picture now.” She
turned back to the awed Daniela. “You will
have to see our lovely state when it’s not pouring down rain. The
flowers are beautiful, the weather steamy and warm. I think you’ll love
it here. You’re from Slovenia, that’s a cold country, isn’t it? I’ll
bet the winters are a mess. You won’t find that here.” Her whole being
seemed to glow with affection. “Ah!” She gazed at her watch, as if she
had something important to do. “I’d better go now. I’ll be sure that
Ruby has your room ready. I imagine that Miles hasn’t even told her
you’re coming. I’ll make sure she chooses a nice one. There are so many
in this old house.” She gazed around and sighed. “I don’t envy your
task, keeping all this clean.” 

        
“Enough, Jessica!” Miles barked. “It has not been decided if
she’s staying.” 

        
“Why, of course, it has,” Jessica came right back. She moved a
little closer to Miles and ran her hand along his cheek affectionately.


        
Miles backed up. “I would rather you had not been here,” he said
tersely.  

        
“I’m sure that’s true. But I’m also sure that the house is big
enough for us all.” 

        
“Well then, if that is so, why don’t you skedaddle
on to your room for the rest of the afternoon.” 

        
“Oh, sweetie, it’s so nice to see you again.” She kissed his
cheek, a brief but breathy kiss. 

        
The woman could smile from heart and cunt all at the same time,
which made it impossible to dismiss her.  

        
She sauntered off with a wave to both Miles and Daniela; her bottom in the navy suit jiggled a
bit, the round globes almost visible through the tight fabric of her
skirt. Her high heels clicked all the way out the door and down the
hall, their faint sound just barely audible as she made her way
upstairs. Not until the sound of them faded altogether did either Miles
or Daniela speak, although Jessica’s
presence still lingered in the air. Her perfume. Her mellifluous words.
Her grace like a cottony cloud remained behind.  

        
“Who was she?” Daniela asked. 


        
The benumbed Miles came to at the sound of the girl’s voice. 


        
“My wife,” he said.  

        
 Daniela looked a little shocked.
“You have a wife?” 

        
“Yes. I have a wife – which has no bearing on what takes place
between you and me. I’m free as a bird to do whatever I please, with
whomever I please.” 

        
Allusions to what the man wanted were more clearly stated in
this sentence than all the couched messages he had communicated that
day. Daniela knew by instinct what Miles
Hitchcock wanted. To think that things between them would not become
sexual was just plain foolish. Whether she would admit that fact to
herself right off was another matter.  

        
“I think a trial arrangement would work best, Daniela.” The girl turned back to Miles; she’d
been gazing at the door where Jessica exited.  

        
“A trial?” 

        
“Yes, a trial period. I’ll contact the agency and let them know
that you were not the girl I contracted for, but that I’m willing to
see if this arrangement will work out.” 

        
“Oh, sir, please. I know it will.” 

        
Again, she looked almost panicked by the notion that he would
turn her out. A lot of fear in this girl. A quiet fear she was likely
born with. She was certainly not the girl his fantasies required; her
shape and size all wrong. Her attitude was odd, hard to grasp and her
nose ring was just plain strange. But she was a vital young woman,
audacious, sexual – yes, very sexual. Why send her back, when her
youthful, vibrating flesh was right here, right now? The blonde in his
contract probably didn’t even exist.  

        
Of course, it was very possible that Daniela
Zito from   
Slovenia   
would go flying out of his door at the first sign of his profligate
plans for her. Only time would tell.  







   Chapter
Five      


 The next morning… 

  


 As Miles ate
his breakfast of waffles and grapefruit while reading the morning
paper, Daniela stood before him more
simply dressed than when she first arrived. It was easier to see the
raw materials he had to work with without her rank, wet clothes, and
all that strange attire to cloud his impression of her. Ruby had found
a uniform, the plain grey kind. He’d have
a black one made in Daniela’s size, he
mused, thinking that black would be a better color next to her dark
skin tone. Grey gave her skin an odd pallor and did nothing to enhance
her natural…hard to say beauty, in this case. Beauty was not
the word to describe her. Beauty described Jessica to a tee, but not Daniela. He’d fill in the blank later.  

        
“You’ll be cleaning upstairs today. Basic cleaning. I assume you
know how to dust and run the vacuum cleaner. You’ll also be scrubbing
the baths.” 

        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
“You’ll be in my room, and several of the guest rooms. Be very
careful to replace everything exactly as you found it. And don’t
bump the furniture with the vacuum. I don’t want to see a mark on it.
I’m very particular with my property.”  

        
“Yes, sir, I’ll be very careful.” 

        
“There is one additional requirement – It’ll seem odd to you,
but I think it’s absolutely necessary to your training.” 

        
“Yes, sir?” Daniela opened her eyes
wide with curiosity. 

        
“You’ll be cleaning naked.” 

        
Her dark eyes opened wider still, this time in shock. “What,
sir?”  

        
Miles was ready to address her stunned response. The words
carefully memorized.  

        
“It’s a matter of place in my household. Your position is a
submissive one. Doing your chores naked will put you in that frame of
mind. You’ll earn the right to wear your clothes. Even the modest dress
you’re wearing right now.” 

        
The stunned girl backed up a bit, shaking her head, clearly
scared. “No, sir. I cannot do that.” 

        
He expected this, too. “Really?” His eyebrows rose with
interest, while the faint flicker of a smile appeared and vanished on
his lips. “You want to fail on your first day?” 

        
She shook her head again. “No, I don’t want to fail.” 

        
“Then you have a choice. I’d suggest you think through your
plans to stay here. If you can’t follow my rules, if a simple order is
too tough to obey, perhaps you want to contact the agency and make
other arrangements for employment.” He consulted his watch. “It’s
nearly nine o’ clock now, a pretty late start for the day. In the
future, you’ll start at seven sharp. That is, if you decide to stick it
out. If you want to stay, you’ll go upstairs now and undress in the
maid’s room you’ll find at the end of the hall. It’s the small one,
sparsely furnished. Can’t miss it. The duster and vacuum should be
right there if Ruby left them where they belong. If in fifteen minutes,
I find you upstairs and working industriously on your chores, I’ll know
that you’ve gotten over your reluctance. If not, gather up your things
and I’ll have a car brought around to take you back wherever you need
to go.” The sharp sound of triumph rang in his voice and Miles watched
carefully, as the substance of his words jarred the girl to the bone.
“You may go now,” he said, dismissing her. 

        
Miles immediately returned to his waffles and grapefruit, his
head buried in the morning paper.  

  


 ***


  


 Never had Daniela imagined this… this house and its
strange inhabitants…  

        
She took the stairs to the second floor because she didn’t know
what else to do. Remove her clothes to do her work? Why would
that be necessary? What kind of pervert was this Miles Hitchcock? 


        
She hated him immensely, and yet…the feeling in her body that
rose up when she was in his presence could be described as nothing
short of stimulating – sexually stimulating. That was the worst
thing of all. In all her months with the butcher, she could not recall
feeling this sort of arousal. Yes, when he punished her, she felt that
strange tickle of desire between her legs. And when he used her, she
could climax in seconds with his groin banging into her behind and his
cock deep inside her slit. The terrible Laszlo
could set her off quickly. But her feelings for this strange American
were quite different. She had questions that needed answers all bottled
up in her brain. But there’d been no chance to ask them, not after he
stunned her with his first command.  

         
Remove her clothes to do her work?  

        
 Daniela wandered down the hall to
the maid’s room that the master had mentioned she’d need to find. Where
she’d leave her clothes. No, not her clothes. But his grey dress. She loved color and there was none
to this ill-fitting sack. She’d be more than happy to throw the damned
dress in the fire as wear it, but she wanted to be covered, with her
body hidden behind the clothes she loved, the clothes that belonged to
her. 

        
 Daniela found the maid’s room a
sparsely furnished cell, with just a bed and dresser and the cleaning
things that the master had mentioned. They all were there. Ruby, the
housekeeper, was a tidy woman, tidy like this room. Everything was in
order.  

        
An unexpected shudder darted through Daniela’s
body as she stared down at the small twin bed. She could lay her
clothes – ‘sir’s grey dress and
her underwear – right there. Or, she could lay down on the
mattress and masturbate. Seemed this house filled her with strange
wants and odd thoughts. It was hard to know her own mind here. She had
wanted so desperately to be here in   
America   , far
from the drab tenement, her mother’s viciousness and Laszlo’s cruel domination. This was her final
destination where all her dreams were to be made real. Would that
happen now, if she took off her clothes and cleaned the house for the
man downstairs? 

        
The tremor of lust deepened with her thoughts. Then suddenly,
she thought of the time, the quarter hour was ticking quickly by … and
all this time had been wasted with her silly thoughts. With her anxious
mind taking over, shunning her reluctance, she began to undress. Her
fingers undid buttons, her feet kicked off the shoes, the funny old
lady shoes, and her hands discarded everything, quickly laying it out
on the small bed.  

        
Her voluptuous, rounded, sleek, silky young body emerged from
all the clothes with a layer of glowing perspiration. The smell of her
aroused sex greeted her nostrils – if only she were undressing for a
lover. Was it possible that she was? Was cleaning house a trick to get
her into bed with the master of the house? And would that be so bad? He
may be as despicable as the other men in her life, but unlike the
others, he was quite an attractive, even sexy, man. 

        
She felt her skin against her skin, her warm thighs against her
thighs, her hand pressing against her belly… then she stopped short
again, remembering the time. She tossed away her silly erotic daydreams
and carefully opened the door to peek down the hall. Empty. Some
distance down, she heard the huge clock chime the quarter hour…her
heart beat hard and rapidly. There were footsteps on the stairs! She
moved quickly back to pull the duster, the vacuum sweeper and the
bucket of cleaning things into the hallway. Then she began with the
duster, whisking away the slight layer of dust on the hall table, all
that had gathered since it was last cleaned – maybe a day ago. 


        
She listened for the footsteps to come closer, but turned her
back to the sound, being too afraid to look, afraid of the eyes that
might see her with no clothes, doing the business of the house as if
working nude were wholly natural.  

        
As she busily cleaned, heat gathered between her legs and a
sexual tingle followed that almost made her giggle. Once she had
thoroughly cleaned the hall table, she scampered through the open door
into a guest room – a perfectly clean guestroom as far as she
could tell. She began to dust that, too, careful to replace the
trinkets on the tables and the dresser just where she found them – no
mistakes, everything in its place just as the master instructed. She
could spend hours inspecting these nice things, but her attention
remained on the task of cleaning until every surface was spotlessly
polished.  

        
When she peeked out of the room again with plans to start
vacuuming, she saw that the hallway was still empty. Perhaps it had
been the master’s footsteps coming up the stairs, and he had seen her
hard at work, maybe in the hallway, maybe looking into the guestroom.
She heard no footsteps now and decided that she must be alone. 


        
 Daniela worked her way through two
guest rooms and a bath, seeing no one the entire time. Then she moved
on to the master’s room – she could tell it was his by the smell, by
its masculine look, by the fact that there were plenty of signs that
the room had been recently used. The unmade bed, a coffee cup,
yesterday’s newspaper strewn on the floor. She gathered the newspaper
and the cup to take downstairs. Then she made the bed, carefully
smoothing out the sheets. When her bared breasts grazed the silky
material, her nipples reacted, slowing shrinking up into tiny knots.
Her body shuddered with desire. 

        
If it had been the master’s plan to sexually arouse her by
making her clean these rooms naked as the day she was born, then he
certainly had achieved his aim. The hum of the vacuum cleaner made her
insides purr, and her pussy vibrate so that it grew hot and raw. She
didn’t dare touch herself. But deep inside her imagination, there were
thoughts of Laszlo descending on her at
any moment, coming up from behind her and raping her as he had before. Laszlo – or maybe this man, Miles
Covington Hitchcock, sir, the master of this house.  

        
She worked industriously through the master’s bedroom and his
bath, knowing that the man was right when he said that working hard at
this menial labor and working naked made her feel small, like
an infinitesimal speck inside a great large world. She felt beholden to
the man who’d raised her out of a hellish existence and cared enough
about her to have her in his beautiful home.  

        
At least part of her big dream had been realized. Now, she would
prove to him that she was good enough. No matter what he did to her,
she would be his.  

        
Was her arousal talking, or her true desire? At this point it
was difficult to tell.  

        
“Your work seems satisfactory.” 

        
 Daniela heard the sound of a voice
behind her and jumped, turning as she did to see Miles’ eyes fixated on
her. It took a moment or two for her to recall that she was stark naked
and standing before a man she barely knew. Her hands flew to cover her
bared breasts, completely ignoring her lower body.  

        
“Sir, I’m sorry!” she exclaimed, for while attempting to cover
herself, she’d fumbled with her bottle of cleaner and dropped it on the
floor. Some of the liquid seeped into the carpet and she stared at it
not knowing what to do.  

        
“Go on…clean it up!” he said.  

        
She dropped to the floor and rubbed the carpet with a damp
cloth, praying as she did that the liquid had not stained the fabric. 


        
“I’m sorry, sir,” she looked up imploringly.  

        
“You’re too afraid, Daniela, I’m
not going to punish you for something as small, as accidental, as this.”


        
He waited as she finished the job, meanwhile she nervously
sweated each second that his eyes were on her bare flesh. She sensed
him looking at her swaying breasts as she bent over, at her
scrunched-up nipples. Could he see the moisture that had gathered
between her legs, that had made the skin sticky and the perfume of her
arousal stronger than ever? Could he smell her lust?  

        
She could. 

        
“Stand up, please,” he said. 

        
 Daniela rose to her feet and stood
before the master, feeling awkward and shy, even more shy and
distressed than she felt when she was making the videotape with
Nikolai. The master’s eyes traveled over her skin appraising her
judgmentally – perhaps with lust, although it was difficult to tell. He
seemed able to keep his feelings veiled – quite unlike the other men
she knew. 

        
Her face reddened and she looked down, taking a deep breath of
air.  

        
“Is something wrong?” he asked.  

        
“No, sir. But this is very difficult to do.” 

        
“Difficult to be naked with me?” 

        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
“I wonder, was it difficult for you to remove your clothes for
your videotape?” 

        
She looked up, a little surprised to hear him say this. “You saw
it?” 

        
“Yes. This morning, I returned to the website and went over your
records in detail. I thought that since I’d been saddled with you as my
new maid, that I should know a little more about you. It seemed to me,
that though you blushed like a scared maiden, you were surprisingly at
ease without your clothes.” 

        
“I was frightened. It may not have showed, but I was very
scared.” 

        
“And you’re scared now?” 

        
“Yes, sir.” She looked down again, embarrassed to admit this.


        
“It’s okay to be scared, if being scared will keep you on your
toes.” He thought a minute. “You know what that means – on your toes?”


        
“That I am careful? Hardworking?” 

        
“Yes, that’s about it. You’re a brave girl.” 

        
He said this so tenderly that she blushed again. “Thank you,
sir.” 

        
“You’ve given up a life, crossed an ocean on your own, have been
admitted into a strange home – where you are not supposed to be – and
now you’ve followed the orders of the man who employs you. I find that
commendable. You understand commendable?” 

        
“Yes, I understand that, sir. Thank you.” 

        
The master smiled as warmly as he had so far. “Let’s see, you
have just an hour to finish the last bedroom, the two baths, the
hallway and stairs. Maybe you should get back to work.”      
 

        
“Yes, sir.” Her heart had lifted some, but now there was so much
to do in so little time.  

        
The Master left the room and Daniela
tore into the job with more fervor than before. She’d already been
working over an hour and a half, but she was not yet half done with the
upstairs cleaning. She would have to be faster to have it done in an
hour. Why an hour? What did he have for her to do afterwards? She had
no clue, but she vowed not to fail this man. She sensed in him some
decency. Though he could not help but look at her naked body, there
was, so far, none of that untoward vulgarity she’d experience with the
men who ran the agencies and made her pay with her body for the right
to be where she was now.  

        
Despite her conscientious attempts to complete her assignment in
the hour allotted, Daniela was unable to
finish the work in that time. Ruby had stopped by to tell her that Mr.
Hitchcock would be waiting for her in his den when she finished. 


        
“I’d help you finish, girl,” the woman had told her kindly. “But
then, he’d be after the both of us, if I did that. Just remember,
you’re a far sight better than most of the maids he brings here.”


        
“Thank you, ma’am,” she’d politely replied.  

        
“Ack! Don’t call me ‘ma’am’. I’m
Ruby. You can call Miss Jessica ‘ma’am’ if you like, it’s fittin for a lady like her, but not me.” 

        
“Yes, um.” 

        
Ruby shook her head and smiled as she left Daniela
to finish vacuuming the stairs.  

  


 ***


        
  

 Shivering
with fright, sweating, dirty, her hair now a disheveled mess – worse
than the day before when she arrived in the rain – Daniela
knocked on the door to the master’s den. She stood naked in the foyer
and glanced nervously at the front door, being afraid that at any
moment, someone would come barging in and see her. It was bad enough
that the master had seen her this way, and Ruby… God forbid that Miss
Jessica would see her without her clothes.  

        
“Come in.” The reply to her knock took way too long to answer –
in her opinion.  

        
But at least she hadn’t been found out by the neighbors, the
postman, a drifter, or one of the workmen, who were apparently fixing
the roof over the sunroom at the far end of the house. She’d spotted
the bare-chested carpenters as they carried boards across the lawn.
With all the big glass windows on the main floor, she felt exposed and
vulnerable, more humbled by her nakedness. While she had been cleaning,
she’d almost forgot she was naked. But there was no forgetting that
fact now.  

        
 Daniela walked in on her master as
he was reading some thick important looking books. Although he seemed
very busy, he put away his reading as soon as she approached his desk.


        
“Ah! Finished at last?” 

        
“Yes, sir. I’m sorry I’m late.” 

        
He frowned, agreeing. “Yes, that is too bad. Ruby tells me that
you did an exemplary job, even if you’re slow. I’m sure your efficiency
will increase with time.” 

        
“I didn’t know, sir, that I was being timed. I could have worked
faster.” 

        
“Of course, you could. But you were day dreaming. I saw that
when I first came up the stairs.”

        Oh, my! They
had been his footsteps! 

        
“And there’s the matter of the nightstand in the fourth
guestroom. You did it last while you were rushing and gouged the back
leg.” 

        
 Daniela looked aghast. 

        
“No matter. It’s easy to fix,” the master went on. “But fixing you,
that requires the kind of discipline that I was speaking of yesterday
when you insisted on staying.” 

        
The maid’s mouth gaped open, and it would appear that her heart
had leapt into her throat. Any response was all but silenced. She’d
tried so hard to be what he wanted. To know now that she’d
failed… 

        
“Maybe, it would be better to get the first punishment out of
the way. You suppose? That way you’ll know what you can survive. You’ll
know what you face if you misbehave.”  

        
The master pointed toward a draped window – at least that was
what Daniela assumed it was.  

        
She looked back at him blankly, but then Miles rose from his
chair and moved in that direction, expecting Daniela
to follow him. Swiping away the drape, he revealed not just a window
but a gold polished bar, about waist height, which had been secured to
the thick window frame. Above it hung two gold rings, also embedded in
the molding like permanent decorations.  

        
“Stand with your toes at the same distance from the wall as the
bar, and then lean in and grab the rings.” 

        
This was not Laszlo’s storeroom –
how private that place seemed now compared to this! If she stood as
ordered, she’d be standing right in front of a window that looked out
on the yard and lawn, where the carpenters were moving from their
trucks to the sunroom. They had only to gaze in her direction to see
her standing naked, or rather leaning naked, before the windows. 


        
 Daniela stood stock still for
nearly a minute deciding what to do. Master was patient, nothing like
the belligerent Laszlo, but seeing what he
expected of her, she had more reason to hate this man too.  

        
“You can have this over in less than two minutes, Daniela,” he informed her, when she made no
move. He sounded more kind than stern – as if this would be as painful
to him as it would be to her. But that was impossible; he wouldn’t be
the one exposing himself. He’d feel no pain. 

        
Again, Daniela’s body acted even
while her mind still balked. She abruptly took the ten steps with no
hesitation, grabbed the rings and leaned forward, closing her eyes to
close out the scene before her. The gold bar hit her at the hips,
allowing her pussy to press against the cold metal. Her breasts hung
down, and though she could tuck her head in shame and close her eyes,
she was still quite aware of how exposed she was to the men outside.
What would they think if they saw her? She could imagine their
catcalls, their fixed expressions.  

        
How could a man who could be so kind, humiliate her so? 

        
Even worse than the humiliation was the response of her sexual
body. The unexpected arousal she experienced while cleaning the
upstairs of the house had been seriously squelched until that moment.
Now the savage feelings came roaring up involuntarily, like a fiery
furnace igniting with a swoosh of energy that almost made her dizzy
with lust.  

        
“Spread your legs wide,” her master ordered.  

        
She robotically obeyed as if she had no mind at all, but now
with her feet spread a good two feet apart, it was harder to hang on to
the rings. She suffered doing this – but suffering was something she
was accustomed to. Although she despised the man for treating her this
way, she vowed not to fail. Not now. She held on and closed her eyes
tighter still, while quite involuntarily, every muscle in her compact
body clenched up tight. 

        
An ominous sound suddenly impacted the air. Then a hot burning
sensation followed as something cutting and cruel struck her pushed out
ass. An other burning sting seared her skin. Then several more. She
grunted without knowing she was making any sound. For a moment, the
master paused, during which she tried to imagine what sort of implement
was being wielded against her with such vicious results. The pain was
much more dreadful than the feel of Laszlo’s
strap had ever been. A bamboo cane, perhaps? A riding crop?
But she dared not look. Instead, she closed her eyes even tighter
and gritted her teeth in wait, while six cuts landed on the plump
centers of her bottom cheeks. With such a fierce and biting pain, she
imagined the skin broken and blood running down her ass and dripping to
the floor. She was in a panic, about to flee, when quite unexpectedly,
she felt a hand on her burning flesh, gently, without squeezing,
soothing the wounds he made her suffer.  

        
His hand. His breath on the back of her neck. He smelled fresh,
vital, masculine, nothing like Laszlo’s
repugnant stink.  

        
“From my perspective, this is punishment, so causing pain is the
point,” he said. “Pain meant to correct you, Daniela,
teach you. On the other hand, if you were to loosen your clenched
muscles, you might bear the pain more easily.” 

        
He stepped back to aim again. Here she’d been hoping he was
finished with just six cuts; he would be an easy master if he were that
kind.  

        
The man confused her; she didn’t know whether to love or hate
him. But, she had felt his words inside her, easing her as they were
intended to do, and her body eased on cue with the tension seeming to
fall away – at least for a moment.  

        
Until the next brilliant slashing blow made her entire body
seize up again. 

        
“Eeeeeaiwwwwww!” This time she
screamed from deep in her gut. 

        
Again. Again. Again. She screamed three times more, shaking her
head back and forth in vehement denial. Her whole being quaked feeling
nothing but pain, and none of the arousal that she experienced from Laszlo’s leather strap until the master
finished, simply finished and walked away.  

        
 Daniela thought she heard in the
back of her mind him tell her she could let go of the rings. But it
took some time for those instructions to work through the throbbing
pain that was still the most pressing thing in her thoughts. 
 

        
She didn’t know until she finally opened her eyes, that one of
the carpenters had been looking at her through the window – exactly
what she feared would happen. What he actually saw of her through the
glass and the yellow rose bush in front of it was minimal – her bare
breasts and probably little more. However, Daniela
didn’t know that she was obscured from his line of vision. Embarrassed
by the exposure, she rushed to pull out of the awkward position and
find a spot in the master’s den where she couldn’t be seen from outside
the house.  

        
“Tomorrow you’ll do better, won’t you?” Miles said. 

        
“Yes, sir. You won’t have to punish me tomorrow.” 

        
“Good,” he nodded in appreciation of her enthusiasm.  

        
“You may clean up, rest until lunch, then afterwards, Ruby has
several things for you to do downstairs.” 

        
“May I dress, sir?” 

        
He was already back working on his books, paying scant attention
to her question, although he managed to say, “Yes. You can get
dressed.”  

        
“Thank you, sir.” She moved directly to the door and only
stopped because he spoke to her again.  

        
“In the morning, seven a.m. I expect you to be up, working as
you have today, washing windows through the entire upstairs – with the
exception of Jessica’s suite, of course.” 

        
She hesitated a moment then asked, “Without clothes?” 

        
“Without clothes, yes.” 

        
She sighed, surrendering to the idea, repulsive as it still
seemed. Perhaps this was not the scheme of a sexual pervert,
like Laszlo’s schemes to punish and fuck
her, and those of the other men who used her. Maybe using her was not
the only thing in this man’s mind, but it was too difficult to tell.


        
 Daniela moved quickly upstairs to
the maid’s room where she found her clothes laid out neatly for her –
odd, she hadn’t left them that way.  

        
Once she dressed, she returned to the main floor and moved
through the kitchen and down the hall to the servant’s quarters and her
small bedroom across from the one where Ruby slept. Ruby had a house of
her own near town, the woman had told her, for when she had days off. 


        
Feeling completely exhausted by the trying morning, Daniela slunk down on her bed to nap, thinking
that she’d be out in seconds. Only after relaxing for a moment did she
realize how much her bottom still ached and how that ache aroused her.
At some time during the morning, her pussy had become wet and her inner
thighs sticky from the moisture leaking out. Potent and demanding, her
desire leapt up producing sharp, convulsive spasms.  

        
Needing to let off steam, her fingers moved inside her panties
to the wet and steaming hole. As her aching ass writhed against her bedsheets, she relished the raw feel of the
material against her scorched skin. Suddenly, she needed to see that
wounded skin, what her master had done to her with the terrible cane.
Perhaps that was the reason for the cheap, dime store mirror that had
been nailed to the back of the door, she thought, as she jumped to her
feet and turned around. Did his other maids curiously look at their
punished behinds too? 

        
When she pulled up her dress and tugged her panties down, she
could see the ugly striations etched deeply into her skin. Feeling them
was like feeling raw sex, lightning from an electric storm, the razor’s
edge of desire. She rubbed them hard and the sensation roared through
her like a fierce wind. She rubbed her crotch, every bit of it, pulling
her fleshy labia, poking the sodden channel, thrumming the bud, her
clit, which grew erect like a  tiny
penis. Still, she rubbed, massaged and grabbed her ass, until
everything wild exploded in her body. Slumping against the mirror, she
came brutally against her hand while wishing for a man’s cock to
complete what she could not.  

   
 

 ***


  


 “So you are
staying with us?” Jessica emoted in her normal expansive manner as she
glided into the kitchen. Daniela looked
up, seeing the woman looking breathless and beautiful wearing a silky
lime green robe, with her long mane of blonde hair floating in a wave
about her shoulders. She appeared like a baker’s confection made of
something buttery and rich.  

        
 Daniela could hardly stop from
staring and she could barely speak.  

        
“Yes, ma’am,” she managed quietly. 

        
Jessica leaned down so that Ruby, who was busy preparing lunch
could not hear her. “I know you must be hurting, but the pain will pass
soon.” She said this to be soothing, however, Daniela
felt as if she’d been stripped of everything. This woman knew!


        
Ruby took off out of the kitchen to answer her cell phone,
giving Jessica the perfect opportunity to speak with the girl in
private. “Did I mention to you how much I love your name. So very
sensuous.” 

        
“Thank you, ma’am.” 

        
“But you look so sullen.” Jessica’s brows knit worriedly.


        
“I’m sorry. I failed today. It’s my first day. I tried hard to
please him, I swear!” 

        
“Of course, you did,” Jessica patted her knee. “I’m sure that
you did your best.” 

        
The girl still looked crestfallen. 

        
“You poor dear, you have no idea do you?”     
 

        
“About what?” 

        
“You’re fated to fail on your first day,” Jessica said bluntly.


        
 Daniela looked at her puzzled.


        
“It’s part of Miles’ scheme. If you hadn’t failed, he wouldn’t
have had cause to ‘correct’ you, to properly admonish you.” She
emphasized playfully. “He either wanted to put the fear of God in you,
or arouse you, or maybe run you off. Regardless, it was as predictable
as this day’s sunrise. You watch, he’ll ease off tomorrow.” She put her
arm around the girl and gave her a compassionate squeeze. 

        
“Jessica! What are you doing here?” Miles entered the
kitchen, immediately on edge seeing his new maid and his wife
conspiratorially conversing.  

        
Jessica looked back at him. “I came down to borrow some eggs
from Ruby and found Daniela here, all
alone.” 

        
“Fine. Take your eggs and get going,” Miles said, with
undisguised contempt.  

        
“What’s made you such a sourpuss today?” she returned, as she
pulled to her feet.  

        
Miles ignored the comment, but watched as Jessica glided like a
gilded bird toward the refrigerator and extract two eggs from the
carton inside.  

        
“Sorry to bother you, dear. I’ll leave you be.” She winked at Daniela and started toward the door. 

        
“Good.” His cold shoulder and cryptic remarks should have been
enough to deliver his message, but just to make sure, he followed
Jessica into the hallway and then the foyer where they could speak
privately.  

        
“I will NOT have you undermining what I do with this girl,
Jessica. She is mine. Is that clear? Do not interfere with my plans.” 


        
“Are they good plans?” 

        
“What my plans are for her are not your business. You know what
I’m after. I have no intention of mistreating her.” 

        
“But you will take every advantage of that darling little body.”


        
“With her consent.”      
 

        
“Of course. Besides, a little coercion is part of the fun, isn’t
it?” 

        
“You’d do the same if she were yours, Jessica, which, again I
remind you, she is not. This is just her second day and she doesn’t
need you filling her mind with a lot of ideas that wouldn’t be there if
you didn’t suggest them.” 

        
“I didn’t say anything, Covey,” she used her pet name for her
husband. “She looked like she was suffering, so I gave her a little
encouragement. I suggested that you wouldn’t be so rough on her
tomorrow. Was that a lie?” 

        
“Stay clear of her, Jess.” 

        
“Or you’ll do what?” 

        
“I don’t think you want to know.” 

        
She shuddered visibly – in jest. “Ooo,
you do still give me chills.” Her robe was loosely tied, dipping open
enough for Miles to see her undulating breasts, a sight no man could
resist. 

        
“And more than that, if you’re not careful.” 

        
“You know, I can’t take your threats seriously, Covey.” 

        
He stood unmoving in opposition to his wife’s seductively moving
body. She started to walk away, her lovely ass swaying against the
sheer silk fabric. Difficult as it was to do, he had to let the arousal
she ignited in his loins pass through him unacknowledged. The woman was
a witch; she cast spells; she hypnotized men until they were powerless
in her grasp. Oddly enough, Jessica didn’t want to dominate men, she
wanted them to overpower her. Her twisted grace was a
merciless trap. He refused to fall under her spell again, despite the
way his body reacted to her pleasing allure.  







   Chapter
Six      


  


 Returning to
her rooms, Jessica put the eggs in the refrigerator, next to the others
in the egg rack. Her appearance downstairs had been solely to have a
moment with the girl – something she expected Miles knew the moment he
saw their brief klatch. Now that she had done her duty by the girl, she
turned to her own pressing need. Moving to the lounger on her sleeping
porch, phone in hand, she dialed the number from memory.  

        
Harry Sontag. She found him home,
as she expected he would be, pecking away at his computer, doing those
magical things the genius was known for.  

        
“How are you, dear?” 

        
“Jessica?” he came back gruffly. She imagined him talking out of
the corner of his mouth with a half burned cigarette balanced on his
lip, ash falling on his faded blue jeans.  

        
“I returned last month from winter in  
 Brazil   .”


        
“Yeah. And I need to know this?”  

        
“I thought I might stop by, if you don’t mind.” 

        
“Horny, are you?” he rasped, while sounding as if he were
preoccupied with something other than Jessica’s call. He probably was. 


        
“You jump to conclusions, dear.” 

        
“I know why you call me, Jessie.” 

        
“I’m that transparent? Really?” 

        
“You try to fake it, but you know you are.” 

        
“Okay. So I’ll be more abrupt. I’ll be over this afternoon to
see you.”

       “No.” He jumped on
that fast. 

        
“No? Why?” 

        
“Because I’d rather abuse you in your own bed,” he came right
out with the truth, never one to mince words. “If I bother at all.”


        
“Oh, my,” she said with a grin. She could feel that one all the
way to her cunt. 

        
“But you’re not going to like it,” he hastened to add.  

        
“I wouldn’t bet on that,” she said. He’d never failed to please
her.   

        
“You don’t know my mood.” 

        
“But still you’ll come?” 

        
“Sure. It’s free. What could be better than free sex from a
beautiful woman?” 

        
He’d paid her once for sex. Five-hundred dollars for a night.
Made her feel like a whore. A feeling she liked, but being a whore was
not something she wanted to continue. When he’d laid the five crisp
one-hundred dollar bills on her dressing table, she’d been shocked.


        
“Is that the going rate?” she’d asked. 

        
“No, but it should be enough for a first-class whore. A party
whore who will submit to anything I want.” 

        
“You have something special in mind?” 

        
“Yeah. I have a lot of things in mind that most women won’t put
up with. But you will for five-hundred bucks.” 

        
Until that night, they’d had conventional sex, maybe a half
dozen times. A half dozen dates in the traditional sense, all
capricious and steamy physical affairs that completely ignored the raw
emotion that ignited between as fast as dry grass on a hot day. 


        
Harry wasn’t a pretty man. He had wounds of the heart that would
eventually kill him, once the better angels of his psyche finally
caved. A man wounded by war isn’t a pretty sight, this one definitely
had the look of betrayal, contempt, irony and fear. There’d been little
self-sacrifice in his service; his sacrifice for God and Country had
been bullied from him – there are big consequences if you didn’t go and
fight in time of war.  

        
Now, he was the poster boy for the walking wounded. A tired
cynicism ran rampant all the way to his fractured soul. He tried to
impress no one; he pushed life away. Friends betrayed him, so he
betrayed them back. Family rarely came through for him, but for family,
only for family, he might make some sacrifice. Not that he cared; it
was simply duty. 

        
Harry saw life from no one’s eyes but his own. Brusque and
contrary. A grumpy old man in his fifties, with grey
hair and a craggy face. His body was lean and fit – to his credit he
kept himself in decent shape – except for the smokes, an indulgence he
refused to deny himself. Being with him for a day, a keen observer
might conclude that despite his cynicism, he was looking for something,
or maybe waiting for some one. A woman, maybe. The woman who never
came.  

        
Oddly enough, women did want Harry. The way Jessica wanted him
now. But most women he attracted were as broken as he was, and he
didn’t put up with anyone’s baggage. He had too much of his own.


        
At one time, the blonde bitch had been his dream date. When he
learned, after he’d paid five-hundred bucks to abuse her, that she
would have done it for free, he thought he’d struck gold. But then,
Jessica was never around when he really needed her. Never there to
soothe him when his dreams turned into nightmares and his heart leaked
blood like a sieve.  

        
After a while, he scratched Jessica off his list of worthy human
beings, like all the rest who had been scratched off. Always in 
  Rome   ,
in    San Francisco 
  or    New York
 ,   Brazil
  … what did she need 
  Brazil  
 for?  

        
Then there were those times when she was back in  
 Alabama   
and lonely for a hard body. She’d call. Then manipulate, inveigle and
wiggle that pretty little ass of hers, taunt that sweet cunt in front
of his face. She’d make promises to him that she would keep – for 24
hours of mutual bliss, if he were lucky. Rarely more. 

        
He’d only have her on his terms now. The longer he made
her wait, the happier he’d be.  

        
“You will come over soon, won’t you?” she said with a sensuous
sadness in her voice, as if the rest of the world had failed her and
she needed him now more than anything else.  

        
“I’ll come when I’m good and ready, Jess,” he said, annoyed as
ever by the intrusion into his private world.  

        
“But you will come today…?” 

        
“I ain’t promising you nothing. You
know that.” 

        
“Okay, so I’ll be ready when you get here. The door will be
open.” 

        
Staring blankly at the code on his computer screen, Harry Sontag hung up the phone, stuffed what was left
of the cigarette into the ashtray, and reached for his pack. One smoke
left. Damn! Wouldn’t last the night. He sat back, suddenly aware of the
heat between his legs: the first sign of a need that had only begun to
smolder.  

        
Jessica, meanwhile, lay back against the lounger and opened her
silky robe, letting it slide off her fingers. Her nude body greeted the
afternoon breeze with a sigh. As her cell phone dropped to the floor
with a clatter, she dreamily closed her eyes, giving herself up to a
fertile imagination and the lusty    Alabama
   air. 







   Chapter
Seven      


  


 
Daniela   spent her morning hours doing her
upstairs cleaning naked, learning to accept the nakedness as a sign of
humility. The hours without clothes drove her deep into herself, deeply
into sexual feelings she never recalled having before. She’d be
ravenous for sex by lunch, and every lunch hour, she’d get off on her
hands, longing for more than her hands. She knew that her physical
desire could not be satisfied without the intervention of a man. 


        
But the only man likely to take her as she wanted to be taken –
Miles Covington Hitchcock – was still a mystery to his new maid. Daniela knew he snuck peeks at her while she was
doing her morning chores sans clothes. His eyes made her body fire’s
simmer, her need swell. She half wished he’d just use her. Forget
whatever preliminaries this careful man thought important; she’d been
seduced enough.  

        
Fuck her. That was what she needed most.  

        
These were, of course, the rantings
of a sexually frantic woman in heat. After she’d masturbate at 
 noon  ,
the intensity of her desire would ease off, and her afternoons would go
by without the agitation. She’d also feel quite differently about her
employer, confused about what he wanted for her and what she wanted for
herself. She could set the dilemma aside most days, since she often
didn’t see Miles after the   midday
  meal. Ruby gave her plenty to do to occupy her mind
and exhaust her in time for a long night’s sleep.  

        
However, Daniela sensed that the
routine she’d become accustomed to could quickly change. After all,
this was just a ‘trial’ arrangement. So, to add to her confusion over
sex and Miles Hitchcock was the feeling that at any moment, the master
might address the issue directly… The thought of that confrontation
scared her. 

        
Nearly a week into Daniela’s trial
period, Miles called his maid into his den after supper. Although it
was nearly   eight o’clock
 , the sky was still light while hints of a brilliant
sunset were becoming increasingly apparent. The den glowed with a soft
golden color, and as she entered, the maid could barely see where Miles
was sitting.  

        
She stood nervously for several minutes, waiting for him to
speak.  

        
“Come here, let me see you,” she finally heard his voice emerge
from the shadows and the luminous, almost blinding light of the sun.


        
She moved quickly, trying with little luck to feel out a
situation that was both new to her and very strange. The master sat
back in a lounge chair; he’d been sipping a drink, something cool and
summery by the looks of it. She stared at it too long, then abruptly
her gaze returned to his face. Maybe it was just the light in the room,
but his expression seemed different, his mood unlike anything she’d
experienced so far. Maybe it was the drink?  

        
Her body was on fire, whether from nerves or sexual arousal, she
couldn’t tell.  

        
“Five days here. You’ve done well,” he said. 

        
“Thank you, sir.” 

        
He took a deep breath. “The question is, though, you still want
to stay?”  

        
This was not exactly what she expected to hear. 

        
“My trial period is over?” 

        
“I didn’t say that. I’m merely asking a question.” 

        
“I-I don’t know, sir. I mean, well…” she stammered mindlessly,
finally spitting out the only answer she dared say, “Yes. Yes, I want
to stay.” 

        
“You don’t sound particularly sure. Why the hesitation?” 

        
“No! No! No hesitation, sir. The question… you surprised me. I’m
sorry.” 

        
Miles could see that she was both sorry and confused. For five
days, the girl had been a basket case of mixed feelings that could be
easily read on her expressive face.  

        
“But you have your doubts, still. Am I right?” 

        
“Yes, sir. I suppose so, sir. I mean, I’ve hardly been here long
enough, right?” 

        
He smiled, chuckling under his breath. “You’ve hardly been here
long enough, that is right. But right now, after fives days, it’s
obvious that you’re a bundle of nerves. You dropped things when you
served dinner this evening. You slipped in the kitchen. Ruby says
you’re all pent-up and I need to do something about it.” 

        
“I’m sorry, sir. I will do better. Those were silly mistakes.” 


        
He laughed again, not to mock her, but in appreciation of her
eagerness and the odd paradox of feeling that was easy to see in her
behavior. “I’ll bet you hate me one minute, and think I’m kind the
next. Is that right?” 

        
The question silenced her. She had no idea the man could read
her feelings with such clarity. 

        
“I-I don’t know what to say.” 

        
“The truth usually works.” 

        
“It’s not exactly hate,” she spoke carefully now. “It’s
what you make me do. It’s being embarrassed when you make me clean
house without my clothes.” 

        
“But you get aroused when you work without your clothes.”


        
“How would you know that?” 

        
“I can see the truth, Daniela.
You’re not my first maid, by a long shot. Yesterday, I watched you in
the blue guest room masturbate yourself against the corner of a table.
You spread your legs, letting the sharp end massage your pussy. Your
eyes were closed and your moans loud enough to cover any noise I might
have made as I watched you from the doorway.” 

        
 Daniela listened in horror as he
recounted the incident, and she turned her head, tears of shame filling
her eyes. 

        
“I wonder, should I take care of your arousal myself?” he asked.


        
“Sir, I don’t know what to say. I’m so embarrassed.”             
 

        
“But your embarrassment becomes you. It shows your innocence,
your discomfort and naiveté about sex. Your body has been used by men,
I get that. But no one has loved you or bothered to nurture you. Am I
right?” 

        
She shook her head, dazed by all that he disclosed about her
that was so true; that he’d mention the word love took her completely
off guard. 

        
“If you decide to stay here, Daniela
– and the offer is open – it’s time this relationship moved on to a new
level.” 

        
She struggled to understand “A new level?” 

        
“You don’t want to be just a maid, do you? That’s not
why you came to the    United
States   , is it?”


        
She shook her head in agreement, although she wasn’t exactly
certain that what he said was true. 

        
“Well then, unless you have some other objection and are
prepared to leave right now, you’re going to put your sexual needs
under my control. It will be one of your duties, no different than
dusting the banister. I’ll see that you’re sexually satisfied, you
leave that up to me. All that beautiful, wanting, longing desire I see
in your pretty face will be fulfilled.” 

        
Miles knew that his maid was a bundle of nerves and fright, and
that this little speech overpowered her with demands so startling that
she wouldn’t be able to react rationally. He’d goaded her deliberately,
with the specific purpose of aggravating her emotional turmoil. He’d
upped the tension just to see how she’d respond.  

        
As he expected, all she could do was blurt out something
nonsensical…  

        
“Sir… I don’t… please… I-I really don’t know what to say,” her
voice got louder, the fire in her more intense, the more she spoke, “I
don’t think I can…” 

        
He cut her off before she could say more. 

        
“Daniela!” 

        
Her mouth snapped shut. 

        
“Tell me, what kind of job did you perform today?” His tone
lowered to one more intentionally forceful.    
 

        
“Not a very good one.” Her voice quavered and the poor girl
looked miserable.  

        
“Lots of mistakes?” 

        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
“You understand what that means?” 

        
“Yes, sir.” Her lower lip quivered while her eyes suddenly
flooded with tears. “Sir, please!” she wanted to plead for mercy,
although that plea was drowned out in the activity of her body going
over his knee. Miles jerked her down into his lap, a move she
instinctively fought with some degree of spunk.  

        
“You were warned. You knew what to expect. Don’t you dare fight
me now!” 

        
He placed his right leg over her legs and held her at the waist
with his one hand, while picking up the paddle on the table beside him
with the other. He pulled her dress up and her panties down, and had
the paddle exploding against her clenched ass cheeks all within five
seconds time.  

        
The hard wood crashed against her bouncing derriere, blistering
her ass end and causing pain enough to have her shrieking angrily. The
first skirmish had her twisting against him so hard that it was
difficult to hold her thrashing body. Miles wisely paused long enough
for the pain to subside, as well as her vigorous struggle. When he
started in again, her response was less violent, more a fitful
discomfort punctuated by a few sharp cries as she tried to contain her
emotions. He paused again, and often, during the lengthy punishment,
gradually slowing down the cadence of smacks when it was clear that the
girl was enjoying the sensation, and rather than feeling pain, was
sexually aroused.  

        
She began to groan, her voice throaty and erotic. 

        
Miles knew then that he had her…the first and maybe the only
major battle with the maid had been won.  

        
“You’re turned on, Daniela,” he
stated the obvious, barely containing his own feral excitement. 

        
 Daniela immediately seized up,
even as her body cried out for more.  

  


 ***


  


 While Miles
continued punishing his maid, his wife Jessica paced her upstairs
sitting room, her nervous energy climbing the walls around her. 


        
Five days! Harry never made her wait five, fucking days! 

        
By then, the energy in the house was explosive. She suspected
that the little tart was coming on the sly – the
not-so-innocent-as-she-seemed Daniela had
really taken to Miles’ naked cleaning scheme. Jessica had once fallen
into that trap herself. And Miles? Miles was beside himself, waiting
for the perfect moment to ravage the girl –  when
she was willing, ready, wanting him – that was the key thing.
Wanting him.  

        
Yes, the house might just spontaneously combust if its needs
didn’t get met soon. And if her intuition was correct, the unveiling of
the man’s twisted schemes had already begun. She could feel that in the
air without having to hear or see a thing.  

        
However, Jessica cared little about the drama taking place
between her husband and his maid… needs would be satisfied, but in her
mind, hers were as paramount as the others inside these old
walls.  

        
Her choices were few for relieving the hard ache she’d been
carrying with her for days. At one time, she could count on Miles for
the sex she needed, but that time had long since passed. Brett might be
counted on, but they were now seriously estranged. The fact was, it was
Harry, only Harry Sontag she wanted now,
and all he would do was hide like a mouse in her psyche and taunt her.
The prick! He even knew he was a prick and he didn’t care. All a matter
of pride for him.  

        
She could go to him, but he’d throw her out. She might get a
hard slap on the face for even trying to seduce him, trying to bait
him, whatever she needed to do to make him act. That slap would be
satisfying, but hardly satisfying enough.  

        
She could call him again – but he’d most likely hang up
and make her wait even longer.  

        
“Bastard!” she suddenly cried out and banged her pretty fist
against the wall. Then she slumped against her sitting room wall, ready
to spill her tears.  

        
“Didn’t know I could piss you off that much.” 

        
The low timbre of the familiar voice knocked her body sane again.


         
Oh! Fuck!   She figuratively shook her head
in amazement. The man’s a diabolical genius… 

        
What irony, she almost laughed at herself as she remained
slumped in misery against the wall, fully cognizant now and trying to
decide her next move. Succumb to him? Or fight him tooth and nail? Not
an easy choice.  

        
Finally knowing she had to say something or Harry would just up
and leave, she collected her wits, stood up straight and turned around,
looking as gracefully alluring as ever – as if he’d never seen her
moment of weakness. 

        
“What makes you think I was pissed at you?” she asked him, with
enough sugar in her syrupy voice to make anyone gag.  

        
He laughed. “You said my name, bitch.” 

        
“Oh? I don’t recall that.” 

        
“Ranting women rarely remember what they scream about.” 

         
Ranting? Had she been ranting? Had she really said his
name, or was he just making it up?  

        
He took her in with his eyes, from head to toe, stopping for a
long drink of the body encased inside her transparent black robe. Even
her nipples were exposed, the crack of her ass from behind and her pale
pussy from the front… all as if a dark shadow had passed over her
significant body parts.  

        
“What kind of outfit is that supposed to be?” 

        
“You like it?” This was not the normal take charge Harry
speaking. The one that would throw her to the floor without thinking,
or slap her face, or demand the slavish subservience he wanted from
her. He left the air between them longing, waiting for the bombs to
land and the artillery to arrive. What was keeping them, Jessica
wondered – making small talk about her sexy robe? 

        
Harry sensed her quandary and chuckled under his breath. Then he
pulled a pack of cigarettes from his shirt pocket and lit one. He knew
how much she hated him smoking in her rooms, no doubt the reason he
made a point of lighting up. “You want me to slap you down, don’t you?”
He took a long drag and looked around for an ashtray, which he wouldn’t
find.  

        
“Well, the thought had crossed my mind,” she answered,
committing to nothing. She grabbed a coffee mug from the table beside
her. “Here, use this.” 

        
“Thanks.” He tapped his ashes into the mug. “That slapping thing
is your game, Jess, not mine.” 

        
She didn’t believe that for a minute. “You can have whatever you
want, Harry. I humbled myself enough to say that. I mean it.” Her body
was like a thundering storm about to strike – but not yet
ready. Not until Harry was.  

        
“I told you that’s a dangerous promise to make,” he said. 


        
“Maybe so, but I am… ” 

        
“You are what? Desperate… you’re obviously desperate when you
come after me.” 

        
“That’s not true.” 

        
“Don’t lie, bitch.” He deposited his burning cigarette into the
coffee cup, set it down and made up the six feet distance between them
in the blink of an eye. He grabbed for her hair, locking his hand
inside it, twisting it till it hurt her head. Dragging her by the
golden locks from the sitting room to her bedroom, he threw her on the
mattress. 

        
“That what you want?” he asked. 

        
Without waiting for an answer, he covered her body with his. His
mouth moved on hers and his hand shoved its way between her legs. He
yanked her snatch and bit her lip, drawing both out, hurting her enough
to make her suffer.  

        
After a minute of clenched battle, he rose up slightly and
unbuckled his belt with one hand and pulled it free. Then he looped it
round her neck and held it tightly to her throat, all while biting her
lips between their hard, tongue-lapping kisses. His pants were opened,
his cock pulled free, and he stabbed her with the erection, fucking her
hot wet valley until he exploded, his pent-up cum shot deep inside her
and he came out dripping against her thigh. He’d dropped the hold on
the belt to do this, though it was still lying loose around her neck.
Pulling out of her pussy, he rose above her body, straddled her face,
and fed her mouth his sagging member.  

        
“Suck it, Jess!” 

        
She sucked, drawing the flesh into her mouth and toward the back
of her throat. She opened to take him; she had to. He was practically
sitting on her face, force feeding her mouth, expecting nothing less
than her slavish service. The erection pulsed back to life for a time.


        
But finally satisfied with her effort, he pulled off the bed and
dragged her limp body onto the floor. 

        
“What are you doing?” 

        
“You don’t wanna ask stupid
questions.” 

        
He joined her there, setting her up on hands and knees first,
then shoving her head to the hardwood and pulling her arms behind her,
high against her back. He knew where she kept her rope in the bedside
table, and had her wrists quickly roped and the long end wound over her
shoulders, effectively binding her hands out of the way in a painful
knot. 

        
That done, he stood up, grabbed his pack of cigarettes and lit
one, taking a long drag.  

        
With the edge in him gone, he sat down in a chair just a foot
away. “So, was it good for you?” he asked.  

        
Jessica expected him to mock her, he never failed to. Never
failed to make her feel worthless and small. But then, that was the
point.  

        
“C’mon, answer me, bitch,” he growled, shoving her with his
foot. “Lemme see your face.” 

        
She knew better than to lift up her head – unless she wanted his
boot crushed against it holding her down. She turned her face toward
him, her cheek still to the floor. 

        
“Yes, it was good, Harry. It’s always good for me.” 

        
“But it’s not enough, is it?” 

        
“I’d be lying if said I didn’t want more.” 

        
“Oh, you will get more. It’s gonna
be a long night.” 

  


 ***


  


 In the den
below, Daniela’s paddling was coming to an
end.  

        
Once it was clear to Miles that the maid was aroused by the
stinging action of the wood, he put the paddle aside and started to
spank her with his hand, first to keep the ongoing pain at a peak, and
then so he could begin to massage her throbbing rear. Her scarlet flesh
was hot to his touch, like embers smoldering beneath ash. The skin was
soft and yet raw; the feel of it was a sensuous turn-on, exactly what a
man of his desires most enjoyed. The less he spanked her, the more he
rubbed the maid’s beautiful flesh, the more he dropped his hand between
her parted cheeks and dove for the wet portal in the nest between her
thighs.  

        
The girl responded with sighs that became more rapturous when
his fingers went directly to the delicate opening of her vagina. He
circled it slowly with a finger, then deftly poked inside to hear her
gasp… 

        
“Oh, sir, ohhhhhhh,” her breathy
exclamations fed his lust.  

        
She twisted now with the erotic anguish of being
not…quite…there. And when he sensed her body about to explode, he
pulled his hand away and several times smacked her ass as fiercely as
he had before. Her crotch squirmed against his leg with the effect of
sending a shooting pain directly to his rising erection. He eased when
her body seemed on the verge of rebelling, and continued with the
sexual massage, hearing her cooing, seething, sighing noises rise
again.  

        
Inside the embracing feel of her master’s body, Daniela careened through the chaos of her
emotions – anger, mirth, rapture, again a white hot anger, a teeming
rage, then a sexual joy so profound that she thought she’d died and
been transformed beyond the grave.  

        
By the time the master reached deep into her private portal to
toy with her sexually, there was no fight left in her body, now so
weary from the intense pain.  

        
He placed one finger in her vagina, another on her clit, a third
at her anus and worked them all, until her body became a frenzied mass
of quivering flesh.  

        
“Ooo, um, ohmygod.”
Her hips started to thrash against him; she could feel his crotch heat
exploding on her body. “Yes, yes more!”  

        
Attacking more forcefully, he shook her entire bottom end until
everything in her seized up in a biting climax that seemed to rise up
beyond her body and extend to the ends of her nerves. His forceful hand
worked her almost defiantly, not ceasing until it must have been
apparent that she was too exhausted for more.  

        
During the first few minutes after the alarming climax, Daniela lay limp as a rag over the master’s
knees, feeling his warm hand gently massage her hot cheeks and the
throbbing furrow below. Had she not been so spent, her body might have
responded again to his pleasing touch with another orgasm. But by now,
that was painful to even think about.  

        
“On your knees, girl,” she heard the master speak.  

        
He parted his legs, and with a surprising grace she fell between
them to her knees, her face poised before his crotch. His body language
was all that was needed to communicate his desire – one she acted on
with little hesitation despite her naiveté about such things. The
moment could not be complete without expressing her gratitude. She
opened his pants, pulled his erection from inside and rose up on her
knees, taking the organ deep into her mouth.  

        
  

 ***


  


 Harry
threaded a thick rope under Jessica’s bound arms and attached it to the
hanging light in the center of the room, not particularly caring if the
fixture would hold. He brought her to her tiptoes, suspended and ready
for him to beat at will – this was what she wanted. A crowd to watch
might have been better, but there was no crowd tonight. Just the two.
The matched set. The perfectly tuned pair of perverts.  

        
He let her dangle for a time while he surveyed the lovely curves
and valleys of her body.  

        
“Putting on weight, are we?” 

        
“I didn’t think so,” she replied back in a breathy whisper.


        
“Maybe you haven’t looked in the mirror lately, Jessica.”
He said her name with spiteful emphasis, as if he despised everything
about her. Lying to her about her weight was only meant to rattle her,
and it did.  

        
He started spanking her, although there was nothing formal in
the effort. He struck wherever his hand happened to land. Sure, he’d
give her ass a good reddening. But he moved on to roast her thighs with
smacks that stung so much, they made her shriek. When he moved to her
front side, he sidled up close, so that she was almost leaning against
his chest. His mouth was close enough for her to smell the foul
cigarette stench in his breath. She breathed this in like an
aphrodisiac, then forgot all about it with her next breath. His hand
came down violently on her crotch, working up to a punctuated rhythm
good only for suffering through. She thrust her head back, crying
through the worst of it and writhing with some sexual implications when
he eased off for even a moment.  

        
“A little fat in the belly, or are you just bloated with desire
for me?” He smacked hard again. “Huh? You gonna
answer me? Or am I gonna hafta get rough, gentle lady?” 

        
“You know I need you, Harry.” 

        
“Need me, but never want me. That’s the story of my life. I can
put a bitch like you in heaven, but you can’t be bothered to comb the
pit of hell with me. What gives? Huh?”

       “What do you need
from me, Harry?”  

        
“You gotta figure that out on your
own.” Hitting too close to his own hurt, he changed the subject –
typical for Harry. “How about I pry this pretty ass apart?” 

        
He was already thick in the midst of his plan, dragging a chair
across the hardwood floor. Scraping the wood – chilling, like
fingernails on a blackboard. 

        
Then Harry sat down with a bottle of lube, Jessica’s butt in his
face, and started working his hand inside her anal cleft. “You’re gonna like it, honey, when my hand’s all the way
up inside you.” 

        
Jessica was too far gone to let the horror of his plan register
in her gut. Good thing. If it did, she’d clench up in all the wrong
places and they’d be battling all night. If nothing else, Harry was a
patient prick. If his plans didn’t work out to his liking on the first
try, he didn’t force the issue – in this case his hand – but he kept on
trying until he had the result he wanted. Having bothered with the
chair was the first clue that suggested this could take a long while. 


        
He went up dry to start, knowing just how pissed it made her.


        
“I could be a real prick, you know.” He had three fingers
opening the rim of her anus. Felt like sand against the delicate skin. 


        
“But you won’t, Harry,” she said, scared.  

        
“You think I won’t.” 

        
“I can beg you.” 

        
“Yeah, well I have other things to do than this, so we might as
well take a short cut.” 

        
He’d been chain smoking cigarettes and was just about done with
the second. But the butt cup was on a table five feet away, so rather
than squash it out on the floor, he used the pretty ass in his face. A
little sizzling heat, she seized up briefly and the fire went out. 


        
“That didn’t hurt, did it?” 

        
“No, not much.” Her voice quietly pensive. Worried even. 


        
“Not much,” he laughed, then went back to work on her asshole.
Covering his hand with lube a couple times over, the slick digits went
back into the valley and started in earnest, prying apart the resistant
opening. 

        
“Easy now, girl,” he encouraged her.  

        
“Oh, I can’t do this, Harry.”  

        
“Yes, you can. You can because this is what old Harry wants. You
want to please your bud, don’t you? You said any way I want.
You weren’t lying, were you?” 

        
“No, Harry, I wasn’t lying.” 

        
“Then this will fit right in.” 

        
There had to be four fingers fighting their way into her rectum.
Jessica felt them shove and shove again, and the cold feel of more
lubricant and another return visit with his probing hand.  

        
“Easy, baby,” he almost sounded nice. But that was short-lived.
With her still resisting, Harry suddenly pulled out and grabbed the
first instrument of punishment he could lay his hands on. “Guess I
haven’t worked you up enough.” 

        
He struck her hard with a ping pong paddle, first the soft
rubbery side, then the hard wood, then the soft again, making her
bottom sting and the fire spread to cover her entire hind end. At last,
he shoved the handle into her ass, just to remind her of what he really
wanted. After fucking her with it for a good twenty seconds, she wanted
to scream. She wanted his hand, desperately wanted his hand back where
it had been before. 

        
Jessica got her wish. Lubed up one more time, Harry’s fingers
went all the way to his knuckles; doing what the paddle handle couldn’t
do, they finessed their way inside, going a little deeper each time
they shoved, opening her a little wider. 

        
There’d been a little magic in that hard ping pong paddle
spanking. A little more of her fight had given way, a little more
self-will disappearing into pleasure.  

        
Harry knew what he was about, knew what he wanted, knew what she
needed. A little extra hurt here and there, a little more lube, a fire
in her that wouldn’t be satisfied with anything but her sweet Southern
Belle ass reveling on his fist…it took all that, and a scream of
release for his hand to be wholly within her, and the wild-eyed, wicked
body writhing on his impaling hand.  

        
Soon as he was deep inside, he stood up beside her, whispering,
“My cock’s gonna feel like a toothpick
after this.” 

        
“Never…” she softly answered, losing the words she wanted to say.


        
He played her clit, thrumming it like guitar stings, all the
while his hand was in her ass. And he wasn’t easy on her clit, never
easy; he rather make her hurt and hear her scream when she came,
finding pleasure in the pain she was desperate for. He felt her energy
bloom, a big voluptuous energy enough to make his cock hard again. When
she started to come, she thrashed against his body so the two became
like one person. He held her in fear of  damaging
her pretty body, while her muscles tightened in around his fist,
pushing him out. He held her fast through the most violent of the
spasms, then as they diminished he eased his hand out… 

        
He backed away to gauge her mood, making her live with all that
was splendid and terrible in the ordeal. Then he untied the knot that
kept her dangling and carried her to the bed in his arms.  

        
She was back on her knees now, ass high, head lowered, arms
bound high behind her as they had been since he started. This was how
he took her in the ass… not a big deal for her after the fisting she’d
just suffered. But a toothpick? Not hardly.  

        
It was a big deal for Harry though. Her body still spasmed, being agitated from coming and as her
muscles closed in around his erection, he fucked her, fucked her hard,
rode her bucking, gasping body, until he’d filled her again.  

        
Maybe he’d go for the triple whammy and fuck her mouth, he
thought as his erection slid out of her ass, and he dropped to the bed
beside the pretty Jessica. 

  


 ***


  


 
Daniela’s   lips moved around Miles’ cock
like an answer to prayer. Something holy, sacred. Gratitude seemed to
work well for her; that lush mouth was all over his erection. While she
lapped his balls only after some prompting, her response seemed
natural, as if all he had to do was remind her – she’d maybe forgotten
that they were included in the package of oral sex.  

        
Her nose breathed in the musty aromas, taking them in like fuel.
Eager, more eager every time she swallowed his erection, every time she
breathed. She didn’t gag… not once.  

        
“Yes, yes, yes, perfect,” Miles encouraged her with his
deepening voice. His hand was on her head, affectionately, as much as
it was to guide the blowjob along. “God! Yes!” He fell further back in
his chair while she rose up higher. He wanted himself inside her, in
her cunt, if he’d only thought about that in advance. But too far gone
now, he pumped himself dry inside the maid’s mouth, while she milked
him with her tongue and lips.  

        
“Gaaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwd…”  

        
The low growl was followed by a heavy sigh.  

        
 Daniela backed up showing off her
glistening mouth. The room was dark, the night having taken over, and
now not a speck of sun or glowing shadows remained. Just a little
moonlight to see by. Not until that moment had Miles been sure of her. 


        
It was a mistake that she was even in his house. But now he
wanted her to stay.  

        
His maid was silent, while these thoughts worked their way into
his conscious mind, until he finally sat up and neatly tucked his limp
prick back inside his pants.  

        
She smiled, her dark eyes gleaming darker than ever – or maybe
it was just the night that gave an almost eerie quality to them and her
enchanting smile.  

        
“Am I wrong, or are you pleased?” he said.  

        
“You tasted sweet, sir. I never imagined that.” 

        
He had to laugh, at least a little.  

        
“This is what you want from me as your maid?” she inquired. 


        
“Yes, in part, Daniela, this is
exactly what I want.” 

        
They fixed on each other as he waited for her response. 


  


 ***


  


 “So, are you
going to tell me or leave me guessing?” Harry asked, once he’d finally
untied Jessica.  

        
“What is it you need to know, Harry?” The tattered blonde could
barely manage this much conversation.  

        
“Hearing your confessions of weakness are one of my favorite
passions.” 

        
“Because you like to humiliate me.” 

        
“Of course.” 

        
“And you haven’t done enough?” 

        
“Hey, you asked for it, Miss Alabama Beauty.” 

        
She wondered why he had to shove her hurts back at her. Why he
couldn’t be content with abusing her body. But she knew… she knew him
almost as well as he knew her. What a miserable pair they were. Beauty
and the beast he often said, wryly. But he wasn’t a beast to her,
beastly, yes. Of course. Few men would do to her what he did and not
try to apologize…  Even Brett wasn’t as rough as
Harry. Miles? Well maybe Miles could be, when he was angry. 


        
Harry was a different sort of man from all the rest she knew.
She even loved him, but had decided long ago that she could never be
with him. Their times together had to mean something to him. He’d never
admit that. He’d grouse about her, no compliments. No thanks. Like this
was all about her and nothing about him. But it was plenty about him.
His getting off to her pain thrilled them both; no lying about that.
But he would lie any way. Harry had lied so much, it was hard to know
what was true about his life and what was myth.  

        
Harry liked the aura of nastiness that he cultivated around him.
He liked being grouchy, having things to complain about. But he also
liked to fuck Jessica, use her body and abuse her mind because the
sadist was big a part of who he was. She was the only woman who let him
be himself.  

        
Jessica never complained. It was the one gift she could give
Harry Sontag that he got from no other
woman. She might whine about the holy terror he put her through, but
she vowed never to complain about how badly he used her.  

        
This had been a rough one, especially rough. Her arms ached;
they’d ache for days, she figured. Every muscle in her was sore, and
she hoped that her poor ass would recover. But she was in a fine frame
of mine when he teased her.  

        
“You know, Harry, reminding a girl that she once lost a bathing
beauty title on moral grounds… well, that’s just plain mean.” 

        
He shrugged. “You know I’m mean.” 

        
“I know you’re a lot of bluff.”     
 

        
He smirked from the corner of his mouth, which told her he was
pretty pacified himself.  

        
“Why don’t you spend the night? It’s half over anyway.” She
stretched her languid body against his. “Wouldn’t the warm body of a
female be good company?” 

        
“No.” He shook his head. “Not when it reminds me of what I sleep
with every other night of my life.” He’d turned to her, was kissing her
affectionately, running a hand down her arm so gently that it felt
awkward coming from Harry Sontag. 

        
Her body quaked with a sudden explosive shiver.  

        
“Harry, please.” She stroked his hair, his cheek, kissed his
lips and got glassy eyed with want so he could clearly see. 

        
“Hey, you didn’t answer my question,” he said, ignoring her
pleading look. 

        
“You mean about why I called you now, why I wanted you now?”


        
“Yeah, why?” 

        
“It isn’t any one thing, Harry,” her fingers danced along his
arm. “It never is with me. Men come and go. I can’t take any of them
seriously. I’m flawed that way, I guess. After Miles… what can you
expect? I’m just keyed up now, and there are these legal battles with
Miles,” she sighed. “Do I have to go on?” 

        
“It would be nice, sometime, if you wanted me when you weren’t
flipping out.” 

        
“I didn’t think you’d want me otherwise,” she said. All jibes
aside, she was serious now.   

        
“Yeah, well…” he offered up a familiar sigh.  

        
She felt his leaving coming on like a draft of cold air. Maybe
he couldn’t spend the night. Maybe she wouldn’t know what to do with
him if he did. 

        
He pulled out of bed and scrounged on the floor for his clothes.
Meanwhile, Jessica sat up and watched him tuck his body back inside his
jeans and shirt.  

        
“You want me to come over and fix you dinner some night?”


        
“Sure.” He shrugged like it didn’t matter, but it did. About
this, she was certain. Most things did matter to Harry, even very small
things, the turn of a phrase, something left unsaid, any manner of
slight. He took them in, clutching them tightly like the rest of his
wounds, but never mentioned them aloud. 

        
He liked being contrary and mysterious and cranky. It’s how you
deal with a world you’ve learned to despise.  

        
When Jessica watched him leave, she was always a little sad, and
she was sad now.  

  


 ***


  


 “I don’t want
you playing with yourself, Daniela,” Miles
told her. “You’ll come on my hand if not some other way. But you won’t
come on your own. Do you understand that?’ 

        
“Yes, sir,” she answered him.  

        
“From this point on, your sexual compliance is expected as part
of your role as my maid. I’ll be breaking you in, training you,
teaching you how I need to be served. In return, you can be sure that
this pent-up madness will be satisfied long before you start making
silly mistakes.” 

        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
He came on strongly, giving her no room to quarrel. But she
didn’t seem able to quarrel with a thing he said. He assumed by her
immediate acquiescence that she wanted this arrangement as much as he
did. Although part of him didn’t really care what she wanted;
if he was going to have a maid, this was how it would be. He could have
another Ruby if all he wanted was a cleaning lady. Daniela’s
housecleaning had always been secondary to the sexual need his maid
would fulfill. She’d sworn more than once that she could be the woman
he wanted… well, he’d find out soon. Better blow her out quickly rather
than mince words, or take it slowly only to discover that she was going
to bolt. 

        
Let her bolt! He was tired of women who had their own needs in
mind before his.  

        
Looking into the young woman’s wanting face and seeing the
confusion and the desire so plainly evident in her expression, he
wondered why he’d been so fixed on having that luscious little blonde
he’d originally contracted with the agency. This Daniela
from    Slovenia
   was growing on him. The
winsome smile, her eager sexuality and the pleasant ripeness of her
nubile body, which was still discovering its womanliness…she could turn
out better than a vacuous blonde slut. He’d already had one blonde
female turn on him, which made the dark-haired beauty more appealing
every day.  

        
“You’ll do your normal morning chores, Daniela,
as always,” meaning without her clothes. 

        
“Yes, sir.” She understood the man without further explanation.
Her haunting eyes were moist and he wondered why, but he wouldn’t ask.
She seemed more at peace now than in the last few days, that was all he
cared to know.  

        
“And here,” he said, as he withdrew a book from a stack beside
the table. “Something for you to write in. Record your feelings. I
think it’s worth the effort when you’re in serious training, as you
will be in the next couple weeks.”  

        
She stared at the volume and then took it gingerly from his
hand. The book had a cloth cover in a pretty Oriental design of flowers
and birds.  

        
“And you’ll read what I say?” 

        
“No, this is just for you. I’m going to demand a lot from you. I
thought you might need some private place to sort out your thoughts.
You do it in that book… leave your moods on the page before you come
back to work. Say whatever you want. Say you hate me, I don’t care. I
won’t see it. But as long as you’re here in this house, you’ll be the
sweet-faced and dutiful maid I hired when you’re with me.” 

        
 Daniela had never much thought
about writing down her thoughts. But the idea intrigued her enough to
consider it seriously. And if this is what her master wanted, it might
very well be a good idea. “Yes, sir,” she said, still gazing at the
lovely book and running her hand over the pretty cover.  

  


 ***


  


 Jessica’s
pain over Brett had been wiped out for at least a little while. 


        
Yes, her need for Harry Sontag was
all about Brett. She’d come back from Brazil for the handsome Mr.
Honeycutt, but he’d been all pissed off and left her over that stupid
misunderstanding.  

        
But Harry Sontag would never know
that. He’d probably guess that her need for him was something other
that what she was willing to admit to. But she’d never hurt him by
telling him the truth. He might have asked her for a confession, but he
really wanted her lies.  

        
The following week, after they’d pretty much put this night in
the past, she’d go to his woodsy little house and make him a really
fine pot roast.  







   Chapter
Eight      


  


 
Daniela   finished her work and moved
quickly to her room to rest until lunchtime. She only had a few minutes
before Ruby would call her, but she was almost frantic to open the
journal her master had given her and write down the thoughts that
crowded into her brain. She felt as if she were about to burst. 








 Journal Day One… 

 I was in the
upstairs hallway this morning… when the master approached me. My heart
started beating so rapidly, my head felt light, I was sure that I would
faint. I had not seen him since last night. Such a night of firsts, and
surprises that was. Such pain, my bottom end still feels stiff and my
mind burns from the hurt… but I can’t think about that now… 

        
Master came to me and pushed me against the wall – not a hard
shove, but I felt the firmness, the drive behind his fingers. His hand
combed my nakedness, which was exposed to him in the bright daylight. I
trembled, feeling so embarrassed, and so terribly aroused. My face was
as red as a beet. I thought I would faint when I felt his touch. He
caressed my backside to start, then turned me around, that same hand
pouring over my breasts and down my belly to where I was sopping wet
between my legs.  

        
I have no intention of hurting you, Daniela,
he said. 

        
That was not what I worried about. In fact, I do not think I
worried over anything but how shameless I would look to him. Is this
what he wants of me? To be at any moment primed like a pump, wet and
dripping, feeling my body make demands on him?  

        
After a time, he stopped the caress and turned me toward the
wall again. A moment later, I felt him against me with his hard penis
going between my legs, seeking out a place to vent itself. It found a
home in my slick pussy and entered me directly. Then banging me
forcefully with his body, he fucked me hard, like Laszlo
would. My come was on me almost instantly, but I held back in fear.
Would he be mad that I was so aggressively needy? He fucked in such a
hard assault, finally coming…then I let my orgasm slip by, taking me
away for several seconds. By the time my mind returned, he had pulled
out from between my legs. 

        
Wipe yourself, and get back to work, Daniela,
he said 

        
Then he left.  

        
I am utterly undone to realize that he used my portal like those
many men used me before. All those terrible men from Laszlo to the doctor. He left me so abruptly…
like what? A piece of meat some woman say of brutal men. 

        
I am left still feeling aroused beyond what is decent, but since
when have I cared about being decent? My life has turned me into a
whore.  

        
  

 ***


  








 Journal Day Two 

        
Today, master had a visitor. Fitch. Not Mr. Fitch, just Fitch. A
funny name. I don’t know if it’s his first or last name. The man has a
lot of sharp corners – his square jaw, his thin body, his very fine
hands, all angular and cold. What he says is as chilling as his looks.
He smiles a lot and makes suggestive comments, raises his eyebrows in
secret communication. He followed master into the upstairs hall where
they both found me. 

        
What have we here? he says boastfully. He comes close to where
I’m cleaning the lamp in the green room. The lamp is by the door, which
makes it hard for me to hide inside the shadows of the room. I stood
like a statue, unable to move, while Fitch’s hand reached out and
touched me. Along my thigh at first, then his fingers moved between my
legs. Master watched him, making no effort to stop the man, even when
he saw how much I flinched.  

        
I stood still, then shook him off, but this Fitch jerked my arm,
and drew me back closer to him, within the smell of his breath. He wore
strong cologne that made my head spin. I worried that I’d been drugged.
 

        
You have plans to sell her? he asks the master. 

        
No. She’s being trained as my personal maid.  

        
I shudder when he says that, feeling deeply wounded that this
man was allowed to touch me. That selling me could have even been in my
master’s thoughts. 

        
Are you afraid of my friend? the master asks me… when he sees
how I shudder. 

        
No sir. 

        
But you don’t much like his hands on you. 

        
He read my mind with no problem. But I cannot reply, so the
three of us just stand silently for some time. 

        
Come on, girl! Fitch slaps me on the face. I held my cheek in my
hand, shocked. I looked at the master, who gazed back at me, impassive,
cruel as cold steel.  

        
Masturbate for me, Fitch said. 

        
I look to my master again and he only nods, which I take as
seriously as a command.  

        
My body roars like a wild feline. But I’m too embarrassed to
touch myself. 

        
Maybe you respond to pain, is that what you need? that terrible
man asked. 

        
Before I can seek my master’s approval, Fitch has pulled me into
the hallway and turned me over his arm. His hand connects with my ass a
dozen, maybe two dozen times, the pain coming down like fire on freshly
punished skin. It was only days ago Master punished me. And now this.
Now this hateful man.  

        
He pulls me up, his hand going immediately between my legs. His
fingers feel like snakes swarming my nether regions. Everywhere…
finding my private places responding wrongly to this unwanted touch. I
want to pull back, but his skill in pleasing me turns my will against
me.  

        
He pushes me off him and against the wall. 

        
‘Play, Daniela,’ he says. He knows
now how aroused I have become, how his fingers have pushed away what
little resistance I have left. 

        
‘I’d be taking the little bitch to the dungeon, beating her
backside raw, if she were mine’ he says to master. His grin is haughty.
He’s arrogant like men I’ve met before. But he is so pretty, so suave,
(I believe that is the word) that I find myself strangely immersed in
him and unable to disconnect my eyes from his handsome face.  

        
He grabs my hand and shoves it to my crotch.  

        
So, I play with myself. By then, my desire cannot be stopped. My
slit seeps its juices; they run down my hand and leg and I must close
my eyes to shut out my embarrassment, and shut out his eyes on me, his
terribly wounding eyes, blue, so blue that I think I can see the sky
inside them, and his lips, his lips haunt me, as if they have promised
me kisses I will never receive. I cannot look at his face. It is a face
I hate as much as I hate my own indecent response to it.  

        
I insert my finger into my cunt and suddenly my belly roars with
violent spasms. I clench as if there is a man filling me. With no man
to assist, I must satisfy myself with my own hand. I wish I could jam
my whole fist inside me, all of it, every bit filling me. Better would
be a man’s cock, my master’s cock.  

        
I wonder what my master thinks of me as I show him how I come. I
rub hard and my clitoris bursts like a blossom opening its petals. My
free hand seeks my breasts and the nipples it finds as it explores,
fingers squeezing and pinching and drawing sensation down to fuel the
furnace that my cunt has now become. The tension in me rises… I am
thoughtless, all hand, all cunt, and a little bursting clit. Suddenly I
hear the raw sound of my own voice, and jam the fingers harder into my
body, muscles squeezing against them, coming… my body crying out as it
shivers with joy. I cannot even catch my breath. 

        
I think back. I did this while two men watched me, while the
master watched and saw every move. Do I hate him more for letting his
friend use me this way? Do I tell him so? 

        
Or will he simply tell me that I’m being trained. I must
consent.  

        
Perhaps if he is pleased, then I will be pleased too. Oh, but I
no longer know my own mind, what my own behavior means! 

        
He is right that I need a place to put my thoughts. I feel
better now after writing this all down on paper. D 

  


 ***


  


 “You have a
wholesome little slut here, Miles,” Fitch told his friend.  

        
 Daniela stood on one side of the
den, dressed now in her black maid’s costume. While the two men drank
mint juleps and smoked Fitch’s Cuban cigars, they conversed about
Miles’ new maid as if she wasn’t even there.  

        
“This didn’t go according to plan,” Miles said.  

        
“I thought you had some big breasted blonde winging her way to
your door.” He laughed. “She’s hardly blonde, but lovely tits. Maybe
not those Class A knockers… ” 

        
“She may work out just fine.” 

        
Fitch rolled his cigar between his thumb and index fingers.
“Mind if I fuck them?” he asked. “I mean the tits?” 

        
Miles raises his brows in amusement. “You can do her later this
afternoon. I have a few things to get ready for tonight. A couple
business calls to make. Entertain yourself. You needn’t worry, she’ll
do as she’s told.” 

        
Miles counted on Daniela to hear
every word he said. He counted on her to shudder with anger and shame –
and yet still do just as he said. A little blackmail went a long way
with a maid who could get shipped back to the home country in less time
than it took to smoke his sweet cigar.  

        
Training her meant breaking down the barriers of modesty and
resistance, taming a bit of the wildness he saw inside the mostly
acquiescent young woman, making clear that he was her master, and she
his maid, as dutiful as a slave girl of old. Miles liked the idea of
controlling her mind, her every waking moment, even her thoughts, and
of twisting those thoughts into an obscure knot so the poor thing had
to cling to him, counting on him to make sense of her profound
surrender. He liked taking charge of her delectable body, his to use at
will, to give away, to share, to barter, to sell, if it came to that.
Selling her off was not in his plans, however. There was too much to
enjoy before he played his final hand with her.  

        
She’d become the prize in a game of chance that night, in a
demonstration of how much she would submissively lower herself in order
to remain his maid.  

  


 ***


  


 Fitch left
the den to make personal phone calls and settled into his room on the
second floor of the house.  

        
“Daniela,” Miles called to his maid
as soon as the man had left.  

        
“Yes, sir.” She moved quickly front and center.  

        
She looked quite smart now in the little black dress with the
sheer silky apron. The dress fit her figure like a glove, the bodice
dipped low enough to show her cleavage pushed up by her new brassiere.
A little bit of the bra’s lace peeked out above the neckline, an
alluring sight to entice any man’s eye. And there was just enough give
in the straight skirt for her to walk comfortably. At the same time,
her ass seemed to press against the fabric as she moved.  

        
He’d dressed her in ballet flats, not high heels. Some men would
have seen the girl differently, but to Miles his maid could never be
glamorous. Her beauty came from a more natural, earthy grace. Her fresh
face. Her creamy olive skin. The mysterious darkness she carried with
her like an embracing cloak. She had the charm of a wood-nymph, not a
starlet beauty queen.  

        
“I realize that Fitch can be pretty crude. But he’s my friend.
If he wants to fuck your tits, that’s what you’ll let him do.” 

        
She trembled noticibly, tears
filling her eyes. “Must I really, sir…I thought that…” she stopped.


        
“That what?” 

        
She bit her lip and breathed in sharply, closing her eyes in
order to close him out. Again that bizarre mix of assent and opposition
teamed from her fear-ridden body. 

        
She opened her eyes on him, calmed. “I just thought, sir, that I
was yours.” 

        
“And mine alone? That I wouldn’t be sharing you with other men?”


        
“Yes. That’s is what I thought.” 

        
“I don’t know why in heaven you would conclude that. You’re my
maid, you serve me. If I give you to another man, that is serving me.
If I punish you on a whim, that is serving me. If I take you hard, or
gently, lovingly or cruelly, that serves me. There should be no thought
in your brain but one: how you can best serve the man who brought you
into his home and has given you a new life. Don’t tell me you’re not
aroused by my friend. We both saw the truth this morning. Please him.
You’ll please me. Now run along upstairs and see what you can do to
make him happy. 

        
“Yes, sir.”  

        
Her body shuddered so deliciously in response to his blunt
instructions that Miles wanted to follow her out and take her himself. 


  


 ***


  


 
Daniela   knocked on the guest room door.
Seemed her knees were knocking enough to rattle.  

        
Her master had just made it perfectly clear that she was his to
give to any man he chose. Was it possible that she could do this
willingly? Her mind scrambled to make sense of it, but before she had
an answer, she was staring into the face of the arrogant bastard who’d
watched her masturbate earlier in the day. Who’d made her
masturbate for him. 

        
Fitch’s eyes were bright with excitement. “On your knees,” he
said.  

        
 Daniela stood unable to move for
several minutes. “My knees?” she finally blurted out.  

        
“Yes, on your knees.” He walked away from the door into the most
masculine of the house’s many guestrooms. Daniela
had always been a little apprehensive while cleaning this room. The
space was dark, with just one unshuttered
window and plenty of brown velvet drapes over those that were shut
tight. If that weren’t enough to make her wary, the eyes on the deer
head over the bed followed her everywhere she went. Chills crept up her
back just tiptoeing inside the room – just as they did now.  

        
Fitch stared at her from some distance away, waiting, impatience
written in his swaggering expression. Like a leading man, an arrogant
soap star, a handsome model, Fitch cut a figure of elegance and casual
command that she only now realized was turning her insides into jelly.
It was this aura that had unleashed her sexual desire that morning. 


        
He was a man she could easily hate, but not one she could
disobey. To despise and want something badly in the same instant seemed
to be a circumstance destined to define her days in the master’s house.
 

        
“I want you on the floor, or is that something that I need to
beat into you? I’m sure Miles would be pissed to know that his prize
maid is suddenly a reluctant little tramp. Should I march you down to
him right now?” 

        
“NO, sir!!!” She immediately dropped to her hands and knees,
imagining herself no more than a lowly beast. 

        
“Better. Much better,” Fitch said. “Now crawl to me.” 

        
 Daniela crawled, because to do
otherwise could turn her master against her. And she crawled because
Fitch took her body heat to the sexual boiling point. Ambling forward
at a slow gait while he watched, she could feel herself start to sweat
and her panties dampen. She reached him, ready to beg he fuck her so
that the terrible pressure in her belly could be calmed.  

        
The man seemed captivated by her at first, then he started
taking off his clothes, unveiling a youthful body, rippling muscles and
a swimmer’s tan. His long penis flowered from a nest of curls at his
groin, presenting itself fully erect before her stupefied gaze. 


        
“Lie back on the bed,” he said. 

        
She did as he asked, scrambling to the top of the bed.  

        
“Open your dress.” She expected as much. He’d told her master
that he wanted to fuck her tits. He hadn’t lied.  

        
After unbuttoning the several buttons down the front of the
black maid’s uniform, she pulled the dress apart, letting him see the
lacy bra.  

        
“Undo your bra,” he was as hypnotized by the moment as she was –
though his eyes were riveted on her chest, while hers were trapped
inside the look of his lurid eyes. 

        
  Her bared breasts flopped to the side as
she unhooked the front closure; meanwhile Fitch drew closer, zeroing in
on her fleshy mounds.  

        
“You’ve never had a man fuck your tits, have you?” 

        
She shook her head.  

        
“Push them together and kiss them a little like you’re making
love to them.” 

        
She’d made love to her breasts before when getting off, but
never in front of anyone, never before a man’s heated gaze. She
couldn’t for even a minute take her eyes off his leering face; even as
she took her weighty flesh into her hands and began to kiss the
sweet-smelling skin. A minute passed before he mounted her, and still
her eyes remained on him. Scared. Aroused. Trembling with the feel of
her own raging body desperately seeking its own climax.  

        
He straddled her waist, drawing up beyond her undulating hips,
placing his stiff erection between the soft mounds.  

        
“Push them tight against my cock,” he was almost growling as he
spoke.  

        
Her tits fit nicely around the man’s tumescent organ, while he
rocked forward. His testicles dragged against her middle, with the meat
of his erection moving in and out of the velvety cave. He stared down,
loving the look of his cock caressed by the girl’s voluptuous body.


        
“Shove them harder together,” he ordered as his need became more
urgent. He dropped down, propping himself on his hands, still sliding
in and out, in and out. Throaty moans accompanied the fucking, as Daniela crushed her breasts against the
rampaging stalk. Her hips continued to move, wanton and alone, her cunt
begging entry, hoping, hoping Fitch would finally back off and
stuff her love nest with his well-primed cock.  

        
He gained speed, thrusting more urgently with each hard shove
forward. It took all of Daniela’s strength
and concentration to maintain the pressure. Soon, he began to leak, precum lubricating the well-worked path, as the
tension in his body multiplied and his muscles grew taut. The first
ejaculations landed on her neck and chin, then Fitch in a fit of coming
rage pulled up, grabbed his rod and forced the head of his spewing
penis to her mouth – which opened naturally to receive his offering.
One long sticky rope shot to the back of her throat, then as he pulled
out, the remnants of his climax spilled out on her face and chest. 


        
She reeked of sexual perfume, as if she’d been bathed in it,
while the depleted Fitch collapsed into her body, then rolled off and
lay wasted at her side.  

        
 Daniela lay unmoving for several
minutes not knowing what to do next. The quiet in the room was as loud
as a roaring ocean, filling her ears enough to overtake her mind. Soon
enough the unsated desire in her belly and
her turbulent love nest drew her back. Her hips began to move, almost
involuntarily at first, then she turned, parting her thighs and
planting her wet sex against Fitch’s leg, fucking him nearly as hard as
he’d fucked her tits.  

        
Some seconds later, his mind returned to the present and became
aware of the girl’s convulsing body. He placed a hand in her cunt,
squeezing her clitty hard enough to hurt.


        
A sudden, almost painful jolt assailed her and she opened her
throat wailing… “Ugghhhhhhh, gawwwwwwwd,” as the guttural noise signaled her
climax.  

        
 Daniela clung to the man in bed as
if she loved him and he loved her. Such strong physical passion in a
woman could even wow a man as worldly as Fitch. The surge of release
that washed through the girl tempted his cock to rise again, although
she’d so thoroughly depleted his stores that the effort was quickly
lost.  

        
“Did you want me to sleep with you?” she finally asked him, when
the silence that followed grew awkward.  She pulled
up, sitting, taking a pillow with her, which she used to cover her
breasts.  

        
“Don’t act so ashamed.” Fitch pulled the pillow away with a
gentle tug, which exposed her bountiful breasts to his admiring gaze. Daniela drew further away, modestly covering
herself. Then with a bashful blush, she wiggled back into her bunched
up uniform and redid the buttons.  

        
Fitch laughed. “Embarrassed, are we?” 

        
She couldn’t think of a thing to say.  

        
“You are like a fucking savage, girl, you know that?” 

        
She shook her head as she turned from him, being afraid that her
blush might betray some feeling she had no desire to share with the
man.  

        
“You should stop fighting what you feel. After all, you signed
on for this stint, and seeing how you work your body, you obviously
have an aptitude for sex.” 

        
“I hope I’ve satisfied you,” she said.  

        
“Sure,” he chuckled, “exactly what I wanted.”  

        
Fitch watched her stand and straighten her rumpled uniform.
Tidying up. That’s what a good maid did, putting everything back to
normal then going about their business. Poor girl had no idea how much
she’d suffer in this house – that is, if Miles put her through her
paces the way he did his other maids. Oddly though, Fitch had a feeling
this girl was different from Miles’ other recent conquests. She made an
impact on her employer – her master. What Fitch sensed was something
subtle – and he wasn’t quite sure what he discerned from just one day’s
observation – but there was clearly something about this little slut
that made her special in Miles’ eyes, in the way he looked at her with
an unexpected fondness, and in the softness of his voice when he spoke
to her. He had tempered down his usual crisp manner into something that
almost… just almost… could be mistaken for affection. 







   Chapter
Nine      


  


 The front
doorbell rang at least four times within twenty minutes time. On each
occasion, Daniela padded dutifully to the
door and opened it to find another man arriving for the poker party her
master had planned for the evening. After drinks and smoking in the
den, the six men converged in the game room on the other side of the
foyer, and moved to one end, where the poker table was surrounded by
six comfortable club chairs. At the other end of the room was an
antique pool table with hand-carved legs as big as tree trunks. Spaced
around the room were comfy sofas and chairs, tables for food and drink.
Above the pool and poker tables, crystal chandeliers glistened
brightly, giving the room an inviting glow.  

        
With little further conversation the men sat down to business
and the cards were dealt. Daniela,
meanwhile, had been instructed to stand by the door and wait for
further instructions. Miles told her that she’d be serving the room
that night and she had been prompted to be on her best behavior. Even
the act of directing his new charge was filled with understated
implications. Fitch had watched, again a little in awe, as his friend
stood in front of her and placed his hands on the girl’s shoulders.
He’d peered down into her dewy eyes – she was probably bothered by the
thick smoke, although it made them that much more lovely. Speaking
directly to her, Miles said, “This may be difficult at times tonight,
but I’m sure you’ll do your best. Just remember, this is an important
part of your training.” How amazing that Miles could sound so kind!
Fitch thought to himself. 

        
After the first two hands of cards were played, Miles called his
maid to his side and held her about the waist.  

        
“This is Daniela. My new maid,” he
introduced her to his friends. 

        
Five pairs of curious eyes took in every feature of her
well-built form. 

        
“We playing for her?” one of the men asked.  

        
Miles snickered, “That’s the plan. I thought we’d start with a
basic strip poker, winner gets to choose what comes off.” 

        
The color on Daniela’s face drained
in an instant. The men could sense her body struggle with this news,
while Miles could actually feel her straining against his restrictive
grasp.  

        
“Better cuff her, Miles.”  

        
For a moment the room went still, then with the suggestion on
the table, the large man sitting next to Miles stood up and took the
girl’s arms from behind and held her securely while Miles made has way
to a nearby cabinet and pulled out a pair of leather cuffs.  

        
 Daniela stared down appalled as
her master fit the soft leather snuggly around her wrists. The capture
and restraint happened so quickly that she hardly took a breath until
after her wrists were stretched above her head with the cuffs clipped
to either end of a three foot steel bar that had been lowered from the
ceiling.  

        
Any struggle was useless, though she made a good effort at
jiggling the bar in protest, which only made Miles come down on her
eyes glaring.  

        
“You see why I put you in shackles, Daniela.
I told you this might get tough. This is only the start.” She started
to open her mouth, ready to vent her simmering emotions. “I could gag
you, too?” her master warned before she made a sound. “You make one
protest that’s exactly what is going to happen.” While delivered
without reproach, the message was clear. 

        
 Daniela immediately stopped her
violent squirming, although her continuing distress seemed to swirl
around her in an erotic cloud that was enjoyable to look at. From her
position just a few feet from the poker table she watched the men deal
their cards and make their bids, and toss off comments about her
– mostly in reference to the way her curvaceous body spilled out of the
skimpy, tight-fitting maid’s uniform.  

        
They mentioned her hot titties,
which were neatly tucked inside the tight brassiere and lowcut dress. And her firm thighs – how they
might feel wrapped around a man’s leg… her lips, how they would suck
cock… her fuck holes, how the tight places needed to be broken in. The
more they drank the cruder the comments became.  

        
 Daniela made every effort to
ignore their gutter talk, but she could no more disregard the sexually
heightened atmosphere in the room than the men could.      
 

        
The game of strip poker absorbed their attention at first; after
another two hands, her apron had been removed, and one black ballet
slipper.   

        
“What about the nose ring?” someone asked. 

        
“That stays,” Miles said.  

        
“How about you tether it to the bar, huh?” 

        
The idea interested Daniela’s
master, enough that he considered it for a moment while his friends
waited for his next move, and Daniela
stood almost frozen in place – her first real effort so far to appear
compliant. As if that would matter.  

        
“You ‘fraid of that, girl?” someone
voiced. 

        
She bit her lip, too afraid to talk. By that time, Miles was
rifling through the cabinet where he’d found the cuffs. He pounced on
whatever it was he was looking for and moved quickly to Daniela’s side, clipping a small hook to her
nose ring and fixing the attaching fish line to the bar above her head.
 

        
The maid’s sad sounding ‘Please’ came out like a whimper. 


        
“You’ll feel so small by the time the night is done that you’ll
wonder if there is anything left of you at all,” Miles said, gently
patting her cheek. 

        
Only minutes later, after her master had returned to his seat
and the poker game resumed, did his words hit home with the force of an
anvil striking her body at its center.  

        
Small. As in infinitesimal. As in tiny, diminished,
insignificant, inconsequential, unimportant, maybe cheapened to the
point that she’d lost everything but her body. This was what she had
come to… 

        
Her clothes came off … slowly, only when the table of hard
drinking men bothered to remember the game of stripping the maid. She
understood then that the night was all about her body, about nothing
but her body, like her mind didn’t matter, and her soul – what was a
soul to a horny man? – her soul was of no consequence, and her
shattered emotions couldn’t be bothered with. They’d gag her to keep
her quiet, if they had to, and that fact scared her into silence. 


        
The second ballet slipper came off next, as if they were teasing
themselves with her tiny naked toes. Then the dress… they had to cut
that off; first the top cut away to show off her new black lace bra and
the breasts that burgeoned above the lace, almost as if they were
begging to be freed.  

        
That was what one man said when he first saw them appear. 


        
The next winner took the rest of her dress, stripping it away to
show her sensuously undulating belly, her sour, almost retching belly.
Her tawny skin glowed radiantly in the room’s smoke-filled light. 


        
Just her black lace bra and a pair of tiny matching panties
remained to be stripped away. 

  


 ***


  


 Jessica raced
upstairs to grab a sweater, thinking that the night might turn cool
before she returned to the house. She planned on drinks with
girlfriends at a local bar, one county over…who knows how long a night
like that might last.  

        
In the shadows of the upstairs hall between her parlor and the
bedroom, something – someone – stirred. She stopped, listening with her
skin and trembling bones, while her eyes adjusted to the inky darkness.
 

        
“What are you doing here?” she almost added Harry to the end of
her question. But this was not Harry’s scent she smelled.  

        
The man was at her back before she could identify his peculiar
aroma. Ah! Yes. The aftershave she’d bought him in  
 Rome   .    
 

        
“Brett? How did you get inside?” 

        
“That might be a pertinent question, if you bothered to lock
your door,” he said, as his hands sought after her hands and captured
both behind her back. “Although I actually came up through the house.
Ruby loves me, you know.” 

        
“I think she’s had a crush on you for years,” Jessica agreed,
while her mind worked its way around the fact that she was at the mercy
of this man. “Listen, my darling—” she tried to turn around, but he
held her tightly against his chest. “I’m meeting friends for drinks.”


        
“Well, then, call them…tell them you have to cancel.” 

        
“What kind of excuse could I give them? I just left them five
minutes ago to get my sweater and meet them at The Wharf.” 

        
“I don’t know… how about you stumbled, hurt your ankle … forgot
an appointment with your therapist … you’re baking cookies with Ruby …
your dog died … make an excuse, anything will do, because you’re going
nowhere but with me tonight.” 

        
A not so subtle arousal moved through her body. Being captured
felt like divine madness at that moment, even though Brett’s dark mood
had her worried. The deck was stacked against her now and she saw no
way to win this hand but submit.  

        
“Can I have my cell phone?” she finally asked, once her mind
exhausted all possible schemes to extricate herself from his grip and
the handcuffs he’d snapped around her wrists. By then, his pheromones
had so filled her airspace that she was deliriously high on his touch,
his breath, the sound of his voice, the vibration of his body behind
her.  

        
“What number do I dial?” 

        
“Talia’s in my address book,” she
said.  

        
He gazed down, hit the number and held the phone to her ear
waiting for her friend to come on the line. “Something’s come up, Tal… I can’t come.” 

         
‘Something, or some one?’ the drawling voice answered.  


         
   “Guess, sweetheart, but I really do have
to go.” 

         
“Well, then, you really have to go… you jus’ behave yourself,
you hear me?’  

        
“Like you were here protecting me, honey.” 

        
Brett hung up, then flung the cell phone to her bed.  

        
“You really gonna take me out like
this?” she asked, as they moved down the stairs and into the night.


        
“Like what?” They stopped under the porch light so Brett could
see her.  

        
Jeans so tight they looked sewn on, a thin ruffled blouse, a
pair of spiked heel boots and Jessica’s long blonde hair. How better
could she have looked? 

        
“You look just fine to me. We’re going no place special.”


        
“Feels like I’m going to jail with these handcuffs on. How about
you take them off and I’ll promise to be good. I mean really good.” The
thought of being back in Brett’s good graces again was settling on her
quite nicely. This could be a night to remember.  

        
“But I like the handcuffs, Jessica. They really set you off,
girl.” 

        
   Lot  
of cowboy mentality in his mood tonight. His boots and jeans must have
helped. They’d sure been thinking alike, maybe a telepathy going on
when they dressed for the evening hours. Especially since neither was
known for looking quite so country.  

        
“Then maybe we’re not going to a public place?” she asked. 


        
“I never said that.” 

        
“Where then?” 

        
“I have no intention of telling you, slut,” he said, as he
jerked her down the steps and she stumbled on after him. 

        
Brett had his truck, of course he had his truck. And he’d
probably had a few beers too many, or had knocked down a Scotch or two.
At least he didn’t weave once they were on the road, as they stuck to
deserted country back roads, taking them a good twenty miles from
civilization.  

        
Long before they pulled in front of Toady’s Blues Bar, Jessica
guessed where they were going. She was no stranger to the old shack
sitting by the riverbank. Fact was, it might not be all that strange
for a woman to show up wearing a pair of handcuffs. There was little
that the crowd at Toady’s hadn’t seen. Still, she’d feel better, more
in control, with them off.  

        
“You really think the handcuffs are necessary?” Jessica
questioned her kidnapper as soon as the truck came to a halt. 

        
“Oh, but I like the way they compliment your look, sweetheart,”
he said, grinning broadly. Then he jumped out of the truck and moved to
the passenger side to help her out.  

        
The statuesque beauty with her hands cuffed behind her looked
proud and tall and damn sexy as she prepared to enter the bar. The
languid jazzy blues music filled the woods and the riverbank with
sound. Black voices crooned, while some old black mama poured her grief
into every note, her voice so pure it stilled the night. Jessica wanted
to bottle the sound, the mood, the atmosphere, but for the moment,
everything lodged inside her belly, now softly spasming
to the lazy drumbeat.  

        
Brett whispered in her ear, “You keep close to me, close as a
coon hound to his master. You hear me, Jess?” He unlocked the cuffs and
set her hands free. “Like you’re on a leash.” 

        
“Thank you, Brett,” she purred. Jessica in her pretty, ruffled
see-through blouse; probably cost her a couple hundred dollars for the
little slip of material that was now falling off one shoulder revealing
her pale white skin.  

        
Inside the shack, she clung to Brett’s arm like she belonged to
him. Her shivering arousal deepened as the crowded room turned to look.
They’d never seen anything like this pair. Although they weren’t
strangers to Toady’s, they were a startling contrast to the rest of the
black man’s customers. Mostly the black regulars, plus a few citified
whites who were in to first class blues, jazz and a little honky-tonk
now and then.   

        
Jessica waved to a couple of men she knew by sight, although she
couldn’t make up her mind if she’d actually fucked them or not. There’d
been a few parties in the past… nothing recent … nothing in the last
five years, in fact. Still, it was unlikely that any man who’d been
with the rich bitch blonde from one county over would forget a night
with a woman like Jessica Huston. 

        
“I’m planning to get her a little drunk… or maybe a lot
drunk,” Brett informed Toady, in an accentuated Southern drawl. He
pulled to the bar having found two empty barstools for them to sit on.
“She loosens up that way.” 

        
“She’s a mighty fine piece a ass…” the old man shook his head
and smiled his toothy grin. He smacked a shot glass in front of his
blonde patron and poured whiskey out of the bottle. “You drink it down,
you hear? We wanna see you dance.” 

        
Expectations floated around her like wishes and prayers. Just to
see her dance. She would have danced for them sober, but that really
wasn’t the point. Brett wanted her out of control and beholden to him.
Victim. His bimbo love slave.  

        
She knew this all the way to her shivering core. Suspecting the
worst, the easy-to-lead Jessica suffered her first twinge of
hesitation. Brett was stranger than she’d ever seen him. 

        
Getting into the role wasn’t as easy as she expected it would
be, as easy as it had been in the past. Maybe there was too much past
between them, she was thinking as she first sipped the scotch, before
Brett took the glass in his hand and forced her to down the entire shot
in one gulp. She practically spit it out – not very ladylike for the
normally poised beauty. After that, she gave up, and submissively put
her hands in her lap, while Brett force-fed her two more shots and
Toady poured another.  

         
Give him what he wants, he’ll give you what you need… 
 was that the refrain from some old song? she wondered. 

        
The drink buzzed through her system until everything inside her
warmed. Her blood rushed through her veins; her head began to throb.
Then to the vibration of the music and the sad refrains of blues and
Bessie’s voice, her hips began to sway and her crotch fucked the
barstool. The feeling was pretty sweet, at least so far. 

        
Her head spun dizzily as Brett pulled her to the small square of
hardwood floor – this polished remnant from some grand old plantation
house shone from years of fancy shoes and boots dancing across its
smooth-like-liquid-glass surface. Some of the dancers stopped to watch
as Jessie Huston’s hips began their easy grinding movements to the
rasping beat. Moving easily in time to the music, her body connected
with the fluid grace of hips swaying in syncopated time with hers. Body
parts touched and she began to laugh. Even the hip, chocolate-colored
guitar player was so moved by the alluring blonde that he put down his
guitar to take a turn with her on the hardwood.  

        
As the effect of the liquor got stronger, Jessica’s movements
got a little looser. She raised her hands above her head, letting her
belly button show. That sexy little nub undulated before a dozen pairs
of eyes, while her pretty titties bounced
beneath her sheer, ruffled blouse. She smiled and twirled around,
seeing Brett lean against the bar five feet away.  

        
A couple times, he refreshed her with another shot gulped
straight down the hatch. They were starting to hurt her throat and make
her balk. Then from the corner of her eye, she saw Brett’s hand
hovering above another shot glass of Scotch – what was he doing? she
wondered suspiciously.  But she forgot the question
and the image of Brett’s sly expression quickly vanished from her mind,
as the music and the liquor took away her rational thought.     
 

        
“I got a price on her ass boys,” Brett said in passing. A few
heard and listened for more. “Anyone for a little target practice with
my fuck toy? She’s one sweet little sub, my little love slave. Give me
your highest bids and we’ll see that Toady has some new tunes on that
old juke box.” 

        
If she’d been sober, his trash talk might have startled her, but
she could barely hear what he said. Although she could sense, even
inside her inebriated mind that dancing sexy wasn’t enough to satisfy
Brett’s dangerous mood.  

  


 ***


  


 A man named
Trevor stripped Daniela of the pretty lace
bra. Doing so, he stopped to fondle the treasure underneath. The sexy
maid closed her eyes in fear.  

        
“Ever fuck tits?” Fitch suddenly blurted out. He hadn’t won a
single hand, but he’d had the whole pot of gold a couple of hours
before.  

        
“These’d work?” Trevor said, as his
hands combed Daniela’s creamy olive skin. 


        
“I’m after her ass,” Johnny Casey announcing his plans. “Get
back here, boy, we’ve got another game to play. It’s time I won the
prize.” 

        
The poker game resumed and the men were all charged up by now.
But the next hand went to Miles and he forfeited the opportunity to
strip away his maid’s tiny panties. The next round took a little longer
until most of the men finally figured out that the new guy, the blond
Garrett Thomas had been bluffing his rotten hand all the way to a win.
He raked in the chips and then moving to his feet, he sauntered toward
the apprehensive young maid, sliding his finger under the elastic at
the top of her lacy panties.  

        
The lurid eyes of desire moved across her body in expectation.


        
“You’re ready, aren’t you now?” Garrett said, while running the
finger delicately across her chin. 

        
 Daniela looked up, too scared to
speak, but her body replied for her. The man was not so bad looking,
nor was he so drunk that she became frightened of his power over her
vulnerable body. In fact, he played with that tiny piece of elastic so
long that the sensation of desire moved from her lower abdomen downward
to her clit, and inside her pussy, and then all through her body.
Things exploded from there. He moved with her tentative movements, and
smiled so broadly that she faintly smiled back. Afraid, wary, but
aroused. 

        
“C’mon now!” Someone, probably Fitch, called out for more
action. But the two on their feet, Daniela
and the blond winner of the last hand of poker, just stared into each
other’s eyes as if they were making plans. 

        
Was he going to fuck her? she wondered.  

        
Everything his eyes communicated said so.  

        
“You been making cocks hard all night, girl. You think that’s
fair?” 

        
Was she supposed to answer his question? 

        
He turned his head, speaking to Miles. “How about her ass?”


        
“That’ll be a first, I think.” He looked into his maid’s eyes. “Daniela, have you ever been taken in the ass?”


        
“No, sir…” she shook her head, her eyes now filled with fear. In
fact, the very idea shocked her so that she cried in desperation,
“Please, no, not that, sir. Please…” All the eroticism had been swept
away as if a thundering hoard of boars had just raced through the room
and left it in shambles. During the excited melee that followed, Daniela played her part in the horrible scheme
almost mechanically, too numb to even fight. 

        
Everything changed once the decision was made. Miles took her
down. He even disconnected the fish line attached to her nose ring –
something the maid hardly even noticed now. Then someone swept the
poker chips and dollar bills off the table; the cards went flying. And Daniela felt two steely pairs of hands jerk her
freed body over the side of the poker table. Her round ass cheeks, now
clenched taut, were pried apart and her asshole was bared to the eyes
of every man.  

        
Something cold and liquidy hit her
anal cleft and was smeared over that dark valley with fingers that knew
exactly how to relax her quaking nerves. Sliding deep into her crevice
below, the man engaged the soft, moist tissue, her clitoris, now a
hardened sensitive rock, and the steamy entry of her pulsing sex. When
he returned to the small rear opening, he brought intention, firmness
and the promise of something sensuous. His wet finger began to circle
the opening ever so slowly. At first, she jerked in fear, but to her
great surprise, the fear dissolved into a sensuous feeling that made
her relax.  

        
“You know when a girl gives up this tight space to a man’s cock
she’s giving up being a girl. She’s giving up being a sweet young
thing; she’s being a woman, a real full-bodied female.”  

        
These were Garrett’s words, spoken as if he were an expert, as
if he’d popped this cherry a hundred times on an anal virgin.  

        
His finger slid carefully in and out, then the first finger was
joined by a second as soon as the pathway was well-greased and Daniela began to relax more and open wider. She
only cringed a little when he started pumping his three fingers inside
her like a cock – a pretty sizable cock by her estimation; Garrett had
a good sized hand.  

        
She felt as if she were going crazy. While she recoiled at the
very idea of being so violated, inside her closed eyelids there were
stars bursting across her agonized mind. She began to cry, a huge
emotional block had just been stripped away. This pleasure wasn’t like
any other pleasure, like anything else in the entire world, anything
she’d known before. It hurt, a scary hurt. Garrett’s groin pressed
against her bottom, his thick penis nudging her flesh, with the
enlarged head prying its way inside the dark passageway. 

        
“Bear down,” he whispered, while gently running his hands
through her curly locks.  

        
Her mind didn’t know what he meant, but her body seemed to
respond naturally, bearing down, and the large head inched its way
inside her, moving slowly, deeper, deeper, deeper.  

        
She gasped, and several times shrieked, with her small body
going rigid. 

        
Twice, Garrett smacked her ass real hard, and seethed his order,
“Relax, slut!” speaking with determined resolve. 

        
Strangely enough, this did the trick for another inch more of
cock buried deep in Daniela’s rectum,
until panic and a savage madness made her seize up and shriek again.
Another hard blow to her ass with the palm of Garrett’s hand and she
breathed deeply, trying to settle her fears. 

        
Little by little, the terror in her trembling body faded, and
the hurt was replaced by a powerful physical sensation. The strong
feeling seemed neither good nor bad, though it was enough to fill her
mind, her body, her emotions until there was nothing left of her for
this man to claim. He had all of her under his rule, her dark hair
locked inside his fist, her ass preyed upon with ruthless efficiency.
His thrusts came on strong, welcome one minute, hated the next, each
one endured because she had no choice. She’d traveled so far down
inside herself that nothing seemed impossible anymore. Garrett’s
surging climax mounted to a breathless peak, then at last, he grabbed
both ass cheeks in his hands and held her bottom tightly to his groin.
While groaning from deep inside his belly, his cock spewed its seed in
several sharp shooting bursts.  

        
 Daniela wiggled back against him
thoughtlessly. Her body engaged and needy, as a flood of thrilling
sexual energy flooded through her. But when Garrett withdrew, it was
only to spank her hard with a blistering rain of hurting strikes. There
was no logical reason for such a move. She felt abused and violated.
However, as the audience stood back and watched the action, they liked
what they saw. Miles’ new maid was quite a sassy fuck – and a pain slut
by the looks of it. They had no idea what thoughts of rebellion were
going through her mind. 

        
Suddenly, Garret stopped the spanking and his hand burrowed
in-between her legs, where he fingered her asshole and her pussy. His
artful massage worked like magic; he knew just what to do to have her
steamy body clamoring to its edge, and just what to do to interrupt the
imminent explosion.  

        
He started spanking her again and then stopped and started a
half dozen times before finally allowing her to climax on his hand,
with his thumb fucking her ass, his fingers in her pussy and his whole
hand shaking the pleasure from her sobbing, moaning, coming body. 


        
“Damn! She’s one hell of a fuck!” Garrett exclaimed, when he
finally moved off.  

        
 Daniela lay half-sobbing, half
groaning, having no idea what to think. She wanted someone to comfort
her; she wanted Miles’ arms to claim her, hold her, tell her she’d done
well.  

  


 ***


  


 “He’s gonna fuck your ass while I fuck you up the
front,” Brett seethed directly in Jessica’s ear, just an inch away,
although not all that quietly.  

        
Her body still moved as if it couldn’t stop dancing, although by
now her heart was beating a whole lot faster, anxious, even scared –
this was a side of Brett she rarely saw. In fact, she couldn’t remember
when he’d been this gruff, this determined, this cruel or using. Cruel
or not, Brett figured he knew all about her lust and how to wipe away
the proud Jessica’s hesitation. Just the thought of a double fuck had
her crotch so wet, she was sure to be leaking through the skin tight
jeans. 

        
“Take her out back,” Toady ordered from behind the bar. 


        
“No problem there.” The drunken Brett grabbed Jessica’s hand and
pulled her with him through the leering crowd.  

        
“Please, darling… you’re not really… you can’t…” She tugged him
back, her protest real, but it was no match for the determination in
her lover’s seething heart. In fact, her drunken speech might have been
mistaken for encouragement by some. But even inebriated, even as woozy
as she was, Jessica could sense what was going to happen. Even in the
pleasant bliss of drunkenness she had much to fear – she hadn’t signed
on for this. Had she?  

        
Some inside Toady’s wild blues bar would follow the threesome
out to see the action; some would stay inside and dance – they’d have
their sex later, privately, because for some sex was sacred; women were
sacred.  

        
That wasn’t Brett and it wouldn’t be Jessica. Not tonight.


        
She felt the eyes on her, the sneers, the accusations of
wickedness and depravity, and the lust that flourished because of that.
The crowd was just a blur by then – it was a good thing that her eyes
could so easily lose focus when she was drunk. She could let the night
press on and be unconscious of herself. Dangerous, yes, for the savvy
Jessica’s impeccable self-image. But crucial now that she was so far
out of control and victim to a capricious lover’s volatile scheme. 


        
All might have gone off without a hitch, the night leaving just
a wrinkle of a memory to unsettle her when it was over. But for just
one brief moment as Brett hauled her outside, Jessica’s vision cleared
and she did a double take, looking back inside the bar with unimpeded
eyes, seeing Harry Sontag sitting at a
table in the corner, drinking beer. His eyes met hers with no
expression, no judgment, no emotion at all that she could see. Still,
she shriveled inside. An instant of terrorizing shame forced her to
stop, jerking Brett back with surprising force. 

         
No, I can’t do this!   she was about to
shriek and pull away from the madman who held her hand with a steely
grip.  

        
But the words got stuck somewhere between thinking them and
making her mouth work. The instant of sobriety was beaten back, the
liquor swimming through her body unchecked. Harry’s image faded to just
a blur. Just an apparition, she’d later swear. This wasn’t Harry’s
turf. It wasn’t like him to go out late at night for booze and music he
could just as easily have at home.  

        
Behind Toady’s shack lots of hot, flushed, drunken women were
fucked in the heat of passion. 

        
Just like Jessica was fucked that night – with one notable
exception.  

        
Most women took a single horny man; Jessica would take two,
whether she wanted to or not: Brett and the man who’d won the right to
have her ass. (She’d never find out who that man was, and it was just
as well that she didn’t.)  

        
It happened so fast that the scene would be no more than a blur
in Jessica’s mind when it was over; Brett stripping off her jeans,
while she fell against him giggling, still protesting, although by now
there was little force behind her protests, which would lead many to
believe that this was exactly what she wanted.  

        
No elegance and grace about the stylishly sophisticated Jessica
now; she was just another bitch to screw. She remembered her feet
feeling the cold bare ground once her pants and boots were tossed into
the brush, and the feel of Brett’s prick sliding in where it was warm
and wet, and she felt like liquid velvet. The familiar feel of his cock
inside her made her body move without her thinking. This would have
been enough for her – this one man and the eyes of the small crowd that
wanted to watch. In the morning, yes, in the morning, she’d be ashamed
of herself and mad at Brett. But she might not have been spitting fire
mad because deep down, she’d have to admit that the sex was hot – maybe
as hot as she’d ever had. 

        
Her mind wandered back to that thought as she felt that first
surge of desire making her body dance again. The music from Toady’s bar
filled the air around her… Bessie’s crooning voice was a powerful force
and maybe the one thing that kept her sane.  

        
But as much as one cock would do, it was not enough for Brett.
The other man, the stranger, the one who’d won the right to
have her, came from behind and felt her ass end, his hand finding her
back door empty and ready for his cock. He swathed it with something
cold and sticky – butter, lard, maybe axel grease – who would know?
Whatever soothed the pathway made it slick, and that nether channel
opened with some ease, even while Brett’s dick filled her from the
front.  

        
Fucking turned into hard work. Two men rocking inside her had
her gasping, and her body lost to their forceful jerking movements in a
rough seesaw back and forth, erections colliding in her small womanly
spaces. She could barely breathe, barely concentrate enough to keep
both men pleased. After a time, though, she started to grunt and began
to cry, ‘Damn, shit, harder’, her head thrown back, her fists
clenched, her blonde hair wildly whipping about her face. Almost forced
upon her by the urgency of the men who used her, she came several times
in sharp gripping spasms. The men came just one each – and too fast as
far as Jessica was concerned. No finesse. No build up. No grand
explosion. Just getting off, a hand job would have worked as well. The
stranger pulled out first, then Brett followed with his limp dick
sliding out on its own. Afterwards, he set Jessica’s naked ass on a
tree stump where her bodily fluids seeped out on the scratchy wood. 


        
Her white ass and her white thighs gleamed by the evening
moonlight. Her feathery blouse barely covered her breasts. She was a
picture of sated repose as she propped herself on one arm, while trying
to catch her breath. 

        
She stared around for a moment, trying to understand what just
happened, trying to sober up, although there was little need for
sobriety now.  

        
“Good god what have I done?” she quietly gasped on seeing her
audience retreating back inside Toady’s Bar.  

         
Did she say it aloud?  

         
   She had no idea. 

         
   Her mind an inebriated puzzle recalled a
familiar line from the folk history of Toady’s world… Not to worry
girl, some old black woman told her, what happens at Toady’s
stays here, you member that now!  

        
Could she count on that? Something to think about when she was
sober.  

        
  

 ***


  


 After Garrett
walked away from Daniela, the rest of the
room pounced on the maid, one by one, using her body in whatever way
they so desired. One held her nipples, squeezing until she shrieked,
while another man pumped her pussy and she climaxed again. Another took
his belt and soundly punished the flesh that had already been hurt by
Garrett’s stinging hand. Then the last man to use her, Miles, turned
her over so she was facing him; and with a short five-inch crop, he
spanked her sopping pussy and her breasts until both were as
raw as her ass. He held her as he hurt her, forcing her to relent to
the pain, demanding it, and in the process going far beyond what he
ever intended for the maid’s inaugural ball.  

        
It amazed him that she was good enough to suffer it all without
balking once, not once.  

        
As Miles worked her over, Daniela’s
body shook with the intensity of another orgasm; it was difficult to
know just how many had wracked her pained flesh and she fell limp in
the man’s arms by the time this last one was finished.  

        
 Daniela wanted to pass out and
forget the entire night. She wanted to be lifted away, taken to bed and
loved by the man who held her now. She mused dreamily on that thought,
but when she opened her eyes and saw the faces of the men around her,
she panicked and tried to pull out of her master’s grasp.  

        
He held her tightly to him. 

        
“Don’t pull away from me, Daniela.”
He stared down into her large brown eyes. “You are one luscious fuck
whore. Don’t go denying it; I can see it so plainly in your expression,
your body tells me everything I need to know. You have no idea how much
this pleases me.” He smiled, eyes shining and bedazzled by the very
girl he’d almost thrown out of his house. 

        
 Daniela shook her head dazedly as
she listened to him speak. She had no idea if he were right or wrong.
What she’d done, she’d allowed to happen; he must be right… wasn’t that
so? 

        
But all these men? She stared around in shame and wonder. 


        
Miles kissed her tenderly on the forehead as he pulled her
upright. “Now, dear, go upstairs to the maid’s room on the second
floor. You know the one?” 

        
She nodded.  

        
“I want you to kneel on the floor facing the corner wall by the
window. Wait for me there, I’ll be up shortly.” He backed away and let
her go. 

        
By then, Daniela had calmed some.
She looked up into her master’s eyes, still frightened and bewildered,
but so exhausted that her mind was blank. Even now, her being swelled
with sexual need, as if these men had only primed the pump and her body
burned with a fire of unending desire that would never be squelched.
Her master could see this in her face, she was certain of that. Was he
right? Was she nothing but a fuck whore?  

        
 Fuck whore. Fuck whore. Fuck whore.   

        
The words repeated in her mind, all the way from the poker room
up the stairs and down the hall to the maid’s room, where, with the
door wide open, she entered and slumped to her knees in the corner,
waiting for her master to arrive.  

        
  

 ***


  


 “Oh, c’mon
Jess, what kind of crap is that!” Brett exploded on her. 

        
She was almost sober now.  

        
Brett had gone back into Toady’s while Jessica lay in the front
seat of his truck passed out for a good two hours, sleeping, then
recovering, bringing herself back to life while remembering with a
wince of remorse how she’d come to be this wasted, and why her head was
throbbing and her stomach felt like a burning brick.  

        
When Brett returned to the truck and climbed in, he started the
engine and drove off, the two as silent as stalking cats. Every mile
closer to home, the angry fire in Jessica’s belly increased, until she
practically exploded on the man when they finally pulled up to the side
door of the plantation house.  

        
“I never agreed to those terms,” she tried very hard to sound
civil. But the truth was coming back to her in waves of painful
remembrance.  

        
“Terms? We’ve never had terms, Jessica. We’ve had events. We’ve
done what turned us on, what got us off.” 

        
He was right about that. The heart of their affair was the
outrageous truth of their unconventional sexual kinks. He’d taken her
in stairwells of fancy office buildings in the city; in parks behind
trees he’d forced her to strip in the woods and run naked hiding while
he went in search of her. They’d masturbated each other in bars, fucked
on the beach in shallow water; he’d even whipped her soundly in a Bdsm club in    Atlanta
  , wowing the crowd with their overt
sexuality before escaping into an alley where they had sex on a pile of
packing crates.  

        
Both were needy, both insatiable, like haunted souls moving from
event to event with no dots connecting one hedonistic moment of
pleasure to the next.  

        
“So, this was what you had to have tonight to get you
off? You couldn’t settle for a quick fix somewhere semi-private – like
all the other times. You needed a big show for the whole damn
crowd, the whole fucking world, right here in my own backyard!” 


        
“Toady’s,” he laughed big, “the whole world!” He shook his head
in wonder; he’d never seen her this way. 

        
“I’m not your whore, Brett.” 

        
“No?” He laughed. “You sure acted like it tonight, honey.”


        
“Cause I let you lead, I usually do, but it’s all figured out in
advance, at least some mutual agreement is involved – or at
least I thought so. We’re sober, or nearly so, on the same wave
length.” Dammit! Her head was pounding.
“You’ve always had my consent, but not tonight.” 

        
“Aw, Jess. You’re making a big deal out of nothing.” 

        
“Nothing? You got me drunk… I hate that and you know it, Brett.
I didn’t like what happened tonight.” 

        
“C’mon. What you need is a good night’s sleep, you’ll change
your tune. I know you.”  

        
“You’re wrong there. I’m done with this. I can’t trust you
anymore.” 

        
“What?”

       She leveled him with
her cold stare. “I’m not your sub to use at will, I’m not your slave,”
and shouting now, “I’M NOT YOUR FUCK   TOY
 !” She breathed in, trying to settle – this
was so unbecoming. Her voice lowered. “I’ll say it a week from now, a
month from now, a year…a dozen years from now. It won’t matter.” She
took one more deep breath, tersely contained now, “It’s over, Brett,”
and then as if the message bore repeating. “It’s over.” 

        
He turned his head, looking puzzled. “Gee, you’re so pretty when
you’re pissed.” He smiled his big, Brett, beautiful smile.  

        
“Stop it!”   

        
“You’ll want me back, you always do.” 

        
She sighed then, frustrated, still very angry, mad to the bone.
“Fine, don’t believe me. That’s your choice. But if I were you, I’d
find another woman to screw over because I’m finished.”  

        
She opened the truck door to climb out, while Brett shook his
head in wonder. “You’re honestly telling me that you weren’t into the
game?” 

        
She looked back. “I was drunk… and,” her eyes got wide
and crazed, “you popped pills into my liquor.” 

        
Now he looked stunned. 

        
Before he could deny it, she added, her voice almost shrill,
“The last drink, I saw it plain as day before you served up your potion
to me on the dance floor. Up until then, I was a little drunk, but I
was sober enough to see what you were doing.” 

        
She’d silenced him. They waited a long time before either one
could speak. 

        
“So what? Cat got your tongue?” She felt more calm now,
genuinely calm. 

        
He finally sighed and shook his head. “You got me there,
Jessica. Harmless. It was all harmless. I bet you wouldn’t have done a
damn thing different if I didn’t put that little pill in your last
drink.” 

        
“Maybe so. But you crossed the line tonight. When you get me
drunk, I have to trust you; I have no other choice. But this time you
went too far with your little pill and I can’t trust you anymore. Maybe
I never should have trusted you in the first place. Maybe this night
was just waiting to happen.”  

        
He shook his head. “You sorry little bitch,” said like she was
scum. Like he’d never cared. 

        
She never felt quite so small. The more she sobered, the more
she regained the truth and the strength to believe everything she’d
said. But she was too tired to fight him any more, her spirit lagging
badly. “Yeah, maybe I am a sorry worthless bitch. Maybe.” The night had
cast that much doubt in her. How far she’d go for thrills. How much
she’d let herself get out of control. How much she had to fear from
Brett. Because she realized now that Brett had far fewer barriers than
she did. 

        
Jessica slid off her seat to the ground; then moving around to
the other side of the vehicle headed toward her door.  


        
“Tell me, Jess,” Brett called to her. “What the hell do you plan
to do with all the submissive, fuck-me-take-me-use-me lust you bottle
up inside that pretty body? Huh?” 

        
She turned back. “There are other men, you know. In case
you forget, I’m not so bad at attracting the ones I want.” 

        
He shrugged, like it didn’t matter, “Never figured you’d turn on
me.” 

        
She smiled wryly and marched back to his rolled down window.
“You got that wrong, Brett. You turned on me.” 

        
Too wasted – maybe still too pissed to say another word – she
turned and walked away, feeling as sober as she’d begun the night.
Sober although her head was throbbing and she needed a couple of
aspirin. Her high heels clicked on the stairs and her ass began to
swish, ever so sexily, until she finally heard Brett gun the engine and
take off. She dropped the game then, bone tired and slumped on the
stoop, feeling too exhausted to move for quite a while. 

        
It had been so good. So good. Why the hell did he have
to spoil it? 

        
The night was turning cool for an   
Alabama    night and she
shivered inside her pretty ruffled shirt; her one bare shoulder more
chilled than the other.  

        
She’d had enough deep thoughts for one night and now needed to
sleep, if she could. Being drunk usually awakened her once she was
sober again.  

        
Resuming the aching, head-throbbing trek up the stairs to her
room, she tried to dismiss what happened, the sex that she hardly felt
– despite what everyone seemed to think – and her war with Brett, the
fact that he’d drugged her. He actually drugged her! How could she have
been with him so long and not seen the seeds of this aberrant behavior?
How could she have been so naïve. Jessica naïve? Seemed impossible to
her that she could be duped by any man. Jessica Huston bested by this
man. She never would have guessed it could happen. 

        
She reached the top of the stairs where the night had begun with
Brett waiting for her in the shadows like a ghoul. But it wasn’t Brett
she was thinking of now. Harry’s face suddenly flashed through her mind
again. Was Harry really in the bar? Had he seen her laughing, giggling
like she wanted it, being hauled out of Toady’s for sex with two men?
Was he there? Had he watched? Or was it just her imagination running
wild? 

        
Seeing her cell phone on the bed, she almost called him. 
 One o’clock  ,
he’d be home by then – if he’d ever been out at all. And he’d be up
still; he always worked until daybreak.  

        
She might have called him right then if her stomach hadn’t
soured. Something to eat first. She’d had nothing but a handful of
peanuts since Brett ran off with her.  

        
Seeing little in her fridge, and nothing she wanted in the
pantry, Jessica headed out again for the main kitchen. The house would
be quiet by then, knowing Miles’ routine, and she could slip in and out
undetected.  







   Chapter
Ten      


  


 
Daniela   ran from the tiny maid’s room,
past Miles’ closed door and down the hall, thinking only of the journal
that in so little time had become quite precious to her. She had so
much to say, so much… so much had happened in the night. She counted on
her faithful journal to help make some sense of it.  

        
The hallways were dark now, and she ran with little to go by but
her memory, dashing down the stairs to the foyer, then moving quickly
toward the kitchen on the way to her bedroom. 

        
Smack! Something hit her across the face. She jumped back. The
kitchen door in front of her swung on its hinges.  

        
“Oh, my god!” Jessica rushed out and took the stunned Daniela into her arms. “I’m so sorry, I had no
idea you were here.” 

        
“It’s okay, I’m fine.” Daniela held
her hand to her head and felt the instant of pain quickly fade into a
dull throb. But then, as if the hard blast across her face had jerked
free all her squashed emotions, she started to cry. And cry big, not
some small sob, but a huge heaving cry as she fell against Jessica’s
warm chest, inside her enfolding arms.  

        
“Shush, girl, you don’t want to wake up the house. Let’s get you
to your room.”

       Daniela
let the woman lead her toward the back hallway and her modest maid’s
room.  

        
“He didn’t give you much room, did he?” Jessica observed the
small space. “You must have to earn it.” They moved inside and closed
the door behind them, then Jessica guided the girl to the bed and sat
beside her, holding her hands, stroking her face, bending down and
kissing her softly on the forehead.  

        
“Rough night?” she asked, drawing back, but peering kindly into
her eyes.  

        
“I’m so… so…”  

        
“So what?” 

        
 Daniela shook her head.  

        
“Tell me what happened, dear, sometimes putting your pain into
words frees you of it.” 

        
“But I don’t know if I should.” 

        
“What? Because of Miles?”   

        
She nodded.  

        
“Don’t let that concern you. I’ll handle Miles, you just get
this off your chest.”   

        
Like a mother, the blonde woman stroked her forehead and her
cheek. Jessica was the most lovely woman she’d ever seen, ever been
with, ever touched. Beautiful, kind, compassionate… an urgent hunger
seemed to smolder in the girl’s belly as her eyes surveyed the glowing
face above her.  

        
“I’m here to be the master’s… Miles’ … maid. I do everything he
asks, but he demands so much. I’m not used to these things. I don’t
know what’s right anymore. Right now my mind is so twisted that I don’t
know what to do. I have no place to go, no place to be but here.”


        
“What did he have you do, Daniela?”
Jessica jumped in with the direct question. She was being kind but she
expected a real answer in reply.  

        
“I served…” Daniela started to tear
up again, “I served at his party, his poker party.” 

        
The woman’s face lit with recognition. “Ah! Rough, huh?” 

        
“Yes…” Her whole body ached with the thought of what she’d done.


        
“So…go on…and don’t hold back. I’ll never breathe a word of this
to anyone. But you have to say it. Get it out of your system. Trust me
on this…” 

        
 Daniela took a big gulp of air,
trying her best to hold off another sob. “He called it strip poker,
b-but I was the one doing the stripping. Master bound me…it was like I
was dangling from the ceiling… sort of… and they took off my clothes
piece by piece.” 

        
“Hum. Clever.” 

        
 Daniela shivered, the memory still
very fresh. “I thought maybe that just one man would take me…” she
closed her eyes, squinting in pain, her tears seeping out from under
her lids. “They used my ass.” Her whole face drew up in a pained wince.


        
“Oh, dear.” 

        
Jessica was so kind. The woman’s fingers soothed away the grief,
as if she understood in her heart everything Daniela
confessed. 

        
“Your first ass fuck, I’ll bet?” 

        
“Uh, huh.” 

        
“One man or more?” 

        
“More.” 

        
“A sort of gangbang?” 

        
 Daniela spoke haltingly. “Well,
they used my mouth and vagina, too.” 

        
Jessica nodded, stroking her hair and then said, “Understand …
this won’t be your last ass screwing, not if you stay here. But trust
me, one day you will look back on this night rather fondly.” 

        
“How could you say that?” Daniela
pushed back, stunned. 

        
“You experienced no pleasure?” 

        
She squirmed under the glaring demand of the question. Not that
the woman wasn’t still being kind.  

        
“You’re confused, Daniela.” 

        
She nodded. 

        
“I know that this may be difficult for you to understand now…
you probably want me to tell you that Miles is a bad man, who never
should have done what he did tonight. But I know firsthand about these
things. And the fact is, you’ll never feel anything quite as
enormously arousing as the sex Miles creates for you. Yes, it smacks at
common decency, shames you because you’d swear it’s wrong. You love it
and hate it with the same passion. You love Miles and hate him with the
same powerful drive. It’s a paradox; and there are no answers to
debates like this one. You simply have to accept what you feel, everything
you feel – love, hate, lust, desire, anger… don’t let it beat you down.
You’re a beautiful young woman…”  

        
 Daniela looked back at Jessica
stunned.  

        
“What? You don’t believe you’re beautiful?” 

        
She shook her head.  

        
“Well, you are. Miles wouldn’t have you if you weren’t. And if I
know that man, his lust for you, his desire for you is great. That
gives you power. Not power to overtake him,” she warned. “You can never
do that. But you can hold your own here.” 

        
“Sometimes I’m so mixed up,” Daniela
blurted out. “I want to do everything right for him. But just for him.
Not the other men.” 

        
“He’s testing you,” Jessica returned. “Does he use you
privately, too?” 

        
She nodded.  

        
“When? Tonight?” 

        
She nodded again. “After it was all over, in the maid’s room.
He’d ordered me to kneel in the corner and wait for him, which I did
for nearly an hour. When he came, he put me on the little bed and moved
down on me. Oh! I’ve never felt such…” she stopped, embarrassed to
admit what she was thinking.  

        
Jessica finally asked, “Felt what?” 

        
“I don’t know the word,” she started to cry again. Love, maybe,
she was thinking to herself, but she never dared say that word aloud.
“I’m so confused.” 

        
“Of course, you are, you’ve been here such a short time. So much
has changed in your young life. You need some kindness, and it’s not
too much to ask of Miles. He might even respond.” 

        
“You could tell him…” Daniela
looked up hopefully.  

        
Jessica shook her head. “No! He’d tear me apart if he knew I was
with you right now.” 

        
 Daniela’s crying began again in
earnest. Jessica held her close, their hearts pressed so tightly now,
they seemed to beat as one. They began to kiss, soft, wet and steamy
kisses drawn from a mutual grief, a hard night, hard knocks, life
turned all asunder.  

        
Jessica joined her on the bed, where their bodies melded into
one, writhing in the fiery energy that seemed to erupt, needing some
means of expression. Their clothes found a home haphazardly tossed to
the floor, then they lay together naked, pleasing each other, their
hands, their fingers gliding over their supple bodies. 

        
Jessica descended on the girl’s steamy snatch, bringing Miles’
exotic new maid to a crashing climax. Her hips beating against the
mattress, her fists pounding dangerously close to Jessica’s head. Daniela stifled the sound of her voice in fear
of being discovered, but vented such seething eroticism that it boiled
up all around them both and had Jessica climbing up her body like a
feral cat, finally straddling her head, the blonde pussy poised over
her lush and welcoming lips.  

        
 Daniela’s tongue worked in the
groves, in the fragrant valleys and along the sour cleft, tasting not
just the female of the human species poised for climax, but darkness,
wonder, men – their brutality and madness, all evident in the redolence
of the blonde woman’s cunt. The lithe fair-skinned body lurched
suddenly, her muscles taut like a bow string, her voice a gasping and
musical sound that accompanied her coming and the gush of liquid that
spilled out on Daniela’s face.  

        
Afterwards, Jessica languidly slid back down and snuggled in
close, recuperating from her come. Meanwhile, the maid licked her lips,
tasting something there that was both new to her, and old and
well-remembered. As if she were tasting herself. But then, she never
had.  

        
After a time, Jessica spoke: “You don’t have to stay here, Daniela, you can leave if you need to, if that
is your choice. There are options; there are other people who would
love a young woman to keep house, or be their nanny. You don’t have to
stay if this is wrong for you, if having sex with Miles and his friends
is wrong for you.” The woman had turned toward her, her beautiful face
hidden in shadows looking mysterious and wise. “If you want, I will
help you find someplace else to go.” 

        
 Daniela hadn’t thought of this
before and said, “Maybe that is something I should think about.”   
 

        
She was tired, and so was the lady lying beside her in a dreamy
stupor. They fell asleep in each other’s arms. Then some time later,
before dawn, Jessica woke, kissed her on the forehead and slipped out
of the room. 

        
 Daniela heard her in the kitchen,
opening the refrigerator, and rummaging through the pantry. The soft
padding sound of Jessica leaving for her room was the last thing she
heard before she drifted off to sleep. 







   Chapter
Eleven      


  


 In the
morning, Miles’ maid served him breakfast as she’d done on previous
days.  

        
“I’m proud of you, Daniela,” he
smiled kindly at his maid, and held her hand as she stood next to him.
She was shaking with fear. 

        
“Thank you, sir,” she smiled timidly. 

        
“I realize that I demanded a lot of you last night. I hadn’t
planned to go to such extremes – at least not last night – but you were
spectacular. You hardly resisted and were so beautiful to watch.”


        
“I was?” 

        
“Absolutely.” He hadn’t been sure what he’d say to her when they
saw each other again. The night had been far more extreme than he
planned, but telling her the truth seemed to light up her face. This
was good, because he was particularly worried that he had taken her too
far. 

        
Miles liked her a great deal, every bit of her. He didn’t even
want to test her anymore. He simply wanted her for his maid, to use and
love in the ways he most desired. No more tests…no. Oh, he would keep
her on the mark, toeing the line. He wouldn’t let up on the strict
discipline, although she’d adapted to that rather well.  

        
“I’m glad you think I did well, sir, because I was confused last
night.” 

        
“Oh?” 

        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
“In what way?” 

        
“I was so overwhelmed… I think. I was crying… but then Miss
Jessica was so kind to me, she helped me deal with my emotions.”


        
“Jessica?” 

        
“Yes, sir. She was in the kitchen as I was returning to my room.
I was crying and well… she comforted me.” 

        
“So you talked?” 

        
“A little.” 

        
“And?” 

        
“She asked what happened, what made me so unhappy. So I told her
a little about what happened last night… just a little, but I’m sure
she understood.” 

        
“I see. And what else did she say?” He was becoming suspicious
of this, but attempted to hide his concern. 

        
“Well, she said, that she knew I was feeling mixed up about my
duties here and that was okay. But she said some very nice things about
you. She also said that if this arrangement wasn’t right for me, there
were other things I could do. Other places I could go.” 

        
“I see. Anything else?” 

        
 Daniela shook her head. “Nothing
really.” 

        
“You had this conversation in the kitchen?” 

        
“No, um… she took me into my room.” 

        
“And what happened there?”  

        
The girl hesitated, though his probing stare would not allow her
to lie.  

        
She came back anxiously, “I swear, sir, it just sort of
happened. She was comforting me, and we sort of … we made love.” She
winced in fear. 

        
Miles hardly flinched. But he did sigh deeply to let go of the
fierce energy that raged inside him.  

        
“Thank you for being honest with me. That was a tough
confession.” 

        
Her face flushed. “I’m sorry, sir. You’re going to punish,
aren’t you?” 

        
“No, not this time. Not every questionable behavior deserves
punishment.” 

        
The girl’s pained expression faded into one of relief.  

        
“Are you unhappy here?” 

        
“No, sir,” she shook her head.  

        
“And you want to stay?” 

        
She hesitated, but only briefly. “Yes, I think I do. I was
confused last night and in pain. But you were so kind to me when you
came to me upstairs.”  

        
“You have any idea how much your body flowered during that poker
game? Not a hint of rebellion. You’re a natural, girl, there is nothing
to be ashamed of in that.” 

        
“That is what I’m trying to understand.” 

        
“Did you write about it in your journal?” 

        
“I was planning to this afternoon.” 

        
“Then you be sure you do that.” He could see the mixed emotions
in her eyes, but he felt as if, perhaps, they’d crossed over into new
territory as master and maid. Everything was going according to plan. 


        
 Daniela felt a little dizzy and
unsure of exactly what was taking place. She hoped she’d said the right
thing. Had she done something wrong with Jessica? The master held her
hand so tightly that she feared he’d crush it. But in some strange way
that only made her feel as if she belonged to him. Belonging to him
felt right, even if everything else was still a puzzle to be sorted out.


        
“If you decide that you want to leave,” the master spoke again,
“even if it’s just a passing thought, I want you to come to me, Daniela. You understand?” 

        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
“That’s a promise?” He was adamant. 

        
“I promise, sir.” 

        
“Good. Now you’d better get to work. I’m sure that Ruby has
plenty for you to do.” 

        
“Yes, sir.”  

  








 Journal Entry 

 … I wish I
understood what is happening here. I feel as if my mind is being used
for sport, jerked around. My emotions are all over the place. I never
know exactly what to feel. I think I love him. Miles. I think I do.
Handsome, virile. Some girls would think he’s a stuffy old man. But
he’s really not that old. The prime of his life. I want him to want me,
to need me. But I’m still not sure that will ever happen. I may just be
his maid, nothing more to him than the girl who cleans his house, and
the girl he uses as his fuck whore.  

        
Maybe Miss Jessica is right. Maybe I should tell him what I’m
feeling. I’m more than just a fuck whore; I’m a woman he should
respect. I’m a woman who wants to be loved. He needs to know that… if I
can gather up the courage to tell him. D 

  


 ***


  


 Images of
that night had been burned into Jessica’s brain, as if with a laser
etched there permanently.  

        
She lay on her sleeping porch, in that cozy space beside the
house, outside in the fresh air, but tucked away from peering eyes. The
balcony would be too exposed for a day like this. She was smart enough
to know what she needed. Days, maybe weeks to let heal the festering
wound Brett left on her heart. 

        
A good thing that she’d been diverted from calling Harry by her
angry stomach. That would have been a stupid move, maybe a fatal move
in their relationship. Harry was one bridge she hoped never to burn.
She couldn’t quite understand why; Harry gave her very little, and she
asked very little from him. But he seemed fragile and she wouldn’t want
to hurt him, or let him hurt her. He wouldn’t want that any more than
she did.       

        
If he’d really been there… she’d want to put some space between
the event and when she saw him next.  

        
Getting all this straight in her head was important.  

        
Important, too, was nursing the wound, saying her mental and
emotional goodbyes. Wondering why things had gone so far astray with
Brett. Maybe there was no other place for them to go but into the
raunchy extremes that compromised her. She’d always had limits, hard
limits. She thought Brett knew them, but apparently he had no real
clue. If it had been in private, the double fuck in private…maybe it
would have worked. If he hadn’t drugged her…maybe. If he hadn’t turned
her into a thoughtless fuck doll maybe… she needed a man’s respect …


        
Damn! It was stupid rethinking that night. 

        
Jessica abruptly stopped herself and got up from the lounge,
moving back inside her apartment. She had other things she could do to
decompress. And having decided what she needed to do next, she moved in
graceful time to put her plans into action, until she suddenly stopped
abruptly, realizing that Miles was standing directly in front of her.


        
His anger was so obvious it scared her. 

        
“Don’t you say a word, you conniving bitch.” He moved on her
swiftly, grabbing her arm and twisting her around, capturing her two
hands in his fist and holding them tightly at her waist. She was bent
over a chair. Her lime green robe fell off her ass, leaving it totally
bare.  

        
The hard feel of wood smacked hard against her ass. Again.
Again. Again.  

        
Pain burst through every nerve. Her mind was an instant wreck. 


        
She wrenched with every ounce of strength she had only to be
reminded that Miles was far stronger than she was. 

        
The spanking went on, Miles not letting up, easing off, pausing
for even an instant. The burn quickly became a powerful force stripping
her raw and leaving her bruised when he finally laid the paddle down. 


        
“I told you not to interfere, and I meant it Jessica. I have put
up with your being in this house…”   

        
“It’s my house, too!” she backed up.  

        
“Don’t think I’m finished.” 

        
“No?” She was still trying to get her bearings. Her ass hurt
like it had just been dunked in boiling water.  

        
“I plan to collect on this one.” 

        
“Collect?” 

        
“I think you know what I mean. And it won’t be pretty. Now stay
away from Daniela.”

       She had to laugh.
“You sound like you’re on the schoolyard, protecting your turf.” 
 

        
“I don’t interfere in your life, Jessica. I only ask that you
respect mine.” 

        
She put up her hands. “Okay, you’ve had your say. Sure you don’t
want a piece of my ass, too?” she swept her robe away, taunting him
with a sexy wiggled of her wounded behind. 

        
“I don’t know why you’d want me, when you have every other man
in this county wrapped around your little finger. At least the ones
that frequent Toady’s.” 

        
She looked up, shocked. 

        
His turn to laugh, as if evening the score. “Got you there,
didn’t I?”   

        
She wrapped her robe around her like a blanket. It was more
difficult than ever maintaining her signature poise, but she managed to
restore herself enough to send him on his way. Her expression dimmed,
her hot temper quelled for the time.  

        
“The incident was not with my consent. I hope you report that
fact to whoever mentioned it to you.” 

        
Miles looked almost sympathetic. He never knew what to do when
faced with guarded emotions broken by honest grief, which this was.


        
Her turn to chortle, but she wouldn’t. Something about this girl
Daniela really had him by the throat. She
didn’t like his veiled threat, and decided that diffusing it would be
better than riling him more. 







   Chapter
Twelve      


  


 The Jag
stopped in front of the not-so-shabby shack where Harry Sontag lived with his three cats, his one
goldfish and his hunting dog. He never went hunting because he could
never kill an animal – at least a nonhuman one. But Dak did bark away the riffraff, Harry once
explained to her.  

        
 Dak knew Jessica by smell, so that
once she got out of the car, the anxious pup quieted and spent a minute
licking her hand.  

        
“Good boy, your master home?” she purred.  

        
… only to have Harry answer for him. “What you want?” 

        
She stood up, turned around and shielded the sun with her hand,
making out Harry’s lanky form on the old wood porch. 

        
“Some time with you,” she called back.  

        
“Why’s that?” 

        
“I’m bored.” She moved from the car to the careworn steps of
Harry’s house.  

        
Harry shrugged, while not so covertly appraising the beautiful
Jessica, dressed in a tight-fitting red skirt and a small white, knit
tank – no bra. Without saying another word, he turned around and moved
back into this house as if he honestly couldn’t care less if she were
there.  

        
Still, that was invitation enough for Jessica, and she followed
with her sandals clattering against the wood. The house was cool
inside, with two windows on either end of the one long room open to the
breeze, while ceiling fans on opposite sides of the room loped around
in syncopated rhythms. The place always felt like home for reasons
Jessica never understood, except that she’d been coming here nearly all
her life. There were memories in these woods that would last her life
long.  

        
She gazed about. The house was a mess; nothing new. Clutter more
than dirt, but there was a fair amount of that, too. Books in stacks,
mostly computer manuals, and then some fiction by obscure 20th
century writers, and a few histories making up another stack that
reached half way up the wall.  

        
“You should put these in book cases,” she said, as she fingered
through some of the titles.  

        
“Why?” 

        
“I don’t know. I guess for you this is order,” she conceded. 


        
He didn’t honor that thought with a comment, and eventually
said, after he watched her absently poking around, “You plan to stay?”


        
“If you’ll let me.” 

        
“Let you? When did I ever order you out?” 

        
She smiled, trying to hide her nervousness. “I told you I’d come
over and cook a pot roast.” She batted her lashes coyly.  

        
“Really? If that’s what you’re planning, looks to me like you
came empty handed.” 

        
“Right. Well… that can be taken of… there are stores,” she gazed
at him hopeful. She could have just about any man eating out of her
palm, but with this one, she was willing to beg for any meager handout
he might condescend to offer.  

        
“You don’t need to bother,” he replied, “I’m not in the mood for
food.” 

        
Her face lit up and she began to stroll his way. “Well then,
darling, what are you in the mood for?” She sidled up to him
close, letting the amazing aroma of dime store aftershave and cigarette
smoke arouse her like expensive cologne. While running a finger along
the collar of his shirt, she oozed so much sexual energy that it would
be hard for any man to resist.  

        
But this was Harry Sontag she was
seducing… 

        
“How about the truth,” he said without batting an eye. 

        
“Truth? What kind of truth you are talking about?” 

        
He laughed and pulled away, sitting down in his creaky desk
chair and leaning back. This left her standing in front of him. “Like
why you’re really here, Jess.” He popped the top on the Coke
can beside him and took a drink, then let a solitary finger gently run
its way around her thigh. “There’s obviously something you have to say.” 
 

        
“Well…” she twisted a bit, her every move incredibly sexy – that
finger was on its own about to make her explode, “I was just thinking
about Toady’s the other night.” 

        
“What about Toady’s?” 

        
“You were there, weren’t you? Or did I mistake someone else for
you?” She practically held her breath in wait. 

        
“Toady’s?” He looked at her as though he had no idea what she
was talking about.  

        
“C’mon Harry…” 

        
“What? Something happen?” 

        
“I just wanted to know if you were really there.” 

        
“And why would that be?” 

        
“Oh, I don’t know.” As a distraction, she pulled herself from
Harry’s grasp and sauntered toward the front window, peeking out
through the blinds. 

        
“What you’d do, Jess? Embarrass yourself? Do something really
sleazy and now you need absolution from me?” 

        
“You think I need to be absolved?” 

        
“I don’t know, you tell me about your bad behavior. About
getting drunk on your ass and fucked like a whore out behind the bar.”


        
She shriveled back, knowing now that her eyes hadn’t deceived
her. “I looked like a whore, huh?” 

        
“I don’t know. You tell me?” 

        
Was this all he could say? “Harry, please…” 

        
“Please what? You want me to approve of you? Let you off the
hook? Let you tell me how it was all your boyfriend’s fault, not yours?
It bothered you that I was there, didn’t it?” 

        
She felt his accusations like a balm moving across her flesh …
absolution. 

        
“I never expected to see you…” she could barely speak.  

        
“You know, if you’re going to be a tramp, you should do it
without the guilt.” 

        
Another twinge of shame and she waited for more.  

        
“You want me to spell it out for you, don’t you?”  

        
“Spell out what?”    

        
“Dammit, Jess, you are one prize
slut. You want to get worked over so badly that you come to me. Then
you beat around the bush…well, I’m not playing your game, bitch. Get
the hell outta here before I have Dak chase you off.” 

        
He turned abruptly in his desk chair and started pounding on the
keyboard, staring at his monitor with a fixed gaze. 

        
“Harry, I’m sorry. Please.” She waited, hoping, then when he
didn’t respond, she moved in behind him with her soft hands stroking
his face and its prickly day’s growth of beard. Bending over, she ran
her hands down his chest. “I didn’t like what happened at Toady’s and
the fact that you were there to see it… damn! It’s all I’ve been able
to think about. I blew Brett off. He’s gone. And you’re right. You’re
always right about me. Honestly, Harry, I never intended it to happen…”


        
He shrugged her off, but as she stood upright, he swiveled back
around, catching her between his legs.  

        
His large hands were hot and authoritative as he pushed her
skirt up till it was at her waist, and he stared at her naked pussy,
prettily shaved clean of every speck of hair.  

        
“What’s a classy lady like you doing wearing no underwear?” he
chided.  

        
“Does it turn you on?” 

        
“Makes you look like a whore.” 

        
“But does it turn you on?” 

        
He swung back and hit her hip with a stinging slap.  

        
She winced but came back quickly, her fingers running through
his hair, “I only go naked underneath when I’m aiming to seduce
someone.” 

        
“Yeah, right.” Reaching in-between her legs, he found her
clitoris nestled between her labia, throbbing. He pulled back the hood
exposing it to the air – she instantly cringed inside.  Squeezing
the bud, Harry turned it between his fingers. Her entire body screamed
with pain, but holding back her response, the only sound she made was a
throaty whimper. She fell slightly forward and held on to his shoulders
so she wouldn’t fall.  

        
“Turn around and bend over,” Harry suddenly said, pulling his
hands away.  

        
She bent like a hairpin, her fingers touching the floor for
balance, while her ass cheeks formed a pretty heart right in front of
Harry’s leering face. He squeezed her ass flesh roughly, then began to
slap back and forth from mound to reddening mound. He knocked her off
balance twice and slapped her harder still, as if that would force her
back in place.  

        
“You know, someone ought to teach you how to behave.” 

        
He slapped her real hard and she fell to the floor this time,
struggling to recover.  

        
But she wasn’t fast enough. He stood up and dragged her by the
arm with him through the house and into the yard, to the shed at the
back of the property. Only once before had she been in his private
torture chamber and she was afraid of it now, more than ever. Before it
was just a joke. Now, Harry was dark and cold and unforgiving. 


        
Like he was pissed, really pissed. Her body responded to his
anger with increased desire, even though she knew he’d be brutal far
beyond what might be sane and sensible. She needed his harsh rebuke;
nothing else would fulfill her now, but she was scared to death of the
outcome.   

        
Harry pushed her toward the far wall, where a triangular-shaped
wooden rail stuck out about two feet. She stared at it in terrified
wonder, understanding only that he’d never taken her down this road
before.  

        
“Go on, bitch, mount it. You want absolution, you want pain. Is
that it, Jess?” 

        
She stared unmoving, unable to speak.  

        
“Is that what you want?”  

        
“Yes…Harry,” her breathless reply.  

        
“Well then, you’ll get your absolution. We’re going to make that
fucking pussy of yours hurt real bad. Now, climb on!” 

        
Already her pussy was throbbing hot and her emotions were at a
dangerous edge. This wasn’t easy; the bar was several inches higher
than her crotch. She wiggled on, barely able to balance, feeling the
apex of the triangle block pressing into her cunt, hard as stone. Her
legs dangled down on either side, her toes unable to touch the floor,
making her body weight settle on the pointed end of the triangle. Sure,
it was rounded off a little, but that hardly mattered. It cut like a
knife, hitting bone and beyond. 

        
Jessica breathed in, her heart pumping with anxiety and
excitement, the abrasive feeling of the wood wildly arousing, but the
pain was intense and becoming worse every second. 

        
Harry suddenly shoved her forward and she squelched the urge to
cry. Then he lifted her tank top from her torso and tossed it aside.
Push further her forward, her body huddled against the wall, her
breasts pressing against the surface, the way Harry wanted. He bound
her chest to the wall with several thin leather straps going back and
forth from hooks on either side of her. Never had she experienced any
punishment so powerful, so extreme, so uniquely aimed at her offending
body part – her cunt. Her arms were bound behind her, her hands to her
elbows. Apparently, he was content to leave her skirt bunched up at her
waist. The red color would nicely highlight her pink bottom and the
white skin above.  

        
To Harry the visual pleased him. To hurt her pleased him. To see
Jessica suffer made his prick hard. 

        
“Oh, Harry, this is hell!” she cried miserably.  

        
“What’s your point?” he tersely, snapped.  


        
He started to spank her ass with a wooden slat no more than two
inches wide, delivering a sting that made her flinch. The harder he
slapped, the more she hurt, the more she groaned; her agony real now
and the hurt expanding throughout her entire body. She writhed to no
avail; writhing only made her crotch hurt worse.  

        
This was everything she deserved.  

        
When he wasn’t spanking her, Harry fondled her bottom, which
only reminded her of the savage arousal the cruel contrivance produced.


        
Then he would back away and punish her bottom again. Each
vindictive smack of the wood lifted her a little off the bar, then
forced her to settle back down hard on the tortuous triangle of pain
regretting for that miserable instant that she ever came here. 

        
“You like the pain, Jess?” 

        
She couldn’t speak. 

        
“C’mon, answer me.” He hit her ass cheek twice as hard and she
jumped. 

        
“Oh, Harry…” 

        
“Oh Harry what?” 

        
“This hurts so much!” 

        
“But you want it, don’t you. C’mon say it.” 

        
“Yes, I want it!” 

        
“And you want more. Say it!” 

        
“More, Harry,” said because she had to. 

        
“Say it again!” 

        
“Harry, no!” 

        
He smacked her ass so brutally that she shrieked. “Say it!


        
“Oh please, Harry, hurt me more!” she sobbed.  

        
He smacked her again and again and again, meanwhile her head
flew back as she rode the bar bouncing on top of the cutting rail. Her
eyes streamed with tears, her heart ached; her whole body had become an
anguished mix of pain and fierce arousal. 

        
He smacked continuously for maybe a good two minutes until the
pain in her crotch almost made it numb.  

        
When the smacking stopped, Harry moved in close to her,
whispering as if there was someone else in the room that he didn’t want
hearing what he said.  

        
“I should just leave you here like this, you worthless tramp.
Let you live with the pain in your sorry crotch. When are you going to
start turning tricks, Jess? Fucking for money? Giving blowjobs to
sleaze balls. That what you want to do? You want your drunken, drugged
up stupor to make you honest, so everyone can see the real Jessie
Huston? See what a dirty slut you are. You want to be despised, laughed
at? You want your country club women to talk behind your back? Turn
their heads away in disgust? You want to be the biggest slut in the
county… no, not the county, all of    Alabama
  ? You sorry, bitch. You’re nothing
but a fuck toy, a deviant little pain slut, and you love it!” 

        
“Harry stop!” she yelled. “I can’t… please…” she sobbed from
deep in her gut. The pain was like the roar of an angry ocean wave. “Stooooooooooop!” She screamed at the top of her
lungs, collapsing forward against the wall – although it was not much
comfort. 

        
Before letting her down, Harry waited for the first stirrings of
life after her near faint. She wiggled just barely, groaning out of her
continuing misery. By then, she could barely think and her fucked up
cunt hurt so badly, she wanted to massage the pain away.  

        
That wasn’t possible now, because Harry wasn’t done with her.
After pulling her off the rail, he pushed her to the ground, onto her
knees. A rope tightened around her throat enough to tug, but not enough
to hurt, and then Harry pulled her like a dog from that chamber of hell
onto the hard packed ground of the yard outside. With her hands still
bound behind her, she moved slowly along on her knees until they
reached the lamppost between the yard and the shed, where Harry hoisted
her to her feet.  

        
“You want me to free your hands?” 

        
She nodded. 

        
“Sure you do,” he sneered, “so you can play with yourself.”
After untying her hands, he took a moment to massage her aching
shoulders before he stepped back. “Play with yourself, Jess,” he ripped
off the terse command. “Get your fucking body off. I want to see you, I
want to hear you scream. C’mon play.” 

        
She stared at him for some time – looking through him not at
him, her body feeling the force of his words, each riddled with
profound contempt. Because it was Harry’s scorn heaped on her, she took
it in, believing his accusations. Nothing was made up, everything was
real with Harry at times like this. He chastised her because she earned
every reprisal. But what they both understood beyond this present set
of events was that he too had earned the same stinging reprisal for the
flaws in his soul. How else could he so easily point them out in
another person? If some how, on some psychic level she was healed by
Harry’s abuse, maybe he was healed too.  

        
As soon as Jessica’s hesitant hands found the sopping folds of
her cunt, the emotional sting vanished and she felt her body fire off,
like rockets being launched inside. She moaned with pleasure taking her
away, and with just a finger or two rubbing her throbbing clitty, she was over the edge with a dozen hard
spasms shocking her system with savage force. Afterwards, she collapsed
to the ground, weeping.  

        
“You’d better not even try to walk,” Harry said. He moved to the
small back porch and sat down on a lone slim white plastic lounging
chair. Lighting a cigarette, he waited.  

        
Jessica’s cunt still throbbed, hot and hurt, as she slowly
recovered her senses. Her feeling of shame magnified now. This was
Harry’s method: Bring them down, tear them apart, and let them suffer;
you do it long enough and hard enough, they might let go of their
demons.  

        
He’d been doing the same to himself in his own way for years.
Jessica knew this, although she doubted that the cure had ever really
worked on him. For her, the torture was everything she needed to make
her world right again. 

        
She was becoming sane now, sobered – not that she’d been drunk,
just out of her mind as if a few shots of booze had made her lose all
good sense. She slumped in the dirt at the base of the post. Her body
was mostly naked; her breasts the same beautiful alluring banquet
they’d always been now heaved softly as she breathed. Her cunt was wet
and sticky, and open to the harsh sunshine. She felt as if she was
burning up.  

        
Harry waited for her on the shaded porch as if he would wait for
her all day.  

        
 You’d better not even try to walk. She remembered what
he’d said clearly, and wanting out of the burning sun, she finally
turned to her hands and knees crawling toward the back of the house,
toward Harry, the rope still around her neck like a noose. Soon as he
saw her moving his way, he squashed his cigarette on the porch rail and
went back inside, letting the door slam on its frame. Last she saw of
him, he was hooking the screen door from the inside, locking her out. 


        
For nearly a half hour Jessica waited for Harry to let her in. 


        
She’d pulled the pretty red skirt over her hips and huddled
against the screen, feeling small and insignificant – surprisingly not
as difficult for Jessica Huston as one would think.  

        
Harry’s cruelty was never the same and always inspired; no, this
was not the first time she’d asked for punishment and he obliged by
bringing up his wrath and taking her down to a lowly place of
surrender.  

        
When she finally decided to knock, she did so quietly at first,
then a little harder, thinking that he might not have heard the first
time. “Harry,” she called softly.  

        
A little harder knock.  

        
A little louder, “Harry. Harry, please can I come in?” 

        
She made herself wait for several minutes until she finally
heard the sound of his boots on the floor.  

        
He looked down at her through the screen. “You ready to be a
good girl?” he asked, like a protective father. This tone would always
make her belly clench up with an erotic shiver.  

        
“Yes, Harry,” she looked up longingly. 

        
He unhooked the screen, then disappeared inside the house. 


        
It was all up to her what happened next, how the day developed
and their time together resolved. She’d hardly been sexually satisfied.
Nothing but fucking took care of such insatiable desire, soothed her
wants and mended her needy body. She crawled to him humbly, no fancy
ass-swishing blonde bombshell now, and knelt as close as she could get
to him. She wanted him to see her face and hear her with his heart. 


        
“Harry, hon, I’m yours. Whatever
you want to do to me.” He sat at his desk, staring at the bright
computer screen, while the room around them both was dark now with the
sun beating down on the other side of the house. Jessica remained in
the shadows like one of his many ghosts. 

        
She was content to wait as long as it took for him to respond.
Several minutes passed in silence, then he turned slightly and glanced
her way. She could feel his thoughts, hear him thinking, then she
spotted a look of lust softening his hard eyes. Finally, he swiveled in
his seat and spread his legs.  

        
“Okay, so you know how to take care of me.” 

        
With the invitation wide open, she moved toward his crotch,
unzipping his pants and pulling his cock from inside… his erection
half-way to completely engorged. Her mouth swallowed the thickening
meat and began its zealous journey with tongue and teeth roving the
veined stalk, her lips tasting cum and sweat and pee all mixed, the
fragrance like the sweetest perfume to the adoring Jessica.  

        
As if saying I love you, she worked eagerly with her mouth, her
head bobbing up and down. In time Jessica felt Harry’s hand on her
head, not forcing her but insisting. This was what she needed now; his
power over her was like a magic potion that set her life straight and
made her truly happy. Her tongue tasted him again and again; and
tasting his precum seeping from his slit,
she licked every drop; then licked more, lovingly, then frantically.
She jacked the organ hard with her hand, then swallowed and drew back,
jacking faster, feeling that as the passion grew in him, the passion
for Harry grew strong in her. She knew when he was close, and worked
them both to a feverish pitch, which she expected would explode all
over her face in gushing ejaculations.  

        
But Harry wanted something else and suddenly pushed her off,
then pulled her with him to the divan, not a couch but a old queenly
upholstered divan, stolen from an ancient movie theatre in town before
the place was demolished twenty years ago. Harry took her there
doggy-style: Jessica poised on her hands and knees; he, shoving his
member into her cunt where he finished off with thrusts so hard that
she came again with her body smiling and content. With muscles
squeezing down on his erection, she milked the lust from his member,
from his body, his soul.  

        
“Gawd, yes! I’m coming again…” she
heard herself groan. Coming a third time.  

        
He pulled out once she finished and flipped her over. 

        
Harry’s pants were at half mast, so he discarded them
altogether, and tore off his t-shirt. Naked now, he lay with her naked
body against his naked flesh. In his arms, holding her, holding himself
against her and feeling her warmth. The pulsing of her heated crotch,
the throbbing in her firm thighs, the undulating softness of her belly
and breasts all became something he could enjoy now.  

        
“I don’t want to leave you again this time, Harry,” she was all
of a sudden venting emotion she never admitted to in the past. 

        
Harry was silent. 

        
“Aren’t you going to say anything?” she finally asked.  

        
“Don’t know what to say,” he came back.  

        
“Can I stay?” she asked.  

        
“Stay where?” He pulled away some and looked around at the
meager mess of his house.  

        
“You always tell me that I leave you.” 

        
“You always do.” 

        
“But do you really want me to stay?” 

        
At this, he shrugged.  

        
“Harry, what if you were… what if we were…” she could
hardly get the words out, and once frustrated, she blurted out, “Oh,
this is coming out all wrong!” 

        
She paused, hoping he would jump in. He didn’t.  

        
“Harry, I need more of you than this… every six months because
I’ve done something to be punished for…that’s not enough.” 

        
“You had it once, Jessica, when you had Miles. You gave him up.
And I’m no Miles.” 

        
“Of course, you’re not. But couldn’t you just…” 

        
Waiting again proved unproductive; not surprising since
conversations with Harry were typically like this.  

        
“I need a man in charge of me all the time,” she finally spit it
out. “Not just when the mood strikes.” 

        
Again she waited. Until she couldn’t wait any longer. Her body
hurt, so did her heart and waiting only hurt her more.  

        
“I think I’d better go,” Jessica finally decided. She pulled
herself off the divan and stepped over a pile of Harry’s books so she
could search for her tank top – which she found folded over the back of
his easy chair. She dusted off her skirt while tugging it down, seeing
that she’d have to toss it in the wash when she got home. She noticed
then that her kneecaps were smudged and scraped from crawling in the
dirt – the childlike memory almost brought a smile to her lips. After
pulling the tank over her torso, she slipped her feet into her sandals,
which she’d found discarded amongst his books.  

        
She was almost at the door when Harry finally spoke.  

        
“You mean what you said?” 

        
She turned.  

        
“What? About needing a man in charge? Yes, I did.” 

        
She waited, staring at him long and hard, hoping for more. He
stared back noncommittal as ever.  

        
“Okay then, don’t be giving yourself to any other man.” 

        
She looked puzzled. “So, what’s this? An order… a threat… what?”


        
“You want me in charge, Jess, that’s what it means.” 

        
“Okay.” She was suddenly feeling a little shaky. A lot unsure.
“You want me to stay?” 

        
“No. You can go home. I’ll come see you soon.” 

        
“Okay, Harry.” She returned to him, kissing him deeply on the
mouth, feeling him kiss her back, and the tickle of desire he stirred
in her expand again… for a fourth time that day, although there’d be no
coming this time.  

        
Hot and dripping from her cunt, she made her way to the Jag,
climbed inside and drove off, wondering what Harry would be doing the
rest of the day.  







   Chapter
Thirteen      


  


 “Sir? Do you
suppose you could talk to me a moment?”  

        
 Daniela stood at the door of
Miles’ den waiting for an answer.  

        
He looked up from his reading, seeing the divinely sensuous maid
looking at him, her eyes wet but steady, and her mood so appealing that
he couldn’t bear to turn her down. 

        
“What is it you want?” he asked. “You can come in.” He motioned
her forward.  

        
She came running, immediately dropping to her knees and putting
her head in his lap. He laid his hand on her head to comfort her,
although he was completely bewildered by her behavior.  

        
Finally, she looked up, her large eyes bright and longing. “I
want so to please you, sir. I’m sorry about the… the night with Miss
Jessica. And I do want to stay here. I just want to know that …
that it will be you and me, that you care about me.” 

        
“Of course, I care about you.” He smiled. With his palm placed
affectionately against her cheek, he wiped a tear with his thumb.
“You’ve only been here a short time, but I’ve grown quite fond of you.
You know what my feelings were when you first arrived. Those have
changed now, but I still have my rules and I expect you to obey every
one.” 

        
“Oh, I will, sir. I want to be the best maid you’ve ever had,
the one you … really care for… the one you keep.” She looked down
sheepishly, feeling for just that instant, his kindness pouring over
her like a gentle rain.  

        
There was a knock on the door and both heads turned that way. 


        
“Oh, am I interrupting something?” Jessica, dressed in a khaki
skirt and a silk blouse, drifted into the room. “I can come back?”


        
“No, no, I asked you here,” Miles recalled, then he looked down
at the maid again. “I have something to discuss with my wife, Daniela. You run along now. I’m sure Ruby has
things for you to do.” 

        
Flustered and disappointed, Daniela
finally pulled up and hurried through the foyer door, looking noticibly distraught, at least to Jessica’s
thinking.  

        
“You were a little cold there,” she commented once the maid was
out of the room.  

        
“And that’s a problem for you?” he replied smugly. “The girl
needs to know her boundaries.” 

        
“But you’re fond of her, aren’t you?” 

        
“Maybe.” He wouldn’t reveal a thing. But he did stand up and
walk toward his wife, his mind teeming with thoughts.  

        
She waited, her curiosity rising fast. She felt something from
her husband she’d not felt in some time. Could it possibly be lust –
lust for her? As pleasing as that feeling might be, however, it was
also peculiar and disturbing. She felt his hand just lightly grazing
her thigh and had to resist the urge to step back.  

        
“You know, dear,” he started to speak, “the more I’ve been
mulling it over, the more I think it’s time you did me that favor.” His
one finger was quite obviously caressing her leg, moving gently over
the fabric of her skirt.  

        
“Favor? What favor?” 

        
“Don’t you remember our agreement?” 

        
“Darling, you’re being obtuse.”  

        
They both could feel a little fire under the surface of their
exchange. Been a long time since either had been titillated by the
other – at least in a way they would admit to.  

        
“Am I?” He placed his hand on her waist, firmly now, and than
ran it over her bottom, slowly, affectionately, his lewd intentions
hardly disguised. Then he leaned in and kissed her mouth. 

        
She didn’t resist.  

        
The kiss got bigger, sloppier. He pulled up her skirt, fondling
her thigh, while her hand instinctively reached for his crotch. 


        
It had been so long…  

        
Miles finally pulled back, “You know, Jessica, you’ve always
been the classiest, randiest tart I’ve
ever known.” That finger… that delicately moving finger traced the line
of her lip, ever so carefully, “Even if you are a bitch.”  

        
She laughed lightly. “How am I supposed to take that?” 

        
“Any way you like, darling.” 

        
His hand continued its little foreplay. “You know, I think you’d
better stop that. I’m just a little horny,” she was thinking of Harry,
“and we don’t want to do something we’ll regret now, do we?” 

        
“Oh, I’m not going to regret anything,” he assured her. His eyes
glimmered so hotly that she was afraid, truly afraid of what this
meant.  

        
On the other side of the room, through a crack in the door, Daniela stood in the foyer and watched the scene
unnoticed. Awed. Betrayed. Betrayed by them both as she witnessed the
unfolding seduction with tears forming quickly in her eyes and burning
them. At first she couldn’t take her eyes off the tender scene between
husband and wife. Her mind reeled. What the hell was she doing here in
this house if the man still wanted his wife? How could she have been so
stupid to think she was important to him – a lowly maid more important
than the statuesque beauty with the golden hair and the grace of an
angel? He’d said so many things… then this! She felt the betrayal like
a knife thrust to her gut. Her face burned with shame, a small cry
caught in her throat. Teaming with jealousy she could not stop, Daniela finally pulled herself away from the
door and ran. Ran silently through the foyer, ran to the kitchen door
and into the empty kitchen, where Ruby’s teakettle sizzled while the
housekeeper was busy in the laundry room. Daniela
didn’t stop there. Ruby had nothing for her to do, she already knew
that. She ran through the back door and into the yard, racing swiftly
toward the sunroom where the carpenters were finishing up for the day. 


        
“Regret nothing?” Jessica wondered aloud, as the fire from
Miles’ hand penetrated her more deeply than she believed possible. This
unexpected desire, this strange talk … both rattled her deeply. 

        
But then the hand withdrew. “Oh, but let’s not get carried away
just yet.” He stepped back. “There’s the real reason for asking you
here. I’m having a poker party in a couple of days. How about you to
perform your magic there.” 

        
“What?” Her blue eyes narrowed. “What in heaven’s name are you
talking about?” 

        
“Sex, what else, darling.” 

        
“Sex?” 

        
“Yeah, you’ll be the life of the party, just like old times. You
have no idea how many men would love to have free access to Jessica
Huston.” 

        
“You’ve got to be kidding,” she felt her whole aroused body
weaken. Her face strangely flushed. “Why on earth would I agree to
that?” 

        
“Because if you don’t, you’re out on your ear, my dear?” 

        
“Miles…?” 

        
“You think I have no power over you. That your little
shenanigans in court have the judge in your back pocket – you’re
probably sleeping with him too, if I know you… but there is another way
for me to take back this property. One you seem to forget – the morals
clause to our agreement on your use of this house. As far as I can
determine, you violated it with that nasty scene at Toady’s. I have the
testimony of two witnesses. We take that to the judge, and you’re out.”


        
“You wouldn’t dare do that!”  

        
Miles was seething hot by this time, but so was Jessica. In the
past, the distant past, they would have fucked off their anger
together, but not today.  

        
“Oh, I would turn you out in a heartbeat,” he took great
pleasure saying so. “But if you really want to stay… all you have to do
is go down on whoever I choose and spend a night with the winner of my
poker game.” 

        
“I thought you had Daniela to play
your games,” Jessica came back tersely.  

        
“I do. But Daniela needs a little
breather, poor dear. I don’t want to take her too far too fast… in
fact, I’m thinking of keeping her for myself for now. You, however, you
are expendable to me. Your presence in this house has become a problem.
And I figure that if I have to live with it, I’ll get something from it
for myself.”  

        
He smiled with cunning ferocity designed to make her blood boil.
 

        
Which it did.  

        
“I cannot believe that you would stoop so low as this,” she
said.  

        
“And I can’t believe that my wife would become the raunchiest
slut in this county,” said as if her recent behavior gravely offended
him. 

        
“So, when is this poker game?” she asked.  

        
“Friday.” 

        
She nodded, but agreed to nothing.  

        
“I have things to do, Miles.” This was all she could manage and
still keep her poise. That said, she left the den, still in shock, her
mind working its way around a situation that only complicated her life
further.  

        
  

 ***


  


 Billy Cudahy
had been eyeing Daniela ever since she
arrived at the old house. Pretty thing. Dark eyes. Dark skin. Mystery.
And that sexy nose ring. Made his dick hard. And all of a sudden she’s
running from the big house toward him. No one else was around, but
Wade; the rest had cleaned up and left for the night.  

        
The girl came running so fast, he had to stop her before she
stumbled over her feet. 

        
“Hey, darling, you shouldn’t be running out here, there are too
many rusty nails to trip on.” 

        
He had his arm around her waist, halting her fleeing form just
that fast, now out of breath, flushed and flustered. She tried to pull
away, but he was moving her to the barn beyond, fifty feet beyond the
sunroom. 

        
She wrenched hard against him, shocked and disgusted by this
roving hands. “Please, I have to go back!” 

        
“I’m not going to hurt you, girl. I like you too much for that.
Had my eye on you since you arrived.” 

        
Her eyes were wide and kind of bugged out. She had no idea what
to do. Billy Cudahy had had his eye on her? 

        
“Besides, that old man in there can’t give you what I can.”


        
He kissed her cheek, pulling her into him a little closer.
Already, he could feel her resistance weakening.  

        
 Daniela’s heart beat fast.
Excited. Thrilled. But oh, so very afraid. She couldn’t deny that she
loved looking at Billy Cudahy’s muscled chest, bared and tanned by the
sun to a beautiful bronze. Ruby thought he was the hottest man-flesh in
the county. Daniela had laughed at the
woman’s schoolgirl lust but she had to agree that Billy was awfully
hot.  

        
“I really shouldn’t.” She found herself giggling, trying one
more time to extricate herself from his powerful grasp. Such muscles!
Enough to make her melt.  

        
“And why not? You’re over eighteen, aren’t you?” 

        
“Yes.” 

        
“And you’re not attached to anyone.” 

        
“Well…” 

        
“C’mon. Mr. Hitchcock doesn’t count. He’s a prick anyway.”


        
At the moment, she had to agree. Her gut still burned with anger
as the picture of Jessica and Miles returned to her mind, the master’s
hand all over the blonde’s pretty behind. Daniela
could feel her anger between her thighs in the dark pulse and the
steamy desire boiling over like water in a teakettle.  

        
Billy kissed her again, this time on the mouth, while his hand
dropped to her bottom just as the cool air of the expansive barn hit
them. Safe inside now and out of sight.  

        
 Daniela was suddenly hot to fuck.
Just fuck. Just feel the pulse of an erection in her cunt, and nothing
else. No spanking, no anal stuff, nothing but sex, raw sex. Her revenge
on a master who’d deceived her, who’d ravaged her fragile heart.


        
“You can’t force me to use my mouth, cause I won’t,” she
suddenly declared, wrenching herself from Billy just enough for him to
know how serious she was. But he closed in on her again, his beautiful
muscles holding her with a fiery intensity that was too much for her to
resist. “Fine with me, darling.” 

        
 Daniela stared down, seeing
Billy’s slim jean-clad hips coming on to her hot snatch.  

        
But then a sudden noise made her pull back again. They heard
footsteps behind them and turned to see Wade standing in the doorway.


        
“What you got there?” Wade said, winking at his friend. 


        
“Jus Mistah Hitchcock’s pretty
maid,” Billy drawled. His hands were all over her body now, firing up
the maid’s yielding flesh.  

        
“Care if I watch?” Wade asked.  

        
“Hey, you can take her after I’m done.” 

        
 Daniela blushed, but she liked the
way they talked nasty. Guys nearly her age, wanting her. She wanted
them as much. This lust was easy and uncomplicated, nothing like the
twisted schemes in Mile Hitchcock’s demented mind. 

        
Soon enough, Billy had her in the hay, pinned down with the
skirt of her black uniform up to her waist, her panties pulled aside
and her wet pussy luring him with the promise of a rousing screw.


        
“Humm…you are fine in here,” he
said, fingering the wet slit.   

        
“Ooo, yes,” she seethed beautifully,
twisting against his probing finger.  

        
He clung to her hands, laid submissively in the hay above her
head, as he dislodged his cock from his jeans, then pressed himself
against her, with his organ shoving its way deep into the maid’s sweet
snatch.  

        
“Oooo, yeah,” she seethed in heated
delight, as Billy’s erection swelled inside her. 

        
All the while, Wade stood over them, stroking his erection. Daniela could see him there, see his hand on his
pink dick. Her mouth watered.  

        
When Billy shoved harder, Daniela’s
eyes lost focus and everything centered now on that hungering place
between her legs where a powerful orgasm was building fast.  

         
She’d show him, she would! She’d come dripping into the
house and let him see that she’d been used hard and she loved it! Let
him get off with his wife. She could do better. She’d run off with
Billy…   become Billy’s slut.   

        
Harder, harder he drove into the velvety furrow… Billy pulled
her hair and attacked her mouth with his. His one hand mauled a plump
tit, while his other continued to clutch her hands in his, Daniela moaning… but moaning not too loudly –
she couldn’t risk being found fucking the sexy carpenter. Her erotic
reply got stronger; her orgasm grabbing her hard, shaking her,
destroying everything but the feel of Billy’s pulsing, coming erection.
 

        
His cry was a deep and guttural moan while the last shot of the
throbbing penis went straight to her womb. The tumescent organ made Daniela’s entire insides explode.  

        
Lost in the throes of her own orgasmic ride, Daniela reached out and grasped at Billy’s body,
her eyes closed tightly; she was consumed by the savagery. When she
opened her eyes again, it wasn’t Billy fucking her but Wade. She’d been
barely aware that they’d changed places. The smaller, wiry Wade used
her with the same determined force as Billy did, and she fucked him
back with the same eager desire. Coming again, her hole pulsed, muscles
squeezing, her hands clawing at Wade’s
back like a wild woman. She might have clawed him bloody if he hadn’t
been wearing his shirt.  

        
When Wade pulled off of her, both men stared down at Daniela who lay meekly in the hay. She looked up
smiling and pleased. Revenge was so sweet. 

        
“You know, girl, the old man should really let you out more,”
Billy was telling her.  

        
“Well, I betcha I can arrange
that,” she smiled. Her Slavic accent seemed to disappear as she
deliberately mimicked the sound of Jessica’s southern drawl. 

        
For a while afterwards, the three sat in the hay, Billy smoking
a joint and passing it back and forth to Wade.  

        
“Maybe I will come out more. To see you,” Daniela
said. 

        
“Yeah, that would be just fine,” Billy said. “And maybe we could
sneak inside and fuck in one of those fancy bedrooms… huh?” 

        
 Daniela shrunk back. “No, no, you
couldn’t do that; they’d know.” 

        
“You think so, huh?” 

        
“It’s not a good idea, I swear.” Her heart was suddenly beating
so fast with worry she was afraid it would explode. Maybe it was time
to leave. 

        
She started to rise, but Billy pulled her back to the hay. 


        
“So, there’s lots of nice things inside the house?” he wondered
as he took another drag of the joint. 

        
“Oh, yes. It’s gorgeous inside. Lots of pretty breakable things.
I have to be careful. Really careful when I’m working not to damage
anything.” 

        
“Bet you are careful. Bet you are. I’ll bet there’s so much
stuff in that house, that they can’t keep track of it.” 

        
 Daniela shrugged. 

        
“You know, I’m thinking that maybe we oughta
spread the wealth around, huh?” Billy’s eyes lit with a devious glow as
he looked at Wade, winking.  

        
 Daniela didn’t know what that
meant and looked at Billy puzzled. Then she watched concerned as the
two men exchanged glances.  

        
“What Billy means is,” Wade started in, speaking slow and
carefully, “since the old man wouldn’t like knowing that his pretty
maid is fucking without his permission, well, we jus might need, you
know, for you to help us keep this little threesome to ourselves.” 
 

        
Her face went pale.  

        
“I mean, you could sweeten the pot here… give us a little
something for our silence.” 

        
Her eyes went wide as saucers in shock. 

        
“Don’t tell me you never stolen anything,” Billy said. 

        
“No, no,” she shook her head in horror. 

        
“Sure you have. A girl like you.” 

        
“No! No! I don’t steal, especially from Mr. Hitchcock. I
couldn’t. I just couldn’t.” 

        
“Sure you could. We’ll even split the take, once we sell the
stuff. He don’t give you any money, I’ll bet.” 

        
No, he hadn’t. It never even crossed her mind until now that for
all her work both in and out of bed, she hadn’t seen one cent. There
was something about an account in her name, but that meant little to
her.  

        
“But steal from him? No! Never!” She was all flustered now,
backing away and rising to her feet, plucking straw from her clothes. 


        
The boys just laughed.  

        
“You find us something,” Billy said. “Some little trinket in
appreciation for our discretion, and we’ll keep our mouths shut. He’ll
never know about today. Just something expensive, a few things maybe.
Heck, he’ll never miss the stuff.” 

        
“I wouldn’t be so sure.”  

        
“Aw. A cunning girl like you, makes it all the way here from
some badass foreign country, and you can’t
slip a little something in your apron pockets behind his back?” 

        
“What if I don’t steal something?” Daniela
wondered aloud. She’d backed herself into one the barn posts, feeling
as if she’d been pinned there.   

        
Billy shrugged and looked at Wade. 

        
“Well, I suppose we’ll have to tell Mr. Hitchcock what a naughty
brat you are. Coming on to us, wiggling that little fanny, that cute
cunt…” 

        
  “I didn’t do that!” 

        
“Course you did. Once you got in this barn, you wanted us bad,
you took us both like some trampy street
slut.” 

        
“You can’t, please, you can’t!” She moved around them setting
off toward the barn door.  

        
“Tomorrow,” Billy called after her. “We want the payment
tomorrow by   noon
 , you got that?” 

        
She turned abruptly. “I can’t do that. It’s impossible. I work
for him all morning. There wouldn’t be time.” 

        
“Okay, then, how about you take a little breather, say around 
 four o’clock 
 in the afternoon? That better? While the old man is having his
siesta.” 

        
“I don’t know.” She felt faint with worry.  

        
“Oh, you’d better know. You’d better be here,” Billy warned.


        
“Why are you doing this?” Her voice rose with her emotions, her
face now screwed up and miserable.  

        
“Cause Mr. Miles Covington Hitchcock is a prick,” Billy crooned,
his dark anger surfacing fast. Daniela
stepped back closer to the barn door, frightened. “He pays us jack shit
and it’s about time we got something outta
this deal better than we’ve had so far.” 

        
“I could give you sex,” she rushed on. 

        
Billy snickered. “Sure you could. And you’re damn good at it.
But that’s not gonna pay my rent. I can
get pussy any old time I want. No. You find something valuable enough
to keep our lips shut, and we’ll be happy.” 

        
 Daniela stared at the man’s brutal
face, more afraid now than she’d been in days.  


        
Trapped. Deceived. Betrayed. Not a soul on this side of the
ocean or the other who cared, who truly cared.  

        
Her gut felt tight… about to wretch. Turning again, she fled the
barn, running all the way back to the house; and slipping in the door,
she stopped right there with her back pinned to the wood and didn’t
move. 

        
Ruby found her there, some minutes later, numb, her spirit
beaten.  

        
“What’s gotten in to you?” She gave Daniela’s
hand a jerk.  

        
“I-I don’t know.” She shook her head. “I think I need to lie
down.” 

        
“Yeah, you go do that. I’ll call you when it’s time to make
dinner.” 

  








 Journal Entry 

        
Oh dear God! My life is falling to pieces now. Everything is
destroyed… I have no idea what to do. These men pull me left and right
demanding things I cannot, should not be giving anyone. I’m stuck in
the middle and so afraid. So afraid that my master will know what I
have done.  







   Chapter
Fourteen      


  


 Harry slipped
into Jessica’s room about   two
a.m.  , first appraising her from the
doorway, then on moving closer, he ripped off his jeans and t-shirt and
climbed in bed, combing her naked body with his hands. Like a beast let
out of a cage, his fiery temperament exploded over her flesh; that
sweet-smelling, raw flesh warmly inviting his mauling hands to shape it
according to his desires.  

        
She gasped, coming out of a dead sleep quickly.  

        
“What!” Trying to sit up and failing.  

        
“Shush…” he covered her mouth, as if they might be heard. 


        
Then he covered her mouth with his lips, pressing his tongue
inside and letting it dance not so gracefully, although the erotic
intent of it produced the desired effect.  

        
She started to move luridly against him, her body instantly
aflame. A mysterious force, like a ghost or a demon writhed on her bed
with her, Harry, of course, Harry. Her conscious mind suddenly
responded to his attack, while her intuitive body knew all along what
besieged her now with such ferocity of spirit.  

        
He nestled his erection deeply into her vagina, until the head
hit the cervix and she felt the ensuing pain arousing her slowly back
to life. Her cunt remembered being brutalized in the shed, and pitched
forward now, as if the movement might bring back that terrible,
wonderful ache. The ache had remained for days as a reminder of the
agreement she’d made with Harry… 

        
As if he owned her.  

        
Well… didn’t he now? 

        
He moved fitfully inside her, half fucking, half taunting, then
he pulled out, much to her dismay. 

        
“Oh, please Harry, stay…” she murmured.  

        
“You want me back?” 

        
“Yes, I want you back!” 

        
“Then open your legs, wide real wide. Keep them wide.” 

        
“But why?” she said, still in the midst of a vague dreamland.


        
“Punishment,” his simple explanation.  

        
With Jessica’s legs spread, Harry began to slap her there, in
that plush center, on the tender skin, with his hand at first, then a
slat he’d brought with him. The force of his strikes unnerved her, and
she automatically closed her legs.  

        
“You do that again, I’ll tie them down,” he warned in his gruff,
gravelly voice. 

        
She tried hard to obey, letting her body go limp, and her legs
open like a supplicant’s hands in prayer. She freed her mind from
escape and rebellion, and focused on the punishment. What she earned
for being so very bad. He was right to punish her… this was what she
wanted and what only Harry could give her because he understood that
want. 

        
He punished her again to make her suffer for her crimes. But the
more she felt Harry’s hand and that miserable tool deliver the blows,
the more the pain transformed and her endorphins kicked off with the
promise of something quite wonderful about to break free. 

        
Sensing this, Harry always, always, managed to drive her
back into the pain with an especially hard blow from the slat. Jerked
out of her sub-space stupor, she suffered until he used his hand again
and the spanking became more manageable. When he pulled a leather strap
from his pocket and began flailing her exposed crotch, the strikes
nearly drove her mad. His aim was erratic and the pace unpredictable,
so her body couldn’t adjust and the pleasure escaped her once again. 


        
She begged him, ‘please, please, please,’ not
knowing if she meant him to go on or stop.  

        
“Please what, Jess?” he asked. “Harder, you want it harder?”


        
He didn’t give her time to answer, but struck harder. Her hands
were now above her head, as if he’d tied them there. Her lips were open
in a silent scream. And her pussy thrashed back and forth, agitated and
hurt, although the hunger for this still remained, and she took more
and more pain in response to the please, please, please… that
echoed through the room.  

        
“Oh, God, I can’t stand it anymore!” she finally yelled. Her
body listed violently to the side, so that her hips caught the brunt of
his attack from the stinging leather thong. She jerked back, hating
that sting more.  

        
She turned and Harry stroked her face. He’d stopped hurting her,
and kindly brushed back her hair with his awkward hand, like this was
the first time he ever touched a woman so tenderly.  

        
“You got sins to pay for,” he said. His way of explaining, his
excuse for hurting her. 

        
“I know.” How could she not agree? Sin clung to her like thorny
vines. Could she ever pay for her depravity? It wasn’t just the one
night at Toady’s she needed to atone for, but a lifetime of spent
lovers cast off in wakes behind her, as she carelessly moved on to
seduce another prey, yet another man she’d leave hungering for her
beauty and the bliss found in her sexual prowess. 

        
“You know I love this, Jess,” Harry murmured. 

        
“I know.” 

        
He slapped her splayed pussy only now and again, easing off with
the tempest quelled in them both. They were still treading water in an
ocean of troubling emotions; they needed to talk, to clear the air. 


        
“Does your pussy hurt?” 

        
“Yes, Harry.” 

        
“As much as when you were on the rail?” 

        
“No, that’s the worst, the worst ever.” 

        
“Then I’ll take you back to that. Punish you an hour a day. Make
you suffer. I want to make you suffer… ” the grumbling sentiment came
from deep within his wounded soul. 

        
He was so close to her, so inside her space that every stray
thought was taken up by him. Like being cradled in the womb before her
birth, at the same time being born with excruciating pain surrounding
her the entire way to freedom.  

        
“Harry, you won’t go easy on me, will you?” 

        
“That’s a stupid question.” 

        
“I have to be sure.”       


        
“Long as you want to be beaten, long as you’re at my beck and
call, I’ll be your rapist in the dark, your worst nightmare, your best
friend. The pretty blonde bitch is going to be my personal whore.”


        
“Oh, God Harry, yes, that’s what I need.” Energy building in her
body, the need to climax made her writhe more fitfully now. Harry began
abusing her nipples by squeezing them, then leaning in and biting them
until she had to scream. He pinched her clit and she almost howled. 


        
But for reasons she could never understand, the pussy spanking
and the tortured nipples were enough for him that night. He stopped
abruptly. Then leaving her thirsting for more, he bound her hands
together, and tied them off to the headboard of her bed. He tied her
feet to the baseboard – there’d be no turning over now. No coming. Not
even a hard fuck to leave her gasping for breath. 

        
Harry left her helpless. Once outside the house and in his
truck, he gunned the engine so she’d know that he was gone, leaving her
powerless and prayerful all night, awaiting his return.  

        
More than ever she needed the man she’d brushed off, denied and
ran from … how many years had it been now? She’d lost count. The hard
edges of his war torn psyche had hardly softened in the years since
that first torrid night of sex. Sex in the woods. Tied against a tree.
In the ass. Bruised and beleaguered, she’d survived feeling flushed and
satisfied. He’d left her alone against that miserable tree, so she’d
walked out of the woods naked, down the road a mile to his yard, and up
the stairs of the cabin, collapsing in his arms, on his lap.  

        
So vanquished. So sweetly wounded. So real. So everything she
needed. 

        
But she didn’t need it enough to stay. It wasn’t the money he
gave her… it was never about that silly five-hundred dollars… 

        
A day later, she fled from the idea of loving Harry Sontag. She avoided his calls, and brushed him
off coldly, expecting that he’d always be following her like a lost
puppy, like all the other men who tagged along behind her. He’d always
be there when she needed him, her naïve arrogance concluded.  

        
But she was wrong about that, like she was wrong about many
things and many men. He quit trying to have her, ignoring her as much
as she ignored him. He was better at dismissing people than she’d ever
be. This would always bother her: that Harry could reject her faster
and easier than she could reject him. He championed the game of
abandonment; played like a pro. 

        
Now this. There were starting over, starting fresh, as if those
painful times had finally been forgotten and they were ready to try
again. 

        
A long night of worry would follow. Of course, Harry would
return to her. She could count on that. But there was Miles. Miles
threatening her with the loss of her beloved rooms in this old
plantation house. Her house. Her house! 

        
To satisfy her husband she’d be forced to betray Harry. Could
she do that now? After these last few days of sin and punishment? Of
Harry devoting himself to her? 

        
The question was enough to consume the remaining hours of the
night until eventually the new day brought Harry back to free her. 








   Chapter
Fifteen      


  


 It was
several days later before Ruby brought up her suspicions about the maid
Daniela to the master of the house. After
all, she loved the girl and didn’t want to believe what her eyes
reported. But those suspicious wouldn’t go away; they’d been burning in
her gut, ignored but never forgotten. For a time, she hoped the worst
case scenario wasn’t true. But then the girl gave her more ammunition
in more suspicious behavior. She had to say something… she had to. 


        
The afternoon that Ruby finally made up her mind to tell Miles
what she knew, he was crossing through the foyer just as she’d bent
over to gather the mail. She turned about, and called to him, “Sir!”


        
He stopped and turned around.  

        
“Something you need, Ruby?” he said.  

        
“No, there’s something I need to tell you.” She spilled her
story, detailing the items she found missing throughout the house and
her suspicions about the girl. Finished, Ruby stood back and waited for
Miles to react.  

        
“You really think it’s Daniela?” he
asked.  

        
Ruby could see the worry lines on his handsome face grow deeper
the harder he thought. “I hate to think that she would do such a
thing,” she answered. “She’s such a sweet girl. But then, those antique
silver spoons couldn’t run off by themselves. I’ve looked everywhere,
sir. The truth is, I counted them just the other day when I cleaned
them. And the other things missing …all from rooms she regularly dusts.
This points to some terrible scheme.” 

        
“You don’t suppose we have a cunning thief roaming the house,
someone we’re not aware of?” He tried another explanation.  

        
“Well, I’d think that myself, if I hadn’t seen the girl
all jittery. She’s been a nervous Nelly, jumpy. And then I saw her with
Billy Cudahy and that friend of his, Wade. I don’t like that one, at
all. Those boys are up to no good. And there was Daniela
looking all around, scared. I don’t think she had any idea how guilty
she looked. But it was hard to miss, hard not to put two and two
together. Know what I’m saying?” Ruby’s big broad face peered upward.
“I’d say we have a thief, maybe a thief who’s being coerced, or maybe
it was her plan all along to rip you off.” 

        
Miles nodded, his brow still knit with worry. “Thank you, Ruby.
I’ll take up the investigation from here and get to the truth.” He
tried smiling, but the effort looked weak and pained.  

  


 ***


        
  

 The face off
between Daniela and her master was not so
simple a conversation. He brought her into his den where he sat like
the lord of the manor in his favorite chair, and she stood before him,
looking guilty before he even said a word.  

        
When the girl shuddered at the accusations, he knew the truth
without probing further. 

        
“You stole my things and gave them to those boys?” He could
barely contain his rage. His eyes flashed and he had to hold back from
slapping her face, attacking her with the forceful temper that
threatened to consume him.  

        
“I’m so sorry.” The maid fell sobbing to her knees at his feet,
clinging to him in desperation. 

        
“Why, Daniela, why?” He was
suddenly moved to be compassionate – up to a point. “The money, was it
the money?” 

        
“Oh, sir, they told me I had to,” she spit out through her
tears.  

        
“Who?” 

        
“Billy. Wade.” 

        
“Had to, why?” 

        
She looked up, more miserable than ever. “They’d tell you if I
didn’t steal for them.” 

        
“Tell me what?” With his impatience growing, he yanked the girl
to her feet and stood up himself, looking down, directly into her
gloomy eyes.  

        
“How I… I…” she stopped, his glare silenced the rest of her
explanation.  

        
“What? What was it? What did they have on you?” His look
penetrated her clothes, her flesh, her bones and blood, moving to that
place of intuitive truth. “I see.” He nodded meanly, scowling. “You
fucked them, didn’t you?” He bit off the words and shoved her away,
hard enough that she fell against the chair, stumbling almost to the
floor, then righting herself. “You whore! You conniving slut! This is
what you came here for, isn’t it? Make a place in the home of a wealthy
man, then steal from him…” 

        
“No, sir!”  

        
“Out! Out of my house!” He pointed toward the main door in the
foyer. “Out!” 

        
“Oh, no, please, sir, I’ll make it up to you. I was wrong,
terribly wrong, I swear. I know that now. I’m so so
sorry. I never should have…” 

        
“Go!” he ordered louder now. Taking her by the arm, he flung her
toward the foyer door, then followed close on her heels to the front of
the house, opening the great oak door and shoving her outside. “You can
wait there on the stoop. I’ll have Ruby bring your things. You’ll
change out of that dress and leave it there. I’ll be contacting
immigration in the morning, so you’d better lay low somewhere, or
they’ll be shipping you back to   
Slovenia   …
either that or put you in jail. You’re a thief, a common thief… not to
mention a whore.” 

        
He slammed the door in her face before she could offer up
another plea. 

  


 ***


        
  

 No matter how
she moved, Jessica could feel his heat, his fire on her body. His
hands. His body. His awkward touch.  

        
She tidied the bedroom and made her bed, remembering the night,
the hard punishment, and in the morning his typically brusque behavior
when he untied her. He kissed her once and then left again. Afterward,
she sat at her writing table staring out at the day for nearly an hour
trying to understand what had taken place.  

        
Harry was beyond understanding. But then, maybe her own twisted
values and twisted desires were just as hard to understand. They were
quite a pair. For now, she’d forget him and go on with her life, while
waiting for his return, or his summons.  

        
The sudden hard knocking on the first floor door shook her from
her reverie and Jessica almost jumped a foot in her chair. Fearing
something horrible, she raced down her stairs and opened the door on
the forlorn little beauty who’d been gracing Miles’ main house these
last few weeks. Jessica hardly recognized her at first, dressed in some
hip street clothes, a backpack slung over her shoulder. While the day
was in the mid 80s, the girl shivered as if she’d come floating in on
an iceberg. 

        
“What’s this—?” Jessica started.        
 

        
“He threw me out,” the girl said, in tears. 

        
Jessica raised her brows. “He did? How’s that?” 

        
The despondent maid started sobbing, coughing, almost choking as
she told her tale of woe, of over hearing just one half of
Jessica’s conversation with her husband, of running out and fucking two
riffraff carpenters, of blackmail and the theft of some useless
baubles, and of her confrontation with her angry master. No longer her
master now… he’d sent her packing.  

        
“Please, can you help me?” was her last tear-soaked refrain. The
one that Jessica was currently considering. 

        
“I have no idea if I can help you, Daniela.”
She chuckled darkly. “How ironic it is… that you failed to watch Miles
and me long enough when you spied on our conversation. What you didn’t
see is how much the man loathes me. He was simply buttering me up so he
could spring his latest trap. He has quite a plan to use me, to have me
serve at one of his poker parties. I’m sure you know what that means.
But I doubt he’ll be as kind or comforting to me as he was with you.
It’s his own form of blackmail. You should have stayed a few more
minutes and you would have learned that you have nothing to fear from
me.” 

        
The poor girl looked white as a sheet. “Oh, God, I’m so sorry.”


        
Jessica stepped back into the vestibule and motioned the girl to
follow. They sat together on an antique cedar chest that fit snuggly
into the corner. The small space enfolded around them like a cocoon,
with a small slit of light from the window lighting their exchange. 


        
“Daniela, you have nothing to do
with Miles’ hatred of me, Jessica explained. “That started a long time
back and it’s not important how Covey and I got to this point.” She
sighed while thinking of the past, then immediately returned to the
luckless girl. “But then, there’s you. What to do with you.” 

        
“I don’t want to leave here. I feel so terrible. I was so wrong
to have run away, to have let Billy and Wade use me. If there is any
way I can remain here with him… no matter how hard he punishes me.”


        
“My, you’re more of a masochist than I imagined,” Jessica mused.
“I never realized how much you and I are alike until now.” 

        
 Daniela’s dark eyes remained on
her, intent and demanding.      

        
“Why don’t you come upstairs, stay here until we figure out
where you should go.” 

        
“Then you will go to him, explain to him?” She looked up
hopefully. 

        
“Yes, yes. I’ll give it a try, dear. I’m not saying I’ll get
very far. He’s had no reason to do me any favors. But maybe… maybe
he’ll have calmed down enough by now to reason with.” 

        
Relief washed across the girl’s puffy face as she shrugged her
backpack off her shoulder and Jessica gave her a warm hug.  

        
“You really love him, don’t you?” Jessica said. 

        
“Yes, ma’am…yes, I do. I must.” 

        
“But you don’t know why?” Jessica laughed, as she rose to her
feet. “I understand that, too. Let’s go upstairs and find a place for
you to settle.” 

  


 ***


  


 Later in the
afternoon, Jessica found Miles clipping roses by the greenhouse. He was
dressed in old khakis and a faded denim shirt, and to her eyes, looked
rather sexy. It had been such a long time since she saw him in a sexual
way, and she felt uncomfortable with the thought. But then, perhaps it
was just as well, considering her reason for seeking him out. To come
at him with the usual sarcasm would hardly serve her purpose. 

        
She floated toward him wearing a diaphanous floral sundress and
a broad-brimmed straw hat to shield her eyes. Miles always loved her in
sundresses – he thought them quaint and submissive looking, the perfect
attire for women who knew their place.  

        
“You do so well with roses, darling. I never could.” 

        
He kept working and didn’t look up.  

        
“Yellow has always been my favorite. What’s this one called?” 


        
She stooped over sniffing the sweet fragrance, waiting for him
to speak. Still no reply.  

        
“All right. I guess you’re not interested in small talk.”


        
“When have I ever been?” he finally looked up from his work with
a blistering gaze. 

        
He sounded more like Harry than Miles. She could remember plenty
of times when his small talk filled awkward gaps.  

        
“Covey, we need to talk.”  

        
“Oh, well, you’ve decided to play my game?” 

        
“What I’m here for has nothing to do with that.” 

        
He frowned. “What then?” 

        
“It’s Daniela.” 

        
Now, apparently stunned, she noticed him flinch. “You mean the
thief?” 

        
“Do you have any idea where she is?” 

        
“No, and I don’t care.” 

        
“I don’t believe that,” she came right back.  

        
He shrugged and returned to his pruning. 

        
“You need to take her back. Punish her if you will, but take her
back.” 

        
He stood upright and peered down his nose. “Why the hell would I
do that?” 

        
“Because she loves you, Covey.” 

        
He laughed in her face.  

        
“She does.” 

        
“What? She tell you that? She come to you with some sob story?”


        
“Yes, she was sobbing. For good reason. You’ve been brutal with
her. Harder on her than any other maid you’ve ever trained.” 

        
“As if you would know.” 

        
“I do know your methods, thank you. First hand.” 

        
“I train the bitch so she can turn around and rob me? Which
tells me exactly why she was here in the first place. This is the last
time I import a mail-order maid. ” 

        
“Robs you of what? Maybe a $100 worth of old silver?” 

        
“The value isn’t the point. And they were antiques.” 

        
“She was being blackmailed, Covey. Certainly, you understand
that, since you’re so adept in the art. She saw us kissing and freaked.
Did she tell you that part of her story? She got hooked by Billy and
Wade… the poor girl had no idea what to do. She’s not some trashy
little tramp you can bring in like a stray cat, then shove out the
door, the first time she claws. She’s got a tender and very mixed up
soul. All she wants is someone who cares about her. She thought she had
that in you, and what to you do…” 

        
“I’m supposed to have some compassion for the little tart who
robbed me?” 

        
“Yes, you are. I’ll bet if we get down to the honest truth about
Daniela… you didn’t throw her out because
she stole from you… that was just a convenient excuse. I can see the
effect she has on you. And you’re too damn scared to have what you
really want. She’s it, exactly what you’ve always said you
wanted. You have her now, the luscious body, the sweet innocence of
youth, her natural capacity for submission. But you can’t handle it.”


        
“She stole from me, Jessica!” 

        
“Then punish her. That’s what she wants. You love punishing
sweet young things, hard and nasty. I get that she’ll take quite a
beating and love every second.” 

        
His faced flushed red.  

        
“Or are you too scared? Hum? Too afraid that she’s under your
skin and you’ll lose control?” 

        
“Don’t you psychoanalyze me, Jessica.” 

        
“I don’t think it takes analysis to make these conclusions. Take
her back, Miles, she belongs here. You have a responsibility to her;
you brought her here and you want her. Quit being such a
stubborn ass. Open yourself up a little, be vulnerable. You need
her to be happy, or someone like her. But I doubt you’ll find a maid to
fit the bill any better than this one. For heaven’s sake, you’ve blown
out a couple dozen. When do you finally say it’s time to stop?” 

        
“Stop, Jessica.” 

        
She stopped, frozen in her place, waiting with hands on hips,
watching her enigmatic husband as he mulled the proposition. His eyes
smoldered with anger, which in a minute’s time was transforming into
something very different and diabolical. Jessica had seen the look
before and shivered.  

        
“I’ll tell you what,” he finally said. “I’ll take her back long
as you give yourself up to my poker friends tomorrow night as planned.
Or, had you forgotten it’s your day of decision?” 

        
“What? I’m making a plea to your better nature, your good sense,
your own true desire, and you’re asking me to offer my body up to your
houseful of brutish friends?” 

        
“Oh, don’t play holier than thou, Jessica. You’re just as damned
as I am. You’ll get a good deal for your efforts. You get to keep your
portion of the house and have your altruistic needs met. I’ll give the
girl another chance. You win on all counts. All you have to do is what
is so natural to you. Using your body to score your victories has
always been your means of survival. You’ll survive again. No one would
have any doubt.” 

        
She studied his face earnestly. He had no idea how difficult
this decision was for her this time. Not like other times. This time
she had more at stake then he ever knew.  







   Chapter
Sixteen      


  


 
Daniela   was serving drinks by the poker
table as the men were milling around. This was the same crowd that had
taken her so brutally the week before. She kept her eyes focused on the
tray and the floor, feeling painfully embarrassed about what she’d
revealed to these men. It was bad enough that her master made her wear
handcuffs as she served the drinks – he was treating her like the
common thief she was – but Fitch, the man who’d fucked her tits, was in
the room, looking at her with a gleam in his eyes that made her wither
inside. The others were just as bad, making sidelong glances, their
eyes brimming with anticipation.  

        
Then there was Jessica, moving into the room, as beautiful as
ever, wearing a pale blue robe embroidered with a delicate cascade of
flowers. The silky fabric shone in the mellow lighting making the woman
like a sensuous siren from a silent movie. She’d deliberately tied the
robe loosely, leaving her lacy underwear well within view whenever she
moved just so. Lace, the color of smoke, oddly enough looked more
sexual on Jessica than pure black.  

        
It was the first that Daniela had
seen of her savior since Jessica returned to her room and announced
that Miles was letting her back in the house and she’d better skedaddle. The maid wondered what the woman had
done to earn her this reprieve, although now she was certain that it
had very much to do with this night.  

        
Was she to suffer in her place? What had she done? Why? Why
should Jessica have to suffer for a lowly maid’s terrible mistake? 


        
None of this made sense.  

         
    Daniela 
 knew that she’d be suffering her own torment for some time,
weeks maybe, for her crime. She’d already been soundly paddled and was
suffering an aching ass from twenty cuts of the bamboo cane. The master
had been so cold. Not an ounce of kindness in him when he found her
waiting for him in his den, just as Jessica had told her to do. 


        
He’d immediately locked her wrists in handcuffs and sent her to
her room. She longed to explain herself, or at the very least apologize
from the heart for damaging their tenuous relationship, but he gave her
no opportunity for either.  

        
As Miles entered the game room, Daniela
watched him scrutinize the scene with great care. She trembled all over
in fear. Briefly, his gaze caught hers; there was nothing. Nothing. Not
even the lust that she’d become accustomed to. Had she really lost him?
Was there any way back? Or would she be better off if she left? 


        
The master’s eyes moved on and so did the maid’s. When she
chanced to look up next, she was staring at Jessica, the woman proud
and alluring, as she waited for the poker game to proceed. Jessica
would be the center of attention tonight, the one who was stripped and
fucked and used. With that understanding, an unexpected pang of envy
ripped through Daniela’s loins. Could it
possibly be that she wanted to be in the woman’s place? Wasn’t
it her rightful place as the master’s maid to suffer the
torture and sexual use on an occasion like this one?  

        
What kind of twisted thinking was this? she mused silently. It
wasn’t hard answering that question. It was just the kind of convoluted
thinking she’d been capable of many times since entering this strange
house.  

        
She hated Jessica for being so glamorous and captivating… so
very much in charge, even though her performance tonight had certainly
been coerced.  

        
Jessica surveyed the room quickly, recognizing many of the men…
Fitch was there, of course… she winced unhappily, although she’d never
let these feelings slip.  

        
She was shaved, creamed, perfumed and breeding the musky scent
of sexual allure from her crotch – this accomplished by driving her
sexual energy to a peak, masturbating in her room, then abruptly
dropping her hand just before she came. She wanted the men aroused by
her presence alone and seduced into quick fucks, nothing long, drawn
out and tedious, making an already difficult night into an unbearable
one. 

        
Poor Daniela, Jessica thought while
eyeing the handcuffed girl. She could see the maid watching her
jealously, as the girl made her rounds with the drinks. If Daniela paid attention, she’d learn something
that could work in her favor when she was on the spot again as her
master’s handpicked party girl.   

        
“Over here,” Jessica finally heard Miles call her, and she went
to his side, as if she were on a leash, still his dutiful wife and
subservient maid.  

        
“Take off the robe,” he ordered.  

        
All the room turned to watch. This was too easy, nothing so
simple would rattle her poise – at least not until Fitch started in. 


        
“Dammit, Jessie Huston. You’re still
the prettiest cunt in the county, and the wettest. They shoulda made a sport just for you in high school
– for cock-sucking, cunt wiggling little tarts like you.” 

        
Jessica turned her head, her blue eyes casting a smug glare in
Fitch’s direction before turning back to Miles.  

        
“Off with the underwear,” her husband added. 

        
“Oh, really, Miles … Is that necessary?” 

        
“I could cut it,” he said as he pulled her robe aside showing
off the smoky lingerie. 

        
“I just thought I’d be….” 

        
“What? More seductive?” he said. “Honey, nothing is as seductive
as your pretty ass open and ready.” His voice darkened as he added
curtly. “Take it all off for me now.” 

        
Breathing deeply, Jessica shed the robe and began removing the
bustier, the stockings and her panties… All her pretty things gone.
What a waste.  

        
“Now over the horse, straddle it like you used to do for me,
darling,” he purred his next command. 

        
On cue, two men moved into the corner where the odd apparatus
made its home, and pulled it into the center of the room into a
prominent spot between the poker and pool tables.  

        
Jessica took one look at the dreadful thing, memories returning
like old stains, then she looked back at her husband, pinning him to
the wall with renewed hate.  

        
“You didn’t tell me you changed the game.” 

        
“Oh, didn’t I now?” he mocked. “Hum. Would it have made any
difference?” 

        
Of course not.  

        
Instead of being suspended the way Daniela
had been two weeks before and her sensuous clothes removed piece by
piece during the course of the card game, the naked Jessica mounted the
waist high, leather-padded horse as it was called, for a far different
experience in humiliation. Her legs straddled the thick bolster, making
it impossible for her to look ladylike in the upturned position, her
ass raised high and spread, while her pretty head was lowered on the
other side almost out of sight. There was a bar below to hang on to and
plenty of straps to secure her torso and limbs, making it impossible to
move.  

        
The device was as crude and demeaning a sentence as Miles could
mete out. There were only two purposes for the pose Jessica was forced
to take: punishment and fucking… ass or cunt, the man in question could
take his pick since both holes were available.  


        
The poker game began and rounds were won. Each time there was a
victor, the winner had his choice of punishment devices, paddles,
canes, floggers, birch branches, and plenty of other snapping, slapping
devices of torture that Miles supplied for his eager guests, stored in
his open cabinet of painful horrors. Jessica’s ass took a harrowing
beating, while she suffered the pain stoically, making every effort to
draw inside her body and discover something erotic in the beastly
scene. For quite a while, it seemed that the only bright spots were
when the men went back to their game for long stretches of the long
evening. Then her body would relax and she could breathe more deeply.
She could hope that her physical arousal might engage making the next
round of punishment easier to take.  

        
During one such lull, Jessica found Daniela
looking fixedly at her submissively prone body. Did she like seeing
another woman’s ass get beat? Or was she jealous still? Did she want to
take her place? Jessica would have gladly given it up to the girl, but
of course that was not going to happen. Miles was at his best this
night, punishing both the women in his life, in the most demeaning ways
he could devise. 

        
While the handcuffed Daniela
squirmed with envy, Jessica’s ass got beat almost bloody. Did the
blonde bombshell like the result? That’s a matter of some debate. The
men could never tell for sure; there were plenty of unpleasant moaning
sounds, jerks and fitful starts for them to assume that the punishment
really made her suffer. Truth was, the masochistic Jessica loves
sensation; hard beatings only stimulate her sexually, and considering
what more she had to face that night, once she got used to the high
level of intensity, she was glad for every hard smack, angry cut of the
cane and unnerving lash that was laid against her poor ass. Her body
would be ripe for the finale, whatever that turned out to be. By the
time this abuse was over she’d badly need some kind of sexual release.


        
Jessica had been telling herself all night, ‘Anyone but Fitch…
Please, anyone but Fitch.’ Her history with the flippant scoundrel was
not a pleasant one. 

        
But, as the old saying goes…what you fear shall come upon you…
it wasn’t any surprise to hear through the backslapping, guffawing,
cajoling noise of the men finishing their poker game that Fitch was the
big winner.  

        
Anyone but Fitch.  

        
But of course, it was Fitch who untied her from the horse and
pulled her staggering to her feet. She looked him in the eye, giving
nothing away. Not disgust, not anger, not the revulsion nurtured by
years of testy run-ins with the man. Instead, she looked positively
radiant, warming to his frightfully lewd expression, her lovely
nakedness transmitting sex to everyone in the room… most of all, to the
man who’d won her as his prize.   

        
Poor Daniela still shivering, still
handcuffed, watched in awe, as Fitch dragged Jessica away and the two
disappeared into an adjacent room that the maid had never been in
before. What happened there?  

        
The girl looked at the closed door with a bit of longing,
remembering now how the man had fucked her tits. It had been an amazing
day. All she could do now was imagine what was taking place, while the
rest of the room turned their attention to a game of pool. Daniela returned to serving drinks, with her
mind wandering to that room beyond… and her master, who took
part in the lively pool game while continuing to turn his cold shoulder
in her direction.  

        
Fitch unceremoniously threw Jessica to the bed, and looked down
at the beauty as he shed his clothes and smirked happily.  

        
“You didn’t want it to be me, did you?” 

        
“You’re right there,” she agreed. 

        
“So much for vows… ‘You’ll never lay another hand on me
again!’ Oh, you of all people should know… never say never,
Jessie. Here,” he threw a half filled beer bottle in her direction,
which she surprisingly caught in one hand with a bit of the beer
splashing out on her stomach, “fuck yourself with that.” 

        
She glared at the man stupefied.  

        
“Do it! Stick it in your hole, beer and all.” 

        
The long-necked bottle, the cool beer; she knew the effect and
just the thought of it was already making her woozy and her cunt warm.
You had to give the man one thing: he still knew how to seduce the
kinky responses from her yielding body. Having little choice but to
follow along, Jessica stuffed the smooth glass bottleneck into her
cunt, feeling the wickedness of the act do its job to arouse her more.
Across her clit and her g-spot within, the movement of the bottle was
subtle but effective. She tried not to look too happy about her
increasing arousal, but that was hard. Why did it have to be Fitch? she
wondered again while looking more eager, and more turned on than ever. 


        
As she pulled back on the bottle and gazed down at the results,
she hoped that Fitch wouldn’t notice how her juices were clinging to
the brown glass and making it easier to slide inside. Meanwhile, the
cool beer from the bottle splashed into her cunt. In minutes she’d be a
little drunk, that is, if the liquid worked the way liquor worked
inside her ass.  

        
Her mind soon checked out as if she’d downed ten beers; but this
delirium came on too fast to be from the alcohol. The feeling of
inebriation was natural to her while in a sexual state, and the
circumstance of her surrender was not all that new. An altered state
and a man who still aroused her, all the time in the world to get off –
what more could she want?  

        
But unlike other occasions, the answer to her question came too
quickly and with a pang of guilt. What more could she want? The answer
was obvious. Oh, she’d carry on as if the guilt didn’t matter. But deep
down, she knew otherwise. That Harry Sontag
was missing from the scene was rougher on her than the blows from
Miles’ paddles, canes and birches. It had been all he’d asked of her.
No other men. And look at her now. 

        
“You’re looking pretty hot, Jess.” Fitch’s eyes smoldered
darkly.  

        
He moved to the bed, hands on either side of her, his body
hovering over hers. She pushed the beer bottle into her cunt, then
pulled it out, then pushed it in again, rhythmically, letting it work
its magic, letting her arousal climb. Her own eyes fixated on the
dapper Fitch’s handsome features, letting go for the moment, all the
reasons she had to despise him, and heap shame on herself.  

        
“That’s it, baby, you just fuck yourself. You love it, don’t
you?” 

        
“Oh, you know I do!”  

        
Forgetting everything else, she was completely into the scene
now with the hated Fitch, the sleaze-ball Fitch spitting words into her
face, making her tell the truth. She was too tired to lie, and too
turned on to do anything else but perform for him. 

        
Then he backed off suddenly, saying, “Turn over.” 

        
Jessica turned over on her belly, handing the beer bottle back
to him, which, just as she expected him to do, he shoved into her
rectum. What was left of the beer drizzled into the channel, burning a
little, and yet, within just a few seconds time, her mind became more
sensually groggy than ever. 

        
Fitch fucked her with the thing for several minutes. It didn’t
slide too well, not enough lubricant, so he finally pulled the bottle
out and turned her over on her back.  

        
“You’re going to look at me, Jess,” he said, like this was
something profound. “You’re going to remember this night as long as you
live. The night your old pal Fitch laid his grimy hands all over you –
when you once swore that would never happen. The night he used you hard
in the ass, then left you wanting more.”  

        
He pulled her hips up and stuffed a pillow underneath them, so
the angle was right from the front side for screwing ass. Pussy
wouldn’t do, oh, not tonight. It was a bigger better assault to use her
ass – long as it had been offered to him, he wouldn’t turn it down. 


        
“Watch me, Jess. Don’t take your eyes off me. You do, I start
over, and you’ll be here all night. I want you to eat your words. I
want the mighty Jessica to see what little power she has now. I want
her to remember this night forever.” 

        
Jessica did as she was told, gazing with glassy eyes at the man
she’d vowed to hate. He taught her one thing: hate is subjective and it
can change on a whim.  

        
Relishing his moment of triumph, Fitch poured some lube along
her cleft, then entered her ass, not as slowly as she would have liked,
but it didn’t hurt all that much. The fire of lust rose in her belly
and her eyes darkened to a simmering hue. Her cunt rubbed against the
man’s groin as he fucked her ass, enough that her clit enjoyed the
sensuous titillation and her belly the jarring spasms. She humped him
hard to expand the feelings to a peak, then started to come
involuntarily. Her thrashing body soon had Fitch practically creaming
inside her bottom.  

        
“That’s it, baby, you come for me,” he seethed, under his breath.


        
Even as her climax died off, Fitch was still rutting, still
getting off, taking his time…slowing, glowering over her, as if it hurt
her to see him like this.  

        
“Oh, I don’t hate you, Fitch,” her sweet voice murmured in a
lazy Southern drawl, as the man’s tool kept working her hole, working
her hole. “You’re a real peach letting me come this way.” Her inner
muscles suddenly clenched again, deliberately, and this time he
couldn’t stop himself from coming. He lost concentration and spewed his
load, finally falling against her, pressing the length of himself along
the length of Jessica’s beautiful body.  

        
She even tousled his hair like a willing lover, taking a moment
to relish a man she once wanted – a time long past. 

        
She’d be happy if she never laid eyes on him again. But she’d be
damned if she let him think he conquered her. She could still control a
man far better than any man could control her.  







   Chapter
Seventeen     
 

  


 Jessica
Huston could still control a man far better than any man could control
her.   

        
Except one.  

        
When the Jag pulled up in the yard, Harry was sitting on his
front porch, looking as if he was waiting for her to appear. She hopped
from the car, scared out of her wits, but eager to get on with whatever
was going to happen. She strolled toward the porch, pretty as ever,
wearing a strapless pink dress that hugged her breasts, while the skirt
fit tightly to her shapely hips and bottom. “They say confession is
good for the soul,” she said. She could hardly say the words, but she
did need to start somewhere.  

        
“Something you need to confess?” Harry said, unruffled. 

        
“Yeah.” 

        
He laughed under his breath “I didn’t expect you to be faithful,
but I didn’t expect this so soon.” 

        
“Oh, but Harry, there is a good story behind it,” she sashayed
her way up the stairs, pulling in right next to his body. “If you’re
willing to listen.” She toyed playfully with his ear, then leaned down
and kissed his forehead. 

        
He shrugged “Sure, what else have I to do but listen to you
whine.” 

        
He got up from his chair and moved toward the front door. 


        
“Please, Harry, let’s stay out here,” she called after him. 


        
He eyed her, shrugging, then ambled back to this rocking chair
and sat down. There was only one chair on the porch, which meant that
Jessica had to stand or sit on the step.  

        
She waited, not believing how nervous she was. So much was at
stake. Maybe even Harry didn’t know that as he looked at her.  

        
Harry never waited patiently, so she knew that she had to begin
…  

        
To her surprise, however, Harry spoke before she could. “Say, I
got an invitation to a poker party… for last night.” 

        
“Really?” Her body instantly chilled. 

        
“Yeah. From my old pal Covington Hitchcock.” 

        
“Really?” 

        
“Yeah, really. Didn’t sound too interesting though so I stayed
home. Maybe I should have been there, huh?” 

        
She stepped back, more anxious than ever, then blurted out, “Oh,
if you’re going to throw me away, please do it now, Harry. Just send me
away. I’ll go.” 

        
“What? So you don’t have to suffer for breaking your promise?”


        
“Something like that,” she nodded, but she was desperate now.
“I’m pleading for mercy here.” 

        
He considered her silently, his eyes riveting her to the floor
boards. “You say it’s a good story?” 

        
“Oh my, yes, it is, Harry.” 

        
“Then tell me. Why did you do it?” 

        
She childishly bit her lip, perfect move for her. “The house.
Covey was going to throw me out.” 

        
He nodded. “And then you’d have had no place to go but here.
Ironic.” 

        
“I guess. But I wasn’t prepared to lose my home. Maybe I should
have,” she went on, feeling despondent now. He was so difficult to
read.  

        
“Anything else?” 

        
“Yes, sir. Daniela.” 

        
“Who?” 

        
“His maid. Miles’ new maid. He’d thrown her out, she’d gotten
coerced by some of the creeps around here into stealing valuables from
the house. Covey found out and threw her out. Poor girl, she deserved
another chance. For me, it was part of the deal. He’d take her back,
I’d keep the house, long as I played the prize in his poker game.” She
looked down. “I broke your rule, Harry. I broke my promise to you. I
told you I wouldn’t be with another man… and I was.” 

        
“Pretty obvious choice, huh? What else could Jessica do?” Oh,
how his sarcasm hurt. Then he smirked, “My question, why’d you bother
to show up, if you knew I’d ream your ass then order you off my
property?” 

        
“I love you, Harry,” she looked him right in the eye, spilling
her passion.  

        
He actually stopped rocking, the chair making only the slightest
squeak.  

        
“I do. I love you. I don’t know why. But that’s the truth. And
I’m not going to play around anymore. I’m giving it up. Giving up all
the boyfriends. And the house if I have to. I’ll never let Miles do
anything like that to me again, ever… I’ll move in here with you…”


        
“Hey, not so fast,” he stopped her quick. 

        
She waited, heart beating hard enough to hear inside her head.
The blood rushed to her temples. She gulped. Her throat was dry and
parched.  

        
He suddenly grabbed for her hand and pulled her down to his lap,
holding her there almost fatherly like she was just a little kid. 


        
Hope tiptoed through her anxious body. Whatever did this mean?


        
“You ain’t moving in here,” he said.


        
“No?” 

        
“No. But you change on me, I’ll be pissed.” 

        
“I don’t understand?” 

        
“I want you all pretty, glamorous, classy, just the way you love
to be, to dress, to act. Don’t change, Jess. Not for me.” 

        
“Sure. Okay, I won’t.” 

        
“And I don’t want you living with me. Soon as I let you off your
knees, we’d be hating each other. You’d be cleaning the place up,
moving things around, messing up my life. I hate women fussing with my
house.” 

        
“Okay, so, I won’t move in. But do you want anything
from me?” Her eyes were wet with tears.  

        
“Yeah.” He nodded. “I want you coming here for sex, and no place
else.” 

        
Her body reacted by squirming against his leg. “I’ll do that, I
promise.” 

        
“Yeah, sure, you’ll promise. We know how much that means.”


        
“My promise means a lot now. I love you, Harry. Don’t you get
it. I love you. You could live with me, if you wanted.” 

        
“Right. In that ugly old house? With Covington Hitchcock
hovering over us like a goon. Nope, the rules are, don’t bug me. And no
men but me, and I mean that. There won’t be a next time… I won’t punish
you, I won’t even look you in the eye again.” 

        
“You have my word.” 

        
Did he believe her? Not really, but he did go on… “The rules
are: you come when I call, and you’re ready for me when I come to you… And
if you really have to, you drive up here when you’re lonely. Just
long as it’s not too often.” 

        
She smiled, her being a hundred pounds lighter. “Oh, that works,
Harry.” It was a start, a good start. She hugged him tight, feeling his
arms going around her tighter, holding her close to his heart. These
were moments when the world hiccupped, and everything froze for just an
instant, rare moments when Harry Sontag
stripped away his thick veneer and took a chance.  

        
He’d never regret this, she swore to herself silently.  

        
“There’s something else?” Harry interrupted, and the world
started spinning again.  

        
Jessica pulled back. “What’s that?” 

        
“About that pot roast.” 

        
“Oh?” 

        
“Yeah, a few days ago, I bought one in case you showed up again.
I’m getting tired of Coke and chips, so last night, I took it out to
thaw. I kinda thought you’d be showing up.”


        
“Really?” 

        
“Yeah, you got a problem with that?” 

        
“No, I don’t have a problem with that,” she laughed. She wanted
to cry, in the worst way she wanted to cry, but he wouldn’t like that.
“So, should I fix it now?” 

        
He even smiled. “Yeah, go fix it now,” he replied. “And when
it’s in the oven, I’ll see if your sorry ass can take the blistering I
plan to give it. Punishment, Jess.” He squeezed her ass really hard.


        
She looked him in the eye, shivering, every inch of her quaking
with expectation. This may be the best day of her life.       
 

        
Harry squeezed her butt again and she shot up off his lap and
moved directly to the kitchen, which would take at least an hour to
clean before she could even think of cooking.  

        
But that was okay. Happiness. This was happiness, she thought
with a huge sigh. In this backwoods cabin, with grumpy old Harry, and
the promises of a man who would never let her slide, a man she dared
not try to control, a man she could honestly love forever.  

        
Jessica was halfway through her cleaning, when Harry walked in
and nestled up to her back. She could feel his cock pulsing beneath his
pants and throbbing against her bottom.  

        
“I’m gonna punish you now, Jess,”
he said. “Out back in the shed.” 

        
“What about the pot roast?” 

        
“That can wait.” 

        
She trembled, her legs turning to jelly, her heart skipping
beats, her bottom burning just from the way he squeezed the mounds in
his large and awkward hands. He looped a rope around her neck, and
unzipped the pink dress, letting it slide to the floor at her feet. He
tugged on a nipple until it hurt, and checked her cunt for juice. 


        
“Punishment, Jess.” 

        
 Ah, yes, she murmured silently. 

        
  

 ***


  


 In the big
upstairs bedroom, Miles and Daniela got
reacquainted – better acquainted and on a deeper level. The bed was
huge. Daniela had often polished the tall,
hand-turned posters and changed the sheets. She’d smoothed the
comforter when it was mussed and dreamed of spending long nights inside
the covers with her master.  

        
Miles brought her here in the afternoon, the day after his poker
party. It was Saturday and no one was in the house. Ruby had gone to
her house in town, and Daniela had seen
Jessica pull away in her Jag, looking amazingly restored after the
rough night she’d had. The woman was fearless.  

        
But then, the young maid thought, maybe she was too.  

        
“So, were you jealous of my wife, hum?” 

        
 Daniela blushed with shame,
admitting the truth. “A little, sir.” It still amazed her that she
could be jealous of a woman who was abused so badly; that she actually
wanted to change places with her, taking the same harrowing torture.


        
“That’s what I thought after looking at you last night. And
maybe you wanted to be fucked by Fitch again?” 

        
She shook her head, adamantly. “No. I only want one man, just
one. I want to please one man. That’s what’s in my heart, sir.” 

        
“I understand that. But you must understand me, too,” his eyes
narrowed on her seriously. “Hear me clearly… if it pleases me to give
you away like I gave you away before, that is pleasing me.”


        
She gulped.  

        
“You’d better count on it happened again. You understand?”


        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
“And, I may punish you hard for no reason because that
pleases me and you will have to endure that too.” 

        
“Yes, sir.” 

        
The master looked strange, his face riddled with questions. “You
want me that much, that you could do those things? Submit that way and
not resent the fact that I make such extreme demands?” 

        
“I don’t understand it either, sir,” Daniela
said, serious as ever. “I just know that if it has to do with you, I
want to be the girl, the maid, who serves you in this way. And while
I’m serving you this way with other men, I’ll be thinking only of you.”


        
Miles was almost shocked hearing this. How strange! He’d never
had a woman tell him this before. 

        
“But sir, I should add, I’d like most to serve you…” she
looked around the room, mostly at Miles’ big canopy bed where he sat
and she stood before him, “in this bed.” 

        
He could feel her lovely body pulsing, transmitting that feral
womanly energy that grabbed him in the gut – and cock. His cock was
throbbing hotly now, readying itself for her.  

        
“But you can be sure that I will serve you however you choose. I
only need to know that you care for me.” 

        
This suddenly rattled him and Daniela
was startled by the look on his face, something worried and unsure. 


        
“Dammit, girl! I can do an awful lot
more than care for you. This goes way beyond that.”  

        
He was shaking inside while Daniela
was flustered and unsure.  

        
“I’m always going to be your master and you’re always going to
be my maid, but you’ll have a home here, you’ll have a place in my bed,
and you’ll be loved as you should be. I demand your submission, your
faithfulness, your passion in return. You give me that, you’ll have
nothing to fear, ever again.” Tears of relief started to trickle down
her face. “Now, come here,” he said, and he motioned her forward.


        
 Daniela could just barely move, in
fact, she seemed to leap into her master’s body and they both fell back
on the bed.  

        
His arms surrounded her as they never had before, loving her in
a way he could not verbally admit. He stripped their clothes away and
entered her warm furrow, taking her body across the bed with him,
rolling, tossing, fucking her little hole with adamant zeal. She came
with his finger in her ass, in fact several fingers stuffed there. And
later she came as he spanked her until she screamed. He had so many
more spankings to give her before he could admit that he’d forgiven her
for that reckless afternoon with the carpenters, forgiven her for the
stolen trinkets. She’d feel punished and absolved before he was done. 


        
And then, like the man he was, he’d find something else to
punish her for. There would always be something. Her being cried out
for punishment as much as his craved the sadistic thrill of owning her.
 

        
Hard as it was to admit, Jessica was right. Daniela
was the one, the last maid he’d ever need to train.  

  


 ***


  








 Journal Entry 

        
The master put me back in my room to rest. The long hours in his
bed tired us both. Afterwards, after the many and glorious fuckings, I cooked him dinner. He served me
wine, made me drink from his glass and sit at the table with him. The
surprises keep coming, enough to make my head spin. I’m a little
scared, though, afraid I’ll screw this up, or this will turn out to be
a dream… wiped away as soon as I open my eyes and the real world socks
me in the face.  

        
I’ve never felt like I belonged anywhere until I came here. I
still don’t know why I fit in these strange surroundings, this odd
house, with his wife… his wife living her own separate life
upstairs. I suppose it’s not necessary to understand how this can work.
But it surely does… at least right now.  

        
I went through so much to come here, having no clue what to
expect. I wasn’t even the right maid. He’d hired another girl instead
of me. A blonde, of course.  

        
But now I get to smile. Whatever I’ve done I’ve earned my place.
The master even said so last night. And I just beamed inside. If I’d
tried to say something, anything, I’d have surely cried.  

        
That’s all for now. What more can I say? 

        
Until I write again… Daniela 
~ smiling. 
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