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Chapter One

A crisp wind chilled her cheek and blew her matted hair across her eyes so that she couldn’t see the shoreline clearly. On this gray, foggy afternoon, the Gull Island ferry loped through November’s choppy waters, pushing its way unhurriedly against the current. Some weathercasters predicted snow by nightfall. Mariel considered the thought romantic, to be trapped on a windswept, snow-covered island, harbored inside a warm lodge—air steeped in the smells of cinnamon and fresh baked bread while a blizzard blew outside. 

Albert would be there. A little, ticklish tease skirted about the inside of her panties at the thought of her fiancé. Tall, straight, handsome, eager—his smile could win a hundred hearts and had broken several in his last semester at college. He wore his tenderness and vulnerability on starched shirtsleeves, was visited by demons—self-doubt and predictability—and lived for Mariel Fitzgerald’s approval. 

Her eyes searched the evaporating clouds for Albert, hoping to see him standing vigil in anticipation of her arrival. Two weeks was much too long between visits for their recently cemented relationship. He loved the idea of her, while she loved her need for him—a need as sexual as it was emotional and romantic. He’d spent hours talking of his family’s island retreat… how they’d scour the attic for artifacts of his family history, make love in the cellar… hold hands walking on the beach, and roast marshmallows in his secret boyhood hideaway—a secluded cave on the quiet side of this serene island. At the moment, however, all the romance of this visit seemed extraneous to her greater need. Every nerve in her was frayed for lack of satiated lust. For days, her dreams and nightmares had been filled with thoughts of body parts colliding. Cock. Cunt. Humping. Albert’s stiff erection banging her crotch to ruthless completion. What he loved about her, but had not the courage to discuss was the unbridled force of her unleashed sexual desire. He remained in awe of it—and so did she. 

Their last night together two weeks before, they’d met in Darby’s pub, just outside the university, drank beer, played darts with Sid and Hannah, then screwed in the alley, in an alcove lined with brick and collegiate ivy. Before they landed in that alley hot and horny, they’d been playing touchy/feely games under the table. Albert had pressed his hand to her thigh, and she squirmed with the first recognition of sexual juices flowing. Sid dared the girls to take off their panties right in the booth where they’d been eating fish and chips and pepperoni pizza. With skirts on, there were no excuses, so the two hiked them high and squirmed their way out of their bikini briefs, laying them on the table, while sporting great grins of inebriated triumph. Albert’s hand kept Muriel's skirt pushed back enough to dig in and find her pussy seeping love juice. Mariel blushed seeing Sid’s randy eyes focused on the covert activity—there really was a prudish side to her character that shunned overt exhibition. But being drunk took all the filters for appropriate behavior and pushed them off like used campaign posters. 

Even Albert was a little shocked by his fiancé’s behavior, when she’d finally had enough of finger-play and pushed him out of the booth toward the back of the pub and out into the alley. She found the alcove between buildings seclusion enough; and raising her skirt, displaying unabashed nakedness, she found Albert almost too overcome to react. But after recovering from the shock, he grinned like a drunken sailor, unleashed his fleshy weapon from his pants and plowed it deep between her thighs in the cottony regions of her labia, where he was lucky to strike with acute accuracy. She was awash with exploded molecules, sexual sparks that shot from her cunt right through to her limbs. Sixty seconds of exuberant bump and grinding crotches followed, until both were consumed with heat and exclaiming to the night, softly so, that they had come. 

The two grinned sheepishly coming down from their euphoria, instantly sobered when they heard the pub’s screen door crash on its hinges. The pair turned, seeing the back of someone’s head retreat inside. Had they been seen? Both too bashful to return through the same screen door, they fled the alley, Sid and Hannah, and the rest of their night, holding hands and laughing—but refusing to say a word about their moment of reckless impropriety. 

This had been the first truly reckless thing they’d done in the year of their acquaintance, and perhaps it saved their relationship. Though, neither one had forgotten the half-remembered incident; it might take years before they had the guts to mention it to the other. So instead, they individually harbored the feeling that it had been the best among a lot of best times. In two weeks, Mariel could hardly think of anything else when her head hit the pillow for the night, and her squelched lust would jump out and grab her sleeping crotch. The memory turned every light on in her sexual cells, the ones that controlled heartbeat and breathing, sweat glands, pheromones and the muscles of her pelvic floor that spasmed involuntarily, that called to her hands, ‘come out and play.’ Masturbating to back alley fucks took little time at all; and afterwards, she’d zoom to sleep and think of nothing until morning. 

The ferry’s sides ground against the ancient dock, the old, seaworthy vessel creaking and groaning as it hit the wood pilings. 

Mariel scanned the crowd for Albert’s face, failing to find her fiancé among the few greeting passengers at the tiny port. Striding toward the office with her overnight bag flung over her shoulder, she steeled herself against the chilling wind, moving rapidly toward the ferry building. She was hardly in a forgiving mood with the skies so inclement, and her fantasy of a romance novel welcome shattered. 

“Mariel,” she heard her name, but not from the voice she expected. This one she didn’t recognize. 

“Yes,” she turned abruptly, facing a man with brown, wind-tossed hair, a day’s growth of beard and a familiar aspect in his face and clear, blue eyes. 

“Jack. Jack Reynolds.” She still didn’t recognize him, as he held out his hand in welcome. “Jack Reynolds. Albert’s brother,” he finally offered up the further explanation.

“Oh, my yes,” she held out her hand for him to clutch in his warm palm. He wrapped his arm around her in a familial fashion, scooting her to the waiting car—a 1950’s vintage convertible. 

Mariel shook him off. “This would be very nice in the summer,” she remarked climbing in.

“The best we have in this habitat,” Jack Reynolds shot right back, as he quickly took the driver’s seat and gunned the car out onto the unpaved road. 

“Where’s Albert?”

Jack snickered. “Got himself in a pickle with Dad. Promised him a game of rummy, and you just don’t leave the old man in the middle of a winning streak.”

“Oh,” this didn’t please her. 

“You have to understand the family before you can make any snap judgments,” he seemed to read her disappointment. Albert had never disappointed her before. 

She didn’t like this brother—he had a scoundrel’s self-assurance, which Albert would never have, a smile that exceeded charming on any test of charisma, and a stubborn lock of hair that begged to be pushed back. The tickle in her crotch seemed to soar forth into rapacious lust—she assumed because she was in such close approximation to her lover. But if she were being honest, she would admit her attraction to the blackguard, black sheep, older brother who her Cousin Susan had warned her about. Susan had made the original introduction of Mariel to Albert, with a whispered word of caution about Jack Reynolds. But at the time, her eyes were solely on Albert, and she could see no reason why they would ever stray. 

“I don’t think I’ve made any judgment at all, let alone a snap judgment,” she quipped back defensively. 

“Oh, yes, you did,” he shook his head snickering. “You’re just the kind I’d expect Albert to bring home. Prim, studious and judgmental. But don’t mind me, that’s just my completely unbiased opinion.”

“You’re as bad as the advance press,” she told him. 

“Oh? I have a reputation. I guess Albert’s been talking.”

“Albert has hardly said a word about you that wasn’t complimentary. But I do have other sources.”

“Really? And who would they be?”

“I wouldn’t dare share my knowledge with you, Jack Reynolds.”

As determined as she was to fit into the Reynolds’ family group that weekend, she threw all caution aside talking to the brother now. Advised or ill advised, each snapped retort seemed perfectly reasonable, completely harmless, but very much earned by this ill-mannered rogue. 

“My, my, they do say that some take an instant disliking to people, but I’ve never seen such a strong example. Have I done something to offend you?”

“It’s not what you’ve done, it’s what you failed to do.” 

She sat back in the seat, her arms crossed in front of her midriff.

“And that is?”

“I think we should drop it. Maybe I am testy. I’m not too wild about ferries and it’s cold…” her voice trailed away. 

“Suit yourself, Miss Mariel Fitzgerald.” He took the corners of the winding road too fast, sending her body back and forth, no seatbelt and little to hang on to. 

“Would you please slow down,” she finally blurted out. 

“Ah, we’re almost there.”

“But I’d like to get there in one piece.” 

He chuckled. “You certainly have it in for me.”

“I do not.”

The Chevy suddenly pulled into a clearing in front of a massive Victorian home, which was about as wide as it was tall. It had the look of summer grace, a well-worn ambience of old abundance, which was now in need of some refurbishing. But overall, staring upward toward the turret of the old, white, frame house, and then downward across the expanse of wrapping porch, Mariel was pleased. This was just as Albert described. Something rare. A thing of beauty. His clear, grey eyes never ceased to intrigue her when he spoke of his family and especially the summerhouse on Gull Island. She could see him stepping from an old tintype, dressed in tweeds and spats and a jaunty straw hat. As she stepped from the car and approached the house, Mariel saw Albert clamber from inside to the porch steps and bound down them excitedly. 

“Hey, I’m sorry,” he dashed toward her, flinging his arms around her shivering frame. “Dad just wouldn’t let me leave until we finished.”

“Yes, that’s what Jack said,” she answered. 

Mariel wasn’t sure if it were the smell of dust, or mold, of aging flowers, or furniture polish that so infused the air with a fragrant but ancient aroma. However, she liked the effect. It seemed to work on her loins, as every other aspect of her arrival worked to send her sexual jets on near overload. 

As the introductions were made in the drawing room, and appropriate homage was paid to Albert’s parents, Henry and Jonquil Reynolds, Jack sulked on the sidelines, managing enigmatic grins her way, as if he carried with him some secret knowledge of her past that he’d threaten to divulge. She had no secrets, no reason to be cautious or fear anyone—at least not Jack Reynolds, but that didn’t keep the man from flirting—if she could presume that his covert attention to her was flirtatious. An hour or two passed as the family and their newest member sat in the parlor talking grownup sorts of get-to-know-you things. Jack slunk in and out, carrying a drink glass in his hand, which he refilled at least twice. 

Finally, after all the pleasantries had dried up, and there was little more for the two disparate generations to say, Albert grabbed Muriel's hand, jerked her to her feet, making a mildly graceful exit, excusing them both. “I think she’d like to see her room,” was the official explanation.

“Of course,” Jonquil exclaimed. “How remiss of me. Shall I show her?” She started to rise.

“Mother, no. I can take care of this myself,” Albert assured her. 

The portly, older woman nestled back down in her chair and smiled affectionately at her favorite son. No, she didn’t want the honors even if it was polite and proper.  

Even as the two left to go upstairs, Jack was at the doorway with the same self-satisfied grin that annoyed Mariel at the dock. Oh, how his eyes could bare her body with a single glance. Yes, that was it! Beneath the scoundrel’s charm was a lecherous sleaze.

Third door to the left at the top the winding staircase opened into a suite of pink and mauve-colored confection enough to startle any eye. 

“Mother thinks all women love this fussiness,” Albert looked around dourly. “Little much, isn’t it?” He sought any sort of reaction from his very practical fiancé.

“It’s really lovely,” Mariel said after some hesitation. Yes. A little fussy, but perfectly appropriate for the house—every corner, nook and cranny was bathed in floral decorations, and dolls, China-faced mannequins with empty faces and large eyes that focused fixedly on the center of the room where Mariel and Albert browsed. It did have the effect of sweeping aside all thoughts of sex, taking her backwards in time to her sexless, repressed childhood and Granny Fitzgerald’s attic. “But you know, I was horny until…,” she turned to Albert.

He smiled. “How about my room?”

“Only if there are no China dolls,” she laughed.

“Don’t worry.” He grabbed her hand and pulled her down the hallway and around the corner to another bedroom, passing other perfectly good bedrooms on the way… Mariel peeking into them trying to shake off the effect of hers. 

“Why so far away?”

“Mother would never believe we have sex,” Albert whispered. 

His room was blue and cool, with dark hardwoods and blue, velvet drapes and not a trace of fussiness. Mariel breathed a sigh of relief. “It used to belong to my Uncle, a very straightforward man.”

“And where does Jack sleep?” she suddenly found herself asking—and regretting the question almost as soon as it was spoken. 

Only slightly taken aback, Albert answered, “His room is next to yours on the front of the house. He took my parents suite when they moved downstairs.”

“Oh.”

His hands were warm unbuttoning her red sweater, pushing back the knit and exposing her breasts locked inside the lacy, pink brassiere. His hot breath tickled her skin as he leaned over and laid kisses against the cool surface—cool but warming. The ticklishness between her thighs increased. Each article of clothing discarded brought them closer to nakedness and revelation. Her breasts were small handfuls, rounded and well-formed, highlighted by the dark circle of her aureoles and the tiny buds contained within them. A gentle squeeze between his fingers and they scrunched into delicious knots fit for tonguing, which Albert engaged in almost ruthlessly. 

“Ouch! I can see you haven’t had sex in awhile,” she exclaimed laughing, while running her fingers through his once groomed hair and letting the biting sensations of his teeth and tongue flow through her. 

“You’re as horny as I am,” he purred, as he continued down her torso, finally taking to his knees after removing her skirt, and planting his face against her Venus mound, while clutching her ass cheeks in his hands. 

“More,” she said, as her head flung back, and she held on to him for support. Her legs were weakening as her erotic fires threw away the last week’s repression, and her desire billowed forth. 

“Yes, yes, yes, Albert,” she seethed, finding herself moving backward and finally falling to the bed, where Albert crawled between her legs and continued lapping the succulent nectar. 

“Mummmm, you are sweet,” he murmured. His cock had risen to its full girth and now pressed urgently inside his briefs, inside his corduroy pants. 

“Fuck me, darling!” Pelvis writhing back and forth under his attacking face, she gasped.

He was easily led, moving swiftly to a position straddling her hips, fingers fumbling with his buttons and zipper. His speedy entrance was strategically thwarted when he had to awkwardly scramble from his position and remove his corduroy pants. Mariel waiting, lay back against the pillow, drinking in his familiar bodily fragrance:  the cologne, the mint on his breath, traces of coffee and wood smoke from the fire below. 

Returning to the dominant, imposing position over his lover’s languid, seeking body, Albert speared her with the tumescent wand, burrowing into the sensuous mellow depths of Muriel's tight home. They fucked as virgins, gracelessly figuring out the sex act on the fly. They managed well eight months ago and were repeating the same wild passionate moves of coupling, grunting, groaning, gasping… until they were quickly lost in climax, holding back their cries for propriety’s sake, but not the heated desire behind the act. 

“Have you ever thought about tying me up?” Mariel posed the question, as their labored breathing returned to normal. 

“No, can’t say that I have,” Albert returned. “Is that what you want? I suppose I could find some scarves… and this bed…,” he looked upward at the four posts noting the perfect arrangement.

“You don’t think it’s sinful?”

He grinned. I think fucking you has to be sinful; it feels so damned good. Why would tying you up for sex be any different?”

She mulled over an idea that had been creeping into her fantasies repeatedly for the last several weeks. “I saw magazines…,” her voice trailed off. She was afraid of what she’d say. 

“What magazines?”

“Sid’s.”

Albert laughed—if she guessed correctly—a little nervously. “Sid’s into all kinds of porn.” 

“You think bondage is porn?”

“No, that’s not what I’m saying. I just don’t really understand all the leather and chains.”

“Creepy, aren’t they?”

“We could always try scarves?”

“Humm, maybe, I was just curious if you’d do it.”

He laughed, rolling over on Muriel's cooling body, “I’d do anything you want. You know that?”

Yes, she did. 


Chapter Two

The long night in the fussy, pink, doll-covered room moved endlessly by, clock ticking slowly toward the morning hour. Mariel could hear the old-fashioned timepiece across the room, though she couldn’t see its face. How many hours past, how many left to go remained a mystery.  

Her thoughts were clouded, locked in the enigma of the massive summer house, the antiquated feeling that she was turning back years, that she’d wake up in another world with servants bustling about in long skirts and white, starched aprons—serving tea on silver platters. While her mind was ruminating on past scenes, her body ruminated on the eroticism that swirled about it, unbidden and strange. Hadn’t fucking Albert been enough to squelch her inner turmoil—a least until another day dawned? Apparently not. 

Her crotch was beating for something unknown, tearing itself apart with lust… sometimes seeking out reprehensible fantasies… Jack was in the room next door, breathing, sleeping, settled in until morning. She could hear him through the walls, but not with her ears, something else seemed to fixate on the fact of him in this house, and so very close to her while she was trying to sleep. Sleeping close to scoundrels seemed dangerous.

As the clock ticked, she tossed inside the pink sheets fretfully.

A turn of the knob, the creak of the old hinges, a gust of cool air… then Albert’s hand suddenly across her mouth, silencing her surprised squawk.

“Shhhh… come with me,” he whispered, “but very quietly.”

Silently moving through the dark, through the back corridors of the house, to a door, a staircase, and then another door one flight up, Mariel followed on tiptoe.

“It’s the attic,” he whispered, as if that wasn’t obvious. 

“Albert, what are you doing?”

“I couldn’t sleep.”

“Neither could I. But why are we here?”

He didn’t answer, but moved through shadows illuminated by moonlight filtering through clouds, through the dusty windows and the blackness of the room. 

Lighting a candle, Albert held it high, dispelling the last of this room’s obscure aspect.

“Look,” he pointed to a wall embedded with rusty eyebolts from which dangled frayed rope and deteriorating pieces of leather.

“What’s that supposed to be?”

He smiled, raised his eyebrows playfully and crept closer to the wall. “You got me thinking,” he said, “about the secrets in our summer attic.”

“This?”

“What do you think?” he said, as he fingered the end of the rope.

“I haven’t a clue,” she shook her head, still too groggy to understand what her fiancé was trying to tell her.  

“Don’t you suppose it could be a rendezvous for kinky lovers—forerunners to the leather scene?”

“Oh, Albert, I think you’re taking this too seriously. Is this what you wonder about when you can’t get to sleep?”

“You inspired my thoughts, Mariel. You said you wanted to be bound with scarves. I know it seems as if I’m stretching, but there’s more.” Albert squatted down, fiddling with the boards beneath his feet, finally popping one free and pulling from inside a hidden compartment, a dust-covered tin box. “Just where we left them,” he smiled, as though he just unearthed buried treasure. He blew the dust away with his breath, then spoke in whispers as if the rest of the house could hear him if he spoke too loudly. “Jack and I found this when we were kids.” He opened the lid as Mariel moved closer. She’d shaken off even the hint of sleep, and her interest was as piqued as Albert’s seem to be. “Have you ever seen anything like these?” He handed her several old photographs. Sepia colored and ragged along their edges, the images rendered on paper were clear—and astounding. In the first, a voluptuous woman with long, blonde braids was bound to this very attic wall with ropes circling her wrists. She was looking back over her shoulder at the photographer, with a look of innocence and fear visible in her expression. Though she was dressed in white, what seemed to be a silk nightgown, the contours of her generous breasts, her rounded ass and her hefty succulent thighs were quite visible. 

“Oh, my word,” Mariel gasped. Moving to the second snapshot, her eyes widened even more. In this one, the same woman was naked, facing forward, her breasts bound with ropes crisscrossing her torso, digging into her pasty, white flesh. Her legs were spread apart, and her arms were fastened to the wall above her. Eyes closed, head slightly cocked to the side, there seemed to be no fear in her expression, but a look of complete bliss. The third and last of the photographs was of a different woman, with much darker hair and a slimmer body—though she was still a voluptuous beauty with heavy breasts and wide hips, all fashioned into a lovely hourglass shape. She wore a boned corset that pinched her waist, and stockings attached to garters. And while her breasts were amply covered, her Venus mound, covered with a wild growth of dark hair, was completely exposed and oddly tethered to a rope. “My little mare,” was written across the bottom of the picture.

“I think her genitals are pierced,” Albert said, shocking himself with the idea. 

“You’re kidding?” Mariel replied, as she squinted to see inside the hidden recesses of the woman’s body. 

“Look at the back of the picture,” he said. 

On the underside of the photograph, there was taped a thick silver ring the size of a half dollar. 

“You think she wore this through her cunt?”

“Jack and I inspected the photograph with a magnifying glass. I’ll bet you’d see the same thing we did.”

“Who are these women?”

“I think they were my great grandfather’s mistresses. There’s also a letter.”

“Oh?” She took it from his anxious, excited hand. “I don’t have my reading glasses,” she reminded him. 

He glanced down disappointed, “Then I’ll read it to you.”

Her imagination was spinning, her body suddenly as aroused with sexual need as it had been when she arrived on the island. 

“It’s from ‘Colette’ to ‘My Handsome Conqueror.’ Dated July 23rd, 1904.” He looked up, snickering playfully, eyes dancing. Mariel couldn’t help but catch his enthusiasm.

Dear Sir… I am most humbly yours, captured, owned and bound to you. It is by your grace that I live. I wear your marks, relishing the fire that brings them on, how they devastate me one minute and are treasured the next. I ache both in my heart and my body for our next occasion of bliss. I will kneel at your feet, kiss them lovingly, and then graciously make an offering of myself to you. Though I fear your designs for me, I promise to accept and obey your every command. And though I might falter in my visage, trust that I am roused by the swift administration of your corporeal duties to me. Your discipline is sound and well-earned. I dread it, that is true, but look forward to each demonstration of your stalwart purpose for it gives me boundless pleasure amidst the pain.

Finally, Sir, this ring that tethers me to you, I treasure each hour, each minute that it weighs heavily on my body. I think achingly of the next time you leash me in my captivity and bring me before your good friends as your gift. My heart bleeds to be at your mercy again. 

Your loving and devoted slave, Colette. 

“Oh, my, what do you suppose she meant by all that?”

“That she was happily my great grandfather’s sex slave.”

“No!”

“And why not? Don’t the pictures say as much?”

“I can’t believe that any woman of her day would … it was such a prudish time… I mean.” Her face felt hot, her body roused. “Albert, why would you show me this now?”

“Our conversation this afternoon made me think of the pictures. Jack and I must have been twelve and fourteen when we found them. We ogled over them for days that summer. Then forgot them ever since. We didn’t come to Gull Island the next summer. Mother took us to Spain. And by the time we returned, I guess our boyhood fantasies had more to keep them stimulated.”

“Albert…” she droned.

“You’re flushed.”

“I don’t know what I think.”

“I shouldn’t have brought you here? You’re embarrassed, aren’t you?”

“Oh, I don’t know. It is quite a titillating fantasy. But I have no desire to be bound to that dusty wall.”

“I wasn’t thinking that. In fact, when I came up here tonight, I was looking for some old scarves in these trunks… and well, I saw the wall, the ropes and remembered the pictures.”

“What are you going to do with them?”

He shrugged. “I suppose they ought to go back right where I found them.”

Mariel gazed down at the three photographs, then shoved them back into Albert’s hand. “So, did you find the scarves?”

“Hummm….” he didn’t say, but smiled and stuffed the pictures and the letter back in the box, returning it to its hiding place beneath the floorboards. Moving to a stack of old hatboxes, he opened one, pulling out several wide ribbons of silk—purple, gold and blue. “These should do.”

“You’re really going to tie me up?”

“Only if you want to be?”

She stared at his face, then at the ribbons and the wall, and around the room, then back at her fiancé’s face. “Yes,” she said. “I think I would… but I want to do it here.”

“Not in my bed?”

“Yes, here. Not on the wall, but…” she looked around. “There.” She pointed to a small bed covered in old quilts. 

There was something perfect about submerging herself in things of the past—an extension of her fantasies—and though being bound was only a vague thought inside the many that took residence in her consciousness, she moved into the moment with deliberate ease. 

Albert removed the first dusty quilt from the stack, and then the second, finding the third fresh, even though it smelled of mothballs and old lady’s perfume. Lying down, Mariel raised her arms above her head and spread her legs wide, waiting for her nervous fiancé to begin. 

“Do you want me naked?” she asked. 

“No. I like seeing the outline of your body underneath your nightgown—like the picture.” His grin was sweet and devious and perfectly innocent of the dark, deeper realm in which Muriel's mind had taken flight. Poking through the fabric, her firm nipples announced her arousal, in case he doubted the fact, which he did not. If Mariel had not been so much inside her own thoughts, she might have giggled seeing the distinctive outline of her fiancé’s expanding penis knock against the front of his loose pajamas. Instead, she licked her lips at the thought of his cock pressing between her lips for entrance in her mouth. 

Albert’s poor fingers could hardly accomplish the act of binding his lover, as he clumsily wound the lengths of silk ribbon around her wrists and looked for some place on the simple cot to tie her down—finally deciding that the legs of the cot were the only available place. After several attempts adjusting the length of the bonds, he finally had her immobilized. By then, he was sweating profusely, as some unearthly sensation seemed to overtake his sense of reason. 

Like a soft and delicate flower, Mariel lay wilting before him, helpless, defenseless, under his power. His mind reeled through the remainder of the scenario, realizing that he had no idea what to do with her now that she was at his mercy. At his mercy … that was Colette’s fantasy, was it Muriel's, too?

“My darling, how does that feel?” he asked.

She turned her head toward him, opened her eyes and smiled, “Very wonderful.” There was no fear in her expression, but a serious questioning look, as if to ask what comes next?

He had no clue, and his instincts told him nothing of her need. 

“Kiss me,” she finally said, drawing him into her, without arms or body, but with passion alone.

He leaned in awkwardly, giving her his lips. When she closed her eyes, he finally sat down on the bed and began to run his hands over her body, about her breasts, down her torso, and finally between her thighs. She writhed silently beneath the massage, squirming fretfully, wanting something, but couldn’t understand what that something was. When he finally pulled her nightgown up to have her flesh bare, she seemed to explode, jerking with a sudden and unexpected orgasmic wave cresting in seconds. Instinct finally grabbing him by the cock, Albert pulled down his pajamas and climbed on between Muriel's legs, planting his erection in her tight, coming space, setting off another spasming wave of climaxes in her that brought him to a quick end. 

He collapsed on her and finally rolled away, toward the attic rafters at their side. 

“I’m sorry,” he gasped.  

“Sorry about what?”

“I don’t know… it just… I should have…”

“Shussh,” she softly whispered, “and untie me.”

“Of course.” He scrambled quickly to undo the ribbons, rubbed her wrists where the silk had dug into her flesh and left its mark. “Was it all right?” he wondered aloud.

“It was fine, darling. I think I’ll sleep now.”

“Not here!” 

“Of course not here,” she answered, rising from the cot. “Let’s just go to bed. I’m sure all that pink lace and ruffles won’t bother me now.”

***

“And don’t you look fine and fit this morning?” Jack passed Mariel in the hallway, as she returned to her room from the bath. 

“Yes, I’m just fine.”

“I’d think you’d still be sleeping, what with your marauding all night long.”

“What?” she blushed, even though he could have no basis for the claim he made. 

“You think I didn’t hear your shenanigans in the attic with Albert?” he smiled deviously.

“How could you?”

“This is my home, too, Miss Mariel, and sometimes I walk the corridors when I can’t sleep at night. Her stared around at the hallway walls, musing. “Perhaps it is the house that inspires sleeplessness.”

Mariel blushed understanding that the brother may well have witnessed at least the sounds if not the sight of her bound in the attic. “I really need to get dressed,” she tried brushing past him.

“Certainly. Maybe sometime I’ll show you what Albert didn’t.”

Her back was to him, and for an instant, she hesitated. Then, without turning around, she hurriedly returned to her room and closed the door firmly behind her.

***

“Ah, I didn’t scare you away,” Albert whispered in her ear at the breakfast table.

“Of course, not,” she whispered back. They were alone, but hardly out of earshot of the rest of the household who were still in the process of getting to the dining table for the morning meal. Meanwhile, Jenny, their maid, was serving platters of bacon, eggs and toast, and pouring steaming mugs of fresh roasted coffee. “But I think Jack might have heard us,” she added.

“How do you now that?” he looked surprised. 

“He told me. Told me he couldn’t sleep and was roaming the halls.”

“Ah, that’s like him. I’m sorry, Mariel.” 

“Actually, I don’t think it bothered him at all.”

Albert was going to ask why, except that Henry and Jonquil Reynolds had moved into the room and were taking their seats.

“Great morning,” Henry announced, his large, florid face was as robust as usual. Mariel couldn’t figure out how either of his boys came to be so handsome, though she imagined that the pudgy Jonquil was quite the sexy charmer in her day. “Thought we’d do some fishing, Albert. We have some business matters to discuss as well.”

“I planned to spend the day with Mariel,” the son respectfully answered. “After all, she came all this way.”

“Ach, let her fend for herself for a few hours,” Henry cut him off, “Jonquil would be more than happy to give her a tour of our homestead. You’ll do fine, won’t you, Miss Fitzgerald?”

“Of course, Sir. Though I wish you wouldn’t call me Miss Fitzgerald.”

“Habit, girl.” She was a secretary working for the firm of Reynolds Actuarial. “You’ll stay here. I promise to bring you fellow back by lunchtime. Then you’ll have all day.”

“That would be fine.” Why it would be fine, she wasn’t sure. But no one argued with Henry Reynolds.

During the night a light dusting of snow had covered the ground, though it was melting fast as the sun rose to warm the day. Albert and his father took off for the fishing boat, dressed warmly in winter coats and mufflers. 

Mariel was glad to stay inside. She even submitted to the tour Henry promised her. Her future mother-in-law happily led her through every room and secret passageway of the old house—save the attic. But she hardly needed a tour there and would have likely blushed her way into some confession, if they had taken those steps to the third floor. 

The pair did explore the cellar. Jonquil had lots of old stories about bootlegged whiskey in the 20s, and the time that one of the children had run the house as a brothel. “It was just for a night—but the scallywag got his due. His daddy collared him and trashed him soundly in the woodshed.”

“There’s a woodshed?” 

“Yes, just outside the back door. Used for all the right reasons, Henry’s grandfather used to say. And he meant it. To this day, I believe there’s an old razor strop hanging by the door.” She chuckled. 

They had just made the trek back up the stairs and were in the kitchen, peeking out the back window on what had once been an outhouse and nearby the infamous woodshed.

“I wonder who was the last to get a taste of that,” Mariel said.

“That’s easy to say. Jack got his bottom blistered by Henry when he was eighteen and came home drunk. Jack refuses to believe it was true, but I know better. I heard the wailing, and commotion, and the smack of that leather strop. But you know Jack. Irrepressible as he is, things like that just slide right off of him.”

The tour ended where it began, in the dining room, where Jonquil loaded Mariel down with more factual accounts of the family history. She was about to launch into a tale regarding Henry’s sister and a sailor when the phone rang and she excused herself. While she waited, Mariel roamed the room, running her hands along the delicate rim of the china teacups on the sideboard, letting her thoughts once gain turn back the years.

“So, has mother told you all the sordid tales of Reynolds’ bygone days?”

Mariel turned to see Jack smiling by the kitchen door, tossing a biscuit in the air for sport. “Yes. I found her stories quite intriguing for the most part. Especially the one about your trip to the woodshed at eighteen.” It was her turn to snicker. 

“Ah, they love to tell that one. I assure you it was hardly the event that it’s been made out to be.”

“I understand that your father burnished your backside until it was blistered red.”

“He tells it that way, and I let him think that. I’m not about to counter his lagging memory. If you want the really good stories, though, you’ll want to see the other letters.”

“Other letters?”

“Albert treasures the one from Colette with the photographs. What he doesn’t know about is the box full of randy missals to my great grandfather from his mistresses.”

“I don’t have a clue what you’re talking about?” She didn’t want to admit anything or sound too eager. 

“You might find the letters interesting, especially if you have an interest in kinky sex. They will prove one thing for sure—there’s nothing new under the sun.”

Her head, her heart and crotch were curious. Her brain thumped hotly for the information, like an obsession was taking charge of all her faculties. But never would she divulge that fact to Jack Reynolds. Remaining cool and detached, she turned down his offer, “I think things like that are best left tucked away. They are like a diary of personal thoughts, meant to remain private.”

“My, how high-minded you are? But I ask you, if such confession and revelations were meant to remain private through posterity, then why commit them to paper and tuck them away in steamer trunks for future generations to discover? I think behind the act of writing down such smut is the subconscious desire for it to be found, read, and made public.”

“Yes. I imagine you’d think that way.”

“Glad I’m not disappointing you.”

“I’m sure you never will, Jack Reynolds. You were quite right, yesterday. I did make a snap judgment about your character when we met—just as you did about mine. So far, you haven’t proven me wrong.”

“Nor have you.”

“Very well then.” Even to herself, Mariel sounded like some old bitty, but was there any way to retreat from this perpetual snit? 

Thankfully, Jack saved her. “You know, we don’t have to be so cross with each other,” he speculated, in what seemed to be a conciliatory tone. “What point is there in that?”

She thought a moment, fingered the doily at the back of Jonquil Reynolds’ dining room chair. “I guess no point at all,” she finally conceded.

“Then truce?”

“Yes. Truce.” She could have kicked herself for not thinking of it herself. 

Mariel was flushed, warm, the back of her neck tingling, her mouth parched in need of a kiss, her palms sweating. Hating this physical response, she then, awkwardly excused herself and took the stairs to her room—hoping, wishing that Albert would return soon. She felt so much safer with him nearby. 

After refreshing herself, Mariel changed into jeans and tennis shoes—quickly taking the back stairs to the outside door. A brisk walk around the Reynolds’ property refreshed her spirit. She imagined the house in the middle of summer with the trees fully leafed out, the lawn green, and flowers blooming in the great beds that surrounded the Victorian masterpiece. Despite its beauty, however, the house made her feel close and careful, speculative and wary as if something terrible would suddenly mar the success of this trip. It seemed a tenuous excursion from working in the company secretarial pool, to become an honored guest and fiancé of the Reynolds’ heir. The one small smudge upon her past lay secret, dormant, so completely forgotten most every hour of the day for years. But now, with such talk of mistresses and hidden lovers, and private missals not meant for the public eye, the specter of her tiny secret seem to rise all around her, greeting her at every turn with a twisted smile. 

The walk did her well, but she was chilled by the time she returned to the house. She snuck up the back staircase not wanting to be found and slipped into her bedroom as if she’d never left. But then, of course, she had left, and someone knew that she was missing. Lying on her bed was a note attached to an old letter—much like the one Albert read to her the night before.  “It’s the randiest of them all… and does beg to be read, even if it was meant to be kept secret. God won’t strike you down, I promise. Jack.”

The writing was faint and delicate on the envelope and inside on the three sheets of thin parchment that were just this side of dust. A naughty desire to peek inside this woman’s world set all her high-minded virtue aside. With crotch hot and beating urgently, she opened the letter and began to read. 


My love,

Oh! How I miss you! I am now and always will be yours. And though I know that the service in Ellery House is your desire for me, I cannot completely comprehend why you have me here, and so far away from you. I am, however, following your orders as your dutiful servant. 

In this effort, you have prepared me well for my position here. I am, as you suggested I would be, tested each day. Mistress is teaching me fortitude, how to hold my tongue and practice submission. Every day this seems easier. I must admit, I was about to explode those first few days inside this fine house—so many commands, so much contradiction. It was impossible to please my caretakers. However, now I find my position reasonably pleasant, though a great deal is demanded of me. I do my regularly assigned chores in the morning, and then prepare myself to pleasure Master and Mistress in the afternoon and evening. I wear the clothes of a common kitchen girl in the morning, and wear just my frilly underclothes as soon as I’m beckoned for my sexual duties. I’m told that it’s only practical to dress lightly for these activities—it would be impossible to crawl the floor in a long skirt. But oh, how I blush having my fanny bared to so many grueling and interested eyes. I am a bit like a piece of meat to be inspected and eventually used. I am well used indeed, have become as you desired, well versed in all the sexual behaviors my body was designed to perform. Though you primed me well for such things, I’ve had to go deeper into my submission to take the physical use required of me. I’ve never seen the likes of such equipment these men carry on their person! 

Mistress is encouraging, often whispering in my ear at the most distressed times words of support and comfort. I am not allowed to back off of any task, no matter how demanding. I’m told that this is only fair—and certainly good training. In time, my body relents to the great intrusions forced on me, and I regularly find some satisfaction and even pleasure for myself. I have learned, too, how strict the discipline can be for faltering. Unlike your implements, the ones laid on me here are not sensuous additions to making love, but ones that cut deep and leave wounds that last days—I’m sitting on some now. Oh, but please don’t worry that I am failing you. I’m told daily, even after punishment, how well my training is going, how first class I am as an indentured slave. 

Trust me, kind Sir, I will serve here as you wish, for as long as you desire me to. But I look forward to the day that Master and Mistress will have finished with me and send me home to you. I so miss your arms around me. 

I am your trusted and devoted servant, Laura

Like the night before, Mariel was flushed, anxious and wanting by the time she finished the letter. Her wonder swooned far beyond this house in present times, trying to imagine the reality that this Laura lived. She must have been sincere, though she could hardly believe that such loathsome things truly took place. The woman’s flowery prose softened the blunt edges of the life, though the facts about her life still shone through clear and unmistakable.

“It’s all true.” Her door had been cracked, and was now open, Jack standing at the entrance. 

“Impossible,” she said, lowering the hand that held the note. 

“There are quite a few more letters, even a few from my great grandfather admonishing this little tart to hold her ground and obey. He even suggests that he’s spoken with her Master and Mistress, given them advice on appropriate punishment. Odd world, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, yes. Very odd.” Striding to the door, she handed the letter to Jack. “I don’t really think I need this.”

“But I thought you’d been interested. Seems that you are.”

“Who wouldn’t find this fascinating?”

“You ever have such base thoughts of submission?” he asked. 

Mariel instantly blushed. “Jack Reynolds, that’s not a thing to ask any woman!”

He shook his head, laughing lightly, “There you go again, all prissy. It’s pretty cute. Especially considering what I know is inside that hot, little head of yours.”

“You have no idea what’s in my head.”

“Really? I wouldn’t be so sure.”

“No. You absolutely don’t.”

He shrugged. “Suit yourself, Miss Fitzgerald. I’m not going to tell anyone anything.” He turned away. 

“Tell what?”

“Ah, let’s not go down that road.” He continued on with his back to her, hands in his pockets, whistling as he strolled away. 


Chapter Three

Albert and Henry didn’t return to the house until two, at which time, Henry again absconded with his son—more business matters to attend. There seemed to be some crisis, a client pissed as hell at their latest report. For the rest of the afternoon, the two men remained locked behind closed doors waiting for faxes, emails and phone calls. 

On one quick break, Albert took Mariel aside. “I’m so sorry, I had no intention of ignoring you like this. Father can be quite a brute, especially when it comes to money. He jumps, I run.”

“I know. I work for him, too,” she reminded him, while taking quick comfort nestled in his arms. He kissed her lightly on the forehead. “We’ll have to take off somewhere, where there are no phones, no business, no family. I’m afraid this was a mistake.”

“No mistake, Albert. This is your life. Just remember that I’m part of it.”

“Yes, so you are.” She seemed to say just the right things when he needed her to. “And we’ll have quite a life together. Sometime, we’ll come up here together, alone, very alone.”

“I’d like that…”

“Albert, back in here…” his father’s voice rose above Muriel's. Her fiancé was gone for another few hours while she read magazines and meandered around the house. 

***

By nightfall, Albert was exhausted and begged off sex without saying much of anything. Mariel knew he was too tired, even though she expected another sleepless night filled with strange ruminations about Colette and Laura. Her fascination fed her lust, sending her body into a miserable state of need. She thought masturbating would satiate the pressing desire, but her own hands were not enough to cast off these wild fantasies… not just of randy maids and 1910’s mistresses, harlots and sexual slaves… the crudities flourishing in her brain were crazed beyond the letters, the attic, and her previous dreams, as if she was being haunted by nightmares… dancing on tropical beaches, naked before the eyes of savages… held down on pyres beside blazing bonfires, thighs pried wide by firm hands, cocks banging into her snatch, flooded with juice and come… ass raised to be prodded with dildos, opened and worked to take the cocks of loathsome men who’d use her into orgasm…

She thrashed back and forth in the frilly, pink darkness, loathing her state of unrequited need, finally, after an hour’s deliberation, quitting her bed and flying on tiptoe to Albert’s room, where she pounced on his bed and body, beginning a necessary rape. 

Her hands roved his body, pushing away the pajamas, touching skin, waking him into a dreamlike state of oblivious yearning. Climbing down his torso with kisses, she stopped at his crotch, taking his limp penis in her mouth, sucking life back into the flagging thing until it was finally, passionately, fully erect. 

“What’s gotten into you?” Albert moaned, though not unhappily. His body was as responsive as hers with this little prodding. 

“You, darling, I need you now,” she surfaced from the depths of his thighs, and kissed his mouth, his face, his neck, his chest. Then straddling hips, she lowered hers over his starched organ and slowly let it slither into the pulsing cavity until it hit the end of her vagina. Collapsing forward, she fucked him hard, brought him into her physical anguish, rolling about the bed, orgasmic from the start, panting, grunting, uncaringly screwing the life from his body, until explosions ripped them both and they were too exhausted to begin again. 

“Mariel, I’m so sorry…”

“About what?”

“That I wasn’t with you today to take care of this.”

“But I’m fine now, and I don’t really want to talk about it. I leave tomorrow, and I’d like to stay the night right here.”

“Fine with me. You can sneak back to your room when it gets light.”

She didn’t want to sneak back, but she wouldn’t say so. 

She was up at dawn returning to her room, softly padding across the corridor floor. No one would hear. Even the squeaky boards of the upstairs hallway didn’t give her away as she crept stealthily down hall. 

“Mariel,” his voice was little more than a mellow whisper. Why was he always there, always behind her, always creeping into her mind, his sexy energy sneaking into her body. 

“I’m going back to my room,” she said. 

“I have no plans to give you away.” There was no sarcasm in his voice. “Bright night, isn’t it?”

He moved to the upstairs window and motioned her to his side. 

“This is one of the best views of the island,” he said. From the tiny window by his bedroom door, they peeked out on the moonlit early morning, that early twilight time just before the cock crows and the sun blasts into the morning sky. They could see to the harbor, see the twinkling lights still burning, see the quiet of a new day starting to shake loose the night. 

“Yes, it is beautiful.” She was still bathed in the sumptuous afterglow of making love for an hour straight, sleeping for another sixty minutes and feeling faint, worn, sleepy and sated. Between them—the fiancé and the brother—a warm energy surged, now undeniably apparent, bizarrely leaping upon her before she had wits to throw it off. 

His hand touched her bottom, grazing it not accidentally. 

“You shouldn’t do that,” she whispered, but without the venom that would have accompanied her protest if it had been morning and her head and heart were clear. 

“It’s only telling the truth, Mariel, just the way your body tells me the truth.”

He refused to stop and her will refused her now, failing to push his hand away or launch a reasonable objection. She was just a few strokes from coming again, from feeling the raw sweep of sexual energy that had so defined her night, flood through her again. 

“Please, I am engaged to you brother.”

“And how honest is that?”

“Don’t,” she managed to pull away. But he came on to her, face-to-face, body breathing, his blue eyes darkened, his spirit swooping down like a falcon to grab her as prey. His lips were wet, warm, his tongue insistent as it penetrated the opening, fusing with her mouth. She could not give in! Her mind fought, losing each battle, each time his hands and mouth and tongue pressed their advantage. Grinding his groin in hers, she could feel the fervent pressure of him against her inner thigh. No, no, no! Her mind was clear, but it could not connect with her voice. It allowed no sound, offered her no assistance in fighting the worst of her fears. Jack’s hand was at her crotch, inching her nightgown up her thigh. Her pussy clenched, her belly spasmed, fire ignited in all the worst of places, incessantly demanding that she throw away her fears and give in. 

“Ah…” her head fell back, “I can’t, please…” the uttered words gave her strength. “Please.” Her hands came up to push him off.

“I’m sorry,” he said, still no snicker, no haughty message of triumph. What did he want!

“Yes, yes, you should be. I have to go.”

“I’m never wrong about women, Mariel. You have things inside you… Albert will never be the one to make them real.”

“I-I, I have to go now,” she stumbled away, afraid to admit the truth. She cried, until she cried herself to sleep. Everything had been just fine, until she came here. Redemption seemed impossible. 

***

Mariel left in the morning after breakfast, on the same ferry that took Albert back to the city. He seemed as excited as usual, full of himself, his love for her, and his determination to breakaway at least a little piece of his life that he could share with Mariel alone. She had taught him that was possible the night before. 

Mariel left the island, afraid to look back at the shore, at Jack standing on the dock, and at the house in the distance—the surprising representation of everything in her life that she feared. 


Chapter Four 

“Ah, Miss Fitzgerald, you are coming to the New Year’s fest,” the elder  Reynolds asked, as he passed by her desk just outside Alvin Perkins’ office. This was a promotion of sorts, to be executive secretary for one of the board members, but it did take her away from Albert most of the day and kept her in close proximity to her future father-in-law. Jonquil had talked a lot about wedding plans during her Christmas stay at the city house. She’d only been there Christmas night, preferring Christmas Eve with her father in his small townhouse. Even Albert agreed that she needed to nurture her ailing parent. The situation worked out well. She had only an hour in the Reynolds’ house with Jack before he had to take off to a former girlfriend’s buffet dinner. 

“What kind of thing is it to have a buffet dinner for friends on Christmas Day?” Jonquil had wondered. “Don’t people want to spend the holiday with family?”

“They do, mother, but none of these people have relatives in the city, and they don’t have the time to travel.” He was wearing a brown, leather overcoat and a bright, blue muffler—looking more dashingly, roguishly handsome than Mariel remembered him. 

“Well, why are you going?” she said, feeling terribly disturbed. “You have family here.”

“Because I haven’t seen Chris in ages, and my going will give you more time with Albert and your future daughter-in-law.” He seemed perfectly magnanimous. There wasn’t even a  knowing twinkle in his eye cast Muriel's way. The strange doings in the hallway of the island house seemed to be as forgotten by Jack as they had been by Mariel—at least forgotten in her waking hours, though nighttime was another matter. 

If only her next occasion with Jack Reynolds would be as easy, she thought as she watched Henry and Alvin Perkins leave for a meeting. 

Albert came by her desk in the afternoon. “Like it the executive wing?” he asked. She’d only been at her new position two days. 

“I think so. But I miss you.”

“Then you’ll have me tonight.”

“I’d like you now,” she said, with a silly twinkle in her eyes. Her crotch was warming, pressing itself against her desk chair, pulsing, squirming, spasming. 

“You do look flushed.” She rose from her chair, took his hand in hers and went for the broom closet down the hall—this move remarkably reminiscent of stolen liaisons in her old department, when Albert would officially abscond with her, only to turn into a lusty maniac when he had her in private behind the closed door of his office. They speculated that Henry knew this and purposefully gave her a promotion just to frustrate such inappropriate activity. 

Now, they clutched each other in a fierce embrace, hands roving body parts, seeking skin under starched shirt and silk blouse, suit pants and svelte skirt. He managed to enter her when he set her on an unused desk, parting her thighs and prodding her slippery cunt. They barely spoke above a whisper, humping frantically until he spilled himself inside her cunt and she jerked on him. 

“Oh, gawd, I can’t believe we just did that,” she sighed heavily, as she wiggled off the desk. She straightened her clothes. “Do I look all right?”

Pulling a stack of new file folders from the shelves, she left the storeroom as if she’d been on a simple supply mission. Albert exited unseen and moved in the opposite direction seconds later. 

“You have a run in your hose, Miss Fitzgerald,” Mr. Perkins pointed out. She was tempted to blush, as she looked down at her stockings. 

“So, I have. I’d better go change.”

She dashed off quickly to change her nylons, smiling happily to herself. 

***

The house was all glitter and shine when Mariel arrived. Christmas was past, the homey decorations replaced with New Year’s tinsel—silver and blue, mirrored balls, and trays of champagne served long before that special hour descended. 

She wore a red, sequined sheath her future mother-in-law helped her pick out—surprised that the woman would chose something so provocative—so low-cut front and back. The neckline plunged deeply, loose fabric moving teasingly from side to side as she walked, bent over and turned around, revealing that virginal white skin along the inner sides of her breasts—what was so often hidden by bras and blouses and even daring dresses.  In back, the sequined material was cut low to her ass, and fit snuggly against it, outlining the fine curve of her plump behind. “Wish I could wear that kind of thing,” Jonquil had said, her rounded, bustling body all a titter. “Ah, there was a time.”

That had been two days before, now she was following Jonquil’s lead again. She was learning, greeting guests with the same effusive smile and conversation that her future mother-in-law was notorious for. Sometimes she’d hear herself speak and cringe at the sound of her voice. Most of the time, she tried to ignore the woman she became in these circumstances. 

Albert spent most of the night at her side but was several times pulled into a corner where someone bent his ear on business matters. He couldn’t refuse their conversation, even if this was a night of celebration. 

When he wasn’t otherwise preoccupied, they snuck a few good feels. Albert absolutely loved the dress, peeking down it, playing with the neckline, running his finger down the middle and parting it enough to steal a glance at her perky nipples and the lovely flesh that bore them.

 “I’m going upstairs to catch my breath,” she told him, when he was about to leave her side again. 

“Then I’ll meet you down here just before midnight,” he said, giving her bottom a squeeze and a pat. “Don’t miss it.”

“Of course not.” 

Mariel took the stairs to the second floor, where she collapsed into a chair in the balcony loft. She laid her head back against the leather and closed her eyes, realizing how much her head was spinning, and how the champagne was making her dizzy. 

“My, you are pretty as a picture.” It was Jack’s voice. How could she ever hope to avoid the man if he remained her fiancé’s brother? The torment was fated to continue. 

She opened her eyes, staring into his face, thinking scoundrel all the while. He’d never change. 

“I like the dress.”

“Thank you, your mother picked it out.”

“I’ve always said there was a bit of slut in her.”

“Jack Reynolds!”

“Don’t go priggish on me, woman! We both know better than that.”

“What happened two months ago, Jack Reynolds, was an unfortunate fluke. It won’t happen again.”

“I know.” He waltzed gallantly to the chair beside her and plopped down. “You think this event is as insufferable as I do.”

“I do not.” 

“Don’t argue, Mariel, I read the inflections in people’s voice; I hear the desperate, little whining behind your tittering conversation. You’ll strain your vocal chords if you play mother’s games much longer.” Her eyes flashed a stern message of disapproval his way. “Ah, don’t get all huffy, Miss Priss. I know exactly what you’ve been thinking. Don’t try to deny it. Besides, I’m your ally, not your undoing.”

“I have no idea why you find it so easy to undress me with your eyes and unmask my thoughts with your witty speech. But I really wish you’d stop.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Sure.” He shrugged, seeming honestly confused. “Here I thought behind those perky, flashing eyes was a true companion in my misery.” 

“What are you talking about?”

“You may love my brother, you may want to marry him, but don’t tell me that you want to hang around my parent’s social world for the rest of your life. You find it as boring and insipid as I do.”

“Sometimes in life we have to take the bitter with the sweet.”

“I suppose so, but I wonder why you’d make the sacrifice.”

“I make it for Albert.”

“Yes, I know.” His mouth clamped shut, he folded his hands over his stomach and took a deep breath—perhaps waiting for the probing question he expected of her. 

“You think I’m unhappy?”

“I never said that. But are you?”

“No. I’m very happy with my life.”

“Good. It’s nice to see a woman who has made accommodations with her past.”

“What are you talking about?” She was nervous, curious, concerned. 

He sat up, leaned forward and placed a hand on her knee. She snapped her thighs shut tight and tried to push his hand away. “You really don’t recognize me, do you?” he said.

“You’re Albert’s brother.”

Troubled, he pulled away and leaned back in his chair. The music of a haunting waltz drifted up from the orchestra below. 

“I’m sorry, Jack. I just don’t understand you.” She wanted to reconcile herself to him if she was to be his sister-in-law for the rest of her life. There was something strange, familiar about being in his presence, comfortable and easy, if she allowed herself to identify the feeling.

“And I don’t understand you either.”

She cocked her head his way, curiously, sensually. “Why do you always look at me as if you know my darkest secret.”

Jack sat up and leaned forward, his hand on her knee again. “Because I do.”

Her eyes were wide, startled, tearing, scared, wondering if he were telling the truth. 

“We met before,” he added.

“When?” Her brows narrowed suspiciously, as the sound of the minor strings swarmed around her. 

“Think back, Mariel, a few years ago.” He could feel her trembling; she could feel her fear. “A innocent, young, college graduate, down on her luck, needs money… she slips into a bar for a verboten drink of Scotch. She doesn’t even like Scotch, but the idea of it captures her attention. She thinks it’s the right thing to do with the last few dollars in her purse. She’ll leave just enough to call home—to admit her failure and ask for forgiveness, if not forgiveness, penance. But someone notices…”

“What is this about?” Mariel interrupted.

“Listen, you don’t have to say a word, agree to a thing….”

Something about the champagne, the heat in the loft, the strange music, the placement of Jack’s hand on her knee, massaging—she couldn’t tell him to stop. 

“Just listen,” Jack repeated, while his hand continued to caress her thigh. “A burly fellow with a kind face sits down in front of the pretty blonde and offers her a proposal she finds difficult to swallow and yet difficult to refuse. There is something romantically sleazy about her predicament that calls for drastic measures. The Scotch takes away her inhibitions, all she can think of is working her way out of the miserable hole she’s fallen into, so she agrees to the pictures… a few ‘sexy pics’ he tells her, ‘nothing tawdry,’ he promises. He plies her with more Scotch, leads her into the back alley, into a warehouse, into a room that’s bare except for a bed and camera mounted on a tripod. She poses; he shoots the results. A few more shots of Scotch, her tummy’s burning, but she’ll do anything. When he starts to take off her clothes, she hardly battles him at all, but rubs her pussy through her panties—she’s starting to get hot—too hot to stop. Does this sound familiar?” Jack stopped long enough to wonder.

“How would you know?” Mariel asked, but Jack wasn’t answering. His hand moved higher between her thighs, deeper inside the dress, teasing her covered crotch.

“He has her naked, posing like a Cupie doll: ass, tits, pussy waving at the lens, coy, inebriated smiles turning the cameraman into a silly, slobbering fool, and the burly fellow’s happy—he’s going to make lots of money on this innocent kid. ‘She’s a natural,’ he says. She won’t stop. The Scotch makes her giggle even when her tummy burns. Just in case they struck pay dirt, there’s a cock waiting in the wings, attached to some good-looking package of buffed muscle. He’s at her horny snatch with the wave of a hand, ready to spear the virgin in one exhilarating shove….”

Tears ran down Muriel's cheeks, while her belly spasmed, unceasingly, flagrantly. “Jack stop,” she whispered softly, insistently.

“Why? It’s been hanging over your head for years.” 

Jack’s finger at Muriel's cunt made its way inside her panties, teasing her clit and the rhythmically pulsing flesh surrounding the happy hole. “Gawd, Jack, you’ve got to stop.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know why?”

“What do you really want?”

“Don’t make me do this.”

“I’m not making you do anything. I’ll leave right now, if that’s what you want?” He started to withdraw his hand. 

“NO!” she spoke too loudly. But the music below was loud and no one heard—it could cover a mass of sins.

He replaced his hand, returning to the grove of pleasure, tickling the hair and the outer flesh, while the inside begged him to enter. 

“What do you want,” he asked kindly.

“Your cock in me,” she was too delirious to understand exactly what she was agreeing to, she understood only what she needed then. He pulled her upright, to her feet, then around the chair, pushing her over the back, where she was a quick study in lust, swooped over by his masculine prowess, beat by his throbbing cock in the juicy portal, while thinking in memory of that other time. He held her by her breasts, reaching around her torso, fondling the orbs as he clutched them in his vigorous grasp. She grit her teeth not to make a sound, while he held in every forceful grunt and groan threatening at his mouth. 

Her body tensed, exploding every atom, exhilaration screaming through her, while Jack held her to him and softly grunted his climactic ending. They remained fused, silently for endless seconds, while the merriment went on below, raucous and careening toward midnight as the music suddenly changed to 1960’s rock and roll. 

“My God, what did I do?” she finally tore out of his arms, falling into a chair with Jack’s cream dripping down her thighs. 

He pulled himself together, zipped his pants and straightened his clothes, without the sarcasm that often accompanied his scoundrel manner. 

“Because it’s what you’re really like, Mariel,” he answered her question. 

She looked up at him. “You were there?”

“Five years ago in the warehouse, yes, I was.”

“The man who fucked me?”

He shook his head. “I wish I were. I was just his friend, there on a lark to watch him work—or better yet, see a porn flick in production. You lost your virginity in one mindless afternoon, and….”

“No, get away from me, Jack. This is all wrong.” She stood up righteous as a Sunday School teacher. “I don’t know how I’m going to get beyond this, but I have to.” Mariel fled the balcony looking for the first bathroom she could find to clean away the trances of Jack Reynolds from her thighs. 

***

The folderol of the New Year swept painlessly by, while Mariel intoxicated herself for the remainder of the long night beside Albert Reynolds. No one went to bed until three a.m. after all the guests had left. The next day, she was hung over and didn’t appear downstairs until afternoon. The rest of the Reynolds’ household was nearly as potted by the late night extravaganza and hardly noted Muriel's absence in the morning.

“Darling, you’re looking pale,” Albert noted right away. “Did you sleep all right?”

“Like a baby,” she managed a smile with her reply, as she slipped in beside him. She looked around, hopefully without causing anyone to notice, wondering where Jack might be. 

“I guess I’m not the only late riser,” she said.

“Nope, girl, you’re the last up today,” Henry quipped right back at her. “Jack was up almost at dawn, left on business.”

“What kind of business could the boy have on New Years Day?” Jonquil wondered aloud. 

“Jack’s a sordid sort of fellow, ma, I wouldn’t worry.”

“Sordid! What kind of word is that?”

“A truthful one, Jonny,” her husband suggested. “Drink your tea and don’t worry about the lad.”

“Father, he’s hardly a lad,” Albert had to say. 

“Yes, I know. You have grown up. Only wish Jack had taken a few tips from you.”

Albert almost blushed, though he hated references comparing him to his more worldly brother. “Mariel and I will be leaving as soon as we get our things together,” he had the graciousness to say. Then, as he did so many times, he swept his fiancée into his arms and removed them from the conversation with his parents. 

Mariel found her waking sobering. Every glance at Albert reminded her of Jack. Every inflection in her fiancé’s voice, every body twitch—the corner of his mouth, the shape of his nose, the way he walked—all seemed to mimic some small element of Jack. After all, they were brothers. Even though on first glance they seemed miles apart in appearance, they were in their own way a matched set. 

She wondered now, when her body heat rose with sexual excitement, was it because she lusted after Albert, or was lusting after the brother who wasn’t there? Hadn’t her sexual appetite increased when he entered her life that day on Gull Island? And had it not flourished like those few days spent years before in the aftermath of that pornographic video? 


Chapter Five

“I came here to explain,” Mariel said, as she entered the studio office where her future brother-in-law worked and slept. She peered around at the lovely room. Though cluttered with files, papers, books and the remains of takeout food, beneath the mess was a quaint room with dark hardwoods and cream-colored walls, generously decorated with black and white prints of Jack at work. 

“Explain yourself? Why?” he asked her, as he watched her stroll around the room. 

“I should.”

“You don’t have to explain anything to me. And I’m sorry for what I did. Too much drink in us both.”

“And you couldn’t resist telling naughty stories.”

 “I think I was shocked on Gull Island… seeing the woman I’d so admired in that warehouse, now pretending to be someone that she wasn’t.”

“Maybe I was pretending that day.”

“Perhaps.” He seemed to agree and she didn’t like that.

“I was young, scared, down on my luck, miserable. He made me laugh. He made me feel like a woman much older than I was.”

“You liked getting taken,” Jack concluded.

“Perhaps,” she was agreeing. “I regret that I lost my virginity that way, but it’s how it was.”

“You don’t need to apologize to me.”

“I know that, too. But if I’m going to be your sister-in-law, then we need to get things perfectly clear. I can’t be fucking you, and you have to stop seducing me.”

“Is that why you’re here?”

“Yes.”

“Why not send me a letter?” he grinned wryly.

“I think some things are best said in person.”

“So, put yourself back into a vulnerable position with a man who knows you better than the man you love? Is that really a good idea?”

She thought a moment, not disagreeing with him. “Maybe not.”

“Frankly, Mariel, I think you’re lying—if not openly, then to yourself. You’re here because you can’t stay away from what I represent. What you think I know. What you think  you might be with me. You want to be led, to be taken, used the way you were that day. You want to flaunt yourself that crazily.”

“That’s not true,” she looked pained and indignant. “I love Albert. The sex I have with him is terrific. I couldn’t ask for more.”

“Then why so easy with me? That’s the real question. Why are you here?” He seemed annoyed, flustered and frustrated. “If you love Albert, how could you possibly let me fuck you on the balcony of the family home while your unsuspecting fiancé is down below wondering when his beautiful fiancée is going to be at his side to toast the New Year? You can’t get over it. And now you want absolution.”

“Maybe I do.”

“Well, you’re not going to get it from me. I don’t think you belong with my brother, not because you’re bad for him, but because he and his way of life are bad for you.”

“Oh, so this is some noble gesture on your part.”

He shook his head. “We were both full of champagne. Yes, it was a mistake. But you know the old saying… learn from your mistakes or you’re destined to repeat them.”

She had little to say. Nothing that she imagined for the afternoon was turning out as she planned. 

“I can’t hurt him,” she finally said. 

“Then be honest with yourself,” he spat back exasperated.

She sighed, she strolled the room again, looked out the window, tapped her fingers on the old oak framing and sighed again, finally giving the appearance of leaving as she picked up her coat and purse from a nearby chair. 

“Mariel,” he interrupted her departure, “I know what I saw in you at the island and on New Year’s Eve. If you want to go down that road, I’ll take you.”

She stared at him a good long while, fishing for appropriate words. “We’ll have to talk another time,” was all she managed to say. 

After that unfortunate reply, Mariel couldn’t remove herself from the studio quickly enough. Why had she left any door open for her return? “We’ll have to talk another time.” How could she even think that? 

***

On a crisp January day, Mariel met Jack in the back of Harvey’s Tavern—the very last booth in the back of the bar where they would least be noticed. Just to be safe, she sat across from him, looking friendly, not as if this was a romantic, clandestine tryst. 

“What is it that you’re so convinced I need to know about myself?” she opened the conversation, after they were served their beer. 

“And why are you asking me now? What’s changed your mind?”

“I’m marrying your brother in June—at least I think I am. If there is something in me that I need to know about, I want to explore it now, get it out of my system. Be done with it.”

“I’m not sure what we’re talking about can be that easily dispensed with.”

“Either way, I’ll know.”

“You are serious?” he couldn’t be certain; she was a very sly woman. 

“You said you’d take me down that road… what is that road?”

He mused a bit, wondering if this was just a trap for another of her uncertain conversations, looking for justification. “Sexual surrender,” he finally said just to see where she really was, “the kind of lust that my grandfather’s mistresses wrote to him about.”

“What makes you so sure that’s what I need?”

“It’s what turned you on in the attic, what inspired you in the warehouse, what keeps bringing you back to me. It’s what I read in your face every time I see you. There’s a natural strain in your eye and on your lips that can only be eased by giving in to your real desires. The romance is fine, Albert is doable, but you really in your gut want more.” As he spoke, her eyes grew wide, her heart began to race and her tummy fluttered with excitement. 

“Then quit telling me about it and show me!” she blurted out at last. 

“You’re sure?”

“Very.” Her eyes were like two laser beams. 

“Then tomorrow night.”

“Why not tonight?”

“Because unless I tie you up and whip you myself, I have nothing to show you tonight.”

“Okay, tomorrow night. What do I wear?”

“Anything that’s comfortable. You’re not putting on a show.”

***

Climbing in the car beside Jack, Mariel took a deep breath. She’d already looked about, as if she expected Albert to be watching them drive off into the night. Of course, he wasn’t there. 

“I told Albert that I was going out with friends tonight—girlfriends.”

“Was that wise?”

“It was the only safe thing to say. But it’s all right, he and your father have plans—a preliminary board meeting that should take them well into the night.” She paused, looking down at her plain, black sheath, “You think I’m dressed all right?”

“You look fine… conservative, but black is always appropriate.”

They drove through town stopping in front of an upscale apartment house. After parking on the street, they walked arm and arm inside—Mariel needed Jack for support. The elevator in the lobby shot them up to the penthouse floor at the top of the seven-story building. 

“This is a private club in a private home,” Jack explained, whispering in her ear as they waited for someone to answer the doorbell. 

“And you’re a member,” she whispered back. 

“Not exactly. Let’s just say I have well-situated friends.”

The mood was dark as Mariel expected—incense, candles, the elegantly dressed and the leather clad mixing as if they belonged in the same universe. Instantly overcome by a rush of potent sexual energy, Mariel was dizzy for a while, clinging to Jack’s arm as if he owned her. 

A small platform was set at one end of a large, richly paneled living room, a runway intruding into the center. Velvet-covered chairs had been pushed to the side, along with a settee and tables. Jack and Mariel sat in two empty chairs on the sidelines, drinking sips of brandy offered by a starched, professional butler. Other guests were seated, some stood, some mulled about while they waited for the main attraction to begin. 

After some minutes, a door to the right of the stage opened, allowing a parade of women to enter. Each, dressed in various states of attire designed to accentuate specific body parts, moved humbly into a designated position. Each were cuffed at the wrists, arms raised and attached to an overhead bar from which they were one by one pulled from the group, their manacles reattached to a wire cord and their bodies shoved down the runway. 

Men interested in the merchandise came forward, groping the properties, prying thighs apart, forcing fingers into sexual orifices, generating gasps and moans from their subjects. Once inspected, the property stood straight as an arrow, arms in the air, gazing at the audience around them as the bids were made. When the deal was final and the cash changed hands, the new property owner released the manacles from their prize and most often leashed them, pushed them to their knees and made them crawl submissively behind them to a private room. 

Mariel watched two women auctioned, each a sassy, snarling bitch who needed the snap of a riding crop to keep her tame. She gasped in awe at the red welts that rose high on their flanks, and shrunk back afraid, as if the crop might stray from the target and hit her. 

“I don’t understand this,” she whispered in Jack’s ear. 

“Not your cup of tea.”

“I don’t know.” She was flustered, feeling a surge of unexpected arousal crashing through her body. She rubbed her neck, thinking for a moment that her throat had been collared just as these women’s had been.

“You see yourself there?” he asked. 

“No, no, I don’t think so.” She wasn’t sure. “What happens when they leave here?” she wondered. 

“Perhaps we’ll see.”

A petite woman with sandy-red hair had just been led forward down the runway, tethered to the wire. Unlike the first auctioned properties, this girl had less sass, less bite in her expression and a sorrowful look in her hazel eyes—sorrowful, but seductive. Mariel shivered watching her mesmerizing expression. She had a narrow waist, nicely rounded breasts, a trim tummy, shapely hips and fleshy thighs. She was nearly naked, except for leather, thong panties and a simple, leather, cutout bra that showed off nipples pierced with thick, silver rings. Her long curly hair floated about her shoulders like a pale orange cloud, giving her an ethereal look. Her lips were painted pink, her eyes rimmed with black, her name Laurel. 

For several minutes black-clad men assaulted the waifish submissive—the girl responding like a limp rag doll, allowing her body to be flagrantly fondled, slapped, poked and prodded. She looked as if she had no will, but beyond her sad and empty face was a sense that this amazing theatre aroused her entire being. Her lips parted, her hooded eyes grew sultry, she seemed one step from the throes of orgasm, but the men suddenly drew away, giving her good reason to be sad. 

“Oh my!” Mariel gasped softly. 

“Something wrong?” Jack asked.  

“No,” she replied, quaking to her core, something that Jack surely noticed but would not mention. 

The bidding for this piece of flesh took some time, much longer than the other offered properties. Several times, the bidding men waltzed about the redhead’s fainting form, gazing at it with critical eyes, as if they were stalking prey, waiting for the perfect moment to pounce. Two men were particularly interested in the waif—a muscular, baldheaded, black man who loomed high above her, and a short, handsome Latino, with a quick-witted expression and cagey, black eyes. Each man was cool and calculating, but with a fire burning behind their placid manner. They circled her warily, the black man with a leather riding crop that bit into her thigh, the Latino with a single tail whip he used to flick against her ankles when he wanted her attention focused on him. Mariel prayed for the black man to buy her; she saw some evil in the other man’s eye—although he strutted sexily and fired her own hungering crotch. 

When the bidding ended—a silent process this time, almost conducted as a conference between buyers and seller—the black man took the girl away, leading her on his leash, though she wasn’t required to crawl. 

Jack stood seconds later, taking Mariel by the hand, out the living room door and down a corridor, giving her no explanation—although none was necessary when they entered the same private room occupied by the black man and his redhead. A look of recognition passed between Jack and the Master in charge; not a word just a look, and the observing couple sat down side by side on a button-tufted, paisley couch. 

“On your knees, whore,” Ladner, the black man, boomed, and the girl immediately obeyed, her bare knees sinking into the plush carpet, her head dropping to the floor, touching the tip of his shiny, black boot. 

The picture was an awesome sight—of master and slave; of humble beauty and magnificent specimen of masculinity, naked from the waist up, waist down dressed in silky trousers tucked in knee-length boots. 

“What is your pleasure, lass?” he asked the bowed woman. 

“To serve you, sir,” she whispered loud enough for him to hear. 

“Good. You know your place. Take to the rack, belly up with your legs spread.”

Mariel had hardly noticed the device behind the master and slave, the apparatus of wood and bolts tucked into a corner, half-covered in a velvet drape. On Ladner’s orders, the girl rose, stripped the rack of its cover and tugged the heavy thing a few more inches into the room. As though she’d been through this ritual before, she mounted the device, laid down as ordered and waited for the master to continue. 

There were straps to anchor her wrists and ankles to wooden struts beneath her, a strap that buckled around her waist, and thin ropes dangling from a frame above that Ladner tied to her nipple rings, stretching the flesh taut. 

The redhead beauty languished in this simple torment. Her breathing deepened, her chest expanded, her hips rocked within the small space as if they were seducing a man to enter her there. Ladner moved between her widely bound legs, teasing her, running the tip of a tiny baton around the opening of her vagina. She shivered and jerked, tried to bolt away as the pleasure over took her common sense. The severe pull on her nipples brought her back instantly, with a tiny bit of anguish emitting from her mouth. 

“You don’t learn well, do you, slut?” he said, reaching out to stroke her stretched nipples. He plucked the ropes like the strings of a guitar and listened to her gasp. With two fingers in her cunt, she was filled with pleasure, clearly orgasmic, but frustrated when the master removed them. “Not so fast, my slave. I’ll have my satisfaction long before you get yours. He smacked her thighs like he would bongo drums until their color turned pink; then he swiped a flogger from a nearby table and used it on her voraciously. When he laid it on her belly lightly, she shuddered. When he struck her thighs she seethed and screamed depending on the harshness of the blows. When he flogged her breasts, her shrieks were plaintive—but curious. For a moment they seemed pitiful, then they turned sensuous, as if her body found the feelings pleasurable. 

The music of her body made Muriel's crotch tingle. She could feel her cunt soften, the nectar gathering at the doorway, while her heart started to race again and her imagination alone made her spasm. “I have to get away,” she whispered to Jack, feeling desperate. 

“No, you don’t,” he answered quietly, angrily. “I’m not asking you to do anything, just watch.” 

Ladner turned. “She as good a sub as my Laurel?” he asked, strolling her way until his hefty body was standing tall in front of Muriel's shaking one. “She wants what Laurel wants, you can see it in her eye.” 

“I’ve been trying to tell her that.”

“Too bad, she can’t have her turn without the auction.”

“Of course, she’s safe,” Jack answered, with a sarcastic tone in his voice she’d not heard in a while.

“You can’t be serious,” Mariel said, staring up at the black man’s broad chest. 

“Hush. You keep still, or you’ll be on the auction block—permission granted or not.” He grinned, his white teeth bright against the black of his dark face. He was toying with her, taunting her, poking fun at her fear. She wanted to beat his chest with her fists in denial, but that was only a momentary desire. 

He brought his smile back to his racked Laurel. A buoyant grin bore down on her, getting through her fears, but she would hardly be appeased. He started with small, connecting, pinching clamps, working a line of them down from her right stretched breast to her belly, and then lower to her left thigh. Each new clamp drew a gasped breath from his submissive. But this wasn’t pain. Endorphins rushed her body like water flowing through a narrow canyon. She seemed to drift, lose focus of anything but the compelling desire. Her eyes closed out the sight of her Master, though likely not his memory. She would be dreaming of him, floating along that river of desire and sensation, happily taken there. 

Mariel viewed the scene, awed by the connection between this pair of lovers. They could hardly be strangers. She wanted to understand them, get inside their brains and bodies, pick their thoughts. After a time, however, even her own mind drifted off on the strength of physical sensation. Her flesh burst with heat as if it were aflame. She wanted to flee, but Jack’s hand and determination held her in place. She was practically panting as Laurel panted—straining to endure what must be rapidly rising pain. 

“Ma chere,” Ladner was bending down, his thick lips whispering lovingly in her ear. He tugged the end of the cord attached to the line of clamps, “you will survive… trust me…” He tugged the end a little harder and she seethed inwardly. “Runaway with me, love, runaway…”

Muriel's pulse was rapid, as if it were she under the dominion of this master and waiting for him to pull the cord.

With a quick flick of his wrist and an upward motion of his arm, he ripped the entire string of clamps from his victim’s torso. 

Her head fell back, “Yeeeeawwwwwwwww! Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah.”

Her chest rose, her breathing shortened until she let out one long sigh. The master then rubbed at the bruised, pained places on her chest and thighs, sending a second round of sensation through frayed nerves. 

He loved her with kisses, with his full lips planted on her lips, with the feel of his hand, finally, fondly caressing her skin. She groaned, raised her body to his, wishing she could press herself against his chest, but it was just too far away. The longing look in her opening eyes told plenty of tales to the silent audience—of how she needed to be loved, of how her beingness responded to pain and fear and torture. She sought more with that glance, and he responded with a wicked smirk as he moved in position between her legs. There, he fooled with her sopping pussy—anyone could see how her body had voraciously responded. But when he fingered her in the lower regions beneath her clit and cunt, and she replied with a self-satisfied sigh to his intentions, Mariel reported a new jolt of fear, mingling with disgust, mingling with arousal. 

Ladner bared his cock, full, proud, curved like a bow, its dark head pressing into the rosette of Laurel’s ass. The girl jerked from the shock of entry, then settled quickly into the rhythm of her master taking pleasure from her inner depths. Her head and her hips swayed back and forth, even the strain on her nipples didn’t deter her now. The pair fucked in tandem, his consistent prodding of her darkest region taking her into another kind of ecstasy that Mariel did not understand. 

Jack leaned close and kissed Mariel on the lips, moving his hand deeply under her dress just as he had on New Year’s Eve. This time, he found her pussy bare, no panties, just the juice of her arousal. Before he took the time to fondle her, she was gasping, falling back against the arm of the settee, legs splayed—in an almost sure reenactment of her secret sexual beginnings. His lips at her lips, his hand still bringing off her cunt, ordering her, “Kiss me.” 

“Ahhh,” she gasped and raised her body to his, her lips to his, and came, grinding her crotch on his hand. 

“If you were mine, I would have you suck me off right now,” he said. “And you would love it. But, of course, you belong to my brother.” His voice was laced with mockery. 

Did he want her, she wondered. 

“We should leave, I’ve had enough,” Mariel whispered, when she had grasped what she had actually done; feeling embarrassed again by Jack Reynolds, she wanted to quit the scene as soon as possible. 

“No, you’re not going anywhere,” he said. He did pull her to her feet and out the door of Ladner’s private room. The couple was still in the midst of their ending, contemplating another beginning, and a night of sexual theatrics fit for a long memory. 

“I’ve had enough, Jack,” Mariel voiced her opinion more loudly in the hallway. 

“You want to know what’s inside you, but you only want it in small glimpses. Is that it? Well, that’s not what I’m offering tonight. You asked for this, you’ll stay until I’m ready to go. Consider it a lesson in submission. You want the experience, you’ll get the whole thing.”

She stared at him stunned. Was he actually as angry as he sounded? Her entire body tittered unexplainably hearing the tone of his voice. She was almost in tears, but not in a bad way at all. “And what if I just walk out the door?” she ventured very cautiously. 

He took it as a challenge. “I’ll take you into the living room, turn you over my knee in front of all these good people, and spank your behind until it’s beet red.”

He wasn’t kidding. She didn’t know the man all that well, but she knew a bluff and she knew a serious threat. 

“Yes, Sir,” she found herself silently saying, as he determinedly grabbed her hand and led her further into the back of the penthouse. 

The scene in their host’s small ballroom boggled Muriel's eyes. Was she witnessing hell, or just a human version of that abject place of physical woe? It seemed that a larger crowd had gathered since the auction, and in this room, in the four corners, purchased slaves were being whipped, pierced, spanked and bound in intricate bondage patterns with thick nylon rope. This was the original den of iniquity. Muriel's already crazed and bewildered mind could take little more of this drama. Each scream stung her, her body envious of the sensation, the swish of a flogger, the jolt of a cane. She clung to Jack because she was afraid to stray, afraid she’d be plucked from the crowd of roving submissives still looking for a man to top them. In time, she noted that a few auctioned properties were already freed from slavery. In some corners of the room there was laughter and participants changing places. What kind of reality was this? 

“Is any of this real?” she finally asked Jack.

“Of course, it’s real.”

“But the women are not seriously slaves.”

“Of course not. Slavery is illegal.”

“I know that.”

“But you dream of something else?” he prodded her. 

“I just thought that Laurel was…” she couldn’t finish.  

“She is, and a few of the others here are genuine 21st Century slaves—as much as they can be owned property.”

“But there were two men bidding for her.”

“She actually has three masters.”

Mariel looked at him shocked. 

“She’s probably the most true life case of slavery I know. Her life is dedicated to giving her three owners sexual pleasure. They may vie for her day to day just to keep her on her toes and make a sport of it between themselves, but she’ll bed down with one of the three most every night.”

“And during the day?” 

“She remains their slave.”

“They live together…”

“Are you really interested in all these facts?” This was starting to sound like an interrogation. 

“Yes, I am.”

“Then we’ll talk about it later, you’re getting off the point.”

“I am not,” she countered. 

“You are. Now keep your mouth shut for awhile.” 

 Muriel's body twittered again. Why this kind of brutish, boorish talk should make her quiver with delight, she didn’t know. But it did. Pretending she actually belonged to him—just for the sport of it—she obeyed him and kept quiet, trying to fend off the hundreds of questions pestering her thoughts. 

“You think too much, Mariel. You’ll turn this into an intellectual study and you won’t find anything but your judgments once we’ve left.”       Again, she wanted to object to this statement, but pretending that she belonged to him, she shut her mouth and accepted that he was right.

After Laurel, and Muriel's discoveries in the ballroom—that most of these people were players not serious participants in life as Masters and slaves—she studied her surroundings more critically—with less passion, just as Jack had wanted her not to do. It wasn’t her fault, some of the specter and the mystery was fading. The leather was all glamour, many of the women not submissive at all, the men hardly masterful if she looked at them honestly. There were exceptions and they frightened her. Ladner approached her later in the evening—Laurel nowhere to be found—“You enjoyed our scene?” His voice seemed even deeper speaking directly to her, with his eyes focused on her as she almost craned her neck looking up to see his face.  

She was breathless and silent.

“You can take this one places,” Ladner said to Jack, grinning as he had in the private room, with mockery and fascination apparent in his every gesture. This was a repeat performance of earlier, with the message getting through to Mariel on a gut level as well as a cognizant one. 

“Not if she denies what she wants,” Jack told his friend. 

The hour was late, well past midnight. Her mind and body swam from image to image silently. She felt like a glory seeker without the backbone to have what she wanted—a faker, the hollow woman. She wanted to leave a dozen times, but kept her feelings to herself. After all, Jack was giving her what she asked for. Just as she believed they were about to go, they drifted into an open door along the corridor of once ‘private’ rooms—by night’s end it seemed most were now open to anyone’s eyes.

“You’re confessing what?” a Masterful fellow was asking a humbled submissive on her knees before him. The room was set like a trial, masters surrounding the room with grim expressions on their faces. Mariel shrunk back, thinking they should leave the room, but Jack pressed her forward with a steely fist at her back. The room expanded as one curtained wall opened to a crowd of faces, spectators; and pushing through the doorway behind Jack and Mariel were several more interested players in the game. 

“My deepest regrets for having dishonored you,” the bowed woman spoke.

“Perhaps you want to tell the tribunal exactly what your offense was.”

Her head was at the floor, her ass naked and already bearing the marks of a beating. Except for her backside, the rest of her body was hidden from view. Mariel could see the heavy metal collar that ringed her throat, that made her own throat tighten at the sight of it, but her head was so buried in the carpet that she could not see the color of the woman’s hair. She was a creature of the shadows, little more than the voice that answered her master’s questions. 

“I boldly sought the affections of another man,” she barely managed to reveal the horrible truth. 

“You ‘boldly sought the affections of another man!’” her master mocked her. “You swaggered your hips, you batted your long eyelashes, you sucked up to a man forbidden to you, slut. Am I right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Glad we agree.”

“Rack her for the night,” a disparaging voice decided, as the body it belonged to shifted in its place at the back of the room—Laurel’s Latino master. He groomed his mustache with his fingers and gave off an attitude as imposing as his black counterpart. 

“I was thinking more of banning her,” the master with his boot heel on the slave’s back mused for the others.

“Your call,” the Latino said, “she disgusts me.” He humphed loudly and pushed away from the wall, swaggering toward the door as if he were shunning a leper.

Mariel could see the poor woman sobbing, her own heart bleeding for the forlorn thing. 

The surrounding company of masters and slaves, the serious and the pretenders turned their backs one by one and left the room. Jack led Mariel to the door, even as the humiliated woman’s master was following them out. 

“She’s being left,” Mariel whispered.

“I suppose that punishing her physically would only fulfill her fantasy. Her master doesn’t want a deliberate brat, he wants a slave.”

Mariel only partially understood, but the scene so touched her, that once again her body was clamoring for some unknown something that seemed just beyond her grasp and certainly out of reach on this awkward night. 

They rode in silence from the private party to her apartment house. 

“Think about what you saw tonight, Mariel,” Jack said, as he stopped at the curb.

“I have, all the way home.” 

“You can tell me your feelings later.”

“Why can’t I tell them to you now?”

“Because I’m dead tired, and I don’t want any woman badgering me, even you.”

“I wouldn’t…” her voice rose in protest. 

“Hush. That’s enough. We’ve both had enough. A little silence never hurt you.”

He watched her walk up the stairs of her apartment building, as she let herself inside and turned on the light in her first floor apartment. Then, he drove off. 


Chapter Six

Muriel's dreams were filled with vile pictures, her waking life colored by images from the private party bombarding her mind. She walked the street seeing the faces of the people in the penthouse—knowing that she must be seeing things, or was certainly paranoid. Valiant efforts to push the darkness from her mind failed. Two people resided in her single body, the goody-two-shoes who loved her Albert; and the slut who loved his brother’s tainted world—and perhaps the brother, too. Surviving her life was more difficult, the ‘great unknown’ of her unsettled psyche had taken form now: faces, implements, attitudes, behaviors and rules. Seeing Albert, she saw the brother, and never was at peace. 

“You seem troubled,” Albert told over dinner several nights after the party—the first time they been alone together since that remarkable night. 

“Really? Perhaps I’m just tired?” she wondered about herself. She’d been thinking of the reprimanded girl… what happened to her after her master left? Had she been shunned for life? “No, it’s not a tired look, but a troubled one,” she said.

“Troubled?” He was innocently unaware.

“I guess I get scared,” she offered this piece of self-reflection. 

“Of what?”

“Of getting married. The certainty, the commitment. Don’t you ever wonder if we’re doing the right thing?”

Albert cocked his head slightly, looked at her equally troubled and said, “No.”

“I guess you wouldn’t. You have everything in life perfectly planned out.”

“No, no, I don’t! But about you, I’m sure.”

“You shouldn’t be.” She was on the verge of telling the truth, or at least half the truth—the ugly half about her ugly desires. In one twisted moment, she saw herself in front of him like the bowed, repentant girl, and watched herself be shunned by the world of Albert Reynolds. Was there any redemption, any way to change the outcome of her infidelity? 

“I should be unsure of you?” he questioned her with a worried expression. 

She was on the verge, the words bullying their way into her mouth—bursting from the tip of her tongue. 

“There’s so much about me you don’t know, Albert.”

“Really?” He looked surprised. “Well then, we have a lifetime to learn about everything.” His eagerness was so wholesome, warming, comforting. 

“Yes, yes, you’re right.”

She worked the lighter side of her nature to the forefront of the afternoon and felt her spirits buoyed, at least for a few hours. 

***

Another three days later, she could not contain the truth. Rushing to Jack’s studio at lunch…

“You left me high and dry, Jack Reynolds,” she charged, the instant he opened his door. 

“I did what?”

“You take me to that prurient show of flesh and degradation and leave me with a body I can’t live with!” She charged into the room determined to make him listen.

“I did that?”

“Yes, you did.”

“My, you’re sounding a little high and mighty again.” He walked around, watching her flesh quiver, her jaw tremble, her eyes emote everything from anger and desire, to fear and sadness. “What’s the matter?” he looked reasonably worried. 

“My life’s a mess.”

“It’s not a mess, you just have a bigger piece of the truth. You liked what you saw, what’s wrong with that?”

“I didn’t like it at all,” she took great pains to spit that out, so he’d hear her clearly.

“What is it then?”

“I don’t know.”

“Why don’t we take a walk, get some fresh air and you can explain everything that ails you.”

With the January thaw, the southern breeze almost felt tropical, even at 38 degrees. Talking was easier with the sun on her shoulders. She kept the appropriate distance as they hiked through the park, taking the best of covert pathways, for the most part out of sight from anyone they might recognize. 

“I feel like that girl on the floor.”

“Laurel?”

“No, the banished one.”

“Oh? What have you done wrong?”

“What have I done wrong? I fucked my fiancé’s brother, isn’t that enough?”

“So, you’re feeling guilty?”

“Aren’t you?”

“No.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“I suppose I’m just a cad,” he shrugged, trying to be playful, if not playful, nonchalant. “But I’m sticking to my story, my mission. I’m rescuing you and Albert from each other—and it’s not such an unpleasant task.” He touched her coat from behind, his hand grazing her bottom, her body rent with a sudden shiver. “And don’t tell me it hasn’t been a pleasant ride for you, Miss Fitzgerald.”

“I’m not ready to admit anything to you about pleasure.”

“Suit yourself,” he laughed—laughed so infectiously she was sure she was in love with him. “So, you’re guilty of a heinous crime. That’s the only thing that’s messed you up, your infidelity?

“Yes.

He chuckled because he didn’t believe her. “Yes, I’ll bet. This twit you’re in has nothing to do with sexual submission? The titillation that turned you orgasmic Saturday night? Nothing to do with bold, black men with dominant attitudes, or lusty, sharp-tongued Latinos, or dropping to your knees in humble surrender… how about the aroma of leather, the crack of a whip, the rustle of chains? Your responses were just a fluke? You didn’t shiver down to your wet, hot pussy every time you saw a woman bow to the wishes of her master? You didn’t wish that it was you?” 

“It was an astounding night, but I swear, what I feel now is only anger at myself.”

“Then you’re being foolish, Mariel. You asked for the experience, you got it. Don’t throw it away.”

In the midst of a maze formed from a cultured hedge, they were backed into a corner with no way out but through the twisted, winter-dried vines, or back the way they came. She was captured, yet fully able to make a getaway if that’s what she wanted.

Jack was tall, handsome, dashing in his long, winter overcoat, that lock of unruly hair the perfect clue to his wayward and forbidden nature. He dominated their tiny glade, while she felt tiny as a mouse. If only there weren’t so many entanglements in her heart that kept her guarded and remote. 

He got closer with each silent second that passed waiting for to her speak. Then he was on her, inches from her chest. They swayed and their winter overcoats touched, nearly causing sparks between them. She backed away, but not too far; there was a hedge of bramble behind her. Lucky her.

“I know a little hotel just a few blocks in that direction,” he pointed over her shoulder. “We could make love the way you want to make love, Mariel.”

“I don’t even know what that is.”

“Or we could assuage your guilt.”

“By having sex again?” 

He snickered. “Either that, or I could spank the ass of a naughty brat and dress her down with a good scolding, and then send her on her way, the slate wiped clean.”

She laughed at that, felt another of those strange tittering feelings sweep right through her sexual body. “I wish my absolution would be so easy. But I’ve run out of time.” This was a legitimate excuse. “They’ll be wondering where I am if I stay out any longer. I only have so many excuses.”

“Okay,” he backed off. “I don’t think we solved anything, Mariel. But take it easy. Don’t do anything rash. This will all work out.”

“When did you start spouting platitudes?”

“Hey,” he shrugged, with his open palms waving, “I’m trying. You came to me…”

“I know I shouldn’t have, and I won’t again.”

For a minute she’d seemed lighter, happier, more at ease, but the scowl on her jaw and the worry in her eye was returning. She was going back to work, to where Albert worked and her future father-in-law watched over her like a hawk. 

***

Jack’s phone rang at three o’clock. They’d just left each other an hour before. “You mentioned the hotel a few blocks from here?” she said, as soon as he answered.

“Yes, The Riverside.” 

“Why not at your studio?”

“You’d rather have me at the Riverside,” he answered, without a further explanation. 

“All right then. Would five-thirty be okay?”

“It would. I’ll see you then.”

***

Mariel was sitting on the bed when Jack came up the squeaky stairs and opened the door to room #221. She appeared childlike, scared, defensive and serenely beautiful as she waited for him wearing a pink sweater and grey skirt. He considered this the perfect attitude for the submissive woman, but she had still not classified herself that way. She was, in his mind, a risky woman to be meeting in a downtown hotel on a Tuesday evening, but she had invited him for a reason—after rejecting his initial offer—and he was much too curious to decline.

“You got here early,” he said.

“I told Alvin I wasn’t feeling well. He’s very accommodating.”

“And was that true, you weren’t feeling well?”

“Partly. My stomach is tied in knots the size of softballs.”

He cocked his head looking like he was inspecting her abdomen, “Not enough room,” he declared.

She didn’t laugh. She didn’t even smile. 

“You don’t want to make love, do you?” 

She didn’t reply. She knew less what she wanted than Jack did—either that or she was afraid to think her raw desires, let alone speak them. Meanwhile, Jack was thinking, figuring, assessing the dilemma of Mariel Fitzgerald. When he finally spoke, he was treading in unknown waters, unsure, but not so unsure that he wouldn’t give his plan a try. 

“You’re the kind of woman men hate because they are secretive, manipulative and so damned sure they know what they want on the outside that we trust them. My brother trusts you, and what do you do but sleep with his sibling—scoundrel that he is.”

It took some seconds for the words of Jack’s lecture to register in Muriel's brain, until she finally looked up at him puzzled, awed and physically aroused—as if he’d just turned on a fire inside her belly. 

“We trust you and we get burned by your power to twist our very simple minds. You grapple with your terrible problem with sex and we get burned. You dangle yourself before our quaking hearts and thumping loins, then suddenly change your mind about what you want. It’s a good thing you invited me here, Mariel, because I know exactly what you need. My gut feeling, you want to be punished.” He stopped long enough for this to sink in. “That’s what all your fascination leads to, what all those warped, inner desires are all about, punishment, absolution, pardon, release from your depravity. You fuck around on my brother with me… in fact, I think you fucked around on him before I even arrived on the scene…”

“I did not!” she immediately jumped in, the first real thing she could object to.

“No, you didn’t succumb physically, but your mind has been twisted in a knot, as perverted as a dirty, old man for as long as you can remember. You try the lilywhite Albert because you think he might take you away from all that grief you’ve given yourself, which has haunted you since you acted the whore for a porno movie. But he makes it even worse, and worse yet, he has a roguish brother who likes nothing better than to seduce you. So, where has this led—to the same dilemma we started with. You think you’ve committed heinous crimes and want the punishment you deserve. Does that make sense, Miss Fitzgerald?”

She nodded without thinking what she was doing. 

“Then stand up, turn around and crawl on the bed.”

She obeyed thoughtlessly. The scene was surreal, her vision of it remote, as if she was staring at herself in the act of succumbing. 

As he approached, her body swayed sexily, her ass waving for attention. Jerking her skirt up off her behind, he got to the flesh he wanted, the pure, bare bottom of a sassy brat. He slapped it hard, purposefully with the palm of his hand, finding behind the act pure enjoyment. She grunted, she whined a bit, but for the most part she was quiet and within herself. 

“I don’t think you’ll be so stoic for long,” he warned. His hand was stinging from the smacks he laid on her ass. The skin was red, turning hot. He liked that, and he guessed that she liked it, too, the way she moved with him as he made the methodical journey to punish her crimes. In time, his hand was hot and too miserable to continue. He needed a change if he were to go on. 

“No, I don’t think you’ve had enough, slut,” he said, pausing long enough to remove his belt. She looked back at him and cringed at the sight of the long leather doubled in his hand, but she didn’t try to shy away. Moving closer to the edge of the bed, he grabbed her about the waist, holding her tightly and began smacking her red, warm bottom insistently, firmly and without stopping. 

The increase in intensity took the punishment to a level beyond what Mariel had understood. There was something just, righteous about the act—whether this was absolution or not. She was within herself for the duration of the spanking, gritting her teeth sometimes, at other times feeling the desire for more generate a curious satisfaction. This wasn’t yet a sexual thing, though there were deep, sexual feelings building in her crotch. After a time, she wanted his hands on her flesh again, but there seemed to be no way to communicate that fact. She took the leather as he demanded she do, and he gave her no reprieve, no gentle caress until he was ready to put the belt back in his pants and call the punishment done. 

When he finished, he let go of her waist and stepped back. 

“Is that what you needed, Mariel?” he asked. 

“I don’t know…” Her bottom was throbbing, a wild warmth spreading from the spanked center. 

“Don’t tell me you don’t know. Is that what you needed?” 

She turned around and sat down on her naked behind. “It’s what my body has been craving for a long time.”

“Absolve you of your guilt?”

She thought a minute. “No, not really.”

“Didn’t think so. I think in the sexual world, punishment is a good thing because it feels right to a psyche like yours. You may need it, like the women at the private club need to be tied and beaten. But in the real world, punishment won’t solve what’s wrong in your relationship with Albert. You have to do that with words and sincerity.”

“I’m sure you’re right,” she answered him. “Thank you. Would you do this again?”

“I might. I’ll have to see how I feel when you ask.”

Jack put his belt back in his pants. Though he was all revved up, he didn’t want sex right now. He’d never been in this position with a woman—he preferred being the irresponsible scoundrel, to the righteous disciplinarian. He wasn’t sure what to make of his own feelings or his desires for Mariel. And with no more to say, he quickly left the room. 

***

A week later, Mariel called him again. “I need to see you. Same room?” she asked. 

“Okay. But at four this afternoon. I have plans for later.”

“Okay. I’ll see you then.”

Mariel had had a very good week with her life. Perhaps the spanking had taken care of the demons plaguing her before. She took that position with herself, forgot about Jack and focused on Albert. They’d been to a celebrity auction on Wednesday evening, a play on Friday, slept in together at his house on Saturday—Harry and Jonquil were out of the town and the maids would never tell—then played the entire day together, making love twice, passionately. 

However, by Sunday night at home alone in her apartment, there was a haunting feeling in her gut that didn’t go away Monday morning, or Monday night, and was lingering into Tuesday. It had been what prompted her to call Jack. She was thinking of him as a counselor, not a lover, though that didn’t stop her crotch from tingling excitedly when he showed up at the hotel room. 

When Jack arrived, she was in the same surrendering position as she’d been the week before, sitting on the bed looking vulnerable and lost, wearing a sweater that was cut low across the tops of her breasts and a tiny skirt—hardly the demure attire she’d worn before. 

He noticed the difference, but didn’t mention it. 

“You want another lecture?” he started.

“No,” she said.

“You want another spanking?”

“No.”

“What then?”

“You,” she said, pulling herself off the bed and swaggering seductively to him. Batting her eyelashes, playing the slut. 

Black turtleneck, tweed sport coat, black trousers, brown leather belt. Stunning. Hair she had to comb back with her hand, the first time she did it honestly. She took his hands in hers and pulled him back with her to the bed. Sitting, she started with the belt buckle, only then wondering if this was the same one he’d used to punish her the week before. Didn’t matter, that was not how she was feeling now, in need of absolution. 

As she pushed his trousers down, he ran his fingers through her hair, affectionately, passionately, agreeing to the mutual, silent expression of desire. She sat back then and began unbuttoning her sweater, casting it away when she was done, exhibiting the new bra she purchased as Macy’s—black lace, see-through and meant to entice. He made no comment, but dove into her then and finished the job of disrobing them both, until they were naked, tussling about the hotel bed, across the chenille bedspread, legs scissored and lips fused. 

He mauled her, took dangerous liberties, smacking her thighs with his palm, roughing up the flesh, wondering how far he could go being forceful before she’d balk. She didn’t. She purred and hummed and found him satisfying, while his lips attacked a nipple, biting it hard until she squealed, and his cock finally slipped inside, drawn in by the velvety warmth of her pulsating pussy. 

The orgasms came in the usual way, with hips tucked tight to each other, then later when they moved their mouths on their lover’s genitalia, lapping, sucking, forcing another climax, which took little time as well. They remained exhausted for a while, limp, quiet, silent, until the roar of energy began again and they needed another fix. Climax was a captive drug, allowing them no reprieve from its demands, just the promise of feeling good. 

The third time, they started out unthinkingly—this was never about thinking—softly caressing genitals and thighs and breasts. He was pulling playfully at her nipples and she was getting turned on, finding the most unexpected sensation connecting her nipples to her crotch, almost feeling as though her pussy was being tickled with a feather duster. 

He pinched the bud harder and the pain felt like daggers cutting through her body—delightfully so. None of this was frightening her, or painful. She was beginning to understand Laurel and her stretched nipples—though that kind of sensation would be constant—and his came and went. Jack knew. He understood women’s bodies, while Albert was always surprised by her reactions, afraid of them. Jack had his moves planned and the outcome foreseen. When he moved to her cunt, it was at just the right moment when the spasms were getting stronger. His hands along her thighs, through her hair—pulling and tugging it—running down her back in a tiny, sensuous line, generated a sexual rush as compelling as other moments with Jack had been. Though this was quieter and more subtle, it was no less powerful. 

She was cooing, ahhing, letting her head fall away and her back arch as he rode her crotch for sex again. His hands were on her ass, probing it as his cock worked her vagina. She shuddered feeling the ripe sensations of body lust rip through her loins. Her mind wanted to push his hand from her ass, but her body answered otherwise, even when she was scared of his getting that much inside her physical spaces. She thrashed about, uncertain of this kind of fucking, afraid he would put his cock in the back door, too, but he finished without that extreme. Neither one needed anything else after their grand come. Exhausted, sighing heavily, waiting for the first to break the silence, they remained comfortably side-by-side staring at the ceiling. 

“I thought you had some place to go?” she finally asked, knowing that it was long past six o’clock. 

“I only told you that because I didn’t want to make a commitment to you.”

“I hope I haven’t overtaxed you this time?”

“Not this time. Humph, maybe I should spank you more often.”

She was quiet and thoughtful. Thinking of their future wasn’t a good idea. “I don’t think there should be a ‘more often,’ she said at last, sounding put-together and pinched, unlike the more easy, rapturous woman she’d been the last two hours.

“Oh, cutting out on me so quickly,” Jack chimed right in. 

“You don’t want anything serious with me, do you?”

“Not with my brother’s wife, no.”

“Yes, that is the dilemma, isn’t it?”

“Just how long are you planning to hang on to him?”

“I don’t think about breaking our engagement, even though I should.”

“It might even be honorable.” 

“Yes, but every time I do, I feel this horrible burning in my gut.”

“Maybe if you let him go the burning would go away.”

“Probably, I just need to plan my endgame.”

“Endgame? Just tell him the truth or some reasonable portion of it, like I’m not really in love with you, or I just don’t think we’re right for each other. There are a dozen decent things you could say. Just find one and open your pretty mouth.”

“If I did, would you still be around?”

“I can’t say. I know I won’t be in town much longer, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Oh, that’s a little deflating. I win my freedom and you run off.”

“I have a job, my job takes me places. And I really didn’t think we were talking about something permanent.”

“Of course not, why would we do that! Why would we go through the miserable task of unearthing the truth about me, if not just for sport? Why would we walk deliberately into a relationship—and this is some sort of relationship—knowing that we’re going to hurt your brother? Why? I kind of thought you cared.”

“Mariel, I’m only leaving because I have an assignment. What I do to make money. I don’t take a dime from my father.”

The fact that he worked outside the family business was clear to her, but she’d never given it a moment’s thought. “What do you do?” she asked. 

“Interview, research and write. And then, I see if someone wants to publish what I have to say.” 

“You write about what?”

“What interests me.”

“All freelance?”

“Pretty much. I sometimes get assignments from magazines. I don’t really plan anything, just go where the four winds take me.”

“You look like that kind of man. So, when are you leaving next?”

“Two weeks, a month. I’m not really sure. I’m waiting to get an okay from my interviewee. Man’s a bit of an eccentric and can’t figure out when he wants me.”

“He wants you or you want him?”

“Oh, he wants me to tell his story, but he wants to stay in control.”

“And I suspect you’d rather be in control.”

“Of course. But I’m sure we’ll both get what we want. Thankfully, I don’t have to kowtow for too long. A week or two, in and out and I’m done.”

“Where’s he live?”

“He owns his own tropical paradise in the South Seas, calls it Pandora’s Hideaway.” 

“Interesting name.”

“Yes, it is.”

It had been body hunger overtaking her reason that drove her forward, she decided in a moment of great self-revelation, a search for the truth, and finding it, a realization that she needed to end her life with Albert. She’d come dangerously close to doing something stupid—subconsciously—before she finally realized the truth. Strange how life offers its curious twists, that it would take his brother to convince her of certain folly. Jack was probably right, all she really needed him for was to move her out of an unfortunate situation. The money didn’t matter anymore, the self-respect did. She could see herself hating Albert after a year or two and that would be a shame. He needed a woman better than her attempts at acting the part she played every day.

“Maybe, if you’re interested, we could find something to do with ourselves after you get back—after I’ve broken my engagement to Albert.”

“Maybe,” he agreed. 

Now it was time to go. He hated wasted sentimentality. Mariel Fitzgerald was hot, the kind of women he would love to use, abuse in good old-fashioned ways, and even love if it couldn’t be helped. But she was still entangled and he had a job to think about, and it would be a waste of time to consider anything more. 


Chapter Seven

There was a strange result once Mariel decided to break her engagement that allowed for little ostentatious show of affection. She could hardly form the words I love you for Albert’s benefit, even though deep down inside she did love him and it was love motivating her actions. Mariel wanted it over before Valentine’s Day, before Albert made a fool of himself with flowers, candy, expensive jewelry and the sentimentality she would have trouble stomaching. She was less generous with her feelings toward his family. Both Henry and Jonquil annoyed her with their dictatorial or fawning attentions. 

Mariel knew for certain that her love for Albert had taken a new path when she found that the prospect of another family party made her nauseous. Why did they have to screw with her plans for the un-engagement? Jonquil must have been psychic to have arranged the party for the day she planned to break the news to Albert. Instead of doing the nasty deed, she resolved to plaster her very best smile on her face, hold her head high and go. At least there was the prospect of seeing Jack—though there were clearly mixed feelings about another reunion with the man who started her downfall. 

“My, you did pull out all the stops,” Jack said, while gazing at her breasts tucked just inside the smartly designed cocktail dress. “I would think that’s going overboard considering your plans.” Thankfully, he whispered this added comment.

“Albert insisted,” she whispered back. “Don’t expect me to act on things today. I’ll get through this night and then give him the news.” He stood too close to her, reminding her of his touch, his breath on her cheek, his hands roving her body.

“Aren’t you afraid of embarrassing yourself more?”

“Why? A broken engagement is not an embarrassment. And why do you care, anyway?” 

“I probably shouldn’t, should I?” he said, smiling, admiring her beauty, the daring way she was dressed, and even the odd way she thought through dilemmas like this one. Albert was on his way to Muriel's side, so he said no more.

“Love the dress, sweetie,” the younger Reynolds purred in her ear, while squeezing her behind. They had not made love since she last made love to Jack. The firm feel of Albert’s hand on her ass was an unkind reminder of the brother, not the sexual rush it used to be. “Can’t wait until later. I’ve been feeling like a eunuch.”

She smiled but managed no more. Drawing him out of the private corner into a more public setting seemed to be her only defense. 

***

The tiny room was swimming with wildness, the air hot around them, stifling, making it difficult to breathe. But to move was heavenly with the thick cock wedged inside her fuck-seeking cunt. Goosebumps shivered on her skin and then disappeared, then returned each time he ran a finger down her spine. “Yes, yes, gawd, yes,” she mouthed the words quietly to start, but then it didn’t seem to matter that she made the sounds of sex. He was hardly keeping quiet himself, groaning as she squeezed his member each time it thrust in her. Desire crescendoed, brightening every inch of flesh, then rolled through her like an ocean breaker looking for a beach to crash on. 

She wasn’t actually drunk—she’d purposely had only one glass of wine—but that didn’t seem to matter to her fragile consciousness. She was being fucked again by the brother, the handsome, reckless scoundrel. In the maid’s empty room. In the heat. In the middle of another insufferable cocktail party, for sport, for dangerous sport. 

“Gawd, Jack, hurt me harder,” she was squalling in a heavy, heated whisper. 

“Yes, bitch,” he seethed under his breath. 

His fingers dug into her ass like knives almost making her scream. What came out was a lilting squeal. Perfect, this was perfect screwing. 

When he clutched her breasts in his hands and pulled her back into his chest, the moment became a mindless mélange of images, disparate, inharmonious images. The hardness of his body against the softness of her own, the whispered words, the shouted gasps, the heat, the cold, the shivering chill of her limbs, the darkness and then the emergence of an unexpected source of light coming from the far side of the room—blinding, compelling and unsafe.

Voices swam around her for fifteen seconds of suspended, unintelligible time.

“You fucking whore!” Henry Reynolds’ voice boomed.

She stood upright, Jack’s cock slipped out, and turning toward the door, she saw Albert staring into her face—eyes stunned, hurt, perplexed and turning cruel.

“Have the decency to cover yourself, young woman,” Henry standing behind his younger son snapped at the frightened Mariel. She tugged at her bunched-up dress in a frantic attempt to hide her breasts, ass and damp cunt, but the damage had already been done. Behind her, she heard Jack zip his pants, felt his hand on her shoulder, comforting. “What is the explanation here?” By then, an hysterical Jonquil was crying in the corridor, pushing her way to the front.

“Get out, father!” Albert roared. “Jack…” he turned to his brother, nodding him away. “Mariel and I will handle this ourselves.”

“She’ll leave this house right now!” Henry swore. 

Albert turned to his father. “No, Sir, she will stay and talk to me. Now, all of you, get out.”

“Albert,” Jonquil rushed toward her angry child, her face already flushed from crying, eyes full of pity and grief.

“Mother, I will handle this myself,” he hissed, and shoved her off. 

Three vanquished Reynolds left the room, pushed into the corridor, with Albert closing the door behind them. Having his way, he turned toward Mariel. 

In sixty swift seconds, a flustered Mariel relived the last hour in her mind, wondering how the night could end so ugly, how it could possibly take this awful turn… 

“Pretty night, huh?” Jack had said, approaching her from behind in another of his stealthy moves. 

She’d been staring out at the gentle, winter night, watching from the kitchen window as flurries danced in the yard lights. Hearing Jack’s voice, she didn’t bother to turn around. “You were right, Jack,” she’d told him quietly.

He ran a finger down her bare back and watched her shiver. “And what exactly was I right about?” 

“About being here. I never should have come. I should have broken the engagement a week ago, after I figured things out.” She wanted to be strong and determined, but feeling Jack so near, she was suffering from the same malady of lust that brought on all her thoughtless, rash behavior. 

“So, you didn’t. You’re here now.”

“And maybe it’s time to leave?” She should have made her exit then. But she couldn’t keep her hands off this sexy brother. “You’re poison in this house with me,” she honestly reported. She could feel the heat from his crotch exploding hers. “I have to go,” she even managed to say, but she still couldn’t move. Eyes, lips, sexual electricity turned all her shut-down responses on high, deliberately ignoring the promises she made to herself before this night began. If only he’d agree to leave her alone. “We really shouldn’t be doing this.”

“No. We probably shouldn’t,” he easily agreed, but he wasn’t moving either. The tingle and rush were becoming more intense. “You want sex, don’t you?” he read her mind.

“In the worst way,” she answered, unthinkingly. She couldn’t reply sensibly, even if her mind was screaming out the dangers. 

“The orchestra is gearing up for another set…” he noted. “We slip away and no one knows.”

“Albert will know,” she remembered thinking. But that was the last time she considered her fiancé, until he stared at her like a deer stunned on a deserted country road. Jack took her by the hand and moved them both down an adjacent corridor, where they slipped into the vacant maid’s room—twin bed, dresser, chair neatly made up but missing the human element they would provide. Her mind kept screaming, No!, while her body understood other messages. 

They didn’t need to discard their clothes for him to have her bent over the bed, his cock ramming at her cunt, the two oblivious to anything in their private universe that might offer warnings. They’d kept quiet—at least for while—but the ethers around them must have carried the message far beyond the maid’s room, over the sound of the elegant orchestra to ears piqued for the unusual and unexpected. 

“I was going to tell you,” Mariel said, while gazing into Albert’s horrified eyes.

“You’re in love with my brother,” the declaration was an accusation.

“No. I’m not in love. Honestly, this means nothing.”

“How could you?” He ignored her words. “How could you…”

She could see his lip quivering, his hand trembling, ready to slap her face. But he would never do that. His emotion would soon turn to tears in private, once she was gone and he was alone. “I trusted you Mariel. Certainly trusted you’d never to do anything like this. And my brother! In my own house! Have you no shame at all?”

“I’m very wrong, Albert—and very wrong for you. I’ve known that for weeks and haven’t had the guts to tell you so. I hate myself.”

“You should.”

“Albert, it’s not Jack.”

“Then how did you happen to be fucking him?”

She took a deep breath, knowing what she had to say, but scared. Scared of how she’d hurt him more. “I made a movie a few years back… an X-rated movie. Apparently, Jack was there. I don’t remember him, but he remembered me. I pushed away that event, called it youthful foolishness, even pretended that it didn’t happen, that I was never that weak or that vulgar. But I was. Then I met Jack… we talked… he knew me, that other side of me,” she looked down at her rumpled dress, unable to look him in the eye… “we talked about sex, and me sexually, and how I’m yet incomplete. It didn’t start as sexual, the sex just happened, almost accidentally. I never wanted to hurt you. And now I have.”

He closed his eyes, turned his head. Maybe he was crying now and didn’t want her to see. 

“You plan to stay with him?”

“No. It’s not like that, Albert. It’s just casual sex.”

“Casual sex?” He still wasn’t facing her. “Is casual sex more fun than sex with someone you care about?”

“Not fun, not meaningful… but maybe necessary. I was going to break our engagement and should have before tonight. I need something in my life I’m not getting. Trust me, it’s not you, you’re perfect.”

He turned back again, “But a rougher kind of guy like Jack is more appealing.” His words were heavy, thick with hurt. 

“I don’t want Jack.”

“But you don’t want me.”

“You don’t want me, Albert. I have too much to understand about myself, before I marry anyone.”

A few more punctuated comments lay flatly between them before the confrontation was over. Albert’s emotions dwindled sadly, as did Muriel's. She left out the back door of the house, unwilling to face the rest of the Reynolds who were trying to graciously salvage what remained of their evening’s event. 

***

The door was ajar as Jack packed for his trip, inadvertently left open, and Mariel could peek inside. 

“What are you doing here?” he asked. 

“Feeling angry,” she said, as she stepped inside without an invitation. 

“I hope at yourself.”

“Of course at myself—just as you should be pissed at Jack Reynolds.”

“I have my regrets. Sorry I didn’t stick around.”

“I suppose your family isn’t too happy with you,” she ventured. 

“You could say that. Makes it a perfect time to leave.”

“Yes, leaving,” she pondered the thought, “leaving makes it easy.”

Jack stood tall, squared with her, narrowing his blues eyes on her. “If you think I’m happy about what’s happened, or that I can easily write it off, you’re sadly mistaken. I may think that my family is a little insipid and money grubbing, but they are my family, and I never wanted to hurt them.”

“We both did.”

“Yes.” He said that with an air of finality. 

Mariel watched him as he resumed packing. It seemed to be a meticulous effort for a man so otherwise chaotic. His shirts were neatly folded and carefully laid beside his neatly folded pants and shorts. Just in his presence, her inner urgings were strong again—maybe she lied to Albert and herself; maybe she did love Jack. Unfortunately, she had little to go on but the sex; and there were enormous gaps in their relationship neither bothered to consider. The reasoning behind her thoughts of him seemed sound. But the more she watched Jack work, the more she felt desperation well in her like an angry bear. Her heart seemed to be tearing itself apart—was it her heart or her cunt? She wasn’t sure. 

“I want to go with you,” she finally said. 

It took a minute for her words to register. “You what?” he asked.

“I want to go with you on your trip.”

“Good heavens, why?”

“There’s nothing here for me now. The engagement’s off, I resigned from the firm before your father could fire me, and I have nothing to keep me here but a lot of bad memories.”

“Father has no grounds to fire you.” He looked indignant.

“He’d find some, I’m sure. And why would I want to work there after what’s happened?”

“So, what would you possibly do on this trip?”

“Be with you, get out of town, run, yes, but have some time to get my wits back together before I start over again. I’ll pay my way; I have plenty of savings to keep me for six months.”

“I’m only going to be gone a few of weeks.”

“A few weeks then. Maybe that’s all I need.”

“Don’t you think a vacation to Hawaii or Acapulco would be better?”

“Then you don’t want me with you?”

“I didn’t say that. But I’ll be working.”

“You said it was a tropical paradise; all I need is a warm sun, a beach and a few good novels.”

“Let me think about it.”

“That’s all I ask.”

He sighed. “If you go, you’ll have to be ready in a few hours; I’m leaving tomorrow.”

“That’s fine.”

“Pack light. You may have to haul your stuff some distance.”

“That’s fine, whatever you say.”

“Okay.” He nodded, still thinking about her proposal, “I’ll let you know in the morning.”

She sighed then. They were on a roll, Jack about to say yes; he’d given her all the parameters, why not say yes? She left his studio disappointed but still hopeful. 

***

“Exactly who is this man you’re going to interview?” Mariel asked Jack, after the plane was airborne. 

“Carlos Sanchez.”

“You’re kidding?”

“No. Want to turn back?” he asked, looking out the window of the 747, a playful smirk settling in on his scoundrel face.

“Why should I?”

“I thought maybe you’d read his work.”

“Heard about him, but I’ve never read his books.”

“So, what do you know about him?”

“Only that he’s a little offbeat, likes his privacy and beats off reporters with his walking stick.” 

“Amazing,” he shook his head. “That story came out three years ago and it’s stuck.”

“I would think so. The man was crazy going after those camera men like he was a savage animal.”

“Crazy to insist on his privacy and defend himself against any attempt to thwart his stated intentions? I don’t think so.”

“Then tell me, what else is he so famous for?” she asked. 

“Chaos theory. The study of anarchy.”

“Oh.” 

“Don’t know what that is?”

“Not really. I’m not sure I want to know.”

“Then you’d better keep quiet when you’re around him.”

“Or then, maybe you should enlighten me before I put my foot in my mouth.”

“It’s really simple. He despises governments, churches, computerization—says they are soulless—most modern technology, any kind of stated morality, probably the Ten Commandments, and especially any sort of sexual injunctions.”

“Oh, my.” She thought a moment. “By despising ‘any sort of sexual injunctions,’ what would he mean?”

“That he believes in the mutual consent of free people… whatever activity two consenting adults agree to do should not be banned, legislated against, or condemned. He is the ultimate thinker when it comes to free choice.”

“You could take that to some dangerous extremes.”

“He also teaches responsibility, consequences for human activity. He’s not an advocate for any sexual or social practice, just doesn’t want anyone putting limits on his choices.”

“Then his philosophy is all theoretical?”

“I would guess, but then he lives in Pandora’s Hideaway, and the name alone conjures a host of possibilities.”

“Yes, it does,” she answered quietly, studiously, as she searched her mind for images of social anarchy and chaos, wondering what they would look like in a tropical setting. 

The rest of the plane flight, Mariel was unusually quiet, even inhibited. She had no idea what she’d signed on to with this trip, Jack’s expectations of her, if there were any, and her expectations of herself. What seemed to be a pleasant adventure had suddenly taken on a meaning that could be very frightening. Then again, her overactive imagination could be making chaos out of nothing. 


Chapter Eight 

The flight ended in Jakarta, where they changed planes, boarding a twin engine prop plane that would take them into the jungles of the remote Indonesian habitat. The view from the plane reminded Mariel of a fairyland, an endless carpet of emerald green, chartreuse, and jade—verdant color, miles deep with the hue of mystery. What had drawn her here? Made her so bold to invite herself on this trip, when she could just as easily found other tropical climates to enjoy, risk free? Jack was not a risk free lover. But wasn’t that exactly the point—Albert was risk free, his over-simplified, ordered life would have kept her safe. But, obviously, she didn’t want safety—running to the sordid life of his brother should be proof enough. This was no longer an innocent lark, a moment of spontaneous craziness. Something beckoned her, deeper than her own understanding. 

“You’ve been awfully quiet,” Jack interrupted her silent reverie, “I would have thought that my loquacious lover would have more to say. Could it be that you’re having seconds thoughts about this trip?” Jack was so astute. 

“No, not at all. I think I’m finally coming down from the last two miserable weeks.”

“Hopefully, you’ll be able to unwind even more while we’re here.” Spoken like a travel guide, not the man who thread by thread unraveled her carefully constructed life.  

The plane touched down in a grassy, green field and came to a jerking halt in front of a small hut. 

“This belongs to Carlos?” Mariel asked.

“Either that or he shares it with the rest of his neighbors.”

A hot, humid wind swept in around them, tickled her nose and the hairs on her arms. She stepped to the ground feeling not at all safe, and very alone. Even with Jack beside her, the feeling of anxiety she’d been experiencing since she left home gnawed at her, climbed right inside her gut, disturbing her prospects for peace. And despite the heat, a cold chill of fear worked its way quickly through her limbs making her shudder bone deep.

As they moved toward the hut with their baggage in hand, the plane flew off behind them and they were left to themselves. 

“No one’s here?” she stated the obvious aloud.

“He’ll show, either that or he’ll send one of his servants.”

“Am I to expect jungle luxury?”

“I don’t know what to expect, Mariel.”

They waited minutes, not even a half hour, when a Jeep roared onto the runway, turned around quickly and a smiling, black native jumped out and graciously opened the door of the vehicle. 

“Jack Reynolds,” he said, in his thick accent.

Jack nodded, and after quickly loading the Jeep with their bags, the three roared off down a well-used but bumpy road. A careening ride took them into the squawking, rustling forest, then through serene, open, terraced fields planted with rice, and finally into the jungle again where they stopped at last before a thatched roofed house—a long rectangle with a broad front porch—casual and graceful. Several smaller buildings dotted the compound’s cleared space and over hanging the entire scene were broad-leafed trees, twisted vines and tropical flowers in crimson, pink and yellow. 

On their arrival, a stocky man dressed in khaki shorts and a white shirt padded down the porch stairs.

“Jack Reynolds, how good to meet you. And how is civilization?”

“Surviving,” he nodded amiably. 

Muriel's immediate impression of the man and his surroundings put her at ease. Carlos Sanchez seemed as elegant as Henry Reynolds's party guests. His Latin heritage showed in his tanned skin, swarthy complexion and jet back hair. He was solid, earthy, and yet, he moved with an air of refinement that she had not expected to see in the savage wilds—if these were the savage wilds at all. He turned to her. 

“This must be April Starling,” he said, offering his hand to her. 

“No. I’m afraid April had to cancel,” Jack corrected him. “This is my friend Mariel Fitzgerald. She needed a break from her life, and I invited her along. I hope that’s not a problem, there wasn’t time to call.”

“Ah, I see. I was looking forward to Miss Starling’s visit, but I’m sure you’ll fit right in, Miss Fitzgerald.”

“Thank you,” she returned, while not knowing what to make of the man’s odd comment.

“You can expect the unexpected in Pandora’s Hideaway—though by the looks of you, I’d say you’re one who could take it all.”

She blushed, having no idea what to fear or look forward to.

“I imagine Jack has told you that I’m an outcast from society. I live here because no other place will have me.” He joked, but he was serious. His hand was warm, holding her palm, and he refused to let it go, insisting that she accept the studious appraisal his eyes made of her face, her hair and her body below. A decidedly sexual feeling traversed her body, pressed at her groin, made her chest hot and her nipples stand erect. She was afraid to look at her shirt, sure she’d be seeing the hard buds poking through the knit like headlights beaming her arousal for all to see. Carlos gaze returned to her face, though that was hardly comforting. It seemed he was peering far beyond her expression, moving into her thoughts, walking inside her body, exploring her psyche. For several long moments, their eyes did not stray; then because the intensity was too much for her to take, she smiled delicately and looked toward Jack. Her face was flushed, her sexual juices flowing. 

“I’m sure Reanne can make things comfortable for you in your hut. He turned toward the house and called the woman’s name. The front door quickly opened and a woman dressed in nothing but a simple sarong around her waist and beads about her neck scampered down the stairs. Her step was light, as lithe as her sinewy body, which was muscled, brown and glistening from a delicate layer of sweat. Her long, black hair made a braid behind her head that reached nearly to the plump mounds of her ass. Her breasts were proud handfuls, her aureoles chocolate colored circles with tiny buds at their centers. She might as well have been completely naked. The silk sarong clung so closely to the curves of her ass and thighs that her cleft was beautifully outlined in back; and in front, the material indented, forming a seductive “V” to match the Venus mound beneath. “Show my guests to their quarters, and be sure that Mariel has something suitable to wear.” He nodded to both Jack and Mariel. “I’ll see you when you’ve freshened up. It’s two o’clock now. We have tea at four. You can join us in the house then.” 

As cordial as the greeting was, as intense as Carlos’ examination of Mariel was, the man remained remote as he left the two in the yard of his jungle complex with the sensuous Reanne to escort them to their room. 

Although their hut appeared small from the outside, it was quite spacious and comfortable inside, with a large bed surrounded by mosquito netting, two chairs, a writing table and a dresser, topped with a white enamel basin and pitcher. 

“There is no running water, but I believe the bath should be suitable,” Reanne told them, pointing to an adjacent room with a washstand, toilet and an enormous tub. “I’ll be bringing you fresh water three times a day or as often as you need it. If you want to take a bath, I’ll be sure someone is here to provide you with hot water. And here,” she moved toward the dresser opening the drawer and pulling out a silk sarong similar to her own, “is something for you to wear Miss… I’m sorry I don’t believe I recall your name…”

“Mariel.”

“How pretty,” she said, politely smiling. 

“Thank you, but I do have my own clothes that I think I’d be more comfortable in.”

She smiled again. “Then perhaps Carlos has not explained our customs.”

“He’s explained very little,” Mariel said, looking suspiciously at the splendid woman. Her eyes could hardly keep from staring at her bosom, but she forced them elsewhere. 

“It’s customary for the women in Pandora’s Hideaway to wear a style of native clothing like mine. I imagine this might be embarrassing in your world. But you will fit right in here.” She smiled, backing out of the room, compliantly, but with a finality that dampened any further questioning.

“You didn’t say anything about traipsing around in the nude!” Mariel blurted out, as soon as the door to the hut was closed. 

“Hey, I didn’t have a clue,” Jack backed off the angered Mariel. “Why the problem anyway? If all the women here wear tiny skirts, why can’t you?”

“I’m not going to walk around half nude. Maybe on the beach, but I will wear my own clothes the rest of the time, thank you!”

“Suit yourself, but I don’t think that will impress Sanchez.”

“I don’t care about impressing Carlos Sanchez,” she pouted, arms folded firmly across her chest. “And what is this about April Starling? Who is she?”

“She was going to come with me.”

“Until I asked you?”

“No, she backed out a couple of days ago, got a gig in Reno she didn’t want to turn down.”

“Gig? She’s a singer?”

“An exotic dancer.”

“You were going to bring an exotic dancer here.”

“What better place…” he shrugged. 

“I didn’t realize…” she stopped abruptly.

“You didn’t realize that I had a girlfriend?”

“She’s your girlfriend?”

“Off and on. Nothing serious.”

“How come no one knows about her?”

He laughed. “Can you imagine what my father would say, or my mother if they knew I was dating a porn star?”

She blushed, fury written all over her troubled face.

“What’s the matter?”

“Nothing.”

Jack grinned. “You’re jealous, aren’t you?”

“No. I am not.”

“Sure?”

“Why would I be? You don’t mean anything to me Jack Reynolds. Just a convenient way out of a mistake.”

“I see. Well, I’ll keep that in mind for the rest of our stay here. You get in trouble with Sanchez, don’t expect me to bail you out.”

“I can handle Carlos Sanchez just fine.”

“But you can’t play his game on his turf.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You’re a woman. He wants you wearing a sarong and nothing else, and you can’t do it.”

“I surely can, but I’m not. The subject is closed.”

“Jeez, I don’t know why you’re not marrying my brother; the games you play, you’d fit right into our happy family.”

She refused to keep the argument going. “I think I’ll lay down and rest if you don’t mind.”

“Fine. I have some notes I need to jot down.”

***

Four o’clock, the pair were taking the steps to the main house. They’d hardly spoken a word since Mariel got up from her nap. 

“Ah, you’re here,” Carlos greeted them, and they entered his home. “I hope you found the accommodations acceptable?”

“We did,” Jack answered for them.

Mariel was dressed in a pair of white shorts and a pale pink, knit blouse.

“And, I take it, Miss Fitzgerald, that the sarong Reanne offered you didn’t fit?”

“I wouldn’t know. I didn’t try it on,” she said pleasantly, but firmly. “I’d rather wear my own clothes, if you don’t mind.”

“But I do mind, Mariel. You live with certain rules in your world, and there are rules here. If you plan to stay, you abide by them. If you can’t, you’ll be on the first plane out.”

Mariel was stunned, her face hot with embarrassment. 

“I thought you were the advocate of anarchy, chaos, no rules, no laws,” she was trying to remain calm, but the feelings he stirred in her were as terrifying as they were arousing.

“Actually, that’s not quite what I believe. I believe in making my own rules. This is my world, I own it. I created it, peopled it with the humans I want here, and we live in peace. Everyone abides by what I say, because—if you’ll excuse my pomposity, I am king.”

“King?”

He chuckled, lightly. “I thought that would set you off. Yes, in a sense, I am King—although I don’t make my subjects kiss my feet or call me ‘your majesty.’” He let her stew a bit more, then leveled his last comment, “You wear the sarong or you leave. Simple as that.”

“All right, then, when’s the next plane?” she asked, trying to sound haughty, though there was a hollow ring to her question. 

“In about a week.”

“A week! I have to stay here a week!”

“I’m afraid so.”

She stewed, she fumed and finally sighed, “All right fine. I’ll leave as soon as the plane arrives.”

“And until then, you’re confined to your quarters,” Carlos told her.

“This sounds like some military camp,” she said offended. 

“Think what you like, Miss Fitzgerald. Now be off. I’ll have Reanne bring you dinner when it’s ready.” He waved her away, and the shocked Mariel moved quickly from the house to her hut, trying to hold back her threatening tears.

“How could you bring me here?” Mariel stormed angrily at Jack. After four hours alone in the hut, she felt abandoned, frustrated, nervous and scared. “You leave me here as if I were a prisoner!” 

“I didn’t know what we’d find here,” Jack shot right back. “I think I told you that. Remember, you were the one who horned in on my trip. Obviously, I made a mistake believing that you were open-minded enough to handle the unexpected. Don’t accuse me of anything, Miss Priss.”

She turned her back on him and seethed for several seconds. But her anger not abating, she whipped around and glared his way.

“You tame your temper, brat, or I’ll tame it for you,” he warned. “I’m not going to live with you in a snit like this for an entire week.”

“You just try to tame my fury, Jack Reynolds!”

“Oh, you really want a row.” He was amused, swaggering toward her, gleefully. 

“No, I don’t want a row, but I don’t intend to be bullied by you or Carlos Sanchez into displaying my body like a jungle savage.”

“Woah, that was nasty bit of bigotry.”

She could feel the anger hot at the surface of her skin. Though she hated how she sounded, she couldn’t stop. “Call this my rebellion,” she snapped, “certainly you high and mighty philosophers of chaos can understand that.”

“Oh, I’m sure I can. But you’re not going to play the petulant, wounded tart. And if I have to stop your bad behavior, I will.”

“And how would you do that?”

He didn’t answer with words, and being swift to action, he gathered her trembling body in his arms, dragged her to the bed, sat down, taking her over his lap and started spanking her behind. The strikes were hot, repeated, unceasing—hardly like the occasion in the hotel where his hands were quickly hurting, where there was some erotic quality to the punishment, even when he used his belt. He didn’t care about his own stinging hand this time. 

To his brusque attack, Mariel kicked, screaming when she could actually speak, “You jackass, stop it!”

He hit her harder hearing that retort. 

“You fucking asshole!” 

He got meaner still.

As the spanking continued, she bucked up and down on his lap, her flailing body dragged back into his chest with his one arm, while the other did the work. Even through her shorts, she could feel a horrible sting. When he struck her thighs she howled. “Goddamit, Jack, stop!”

He paused long enough to say, “You know, I’ll bet sound travels in this jungle, and this hut is hardly soundproof.” He started spanking her again. 

Thinking more reasonably, she clamped her mouth shut while she battled one more time with Jack’s hand. Jerking, twisting, squealing, hurt and frightened, her war waged on, until Jack got tired and finally ended the blistering punishment. Without missing a beat, he pushed her off his lap to the floor, where she landed with a painful thud. Mariel staring up looked directly into Jack’s eyes. They were both out of breath and exhausted. 

“Listen to me, Mariel Fitzgerald. Your rebellion is over. You came here because you needed to get away from your distraught, impossible, sham of a life. You have something here you don’t even know about, and you’re too damned afraid to try. Well, your rebellion stops now! I’m not going to put up with a foulmouthed brat for the next week. You’re going to straighten up and do exactly as I say, or you’ll have more trips over my lap. Do you understand?”

She couldn’t speak. The overpowering force of his will threaded through her body like a snake spreading its dangerous, pleasant poison.

“You’re going to go to Carlos and apologize.” 

“Oh, no, I’m not!” she instantly objected. 

“You will.”

“I can’t!” she tried again—though there was little force behind her exclamation—her body had fallen under a spell, a gnawing, unwholesome sexual spell. 

“Oh, yes, you can. You’re going to wear his sarong and allow yourself to feel a little decadent. Besides, who’s going to know? You’re thousands of miles away from civilization, in the middle of nowhere. Who’s going to care that you bared your breasts for a few days?”

“I’ll care, and I’m not going to do it!” she tried her last protest, weak as it was. 

Jack appraised her mood, looking as though he would give in, but that only lasted a few seconds, when he answered in an even, steely monotone. “No. I think you will.” The iron determination in his voice prevailed over her objections, a sudden feeling of surrender dismissing the nonsense in her brain. “I think what you really want is someone to take control of you and do exactly what I’m doing now. Your head is filled with riddles, a hundred objections based on flimsy fears. You’re in a world outside the common one. I brought you here and you’re going to forget the woman you were before—at least for the next seven days.”

“But I don’t think I can,” she spoke softy, struggling to agree with him, one half of her applauding, loving every minute of surrender, while the other half of her was crouching in fear. 

“Yes, you can.” Jack was certain even if she wasn’t, and the conversation was over. 

Her bottom still ached, though the major effect of the spanking had disappeared. Just a trace of pale red stained her white skin. 

Before going to bed, after he’d removed his clothes, Jack ordered her to turn around and show him her spanked ass, making her crawl to the bed on hands and knees. He ran his hand along her skin, lovingly, tenderly, smiling sexily at what he saw. He left her with a pointed reminder, “Get rid of the bratty bitch inside you, Mariel, or you’re going to have more than a soft glow on these cheeks.” 

His hand on them was heavenly, stirring desire she’d tried to squelch all day. At his touch, she shuddered and cooed quietly. When he aggressively massaged her flesh, her body tingled from head to toe, her breathing shortened to a sensuous pant. The teasing play brought out a burning in her groin, growing more intense as each minute passed. She was soon begging, “Jack, love me,” purring, seething, staring back at his muscled nakedness with desire. 

“Fuck you, maybe,” he answered. “Loving you is going to take some time.”

She was all right with that. Love didn’t matter now, sex did. Her arousal crescendoed as she watched his limp penis rise, as he took his hand and stroked the hardening muscle into a firm erection. His other hand continued with her ass, his fingers traveling into moist, tender places, pulling, twisting, pinching her inner labia and clitoris. The hooded knot was rock hard, throbbing with blood, demanding more; at the same time, her vagina squeezed on its emptiness, hoping to have him plunge his turgid member into the cavity. 

Jack let her beg, her cries reduced to sad laments as her driving need for satiation built. He alternated styles, occasionally running a gentle finger down her spine, playfully, affectionately, then suddenly slapping her ass as he’d done earlier that evening. Yet, there was no pain in his swift, sharp cracks. Each one seemed to brighten in her body like a shower of sparks, firing then waning slowly until he slapped her again. He reached around to squeeze her nipples, soft shrieks heard inside the tepid jungle air; then he struck her with the hard erection in a reminder of what was to come. 

“Jack, please,” she urged him on, as he ran the head of his prick along the crack of her ass. 

“You want this,” he jibed lightly. 

“Yes, please.”

“You’re sure?”

“Gawd, yes, please. But please don’t make me beg.”

“Ah, beg you will, you can count on that.” He backed off enough to have her moaning sadly, her ass swaying, encouraging his return. He was feeling his power over her—the same dominant power he’d exerted on submissive women before. She was a risky prospect, but he could not avoid the desire she brought out in him—impulsive, aggressive and imposing desire.

“Yes, I’ll beg if that’s what you want!” She screamed to get her way.

“Good. I like a woman who knows her place.” 

She felt small, diminished, surrendered. Was this what he wanted?

As if he witnessed the change in her attitude, could read the surrender in the finite body language of her bowed pose, he gave her what she needed, letting the head of his cock tease around the rim of her vagina until he finally, purposefully shoved his erection inside. He grabbed her hips firmly in his hands, squeezing the flesh on either side, and plowed himself deep into her wet, clawing home. A wild sigh of relief issued from Muriel's lips, something quiet and satisfying, as if her body was suddenly whole again and the desperate ache fulfilled. 

“You’re more of a slut than you believe,” Jack made his seething comment, just before his head fell back and he fucked her with determination.

At that moment, she could hardly disagree, but she was too exhausted to open her mouth. Even in the afterglow of mind-numbing sex, she knew better than to commit herself to anything beyond the present moment.

“Don’t play the virgin princess with me, love. You were born for this, and that’s exactly why you’re here.” He went to bed without another word, leaving Mariel to wonder what the next day would bring. 


Chapter Nine

Mariel walked alone to the main house—insisting so, even when Jack agreed to escort her as she made her first appearance in the sarong alone. A similarly clad, female house servant greeted her as she moved into Carlos’ jungle room—an open atrium, filled with gigantic broadleaved trees, ferns and colorful flowers. Exotic birds flew from end to end and then out through the open ceiling into the forest beyond the house. Returning, they flapped their wings and squawked. Mariel was amused, and so enthralled with her surroundings that she almost forgot that her chest was bare.

“How lovely to see that you’ve come to you senses,” Carlos surprised her, speaking though a thin veil of fern fronds. He then moved directly in front of her as she stopped walking. She gulped nervously and let the man inspect her scantily dressed body before he graciously led her through the atrium, which opened into a living area of couches and pillows, and tables with bouquets of bright flowers. The air was pungent with fragrant scents filling every atom with spicy, sweet perfume. Intoxicated by the sights and smells, Mariel forgot about her half-naked body for a moment and basked in the sensuous ambience. “You’ll sit here,” Carlos directed her to a pillow near where Jack was sitting, with his laptop computer on the table in front of him. He preferred pen and paper at the moment and had been taking notes in a stenographer’s notebook. 

Mariel sat, noting how the position on the floor humbled her. The night before she might have complained, but now, she found herself complying with hardly an inkling of protest. 

“It’s amazing what a good spanking will do for a headstrong brat,” Carlos continued speaking, this time to Jack. 

“I beg your pardon,” she started, looking from Jack to Carlos to Jack again. 

“Don’t speak out of turn,” Carlos corrected her.

“Am I not to speak at all?”

“If you’re asked a question, certainly,” he said, “but not otherwise.”

“How many other rules are there I should know about?” she queried.

“You’ll be told what to do and how to act in time,” Carlos informed her. “For now, keep you keep your mouth shut and listen.”

Muriel's passive acceptance of Pandora’s Hideaway’s odd rules was about to end right there. Her eyes glimmered with fire that had not been present since Jack subdued her over his lap. 

“Maybe a reminder is necessary?” Carlos questioned her. “I know revolt. I’m a master of chaos and anarchy—or don’t you remember that?”

“I think I should be able to question what I’m giving myself to,” Mariel jumped right in. “I’m wearing the clothes you wanted me to wear, such as they are, I’m baring my breasts because that is the custom, and sitting on your floor; but I’m not exactly sure why I’m doing any of this, except that it seems to be for your lewd satisfaction. I’d appreciate some reasonable explanation.” Her cheeks were hot, her emotional state preparing to wage another war.

Carlos eyes became intense—angered, though it was not a passionate fury behind his gaze, but an icy one, “There is no explanation, and that is the point. My world, my rules.” He paused just long enough to take a sip from a tall glass of iced tea being held for him by one of a half dozen sarong clad women who appeared about his home. This one was a tiny, native woman with bronze skin and large delectable breasts. “You agreed to stay here until the plane arrives to take you home...”

“I have no choice,” she immediately reminded him.

“But you’ve agreed to be here until then and to live within my customs?”

“Yes,” she cautiously replied. 

“My world, my rules. With the exception of a few accommodations to my friend Jack, you belong to me and this compound, and I will do with you as I please.”

“What!” She started to jump to her feet, but was held down by Jack’s firm hand. 

“Jack confirms your cooperation and his willingness to give you to me for the next six days.”

“I don’t belong to him! He has no right!” Her eyes burned holes in Jack’s placid expression. 

“That’s what’s so much fun about anarchy,” Carlos gloated. “There are no rights except what I personally grant. It’s been a long time since I’ve given any woman the right to do anything except what I say. And you, my little obstinate, imprudent bitch, have no rights, no say at all. You open your mouth again, I will gag you. You attempt to leave this room, in fact, you even squirm in your seat without permission, I will tie you to that pillar for a day.” He pointed to a hefty bamboo pillar not more than ten feet away.

She was about to open her mouth.

“Don’t test me, bitch,” he warned, before she could even utter a squawk. 

Mariel eased off, sank back into the pillow, alarmed but without any remedy for her shattered feelings.

The strangest desires were rising in her belly and she was nearly nauseous, at the same time sexually provoked. No man, save Jack, had ever cornered her this way, and even Jack took a back seat to Carlos’ impressive energy.

“That’s better. I have been known to gag my servant/slaves for weeks to teach them silence and humility. Too often people speak before they think, utter nonsense no one cares to hear, and then expect people to think what they have to say is important. They demand it shouting, sticking their faces in yours. I find this particularly true of women. They’re foolish chatterbugs, brainless bimbos. I’d gag most of the women in your civilized society. Maybe after a little silence, when they finally speak, they will have something useful to say.”

Muriel's face was burning hot hearing his ghastly lecture; but she could only look down into her lap, breathe deep to remain calm and remind herself that she had only six days of Carlos’ anarchy to endure. 

“You take some very extreme positions,” Jack noted. Trying to get every word down of his unusual lecture, he’d been scribbling in his notepad frantically, only then looking up to witness Muriel's distress.

“I believe them,” Carlos answered flatly. “What you’ve told me of this one, I know she’ll benefit from Pandora’s training ground.” 

Mariel fumed at the reference to her—‘What had Jack told the man?’

Carlos turned to Mariel. “You pledge undying love to one brother for the family purse and turn around and fuck the other for sport.”

“Jack Reynolds, what did you tell him?” Mariel shot out. 

“Hah!” Carlos was exultant. Jumping from his chair, he moved to just above where Mariel sat on the floor. “It took you no more than three minutes to disobey your first commandment for silence. I’m amazed. Usually, my lovelies are a little smarter than that.”

Mariel shrunk back, but she didn’t have the strength to fight her conqueror. Carlos had her by the arm, jerking her to her feet, clamping his second hand over her mouth to stop her from crying out. “Ancha!” he called to a woman beyond the room, who came running from the back of the house. “Get me a gag and muzzle, and perhaps a set of bonds, just in case.”

The sensuously plump servant nodded, curtsied and scampered back from where she came returning within minutes with the requested items. In the interim, Mariel flailed a bit under Carlos’ wicked grasp; but being bound by the man’s powerful grip, she mostly tried to calm herself while casting irate glances in Jack’s direction. Her companion was amused, chagrinned, and almost laughing at the sight of his fuck partner commandeered by a master in the art of forced seduction. For all her fear, her sexual juices were flowing like new wine, and her heavy breathing communicated lust much greater than her anger. 

“You were right, my friend,” Carlos confirmed, as he reached under the sarong and fount Mariel wet. Making that fact clear, he bound Muriel's hands behind her and thrust an uncomfortable gag in her mouth. The round, leather ‘O’ ring wedged firmly into her jaw widened her mouth, so that she couldn’t manage any comment beyond unintelligible, inhuman noises. A thousand invectives could invade her mouth and would die unspoken—just as Carlos designed the treatment. 

“And you, the next words you utter in my Pandora’s Hideaway will be sweet words of consolation, sensuous words of submission that will play tunefully in our ears.” His lighthearted declaration was just the next in a long line of humiliating requirements, taking place so abruptly that her head was spinning. She hoped this was just a surreal dream—not a miserable, real life nightmare.   

Dragging Mariel to the designated pillar, Carlos attached her bound hands to a waist-high locking hook in the pillar’s surface, securing her facing outward so there’d be no hiding her face from view. Then, to increase the humiliation, he untied the sarong and let the purple, flowered silk fall to the floor at her bare feet, leaving her naked except for the leather gag. 

“Women in bondage are amazingly beautiful,” Carlos exclaimed. “No matter how they take the treatment—in protest or surrender—they exude a spirit that is joyous to watch.” He spoke to her directly, though his comments seemed aimed at Jack. Perhaps they were meant for her, too. “Eventually, they all submit. They have to; it is their nature.”

“There are women who would fight you tooth and nail on that remark,” Jack commented.

“Let them,” Carlos was exuberant—putting women in bondage obviously turned him on. “They won’t come here, I assure you. But this one,” he affectionately stroked the underside of Muriel's chin, “this little captive will experience exactly what she’s been pining for.” He looked at her soothingly—with only slightly veiled mockery—“Jack has told me about your wavering heart and wandering cunt, about your proclivities for submission. I wouldn’t have kidnapped you otherwise, trust me. But he was right, it’s in your eyes, surrender is in your bones, subservience part of your soul.” Her eyes briefly glimmered with contempt. “You may doubt me, you may revile your friend for telling the truth about you, but I promise, you won’t regret what you do here.” He turned toward the back of the house. “Simone! Ancha!” he called. The two women came running—Simone a lanky, European brunette with small breasts and long, silky hair appeared naked, also gagged, while Ancha returned just behind her. Simone dropped to her knees, bent forward and touched the floor with her head just inches from Carlos’ bare feet. Ancha remained behind her, head bowed, waiting. 

“Ancha, attend to my newest convert,” he nodded toward Mariel, “while I attend to this one’s daily ritual.” 

“Yes, sir.”

“We’ll see if she responds the way all my beauties do to the sight of physical sacrifice.”

Muriel's eyes opened like saucers, staring into the room in utter amazement as she watched the scene unfold. Attending to her, Ancha knelt beside her, running her hands over the Muriel's thighs, moving her fingers teasingly about her crotch, penetrating her labia with the unmistakable intent of arousing her sexually. In the meantime, Carlos pulled his naked submissive over a hassock, her ass facing Muriel's eyes. He held in his hand a two-foot long, two-inch wide bamboo slat that had been slit down the center so that each side could impact independently. Striking his posed servant on the ass, he punished her smooth cheeks until the skin was striated and etched with a reddening rash. The poised submissive hardly uttered a sound at what must have been an agonizing punishment. Her movements were slight, tormented, but determinedly contained—all with the purpose of satisfying the wishes of the man who wielded the bamboo.

As Mariel watched, she immediately forgot the woman between her thighs and concentrated on the appalling site of Simone’s punishment. She was reminded of her experience at the S&M dungeon, the scene with Laurel and her black lover for the quality of eroticism that flowed between the Master and his servant-in-training. She gave her submission as a gift, her willingness graphically written in every constrained response to the exceeding pain. Simone’s arousal attacked her, like a savage animal clawing to get inside her body—it seemed to be succeeding. 

Unknowingly, Mariel opened her thighs so the lover at her feet had better access to the slippery opening where her female juices flowed. Her bound body was suddenly screaming to come, frantic, twisting, groaning as the sensation peaked. Ancha’s hands were gentle, her probing fingers attentive but not aggressive. It didn’t take extreme measures to send the bound rebel gloriously over the edge of climax, as she watched the bamboo mark Simone’s wounded ass.

Exhausted, stunned and embarrassed by the effect of the scene, Mariel went limp, head bowed in the aftermath, hoping that Carlos had not noticed. But of course, Jack had watched her, not Simone; and, yes, Carlos was fully aware of how she responded to the other woman’s torment. 

“It’s that amazing, Miss Mariel,” he said, strolling to her once he was finished with Simone. “You get off seeing your sisters in distress. And you think this stuff of perverts does not excite you?” He snickered, stroked her chin again, patronizingly. “You’ll hate me. They all do. But then something happens. Something alters in their consciousness, hate turns to love, to adoration—because I have the balls to break the rules and give them what they want.” Simone, abused and in pain crawled to Carlos feet, again bowing in humble subservience. Carlos looked down on her. “You see?” He reached between Muriel's legs, where her crotch was still liquid and the valleys of flesh still sensitive. “You are no different than any other of the women in my home. This should be proof enough. When this nectar dries up, I’ll let you go.”

Carlos whisked around and moved back to his chair with the naked Simone crawling at his side, taking up a humble pose beside his chair. 

***

For the next two hours, Mariel remained bound to the pillar, listening to Jack’s interview of Carlos Sanchez. Ancha was excused, and Simone sat like a pet at his feet. Occasionally, he stroked her hair. The sated woman seemed somnambulant, in a trancelike state, blissful and content. Even the gag was a beautiful accompaniment to her submissive image. 

The yearning and the hate spawned by this crazed day warred inside Muriel's confused mind. Could she ever be so servile in the presence of a man? Her first response was an emphatic no! But to her grand consternation, Carlos autocratic display, his misogynist sounding rhetoric and his certainty about her character did exactly as he suggested. She wanted him; the need began in her traitorous groin and proceeded to claim her entirely, despite her inner fight against his ruthless tactics and coercion. Beside the overwhelming desire to bed the man—which seemed ridiculous since there were so many other beautiful women bowing to his wishes—she saw Jack as a traitor and her savior. Her desire for him climbed, the same repugnant feeling she had for Carlos apparent with him, too. 

Logic betrayed her. Commonsense took a backseat to the savagery inside this place. It must be the air, the sultry season, the poisonous vapors that wound their way about her like snakes, charming her into surrender. 

More nonsense in the guise of philosophy was batted about the room. Joining in the conversation was an American black man and a brown-skinned, native man. Each believed their own versions of Carlos’ treatise on sex and anarchy as gospel. The black man lived with his concubine in a nearby village, while his wife worked in the States. He seemed to prefer his concubine, a white women named April, who was apparently waiting at the front door of Carlos’ house for further instructions. (The front door was a long way from where Mariel was bound, so she had no way to confirm his story. But why wouldn’t she believe the man? Everything else in this cockeyed world had proven true… and he certainly wasn’t trying to convince her of anything. She was as disregarded as the clock on the wall.)

“Your April came with you willingly?” Jack asked him.

“She begged to be with me. I make her pay for the benefits she gets in my company. Though, basically, she gets what she asks for.”

“I see this in the States, our S&M societies have these same practices.”

“Novices!” Carlos contended.

“Few have the determination to practice what they attempt to believe,” the black man was laughing. “They play with their imaginations and fancy attire, but in general, the women are the aggressors, the men tagging along at their heels.” His eyes were suddenly molten, the whites peering from his black face shining like an animal from the deepest jungle. 

Mariel shivered, as excited as she was scared. Unwittingly, excess saliva gathered in her mouth and dripped embarrassingly down her chin. It couldn’t be avoided, but then, no one noticed her anyway. 

The brown-skinned Kobe had not yet voiced an opinion, though he’d nodded his agreement on many points. “Why did you come to interview Carlos about these matters?” he finally offered a question.

“I actually had no specific agenda with this interview when I came here. I certainly didn’t realize what lengths my friend took with his own lifestyle.”

“But you must have a personal interest, bringing an offering of your slave.” He looked back at Mariel.

“That was actually an accident. She came along without knowing what was here—nor did I know what was available for me. I think she’s found what she wanted. Truth is, we had some incidents back in the States that pointed to this very thing.”

Mariel was clamoring to say something on her behalf, but she had no voice, no say, no way to object.  

“Will she stay with Carlos?” Kobe wondered. 

“Mariel signed on for a week—in that, she had little choice, since the next plane out of here doesn’t come for week. But now, since she seems to be so happy with her status,” he looked directly at his bound lover, speaking genuinely, “I want her to stay until she is at peace with herself and realizes exactly what she wants.”

Kobe smiled, stood up and moved toward Muriel's pillar. “I should like to have her for the night,” he said. 

“Ah, yes, I think that would be a fine thing,” Carlos agreed. 

“In the ass, strapped over a wine barrel.”

“Better still,” Jack agreed. His sexual energy was as raw as Muriel's. What was pent-up in society was free to flourish in the unrestrained environment of Pandora’s Hideaway.

“Is her ass virgin?” he moved his sensuous hand over her flank, reaching around to pry her cheeks apart. She flinched. “Easy, bratty one.” He deftly played her posterior orifice, making her body jump.

“I’ve worked her there and she’s balks; but I think she’ll be ready for you,” Jack answered.

“Ready maybe, but she’ll surely suffer with Kobe’s dick—any woman would,” the unnamed black man told the room. 

“Humm,” Carlos considered his prospects, then deferred to Jack. “He’s almost as wide as he is long. It’s a fat prick few women can negotiate without previous experience.”

He thought a moment, feeling the force of his desire speak. “No problem for me. I want her fucked in the ass,” Jack said. “I want to watch. I want a whole room of men to watch.” 

The Dominant in him, riding shotgun to his alter ego nice guy, had taken the reins, while Muriel's mind, hearing these outrageous plans for her ass, hummed with fear and confusion. Her body answered affirmatively and quickly—wanting, needing, hungering for the extremes.

“You’re sure?” Carlos questioned him.

“She’ll take it, or she’ll get torn apart,” Jack retorted. “I think there’s nothing like a challenge to force compliance.”

“I’m not sure if you’re a sadist or an anarchist, or both,” Carlos smiled.

“Would you do anything different?” Jack asked him. 

“Actually, no. My own plans for the bitch will wait for another day. I’m as fascinated by this as the rest of you are.”

Despite the fair warning, Mariel waited—uncomfortably so—for another forty-five minutes, until her next torment began.  

***

The three visitors had left the jungle atrium and the bound Mariel, following Carlos through a door on the far side of the room. She could hear the talking, but could not make out their conversation. Then there was quiet—a long, miserable, terrifying quiet; the only sounds in the room were the squawking birds and the broad leaves shaking in the breeze. 

After struggling with the bonds that held her to the pillar, Mariel quieted herself, leaning back against the white surface in an attempt to rest. She closed her eyes, letting her mind dwell on better times. Even Albert—a  world away in reality and attitude—seemed a bargain in face of what she’d endure here. Yet, the memory of her gentle fiancé was not enough to keep her mind from her impending future. As horrifying as it seemed, her curiosity and sexual excitement had not been abated by disgust or fear. She hated how her body disclosed her secrets, how even now she yearned for the hands of her captor, Carlos, and Kobe’s infamous cock—at least the man was the more genteel of the quartet. There was something moving in his speech, the way he looked at her, his hooded eyes, the half-smirk on his face that wasn’t really a smirk at all. He knew her. They all understood her inner secrets. 

What worked her mind the hardest was Jack—the savior, master and the scoundrel. Was she just his plaything, an innocent with a mind to bend and a body to abuse? Her loathing of him could not be more intense, nor could the desire that inexplicably bound her to him.

Bewildered, bordering on exhaustion, hurting and scared, she tried to clear her mind of everything, to let the chatter cease and let her body feel. Just as she finally gave in, her ears picked up the sound of shuffling feet, the creak of a door, and hot breath on her neck. The dark-skinned, unnamed black man released her from the pillar and pushed her through the room, handling her roughly, making her almost stumble forward to the floor. Beyond the atrium, the adjacent space was neither inside or out. Inside the enclosure—bound on three sides by bamboo walls, on another by a low hedge of flowering vine and open to the sky above—there was a hefty wine barrel on its side, skewered through its ends with a rod at least ten feet long. Each end of he rod was held up at a given height, locked into hefty wooden pedestals with a half dozen heights to choose from. Currently, the barrel was waist high to Mariel and the men inside the room. 

***

Her black companion prodded her forward to the barrel and pushed her over the ancient-looking surface of slats, hoisting her so her feet did not touch the ground. Quickly, expertly, she was stretched out over the circumference, her hands untied from behind her and spread out to the sides. The same was accomplished with her feet, so that she was spread-eagle, vulnerable, her ass poised high, and any significant movement denied her. 

Dropping to his knees, Kobe tongued her rear, opened her cleft and ran his tongue from the base of her body—her moist cunt—to the greater object of his affections—her puckering anus, where he seemed to worship the taut rosette, while demanding it open for him. His tongue was not enough, one finger and then another breached the unyielding barrier. She sighed heavily, worriedly, afraid of what was to come. 

“Work her, Angelie,” he told the woman who’d joined them in the barrel room. The sensuous, tan-skinned native dropped to her knees and immediately went for Muriel's open cleft, prying it apart with her hands, her beaded bracelets jangling, diving in with nose and mouth, using her tongue as her master demanded. She seemed ravenous for the dark spaces, expert in opening what was tight and ungiving, enjoying every minute of her lusty probing. She added her fingers as Kobe had done, though she could fit a full four inside Muriel's expanding behind, widening the entry far beyond what Mariel might have believed possible. 

She was beyond her fear now, into the thrill of this dark penetration, enticing the woman to thrust deeper, to lick harder—just by the lewd movements of her ass. Though her bonds prevented an extravagant display, an escalating passion was articulated in Muriel's subtle, sensuous jerks and grinds. Her body opened like a flower, seeking more, begging in tiny gestures and muted, gag-muffled gasps. The skillful Angelie set her palms on Muriel's ass, pushing the globes of white apart as she crushed her face, her cheeks, her mouth into the submissive’s bottom, moving her tongue deep into the puckering, pulsing rectum, lubricating the welcoming cavern for the inevitable next invasion. Behind her, Kobe played with Angelie’s arousal, fingering the woman’s juicy portal, finding her climax was just a few playful strokes away from coming. As a brisk orgasm ripped the woman’s body, she worked Mariel with more insistence, bidding her join her pleasure. 

Mariel was close to that apex, her body clawing for release, but it wouldn’t give just yet. Beneath her forgetful stupor was such grand anticipation, that only part of her could succumb to the native woman’s ministrations. As much as the deeply probing tongue and the burrowing fingers eased the taut aperture, a river of fear wound anxiously through the uncharted waters of her physical body. Of what proportions was this man that she required this kind of preparation? Or had these measures simply been to scare her? 

For several seconds, Muriel's body was without. Angelie backed off and in the empty in-between she felt a desperate ache, the pain of separation, a frantic longing, and then a psychic insistence that this little drama fulfill its purpose. 

Kobe left her waiting only seconds, seconds that seemed like hours. He was at her ass, stroking the globes his slave had mauled, his touch gentler, but his purpose more ruthless. Prying her cheeks open, he probed his target briefly, allowing her to reclaim the sensations of release and relaxation; and then, with no hesitation, he pressed the purple tip of his ebony shaft at the door and shoved the hefty member inside. Slowly, easily, the primed cavity expanded to contain the generous meat. The warning messages had not been wrong. 

Mariel cringed realizing the truth, only to have Kobe slap her ass, “Easy, baby,” he purred sweetly, then took another lunge. 

“Agur, ga, awk,” a stream of unintelligible sounds issued from her gagged mouth. Her entire body froze and only relaxed when she realized that the whole of Kobe’s enormous prick was lodged inside her. As he began to move, the inner sensation was less painful, her body less afraid and she took the fucking well; as he started slow and then increased his speed; as he held fast to her ass with his fingers digging into her flesh and trying to lift her bound ass from the barrel; as he got lost inside himself, forgot the slave and what this was doing to her. 

Mariel yelped on occasion, on others she purred contentedly. As the audience watched the two dance inside their heated tango, they saw a symbiotic sexuality that engaged them all. Jack stroked the front of his shorts, the unnamed black man played openly with his prick—he expected to go next, and Carlos satisfied himself more mutedly, deriving contentment from the act of ordering this anal rape. 

Muriel's body quickened fast as Kobe’s long strokes brought back the intense, climactic urges in her deep insides. While her ass got worked, her clit rubbed against the surface of the barrel sending shivers outward through every nerve of her body. Before her assailant had reached his peak, she was over the edge with hers, clawing at the barrel’s edge with white- knuckled intensity, body quaking, brightening, spasming uncontrollably. As if a big, crass neon sign was flashing through her, the orgasm fired, plateaued for sixty seconds of utter ecstasy and then settled into a shower of after effects spurred on by Kobe’s final efforts. 

“Gawwwwwwwwwwww!” the primitive cry roared from his mouth. The barrel shook, the room shook beneath his bare black feet, the air surrounding the room shook, atoms splitting, falling like rain inside the humid air. 

Angelie licked her master’s cock as it withdrew from the target, lapping the remains lovingly, like treasure; then the two retreated elsewhere.

“Not bad for a reluctant slave,” Carlos slapped her ass firmly. He exited the room with the unnamed, and dissatisfied black man beside him, leaving Jack and Mariel alone.

Carlos slap hardly stung, but it awakened her from the drowsy lethargy that follows climax. Jack was there, pawing her ass almost as if he was afraid she would break, then more firmly when he realized that she wouldn’t.

She wanted to scream “Fuck me!”, but there was no way to voice her thoughts. Though part of her was satisfied, even satiated, her center self, her cunt, hungered for more. If Jack would only…

“Some things have to be demonstrated,” he said, without sounding haughty.

Obviously, he was right. 

What Mariel longed for, she didn’t receive. 

She was removed from the barrel, her ass cleaned and her sarong tied around her hips again. For the remainder of the day she sat on the floor at Jack’s feet, silent because she was still gagged and humbled. 

What bizarre thoughts occupied her mind, as she listened with only one ear to Carlos and his friends wage a war of words for Jack’s benefit, about the current, hypocritical, irrational state of civilized society. Their thinking twisted her idea of order so profoundly that she disengaged, focusing her attention on the atmosphere of sexuality that was, surprisingly, still rampant in the jungle room. When the long session was finally over, she returned to her hut with Jack, where he removed the gag and allowed her sleep. She didn’t even want to talk. For all the vituperative, indignant notions that her sensible mind entertained, there was not one she could voice when she had the chance. Even Jack was shocked by her sober silence. He kissed her tenderly on the forehead and let her sleep. 

***

When Mariel finally opened her eyes, it was night, the room around her shadowy and dim. The jungle squawked dangerously at this strange hour, and she clutched a tiny sheet to her, afraid, mesmerized, unaware that Jack was just a few steps away, sitting in a chair watching her. 

Noticing her shiver, he said, “Nothing’s going to happen to you, Mariel. I’m right here.”

His voice was soothing, almost sweet, perhaps chagrinned for the travail she’d gone through hours before. 

Turning on the bed, she lay on her side staring at the man who’d brought her to Pandora’s Hideaway, Pandora’s Box of nasty tricks. 

“Are you okay?” he asked, as if he wasn’t certain.

“I’m more than fine,” she answered dreamily, honestly and without thinking. All those spiteful thoughts she’d once voiced seemed far away and foreign now, even though she could still hear them form inside her head. 

“That’s good,” Jack answered. 

“You feel it, too, don’t you?”

“What’s that?”

“This jungle… it’s like it’s speaking in hushed voices, silent whispers…” her voice trailed off, as she listened to another night bird caw. 

“And what is it saying, Mariel?” He thought she was spooked, or perhaps just not quite awake. 

“It’s not what it says, it’s what it makes you do.”

“You want to explain this afternoon on the jungle?” Even this was beyond him.

“Look what you did for it,” she reminded him. “I became your slave, and you gave me away to a ghastly fate as if you were driven to do so. And me? I couldn’t stop myself…”

“You were bound, ostensibly raped.”

“And what is wrong with rape that pleases…” she hummed and stretched like a sleepy cat, “and if it does please, can you call it rape?”

“Then you have no problem with your performance over the barrel?”

“I have no problem with what I love,” she smiled. 

Jack shook his head in disbelief. “Are you the same woman I brought here?”

She managed a smile, coming out of her winsome, hazy lethargy. Pulling up so she could sit, she bent her knees, locked her arms around them and rested her head on her forearm, looking at Jack. “You should be happy that I’m not giving you another tongue-lashing.”

“Yes, I’m happy that you’re not a slut in denial, behaving like a shrew, and requiring punishment every time I turn around.”

“You still are a bastard scoundrel, Jack Reynolds.” She was feeling more like herself; the dreamlike trance of the preceding hours was slowly wearing way as she awakened. 

“Ah, that’s more like my girl,” he acknowledged the comment. “And what do you think of yourself now?” 

“Same as I felt five minutes ago, same as I felt when you pulled me off the barrel.”

“And that is?”

She raised her head, then shrugged, it as if she were deep in thought. “Wasted, used, full, empty, glad, hummm, what else?” she thought again, “meaningful, listless… endless, big, willing…”

“Not afraid?” Jack interrupted.

“Oh yes, afraid. Afraid that you’re going to make me go back to his house.”

“With the gag in your mouth and the sarong around your hips.”

“Is the gag really necessary?”

“That’s between you and Carlos to decide. But I can assure you that you won’t argue him into letting you not wear it. I think there is a plateau of submission he wants you to achieve.”

“Then I’ll get there. I hate the thing… makes me salivate all over myself.”

So sure of herself, and cocky again, Jack wasn’t sure she’d get her wish. 

“Submission, surrender, letting go… make them a mantra, Mariel.”

“How do you think I survived the afternoon?”

“I’m still not sure you understand. When you first woke up maybe… but now you’re gathering conditions again, copping an attitude Carlos would prefer to kill.”

“Maybe yes, maybe no. If what he wants is kinky sex, he’ll have no quarrel with me.”

“It’s not just the sex he’s talking about.” He searched his mind for an example. “You remember Laurel, how different she was from the other women at the S&M party?”

“Yes, I know what you’re talking about, and I feel that way, too… sometimes. At least, I did this afternoon when they were done with me.”

“But obviously not now.”

“Hardly ever around you, Jack Reynolds, you make me want to fight.”

“And why is that?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know.” She hopped from bed, splashed some water on her face and asked, “What’s next?”

Jack scratched his chin, stood, took a deep breath, finally responding, “A late dinner. Slaves eat on the floor at their master’s feet—if they are allowed to remove their gags.” He let her stew with that thought as he went into the bathroom.

It seemed that all the lovely, surrendering energy of her awakening was so diminished that it was only a memory—but not the dangers of the night; the cawing night bird’s song and the drums beating somewhere in the distance drew her to their haunting sounds. And Carlos… his visage seemed etched now in her mind, in front of her eyes even when they closed, his hand reaching toward her, his fingers crooked and beckoning her to follow. Her closed eyes shot open, landing her firmly back in reality. She took off to the bath to refresh herself, deciding to forget her trepidation and the eerie feelings in her gut that refused to leave. 


Chapter Ten

Mariel strolled the grounds of Pandora’s Hideaway two steps behind Jack. At least the noxious gag was no longer necessary. She had, in some small measure, impressed Carlos with her sincerity in surrender and followed up by keeping silent in his presence without the gag for the better part of the afternoon. Now early in the evening of her third day in the hideaway, she could feel some triumph and even better, contentment. Still, within her was an undercurrent of rustling energy that shouted to be heard. Not since the event over the barrel had she been drawn into any sexual scene, and yet sexual power was all around her as if manufactured from the air itself.

It had begun earlier in the day, when Mariel and Jack watched a disciplinary session between Carlos and the slave, Danada, the property of another of Carlos’s friends, Herve. Mariel found this culprit of egregious and undisclosed crimes both noble and sad—a European woman, tall and proud, with high cheekbones, a flat face, firm chin and a shiny, black braid of hair that brushed against the top of her ass cheeks. Her skin was smooth, clear and bronze, her breasts small, uplifted on their own, nipples erect. Even humiliated before the tribe—the private name Mariel had given to the occupants of Pandora’s Hideaway—she had a graceful, surrendering stance. 

Waiting to be punished, Danada stood in the yard outside the house, where the purpose of several unexplained contraptions suddenly became clear to Mariel. She stood with Jack as part of a small audience on the porch above, surveying the scene below from a vantage point she had not seen before. Several large, bamboo, tree trunks stood like sentinels about the empty space, each embedded with rings and rigged with rope. To an untrained eye, they were innocuous decorations; but Muriel's experience led her to conclude that these adornments had a distinct and ominous purpose. The fire in her belly burned as her mind imagined the possible uses for this obvious bondage apparatus. 

For a time, Danada stood alone, waiting. Her naked body gleamed, the sun beating down on her bronze skin forming beads of sweat that trickled down her back and thighs. Her bare feet gathered dust to them from the dry ground. While she kept her poise, everyone could see her anxiety build. A fly would land on her skin, she would shake it off. She’d dampen her parched lips with her tongue, then bite down on that lip, drawing in her breath. She combed back stray hairs with the back of her hand, then stood up straight again, as if she’d erred in form. Then for a while, the world of the jungle was perfectly still except for the buzzing fly, an occasional breeze and the flapping of wings as a bird took flight. The girl and her audience could hardly take a breath—all suspended in an unreal world of endless heat and expectation. More than the others, Muriel's throat was dry and her loins burned, as if she’d been welded to the statuesque beauty. She stood with her hands on the porch rail, feeling faint. 

From out of nowhere, Carlos appeared, dressed in white pants and shirt, moving silently forward toward the girl. Mariel was surprised that Danada didn’t bow before the man and instead focused on him with as much intent as he did on her. He met her eye to eye and for an instant they stared each other down, until she finally diverted her gaze, humbly. Her whole stance changed, and then she crumpled to the ground at his feet. 

What Mariel had not seen as he entered the yard was the bamboo rod in his hand, which now, as he turned slightly, was visible to those on the porch. He used it sparingly to start, to prod the crouching submissive toward what looked like a rattan bench, which was instead another punishment device. Draped over the flat surface, she held on to the forward legs, while Carlos tapped her upper thighs apart with the end of the cane, forcing her to bare the genitals hidden between her cheeks. The pose was lewd, awkward, one that grabbed Mariel in the pit of the stomach and almost made her retch. Yet, it was not solely revulsion that caused such a response; her entire being was instantly aroused, instantly aware that when she was strapped to the barrel, she may well have looked as lewd and inviting as Danada did now. The girl, herself, was not in fear, but in a state of obvious excitement. The plump, round melons of her derriere, not only gleamed like polished balls in the tepid sun, they shimmied, swayed, seeming to crudely beg the attentions of the Carlos’ bamboo rod.

What appeared to be a blatant sexual come-on, however, evolved into a scene much less   pleasing than the culprit might have hoped. With the first slice of the bamboo through the air, the first strike against her open cleft, the screeching jungle birds had apt competition. 

“Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaach!”

As Danada shrieked, her body involuntarily lifted from the rattan beneath her then settled back again. 

“You wanted what you have now, bitch,” Carlos informed her impassively. “Revolt, you’ll feel the fire of everyone in my Hideaway.”

Rearing back, he let another strike hit the air and land across her two ass cheeks. 

“I should banish you!” he snarled, less passive now. 

Another several strikes marked the woman’s flawless behind, leaving deep traces of red painted on her skin. An echo of each strike seemed to land in Muriel's crotch. She was still gagged and could not gasp, nor cry aloud, nor let her inner protest speak—if it was protest at all she was feeling. With every shriek uttered from Danada’s lips, every awesome strike against her skin, every wound that rose from that tattered surface, Mariel found an unexplainable expression of lust. Even this female culprit felt the same raw, earthy beat of lust within her, and she could not keep from wriggling sexily between strikes. Was her clit pressed against some protrusion in the bench that made her gyrate so? Or did this horrifying activity actually turn her on? 

“You slut!” Carlos chided her, snickering as he gazed as her striped behind, pressing the point of the cane into one plump ass cheek. “There is just no way to punish your sorry soul.” He looked up at the porch above him, smiling at his confederates—the tribe. “Can you believe it, the girl juices when I cane her? She’s flooding between these thighs.” He struck her again down the crack of her ass, in the most tender of spots. She shrieked again—though not as sorrowfully as that first time; and afterwards she settled into the same sensuous gyrations that so enthralled her audience. Carlos poked at her cleft, hitting her anus, cunt and clit, finally drawing out the wet end of his rod. “Lick it, Danada, let them see what a slut you are. Our novice, Mariel, needs a good example of female surrender to emulate!” He spoke with scorn, not admiration. There was more behind this scene that Mariel did not understand. “Here, my prime example of chaos theory, the perfect anarchist, the perfect slave, we’ll see how well she does in the next hour.” He turned back to her, prodding her wounded behind. “Get up!”

The diminished woman slowly pried herself from the rattan, with the woven pattern leaving an imprint down her body. From behind, she was a rash of stripes; from either direction, hardly the statuesque and graceful beauty that once stood so proudly in the yard. Carlos pulled a gag from his pocket, one much like the one that Mariel wore, except that this was larger, opening the culprit’s mouth to the extreme. After securing the leather-covered o-ring behind her teeth, and the connecting straps behind her head, he led the woman to a spot between two bamboo trunks spaced five feet apart. Without asking for assistance, as if he derived some particular and personal pleasure from the act, he meticulously tied each wrist with rope and drew it high and outward, attaching it to the post beside her. He did the same with her ankles, binding them expertly with rope, and forcing them apart in a position that had to be uncomfortable. Mariel wondered how long she could last in this horrific state. The sun rained down in all its glory—not a speck of shade to protect her from its heat. Were there tears in her eyes? Or was that just sweat? Mariel wondered.

The incident of Danada’s punishment moved Mariel to silence—not that she had an opportunity to speak. Her entire being, however, had been muted and the feisty fires of rebellion ceased to burn. She felt as diminished as the woman who hung in the yard. 

Finished with his task, Carlos climbed the steps of his house and turned toward the small group of witnesses on the porch. He said nothing, looking troubled for a moment, then deliberately let his eyes rest on Mariel. Making up the three steps between them, he reached around behind her head and untied the gag, pocketing it in his pants. He offered no explanation for this act of mercy—if it was even that. Perhaps it was simply time to try her without the hateful thing. Had she learned its lesson? 

Mariel had spent the rest of the day as silently as she had the morning when she was gagged, easily, thoughtlessly speechless. On another day, she might have readily blurted out some errant thought, but much of her passion for objection had been knocked from her. Was it Danada’s punishment that caused the reaction? Or something else? Her own feelings were as mysterious to her as the jungle. She seemed at peace. Perhaps it was a restless peace; but she remained content enough to follow the strict rules of subservience required of females in Pandora’s Hideaway, as if she’d been practicing for months, not just hours. Surely, some of her inner quandary had to do with Danada’s punishment—which dragged on still, the woman tied and ignored in the yard. 

“You don’t have to remain silent now, Mariel,” Jack said, as they walked along one of the well-worn jungle paths that was part of the Hideaway. 

“I know.” 

“Something disturbing you?”

“Not exactly, but I am confused. I suppose I have no right to understand what happened between Carlos and Danada. It’s not our business.”

“The explanation is simple. She’s his ex-wife, slave to Herve, and for reasons that were not part of the explanation I heard, she’s had this reprimand coming for some time. I’m not sure Carlos wanted to be the administrator, but he has his rules. Apparently, she’s still subject to him in some matters and lives by his law.”

Mariel thought of several witty things to say, but the need to voice her thoughts died away. 

The beauty of the jungle was calming, and its energy no longer seemed to frighten her. How many days had it been? Was it only three? Was she, in so little time, that changed? 

Their path twisted through the broadleaved trees, ran them in circles—she had zero ability to tell their way—then finally delivered them to a clearing in the forest marked by bamboo posts and stones from the beach. Beyond the clearing, the ocean crashed on its shore, adding to a roar of sound that seemed to drown out any thought that might enter her head. It was not the volume, but the persistence that made the roar around her impossible to ignore.   

“Pagan rites,” she whispered to herself, as she stared around, grasping the meaning of the place with her body as much as her mind.

Jack didn’t reply. 

She saw images in the dusk of jungle twilight, Carlos. All were of Carlos. Imperfect, surly, with questionable motives and reckless thinking, and a dominating power that swept the thought of any other man aside—even Jack. Yes, even Jack. She doubted that her loins could get hot for him again until the feverish fascination for this place was gone, until she left, if she would ever leave. 

“You want to play the game to its end, don’t you?” Jack asked her. He seemed to know what she was thinking. 

“Yes, I do.” The agreeing made her shudder, as if she’d made a commitment that would last forever. 

“You do this, I’m not going to rescue you if things go bad.”

“How could they go bad?” she turned to him, innocently sure of herself. 

“All right.” He seemed concerned, but less so as he saw the clear resolve in her expression. 

A rustle of leaves behind her, she turned, seeing Carlos standing opposite her, coming out of the jungle. For a moment, she thought she was hallucinating his image. But as he moved forward, his face twitched, his hands clenched and flexed, and he even spoke her name, “Mariel.” He turned to Jack only when he was upon them, “Are you prepared to give her up for the next three days.”

“I don’t renege,” her companion responded. “Besides, she wants you and I have too much work to do to keep track of her.”

A brief conversation continued, flying over her head as some unintelligible nonsense. She was interested only in the outcome of the evening walk, which suddenly, unexpectedly put her in Carlos’ custody as his slave for the duration of her stay. Was she ever Jack’s to give away, she wondered?

“Come with me,” the man ordered, as soon as the agreement was reached. 

Carlos expected her to follow him, at a rapid pace moving deep into the jungle. As the night encroached, she saw only his white trousers as he fled in front of her, appearing before her like a phantom. The green of the jungle hit her face, sliced at her cheeks, thighs, ankles and bare feet. Then for several seconds, he seemed to disappear from sight. She ran faster forward, out of breath, and suddenly stopped feeling certain that she was on the precipice of a high cliff about to tumble into a vast abyss. 

Magically, Carlos was behind her, clutching at her hair, pulling it down, pulling her body down, her knees buckling under her until she was limp as a rag doll at his feet. 

“Humph,” he had some response to her behavior, but he didn’t share it. 

On the jungle floor, fern fronds tickled her everywhere; she imagined snakes crawling up her legs, winding their way about her fragrant nether regions, their heads seeking the insides of her twisted body. Her wet vagina would welcome them. 

But it wasn’t snakes after her inner parts, her imagination alone made these strange deeds seem real in the black, rustling jungle. Carlos’ bare feet extended from the bottoms of his white pant’s legs, looking as if they were attached to the jungle floor like tree trunks. She held back her desire to fondle them, kiss them, worship them. Was that wise? Or would he expect her now to grovel at his feet, as Simone had done. He had her hair in his hand, twisting it in his fist, pulling it tight, finally forcing her head to rise and her eyes to gaze upward to his face. 

“You saw Danada staked in my yard; what if I staked you here inside the darkness of my jungle, where fear grows by leaps and bounds and tortures even the sane soul? Would you still want me then?” 

Unthinkingly, she shook her head, yes. How could she not? Three days of lusting for this man came to fruition at this moment—she would give her life for him, for just one night of Biblical bliss. To lay with him, have him beat her, mark her, thrust his fist into her entrails, sleep at his feet, suck his erection down her throat—the scenes were vivid, driven now by real possibility, not just her most vulgar fantasies. 

“And how did I know?” He was gloating rightfully, but not with the same contempt he held for Danada. “You breathe it. Behind all your fancily stated objections is a woman of substance, breeding and most importantly, surrender.” He pulled her to her feet by the hair. “Run now, along this path to the house, kneel by the door and wait for me.”

Night came without warning in the jungle. There were shadows one moment and then there were none. Carlos pushed her into the inky blackness and she began to run, feeling the path beneath her feet—smooth, worn, and straight as an arrow as it led her from the jungle, into the open of the Hideaway’s yard where Danada’s posts and ropes hung without their captive. She’d been rescued in the hours since Mariel had seen her last. Thank God! 

Mariel took the stairs to the house as fast as she’d made her exit from the forest and slumped beside the door to catch her breath. Minutes later, Carlos appeared again and her body brightened, excited to have him near, hopeful and wishing. 

***

“Show me your lust,” Carlos ordered Mariel, as he sat in his bedroom chair drinking iced tea.

What did he mean? Her thoughts were frantic and confused. Her mind dazed. Hours spent living with surrender disabled her conscious mind. She waited for orders, sought his command, was convinced that she would do anything he asked. What did he want now? 

“Show me, whore,” he jibed. “You have a reputation to live up to.”

Jack, yes Jack had been telling stories. But what should she do now?

“Pose like you would before a camera, wiggle that ass for me, disgust me with your tasteless display—if you can.” He lit a fat, Cuban cigar raising a potent cloud of smoke around his head. 

Her mind had drawn a blank… her feelings were numb, her crotch suddenly, seemingly cold as the granite. 

Then she heard drums. Out side the house, through the open windows, the sound of night in the jungle was joined by the sensuous resonance of the beating, beating, beating drums. The cold diminished, melted by a fire stirred, a fire from the depths of her… rising up through her feet, coming down from her head, brewed and boiled and beating from her loins outward.

Her hands attacked her skin, tore away the sarong and rippled like lovers over her flesh—over naked breasts and thighs, over the fragrant mound now pounding with blood in the same drumbeat time as the jungle beat. Something hot was clawing to be free, fiery, forceful, insistent and unending. She dropped to her knees and crawled forward toward the man in the chair, slithering up on his body, pressing her hands to his feet and legs and thighs. She sensed his body quicken, the thickness between his legs grow. She kissed him through the white material, drinking in the aroma of earthy sensuality, letting it trickle through her fingers. Her eyes, having altered in substance, took on the aura of the night—incessant, deliberate, infused with fire. 

Carlos’ fingers knotted her hair, pulled it as she came on him, urged with their perpetual tug and tightening. Diving for the organ in his pants, Mariel uncovered the stiff member, eyes delirious with delight as she covered it with her mouth and let it slide down the length of her throat, until her face was buried in the musky perfume of his body hair. Mouth clenching tightly over the rod, she sucked with force, inspired by the deep, animal throbbing rising from her sexual core.  

He was content for a time, letting his cigar rest on an ashtray. Leaning back in his chair, his eyes drew inside their lids and his mouth gaped softly, while his hand was still firmly entangled in Muriel's hair. After taking him deep inside her throat, Mariel then backed away, lapping the hard muscle, circling the rim of the head with her tongue, finally opening her mouth again to swallow the sizable organ so she might hear another of his pleasured gasps. 

Pulling her upward with the strength of his hand, he ignored the erection for the moment, seeking a skirmish with her dreamy face, kissing her mouth, her eyes, her cheeks, her mouth again in a hot, wet, tonguing kiss. 

“Dance for me, slut,” he whispered, as he pulled her into his lap. Mariel straddling his hips, hers wide and open for him. “Yes, exactly,” he gasped, as her groin began to move, her pussy at the tip of his erection. “Wider,” he instructed, so she could have his dick inside her. She spread her thighs wide, let the head of his prick breach the moist barrier and then snuggled down on the impaling rod. The dance began in earnest. 

Was it something from within or without that caused her body to respond? Or was this just the culmination of a steady seduction begun when she first arrived in Pandora’s Hideaway? Had she known then, by some psychic force, what she knew now. 

“Dance, slut,” he purred, as her hips worked the prick inside, and her clitoris rubbed erotically against his flesh. 

“Oh, God,” she threw her head back, her hair untangling from his furious grasp. He clutched her shoulders now, keeping her upright, while she thrashed back and forth, side to side, sweating body rolling on his manliness, coupling with his strength, the steel of his cock, and the fire behind it deep in his belly. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck meeeeeeeeeee!” 

Mariel gasped, sighed, scowled, running her belly against him, squeezing his member, until she saw more torrid pictures in her mind and the air around them seem to swim with climax. Long and lingering as lovers, earthy and intense as fornicating animals—this was all that she anticipated and more.

Mariel collapsed into Carlos’ chest when her body quit spasming. There were tiny tremors shuddering through her for several minutes, until she was left in a cocoon of blissful energy, surrounded by the source of it all—Carlos’ grand presence. 

They slept together in his bed for the remainder of the night.

***

Mariel entered Carlos living room bound by the trappings of humility—a collar, cuffs, a chain around her waist and a hobble at her ankles. There was no gag—a promise from Carlos that it wouldn’t be necessary as long as she did not talk.  

“Amazing what a day of training will do for one as rough as this one. Just look at her,” Carlos pointed to the withering beauty, as she slowly made her way to the center of the room. Jack looked on, unsure how he felt about her; and Kobe, there with his slave, saw exactly what his mentor spoke of. “Come here,” Carlos ordered her. 

She had awakened that morning in his bed and had been quickly shoved to the floor with a scowling Carlos standing over her, asking what right she had to sleep with him.

She looked up at him wonderingly, scared, even frantic, but she waited for permission to speak—which wasn’t granted. Instead, he slapped a thick leather collar around her neck, attached her to a leash and made her crawl to a chamber pot where she did her morning’s business in front of him. “Get used to it, darling, you want me, this is what I want for you.”

 What had happened to the night—the lust, the fire in him that attacked the erotic fire in her and made a conflagration of their first joining? Where was the man who loved her, who taught her the mystical meaning of sexual surrender all night long, when he awakened her twice, raping her once in the ass as if that, too, was a natural act. She had not balked once. What turn of events made him so gruff now? 

Her face glowed red, embarrassment rising on her cheeks the instant her pee trickled into the chamber pot with Carlos watching. Leading her from the house minutes later, he hosed her down while she remained on hands and knees. There was no need for a towel to dry her skin when the sun would do the task as easily. Led back inside, she ate while sitting on the floor at his feet, taking scraps from his hand and downing them with relish. She was terribly hungry. After breakfast, she rested in a bamboo cage, locked inside a miserable retreat, where she could not stretch out, could not stand, and could barely sit. 

At every turn, she was tempted to ask why this terrible fate? But her mouth stayed shut, as if there were an invisible gag preventing her from speaking. 

When she was released from the cage, he prepared her for the presentation to his friends—dressed with the chain, the cuffs and hobble.  

“Come here,” his words were like magic. What kind of drug was this? What kind of desire in her would allow these odious measures. She was padding to his side without hesitation, seeking the touch of his hand, his startling eyes… anything he might offer. 

Carlos’ hand went immediately for her sexual center. “It’s always this way at the beginning,” he told her. “And don’t even think you’ll be leaving at the end of the week as you have planned. You’re mine now, as much a fixture as the jungle trees around this house. Your freedom is mine. Your liberty is no more. You are captured, kidnapped, abandoned by a world you don’t care about and are now one of my concubines, my slave. 

Was he trying to scare her with this talk? Was all he said true? Would there be no plane for her on Friday, and if there were, would she want it to take her anywhere? What drug was this that made her quit caring. Freedom, liberty? Why did she feel free now? Why liberated when she wore these deplorable bonds, the master’s chain and hobble, and let him use her as an object lesson for this friends?

“Have you ever been whipped, Mariel?” he asked.

She hesitated.

“Yes, you can speak.”

“Just what I’ve known here…” she looked at Jack. “And Jack has spanked me.”

“Spanking is for bratty bitches. Whipping—the deep, profound laying on of leather—is for masochists. Perhaps it’s time to see what satisfaction you find in pain.”

“No!” She shrunk back, wide-eyed, forgetting her vow of silence, while at the same time the room flew into action, and her body was quickly tethered to a hook above her. This was a simple apparatus, no fancy bondage, no cruel cutting ropes, just a hook to attach her wrist cuffs to. She was left to writhe like the hanged man writhes in the wind. 

Her open eyes attacked the scene before them, of Carlos stalking her with a hefty flogger in hand. Dozens of thin leather falls braided into a thick handle came on her body with ferocious intensity, striking her front and backside, her shoulders, her ass, her thighs, her belly and breasts. Her eyes closed down, her thinking ceased, her mouth clamped shut purposefully to ward off her cries, and she endured. Round upon round of sensuous and vicious strikes grazed her skin, struck hard and marked her, sent her body into a realm it had never quite known before. Carlos changed implements several times, flicking a riding crop over her skin; its impact sharp and stinging as though there were needles driving into her skin. Unfurling a single tail whip, he snapped the cracker against her flesh, adding marks and conjuring inner shrieks. When he returned to the flogger, she almost gasped in delight, as its impact brought her body back to that soaring sweep of body bliss that made her instantly orgasmic. 

He ended her travail with the ball end of the whip pressed into her cunt, jerking it until she released, coming almost violently.  

The tempest subsided; the room was hushed; and Carlos strode around his slave, thoughtfully.

“You are just as I figured, a pain slut,” he concluded. “Cut her down and cage her.”

Mariel spent the rest of the day with her hands bound behind her in an iron cage that was hoisted into the ceiling of the jungle room. She dangled there, precariously, the cage swaying with any gust of wind, or when Carlos deliberately, cruelly tugged a rope attached to one of its bars. 

She listened to the conversation below, then her mind drifted away, while the deep desire in her did not abate. Later after the jungle grew dark and the men left the room for other places in the house, she was alone—afraid she’d be caged all night. She tried to sleep, hoping that would dispel some of her anxiety, but she was awakened by the sounds of Carlos fucking one of his slaves in the room below—which slave was unclear to her. The commotion only made her body retch with sexual need building to a frantic peak that she could in no way satisfy with her hands bound. The cawing, mewling sound of sex below her, the slapping of thighs as her master thrust himself into his unknown prey, brought on an ache that could only be squelched when she, too, was fucked. 

Once Carlos’ slave was used and on her way, dismissed with a gruff, “Out of here, bitch!” the man slowly let Muriel's cage descend to the floor. “Crawl,” he said, as the cage hit bottom and he raised the door. She obeyed, following him like a puppy into his bedroom. 

“Did my fucking arouse you?” he asked. 

“Yes, it did.”

“Good,” he was pleased. “Masturbate yourself.”

This was not what she hoped for, but any kind of release was welcome. She laid down on the floor, on her back, her legs bent, her hands clawing, rubbing her crotch, until her body was at its zenith. 

“Don’t come until I tell you to,” Carlos suddenly interrupted her.

This she hated when she was so close. 

Three times, he brought her to that climactic moment, and three times he forced her to back off. The fourth time, when her body was at that edge, he ordered her, “Come here.”

She crawled again to him, her face pained and sorrowful. 

“I should make you wait until morning,” he said playfully. He pulled her up between his legs, let her lean on his shoulder as he bent forward and began fondling her aroused privates, intently rubbing her clitoris and poking his fingers into her cunt. “Come now,” he demanded, and the act was swiftly done. Climax breezed through her body, enlivening nerves and sending shudder after shudder through her over-stimulated body. 

Again, she slept in his bed beside him, until some time near dawn, when she woke, finding Carlos’ thick erection pressing into her rear. She relaxed for him, opened, breathed deeply and took every inch of the greedy organ inside her. In the end, he deposited his ejaculate deep in her dark cavern. 

Afterwards, Carlos got out of bed to pee. When he returned, he pushed her from the mattress and hooked the hobbling chain at her ankles to a low bolt on the bed’s footboard. “You can sleep there,” he told her. Climbing back in bed, Carlos was sound asleep in minutes. 

Each day of Muriel's captivity was a blur of abuse, humiliation and then passionate sex. She was made to show herself to strange men, who probed her private places willfully, slapped her ass until it was burning, then forced their pricks in her mouth for satisfaction. When she wasn’t used, she was bound in a corner of the jungle room, while more conversation—Jack’s intensive interview—swirled around her. At night, Carlos held her, fucked her ass—never her pussy—stroked her body as an attentive lover, and brought her quick, powerful orgasms that left her sated and content. 

On another day, she was taken into the yard and staked as Danada had been, a thick rod shoved into her ass and held there with rope, while she was whipped with floggers and marked on the ass and breasts and shoulders with bamboo rods. She orgasmed even then, as if this treatment was an aphrodisiac, and her body relished the abuse. Her trials were always in front of an audience of three or four men. Sometimes seven or eight would be gathered to witness her travail—as it was the day in the yard. Carlos showed her off like a trophy. It pleased him to add on tortures to see how much pain she could take in her enforced silence. As she hung between the bamboo stakes, already exhausted from the beating, he began to pinch her flesh, applying clamps that dug into the skin and made her gasp for breath to ease the spiking pain. She squirmed, tormented. With six clamps on her breasts, six on her inner thighs, two attached to her labia, the intensity augmented, along with the necessary concentration required to endure the pain.

“Ah, noooooooooo,” she finally whispered, in an almost inaudible pant as Carlos came on her with another clamp, this one intended for her blood-engorged clitoris. 

“No?” he quipped, seeing her worried face.

She did not reply. Her first muted protest was already an infraction worthy of another beating, or the gag. 

He held her labia wide open with one hand, as the other slowly let the open clamp close on the tender morsel. Her breath was short and labored. Her body screaming. “Yes, you can take this, Mariel,” he assured her. The clamp was not quite closed, a millimeter or two left before he could let it go. “Breathe, Mariel, breathe. Show these men what joys pain brings you.” The clamp closed in tighter. Tears streamed down her face. Every pinched placed ached, some with sharp shooting pains, others with a dull roar. “Easy now, just this last is all I ask.” That hardly gave her comfort. With the full force of the clamp squeezing her clitoris, Carlos pulled his hand away and Mariel opened her mouth, raising a silent scream into the squawking jungle. He left her to her woe for several minutes, pacing around her, crushing sand beneath his bare feet as he walked. The crowd looked on in expectant silence, Jack, the unnamed black man and the others, strangers who her master brought there to witness the scene. After he was convinced of her complete subjugation, he moved back to her body and began caressing her flesh, avidly, fervently, everywhere the clamps were not. 

Her mind was blank and much of her body seemed numb. A curious euphoria rolled through her as she let the odd sensations take her. One by one, Carlos removed the clamps and her body shrieked with new pain, settling then again inside the unexpected exhilaration when that pain diminished. 

Finally he shook the clamp on her clitoris. That too seemed numb, but was instantly awakened as he jerked the pincher. 

“Work with me now, Mariel,” he whispered softly. “You’re going to come for me.”  

He played with the clamp and her pussy drawing from her a tortuous, bright, bursting fire. Yes, she was peaking… but only if the pain would go away, only if he’d release the clamp. He worked her harder, with more intensity, doing to her clit and crotch what always pleased her. At last, there was nowhere to go but into the sharp, grinding sensation of climax. The end was swift, over too quickly to truly be enjoyed. 

Freeing her of the last clamp on her clitoris, Mariel jerked again like a limp puppet. 

Her arms were free from their bondage, though her feet were still tethered to the posts at her side. A waist-high bar was placed before her, and she was thrust over it, ass high and inviting. Six men took her pussy from behind, dropping seed into her coming cavity, raping her until she felt like one gigantic orifice. 

Jack was the only man who didn’t have her then. He was watchful, aroused as the others, but increasingly uneasy in this jungle haunt of anarchists and sadists. 

That night, Carlos brought her to his bed. She was limp, dazed, though her entire body was enlivened still by the activity of the afternoon. She wanted more—from Carlos, more of his passionate hands, more of his whispered words of love, more of his encouragement. He gave her everything she needed:  running his hands through her hair, kissing her firmly, deeply on the mouth, lovingly combing her body with the articulate promise of greater pleasure. She moved with him, scissored her legs with his, clutched herself to his chest, her sore breasts comforted, the ache in her ass brought back when he squeezed the wounded cheeks. 

This orgasm was not hard or strained or quick, but one that built pleasurably, determinedly, pressing, needy, but not hurried. When she came, she cried—audible and loudly. Carlos mimicked her with a baritone screech that was the best of the night’s strange music. He held her afterwards, loving her, calmly stroking her sweat-soaked skin, her matted, tangled hair and her dreamy face. 

“You can be like this forever, little one,” he said.

“Yes, I can,” she agreed aloud. 

Listless, uncaring of anything but the man she loved, Mariel drifted in his arms until dawn awoke him and he was gone. 

The plane came on the seventh day, and Mariel was not aboard when it left. 

“I don’t want to leave,” she told Carlos. 

“That’s very good. I wouldn’t have let you even if you wanted to go.”

Was that so? Had she really relinquished her freedom? Or was he speaking as a smitten lover, unwilling to let her leave him for any reason? Was this just talk to scare her? She was unsure what was real and what was fantasy in Pandora’s Hideaway.

She would leave when Jack left was her next determination. Meanwhile, she would remain Carlos’ lover and under his command. 

Mariel’s life moved on with the abuses to her mind and body continuing. Fresh torments greeted her daily. When the sun shone, she was bound in a dozen ways, beaten regularly, her ass flushed with water and infused with spirits so she was nearly drunk. The hours she was not directly in her master’s service, she spent alone in some extreme captivity, bound, humbled, closeted, caged, blindfolded, and even gagged again—not because she earned it, but because Carlos liked her that way. He liked seeing saliva dibble down her chin and made fun of her frustration. He particularly liked her breasts when he bound them with thick rope, crudely contorting her flesh, her nipples jutting purple and raw because he abused them with his fingers and his teeth. Bound thus, he tethered her to the pillar where she first suffered for him. This time, however, her torso and legs where roped to the column; she was trussed to the thing as if she were a permanent decoration. For a better sport, he dangled weights from her labia and nipples, stretching them impossibly taut. Whatever devious intentions he had for her, Mariel let them woo her more profoundly to the man, as if she were wedded to the very fibres of his soul. 

At night, every night, he loved her with painstaking, full-bodied passion, as if saying thank you for enduring his twisted schemes by day. Her body, beside his, screamed in orgasmic frenzy that only seemed to grow more intense with each new night under his power. 


Chapter Eleven

“So, you do, truly consider your slaves your property?”

“I would have thought that was apparent the first day you were here,” Carlos replied to Jack’s question.

“I wasn’t sure you were serious about your sexual rules when we first arrived, or just posturing, making up stories to impress us.”

“You’re particularly interested in the sexual?” 

“We’ve covered all the other pertinent subjects, yes, I’d like to go back to sexual matters you haven’t completely explained.”

“You want clarification?” Carlos seemed suspicious.

“I suppose so.”

“And you’re concerned for Mariel?”

“I don’t know whether I should be.”

“I wouldn’t worry. She’s getting what she wants and needs. I doubt you’ll have a complaint from her.”

“At least not now.”

“Not ever. She’s found herself here with me.”

“And then, what about her future?”

“She stays here. Why not?”

Jack sighed, just because he wasn’t certain what to ask next. 

“She’ll be your lover like this forever?”

“At least for awhile,” he smiled broadly, looking around purposefully at the other two 

slaves in the room.

“But you’ll tire of her like you have the others.”

“I fuck them all, just some more often than others. I am the master, the king,” he chuckled, “I do what pleases me, that is what my life is about.”

“So, you just keep gathering slaves forever…”

“In a manner of speaking.”

“And they never leave?”

“Oh, yes, some do leave.”

“And how does that work? They get tired of the gig, and just up and leave?”

“Not exactly. It’s usually a matter of mutual consent. My wife for instance, left me for another man.”

“I assumed that was arranged.”

“Of course it was. But she did want out.”

“Still, by your rules, she wasn’t free to leave.”

“Hell no! I don’t spend these hours training women to be the perfect sexual servants just to let them move on their merry way whenever they are bored.”

“You give them to your friends?”

“No, never a gift.”

“You sell them then?”

Carlos had no immediate answer, being cagey and guarded as he sometimes was when he wanted to be vague.

“Do you sell them?”

“I’m not a slave trader. I’m an anarchist and a sadist.”

“You’re avoiding my question.”

“I am under no obligation to answer any of your questions. But I believe you already have your answer.”

“And that is what will happen to Mariel?”

“Mariel is with me now. I have no idea what will happen to her. I cannot write the future in the present.”

“But she could be another man’s possession if she stays?”

“If she stays? There is no question about that. I own the woman. You ask her yourself and see what she has to say.”

“You could then give, sell, trade, barter her, whatever you want to call it, to another master.”

“I suppose I could, theoretically. But why would I? You see how she performs. She’s one bitch I’m not about to turn over any time soon.”

“But you’ve tired of the others.”

“Not tired. Hardly. In general, I carve a place for my slaves in my life and they find themselves quite content. Ask them, any of them.”

“I’m not sure your slaves are capable of honest answers,” Jack spoke critically. “They’ve been brainwashed by your rhetoric and your expert training too long to have a real, honest, personal thought in their brains.”

“My, how you have turned,” Carlos rejoined wryly.

“Turned, no. I’m a journalist first, a cynic, a skeptic, an observer. I’ve observed a good deal while I’ve been here. I’ve listened to you, but I’ve observed you as well.”

“And I don’t come out in a favorable light?” Carlos wondered. He hardly seemed concerned. 

“I’m not sure ‘favorable’ is even the right adjective to use.”

Carlos smirked. “Don’t be a hypocrite, my friend. You’ve enjoyed the pleasures of Pandora’s Hideaway along with everyone else. You’ve had sluts in your bed when you wanted them there. You’ve taken up a lash, butt-fucked a few, participated in gangbangs, lived out what you could never live in your prudish society. Your passions are as dark as mine when you let them loose. Write what you want about this place, but for God’s sake don’t be a hypocrite.” 

 Jack mulled the meaning of Carlos’ message. 

“What’s the problem, Jack? Cat got your tongue?” Carlos mocked him. 

“The problem is one of degree in my mind. I can’t justify this rationally. But in my gut, taking women, depriving them of their personalities, taking away a meaningful life, turning them into sex slaves is not right. The fun and games of surrender are one thing, the acts don’t matter to me as long as there is pleasure involved, but there’s a line I can’t cross, that you obviously have. I guess it comes to…, I want my slave to get up in the morning and have a life.” 

“And who says my slaves don’t? Who says, they don’t find serving me all they need.”

“Because that’s the way they’ve been trained. I want them to have feelings, thoughts and pleasures that are beyond me.”

Carlos chuckled, knowingly. “You’re a man bound to your society of free thinkers, women’s rights and parity for all. I don’t begrudge you those ideas, but I don’t live by them.”

“Obviously not.”

Both men were silent for a time, as if, after two weeks of intense communication about a whole broad spectrum of ideas, there was actually nothing else to say. 

“What will you write about?” Carlos finally asked. 

“I don’t know,” Jack admitted. “I know there are a lot of things I won’t be able to depict—it’s way too pornographic for the average American reader. I’m not sure I want to shock them that much. Chances are I’ll stick with theory and forget about your bizarre reality.”

Carlos nodded. He was content. “I gave it all to you. You do with it what you will, I won’t care, scathing or otherwise, what you say.”

“The plane’s coming tomorrow afternoon?” Jack changed the subject.

“About two, I understand. If it’s on time.”

“Then I’d like to speak with Mariel before I go.”

“Of course. I can have her brought out now.”

“Privately, preferably in my room.”

“Your room?” he looked skeptical. 

“Yes. If you’re so sure of her that shouldn’t be a problem.”

“It’s not a problem regardless. She is chattel to Pandora’s Hideaway and cannot leave.”

Jack mused on the bizarre idea. “I’m not really sure how that happened.”

“Does it really matter?”

“Maybe not.”

“I’ll have Mariel in your room in about an hour, after that she’ll be getting prepared for a evening on the beach. I’m glad you’ll be staying long enough to see that.”

Jack was interested, his curiosity piqued, though by this time in the venture to Pandora’s Hideaway, he was ready to move on, write the bizarre story and see some cash for this venture. He had a feeling the piece would sell. Moving on was what he did, never letting himself stay too long was good protection… except for this one time he had reservations about Mariel and her lost freedom that needed to be put to rest.

***

Mariel walked humbly through the yard to the hut she had shared with Jack when she first came to the Hideaway. It seemed odd now to her that she was ever Jack Reynolds’ lover, or Albert Reynolds’ or that she even had another life but this one. Somewhere, in the back of her thoughts, she remembered the other world; but it was so meaningless to her now that her life and soul were pledged to Carlos. 

The door to the hut was open, Jack inside packing his suitcase, reminiscent of that other afternoon, a little more than two weeks before. The remembrance was quite clear, but she abruptly stopped the vision. She was a different woman now, with a different agenda for her life. Inside the door she slumped to her knees and waited for Jack to speak. 

“Ah, he did let you out of captivity.”

She looked up, silently. 

“You can talk with me, you know.”

She still didn’t utter sound, but looked at him quizzically. Her hands were bound behind her, her attitude and posture one of total surrender. 

“Yes, you can speak. I want you to speak.” He was impatient. “Is this what you really want?”

“What do you mean?” She was dazed. 

“I mean exactly what I asked, Mariel. Is this what you really want—to stay here in Pandora’s Hideaway forever?”

“Of course.”  

He moved to her, knelt on one knee before her, took her shoulders in his hands and looked her straight in the eye. “Are you drugged?”

“Do I look drugged?”

No, she didn’t. Her eyes were clear, bright if not a little distant. 

“But, look at you. Two weeks, you’ve been a dutiful slave living out fantasies I’m sure were very real. But is this what you want for the remainder of your life?”

“If I can be with Carlos, yes. I am in love with him and he with me.”

Jack shook his head and let go of her, “No, no, Miss Mariel. You may be in love with him, or in total lust, but he is not in love with you.”

“You’re wrong, Jack. No man could make love to me the way he does and not be in love. I know him. I trust him.”

He was quaking head to toe, anger rising, realizing how the jungle, this decadent paradise, and Carlos’ magic had worked its way inside her brain and body completely. He could never free her of him. 

“But you can’t trust him, Mariel,” he tried again, “I’ll be leaving tomorrow, and after that, maybe in a day or two, or maybe a month, some other, beautiful woman will cross his path and you’ll be just one of his servants, another Ancha or Simone or Reanne. If you revolt, he’ll train you deeper, take more of your character and personality from you, turn into a slave to be sold behind his trading door. Don’t you know…” he pushed away and stood up, looming over her, looking down, while she peered up at him earnestly. 

“I know that’s not true, Jack,” she spoke plainly, soberly, almost as if the Mariel of old would suddenly jump right out and speak. He would be happy if she did.

“I’m not the greatest guy in the world, not someone you should necessarily trust, but you have to trust me now. I’ve been in the man’s company for two weeks, heard a good deal more than you have. If you keep up this love affair with him in your mind, you will be hurt. It’s temporary for Carlos…, I know—you can see it yourself, the way he runs his life, the number of women who fall at his feet.” He gestured broadly toward the main house. “The best thing you could do is get on that plane with me tomorrow.”

“No, Jack,” she said softly, still speaking from her dazed clarity. “It’s not the best thing for me. I have to stay here. I believe in Carlos and I cannot stop that.”

He expected no more from her, but hopefully the idea would be planted in her brain, a small kernel of possibility, that the bratty, inconstant rebel was still inside her.

“You understand, Mariel, that according to Carlos, it’s not your choice to stay here. He owns you and you’re not free to go.”

“Of course, I understand that. I’ve given up my freedom to be with him.”

“You really understand what that means?”

“As much as I can, Jack. I cannot predict my future, but my present could not be better. Let me have it.”

He sat on the bed, staring at the beautiful woman with the sorrowful, sweet, hopeful expression, and wondered. Maybe, in her innocence she was right—or at the very least, the reality she had created for herself would continue to give her what she wanted, no matter what Carlos did with her. He hoped this was true. 

“I may not see you before I leave,” he said with a weary sigh. “I guess there’s some ceremony on the beach tonight. I’ll be here for that.” He stopped. “Please, Mariel… take care of yourself.” He didn’t know what else to say. 

She smiled, shivering from the back of her neck down. 

“Carlos takes care of me, Jack. I’ll be all right.” 

***

The bonfire blazed, around it a half-dozen slaves were naked, limbs staked at four corners to bamboos posts, their skins glowing looking like seared meat. Drums around the scene spoke of the savagery while ardent hands mauled the sacrificial flesh. Mariel was among them, the whitest of the women, Carlos’ prize. Her body moved as the others moved, obeying the rhythms of the drumbeat, the forceful pounding that palpitated their crotches and thrummed their clits like taut strings. One mouth planted lips on hers and drove a tongue deep down her throat, while another man lashed her backsides to the same tuneful beat that drove the hour. 

Smoke billowed into the eyes, clouding reality, making another reality, debauched, crazed and seethingly sexual. Another mouth attached itself to Muriel's crotch, licking, sucking, exploring the regions fertile with lust. She groveled on that mouth and on the persistent lash and on the hands of the man who wooed her mouth and breasts. The bamboo raised against her back sent her screaming cry into the night—but no one heard or cared. It joined the other cries and screams of tortured slaves staked about the roaring fire. 

Twenty men moved on them, joined by others, more than she could count. For a moment, Jack was with them, his face scowling angrily because she wouldn’t listen to him, because he couldn’t stop himself, let alone her. Despite what he knew, he was aroused by these excesses and this depravity. He moved behind her and fucked her ass, lifting the globes of her rear in his hands, lifting her feet from the sand, plowing into her entrails, listening to the strangely mirthful music she emitted. He took his pleasure quickly and was gone—disappearing as if he was embarrassed by his desire. 

Others came to her with the same intent of fucking her, using her ass or pussy, or simply tormenting her with sadistic glee. What they took from her, they gave back with their passionate hands, with sensation that flooded her body.

When the first frenzy died down, she and the other slaves were allowed to rest, to shake out their aching limbs before they were bound again between the struts. While the feast digested in the bellies of the men, other slaves—who were chained to rods that had been driven deeply into the beach—slithered like snakes into their laps, and primed the sleeping sexual organs into fully raging stalks, ready to be implanted in a woman. The men lazily let these succulent mouths work their erections, arousal ebbing and flowing, then rising again until the sexual fires had so crescendoed that their needs required satiation. One by one, the staked slaves were freed from bondage and brought to a sacrificial alter—so Carlos jovially named it—given a particular torture deviously designated by their master. 

When Mariel was set free, her body was lifted into the air on the shoulders of two men as though she were weightless. Her body lay on the alter of stone, warmed now by body heat, stretched out, arms and legs rigidly separated and secured to posts. Two men and two female slaves with long, tapering candles dripped hot wax on her from her sternum to her feet, sporadically, unpredictably, torturously. Her cunt was pulled apart by one of the women, opened so that her clitoris and vagina were as vulnerable as her breasts and thighs. A long, slow, burning drizzle of wax stung every inch of her privates. She jerked, gasping and shrieking—at least inwardly, if not outwardly, too. She was unaware of what sound escaped her lips. Then there were fingers at her crotch, pulling away the congealed wax, tugging it out of the remains of her trimmed pubic hair. She gasped frantically for air and shrieked again. Then another round of hot wax blistered her skin and hands worked her open pussy. Soon afterwards, her body became the target for three cocks that insistently used her pulsating hole as they tweaked her clit and made her come with them. 

One long climax started and didn’t stop, as the men moved one to the next in a rhythm that seemed thoughtfully planned. She was used, used up, and finally released, and the feast of sex moved on to another slave and other tortures. Removed from the stone alter, Mariel was taken back to the place where she’d been staked, where her body was thrust over two stacked wooden crates, precariously balanced with torso hanging low, her ass high in the air. Bound that way, practically upside down, a thick candle was forced into her ass and lit. She was left there for an hour of self-torture. Every time she wiggled, more of the hot wax spilled down the taper and hit her skin. 

Behind the crude scene, the drums played, reaching deep into the consciousness of those drunk with lust and perversion. The rhythmical beat continued on incessantly, in patterns that the bodies could trust, on into the night, into the rising dawn as a new sun crept stealthy into the sky. 

When daylight broke, Muriel's candle had long since gone out and the wad of wax at its base on her ass had been pried from her flesh. She’s been untied, except for a tether attached to her left ankle cuff that was fixed to one of the stakes beside her. She’d slept for a time, and awoke seeing Jack conferring with Carlos. He left the beach when the conversation was over. He didn’t look at her then, and he didn’t look back. She lay exhausted on the cool sand until she was finally returned to the house. 

During the new day, Mariel slept in the slave quarters with the other slaves, on a cot in a cell by herself. She was too worn out to wonder why she had not gone to bed with Carlos as she had every other night for the last ten days. 


Chapter Twelve

For six days, Mariel didn’t see Carlos. Someone in the Hideaway had whispered that he was gone on business. It felt odd to her with both Jack and Carlos elsewhere. She wondered about Jack, but only for a time, and took the whispered rumors of Carlos at face value, looking forward to his return. In the meantime, Ancha gave her assignments: in the kitchen, on the grounds, in the rooms, sweeping and dusting, which was an endless task in this tropical climate.

When Carlos returned, everyone in the Hideaway was instantly roused, excited and scared. Muriel's heart leapt to her throat. She could feel him, the pulse of his body, his groin throbbing as though he was ready for her, and would come for her at any moment. Hours passed and he didn’t appear while Muriel's longing for him grew voracious and desperate. 

Late in the afternoon, she was in the kitchen working on the dinner meal. 

“You’ll serve, tonight,” Ancha told her. “Watch me carefully, keep your head bowed and don’t say a word unless you’re spoken to—which you won’t be.”

Mariel vowed to follow Ancha’s orders to the letter—this would be a next step in her training, and it gave her some purpose other than the sexual. Even she had to admit that after the night on the beach, her body and mind needed a breather from the crazed frenzy of fucking. But serving this meal also meant seeing Carlos again. Her loins hungered anxiously for him, filled with expectation. 

During dinner, Mariel carried trays of food, poured water, and stood respectfully, submissively at the door to the dining room waiting for more instructions, obeying every order perfectly, just as she’d seen the other slaves do. All the while, her heart longed for the man at the head of the table. Her groin beat strong, spasms ground inside her belly, and she was almost orgasmic from the first moment she saw Carlos’ expressive face. She longed for his touch, the twinkle in his eye, a smile, even a look of reproof, or a flash of dominant rage. But none was given her. 

Yes, Carlos was consumed with lust, but his lust was not focused on Mariel. A petite, young slave sat with him that night, completely naked except for a collar that encircled her throat tightly and a ring that pierced her nose, running through her septum as if she were a beast. She was hardly that. Mira, as Carlos referred to her, was as demure as any of his trained slaves, looking almost penitent as she stared at her master. Their brief conversation was hushed, and she hardly ate. Nervous, Mariel surmised. After dinner, the two retired to Carlos’ bedroom and didn’t reappear for the rest of the night. 

Mariel spent the night as she had the last six, in her cell, alone; alone like the other house slaves who were content with their station. But she was not content. Restless, her body clawed for completion, and she took liberties, masturbating to the memories of her nights in bed with Carlos. It was a bittersweet remembrance, the time fleeting. Surely this dalliance with Mira was only a brief escapade away from her and she’d return to his bed, amusing him again. 

For six days, Mira remained Carlos’ lover, treated to the same ruthless, intensely loving behavior Mariel had experienced. Not once in that time did he even look Muriel's way, let alone speak to her. She functioned as a house slave only. On the seventh day, there was another gathering of Carlos’ tribe of friends. Mariel was called on then, given to a familiar pair of hands, used briskly and cast off to go back to her tasks. Mira was the center of the tribe’s attention that afternoon, while Mariel and the other slaves were called on only when another cunt or ass was needed for the sport of fucking. That night, Mariel cried herself to sleep from loneliness, while Jack’s words came back to haunt her, and the seed of rebellion planted in their last conversation grew rapidly in her fast awakening consciousness. 

Days later, nothing had changed. Mariel watched the other slaves go about their master’s business, happily giving in to his whims, seeking nothing more than what they received, what paltry little that was. Perhaps, once a week, he’d give the others some attention, though it was not always physical and rarely sexual. Occasionally, he’d run an affectionate hand through a slave’s hair, or when he was in a very good mood pat them on the rear in a pleasing way. These gestures brought smiles, expressions of hopefulness, but almost never led to anything more. The desire that drove the man seemed serially monogamous, focused now solely on his latest whim, his slave, Mira. 

Mariel ached in the woman’s presence. She was beautiful, exotic, her skin dark and sumptuous, her black eyes bright and bold, her long, ebony hair glistened in the light. Naked, she gleamed head to toe, her breasts full and undulating, her hips wide and shapely. She wore her submissiveness like a permanent mantle, and by her easy familiarity with the man, seemed to know Carlos much longer than these few days. 

“He did you well,” Mariel heard Carlos tell her. The comment made no sense, but Mira received the compliment with a winsome smile on her downcast face. He’d pleased her. 

In a household ruled by a strict cast system, it would be natural to hear gossip among the slaves, but there was little, perhaps because no one but Mariel seemed disaffected by Mira’s hold on Carlos’ affections. 

After two weeks watching the pair together, seeing the sexual extremes and the love that seemed to bind them displayed overtly before her, Mariel had no more desire to stay in the Hideaway. Acute, painful desire, mixed with indignation welled up in her until she couldn’t avoid the feelings. There were no justifications for Carlos’ behavior. Jack had seen the truth and she had been too blind then to listen to him. Not a day after he left, her new life had unraveled, day by day, piece by piece until she had become nothing but an ordinary house slave. 

“I want to leave,” she boldly announced to Carlos after dinner one evening, once Mira was dismissed and she had the opportunity to speak with Carlos alone. It was a forbidden act, but she didn’t care. 

“What was that?” he looked at her, annoyed. 

“I want to leave.”

“Yes, I hear you.” He looked at her strangely, “Apparently, you didn’t hear me. Could that be? You are mine and you do not leave. I own you, just as I own this fork.” He raised the gleaming silver item in mockery. 

“You may believe that is true, but you don’t want me here thinking the thoughts I think.”

He chuckled. “Yes, yes, yes. This was just a game for you, as long as you were in the spotlight, center of my attention, glued to my crotch.” 

Her face burned, flushed with indignation, her mind recognizing the truth that spilled out so simply from the man’s own lips. Her lust was embarrassingly transparent and misguided. “Yes, you’re right,” she replied. “It was you I wanted, and I was taken in by your charm…, if you can call it that. For whatever reason, it seems you kept me between your legs just long enough for Jack to leave, knowing I would never have stayed without the attention I was getting. He wanted me to leave with him and I would have gone.”

He shook his head in amazement. “You still don’t get it. Whether you wanted to leave or not was not an issue—just as it is not an issue now. As long as I have you here, you won’t be leaving unless I want you to.” 

Her head spun. She felt dizzy, disoriented, scared.

“Yes, that is the truth, slave. This is not your sane and civilized world. This is mine. My game, my rules.”

“But you are not alone in this world. I am an American citizen. I have rights.”

“As far as I’m concerned, you relinquished all that nonsense when you agreed to stay here. Look for the embassy, slut,” he snarled laughingly contemptuous, staring around, “you won’t find it. There is no one who will rise up against me. I’m a trivial entity, almost non-existent. No government recognizes Pandora’s Hideaway. We’re outcast in the community of man, the whole world turns their head as if we don’t really exist, just as I want it to be. And you are here, in my realm, my property, if you will, my prisoner.”

She still could not speak. 

“You thought this was just a game, didn’t you? That I’d finally say, ‘Time’s up, go on your merry way’. Well, bitch, you were wrong. I gave you all of my passion for two weeks, you should be happy with that. If you’re not, I’m so sorry. Get used to your misery. I’ll do nothing to abate it. In fact, I’ll see that it increases. Ancha!” he called loudly toward the kitchen. “A gag,” he said when she arrived, “and manacles.”

He stared her down until she felt like a mere inch tall, she very mortal, he her God. Seeing his expression, she collapsed back into a submissive repose while he gagged her and manacled her hands behind her, even then, finding a fantastic thrill course her body as she reacted to the touch of his hands.

“Your adventure is hardly over,” he wryly retorted. There was something on his mind, a scheme working in his head that scared her; but it was so like her first days at Pandora’s Hideaway that she succumbed again. Was that all she needed: to be abused, even scorned? How easy she had been, and easy she was now.

***

Mariel remained bound and gagged in her cell for two days—ignored. She was able to use the chamber pot, and was once given some water to drink by a compassionate Ancha. Otherwise, she remained forgotten, hungry, even cold, as if a wintry blast of venom was being sent her way.

On the third day, she was taken from her cell, hosed in the yard by one of the native men who served the Hideaway. Her hair was washed and combed, her body dried and the gag removed. “Carlos will kill you if you say a word,” the man told her.

By then, she wasn’t sure if the threat was hollow and she wouldn’t dare test it. 

Taken naked into the jungle room, she knelt at Carlos’ feet, bowing her head as penitently as she knew how. Her emotions ranged from fright to anger to letting go, while still hoping that her master might give her what she desired. What a ridiculous thought that was!

“I have a fix for slaves who don’t know how to play my game. This is one I think you’ll like, at least I hope so.” He was calm, patronizing, oozing his natural charm, which would only make this moment more painful as she lived it in memory. “These are a traveling collar and manacles we use for transport of female slaves in this region. You wear this, and no one will bother to ask why you’re so attired.”

Lifting a hefty metal collar from the table beside him—a collar reminiscent of the one Mira wore her first day—Carlos placed it around Muriel's throat and clamped it shut. “Turn around,” he ordered. She obeyed, realizing that he was locking the collar with a padlock and key. Her body ache soared ruthlessly; her excitement and its accompanying fear mixing like demons to arouse but then paralyze her. Traveling… traveling where? Even with its wicked underlying purpose, Pandora’s Hideaway was safe for her. “Now turn back,” Carlos ordered again. 

“Mira, please assist,” he ordered his constant companion. 

“Slaves leaving my Hideaway wear my insignia.” He held up a ring, which Mariel could see was inscribed with some hieroglyphic scratches on the side, not unlike the one Mira wore through her nose. Carlos nodded to someone else in the room, and a warm, firm, masculine body was suddenly behind Mariel, holding her, clutching her so tightly that she couldn’t move—not hands, or arms, or shoulders or feet. Just as suddenly, Carlos was leaning forward in his chair, his fingers reaching to her nose, pulling down on the flesh separating her nostrils. A needle swiftly pierced the narrow spot between the thick cartilage, and the ring was immediately treaded through the hole. 

Mariel gasped in one great instant of pain, fear and humiliation. Her crotch was liquid, its nectar seeping out on her calves as if she’d come in the act of being pierced. Perhaps she made some squalling, screaming sound, but her ears were deaf to everything around her. Her mind was blank, seemingly frozen, and her body still commandeered by the powerful muscle behind her tensed once, and finally collapsed as if she’d fainted.  

“The worst is over, slave,” Carlos said, as if that should comfort her. She knew he was merely mocking her. “Stand up.”

The man behind her had loosened his grasp, but it took his strength to help her rise to her feet. Even then, she was wobbly and needed his assistance. Without comment, the slave Simone dressed her in a sarong that covered her body from her breasts past her knees. Yes, she’d be traveling, perhaps a woman’s nakedness was not acceptable outside Pandora’s Hideaway. That was briefly reassuring, but only until a metal band much like her collar, only larger, was placed around her waist and locked with a similar padlock and key. Her wrists were then locked in metal cuffs and attached with chains to the waistband. What kind of  bondage was this, what kind of humiliation, what kind of torture? Where would she be going in the world that this kind of public presentation of a woman would be acceptable? Her mind was rife with questions, but she was given no answers. 

“I should gag you,” Carlos said, looking up at her. He scrutinized her carefully, thoroughly, his gaze so penetrating that she shuddered, reacting instantly with sexual heat. How could this bastard still claim her so? “It is, however, customary to assume that a woman in your position will not open their mouth. Let’s hope you’ll obey that order. If you don’t, you can be sure that you’ll be muzzled, not gagged, but muzzled—it’s a strange looking device on a woman, but most effective. Your attendant will carry one with him on your trip, just in case.”

Though Muriel's lips were bursting with questions, she remained mute. 

“I know you’re confused, scared, angry even, maybe desperate.” Carlos stood to face her. “But you have brought this on yourself. For the crime of rebellion in Pandora’s Hideaway you have been sentenced to prison for an indeterminate period of time, assigned to a facility run by my friend, Percy. Your outbursts, your mood and sullenness don’t set well with me. If he can knock that rebellious streak out of you, you’ll return here, where you’ll live until I pawn you off. If you can’t be redeemed, you’ll become Percy’s property—and I think in short order, you’ll understand that living in Pandora’s Hideaway is a far fairer bliss that Percy’s prison.”

As she was led from the house, her heart sank and her loins grew cold. She was shoved into the Jeep and taken to the airstrip where she and Jack had landed her first day in the tropics. With the help of the same native man who’d held her while she was pierced, she boarded a twin-engine prop plane. The pilot hardly took notice of her unusual attire, as if he regularly shuffled prisoners like Mariel to and from these remote locations. Airborne, she gazed down at the jungle below unable to find a trace of Pandora’s Hideaway amid the infinite expanse of emerald green that covered the earth below. The flight was short, perhaps twenty minutes in the air before the pilot was circling another span of green, dotted with gold. Her numb body shuddered deeply as the plane landed on the grassy runway, and she stepped from the aircraft. Instantly, her bare feet were stung by the pebbly ground, and walking was difficult. 

There was no Jeep to meet them. Instead, Mariel and her attendant walked from the runway to a road, which lead into a village not more than two hundred yards away. A few dozen huts were scattered about an open clearing where some commerce was taking place, and the faces of the old and young looked up at her, staring cruelly into Muriel's shocked face. 

“A white one this time,” a woman spit out. 

“Better learn your lessons, whore!” a bitter man stepped in her path, meeting her face to face with a scowl.

Soon, the villagers’ epithets started a war of scowls and words, followed by hands that mauled her body as if her flesh were produce to inspect. Twice, someone reached under her sarong and pushed fingers into her pussy, bringing out natural juices that were smeared over her face. 

Her attendant, slowly, steadily moved her through the commotion, though he did little to fend off the advances of the crowd surrounding them. The sarong was tugged at and torn, the pretty turquoise soiled by their dirty hands. Her clean blonde hair was jerked, pulled, knotted and covered with the dusty sand. Tears streamed down her cheeks as the harrowing ordeal continued, seeming to have no end. Sticks made of bamboo whacked her legs and ass, her thighs and belly until the barrage seemed to cover every inch of her body. The only kindness came from the man who insistently required she move forward to her unknown destination. Moving from the open, into the brush, to the forest and finally deeper into the jungle, her assailants slowly disappeared one by one. Finally alone, the pair broke out into a smaller clearing where a stone fortress was nestled in the trees. 

“How, odd,” she found herself saying, though she wasn’t sure if she spoke aloud. Apparently not, since her attendant had no response. Her lapse was fair warning, however, she couldn’t allow another breach like that one. 

The stone structure before them was a single story high, meandering some distance to the left and right and then deeper into the trees. Mariel suspected that much of the structure was a wall, surrounding empty ground. Moving forward through a gate confirmed her suspicions. The gate was a narrow passageway that opened into a small courtyard completely surrounded by stone. Along one side of the structure was a bank of cells with iron barred doors. Along the other three sides, iron doors were interspersed, embedded in the stone walls. Except for the new arrivals, the courtyard was empty. 

Without hesitation, Muriel's attendant pushed her forward as he had before, to a bamboo pillar not unlike the ones in Pandora’s Hideaway. Attaching her to the tall post, he took a length of chain dangling from the top of the bamboo and secured her nose ring to the end. There he left her, with nothing but the sound of the jungle swooshing through her ears, ominously, hauntingly. Was this Pandora’s Hideaway’s evil twin?

Mariel remained in the courtyard long enough for the ring in her nose to become heavy and uncomfortable attached to the thick chain. Insects buzzed her head and her attempts to shoo them away turned painful with every jerk and tug. 

“So, how do you like my home, slave?” a voice suddenly rattled her discontented, tattered brain. Mariel jerked again, turning to see a ghostly looking man standing in the courtyard observing her. She was wise not to speak. “Carlos thinks you’re useless,” the man continued as he moved forward, “but perhaps redeemable. You’re lucky. There are a few defunct slaves he immediately discards, sends them off to Third World whorehouses—nasty places. Life span in those ugly brothels is about two years. Slaves die of dysentery or sexual diseases. You can be glad you’re here,” he smiled. “I kill no one.” He paused, circling her, even as she turned with him, keeping an eye on the curious man. “I am Percy,” he finally announced. She was unused to white men after so many days in the jungle with dark skinned men—even Jack looked as though he belonged in the Tropics with his deeply tanned skin. Percy was a striking contrast, a gentlemanly looking fellow with a husky build, white hair and beard, and skin brushed with only a slight darkening on his arms and chest. He wore a loin cloth and beads as if he were a native, and though his physical appearance was odd, he didn’t seem altogether out of place—perhaps a latter-day cast away from society, now perfectly attuned to his jungle surroundings. 

“I run a prison here. It is not a brothel, whorehouse or even a training ground, but a prison. You pay your dues, you learn your lessons in obedience, you will survive it. You leave only when I believe you will be an asset in Carlos’ world. It took his Mira two hundred days to sort out her petulant mind and I think even you can vouch for the results.” 

Ah, yes! Now she understood where the beautiful Mira had been, and why the ring through her nose. Would she be redeemed too?

“You might be lucky to stay so briefly. But for most rebellious slaves, it takes a year or two to defeat the rebel in them, and breed the lust and surrender required by their masters.”

Two years! Mariel shook to her core. His words were fierce condemnation, as if she had been duly tried in court and sentenced for real crimes to this horrible place. Nothing she had done was worthy of this.

Percy removed the chain from Muriel's nose ring, only to attach it to another he held in his hand and used to tug her along to her cell. They walked the short colonnade of jail cells, Mariel peeking into each one, seeing a woman in most of them. Passing eight, they stopped at the next one, which became her next home. 


Chapter Thirteen 

For days, Mariel languished in her cell alone and unattended, except for the gruel, which was passed into her cell through a small hole in the corner. The can she used for a toilet was changed daily. Otherwise, she was left by herself for at least ten days until she was rudely jerked from the empty nothingness into a savage initiation. 

Her body reeked and her tattered sarong was almost useless when she was led by the nose ring from her cell into another part of the prison. On orders, she stood in a tub of cold water and washed herself before Percy and four other men, who all watched with contempt and fascination. Once she was clean, she was ordered to pee for the men as she stood in the dirty water. She struggled unable to obey the order. Her bladder was not full and her reflexes would not allow her to let down under these conditions. 

“Having a problem, slut?” Percy asked. “It’s not a good thing to disobey your first order. 

She shook her head, tears forming in her eyes. 

“I say give her a little help,” one man urged. He moved toward her with a tankard of beer in his hand, and jerking her head back by the hair, he forced her mouth open and the liquid down her throat. She gulped fast to take it all, but her mouth ran over unable to swallow all of the rushing liquid. 

“Keep it up,” Percy said, “you’re earning quite a beating.”

One tankard down, another was forced to her mouth, which she gulped as eagerly with the same messy results. At least half of the drink made its way down her throat, the rest joined the layer of soap scum hugging her ankles in the tub. Her belly was already feeling full, when a third tankard of beer was forced on her. She gulped again, trying desperately to coerce her body into replying. 

“Enough!” Percy finally stopped the scene. “Let’s see what she can do now.” He turned to her, “Slut, masturbate yourself to orgasm.”

This too! It was impossible. She stood stock still, unable to move a fingers. The tears threatening in her eyes were spilling down her cheeks. 

“Now! Bitch!” Percy yelled. 

She saw little choice but to obey in this crude world, but how could she possibly orgasm under these conditions? It seemed her loins were as cold as they’d been the day she arrived. She started slowly, gingerly, her hands beginning to caress her body, her thighs and pubic mound. Her head was woozy, her vision blurring from so much alcohol. Surprisingly, she found herself responding, her pent-up sexual energy beginning to release as she welcomed her own touch. Closing her eyes, closing out the men’s stares, there was some brief erotic quality to cling to. Rubbing her hands between her thighs, her fingers played as they had before, expertly finding the sensitive places that seemed to burst with arousal, even in this awful place. For a moment, she was lost to her body’s increasing response.

“Aren’t we good enough to look at,” she suddenly heard Percy snarl. “Open your eyes and look at us. Masturbate, thinking how it will feel to have these cocks in you.” 

This feat was a more difficult task. It wasn’t easy under these circumstances to let go her present horror and fall back in fantasy. The more she played, the more frustrated she became. And to make the torture worse, each minute that passed, her bladder filled with more liquid, creating a noxious pressure along with her growing irritation. 

She decided then to focus on one man, gazing at a handsome black man whose eyes were filled with lust, who stroked his exposed erection just as she played with herself. She imagined herself in bed with him, the hushed tones of lovemaking, the feel of his hands, the manipulation of her body. She knew he’d be a skilled lover. Her body blossomed again, and then even the unabating pressure didn’t stop the urgent surge of sexual power that demanded release. Looking into the man’s eyes, she came, panting, writhing, trying to stay on her feet, finally taking a long deep breath and regaining her balance, while still dizzy and unsettled by the furious climax and too much beer.

“Not good, but not bad,” was Percy’s only comment, before ordering her to complete the original command, “you think your bladder can cooperate now?” 

Mariel was certain it would, considering the amount of pressure that bore down on her insides. Still, she found that releasing was difficult and she needed to coach her body for several seconds before a warm stream of piss finally trickled down her legs. Once started, she blushed with embarrassment, as she emptied herself into the water until her bladder was empty. 

“Beat her!” Percy snapped. 

He was not one to belabor any act. One complete, there was another on its heels.

Muriel's lower body was splashed with water to wash away the urine, and when she stepped from the tub, her ankles were given the same treatment. Handled by two men on either side of her, she was taken to another part of the room where her wrist cuffs were attached to a bar above her and she would dangle on tiptoe before her audience. Percy stood before her with an evil-looking lash gripped tightly in his hand. Behind him on a table were rods, whips and paddles of various descriptions. Her mind whirred unable to comprehend the possibilities, but duly warned and frightened. That was the last sight she saw for some time as a black, leather hood was drawn over her head. Her mouth and eyes were tightly covered as the strings at the bottom of the hood were tightened around her neck. There was only a small hole for her nose, so that she could breathe; otherwise, her world had been diminished to the sensation of touch, and the aroma of sweating male bodies who she would service. 

She was whipped and tortured by three men at once. Sometimes they took turns, more often they came on her all at once. Her buttocks and thighs were worked with wooden paddles from the rear, her breasts with a stinging riding crop and single tail whip, her belly and the front of her thighs with a braided cat. Her shoulders took a beating with a bamboo rod that was sure to leave remnants days after. Mariel was certain she’d be a bloody stump by the time this beating was over—but those were just the first thoughts in her mind as the scene began. By the time the men had had their thrills, some forty minutes later, she was flying on endorphins, beyond the pain and purgatory. Her back arched in ecstasy, her ashen hair dangling from the bottom of the hood as she strained inside her bonds, taking a flogging on her breasts that was as welcome as it was excruciating. She fucked one man’s fist, coming, while screeching inside the hood and jerking in a frenzied battle with pain and pleasure. Finally, she hung exhausted in her cuffs, nearly faint, delirious and sated. 

Seeing her condition, her assailants unfastened her cuffs and eased her to the floor; although there were no soft caresses, no loving gestures, certainly no kind faces to greet her with the hood still in place. She was left there, alone, until someone decided that she was physically able to return to her cell. Then she was lifted to her feet and prodded with a rod in right direction, forced to stumble drunkenly through the courtyard without the advantage of sight. 

The days that followed were much like this initiating one. She remained hooded, except when she ate her one meal of gruel in the evening, or early in the morning before dawn. Then, it was always as black as midnight in her cell, and she still could see little of her surroundings. The sensory deprivation was profound; one day disappeared into the next in a stream of endless nights. She heard little through the padded hood. There was just the sense of touch—rude, clawing, stinging painful touch—and the scent of earth and sex, and male sweat everywhere. 

Every morning, she would pee before whatever audience was there to watch—sometimes no one, though since she couldn’t see, she had no idea that was so. She would masturbate herself, occasionally with a male hand joining her in this brief physical revelry. Then she was beaten, often while dangling from the hook, sometimes while crouched in a corner, at other times flung over a bar or table with the focus of the attack strictly on her ass. 

Mariel lost track of time, even as her mind struggled to remember how many nights she’d lived in this captivity. She guessed it was a month before she saw daylight, but it might have been two months, or three. Endless has no demarcations. 

Her first experience of sunlight blinded her so that she had to close her eyes against that fierce blast. She refused to open them, only slowly readjusting to daylight after a number of days living in a shadowy blur. As if the heavens had some mercy on her plight, the jungle poured with water for nearly a week, its green canopy opening with sheets of glassy liquid pelting the dry ground and turning it into mud. The cloudy skies were easier for Muriel's new eyes to bear. She learned to be grateful for small things. 

Regaining her sight, however, meant little change in her daily life. As before, her days were spent in a similar abject state of servitude and humiliation to her blinded servitude. Seeing the faces of her captors, of Percy’s twisted grins and lusty smirks, made her almost wish for the hood again. He muzzled her when she cried too loudly during a beating, forcing her face into thick straps that covered her mouth for several days, until he tried her without it again. Sometimes, when she was muzzled, she couldn’t eat, because her jailer, intentionally, or by accident, forgot to remove the device. 

Her life of sexual torment began then. During the night, strangers came to her cell and forced her to service them with her mouth, ass or cunt. After one dry ass fuck, she learned to salivate her anus, should her partner for the night require her back door. Little accommodations made this training course easier—but never pleasant. Her orgasms were regular but often strained, tortured by pain. Too often, she couldn’t find the endorphin rush and rise above the abuse, and was simply glad when the act was over. Occasionally, however, one man would act as a lover, lay his hands on her kindly, bring her into his arms as she remembered Carlos and Jack… and those others in her distant memory. She was grateful for small things, especially when it seemed that the physical and sexual torment would never end.

Unbeknownst to her, over a period of days, the abuse began to slowly subside and the requirements of her dwindled. It took some time for her to feel the change. How could she possibly know? Her body was a fragile shell of its former self. Her mind was most often blank and unable to think at all, let alone see some continuity or alteration in the treatment she received. She had no memories longer than a day, and her heart had quit bleeding for what it couldn’t have. 

***

One day, her jailer didn’t come for her, although sometime during the night, the cell door had been unlocked and opened. For nearly two hours she stayed on her bed, staring at the open grate of iron bars, wondering what had happened. Was this tiny prison camp raided in the night and all the slaves set free? Or was Percy simply beginning another round of torture and demands? 

Once two hours past and she could see into the courtyard that the sun was high in the morning sky, she crept stealthy to the door and peered out, looking for signs of life. There were none. No other cell door was open, just hers. She stood behind the bars, wondering if she should investigate further, but then—using faculties for decision that she’d not used in weeks—she decided that this was a test. She would not go beyond the open door without being ordered. Having no desire to endure the extreme punishment she’d receive if caught, she curled up on the bed and waited. 

The day was nearly gone, the light in the yard just shadows of twilight when someone finally came for her. It was Percy himself, pulling her out of her cell into a beautiful evening. How she could see anything of beauty after so many days tormented was unexplainable; but she felt a sudden sweep of joy permeate her being. She was being released. She knew this in her heart, through her fingers, toes, chest and mind. Her soul was speaking and it did not fail her. 

Percy took her to his private quarters where she’d never been, a dismal looking room, grey, gloomy and hot with a fragrant aroma coming from a dinner table set for two.

“Sit and eat,” he told her. 

She had not lived in a world of such refinement for months and hardly knew how to act. Sitting on the hard bench, she could still feel the tenderness in her ass from when she’d last been whipped. (To her amazement, there was rarely a wound on her skin that lasted more than a day or two, and even now her bottom looked almost as flawlessly perfect as it had been before her ordeal began). Before her, the perfume of fresh fruit and a dish of steamy, spiced rice greeted her nostrils. She breathed deep, feeling new life enter her veins through her expanding lungs. Her cunt wiggling against the bench was hot, throbbing, sexually full, resplendent with energies she hardly singled out anymore—they were just there. She recognized them more now, being in a more civilized place. 

Mariel ate as ordered, lapping up the nourishing food until her belly was full. She drank sweet guava juice, feeling its essence flow into her bloodstream and warm the cold insides of her body. Gratitude swept her, as well as a submissive, surrendering presence, one humbled in this curious, unexpected circumstance. There was not a question in her mind to ask because she knew what would happen next. 

“Carlos has asked for you back,” Percy told her. “I argued that you weren’t ready, but he insisted. He has an anxious buyer.”

Buyer? Her mind could hardly compute the meaning. 

“Yes, you’re being sold,” he read her thoughts. 

Yes, I’m being sold, she thought. 

She knew little fear, what more could any man make her endure than what she survived here. 

An hour later, she was washed, dressed in a fresh sarong, and making her way back through Percy’s village with one of Carlos’ attendants showing her the way. This time she was not collared or manacled, there was just the ring through her nose to define her status as a slave. This time, the villagers left her alone. Hardly glancing her way, they let her pass without incident. 

***

As the plane swept over Pandora’s Hideaway, preparing to land, Mariel thought she could see the main house, though it disappeared from view almost the second it appeared. The plane dropped down to the earthen runway, and she and the attendant were picked up by Carlos’ dusty Jeep and swept back into the jungle compound. 

As she focused on the scene around her, she hardly recognized this world. Nearly four months had past, but little had changed in this habitat. A whole season in the north would have come and gone, spring as she recalled—though the passage of time played tricks on her bewildered mind. She was certain of only one thing—the woman she’d become, who was far different from the many other incarnations of herself that she could recall. She was sure no one would recognize her now. 

Seeing Carlos, she immediately dropped to her knees and clutched his feet when he was close, kissing them, while not completely sure why. When she backed away, he reached down and grabbed her silky hair, pulling her up enough so she could see him. 

A broad smile broke out on his face. “He did you well.” The words were familiar but she didn’t know why. “And still so pretty,” he added. 

Was she? She hadn’t seen a mirror in all this time. But if he said so, it must be true. 

“You’ve been given your freedom, slave…” he added. His eyes searched hers wonderingly. “I assume you want it. Speak.”

“I thought I was to be sold?”

“Well, that too. But you’ll be free of Pandora’s Hideaway and me, gladly on your way north out of this tangled, decadent jungle.”

Behind Carlos on the porch, Jack Reynolds appeared looking very different than Mariel remembered him, though she wasn’t sure why that was. He seemed stronger, his face more forceful and sure, and yet, there was a distinct wrinkle of sorrow crossing the scoundrel’s brow.

“You owe him, slut. Don’t forget that, ever,” Carlos snapped at her, disparagingly. “Better still, don’t forget the lesson of Pandora’s Hideaway. You opened a door you cannot close. Beware.”

Mariel was too shell-shocked to have a reaction to any of the swift happenings going on around her. After seeing Carlos retreat into the house without a goodbye, she went listlessly, passively back to her world on Jack Reynolds’ arm. 

Epilogue  

Mariel knocked on the hardwood door sure that he was there.

“May I come in?” she asked, when Jack answered. 

“Of course. You okay?” It was easier for him to worry now, since their joint adventure six months before. He hadn’t seen her in almost two months, and their previous brief visits were hardly satisfying, especially after he admitted he was sorry for taking her to Pandora’s Hideaway, for not knowing the hell she would have to survive. She excused him readily, reminding him that she practically forced him to take her, that she’d walked eyes open into a fate that had been clearly explained to her, even if she didn’t believe it would ever really happen. When she asked how he’d freed her, he replied that it took some arm-twisting and some American dollars to win her release. He refused, however, to tell her how much cash was required, and even more vehemently refused to accept her money to pay him back. With the preliminaries of their return to civilization over, her questions answered as completely as Jack would answer them, the once talkative Mariel had little to say. The gag, hood and muzzle were figuratively still in place. After two months, being together was a strain, after three, their time together seemed pointless, after four he just quit calling her, and she never called him. 

Jack was glad she was doing well. She had a new job working in a downtown bookstore and café. Her smile was sweet, her face glowing, her attitude simple and surrendering. He liked the way she changed her hair, the way the ash blonde locks flowed around her face. She wore her clothes in a more relaxed, easy-going style, unlike the prim, reactionary outfits she wore just after she returned to the States. She opened the collars of her blouses and showed a little more leg, as if she were now looking for admirers. But so far, she had fended off any offers for dates—she wasn’t ready.

“I’m fine,” she answered his question smiling, as she entered his apartment. She warmed seeing the same bohemian, articulate clutter. 

“Nice to you see you, it’s been awhile.”

“Yes, it has,” she stared about the room with her back to him, finally turning around and stating firmly, “I’m ready to talk.”

“Talk?

“Yes. About Pandora’s Hideaway and Percy’s.” He looked unsure of her, a bit flustered. “I’ve had a long time to think,” she explained.

“About six months.”

“Six months, yes, it’s been that long.” She fidgeted for a moment with her thoughts, then started again, sounding a little as if she’d rehearsed her lines and was finally running out of script. “I thought for awhile that I might go to a therapist just to clear my head, but could you imagine what they would think? They’d twist everything around, point fingers, do a political number on the whole experience, and I couldn’t take that. So, I just mulled it over in my head, and … and…,” she struggled now, “find my body going crazy with desire. The seeking is endless, then need in me great, for… for those times, those extremes, Jack. I can’t shake them. I try and they just come back. I’ve cried nights trying to will the fire in me away. But it won’t die, and I think I’ve finally accepted that.” She bit her lip coquettishly, the first seriously flirtatious mannerism he’d seen from her since they returned. He was heartened. “If you’re willing, I’d like to talk about it, and even more, to let my passions out again in whatever form they take. You’re the only one I’d feel comfortable doing this with. Would it be all right for you?”

His easy eyes turned solemn, a bit grim. “You’re sure this is what you want?”

“Yes, I’m sure.” She even sounded sure. 

“And you’re ready now.” He seemed more cautious than she was. 

“Now. Yes, I’m ready now,” she paused, seeking his agreement, “After all, I do belong to you. You purchased my freedom back and have every right to make me your slave.”

“Not in this world without your consent.”

“I would have given you my consent then.” 

“But I didn’t ask for it then.” He stared at her willing face, sighed and then paced the room, uncertain what to say, what to make of her proposal, unsure if he even wanted what she asked for. Yet, he soon felt the stirring of dominant will heating his groin. It took little imagination to have his penis becoming erect. He was sure then, that the fury in him had not completely died. He knew that he could no more will his desire away than she could hers. 

Collecting his thoughts, he returned to her side, led her to a chair by the window and sat opposite her, leaning forward, elbows on his knees, a half filled coffee cup still in his hands, growing cold. He sipped it anyway. 

“We start slowly, Mariel, going one step at a time. You balk, we back off.”

“I won’t balk, I swear.”

“Swear nothing to me, or I’ll take your word for it. Do as I say, don’t object and we’ll see what happens.”

She smiled, feeling a pleasant giggle well up inside her, side by side with the insistent, urgent hunger in her loins, calling to her as it did every day. “I’ll do that, Sir, I promise.”

He almost laughed hearing her call him Sir, but he liked it and let it go. 

“You’re sure you won’t renege on me?” he tried one last time.

“I’m sure I won’t renege on you,” she confirmed. 

Another deep breath, he sat back in his chair, rested one ankle on his knee and peered at her with impervious eyes. “Well then, before I have you clean this place from top to bottom, tell me about the muzzle, how it felt to wear one.”

Her eyes glistened with hope, anticipation and lust that poured out over her body in a sensuous, alluring blanket. She licked her lips, closed her eyes for a moment recalling her memories, and opening them again, began to answer his question, obeying the master he would become. 
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