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Part One

Chasing Damnation




Chapter One

The Criminal

Here he was, doing it again. 

In an exclusive suburb of Southern California, halfway between the mountains and the sea, eighteen year-old Alex Downing lay in bed, naked. 

The bed was large and luxurious, like the bedroom and mansion around it. He had the best of everything money could buy, from the lawyers who’d ensured his freedom to the tablet computer in his left hand. His right was otherwise shamefully engaged.

Just under six feet tall, Alex’ body was well-built and fit. He’d come to his full height if not heft and knew without the need for vanity that he was appealing. Athletically gifted, he’d played varsity wide receiver as a sophomore. When not wrenched with effort and anguish, his features were pleasing, with guileless blue eyes. The pale blonde of fresh-cut pine, his shoulder-length locks (kept in a habitual ponytail) were thick and lustrous.

Spare of facial or even much body hair, his skin easily took and maintained a perfect tan. Clear of blemish, it had all the smoothness of pampered youth. Expensive dentistry provided the flawless smile and before his fall he’d dated half a dozen of the hottest girls in school. Even at the clinic, the female staff and inmates (not to mention the gays) had been drawn to him despite his monstrous crime. Now look at him: it was eleven-thirty Saturday night and he was home alone jerking off – and crying while he did it.

Despite rehab and the year of court-ordered therapy which had been his only punishment for murder, Alex felt more fucked-up than ever. Nor would any neutral party quibble. Beyond the fact that he was streaming tears as he beat off, and had already decided to kill himself, just look at what was on that tablet! Look at what he was beating off to! The video showed a trio of women whipping, shocking and sexually torturing a tied-up naked man. 

His formerly perfectly ordinary fantasy life had become twisted into bitterness and perversion. Wracked with remorse for his acts, and guilt for escaping the punishment he deserved, his craving for retribution was so pervasive it had infected his arousal mechanisms. 

Unworthy of the liberties he was taking but as unable to resist onanism as any adolescent, he now wallowed in imagining compensatory suffering. Disturbing as it was, the so-called ‘femdom’ video gripped him as compellingly as his fist.

“Quit bawling, you vile piece of repellent shit! Filthy male asshole, you deserve this and so much worse!”

A buxom black woman in thigh-high boots, naked but for a spike-studded body harness, harangued the lucky fuck hanging by his bound wrists. Similarly bound feet dangling a foot above the floor, he shuddered and squalled into his ball-gag as she resumed beating him. 

Formed of supple leather straps, the flogger she used hissed and cracked. Blindfolded and with his genitals tied up into grotesquely bulging balls below a bloated, rigid pole, the prisoner yelped piteously when the petite Asian woman to his other side left off slapping and twisting and viciously yanking the latter to suddenly brutally squeeze the former.

“Ha: listen to him squeal! What a pathetic fuck!” She spat on him and resumed her cruelly abusive penile manipulation.

Alex ground his teeth, adopting the insults for his own. He jerked himself harder, wrenching at his organ in desperate emulation, then savagely bending it unnaturally back. Had he a baculum it would have been broken, and the pain in his increasingly raw penis was more arousing than the pleasure that it offset and exacerbated. All too aware that he was compounding an already unforgivable offense, the criminal kept his attention desperately riveted to that little screen – lest even more compromising scenes arise in his mind.

He panted and whimpered, wept and moaned. He twisted his cock as he pumped it, almost tearing the reddened skin with his vehemence. Long minutes passed as coincidental punishments continued. Then at last the third dominatrix, skimpy skintight latex molded to her svelte body, stepped in with an electric shock-prod. Knowing what was coming, Alex’ breath began to hitch.

She jammed her weapon against the captive’s swollen, straining glans. Sparks discharged, and a wisp of smoke wafted up. Immediately he went into flopping paroxysms, howling and jittering as she continued pressing the electricity home. 

That did it, at least for Alex. 

Though the actor in the film went on getting paid for enduring what the condemned in his bed would have given everything to appropriate, that unworthy was driven beyond his limits. Crying out his miserable climax, he spouted. 

Writhing and pumping through the last gobbet and drop, Alex wondered if he would come so hard when he finally hung himself. He’d heard that’s what happened, and that’s why people so dangerously played that way – David Carradine, for example.

He had no intention of debasing his repayment by touching himself so, but he was still likely to blow his load as the rope closed about his throat. Would that final, involuntary ejaculation at his moment of expiation grant him a sick bit of transcendence at the end? Or would there only be the blessed relief from horror? He gave a blubbery exhalation.

Orgasm past, Alex thumbed off the tablet. Leaving the mess to trickle, he crossed his arms over his face. Now he really cried, sobbing uncontrollably into his crooked elbows. 

Guilt, shame, remorse, resentment of his parents, disturbing sexual issues and the most virulent self-hatred imaginable tortured him worse than any possible physical affliction. How he ached to end it all! Alex Senior may have seen to it that his son and only heir escaped prison for his crimes. But the son had passed sentence on himself regardless. And now that his hope for the ideal executioner was lost, he was going to carry it out. He just had to make sure the message his suicide sent was received.

Eventually Alex stopped sobbing. He used the box of tissues next to him to blow his nose and wipe his face. He let the semen stay to degrade him. Still his eyes leaked as he listlessly lay back. As always when occupied by the ruin of his life (and when was he not?), he reviewed the unsuspected progression that had taken him from innocence to damnation.

What was the first hint of trouble? Three years ago the only flaw in his privileged existence had been his asshole old man and domineering mother. They’d had his life all planned out for him from their first attempt at conception to when he would eventually step into his father’s shoes at the head of the company.

What sports he would play, what classes he took, what people he could associate with, all these choices had been made for him. Though the family money shielded him from any threat or lack, it was a gilded cage. Alex came to resent it, and to rebel in small ways. 

Yet really, was drinking alcohol such a rebellion? 

It was forbidden. Still everyone did it, from his parents themselves to all the rich kids at school: the very peer group they’d imposed on him. Even when the careless got caught they didn’t get in too much trouble. It actually seemed they were being subtly encouraged to break this rule, as a test of independence and rite of passage. 

So Alex drank, and like most other kids he got away with it. Encouraged, he started smoking pot, and he got away with that too. Visine and Listerine, baby: keep the eyes and breath clean and no one was the wiser. Even easier to hide, pills were passed around at school as well, most of them looted from their parents’ medicine cabinets. 


Pain pills and stress pills, these were actually habituating narcotics like Valium, Xanax, Vicodin or Oxycontin. All perfectly legal, doctors passed them out like candy to anyone who had insurance. What did Bill Maher say about Anna Nicole Smith, who died under the influence of no less than eight controlled substances? They cut her open and a Walgreens fell out.

Alex had heard a hundred such jokes and stories at the clinic. At school though he’d been utterly blithe, experimenting with these too and happily on his way to becoming a serious waste product. By the time he reached sixteen he was partying all the time, though as yet he suffered no dependency. However, he was also given a car upon reaching that licensable milestone. One rebellion led to another, and irresponsibility to atrocity.


Chafing under parental restrictions, Alex began sneaking out at night to party. Taking his sporty little jeep to pick up a couple equally rebellious friends, they would park in some secluded spot or visit a local hangout to drink and drug and shoot the shit in time-honored fashion from midnight until four or five in the morning before slipping home over the back roads.

Alex knew it was stupid to drive fucked up. He knew what could happen. Every town has tales of kids who’d killed themselves. But youth has delusions of invulnerability. With very few other cars on the road at those hours, the risk had seemed lessened enough to dare. 

No doubt millions assumed likewise and were proved right. But for Alex the gamble eventually failed. One night he took a few too many pills, washed down with too much booze. In the process of swerving and trying to miss him, the car he sideswiped rolled, caught fire and exploded. While he broke his collarbone, a man and his infant daughter were immolated. All he had to do was close his eyes at any time since to hear again their bloodcurdling final screams.

Of course this being America – or hell, any country in the world – justice had to kiss the ass of Mammon. 

Given his previously spotless record, his ready admission of guilt and obvious remorse, no court could ruin the life of a boy of such heady prospects. And if certain campaign contributions suddenly shot up just before the next election cycle, well, the system must be working. 

Good judgment had earned its reward. Though Alex had admitted to horrifically murdering a baby, had volunteered for and looked forward to life in prison (since there was no death penalty for minors), his interfering father had it fixed so that he was only sentenced to a year of drug rehab and counseling. Good grief.

***

So now he was free and ‘clean’ – though Alex still doubted he was ever really addicted, unlike (his mother) the wrecks at the clinic he’d seen hoarding sugar packets for the illicit rush. And though he’d barely been home a month, he already found living with his freedom unendurable.

The US had the highest incarceration rate in the world, and here he’d burned a little baby girl alive – not to mention an innocent man in the prime of his life. And not only was he free, but thanks to his father’s meticulous estate planning he was officially a millionaire now that he was eighteen! How was that fair? Yet before he hung himself the way he deserved (slowly that is), he had to figure out a way to make sure the offended party heard about it. The widow, the bereaved wife and mother, haunted him with more sickening horror than even his deceased victims.

Alex couldn’t begin to imagine what he’d put her through, or what she was still enduring. If he was tortured by remorse, how terrible must her anguish be? She’d been gruesomely robbed of her family, only to watch their murderer walk free. Why did she not come and kill him herself?

She was certainly formidable enough. Alex’ memories of her at his brief hearing and disposition were indelible. 

A former Army officer employed at the time as a prison guard, a decorated combat veteran even, her name was Rachel Blaine. In her late twenties, she was as tall as he was and even more shapely and fit. Cinnamon hair razored up short, her face was attractive in a sternly authoritative fashion. With a strong jaw and high cheekbones, it was angular and intimidating, and the tiniest bit weathered from a hard career outdoors. Fiery green eyes shone with suppressed tears or blazed with condemnation at him across the courtroom. 

However much she wished him ill though, Mrs. Blaine knew discipline. Despite her catastrophic personal loss she maintained her dignity, remaining silent and grimly composed throughout the proceedings. In the end she didn’t even protest the incredibly lenient sentence. 

It was as if she’d expected such a travesty of justice. Nor did she openly acknowledge Alex’ apology and offer of atonement when he was given a chance to speak. Though his parents and the lawyers and everyone else put up a clamor at the extent of his contrition, her expression hardly altered. He remembered his promise to her now as if it had been yesterday, as he’d often repeated it to himself since. Spent and spattered in his rich boy’s bed, he made it yet again.

“I can never repair the unforgivable thing I’ve done to you Missus Blaine. I can only try and atone to the very limits of my ability. So I promise you: all that I have is yours. I know there’s a lawsuit pending. But beyond all that, I will give you my entire inheritance when I get it. More, I offer you my life itself. I want to die for the terrible thing I’ve done and I will not resist if you come to kill me. I beg you, please do so. You deserve your revenge. And I can’t get the screaming out of my head.”

Of course he’d been cut off and shouted down after that. But meeting those incendiary eyes and seeing them narrow slightly in recognition, Alex thought he read a tacit acceptance. She might even have given him the slightest of nods. So at least he’d had that hope of murder to nurture, and a possible end to his torment to look forward to.

All throughout his incarceration and counseling he kept this suicidal intention intact. While the shrinks assigned to him yammered and nattered, Alex clung to his craving to expiate the harm he’d caused this remarkable woman. He found himself dwelling on her day and night. And yet there was a further, hideously inappropriate element to this obsession that soon tortured him nearly as much as his debt to her.

Saying Ms Blaine was shapely and fit was like saying the Grand Canyon was a hole in the ground. The inescapable fact was that she had the most arresting breasts he’d ever seen to go with her rangy but well-muscled frame.

It was not so much the size of these that drew every eye, though softballs were smaller. Nor was it the exquisitely spherical shape. So enticingly high and full, those robust badges of feminine fecundity boasted an amazing uplift as well. Something in their set on her torso seemed to thrust that succulent bounty aggressively forth even in a posture at rest.

In any event they were by far her most immediate feature and even more disproportional in memory. Perhaps those of more maturity could look past them. But for Alex it was impossible not to react to this supremely desirable woman sexually despite the ghastly circumstances that had brought them together – and would forever define them. 

Prey to contemptible impulses regarding someone he’d so fatally wronged made the killer seriously soul-sick. Yet he was unable to suppress these. Just thinking about those tits made him hard within minutes. Finally he found the only way to reconcile his lust with his terrible guilt and shame was to fantasize about Mrs. Blaine not only hunting down and killing him but cruelly punishing him too, in ever more erotic fashion. 

Alex spent much of his sentence doing so, imagining himself bound naked at her mercy, being tortured and dominated to destruction and devising increasingly messy ends for himself at her vengeful hands. Twisted as this was, it not only helped him to deal with a primal conflict, it reinforced his intentions. The more he jerked off and fantasized, the more his sex drive became associated with his suicidal urges.

That primordial force would now help override any possible weakening in his resolve to do what was right. Sick as it was, offensive as the lady in question would no doubt find it, his lust for her should at least aid him in making restitution.

Especially since it now seemed his craving must go unrequited. That brief hopeful eye contact notwithstanding, Alex had returned home to find that his hoped-for murderess had abandoned him. Accepting the civil settlement Alex Senor’s lawyers offered her, she’d sold her home and moved away from the scene of so much tragedy. There was no forwarding address.

Well, if the widow wouldn’t kill him, he’d simply have to do the job himself. Yet now that she had such an erotic hold on him, Alex found that he couldn’t bear to do it without being certain she would learn of it. He wanted to know she knew that her husband and daughter were avenged, that the worm who’d burned them had done the honorable thing in the end. He had to let her know he’d kept faith with her, so that she understood the depth of his penance despite his ungovernable response to her body. And while he waited for some sign of Rachel Blaine to pop up on the internet, or on public listings he could access, or until he figured out a way of drawing national media attention to his suicide, Alex Downing kept a last sliver of that last hope alive.

Nurtured somewhere he barely dared admit to, he wondered if perhaps his nemesis had only disappeared so that she could strike unexpectedly and then melt back into her new life with impunity. A former soldier might think strategically like that. This possibility was all that allowed Alex to drop off at last, his despicable issue crusting his gut.




Chapter Two

The Woman Wronged

“So you’re sure I can repair these myself?”

“Absolutely, ma’am. Short of being completely shattered, you know. These are the latest kind. Just climb up there every spring, and if you see any storm damage, just use that special tape like I showed you.”

Rachel nodded, her gaze contemplative on the solar panels. 

Aside from the skylight and chimney these covered the entire roof. She’d already been living here a month, doing the special modifications inside herself. She knew the panels provided more than enough power, all she would ever need. Still she wanted every contingency covered. Besides living completely off the grid up here, she wanted no visitors or contact with outsiders more than was absolutely necessary. Bill, the contractor she was taking one last tour of the place with before they parted ways, offered further reassurance.

“And even if something really drastic goes wrong, you’ve still got your emergency generator down in the old cold cellar. It’ll run the necessities for a while in a pinch. Just take it outside first. You’ve got a hundred gallons of gas in the tank over there and could take more from your truck. But what could happen? These are pretty forbidding mountains, but they hardly ever get much snow anymore. You won’t be socked in for weeks or anything. And unless you’re besieged by zombies or something, it’s only an hour to the nearest town. You’re quite remote out here, and you’ll get your privacy and quiet. But this is still twenty-first century America.”

“Alas!” remarked Rachel in her new persona as a modern-day recluse determined to live in isolation and get back into harmony with nature.

“I agree it’s not pretty sometimes. Can you believe that shit over in Fielding? I don’t blame you for wanting to get away from it all.”

Bill went on about the latest mass shooting, and how the zealots, paranoiacs and gun manufacturers of the NRA were disgusting more and more responsible sportsmen like himself with their hysterical intransigence in the face of even the most toothless regulatory attempts.

Rachel let him vent, following him around the cabin toward the back. There were still a few cords of seasoned hardwood stacked here from the previous owner. Though her high-tech additions to his formerly rustic hermitage allowed for complete electric cooking and heat, the big fireplace inside was still equipped with the exchangers which was all the old man had needed. Now Bill was motioning at the outhouse-turned-chicken coop on the other side of the garden.

“Of course you’ve got your modern indoor plumbing now, and this place sits atop a great aquifer. Unlike most of us, you’ll never want for water. But once again, come Armageddon or something, there’s still a hand pump both out here and in the kitchen. There’s a creek that comes down from the heights a quarter-mile up the trail too, no doubt you found it in your exploring.”

Rachel nodded and he went on. He wasn’t telling her anything she didn’t know. Still the reassurance was welcome.

“I know you’ve laid in a huge supply of canned food and staples, and no doubt have that new chest freezer filled with meat. But this canyon is teeming with game too. I see you’ve got your vegetables already planted. You could live almost entirely off the land out here if you wanted to. That’s what old Reginald did. He hardly came to town twice a year I hear, and he had none of these amenities you’ve installed. You’ll be just fine, Missus Kline.”

This was Rachel’s new surname, thanks to a trip to a document forger in Los Angeles. A completely new identity, backed up by all the requisite files, had been easily within her means once the settlement and Jimmy’s life insurance came in, along with the proceeds from her house. Her experiences with the military, however harrowing, degrading and infuriating some of them had been, had at least prepared her to remake herself and disappear. Now all her preparations for payback were complete, and just in time.

Satisfied, Rachel wrapped things up with Bill, guiding him back toward the three mile-long driveway without inviting him inside. 

It wouldn’t do for him to see some of the other modifications she’d made. Besides, the way his eyes kept jittering between her face and tits made her feel less than hospitable. Of course nearly all men did that, and if this one tried anything she could tie him in knots and break every bone in his body. Still it was tiresome.

The exuberance of youth behind her, Rachel had come to consider those pneumatic boobs a curse. They’d cost her a brother and a career she’d loved, no thanks to a misogynist, patriarchal army and the male fixation with mammaries. As the former Lieutenant Blaine had entertained little interest in her sex appeal since being raped out of the military, and far less since being doubly bereaved, the stares she’d received all her life had gone from ego-boosting to amusing to annoying to occasionally infuriating – like those of the little bastard at his sham of a trial.

Bereaved, aggrieved and now hell-bent on getting revenge, Rachel would at least get to pay back those stares soon, along with so much else. 

Colonel Lowell may have been untouchable thanks to having the most powerful entity on the planet behind him. But rich as he was, this boy was another story. After enduring so much injustice in her brief lifetime, this old soldier was finally taking matters into her own hands. Let one guilty little asshole pay for all – especially since he seemed to be perfectly willing. 

The entire time she’d been buying and modifying her new home, consolidating, transferring, and transforming assets and identities, Rachel had spent counting the days of Alex Downing’s ‘sentence’. She monitored her old town on-line. She knew when he arrived back home. 

The story of the accident and hearing had received its due media attention at the time, though neither Rachel nor the prosecution courted a circus. Still the ludicrous sentence and grisly victims merited milking, so a reporter for the local paper was sent to rehash the facts and interview the young villain on his return from the posh rehab clinic where he’d been sent. Though still furiously appalled at the court’s decision, Rachel had approved of his openness, and found the boy’s words grimly satisfactory and even surprisingly respectable.

He made no excuses and reiterated his tortured remorse. He also repeated the offer that had made the papers the last time, pointing out that he was now a legal adult and willing to liquidate his assets for her if she would just come forward to claim them.

Rachel spit on his filthy blood-money, though she’d taken that of his parents for raising such an irresponsible child. Then he again offered his life to her too, and this she had no hesitation in accepting. Young as he was, Alex Downing understood some things she’d had to learn hard in combat. He’d repeatedly sworn to die for her and she understood why. Some dishonors were impossible to expunge otherwise. And she too had heard screams she couldn’t forget.

The patronizing paper took Downing’s vow as hyperbole, or youthful melodrama. To Rachel’s penetrating gaze though there was evidence of the same sincerity she’d seen in him at the disposition. For example, he’d freely volunteered that he was living at home now while he took evening classes to finish his interrupted education. He even mentioned the school, which she knew to be within reasonable walking distance of his parents’ house.

Returning undercover to town to stake this out, Rachel indeed found the young man walking to school and back alone in the early and late evenings, as if deliberately inviting abduction.

It seemed even while she’d been plotting her revenge, he’d truly been intending to abet it. Well, now she would finally see. Honorable and sincere in his self-sacrifice or a coward talking out his ass, Alex Downing Junior was never going to make it home tonight.

***

Once Bill shook her hand, got in his truck and took his eyes elsewhere, Rachel turned back to her high-tech hideout. 

Sturdily constructed of stone and mortared logs, this was pleasingly bunker-like, with thick walls and small windows, as if made to fend off Indian attacks. Like the solar panels and satellite dish, the anomalous skylight on the roof was her own addition. 

Off the grid she might be, but she could live without seeing a swathe of the sky at night (especially out here) no more than she could do without access to the internet and modern media. Finished with her exterior inspection, Rachel crossed the porch and went through the heavy door for one last check of the inside.

Perfectly ordinary, lovely domesticity greeted her, along with the TV, which she’d left on. 

Some Western about murder and revenge was playing, which certainly suited her mood and the business at hand.

“You just let him walk out of here, Riley? Just like that? When are you going to make that bastard pay?”

“Soon, Jimmy. Soon my darling Caitlyn.” 

Rachel addressed her lost family rather than the TV, pausing between the kitchen on her right and the dining room to the left. Ahead lay the central living space, the dining area leading to that enormous fireplace. A black bearskin lay between the hearth and the comfortable leather couch. Locked into a gun rack over the mantle was a pair of different-sized rifles and a shotgun. Opposite this, past the kitchen and doors leading to her storage closet/larder and utility room, was her office space with file cabinets, desk, chair, computer and associated electronics.

“What do you want from me? I’m no more eager to hang than the next guy!”

“You should meet my new house guest,” Rachel answered again, a habit she’d developed in the solitude out here. She’d also begun talking to the visiting wildlife. Maybe she needed a pet.

Rachel grinned at that. Over past the fireplace, the sixty-inch TV dominated the rear wall it shared with the bedroom on the other side. Behind the wall backstopping her desk lay the bathroom, its modifications hidden from sight. Between these two rooms a hallway led to the back door. Just before the threshold, another perpendicular door in the floor led to the cellar.

That was where most of her work had been done, and Rachel couldn’t leave to pick up that house guest – excuse me, prisoner – without having one last look over the dungeon she’d prepared for him. Retired she might be with all the money she’d come into recently, but her second career as a corrections guard was far from over. Here she would have a very manageable convict population, and no bleeding-heart restrictions on how she managed it. She knelt down.

Throwing back the massive bolts she’d added, Rachel lifted up the heavy, counterweighted door and let it fall against the floor. Steep steps hewn of mountain granite, like the foundation all around, descended along that thick outer wall. Triggered by the door opening, long-lasting LEDs lit the way down with a strong white light, and she followed it through the open trap. The voice urging vengeance from behind quickened her step even as it faded into inaudibility.

“Sometimes you just have to act, Riley, and damn the consequences!”

“And sometimes you plan ahead, and either exacerbate or mitigate those consequences,” Rachel murmured back, grinning again at her wit and resourcefulness. No one would ever know she’d abducted Downing, they’d never find the two of them if they suspected she had, and here she would have free rein to accept his offer and so much more. When she was finally finished with him, the wilderness scavengers could scatter his bones.

Reaching the level, Rachel noted the generator nestled into a pit sunk further in the floor in the corner: the old sublevel cold cellar Bill had referred to. Seeing another heavy trap door tipped up against the wall, a belated inspiration struck, and she filed it away for later. Then she swept her gloating gaze around the rest of the meticulously cleared and remodeled subterranean space. 

She took in the embedded iron rings and ceiling hooks, the chains, racks of restraints and implements, the improvised torture devices and larger apparatus. She nodded with satisfaction at the beyond-Spartan accommodations and remembered the effort it took to include the basement in the plumbing overhaul. Swelling with both accomplishment and righteous anticipation, she again soothed the impatient ghosts of her murdered family. Before the sun came up on another day, the villain who’d taken them from her would be suffering properly at last.

***

With a renewed bounce in her step, Rachel quit her homemade dungeon. Back upstairs she went to her bedroom to kit up for the mission. Though it was still only noon, she had a six-hour drive ahead.

Sun poured through the skylight directly over her bed. Before changing, she picked up a remote and flipped on the big TV on the wall opposite. Up came the feed from the webcam a floor below. She’d left the lights on, and could see nearly every detail: perfectly. She switched it off and quickly stripped.

After donning a flexible but supportive black body stocking, Rachel strapped a sheathed combat knife to her forearm and a holstered handgun to her ankle. She pulled on nondescript working clothes: tough but unrestrictive pants and a shirt, and sturdy hiking shoes. In case her prey needed persuading she slid a taser into one pocket and a hypodermic injector loaded with sedative into the other. Tugging her old lieutenant’s cap down onto her close-cropped hair, she grabbed her keys and went back into the living room.

“That’s what I should have done to you years ago, Flanagan! No one crosses the Rileys!”

The TV was still blaring, fusillades of gunfire announcing the film’s climax. Rachel paused long enough to see the bad guy get it, then shut everything off.

“No one crosses me either – or at least no snot-nosed, coddled little rich kid does.”

From the refrigerator Rachel retrieved the cooler she’d prepared. Stocked with fruit juice, ice tea, sandwiches and travel snacks, it should keep her going until she returned without the need to stop for more than fuel. Heading for the door then, she halted for one last look around.

Everything appeared completely innocent and normal. She was just an early retiree, retreating from tragedy into understandable seclusion. What secrets she might be keeping were no one’s business but her own.

Smiling to herself, Rachel left the cabin. She locked up and strode purposely toward her specially outfitted SUV. Eager to begin the long drive down from the mountains, she went to claim her right of vengeance.




Chapter Three

Surrender

“Leaving for school?”

Alex Junior and Senior crossed paths on the portico as the latter returned from work. Though it was as mild as any April around here, a heavy cover of clouds was bringing an early dusk down. The old man looked askance at his dark blue jeans and gray-and-black patterned pullover and started up the old argument again.

“Why don’t you take one of the cars for Christ’s sake?”

“Because getting behind the wheel still terrifies me.”

“Jesus! Are you going to spend the rest of your life cringing?”

Alex refused to rise to the insult.

“No. But I am going to avoid unnecessary anxiety triggers whenever possible – just like my doctors advised. I’ll get back behind the wheel when I’m ready.”

Still the old man wouldn’t quit. Frowning imperiously, he pulled out his pipe and began loading it before the front door.

“Well, then why not take a cab or have someone drive you? The butler can do it.”

“Why burn fuel and create smog just to go a mile and a half? People evolved for foot travel. It’s what separated us from the apes. Walking keeps me in shape. It gives me time to prepare for and then digest my lessons. This country’s fat and dumb and polluted enough.”

“Maybe so. But at least change your clothes. It’s getting dark out. You want to get hit by a car or something?”

This latest insensitivity at last stung Alex into anger.

“That’s what I’m hoping for!”

He turned and began striding vehemently away. His father’s hectoring followed him.

“Oh, for Christ’s sake, get over it already! With that kind of attitude, maybe you should just keep on walking and don’t come back!”

“Maybe I will,” Alex shot back, cutting across the lawn to hasten his escape. 

The slamming door resounded behind him and he savored getting the last word in for once. Still he stalked on, his gait keeping pace with his seething. It wasn’t until he’d left the manicured grounds of the estate and was well down the street that he stopped replaying the exchange in his head and slowed to an amble.

It was no use getting worked up over trifles. What was yet another clash with the asshole old man compared to the shrieking of a burning baby? And he hadn’t actually been honest. He had no intention of using the walk to think about his lessons. And being hit by a car was far too good for him – unless he was perhaps incinerated by a drunk. There would be poetic justice in that. But such a happenstance would rob him of active agency in his own end. Hearing of it, Mrs. Blaine might be gratified that justice was done. But she would never know he’d willingly tried to make recompense. Killing himself was the only way to send that message.

Yet how to see that the message was received? This is what occupied Alex on his walks, as it did most of his other waking hours. How could he stage his death so that it made a big enough splash to get blanket media attention?

No doubt this was what nuts all over the world wondered. Alex wasn’t about to go shoot up a school. Yet with that to compete with, who cared about a lonely hanging? Even if he did it from the Golden Gate Bridge it would barely merit a minute on the local newscast.

Worrying the problem as always, Alex eventually found that in an absent kind of way he was almost enjoying the quiet, gloomy beauty of the exclusive residential neighborhood as dark continued to shroud it. Morose as this emotion was, he welcomed it in place of his habitual evisceration. Unfortunately the reprieve was short-lived.

As soon as the easing of his heart made him lift his head, Alex saw where he was going.

Having crossed an intersection without more than perfunctorily checking for traffic, he was now passing along the flank of Hill Haven cemetery. 

Here was where his victims were interred. This was why he insisted on walking to school – to remind himself every day (as if he needed to) of his crimes and obligations. No doubt his parents considered this morbid or unhealthy and that was why they were constantly after him to abandon the practice. Alex insisted he was merely paying sorrowful tribute and of course he was. But that didn’t detract from his more fatal motivations.

Heading along the wrought-iron fence (eight feet high and spear-tipped at the top, or he might have scaled it to visit the graves yet again), darkness closed both without and within him. In addition to heavy overhang from the cemetery, more trees lined the way between the sidewalk and avenue stretching ahead, shrouding the now widely spaced street lights. 

With no traffic to spoil the illusion it was almost like walking down a tunnel at times. Alex’ steps began to plod as the screams started up in his head again, so real they might have been right in his ear. A wind picked up at the same time, thrashing the surrounding foliage, and it seemed the ethereal deceased harried him for daring to profane their remains. Wearier by the second of his burden of torment, the repentant killer suddenly found himself weakening as unexpectedly as he’d almost been happy. With no way to satisfactorily advertise his end, why not give up and get it over with already?

His shirt would suit as a noose. Every dozen or so yards along the way ahead he saw branches sturdy enough to resist the wind. He could do it right here. Or even better, if he could use one of those limbs to help him get over the fence after all, he could placate the shades he sensed around him and do it right at their resting place. 

That would send the message all right. And even if Mrs. Blaine never learned of it, was it really so imperative that she know? Perhaps she was attempting to put all this behind her. Maybe, unlike him, she was capable of that. She’d gone far away, abandoning these graves, to start afresh somewhere else. She might be happier without the reminder.

Feeling tears stinging and trickling again, Alex slowed even further. He wiped his eyes with his sleeves. Blinking them clear, he looked up and down the street as he continued. With the cemetery on one side (closed for the night) and the estates opposite as large as their own, there were no houses currently in sight. The only vehicle on the road was parked and dark. 

In the shadow between two oaks a short way ahead sat a rugged-looking SUV, with jacked wheels for off-road work and heavily tinted windows. On approach it appeared as deserted as the rest of the area, though given that tint and its semi-concealment by the trees it could just as likely be hiding kids out boozing or screwing. Alex might have chosen just such a spot himself some night on his way home with a date. 

In any case, once he was past it, and knew for sure he was unobserved, he could see about proving he wasn’t so separated from the apes that he couldn’t get over that goddamn fence. 

Even in his extremity though, some part of Alex woke up and protested at this failure of duty. That last hidden sliver of his last hope refused to be squeezed out even now. It reminded him of a tiny nod and a shared glance of understanding. It chided him that he’d made a promise to let the magnificent woman he’d so horribly wronged come and kill him herself. 

He’d only been out of custody a month. Had he given her a fair opportunity or was he reneging on that agreement? And what of his suspicion that she’d disappeared not for emotional but rather strategic reasons? How much more gratifying it would be if he could drown in those extraordinary eyes as he died! How orgasmically happy it would make him to be killed by her personally, his debt to her paid at last!

Caught between these qualms and scouting for suitable branches – one appeared to be growing from the tree just past that SUV – Alex closed in on the vehicle cautiously. 

He was still wary of disturbing necking kids and looking like a pervert – or at least a different kind than he’d lately become. He was only a few steps away when the door suddenly opened, giving him such a start he almost dropped the tablet computer he carried. Then his jaw did drop, as out stepped the answer to his prayers – and the focus of that perversion.

***

She hadn’t bothered with a disguise or even a ski mask. What would be the point, with those unmistakable breasts? In her army cap and other martial garb Alex recognized his nemesis immediately. He almost fainted in relief. 

Even in the gloom those eyes were incandescent, and the pitiless lust for vengeance blazing in them was the most welcome thing he’d ever seen. He came another couple steps toward her as that rangy body straightened to confront him. Then he stopped and bowed low, presenting his neck for severing. His voice scraped in a suddenly dry mouth and throat.

“Good evening, Missus Blaine. It can’t tell you what an enormous relief it is to see you here. I had about despaired.”

She studied him a moment, one hand in her pocket no doubt gripping a weapon. Then she spoke. Heard for the first time (she’d refused to speak at the hearing, disposition or to the media) her voice had a distinctive husky timbre that instantly awoke the erotic hold she had on him.

“I’ve come for you, boy.”

“I’m incredibly glad, ma’am. As I said, I’m so hugely relieved it’s beyond belief. I’ll surrender quietly. Do you want me on my knees?”

She studied him a moment more, searching for any evidence of artifice. Seeing only honesty, she smiled coldly at him and shook her head bemusedly.

“Get in the back of the truck. But take a piss first. We’ve got a long drive ahead of us.”

She was ‘taking him for a ride’. Alex smiled widely and looked around again. The street remained deserted. They were far from the nearest lights. Between the shielding trees and the bulk of the SUV they were blocked from sight anyway. Still mindful of the twenty-first century surveillance state Alex looked up at the fence stanchions too. She seemed to read his mind.

“There are security cameras along the cemetery perimeter. But I hacked in and glitched them. Hurry up though, before someone comes.”

Without argument Alex turned to the nearest tree, unzipped and unlimbered himself. While he splashed the bole, Mrs. Blaine moved around and opened the rear of her vehicle. As he’d gone shortly before leaving the house, his stream was brief. He zipped back up and turned toward the now yawning cargo hold. 

His abductor waited, that hand now out of her pocket and gripping what looked like a taser. While he would welcome its savage bite, Alex had no intention of making her use it. This was his carefully-nurtured dream come true.

“Get inside, quickly!”

Eager to demonstrate his willingness, he practically dove through the raised hatchback. Though it wasn’t even eight o’clock yet, I was almost black inside. Still his dark-adapted eyes were equal to it.

The space he’d entered was mostly empty, the rear seats removed. Between the front two sat a cooler, the litter bag hung above this overflowing with plastic bottles and snack wrappers. On the floor before him were a canvas bag and a large, black metal toolbox. Stamped ‘Die-Hard’ on the side, this was about the size of a child’s coffin. 

The lid was thrown open to show the empty interior and the dim light coming through the windshield glinted on ventilation slots cut through the sides. Though the box featured small wheels at the bottom corners for easy rolling across a garage or workroom floor, these were retracted and black rubber bungee cords had been used to secure it to the seat mounts – no doubt to further prevent it bouncing or sliding around during rough travel.

The implications made his scrotum crawl. Yet as Mrs. Blaine climbed in after him and closed the hatch, making his abduction irrevocable, both the proximity of her body in the close quarters and the culmination she represented magnified the eroticism he felt in surrendering to her. The smell of sweat and mature woman coming from her made him begin twitching toward erection. That rough whiskey voice quickened this. The ice chilling her tone and the orders she delivered should have terrified him. Yet Alex’ obedience was unconsidered. 

“Get in the box, on your belly, legs bent back and arms behind you!”

His relief still overwhelming, even feeling a poignant joy that he was going to be allowed to make the in-person expiation he craved, the criminal handed his incriminating tablet over. Then he followed the perverse urging of his rapidly hardening organ into that confinement.

Even with his limbs folded behind him he barely fit, his shoulders bowed and wedged between the sides. His erection was squashed against the hard metal bottom. He squirmed to position this more comfortably, which only brought it full to raging. Rummaging in that canvas sack as he settled into his prison, Mrs. Blaine was still barely a foot away. When she took his wrists and drew them together at the base of his spine, the touch of her hands and the strength of her sure authority stirred him almost to a frenzy of submissive fealty. When she handcuffed him he couldn’t help but moan with that first taste of his perverted need being fed.

Just as swiftly she cuffed his ankles together, passing the shackling chain through the one between his wrists as she did, so that his bound hands and feet were linked. Alex moaned again, this time squirming instinctively in an excess of suicidal arousal. His captor breathed sadistic spite at him out of the dark.

“How does it feel to be hogtied boy, and my terminal captive now?”

Alex was glad she asked. Helpless in his cramped package, the box’ similitude to a coffin was suddenly overpowering. Die-hard. The recognition that she might now be planning to bury him alive, throw him weighted into the ocean or even slow-roast him in a giant oven was suddenly immediate, both terrifying and sexually thrilling. His voice quavered and cracked.

“It feels righter than anything in my life, ma’am. I’m blessed by this chance to pay for my sins. Thank you so much. Please punish me the way the corrupt state would not.”

Mrs. Blaine was silent for a minute, as if still trying to judge his sincerity. Obviously he wasn’t the typical kidnap victim. When she spoke it was with provisional satisfaction.

“I believe you mean it, boy. Good for you. Still I can’t risk you howling or crying out, perhaps in a claustrophobic panic. But nor can I risk a hard gag. People have been known to asphyxiate, and that’s too easy an end after what you’ve done. If you’re going to choke to death, I want it to be on your severed genitals. So say goodnight, sweet prince.”

She yanked at the back of his pants, making him gasp as his threatened erection was wrenched. Then something stabbed painfully into his just-bared buttock. Alex heard the hissing of a jet injection. He’d just been shot up with something. The next – and last – thing he was aware of was the metallic clangor of the box lid closing and locking. 

***

Her objective accomplished, Rachel moved up to the driver’s seat. All day she’d been feeling the old excitement, the thrill and challenge of an important mission. Now she felt the familiar, badly missed exultation of a perfect success.

She’d been prepared to wait until classes had finished at eleven. If the first chance proved inopportune, she could still make her move as Downing was returning. But this was much better.

Now she had at least a three-hour head start. Even in the worst case scenario, she’d have him two hundred miles away before anyone thought to look for the bastard. With luck he wouldn’t be missed until mid-morning, by which time he’d be hidden underground up in the mountains, half this state-the-size-of-a-country away. They’d be safe from discovery forever.

As she started the engine, Rachel looked over at the cemetery one last time.

She’d spent the past hour and a half sitting here communing with Jimmy and Caitlyn, wishing she could visit their resting places one final time. 

The cemetery closed at seven. She could have made it, but not with any surety of being unobserved. She couldn’t afford to leave any rumor or trace that she’d ever been near this place. Instead she’d basked in memories of her charming darling, and her perfectly lovely little girl, hardening herself to her purpose here. She’d repeated the promises she’d made to them earlier, and daily since their unbelievably cruel deaths. Alex Downing would pay! Now she raised a cheer for them, celebrating the successful beginning of that avenging. 

It had taken over a year and a half and two million dollars, but she finally had their killer within her power. She blew her babies a kiss then, her heart aching afresh before the old fury that was her only alternative to grief returned. After that she put the SUV in gear and pulled out, eager to get the criminal home and start exacting that payback.

She was all gassed up and wouldn’t need to stop. Hopefully the drive back would be just as uneventful as the trip down and as easy as the abduction itself. 

Rachael was still marveling at her prisoner’s willingness. 

Downing hadn’t been talking out his ass at all. He was determined and even eager to make amends to her however she deemed necessary. He was ready to get on his knees for the killing stroke the instant he saw her. Then he climbed into what could easily be his coffin with no hesitation at all. Were she to drop him in a hole and start shoveling in the dirt, he would probably use his last air thanking her.

He must be seriously tortured indeed by what he’d done. She hadn’t needed the taser at all, and probably could have even gotten away without sedating him. Spending the next six hours locked in a metal box, bouncing around every bump and wondering if he’d ever emerge from it would have made a fitting beginning to his payback. Too bad.

As bitter as she was though, as filled with fury and determination to make her captive suffer for his crimes, Rachel began to feel a grudging respect for him. 

Leaving the town they’d both grown up in (if on decidedly different sides) and heading north into the night, she had to acknowledge that Alex Downing was not the spoiled, entitled, snot-nosed pretty-boy rich kid she’d assumed. 

He’d proven his honor, and no small amount of bravery, by keeping the promise he’d made to her. Right there that made him a better man than many she’d served with. He was no heartless rapist anyway, cowardly preying on the powerless. 

He’d done an unforgivable thing, but at least he recognized this and had committed himself to suffer whatever the aggrieved party considered necessary in return. For that she esteemed him even as she imagined ever more terrible tortures for him. In the end, should he continue to impress her so, it might not be out of the question for her to make his finish a bit quicker and cleaner than her original intentions.




Chapter Four

Sentenced

For a while he couldn’t make sense of what he was seeing. 

The effects of whatever drug he’d been given lingered, making him groggy. All he knew was that he was miserably chilly and everywhere he wasn’t numb he ached. The side of his face in particular hurt. Something hugely momentous had occurred, but for the moment it escaped him. He lay with leaden limbs on some hard surface, looking up at some soft surface, its pattern intricate but regular. Only after drifting through this befuddling limbo for an indeterminate time did understanding at last come to Alex.

He was staring up at a ceiling. Huge timbers supported a roof – or structure – above him. Between these stretched that strangely textured surface, which he now recognized to be acoustic dampening foam: soundproofing material. Next to those rustic timbers and the stone walls that met them, this looked bizarrely anachronistic. Nevertheless it made sense of things at last.

Alex remembered his surrender and relief returned in a swooning rush. He understood that his captor-savior had brought him to this place, a basement by the look and chill of it. 

Clearly just burying, drowning or baking him alive was also too good for him. Instead she’d taken him to a private, no-doubt cleverly-hidden murderess’ lair where she could take all the time she liked finishing him. Good: whatever happened from here on in would be just between the two of them. Justice would be both of theirs at last. 

Alex smiled at the thought and his face throbbed on. He went to gingerly explore it. Only then did he realize he was still shackled up hogtied.

Folded up and cuffed behind him, his arms and legs might already have been dead. Lying half upon them and half on his side, he was resting on an inch-thick tumbling mat like those used in gym class. He was completely naked, his clothes apparently having been cut from him. His body was bruised and galled from his travels, just like his face by the feel of it. How long had he spent locked in that box, his bound body being smuggled like cargo over ever rougher and more remote terrain? However long it was, the box may have been gone, but it had been replaced by another inescapable restraint. 

Some kind of heavy leather collar had been fitted snugly about his neck. An even heavier-gauge steel chain ran from this to the stone block wall, where it was locked to an iron ring – one of many recently cemented in. He clearly wasn’t going anywhere, ever again.

All this was wonderfully gratifying. Alex reveled in his discomforts, his pitiless bondage and hopeless imprisonment. With any luck at all he’d be slowly, gruesomely put to death soon. His own screams would drown out those in his mind and finally he’d know peace. The only pain that actually distressed him at the moment was the cramping in his bladder. 

He had to go soon or make a mess in here. Stirring his torpid system, Alex squirmed at his bonds a moment before managing to roll over and face the rest of his jail. What he saw slapped all thought of pissing from him, at least for a while.

He couldn’t believe it. It was like one of those videos he’d downloaded and feverishly jerked off to. He was being held in a dungeon, a meticulously prepared and appointed torture chamber. It seemed that not only was he being allowed to make restitution in person, but his darkest fantasies were truly going to be realized too. Mrs. Blaine might have conjured this place straight out of his sickest, most perversely needy dreams.

Flat white light revealed everything. Though the ceiling was low, about eight feet at the beams, there was enough room down here for plenty of devilry. 

The walls were crowded with shelves, this perimeter regularly interrupted by apparatus. Devices for restraint and the mechanical application of pain were ranged everywhere, the archaic cheek-by-jowl with the modern. The was an adjustable pillory and what looked like a homemade stretching rack set up like a pool table right in the middle. Past these, Alex saw steps on the far wall, confirming what the very un-California-like cold told him: he was chained-up underground.

All was utterly silent – except for a quiet trickling of water. 

Even as he was gaping at the pervert’s paradise he suddenly found himself in, this sound reminded the criminal of his cramp. His mouth and throat were parched as well, a condition no doubt worsened by the sedative. Alex squirmed around to investigate.

A small faucet jutted from the wall he was chained to. A tiny rill of water ran continuously from this, down a groove in the wall and into a metal bowl and drain set into the floor. Clearly these were provided for his needs, more evidence that his captor meant to keep him alive here for quite a while – unless this place served many such victims as him. With those needs immediate, Alex put off wondering about the future to face the challenges of the present. 

Twisting and wriggling sensation and function back into his sluggish system, he maneuvered his hogtied form around until he could put his face in that bowl and suck up a revivifying draught. Then with no other option he writhed groaning over until he could hang his dick in that same bowl and let the waters mingle their way down the drain.

With that taken care of, Alex rolled back over to notice that a change had taken place.

Unnoticed amongst the shelves of tools and implements, the devices and machines, were tucked a number of electric space heaters. Triggered by his movement or something else, these had begun to radiate and put out a steady warmth.


Oh, how this was welcome! As his shivering began to ease Alex began working his fingers and toes, the tingle of reawakening spreading. The last fuzziness of drugs dropped from him and by the time the temperature had risen to a comfortable level down here he wasn’t surprised to hear the scraping of bolts being thrown back.

His savior was returning. The vengeful mate and mother of his victims, what might she have to say to him? Remembering her in the courtroom, on the benighted street and looming over him the dark of the truck, his heart began to hammer and his cock to harden. As the door overhead creaked open Alex rolled to conceal this, squashing it underneath him. As it pained and throbbed with demeaning need he cast his eyes subserviently down and waited. 

***

Her feet were soundless on the stone stairs. The door creaked as it closed again and he dared to sneak a peek. Mrs. Blaine wore only a tight black singlet that covered her to the top of her neck – indeed he’d seen this exposed at the throat of her shirt last night. As she carried a mug of coffee and her short hair was as rumpled as he expected it got, Alex assumed it was now the next morning or perhaps noon. As the woman he’d given himself over to left the stairs and began to cross the dungeon toward him, he dropped his suddenly widening eyes again. She was braless under that body stocking and it clung like a second skin.

Moving with nimble surety through her equipment, she approached to where he lay on his pad against the wall. Trembling with an almost holy awe, Alex watched only peripherally as she seated herself on a chair she pulled up and took a sip of coffee. 

Still his conflict regarding this insanely desirable older woman tormented him. When she spoke her voice was as unintentionally sexy as before. He focused avidly in on her stocking feet.

“I believe we have an understanding, murderer of my family. You made an honorable offer to me to expiate your blood-debt. I accepted it. But I’d like to hear you make this consent explicit, for the record. You cooperated in your own abduction. Why did you do that? What did you expect to receive in surrendering to me?”

“Missus Blaine…”

“Look at me, boy. I want to judge the honesty in your eyes.”

“Yes ma’am. I’m sorry. Missus Blaine, I can’t live with what I’ve done to you. I never meant to kill your man and your baby, but it was still a hundred percent my fault. I’ll never be able to get their screams out of my head. I would hang myself in a second to escape them, but I deserve so much worse – and I owe you so much more. 

“So I submitted to you in the hope that you would torture me to death. I sensed you might agree to do this. Surely you know how. Maybe you even have a taste for it. You were a combat soldier and a prison guard. I want to pay for my crime in the worst way imaginable, so that I can go out feeling that I’ve done everything anyone possibly could to make up for it. Please, Missus Blaine, won’t you avenge my victims by torturing and killing me?”

It took all of Alex’ will to hold his gaze on that keenly attractive face. Her stern visage probed at him while the allure of her casual attire tested his resistance to the spectacle of her breasts. Somehow he kept his tormented blue pleading focused on her brilliantly green assessing. At last she freed him to weep with relief by nodding.

“It’s already been decided. You owe me for two deaths, boy. You have offered payment with your life and I accept. I will kill you for your crime. I will slowly torture you to destruction, so you can repay how my baby felt, burning alive in plastic and gasoline. Then I will feed your remains to scavengers, so that your privileged line goes to a grave-less, ignominious end. Perhaps this will make your unconsecrated soul my property too, so your repayment can continue for eternity. But I’m afraid you’ll have to wait a bit for that ultimate culmination.

“You have surrendered your life to me. I now own it. Before I end it I intend to enjoy it.

“I have endured way too much injustice in my time, Alex Downing. I have suffered more pain and degradation at the hands of men than I can ever be expected to take. I need to make someone pay for all that in addition to my murdered darlings. Who could suit better than you?

“You’re right; I do know how to make a person suffer. And I have a taste for it too, when it’s done in the right cause. So as my property you will suffer for me here until I tire of punishing you, or until I feel I’ve exhausted your usefulness as a slave, or until you offend me in some new unforgivable way. Then I will carry out the requested sentence: execution by incremental torture.

“So: we have an agreement between honorable enemies, yes? You will serve me and suffer for me and offer no resistance while I afflict you in any way I like for as long as I like. And in return, when I feel you’ve finally earned release from this life, I will make your soul my own by hideously finishing you in the names of your innocent victims.”

Alex squirmed, unconsciously crushing his erection. His breath caught in his joyous excitement and tears of gratitude pricked his eyes. He voice warbled with emotion.

“Thank you so much, Missus Blaine! That is so much more than I could have hoped for! And to think I was about to so wastefully hang myself when you stepped out of the car! You have saved my soul, so consider it yours. And the sooner you begin to torture and destroy my body, the more grateful I will be.”

Mrs. Blaine eyed him a moment, a hard, cruel, eagerly sadistic shine in her eyes. Then she surprised Alex by laughing.

“Good boy. I must admit, you are not what I expected. A gutless, entitled, sniveling little teenage crybaby in denial would have been a whole lot of fun to hunt down, kidnap, terrorize, psychologically break and finally gruesomely slay. Instead I’m stuck with a willing sacrifice I’m forced to afford some grudging respect. 

“Very well slave. After I shower and eat I will return and spend the day inflicting pain on you. Behave for me and I will allow you a blanket tonight. Resist in any way and that voice-activated shock collar you are wearing will incapacitate you instantly. Understood?”

“Yes Missus Blaine.”

“That is no longer my name, though I still think of myself as Rachel. You may address me as ‘Mistress’ if you like.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“All right. Prepare yourself, slave. The suffering you’ve earned will begin within the hour.”

Mistress stood, turned and swept away, leaving him lying there, still shackled and chained – and hugely stunned by his wondrous luck.

***

Back upstairs, Rachel finished her coffee and started the shower running. She stripped off her body stocking, tested the temperature and stepped into the stall. Part of her remodeling job included a sumptuous, specially outfitted tub, but she was in a hurry. Though on her own clock for the rest of her life, military discipline persisted. This first day of her revenge was almost half over, and it hadn’t even properly started.

Of course she could be forgiven for sleeping past noon, when she hadn’t gotten to bed until nearly four in the morning. Driving back up here (at a sedate rate of speed to avoid notice by police) had taken longer than going down. By the time she’d completed the round trip she was running on little more than elation and adrenaline. 

She’d needed all she had of both to get her prize unloaded, down cellar, stripped and settled in. After that she’d just had to crash. 

As little as five years ago she could have marched and fought for another twenty-four hours straight. Maintaining that kind of conditioning and intensity was a full time job though, and one she’d unfortunately left behind. Still, if not battle-ready she’d at least stayed fit enough to get last night’s abduction done. She was plenty fit enough to carry out the further exhaustive demands of vengeance too, even if it took her ten years. Today she could even find pride and pleasure in herself through the simple act of bathing.

She loved her long, strong limbs, so lean and hard yet shapely. Even after the baby her butt and belly remained trim and tight. Soaping up those unfortunately extraordinary boobs for once didn’t flush her with resentment for all they’d cost her but made her feel sexy for the first time since Jimmy had died. Her nipples grew hard despite the warmth of the water, and Rachel tried to tell herself she was surprised to find her libido resurfacing after so long.

Okay, torturing and dominating a helpless enemy had always turned her on. The anticipation of the coming months or years of punishment could no longer be suppressed. Nor was there any need. But she’d believed this would be different, at least at first. 

Surely her still unassuaged grief should preclude such feelings. Righteous fury and satisfied sadism seemed the only appropriate emotions to be indulging in while planning and enacting her revenge. Arousal raising its head already presented unsettling questions.

Unwilling to confront or even identify these, Rachel turned to the practical business of shampooing her hair. Letting her body tingle on, she wondered again at the rare sensitivity displayed by her new slave. 

Truly a prisoner of his own conscience, he was more driven by remorse and responsibility than anyone she’d ever met or heard of. And she’d known dozens guilty of far worse crimes. The rich were said to be without scruple. Alex Downing must be the exception that proved the rule. And too bad for him: with his advantages he could have easily put himself beyond her reach. Instead as a nice guy he was determined to finish last.

That brought a wicked grin from her. Rinsing off, Rachel found her tingling persisting. What the hell – just because he was willing didn’t have to spoil the thrill of killing him, or of any of the other liberties now available. Anticipation finally having its way with her, Rachel hurried to dry off, dress once again and eat a quick piece of fruit for ‘breakfast’. The she went back downstairs to give her most sadistic impulses free rein.




Chapter Five

Afternoon Fun

Alex Downing the elder sat slumped in his office chair, breathing heavily. This girl was one of the best. Naturally there was any number of good-looking employees that could be coerced into pleasuring him during the early afternoons. This one, Mindy, actually seemed to enjoy it. 

Kneeling at his feet she gazed worshipfully up him, her doe eyes opened as round as her mouth as she took him feverishly in and out. Unmindful of the froth over-spilling her lips, she even keened a bit as she impaled herself. Flushed from her exertions, it was clear this was a path to career enhancement she favored over toiling in inventory. 

Though it was better in some ways to have them crying and gagging and hating it, willing enthusiasm had its advantages. As Mindy stopped bobbing, took his balls in her mouth the way he’d trained her and jerked him as she sucked, Alex felt his orgasm building. Her cheeks bulged like a chipmunk’s. Now the slaver really ran, and her eyes watered too with the revulsion of such a gross scrotal stuffing. Still she sucked, working him as through driven, and he felt that at the moment her first tear over-spilled he would too. Then the goddamn disaster light went off.

His secretary knew better than to interrupt these afternoon rejuvenations for anything but a dire emergency. The flashing across his entire bank of phone lines was her signal that something had come up that she didn’t dare let wait. 

Grinding his teeth but compelled by his responsibilities, the owner of the company stretched out a hand for the receiver. Understanding what was expected of her (and no doubt welcoming the relief) Mindy backed off his balls, dropping her ministrations to a more sedate (and silent) pace until the distraction was past.

“What the hell is it?”

“I’m sorry sir. Your wife insists on speaking to you immediately. It seems Alex is missing.”

“Goddamn it all! Goddamn them both! All right, connect me.”

A click on the line followed.

“Alexander!”


“What is it, Talia? You know how busy I am this time of day.”

“Junior isn’t here. His bed hasn’t been slept in and he doesn’t answer his phone. I don’t think he ever came home last night.”

“He’s an adult now Talia. What do you want me to do?”

“What if he’s killed himself like he keeps talking about, or run away? I heard what you said to him last night. We need to find him. He’s not in his right mind.”

Alexander sighed. Mindy was using her tongue to slather and tickle his seeping head, her grip on the shaft still tugging him with deliberate rhythm. It made him want to hang up without wasting another word. Valiantly he persisted in his paternal duty.

“He’s been talking like that since the accident. He’ll get over it. He’s just run off in a snit because I called him on it. He’ll be back, probably just in time for dinner – or at least school. He hasn’t missed a class yet.”

“Oh yes he has!” Talia’s voice was edging into Valium-ten territory. “I called the school, and he never showed up there last night either! What if he did get hit by a car? Or tried to get into that cemetery again and fell and broke his neck? What if someone decided to hold him for ransom? We were in the papers again recently.”

“Then his body would have been found and reported, or a demand made. Christ Talia, you’re getting as melodramatic as he is.”

“I think we should call the police and report him missing,” the bitch persisted.

His post-lunch blow-job in danger of ruination, Alex Senior threw up his hands.

“You know they won’t act until twenty-four hours have passed. If he hasn’t turned up by tonight, or answered his phone, we’ll call the police about him then. Though I suspect they might be as skeptical as I am. Until then, just relax and leave me be!”

Vehemently he ended the call. Right away Mindy took him deep again. 

Expertly picking up where she’d left off, the girl from inventory soon drove every thought from Alexander’s head but a vague intention to discipline his secretary. That numb cunt needed to better comprehend what constituted an emergency.

***

Just as his oblivious old man was grunting and pumping his afternoon orgasm down the throat of a compliant employee, the missing offspring heard the bolts of his dungeon being thrown again. Free of his father forever and ecstatic about that fact, he looked forward to the introductory torture about to begin with as much excitement and gratitude as terror.

Alex was no masochist. He wanted to suffer physically not because he enjoyed it but because this seemed to be the only way to externalize the intolerable pain inside. Even if little Caitlyn’s screams stayed with him, their horror might be eased, her ghost appeased if he shared what he’d done to her. Yet though he was delighted to have this opportunity, the pain ahead still frightened him. He was afraid that it would break him; that his courage would fail and he would indeed be a shrieking baby about it. Even more unnerving though was the knowledge that his new mistress would soon discern his other autonomic response to the prospect ahead.

Rachel must quickly recognize his hideously inappropriate arousal. She might even consider it enough of an insult to merit his instant unmanning and death. In whatever event, he was about to be profoundly dishonored by the revelation that his sentence sexually excited him. 

Unfortunately there was nothing he could do about this. Stiff and numb and savaged by cramps from his long hogtying, he still began hardening again as soon as the door above him opened. As his owner descended the stairs he saw she wore another form-fitting singlet, this one in a green-and-black camouflage pattern. Combat boots protected her feet from the cement floor and she wore her billed lieutenant’s cap again. 

She looked so sexy and intimidating – so literally to die for – that Alex felt a miserable pang of love for her along with his eternal obligation and submissive fealty. That she could only ever hate him, though eminently just, spurred his craving for retribution in turn. By the time Mistress reached him Alex felt as hard as the stone around him and as flushed as if he was febrile. Keeping the offense of his erection crushed under him, he bowed his head and locked his eyes on her boots. Betrayed by his penis or not, he must resist ogling her at all costs!

Mistress approached within a pace. Without warning she spoke in a loud, clear voice.

“Level one!”

It was like being bitten in the neck by an electric cobra. 

Two points like fangs on the inside of his collar came alive, jabbing a venomous jolt of energy into his body. Crippling cramps and spasms wracked him as he thrashed against his chains through no volition of his own. Teeth gritted against a pain that made him want to howl, he shuddered at the whim of the current until his savior’s voice rang out again.

“End sanction!”

The fangs stabbing agony into him relented. Still they stayed poised at his throat as the spastic clenching and cramping gradually let go of his muscles. Demonstration given, Mistress’ voice was almost sultry as it intoned from above.

“I’m not going to tell you how many levels there are. Just so that you understand I can knock you flat with a breath, and torture you to death without lifting a finger any time I want. I trust you have learned the lesson. Do not resist or offend me, prisoner.”

Still tasting sour spit and groaning over residual cramps in his arched back – eighteen hours hogtied and counting – Alex swore his fealty again.

“Never, Mistress! I live to be killed by you, and to serve your every purpose until that soul-saving gift. An eternity of your proprietary punishment is what I beg for and deserve.”

“Remain still while I unchain you then. Obey any directions immediately.”

“Absolutely, ma’am. May I say something, in case I weaken and disgrace myself later?”

“Go ahead.”

“Thank you again for doing this. Hanging myself at your family’s graves would have been such a waste. I dreamed of this the entire time I was in counseling. The hope, the intention to suffer and die at your hand has been all that’s allowed me to live with myself until now. If later I scream and weep and plead for relief, don’t listen to me. Be ruthlessly sadistic in your righteous vengeance. Terminal torture is all I should ever again be allowed to know.”

“I hear you, boy. It shall be as you wish. Be silent now unless I speak to you.”

Keys jingled. Locks opened. The chain fell away from his collar. The manacles about his wrists and ankles were unclasped and the excruciating arch of his spine at last relaxed. Renewed circulation sent spikes of fire into his uncramping limbs and Alex whimpered with unexpected bliss. Useless arms akimbo, he lay docile while Mistress used one end of a heavy hemp rope to bind his feet back together. The other end she looped over an iron hook screwed into the side of the ceiling beam directly above him.

Clingy and stretchy, patterned fabric bulged over flexing muscles. Though he surely weighed more than she did, Mistress hauled on that rope and easily drew him upward. In less than a minute he was hanging by his ankles, his tingling fingers brushing the floor. Choosing a shorter, lighter cord, Mistress bound his wrists together behind him and poked the trailing rope between his thighs. Only then did she seem to notice the fierceness of his erection.

“Level three!”

Again the electricity savaged him. Again Alex shuddered and spasmed and fought not to scream as the pain had its way with him. Oh, it was so much worse, even with his hogtying relieved! Finally came the reprieve.

“End sanction! Tell me swine, what is this affront? What is the meaning of this erect penis?”

Gasping and trying not to blubber as the blood throbbed in both his heads, Alex did his best to explain.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. Surely you understand that I’m an adolescent male, at my hormonal peak, while you are the most supremely desirable female I’ve ever encountered. I know it’s monstrously inappropriate, but glands don’t understand propriety. 

“You can’t despise me any more than I do myself. And even though we both despise me, and just looking at or thinking of you fills me with guilt and horror, you still inspire both tender and carnal urges in me. Though I can’t help this any more than I can change what I did, it is another reason I deserve your torture – perhaps explicitly sexual torture. If you were to cut it off and feed it to me, that would be entirely justified.”

“Perhaps. And when the time comes to kill you, you can be certain I will make castration and the cruelly slow severing of your horribly tortured penis central to the occasion. Doing so now though would deprive me of all that wonderful sexual abuse you suggest.”

Mistress began binding his tied hands tight against his butt via his genitals, harnessing these up into just the kind of raging tumescence he’d seen in his videos. Still barely daring to believe his continued good fortune, Alex groaned as she yanked the cord tight.

“The truth is boy, torturing someone excites me too. I’ve had almost no interest in conventional intercourse since being raped out of the military. I haven’t felt any real stirrings of any kind of desire since you murdered my man. But thinking of all the outrageous things I can now do to you has my juices flowing all right. I’m not sure what that says about me. At the present I don’t care. Tell me truthfully boy: are you turned on by my body, or by the prospect of me dominating you?”

“Both, Mistress. I know you wear it for other reasons. But that singlet really emphasizes how magnificent your figure is. Yet ordinary lust is least of what you evoke in me.”

Haltingly Alex described how the only way he’d been able to reconcile his attraction with his guilt had been by embracing perversion. He confessed to the masturbatory material on his tablet and how his entire sex drive had become entwined with his urge toward being murdered by her. Mistress actually laughed, giving his bound-bloated balls a welcome squeeze.

“I guess we make a pretty pair of perverts then. We’ll probably both come as hard as we can as I’m killing you. Very well, get off on your torture and death if you must, slave. I shouldn’t complain, since your sick lust helped deliver you to my clutches. But seeing you sticking up hard and needy for me after the way you murdered my man might drive me to particular viciousness.”

“That sounds only proper, Mistress.”

“Indeed! All right slave: let the payback begin!”

***

Alex shivered with anticipation. That insane rush of love for his kidnapper recurred. She was so understanding and so fair-minded too! As she chose a whip from among her racks of implements and turned back to him his heart swelled, his bound erection strained and his pulse throbbed hotly behind his eyes. Though he would never marry, lose his virginity or raise a family, he was blessed to at least share penance and death with such a special female. Wishing to impress her as much as to prove his mettle to himself, Alex marshaled all his faculties. He must face at least the beginning of his end honorably. From his inverted vantage he took in her towering above him and dared to meet her eyes as she set herself.

Once again Mistress blazed condemnation at him. He knew she saw not an honorable partner in restoring proper balances any more but only the enemy who’d burned her blameless family alive. The hate raging from that face found an answer in his own self-loathing and his inner pain flayed him so cruelly he began to leak tears before her vengeance even touched him. At last Mistress’ six-foot single-tail sang. Flung with all her might, the thin, tapering leather lash impacted his belly and flank. And finally Alex Downing had an answer to the agony within.

Despite his eagerness and preparation, his scream was involuntary. Under the tyranny of his parents, particularly his mother, he’d had his butt strapped with a belt pretty regularly growing up. But this was pain of another order entirely. Nor, despite the admitted sexual dimension of their exchange, was this like any kinky visit with a dominatrix. 

There were no safe words with Mistress, or worries about avoiding permanent scarring. Starting now he was being tortured unto destruction and whether that process took an hour or a decade was up to his owner.

Her first direct physical affliction was perfect regardless. As he’d hoped, his own helpless shriek effaced the ones always playing in his head. And though the pain was extreme it didn’t daunt him. He would endure far worse forever to be spared those echoes.

Mistress whipped him again, and following the flash of agony that blinded him to all other sensation or thought, Alex saw the curling red welts she was leaving across his formerly unblemished flesh. The destruction had begun. By the third lash his scream expressed as much affirmation as pain. His most cherished fantasies becoming reality gratified him immeasurably even as he wept and writhed helplessly in his upside-down suspension. 

The more Alex suffered under this woman, the less his guilt and self-hatred eviscerated him. And so an afternoon ensued that suggested a splendid symbiosis was already being established. Each partner receiving what they needed from their exchange, they enjoyed the gratifications they’d separately worked together to arrange and set the template for their future intentions even as they slowly learned to know one another.

Exulting in her payback, Mistress Rachel covered him from neck to knees all around with those livid whip-welts. Though many of these broke the skin and trickled, slave Alex never once begged for surcease. From righteous fury to sadistic relish to a sustained erotic effort, his owner began slipping in taunts and remarks as she tirelessly worked her weapon. In his responses the slave-unto-death worked at ingratiating himself, beginning the paradoxical, surely futile but somehow unrefusable quest to eventually lessen her enmity.

“Still hard for me, boy?”

“Sorry…ma’am.” Alex was wheezing, the weight of his viscera bearing on his lungs growing more distressing than the pounding of his head or even the flaming of his whipping. “Hurt by you…good for me. Your body…outfit…persona…arousing.”

She whipped him some more, her own breathing heavier than effort required and her flush from more than just an endorphin rush. Through each tortured cry and swaying writhe his bound and bloated erection waggled with the force of his struggles. 

“Tell me more, slave. Flatter me if you insist. What is it keeping you so ridiculously rigid? How do I appear to you from down there?”

“Lithe…leggy…lean…strong…tall…sleek…powerful…lovely…like some kind of…jungle cat…the camo pattern…your hide!”

Mistress’ only response was to whip him on. Yet her demeanor continued to moderate, informed more often by play than hate. When she at last feared any more whipping might impair his later use she turned immediately to the sexual torture he’d suggested.

Trading her whip for a smaller hand flogger – a dozen braided thongs about a foot and a half long – she beat those turgid genitals directly. When it became clear that no amount of this could do other than endlessly arouse him further, she used a set of heavy iron fireplace tongs to seize, squeeze, bend and wrench at his badly-welted erection. 

His former masturbatory fantasies already madly surpassed, Alex went into raptures of deliriously erotic excruciation at this. It wasn’t until she took the tongs to his testicles that all arousal was finally squashed out of him. Indeed in the end he hung there retching the messy strings of drool that were all he had in him before she relented just shy of rupture. Sweaty and delighted with her first afternoon’s exertions, Mistress took this as a triumph.

“Not so horny for me now, are you boy? What happened to sixteen years old and staring surreptitiously at my tits across a courtroom?”

“So…sorry!” Alex choked out through his weeping.

“I’ll bet,” Mistress sneered. “Wait ‘til the real sexual abuse begins! I confess I’ve been kind of secretly looking forward to that most all – or all along. I would have wallowed in it regardless of your response to me – you are in prison after all. But first, I need some dinner. And I suppose I’d better feed my prisoner too, if I want to keep him fit enough to eventually work for me. Wait patiently until I return.”

“Yes ma’am.”




Chapter Six

Dinner Deliberations

Flying higher than any drug could possibly get her, Rachel was glad she’d planned for a celebratory supper. She had a steak already thawed, though at the moment she felt like she could eat ten. Hell, this jungle cat’s appetite could take down an entire cow.

Right now she felt like the raptors in Jurassic Park. After all the secret seething and silent swallowing of monstrous injustice she’d done in order to deflect attention from herself, and all the plotting, expense and effort it had taken to engineer a more appropriate outcome to the matter of her family’s murder, victory was inexpressibly sweet. 

Jimmy and Caitlyn could never be replaced. But in avenging them she had set herself up in a heaven she could hardly have credited otherwise. 

She was retired at twenty-nine with all the money she would ever need. She had escaped all constraints to establish her own private paradise where her only companion was a remarkably sensitive and attractive man she owned body and soul. The only and overpowering desire of this man, who was really just a lustfully enthralled youth, was to be dominated and abused unto death in expiation of his unsettle-able debt. 

Kill him she eventually would of course – she owed that to everyone involved, from her family to his, to both of them individually and to the entire corrupt system that had sought to spare him. Until she chose to carry out that execution though she had a partner, willing or not, in exploring sadistic fulfillments she found more compulsory by the moment. 

This afternoon had been a simply fabulous first taste: a warm-up, or more accurately foreplay. This evening would see her truly unleash the beast. Right now was blessed intermission: time to treat herself, enjoy the fruits of her maneuvering, marvel over her afternoon depravities and savor the anticipation of even more savage lusts about to be sated.

Still, Rachel remained mindful that her slave hadn’t urinated in what was surely many hours. He was also cock-tied too tight to even pee down into his own face if desperate enough. 

It wouldn’t do to have his kidneys back up. Rather than give it an hour in the oven she microwaved her baked potato. Rather than fire the grill, she boiled frozen corn and pan-fried her porterhouse as well as the mushrooms and onions. Thus though she thoroughly enjoyed every scrap, and took the time to finish her entire bottle of wine, she was ready to return downstairs after little more than that anticipated hour. Still she had to provide for her slave.

Stacked in her pantry were cases of canned food she’d laid in. Beside her own expensive selections were some very cut-rate and even generic brands of stew: basic protein and nutrition without the benefit of much texture or flavor. 

While not as unpalatable as combat rations or army MRE’s, they were nothing she would ever settle for voluntarily herself. Opening a can and dumping it cold in a bowl, Rachel wondered how her pampered captive would take to such fare. In case he seemed unduly distressed, she also had a few cases of dog food he could get by on until re-earning her favor.

Carrying the bowl, she stopped by the computer to check the cameras positioned around the place. She activated the security systems protecting her already considerably isolated slice of paradise. Then she headed back down to her condemned human property.

***

Rachel found him just as she’d left him: hanging by his feet, covered with damage, his hands bound through his butt to his genitals. His bruised and galled-raw face was beet-red with the blood in his head and his eyes were wet and miserable. Still these grew downright reverential as they followed her return. Her spirits sky-high with the excitement of her possession and intentions, Mistress laughed almost fondly at that look.

“I bet you need to pee, don’t you boy?”

“Very badly, ma’am.”

“We’ll take care of that momentarily. Let’s get some food in you first. You’re going to learn about being cold and hungry down here, my young scion of the one percent. But I won’t let you weaken to the point you might die accidentally. I won’t even let your pretty-boy looks deteriorate too much. Having my way with a handsome young stud is just too much fun. So eat up, slave!”

Rachel set the bowl on the floor. Then she loosened the rope suspending him and lowered Alex slowly down (spinning gently as he went) until his face was in it. 

Despite the poor fare and difficulties of eating while bound and rotating upside down, he attacked the cheap crap as ravenously as circumstanced permitted. Good for him: another test passed. Smirking, Rachel left him to it while she picked up and examined the tablet computer she’d taken from him along with his cell phone, wallet and keys.


Though a negligible amount of storage was devoted to schoolwork and documents, most of the available space was filled with sadomasochistic pornography. Photos, videos, and stories of women abusing men popped up with every click. Already considerably turned on, Rachel felt her singlet chafing her nipples and groin maddeningly as she browsed. She almost wished she’d obtained some dominatrix costumes herself – all that black leather, shiny vinyl, and twinkling rows of draping chain looked wildly hot. 

Not bothering to watch much of the action, she began clicking through titles faster. She was looking for evidence that Alex had discovered her own favorite fetish. She wanted to know if she was going to drop him into nightmare at last next or merely satisfy another twisted submissive fantasy. To her grim delight she came across only bondage, corporal punishment and garden-variety degradation – licking boots and what-not. 

Excellent: there was nothing like breaking in a virgin, and wondering how long it might take him to come to love it. Poor Jimmy never did, which only made her grief keener, and lent reflexive fury to her hunger for climax and revenge. 

No longer able to deny her primary motivation in arranging to keep Alex Downing rather than simply murder him and have done with it, Mistress Rachel grinned to think that she at last had a bitch who could never say no. And she had him all to herself. There were no recordings or snitches to worry about here, nor any need to be gentle and patient with him. Finally she could peg to her brutal heart’s content, which was really the only kind of sex that appealed to her since being raped by that asshole Colonel Lowell. At last, brimming with anticipation, she shut off the tablet and returned her attention to the boy who was minutes from being her bitch.

Alex was stretching his tongue to its limit, doing his damnedest to swipe the bowl spotless as he hung and swung above it. A fat vein stood out at his temple. He was dripping sweat and having trouble breathing. Yet despite the distress of his suspension he’d finished his meal without complaint. Putting off the fun just a tiny bit more, Rachel traded the tablet for Alex’ phone. Without opening any of them, she saw that it was filled with messages from his mother. 

These began at around noon – right about the time she’d begun torturing the boy. Grinning again, she waved the phone at him.

“Mummy’s worried about you, child. She can’t stop calling. Nothing from Papa or any friends, though.”

“I don’t have any friends anymore,” Alex croaked. He cleared his throat to speak more strongly. “Papa can go fuck himself. The last thing he said to me as I walked off was that I should keep on walking and never come back.”

“Really?” Rachel was gleeful. “You’re not bullshitting me?”

“I swear it, Mistress. And I responded that I just might do that. Once they hear about that, the police might decide finding me is not such a priority no matter how much money and influence my old man tries to throw around. 

“He’s no more popular down there anyway now than I was at night school. They all did what they had to in order for me to get off. But my case drew unwanted attention to the way justice works when there’s money involved. I imagine the whole town was glad when you moved on, and that the authorities will be less than thrilled with this reminder. No one’s going to look too hard for me for quite a while, if ever. 

“Eventually they’ll probably assume I jumped off a bridge or something. I’ve been talking about suicide ever since my crime. So I don’t think we have to worry about anyone interfering with justice this time. Wherever we are in this world, I am yours, Mistress. As for my mother, she’ll pop another Valium or two and get over it. Fuck her as well.”

Winded from so much speech, Alex lapsed into gasping. Exhilarated by these revelations, and further proof that she and her new slave were joined in their lust for justice, Rachel shut the phone back off. Soon she would destroy it. Right now it was time to introduce her penitent property to what might be the defining kind of exchange between them, their most gratifying way of sating that burning mutual need. She couldn’t wait!

***

Talia couldn’t eat.

There was nothing wrong with the food – Anita was the best they’d ever hired – her stomach just wouldn’t untwist enough for her to do more than sip at a glass of wine. 

She just knew something awful had happened. Though they’d done everything perfectly as parents, they were losing their only child – if he wasn’t lost already. Despite what her husband said, Alex had never disappeared like this, without even a call. They needed to get people looking for him.

Somehow she held in until the boy’s father finished eating. Then she insisted he abide by the agreement he’d been holding her to all day.

“All right dear, we’ve had dinner. It’s time for Junior to leave for class, yet he hasn’t returned or answered his messages. We have to call the police.”

Alexander put on a pained expression.

“You know what they’re going to say, don’t you?”

“Yes, dear: the same things you’ve been saying all day. He’s eighteen now, with his own money. You two argued and you suggested he leave; he very well might have. But we’re talking about a boy who has been hooked on drugs, one who has spoken of suicide and who was involved in a case that resulted in a lot of negative media attention. We can’t just sit around and hope for the best. Why did you have to say such awful things to him?”

“Oh please!” Alexander sneered. “The kid has to grow up sooner or later. I was just trying to make him see how ridiculous he’s being. He made a bad mistake, yes. But he can’t let it warp his whole life. You know that, and when he gets back here I’ll tell him the same thing again.”

“If he gets back here!” Talia felt the panic she’d held at bay all day threatening with her husband’s recalcitrance. Her glass slopped as she set it down. 

“If you won’t call the police, I will! Say what you want, but I’ll never get a wink of sleep tonight unless I know people are at least aware that he’s missing and taking all the proper procedural steps.”

“Fine!” Alexander slammed down his own glass, already empty. “Don’t complain to me when this is all over the television too, and he turns up surfing on a beach in L.A. or shooting craps in Las Vegas!”

The battle won, Talia didn’t bother pointing out how unlikely either such pursuit was for a guilt-ridden, despondent teenager. She just picked her glass back up and sipped again as her husband pulled out his cell phone.

“I need the sheriff’s department, please… No, it’s not an emergency or I would have called nine-one-one…Yes, thank you…moron.”

This last was muttered, and hopefully after the operator had left the line. Talia wouldn’t have bet on it though. As someone who’d built a company worth almost a hundred million dollars from scratch, Alexander had no patience with what he considered to be stupidity – particularly unnecessary questions.

“Yes, can I speak to Sheriff Jacobsen please? It’s Alexander Downing. Yes, all right.”

Clearly on hold, he pulled out his pipe and began to load it at the table, something he knew she hated. The smoke and smell would not be kind to her roiled system. This was his petty revenge of course, knowing she’d be unable to leave the room until the call was done. Luckily Jacobsen came on before he finished.

“Hello, Mark. I’m sorry to bother you, but the wife insisted. It’s about Junior.”

Talia burned and twisted as her husband waited out a reply.

“Well, he took off for school about this time yesterday and no one’s seen him since. Nor has he answered his phone. We had harsh words before he left, so I wasn’t too worried at first… Right. But the wife…you know how mothers are…right.”

Enduring this denigration too, Talia waited while the sheriff no doubt shook his head and chuckled ruefully. Finally things seemed to get somewhere.


“Would you? We’d appreciate that. Thanks a whole lot, Mark. Yeah, that’s what I think too. But it’s best to play it safe, right? All right, thanks again. Take care now.”

He hung up and resumed loading his pipe. Talia gave him a white-knuckled count of ten.

“Well?”

“He’s sending a man out to interview us, so they can file a report. What’d you think he said? That the boy was in the drunk tank, crawling with syphilis?”

“Look, you don’t have to be so dismissive of my concerns! This is our child we’re talking about here! After all we’ve put into him, I won’t lose him because you think he’s gone soft!”

“Well, how long do you intend to keep coddling him over this goddamn thing?”

And so the bickering resumed. Fortunately only the hired help now had to stick around and listen to it. Others could turn their attention to more momentous business.

***

Mistress put down the phone and smiled. Her look mixed genuine approval with devilry.

“You’ve been very obliging, boy. I truly believe you’re determined to suffer and die for me.

Despicable as you’ve been in the past, that’s admirable. And I’m pleased with the way you’ve behaved as my property – though it’s robbed me of the cruel fun of breaking and subjugating you. Are you ready to take that pee now?”

‘Yes, please Mistress.”

“Okay, I’m going to let you down. Behave for me.”

“Of course.”

Kicking the empty dish aside, she released the rope and began to lower him – not slowly and gently, but not inconsiderately either. Turning over the praise he’d just received, treasuring that smile, Alex felt a warmth more welcome than the radiators this morning. As he began to descend face-first toward the mat he realized that this was the only time since he’d become a murderer that he actually felt good about himself – that he felt the least bit of worth as a human being.

The moment was so poignant he wanted to both cry and kiss his savior’s boots. Instead he made sure to lead with the wounded side of his face, so that his bruised and abraded cheekbone was the first part of his body to take his weight. 

The pain brought a satisfied groan from him, and after hanging agonizingly swaybacked a moment he settled onto the mat. Kneeling beside him in that clingy singlet, Mistress rolled him over and untied genitals gone purple-numb and raw in their grotesque bloating and whipping.

Whimpering at the savage rush of returning circulation, Alex kept his eyes firmly averted from the glory of his savoir as she moved to untie his feet, leaving just his hands bound behind him. Only as she rose and backed away did he stir. Fighting a sudden wooziness, he crawled over to his designated drain and emptied himself down it with acute relief.

At last Alex turned and knelt formally. He leaned over and put his head on the floor at Mistress Rachel’s feet as though kowtowing to a deity. She laughed at this, disarmed completely from the hatred he knew she still harbored.

“What’s this? Am I some sort of empress?”

Speaking as fervently as possible, still overwhelmed by her favor, Alex let the professions pour from him unbidden.

“You are so much more than that. You are my goddess now, Mistress. You own me body and soul. You control every nuance of my existence right to the instant of its translation to the eternal. You provide the only joy I will ever know and the endless punishment I so desperately crave. You are divinely desirable yet erotically untouchable. You shame me profoundly every second, yet I love you beyond reason. I live only to worship and serve you in my virgin chastity until I am sacrificed on the altar of your righteous judgment. Dying by your holy hand will bring my sinful life to its only appropriate culmination, and entering your eternal spiritual custody afterwards will be a paradise I scarcely deserve. How many more proofs of divinity do I need?”

Though his forehead remained firmly on the floor, Alex could sense that his deity was swelled with mirth and perhaps even flattered by this gush. Perhaps she even felt something akin to the self-affirmation she’d just gifted him. Certainly she sounded inspired for introducing his next use as her subject/slave.

“Wow, you are one honey-tongued devil, boy. I bet you could sweet-talk the pants off any girl in school. And you claim to be a virgin?”

“I was only sixteen the night my life ended, Goddess. I’ve touched girls’ breasts and privates, and had them jerk me off, but I swear that’s it.”

“That’s it until now, you mean. Even a goddess has needs, boy, needs as ravenous as any jungle cat. You will satisfy these for me. Come along now, prisoner. Let’s see if this is torture or titillation for you. I admit I’m curious to learn.”

Following the tugging of the rope binding his hands behind him, Alex struggled upright. Staggering in his debilitation, he was flooded with warmth again when she steadied and supported him. Not daring to wonder yet what she had in mind – just the hint that it might be something sexual was too heretical to entertain – he followed the grip shifted to his arm off the sleeping mat and out into the dungeon proper for the first time.

Drawing him past a wheeled stand supporting an electronic control panel with associated wires and other ominous equipment, Goddess Rachel led Alex over to the pillory.

Modeled on colonial-era stocks, this had a rather modern, homemade look. Made of recently varnished oak, the boards that formed the primary restraints (with circular cutouts for holding the wrists and neck) were only half an inch thick – the better to accommodate his collar no doubt. As Goddess stopped him before this simple apparatus (adjustable but with stocks currently set at waist height), Alex saw more iron rings that had lately been cemented to the floor. 

About five feet apart and four from the pillory, these were clearly intended for securing his feet. Without instructions he spread his legs out to reach them, though his debilitation and bound hands made this uncomfortable stance precarious. Though he still didn’t dare speculate his abused penis climbed quickly to the upright as his owner used a set of handcuffs each to shackle his ankles to the rings. 

Thanks to those videos, and his increasing perversion, the excitement he’d felt at first being put in bondage by his abductor now seemed an ineradicable part of him. Rising from securing his legs, that deity noticed his impudent rigidity. To Alex’ utter astonishment, his unworthy honor and swooning carnal pleasure, she grasped this and started slowly stroking. Only the firmness of that grip kept his weakened knees from collapsing.

“Impressive,” she murmured. “This is a damn pretty member you’ve got here, boy. Poor Jimmy must be spinning in his grave. Now, I’ve said you’ll be permitted your arousal, since I can’t prevent it and could hardly torture you worse for it than I intend to anyways. But if you dare to ejaculate, you immediately get level five – and that’s just the start. I truly can’t stand the smell or sight of semen. Nor can I be trusted to react rationally to it. You’d be in danger. So let your forever hopelessly impotent lust be just another intolerable torment, slave.”

“I understand, Goddess!” Alex gasped.

“Good!”

She released him, wiping her hand on her thigh. That body stocking was so thin and tight he could see the shape of her pubis – and the fact that it was hairless. His erection throbbed so hard it hurt as she untied his hands and lifted the top board from the stocks. Then she put a palm on the back of his head.

“Bend over, slave. You know how I want you.”

Alex eagerly complied, placing his neck and wrists in the semicircles provided. 

Even as she pulled his hair aside, fitted the matching board on top and latched it in place he found his bent-over posture uncomfortable. Despite his dread of how terribly this would surely worsen over time, his cock, heart and head all approved. Locked in place then, he uselessly shifted his widely spread feet on the concrete and mewled his excited distress. 

Would it be a paddle against his proffered ass, or a cane? Were those daily childhood belt-thrashings about to be revisited? That seemed rather anticlimactic after this afternoon…

Leaving him to whimper and wonder, Goddess stepped to the periphery of his vision. There she began rummaging among her shelves. Her ass and legs were fabulous; even the small of her back and set of her proud shoulders made him ache with that forever hopeless love and lust.

Truly this was the most intolerable torment of all, setting aside the memory of the screams that had driven him here. Alex dropped his eyes to the floor before him, trying to wait patiently for the opportunity to satisfy his owner’s ‘ravenous’ needs, whatever they might be.

At last she turned back to him. He couldn’t help but raise his head again – or then goggle agog as his jaw dropped. Comprehension came to him in a cascade of horror.

Girded on over her jungle-patterned body stocking, Goddess now sported a strap-on cock. And it was considerably larger than the suddenly drooping one she’d just been jerking.




Chapter Seven

Deflowered

The look on their faces was always priceless. This time was no anomaly.

Young Alex gaped at her as if he’d never heard of pegging – or of what happened to men imprisoned, particularly those young and vulnerable, most particularly long-haired, clear-skinned, attractive-looking white boys from privileged upbringings. 

Naïve eyes wide, she saw a decade of swaggering macho posturing and locker room indoctrination recoiling in existential distress. 

Nothing could be more threatening to one’s unsophisticated ideas about manliness than being fucked in the ass. The act spawned a million metaphors for emasculation. Despite his avowed need to suffer under and be dominated by her, and his ungovernable lust for sexual contact with her, it was clear this was a sanction Alex hadn’t considered despite its inevitability. Involuntarily he struggled with his bonds a moment as his face crumpled and those always honest eyes pleaded with her to spare him. 

Seeing her relishing grin spread wider, the boy fought to master both upbringing and instinct. It was really quite fascinating (and again, impressive) to watch. 

From horrified denial and beseeching his expression went tremulous with recognition of necessity. Acknowledgement of his infinite obligation to her led to miserable acceptance. This was followed by a hardening of the will to endure a torture in some ways worse than any he’d imagined submitting to.

Oh how unfortunately admirable! 

Once again young Alex was depriving her of so much she’d been looking forward to. 

For over a year Rachel had fantasized about terrifying and traumatizing her unwilling bitch, reveling in his gibbering refusal. She’d wanted to ruthlessly suppress a hopeless rebellion and perform a pitiless assault that emotionally shattered, physically brutalized and deliciously degraded her contemptible enemy.

Now she could only enjoy the last two. And once again she had to admit that he really wasn’t so contemptible. He was brave enough to accept anathema in the name of his conviction. Rachel doubted she even needed the restraints she was keeping him in. Even in the face of this ultimate nightmare he would probably choose to stay and submit rather than freely leave.

In an odd way this rather compensated for the loss of her sadistic sport. 

Rachel was still immensely turned on by the prospect of pegging this virginal young buck – it had been way too long, and unfulfilling before that. But this lustful exhilaration felt more wholesome. Alex being brave about it made this more like the thrill of topping her lost husband than the fury of showing some troublemaking convict who it was that ran the show. Both had their zeal-filled appeal of course. Yet for some reason Rachel suddenly found the former more attractive, despite the fact that no prisoner had ever been as deserving of the latter.

Perhaps this was because she’d never lacked for satisfaction when furiously brutalizing some lowlife scum. Her consensual adventures had been more troublesome. 

Appropriate as it would be to simply viciously hate-fuck the shit out of this boy, unfulfilled yearnings for something more sublime seemed to be at work in her. Though she grinned with wicked intent at her bitch-to-be, Rachel actually heard herself reassuring him.

“What’s the matter, my tender virgin? Never been with an older woman? Afraid I’ll maybe turn you gay? Or have you never heard what happens to naïve young boy-meat behind bars? 

“Tut-tut young son! They’d fight over your cherry like hyenas after prime rib on my old cellblock. At least here you only need to satisfy me. Though as I warned you I’m the voracious sort – kind of like a jungle cat in heat myself you know. And boy, does this lioness have a hard-on for you!”

Rachel stroked her big prick. She waggled the butt against her clit, which felt like a little pebble. Twisting his neck uncomfortably in the stocks, Alex at last raised his gaze from his sexual destiny to meet her eager regard. Terrified tears shimmered in his eyes, magnifying those engaging blue irises. Yet neither tears nor gaze fell.

“I live to serve you, Goddess. Do whatever you must to me, whatever I deserve. I won’t resist. If this is what gets you off, I’m honored by the…indignity. I owe you any iota of pleasure you can garner, so go ahead and take it.”

“Well spoken, boy!” 

Rachel smiled, not even minding that those eyes lingered on her breasts a moment before jerking away as though burned. 

She actually wanted to see that chagrined thing of his rising to salute her again, heaven help her. She couldn’t believe she’d stroked it. Even using a bottle of baby oil to lube up for the fun, she was more generous with this than prudence required. 

Moving around behind her still dread-filled slave, her delicious new bitch-for-life, Rachel stroked the trembling from his coltish flanks. She fondled his perfect young buttocks. Squeezing these appreciatively, she shushed a sob as she pried them wide. And though earlier she’d gloried in the knowledge that she need not be accommodating, Rachel remained unexplainably gentle as she used her glans and shaft to rub some oil into his opening. She mustn’t tear him up too much. But then puckering piteously or not, she could resist her little bitch no longer.

All the illimitable passion for this act her rape had inspired in her rose up raging. Though a healthy lust had happily replaced hate as her motivator, the sadistic thrill was as irresistible as ever. Aligning herself with breathless estrus, Goddess Rachel pressed forward, indenting Alex. Then with a primal shriek worthy of any feline in heat she began ramming her way in.

***

Oh Goddess, it hurt!

The pain was truly excruciating. Yet worse by far was the particular character of that agony, the invasive violation of his person. The unnatural stretching and stuffing of his formerly unnoticed insides was beyond horrible. The idea that people (gays for example) could crave this sensation was incomprehensible. More traumatizing still was the emotional assault. 

It seemed a hundred schoolyard taunts reverberated through him. Even as Goddess screamed her triumph, and he wailed helplessly as he was so brutally taken, Alex heard the worst insults in his teenage lexicon accusing him. 

He was a sissy, a butt-boy, a prison bitch; he was being corn-holed, fudge-packed, rump-reamed, cored and bored and buggered like the lowliest catamite. He was worse than flamboyantly gay in a way. The demeaning was so extreme his face flamed as though he was suspended upside down again. His guts roiled, tears streamed down his cheeks and not even his owner’s exultant arousal could redeem the devastating abyss of his humiliation.

“Oh, that’s so awesome! Goddamn, it’s been way too long! And whoo-boy, but you are delightfully tight! Courage now, my guilty little bitch – I’m going to pound you like a pile-driver. Learn to love this slave, ‘cause it’s the only kind of sex you’ll ever experience.”

Learn to love it, sure. And she’d warned him against ejaculating? How much of a pervert did she think she was? Still as Mistress’ hands gripped his hips possessively Alex felt a twinge of submissive frisson at being so utterly controlled, so helplessly at the mercy of this righteous female authority. 

She owned him, he owed her, and she could do whatever she wanted to him, even this most degrading of emasculations. But then she drew back (exquisite relief!) before ramming suddenly right back in, even harder than before. 

Slammed against the stocks, Alex choked out another wail. Still he stayed true to his vow not to resist, though his only possible recourse was to clench defensively, which would no doubt only worsen the agony. With that in mind he made a conscious effort to relax, to loosen that outraged passage so that penetration would be easier. 

This took a monumental effort – it suggested a complicity on his part that scaled that inner derision nearly to hysteria. Yet he was rewarded for this first step toward acceptance. As Goddess Rachel slid back and began slamming more swiftly into him, establishing a proper copulation, she praised him again with what he swore was genuine warmth.

“There you go! That’s my willing little bitch! It’s not so bad, is it? At least it’s not some repulsive hairy hillbilly or gang of vicious black dope-dealers all taking their turns. 

“Honestly boy, if you’re going to cheat me of the cruel glee of forcible rape, why not go all the way and become my meekly eager erotic partner? I want to see you so aroused by my pegging that your impotence tortures you as much as when you’re secretly ogling my tits.”

Groaning as the tears dripped from his chin, Alex tried to imagine that and failed. But as his sodomizer thrust ever more vigorously into him her voice became downright cajoling. Its candid appeal played on his most obsequious impulses toward her.

“Learn to love being my bitch, baby. You can do it. It will make me happy, and encourage me to grant you comforts I otherwise wouldn’t. It will get you more than a blanket in time too. Of course this will lessen your suffering here, true. But fulfilling me in this way that no ever has will be an even better repayment on your debt. 

‘So enjoy it, slave! Take your Goddess’ needy organ and savor every stroke. You’ve already earned my respect. In just one day you’ve even mellowed the hatred that’s burned in me for a year and a half. Now earn your way out of this dungeon and maybe, eventually up into my bed.”

With that Goddess dropped her exhortation to concentrate on his defloration. Only her heavy breathing and occasional sharp cries of effort and ecstasy punctuated her stabbing attack. His neck and wrists growing raw from being rhythmically rubbed against their oak bonds, his unsupported torso already causing his back to ache and his spread legs to quiver with strain, suffering the worst experience of his life (again, barring listening to a good man and innocent infant burn alive), Alex nevertheless felt a spike of excitement at this suggestion.

Did Goddess Rachel just say he could earn his way into her bed? And that she would value such closeness with him more than seeing him weep and scream in unending excruciation? Was she offering a kind of atonement that mixed the suffering he needed with the approval and intimacy he so pathetically craved? 

Such a blessing was so unthinkably beyond what he could ever have expected – as this punishment so exceeded his worst dread – that Alex was thrown without warning into the most challenging conflict imaginable.

On the one hand was everything he’d been socialized to believe about proper gender roles, which informed his personality right down into the subconscious. On the other seemed a way out of the fatal trap of his guilt and self-loathing. He’d already been physically made over from a free and wealthy member of the protected aristocracy to a condemned prisoner and torture slave. Now he was being asked (by this absolute authority he owed his soul to) for a similar psychosexual transformation. Only by fundamentally altering his identity could he pursue the inner peace and personal fulfillment he’d assumed his crime had forfeited forever.

Such an alteration would not be easy. Yet what kind of miraculous reprieve would cost him nothing? And this was his Goddess ordering (no, requesting) that he emerge from tortured misery to craft (no, accept) the kind of new persona she needed in him to restore the happiness he’d reft from her, and pursue fulfillment in her own irrevocably diminished life.

Considered in that light, what moral choice did he have? Clinging to his previous self would only damage them both. 

Somehow he must do as his owner urged and embrace existence as a lubricious little bugger-bitch. Nor could he fake this. The only way to achieve what she offered – share her bed, are you kidding me? – was to be completely sincere in his sexual and emotional growth. He must find a way to put aside his prejudices and learn to love what he’d always considered anathema.

Intellectual acceptance was easiest. He wasn’t worried about being ‘turned gay’. Girls may get to choose, but that was not the way it worked with men. Either you were attracted to other guys or you weren’t, and nothing could change it either way. It was a different stigma that needed to be overcome, namely his childish derision of the role he’d been chosen for. It was time to take to heart all the platitudes of tolerance and understanding that had been drilled into him growing up – but which he’d still been partially disregarding.

There was no blame for him in accepting this unconventional congress under the circumstances. Thus there was no real need for shame. Let that go, and maybe he could more properly appreciate this initiation. Still, what was there to love in being buggered?

He could start with that twinge he’d felt, and the excitement of bondage. 

Goddess restraining him, and that possessive, controlling grip on his hips, his utter inability to resist her worst depravities, appealed to his compulsion for victimization. The justice in being subjected to this most hideous of punishments appealed to Alex as well, as did the awareness that glorious Goddess Rachel was in escalating ecstasies delivering it. 

As her ever-more inspired spearing gored him so horribly, he at last perceived that this indeed was the ultimate act of domination. Possession, control, punishment; torture both physical and emotional inflicted by the sexual depredations of the female, it was the ultimate combination of elements. What more appropriate expression of their relationship could there be?

Goddess obviously knew best. And since he existed only to worship and serve and please her until she finally granted him the martyrdom he so needed, maybe he could find the arousal she urged in him through her, vicariously. Maybe he could empathetically appropriate some of that infectious estrus for himself. 

Like a she-cat in heat indeed she sounded. Extraordinarily fit, the only evidence of the former warrior’s monstrous exertion as she endlessly increased her power and pace was the hissing of her laboring respiration. Sometimes she growled as she bore down; often she shrieked as some particularly vicious stroke stimulated her pudenda unbearably. Now as she climbed manically toward what could only be a cat-aclysmic climax, Goddess began to snarl ferociously and grunt unselfconsciously in a feral transport of peaking effort and urgency.

Even as he yelped and wept and burned with persistent humiliation, Alex caught the contagion at last. Despite the constant excruciating trauma of being so deeply and ruthlessly violated, it was just impossible not to be affected by such rampant arousal in a female he so wanted, revered – and had developed such a twisted sexual-suicidal obsession with. 

Soon her gasps beget his own. Her obvious lust for using him at last began to excite a complementary response. Her hips slapped into him so violently and rapidly that his cock swung wildly about, propelled by the impetus to slap rhythmically up against his abdomen. The kinetics of this coupled with his erotic awakening made him begin to lengthen and thicken: an erection was on its way. Perhaps an even more essential and rewarding symbiosis than that they established this afternoon was truly about to be achieved. Perhaps learning to love this was actually within his grasp. Unfortunately epiphany had eluded Alex a bit too long. 

On the brink of breakthrough, he was preempted by his Goddess’ prerogative. 

After a year and a half of widow’s celibacy, her prime femininity could be restrained no longer. Peak reached, her shrieks scaled upward. Yet even as this evidence of orgasm augmented Alex’ sympathetic excitement, her ass-hammering accelerated just as insanely. 

Such incredible excruciation quickly drove everything but itself from his awareness. All Alex could do was grit his teeth against his screams and endure a goring torture that beggared belief until his owner’s apocalyptic throe was over. Then when she at last disengaged and staggered back, only the fact that it would have choked him or even broken his neck kept gasping Alex from collapse.




Chapter Eight

Learning to Love It

Blubbering and shuddering, he blinked the tears clear.

Goddess Rachel was walking around him. Her gait was a kind of lazy, supremely gratified strut; that big cock waggled and jutted. Reaching a shelf, she picked up a pack of cigarettes. She tamped them against her palm and unwrapped it. Withdrawing one, she leaned against the shelf and faced him. Sweat darkened her singlet, molding it even more enticingly to her.

“Another long-missed pleasure,” Goddess grinned, ripping a match from a book. “Outside of war, I only indulge after orgasm. And I only bought these yesterday in anticipation. They were a temptation while I waited for you at the cemetery, believe me.”

She struck the match, lit and puffed, shook it out. She eyed him with rueful approval again.


“I kept telling myself I’d enjoy it much more watching you shriek in bleeding hysterics after I shattered your psyche with the first of a thousand devastating rapes. No luck with that I guess – yet somehow it tastes even better. Do you smoke, son?”

Alex futilely shifted his stressful stance. Biting back a whimper, he answered.

“Occasionally.”

“Bet they all smoked like fiends at rehab.”

“No bet there.”

She smoked and studied him, her smile coolly possessive.

“Can I tempt you?”

“I could sorely use it, ma’am. Please and thank you.”

Pushing off the shelf, Goddess sauntered over. She crouched in front of him and held the butt to his lips.

“You’re welcome.”

Alex drew carefully, mindful of his posture and that he was out of the habit. Still he coughed that first hit out, though the tingly rush after was wonderful. Face to face with him, Goddess took a drag, blew the smoke in his eyes and grinned. Up close she was impossibly alluring.

“That was one fabulous fuck, slave. I’m going to do it again. In fact I’m going to do it to you almost constantly until I kill you. Maybe that’s even how I’ll perform your final coup de gras: strap on a rhinoceros horn and fuck you death. I had far more elaborate plans, but… So how was it for you, my former virgin? Did you learn to love losing your cherry?”

She held the cigarette for him again, allowing Alex to drag while he framed his answer. He carefully directed his exhale away from her.

“I made strides toward it at least. I’ve accepted the necessity. I’ve realized how essentially it expresses our relationship. I discovered a thrill extrapolated from that of being bound and dominated by you. I even forged a sympathetic connection to your own rampant lust. But I’m afraid I never got around to loving it before the agony of you finishing reduced me to mindless misery again. I’m sorry, my Goddess. I will do better next time.”

Again Rachel smiled at him. Then she actually laughed.

“What a perfect little bitch you are, boy. I’ll say it again: you’ve robbed my revenge of so much savor. Yet I’m glad. Keeping you down here permanently just isn’t practical. You’ll need to shit and shower regularly, and that means the bathroom at least. I don’t fancy you stinking up my basement unless I can help it. Here, hold out your tongue.”

When Alex complied she tapped her ash onto it before dragging again. Wincing at the flare of pain, he fought back the urge to retch and took another hit when she offered it.

“So here’s the deal, bitch. Once I’m sure that you’re thoroughly in love with taking my cock, and that your behavior will thus continue to be exemplary, you will be allowed upstairs to serve as my household chore and body slave. I will be able to enjoy you in more comfort then, and at my every whim. 

“We are way up in the mountains here son, an hour from the nearest town. No one knows you’re here and I intend to keep it that way. What would you do if someone unexpectedly came calling, a forest ranger for example?”

“I would hide, Goddess, and pray for the interfering busybody to go away.”

“Yes you would. And when they did, I would reward your loyalty by fucking your eager butt even harder.”

She finished the cigarette and met his gaze again. Eager to demonstrate that loyalty he opened his mouth, begging to become her new ashtray as well as her bitch. Mirth twinkled green, and Goddess dropped the burning butt on his tongue.

Somehow Alex doused, chewed and swallowed without screaming or puking. Tears ran from his eyes, yet his owner tousled his hair with favor. Flooded again with that unaccustomed warmth, he tried to smile even as the strain of his posture wrung another groan from him.

Finally Goddess rose, her prick bobbing in his face.

“Your butt was spared before by your hands. I’m going to give it a good caning before I fuck you again. The night is still young, slave!”

And so it was. Choosing a thin length of rattan from among the many kept soaking in an old umbrella stand, Goddess thrashed Alex’ buttocks and the backs of his thighs for an interval that seemed as endless as it was necessary. Seeing that he’d drawn red from his lip, she paused once to buckle a leather harness about his head. 

This held a plastic bit (like those used on horses) wedged between his teeth. With this to clench on, and the prospect of another opportunity for self-improvement imminent, he was again able to endure all, even the constantly increasing strain of his bonds, without demeaning himself with pleading. When she finally finished, Goddess Rachel again demonstrated her wisdom and compassion. She also treated him to touches he couldn’t help but find overpoweringly erotic.

“Whew! I’m getting a workout, boy. Good for me. Unfortunately it’s taking a toll on my property. I’d better do something about the places we’ve broken the skin. We don’t want to risk any kind of infection setting in.”

Thrusting her cane back into its bucket of brine, she opened a handy cabinet, revealing medical tools and supplies. Choosing a tube of some kind of salve, an antibiotic ointment perhaps, she returned to his backside. 

Butt still flaming with pain, his similarly welted legs quivering with strain, Alex fought his miserable weeping down to whimpers as his deity knelt and laid a calming hand on his hip. Not gently – but not abusively either – she began rubbing that salve into his wounds.

Starting at the bottom, she worked her way up his spread thighs. Although she proceeded with that matter-of-fact efficiency, just being tended by her awoke Alex’ reverence. By the time she was rubbing his buttocks, the painfully inflamed flesh springy and tender under those strong fingers, the primal drive that respected no propriety was responding. He grew erect before she finished, and as she moved around his side to treat the whip welts from earlier Goddess Rachel spied this. Still she finished the job before remarking.

“Just in time, boy. Since I can’t safely punish the outside of your ass anymore, I’m going to have to return to bludgeoning away at the inside. That means you get to be my bitch again. Does that excite you further?”

With a fresh palm-full of ointment she clasped his hardness and began smearing and stroking. Flogged raw earlier, that supremely sensitive organ responded to this combination of exquisite pain and pleasure like nothing else ever. 

Inept experimentation with oral sex was so superseded Alex could only moan in delirium. With remarkable adroitness her other hand began rubbing ointment into his anus then too, and this additional stimulus brought a heady rush of shamed lust. Recognizing a challenge and opportunity in one, the bitch-initiate rose to it. Cocking his hips he lifted to her, his drawn-out plaint quavering as she greasily pulled and probed.

“I guess you can’t talk right now. But I have my answer anyway, don’t I?”

Alex garbled some affirmative. His craving for punishment unsated, his perverse compulsion for submission in control, his adolescent body and psyche played like a fiddle by this omniscient older woman, he yearned with receptivity. Terrible pain was coming, and the most intimate assault on his lingering immaturity imaginable. Yet he truly wanted it.

This time he would learn to love his role, and please his owner in the process! He would progress toward self-worth at the behest of the beloved authority who wanted to better him this way – even though she had limitless reason to hate and wish him ill. Inexplicable as it was, his murderess-savior seemed insistent on redeeming him before he died. It would be unforgivable not to accept this blessing.

***

This time she wasn’t in such a hurry. Even as she continued that slickly squeezing pulling of his penis, one of the fingers rubbing such evocative circles against his opening slipped inside. 

Smoothly and easily it penetrated him, and without the pain of her comparatively enormous prick. Primed to appreciate the sensation, Alex moaned uncontrollably. Again he lifted and pressed back, and she obliged him by sliding in to the limit. Though his face continued to burn, his erection strained insanely, especially when Goddess began rubbing him inside as well. Such exquisite pleasure accompanied this that his knees weakened again and he choked momentarily as the oak about his throat took his weight. Sobbing as he forced his overstressed body to support itself again, Alex nevertheless felt orgasm approaching. Oh, his captor knew things about arousing a male that no high school girl alive had ever dreamed about!

“Feel that boy? Nice isn’t it? That’s your prostate gland, also known as the male g-spot. I could make you spurt just doing this, couldn’t I?”

Alex moaned his admission. Forgotten were all those childish taunts and the horror of this requirement. Give him level five, level ten, level one hundred even. He needed to come so bad! But even as he gasped and squirmed with imminence Goddess released his penis and withdrew from his bum. Laughing softly but with distinctly sadistic relish, she purred seductively.

“Are you ready for me now, baby? Ready to accept being fucked by your owner as the only substitute for the orgasm you can never again enjoy?”

Tortured indeed by carnal need, so empty now he ached terribly to be filled again no matter how much it hurt, Alex nodded urgently. He keened his eagerness and futilely shifted his stance again, trying to set himself for the bludgeoning upcoming. Goddess laughed yet again, an almost girlish giggle this time, one that betrayed her own delighted excitement.

“Good boy! Let’s get it on then, my sexy new bitch-unto-death. You robbed me of my husband; now you owe me the sublime kind of sex life I should have had with him. So suffer and enjoy, and bond erotically with me through this, Alex Downing. Learn to love your goddess’ big hard cock and who knows where you might end up?”

She rose and moved back into position. Suspense tantalized Alex terribly as she lubed up again. Then it was finally time to prove deserving of such unfathomably generous kindness.

Goddess gripped his hips; her tip kissed him. This time she pushed inside with exquisite slowness, and the last of his prejudiced idiocy evaporated. Though his cheeks still flushed with reflexive humiliation and likely always would, the occupation of his body by another, that rude intrusion of his uttermost intimacy indeed now felt unbearably erotic. 

It was confirmed: no more quintessential expression of sexual suzerainty existed. In this context the stretching was heaven, the stuffing up unbelievably evocative. He was hers forever now in a worshipful submissive rapture the apotheosis of which would only come when she killed him. As Goddess’ glorious organ of domination so filled (and fulfilled) him, Alex was acutely aware this time of the sliding pressure on his prostate. Again this was unbelievably pleasurable. And rather than overwhelm him immediately with agony as before, the pain of his penetration was perfectly in proportion with his ungovernable craving. 

He would be eager for that earlier excruciation soon. He would treasure it. For now his toes curled, his cock throbbed, his back arched involuntarily and he cried out with the first-ever sating of a previously unrecognized fundamental hunger in him. 

This was what he had always been intended for. Forget about marriage and child-rearing, taking over the company and carrying on the family name. As that first thrust culminated with them balls to balls and his Goddess socketed seemingly inseparably from her property, she breathed benediction upon him in response.

“There you go! I knew you’d learn to love it. I just never dreamed it would happen so quickly. You constantly exceed my expectations, slave. Well done. Just remember: only I get to climax. Wonderfully obliging you may be, but you are still unworthy of that.”

In the flood of warmth that came with such cherished praise, even in the desperate heat of his rutting need, Alex acknowledged this truth. 

Maddening as a life of tortured impotence would no doubt soon prove, it was wonderfully just. If he aspired to replace the man he’d murdered in this divinely desirable dominatrix’ bed, it was right that he do so neutered. That he not profit by his crime, each second should bring him as much suffering and frustration as honor and euphoria.

Let this heaven, this apotheosis of punishment and perverted yearning serve as his substitute. Is that not what she’d just urged? As his omnipotent Goddess began slowly pumping in and out of him Alex was again beautifully primed and even breathless to embrace his destined and most necessary purpose. Her continuing gentleness in allowing him to appreciate each gradual inch sliding in, to welcome each increment in the slow growth of pain, eased him perfectly into the erotic dependency that would forevermore rule him. 

From anathema to addiction in a few short hours, taking Goddess Rachel’s cock was suddenly something Alex knew he could never do without. It defined the new him. Molded as his owner desired now, the eagerly willingly bitch was more than ready to relish her most inspired pounding. After half a dozen teasingly sedate thrusts he was frantic for it. 

Sensing this amazingly easy success, delighted and excited to an extent she perhaps didn’t care to examine, Goddess quickly obliged him.

Gaining force and fervor with each stroke, she increased the tempo. As the pain swiftly mounted, so too did the thrill in the mounted one. Again his neck and wrists were galled by the stocks. His swollen and welted buttocks were spanked ever more briskly by the hips slapping against them. And of course that formerly monstrous intrusion, the hard prong of rampant female demand ramming endlessly up into his helplessly restrained tenderness, stabbed the most evocative agony imaginable into him.

It was all welcome. Oh, it was so welcome! Sexual suffering was the most compelling ordeal there was, perfectly merging his need for retribution with his perverted lust for the woman he’d so wronged. And this was the epitome of it.

It had taken a radical awakening for Alex to truly understand this. But with the breakthrough achieved there was no going back. The greater the pain, the more profound the sense of being nothing but an object or toy whose only value was to be brutally used for the carnal enjoyment of his deity, the more his twisted lust consumed him. 

Every bludgeoning entry made him cry out sharply with mad gratification. Every swift slippery retreat made him hungrier for the next vicious salient. Even as the excruciation reached the heights previous he found himself equal to it. His penis remained steely-hard and needy beyond belief. As it was again slapped rhythmically up against his abdomen it began leaving a bit of wetness there: a pre-ejaculate ooze that spoke emphatically of his runaway lubricity. 

The constant pressure on his prostate, combined with that divine depravity, was amazingly driving him toward that forbidden orgasm. With only that rhythmic swinging and slapping as stimulation, a cock that had always needed a good five minutes of sustained jerking to spurt soon seemed nearly on the verge.

Fear of level five was nothing to Alex now. The possibility of disobeying his Goddess, of violating the supremely just sanction of his eternal impotence, was everything. Even though he was more turned on than ever before, he dreaded this offense so acutely that he now felt no temptation whatsoever. 

On the contrary he tried urgently to damp his frenzy. Alas, once seized and appreciated, the incredible sexual excitement of being bound and buggered by a domineering woman remained impossible to restrain. Fortunately his beloved owner was perhaps even more deranged by lust than he. Racing him to climax, she was marginally in the lead.

‘Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!” Goddess’ mad chanting climbed with her hammering. “You’re my bitch, boy! Mine! Mine! Mine! Mine! Mine!”

The glorious truth of this exalted them both unbearably. He screamed; she overtopped him and redoubled her furious assault. Skyrockets burst inside his mind; the earth shook and oceans trembled throughout his innermost being. Still the incredible crescendo continued, with Alex desperately holding the apocalypse at bay through an intransigent will born of his guilt. He might have been seconds from unforgivable sin when his savior saved him again.

Goddess Rachel’s cries turned into those she-cat shrieks. Her agonizing goring of him accelerated insanely, driving him right to the brink. But even her insatiable sadistic lust and supremely fit body could sustain such ecstasy for only so long. At last she slumped gasping against him, momentarily choking Alex terribly before he could force his horribly stressed body to support the extra weight. Yet even this panicked mortal struggle had the thrill of a sexual peak about it. And when his owner then ran her hands over him with treasuring possessiveness as she moaned and recovered (still embedded in him to the balls), the surge of cosseted joy was all the reward he needed as his unconsummated frenzy ebbed away. 

Immensely gratified in ways he couldn’t begin to explain, Alex groaned eloquently. His legs quivered with what seemed their last strength. Still he held on, supporting his gently stroking savior until she finally sighed, lifted from him and pulled out. Moving back around the pillory, she unbuckled the harness and withdrew the bit from his mouth. Again she crouched down.

“I guess you’re suffering pretty badly in those stocks.”

Alex’ voice was tremulous in response.

“Very much so, Goddess, thank you.”

“I could leave you that way all night, but you would strangle so wastefully long before dawn. I could never forgive myself.”

She grinned with her kidding, then turned candid.

“That was beyond fabulous once again, slave – you’ve turned yourself into the perfect bitch-boy for me in only two screws. I’m beyond amazed. I actually think I’m flattered, and either wonderfully lucky or extraordinarily fucked. I need to soak over it in the tub a while before I’ll even believe it, much less decide what it means. So let’s get you out of there and settled in for the night. You’ve certainly earned that blanket I promised.”

“Thank you very much, Goddess.”




Chapter Nine

Assessments

Rachel closed the door in the floor and threw the bolts. 

Doing that last might seem unnecessary to the point of ridiculousness – her slave was tied up and chained to the wall after all, and they were as isolated as any two people could be. Still good habits die hard. Discipline in all things was the mantra in her old unit, and here that meant not taking any chances one didn’t have to. Supremely pleased with how the first day of her revenge went, she wasn’t about to begin slighting security already. Besides, the outrageous redundancy of restraints upon her property rather turned her on.

Rachel stood and stretched, the muscles of her back and shoulder protesting.

Today she’d needed the lusty exertion of flinging the whip and flogger and wielding the cane herself. After all this time and preparation, the sadistic glee of actively inflicting agony upon the guilty could not be denied. Plus the endorphin rush of a good workout was better than a hit of weed sometimes, or even an evening bottle of wine. Perhaps predictably her zeal had got the better of her however. She’d overdone it, damaging herself as well as her prisoner. 

She was going to have to go easy on her whipping arm for a while – not that that was any real hardship, what with the collar on his neck and all the other insidious devices she’d invented or installed. Tomorrow she could introduce the condemned to some of these, and have him howling without hardly lifting a finger. First she needed that long soak in a hot tub though. Short of ordering up a massage or resorting to analgesics that was all she could do.

Stepping over into the bathroom, Rachel stripped off her sweaty body stocking. 

She started the tub filling, a big whirlpool spa powerful enough for a locker room yet appointed like a honeymoon suite. This had been her own addition of course, and had required taking down a wall and sacrificing a closet for. Still this was another comfort she refused to forgo, though of course she’d kept intact the small shower stall the previous owner had been content with. A few hooks and rings added here and there, some flex-hose and fittings, and this had been modified to suit the needs of her prisoner.

She was still smiling to herself as she tossed her singlet into the laundry. Naked she felt distinctly tingly even after coming her brains out twice tonight. As the tub swirled and filled up, Rachel lit a number of scented candles. She started some mellow instrumental music playing and doused the electric lighting. Then reveling in a mood of almost romantic euphoria she added bubbles and bath oil (and bruised fresh basil leaves) and slid into a delicious liquid sting.

Every cell in her body seemed to sigh and celebrate at the same time. Giving the churning wet heat time to work on her before bathing, she relaxed back, still feeling that unaccustomed smile curving her lips. She’d been so dour for so long and with good reason. Now everything was going so wrong and yet coming out so consequently wonderfully!

If Alex Downing had repeatedly defied her expectations, her response to finding him brave and honorable yet tortured by an unconscionable attraction to her was equally unexpected. 

After dreaming about hate-filled rapes for well over a year, she’d reacted to his submissive malleability by immediately seducing him into becoming a kind of bugger-lover, making him over into the meekly eager pegging partner the post-rape Rachel had somehow come to crave for her bedmate.

Not usually one to second-guess her instincts, she was still soaring on that last fuck, and this first glimpse of the shared sublimity she’d always sought. 

Sex was so much better with such a reciprocal, even spiritual connection like they were forging right now! After all the satisfactions this day had brought (and they were too many to list), this serendipitous bit of destiny seemed the ultimate icing on the cake. Yet even in the reveling bliss of her triumphal soak, a twinge of unease intruded on Rachel’s peace.

She’d reacted almost fondly toward her property after that second fuck. 

Not only had her bitch learned to love it more unmistakably than could be believed in record time, but as she lay draped over his pegged ass afterward he somehow found the will to support her rather than give up and strangle until was she forced to save him.

Impressed yet again, she’d wanted to not just pet his lovely body but kiss it all over, only to suddenly remember who he was: the murderer of her family. 

It was one thing to use her slave however she liked to pursue the fulfillment his crimes had cost her. And letting go of blind hatred could be healthy. It was another thing though to betray the memory of Caitlyn and James by developing any actual affection for this irresponsible twit. She’d have to watch that. Whatever bonds developed between them all alone out here, however long she drew out her delightfully domineering dalliance with this guilty little bitch, she still needed to take full furious pleasure from killing him in the end.

***

Rachel let the spa work on her body and drifted into dozy reminiscing. Naturally conical, her nipples hardened and stood out even more sharply as she relived having sex for the first time since being widowed. 

Of course this didn’t include the punitive rapes she’d performed in her capacity as a corrections guard. She’d gone on a bit of a rampage when it became clear the killer of her family was going to get off. Still those didn’t count. There was as much difference between rape and having sex as sex and making love, at least where she was concerned. The first she’d been able to indulge in anytime. It was the latter two she’d missed. Freed by dozing, her mind turned traitor on her and went beyond just the evening’s unexpected fun. It began to picture kissing again, and playing and other delights she’d been too long denied – and which she’d foolishly assumed she could live without as long as she had her revenge. 

Moaning hopelessly, Rachel at last shook these semi-dreams away, suppressing the unwanted message without confronting it. Before she could fall asleep for real in here she stirred, bathed, tested her sore muscles and at last climbed out and dried off. Looking forward to having her chore slave see to such things, she drained and rinsed the tub. Her curiosity piqued then, she went to peek at her new property one last time before retiring.

Back in her bedroom, Rachel flipped the TV on – a rather smaller model of the same brand in the living room. She’d considerately doused the lights downstairs, so the screen showed only black. She clicked through camera feeds until she got the one that showed infrared. 

There he was: all tied up again and glowing orange. Though the radiators had been off for over an hour they still carried a residual heat signature, if not much of one. It must be getting cold down there again. Still Alex was unmoving, either sound asleep or unwilling to risk losing the blanket she’d tossed over him by rolling or struggling.

The camera was good enough to detect the slow, steady movement of his breathing. After a minute Rachel decided he was asleep. Good for him – he’d need to keep up his strength. She went to turn off the TV, thought better of it and left it on.

It would be nice to be able to glance up at the screen every time she stirred. Still naked from her bath, the lady of the house slipped into her incredibly comfortable if lamentably empty bed. Looking up through the skylight, she caught sight of a meteor burning up. She thought of making a wish on it. Yet she finally had all she needed right here. Burrowing deeper under her comforter, Rachel giggled to herself and recited a private nonsense line she’d devised as a child and that had stuck with her ever since.

“Snuggle-uggle-buggle, all cozy-dozy in my comfy bunny den!”

Jim had shaken his head or rolled his eyes the few times she’d let this slip aloud. It was silly, but so what? Bedding down made her giddy sometimes, particularly after a rewarding day. Why should she hide this? No way her worshipful slave would ever be anything but charmed…

Smiling smugly, the newly proclaimed Goddess was asleep within minutes.

***

There was no way to tell how much time had passed.

When Alex woke, the darkness was just as impenetrable as it had been when his owner left. It was considerably colder though, and he was ravenously hungry, so he guessed several hours had passed. His hands and feet had gone numb, not from the chill down here but the tightness of the ropes that bound them together behind him. The side of his body he lay upon ached terribly – not that the whipped and caned, bound and cramped and brutally buggered rest of him was much better. Still he didn’t dare roll over for fear of the blanket slipping off. Thin as it was, it was far better than nothing. 

Groaning with his many miseries, Alex tried to go back to sleep. What other relief was available? Unfortunately his ears or his imagination (or both) refused to let him.

With a dearth of other sensory input, these magnified (or manufactured) auditory stimuli. Faint, stealthy rustlings came to him. Soft thumps sounded, as if small objects on the surrounding shelves were being moved or tipped over. Quick skitterings put the hair up on the back of his neck before lapsing back into the profound silence of a soundproofed underground.

Two days ago Alex might have conjured the ghosts of his victims in here, come in the guise of a poltergeist to torment or even slay him. He might even have obliged them, swallowing his own tongue in terror and asphyxiating. Spooked as he was though he soon posited a more mundane explanation: mice.

One time he’d pretended to sleep over at a friend’s house when in truth they’d gone to stay with his older brother at the local college. Crashing on the living room couch of their off-campus apartment, he’d awakened to similar sounds. There in the dimness he’d observed the filthy little critters munching marijuana seeds and Doritos crumbs off the carpet.

It was his first exposure to vermin. He’d never seen a live mouse before, much less a rat or even cockroach. Still half-loaded, he’d filed the incident away and passed out again. Waking up in the morning still alive, un-infested by fleas or plague, the younger Alex had decided mice were harmless, if not particularly welcome cohabitants. If he ever needed to keep them out of his winter grain stores, he could get a cat. Until then he could remain indifferent.

That macho equanimity was now being tested. Back then he’d been up on the couch, which at least provided an illusion of remove. This time he was right on the floor with (whatever it was), and he was hogtied up completely helpless to boot.

Suddenly Alex flashed back to childhood, and a cartoon that had terrified him. Classic Warner Brothers’ fare from the fifties, this featured Porky Pig and Sylvester the cat staying in a run-down hotel infested with murderous mice. Towards the end Porky had been captured by the mice, bound and gagged and carried in procession towards the masked axe-mouse waiting to take his head. As much as the sense of utter helplessness in the face of execution had upset an impressionable kid, it appealed to Alex now. He squirmed against his ropes and grew erect in the dark, imagining his beloved headswoman securing him into an improvised guillotine down here. 

Unfortunately before he could indulge too fully in fantasy, more immediate concerns occurred. That other time he’d not only been up on the couch and unbound, he’d been in the city. According to his owner he was now up in the mountains, as far from civilization as she could get him without braving deserts, jungles, oceans or ice caps. So maybe this wasn’t just a timid little house mouse he heard. What else might he be sharing his dungeon with?

The thought of rats was bad enough. But if this was still California it could be something far worse. There were bark scorpions or fiddleback spiders for example, either of which could kill him with a single blundering sting. And where you had rodents, you had snakes. Rattlers often denned in the foundations of old structures, sometimes by the hundreds. A single chink in the wall was all it took…

Straining his senses in the inky abyss, Alex wondered if their deprivation was tripping him out. Panic surged and he forced it back, determined not to demean himself. 

Whether Goddess could hear him or not, there was no way he was going off into shrieking hysterics here. If he couldn’t sleep he needed to occupy himself. He needed some good old-fashioned rational analysis of his situation after one day of slavery. Indeed he needed to celebrate all the spectacular good luck – and divine favor – that had blessed him since walking out of his parents’ house for the last time.

First had come that fortuitous exchange with asshole, ensuring he wouldn’t be looked for right away. Then on the brink of giving up and hanging himself came heavenly intervention, in the form of a gloriously sexy goddess coming forth to claim his death for herself. 

That would have been splendid luck enough. Even if she’d made him kneel right there so she could yank back his head and cut his throat, or used that metal box to bury him alive or slowly roast him, he would have been profoundly grateful. Instead she’d brought him here, to a remote dungeon straight out of his most perverted fantasies. And not only did she promise to kill him by the slow torture he craved – and then provide him with a blessed first taste of it – but she also introduced him to the kind of wonderfully punishing and degrading sexual use that was all he was fit for. She’d bestowed upon him a kind of redemption he never could have imagined. Though it made his face blush even in memory, Alex relived becoming his Goddess’ bitch over and over again. Armored thus against the dark, he soon forgot about the sounds, phantom or otherwise that plagued him. Cold and hungry, cramping in his pitilessly tight hogtying, his abused body aching fiercely all over, he passed the suffering hours remembering, fantasizing, giving thanks and praying to his deity to come back and peg him some more. And whether he dozed off again or not, at last Alex became aware that he could see faintly.

Up at the very top of the walls, a few stones had been replaced with glass blocks. While cloudy in the manner of impure quartz, so that it was impossible to see in or out, these admitted a faint gray light. It was morning at last. The second day of his sentence had begun.

***

Ordinarily Talia would let Phillip answer the phone. As the majordomo who kept the estate running smoothly it was usually something he would be handling anyway. Then again, ordinarily she wouldn’t even be here. By this time (almost half past ten) she would be downtown at the charity she helped oversee. Her husband would be at the office and her son perhaps just rising, preparing to join her when she came home for lunch. With the boy now missing, Alexander could perhaps go about business as usual. Talia was still a wreck. The last thing she needed was to be out in public. When the telephone trilled next to her she almost knocked over her cup of tea lunging for it. Hovering in the doorway, Phillip frowned his concern.

“Downing residence.”

“Talia? Mark Jacobsen here.”

“Yes, Sheriff!” Talia fumbled for her heavy linen napkin with her free hand without hardly being aware of it. Her handkerchief was used up.

“I just wanted to update you here on our progress.”

“Please!”

“Well, we still haven’t turned up Alexander Junior. We’ve put a watch on all his accounts, so that as soon as he withdraws money or uses one of his cards we’ll get a fix on his location. We’re also in touch with his internet provider watching his cell phone and email. With your permission we’d like to look at his recent correspondence for any clues to his whereabouts.”

“By all means, Sheriff, do whatever you can. No matter what Alexander says, Junior isn’t the type to just run off without saying anything.”

There was a moment of uncomfortable silence while Talia remembered how the boy had done just that the night of the accident. Jacobsen came to her rescue.

“We’ll find him, Talia, don’t worry. Right now we’re working on getting hold of the footage from the security cameras along his route to the school.”

“Did you…has anyone checked to see he isn’t lying in the ditch with a broken back or something?”

Hating the jag in her voice at the end, Talia bit her lip as the sheriff soothed her.

“We’ve checked both sides of the road, all the way there. We’ve had property owners scour their grounds, especially the cemetery. There’s no indication of any accident or foul play. Please, take it easy. Your boy will turn up. I’ve seen a lot of this kind of thing and nine times out of ten everything turns out fine.”

“All right.” Talia wiped her face. “Thank you for calling, Sheriff. I know you’ve got a lot to do besides personally reassure me.”

“No problem. Nothing’s more important than the well-being of our young people. I’ll be in touch as soon as we hear anything. Take care now.”

“Goodbye.”

The phone chattered against its cradle as she hung it up. It was early yet, but Talia thought she’d better take another pill.




Chapter Ten

Morning Glories

Rachel woke to the scream of an eagle and untrammeled blue through the skylight above her. Sight and sound were so inspiring she decided on a quick breakfast out on the porch. She’d be spending enough time underground.

Casting off the coverlet as she sat up, Rachel checked the TV. Her slave glowed red in the gray, enough so for her to see that he’d abandoned his own blanket to squirm his way over to the drain so he could relieve himself. Shivering a bit herself in her nudity, she clicked off the TV and used the small laptop next to it to turn the heaters on downstairs. Pulling on a pair of black spandex shorts and a matching sports bra, she went out to put the coffee on.

Time to eat up the fresh produce while she had it. Rachel chose a grapefruit, peeled it, and cut a slice of moist zucchini bread heavy with walnuts. Carrying her rather minimal meal she pushed the front door open wide and let the morning air flood in. As it did she crossed the porch to sit on the steps in the gorgeous spring sunshine. 

Birds trilled and called, squirrels scampered through nearby branches or chased each other around the boles and everything was picture-perfect. Beyond her driveway the mountain fell away, the desolate canyon bathed in brilliance as the sun cleared the ridge behind her. All was lovely and peaceful beyond words. Still Rachel had to remark on it, if only to the sparrows that had begun to gather in expectation of her crumbs.

“Will you look at that, fellas? I bet it looks even better from way up in the air. I think that’s what Mister Eagle was telling me a few minutes ago. He was saying, ‘Hey bitch, get out of bed. Come see what a beautiful morning it is before you go spend the day in the dungeon. I know you can’t resist playing with that prisoner of yours, but for Caitlyn’s sake, stop and smell the roses! You’ve got the rest of his miserable life to torture and fuck that boy.’”

Rachel giggled to herself, using sections of grapefruit to wash down the nutty bread, and the bread in turn to combat her involuntary puckering. At the end she tossed the last bits to the peanut gallery, stood up and brushed off the crumbs. Her squabbling audience descended as she took one last look over the canyon and headed back inside.

Locking up behind her, Rachel poured coffee in her mug and the rest into a thermos. She saw the bananas were already getting mushy and grabbed the remaining bunch of four. Bitch-boy could have a nutritious treat and practice for sucking her cock at the same time.

Giggling again, feeling like the proverbial million bucks, the Goddess of Bear Claw Canyon descended to her demesne. 

***

When Alex heard the bolts being thrown and the door opened he almost wept with the hope of relief. Having his hands and feet cuffed together behind him had been bad enough after any number of hours. Last night his owner had used rope. She’d pulled and stretched it and lashed him up so tightly the bowing of his back was far more severe. By now it felt like knives were stabbing into the junction of each vertebra, the pain radiating out from there to savage his entire lumbar region. She’d also bound his elbows together. Cramping agony flared out similarly from where his shoulders seemed to have long since popped out of their sockets

Though intellectually and emotionally Alex craved any and all punishment, the long hours of lonely and ever-growing excruciation had his physical form desperate for relief – or at least a change in afflictions.

Let her torture him any way she chose, as long as it was a different torture. Watching Goddess Rachel come down the stairs at last, tears of worshipful devotion blurred her incredible beauty. Instead of a singlet she now wore black shorts and a bra that were just as clingy yet left her washboard belly, amazing legs, muscular arms and proud shoulders bare. 

Freckles stippled those shoulders fetchingly, and the scar of an old bullet or shrapnel wound made a curve around one deltoid. This reminder of her past in combat, fighting ruthless jihadis in the misogynous wilds of Central Asia, made her a more intimidating totem of feminine power than ever. Moaning with lust and fealty Alex blinked his gaze clear to see her smiling with possessive glee as she picked her way across the dungeon toward him.

“Good morning, my willing prisoner, my delectable young butt-boy. Are you ready for another wonderful day of submitting to my righteous revenge?”

“I am ecstatic at the opportunity, my beloved executioner. You look fabulously attractive, and I can’t wait to be your bitch again.”

Alex strained at his ropes involuntarily and a sob of distress he couldn’t suppress burst from him. Goddess’ laughter was merry in response, with a heartwarming note of commiseration even.

“You’ve been crying down here, slave. Is being tied up all the time, cold and hungry causing you to suffer appropriately? Or did you just miss me?”

“Both, Goddess Rachel. I truly love you, and I love to suffer for you too. The only time I feel any self-worth is when you indicate approval of me, or when you’re hurting me as terribly as I deserve. Being shut away from you is the worst torment of all.”

“I’m glad, slave. All this time I was expecting your hate and terror, your cowardly sniveling resistance to justice. I should be angry and confounded, but I’m not. I’m happier than I can remember being since you took my family from me. Life is finally looking up again.

“Anyway, I thank you for the flattery. I haven’t cared about looking or feeling sexy for some time. But the way you stare at me, and the knowledge that you can never do anything about your hopeless lust but channel it into love of being my bitch has my juices flowing again. I wanted to wear a dominatrix outfit like in your videos, but this is the best I could do. Still it should heighten the excitement some. 

“Today I’m going to torture you far worse than merely beating you, or subjecting you to the stress of the stocks. Then we’ll see the limits of your devotion to both me and the cause of justice. But first we must see to the needs of the body. 

“Tell me slave, do you have to move your bowels? If you continue to behave so wonderfully today I’ll take you up to use the facilities tomorrow morning. If you can’t wait, then say so. I have a covered bucket down here you can use in the meantime.”

“I can wait, Goddess. I haven’t been eating much lately.”

“Well, let’s get some food in you then. We need to eat up the perishables; I won’t be going into town to get more for quite a while. And the garden’s just starting to come up. So enjoy the fresh provender, boy. You’ll be eating out of cans again soon enough.”

Taking a sip of coffee, she set down the thermos. Then with her mug in one hand and a bunch of spotty bananas in the other she came forward and sat cross-legged on the pad next to him. Setting the mug down she began peeling a banana.

“Roll on your side, boy. I want to see your penis.”

Alex obeyed. Already swelling, this responded to freedom by climbing swiftly into salute. Tossing aside the stripped peel, Goddess shifted closer. Clutching the naked fruit with one hand, she gripped his erection with the other and began a maddeningly slow pumping.

“Jimmy forgive me, but this truly is a lovely cock you’ve got here boy. Arrogantly big and thick, uncircumcised and oh-so responsive…I can’t resist playing with it. Soon it will be in agonizing pain, so make the most of this torturous pleasure. Shoot your filthy spunk in my hand though, and you know what happens.”

“Of course, Goddess.”

“Good boy. Don’t you wish you could be pleasuring my organ at the same time?”

“Absolutely, ma’am.”

“Well, let’s practice that. Oh dear, your hands are tied, aren’t they? Maybe you’d better open your mouth.”

Already heated from the divine manipulation of his penis, Alex’ face flamed crimson with recognition. Nevertheless he accepted the mortifying inevitability suggested immediately. The hope of approval easily overwhelming any benighted reticence, he not only opened his mouth wide, but he formed a tooth-cushioning circle with receptively pursed lips. Right away his deity rewarded with him with the worth that was in her gift.

“There you go! There’s the cute young cocksucker I need in my bed! Splendidly done! Here’s an appetizer for you, then. We’ll get to the main course soon enough.”

She pushed the banana deep into his mouth. Alex pursed on it, and she slid it and out. Broiling with humiliation even as he writhed in desperate arousal (Goddess was still simultaneously pumping him, again demonstrating her amazing coordination), he raised his timid gaze to her. Rich with smug approval, her smile salved his soul.

“Look at you, all sappy with devotion! I want to see those same eyes while you’re choking on my plunging hard-on.”

She pushed the banana in deeper, until it touched his uvula and gagged him. Though tears streamed from his eyes, Alex fought his rebelling system. Somehow he kept from puking or biting until it at last withdrew.

“Not bad, boy. We’ll make a proper dick swallower out of you in no time. For now just eat, and look forward to being untied soon.”

That Alex could do, especially when she stopped jacking him. Still the feeling of dependency as she hand-fed him that banana (and another afterward) a bite at a time stirred his submissive urge sufficiently to keep him straining in aching homage to her. Wiping her hands on him at the end, Goddess noticed this and teased it with light tickling touches.

“Still as eager as ever for me, I see. Well, let’s see how this fellow responds to the burning kiss of electricity – the only kind of kissing he’ll ever get.”

***

Once Alex was untied, it took some brisk rubbing of his limbs to get him functional again. As with their every other interaction, he found himself humbled, blessed, daunted and thrilled by the touch of his owner’s strong hands. Slim fingers that could kill him instantly as well as dress battle wounds and field-strip any weapon were brusque and sure as they restored his circulation. So enjoyable was this that he was tempted to malinger, and let her go on massaging him as long as she would. That wasn’t exemplary behavior though. It wasn’t even honorable. As soon as he could Alex indicated his readiness to proceed. Goddess helped him to his feet.


“Where to, Goddess?” he asked, then abruptly apologized as her grip on his elbow tightened. “I’m sorry. Speak only when spoken to, yes?”

“No,” she gave him a rueful smile. “Back on the cellblock, or in the brig or a secret detention center – or even if you were the Alex Downing I was expecting – that would be the rule. But I like to talk. I’ve been going batty up here, talking to the TV, the wildlife and even myself. Stay polite and respectful is all.”

“Naturally, my exquisite deity.”

Goddess Rachel laughed. 

“You may keep up the flattery too. Come along now, condemned one. To the rack with you. Let’s see how chatty you are while I’m getting medieval on you.”

“I can’t wait, ma’am.”

“I see!”

Dropping his arm, she instead clasped the rigid upthrust of his erection. Tugging him by this handle, she drew him over to the rack.

Like the pillory, this was a sleeker, modern improvisation of the ancient device. Standing waist-high, also made of newly varnished oak, it resembled a long, narrow but sturdy table. Built into one end were padded shackles for his ankles. Either due to space constraints or for some other reason, there was no mechanism at the other end. Rather the table had been bolted to the floor about five feet from the wall, where a spool and crank had been installed. Stout chains wound about the former dangled leather cuffs. Less than three feet wide, the tabletop was covered with a relief of rounded, peg-like protrusions half an inch tall. 

While not a bed of nails by any means, that hard, irregular surface would be no flowery bower either. Still Alex climbed up on it as eagerly as his still protesting body permitted. Lying back, he found his head just short of the edge and those pegs as immediately uncomfortable as he’d guessed. Whimpering with expectation of how they would feel after a few hours, he shifted uselessly, only to subside straightaway when his owner locked his ankles in place. When she moved around to the other end, he thrust his arms out straight above his head. As she cuffed his wrists to the chains his erection strained, jutting fiercely out from his body. And as the crank began to turn with a metallic ratcheting, it pulsed with anticipation of the promised torture. Still the criminal had to be patient. Preparations remained to be made.

***

The chains retracted. His arms and body lengthened and then began to stretch. The cuffs bit into his extremities and the pegs his back and buttocks. The sound and sensations of popping and crackling came from his spine and joints as his frame elongated. 

Alex gasped as the stress increased and the pain began. With his belly hollowed by distention, the urgent uprightness of his erection stood out more emphatically yet. Still the crank turned, his body stretched and that cock throbbed importunately on until a cry of arousal was wrenched from him. At that Goddess at last desisted. 

Humming happily, she pushed over another bit of apparatus he’d noticed earlier: an electronic console covered with switches and dials, gauges and readouts. Black cables the thickness of USB wires were plugged into numbered ports by the dozen. Craning his head, Alex saw that some ended in alligator clips, some in little rubber squares, and the two largest ones in shiny surgical steel: one a slim ten-inch wand or stylus and the other a heavy conical object the size of his fist. 

In a small caddy on the side were a pair of squeeze bottles, one of conductive lubricant and the other of some similarly treated adhesive. Goddess grinned at him as she plucked up the latter.

“Since you’re of this multimedia generation, I’m sure you need concurrent sources of stimulation to keep you entertained.”

“The more the merrier,” he groaned. “Though honestly Goddess, just gazing on you keeps me rapt with awe, worship, and shamed arousal, while simultaneously torturing me with the most eviscerating remorse. You are the living reminder of my crimes and my only hope of redemption. You are the embodiment of the justice I need, the focus of my needy fealty and the most irresistibly desirable female I have ever seen.”

“Again with the honey-tongue! I knew I was right to let you talk. But now I have to concentrate a minute so I don’t get these wires mixed up. I want to know exactly which contact corresponds to which channel.”

Alex fell obligingly silent as she untangled and sorted cords. At last she extracted one of those ending in an inch-square rubber pad. Squirting this with that adhesive, she pasted it to his groin at the base of his hard-on. Humming happily again, she glued similar contacts all around, as well as to his testicles and every inch of the thickly rigid shaft. Finishing this she tickled his tip and interrupted her humming with a single murmur.

“Lovely!”


Next Goddess Rachel began running out wires with alligator clips. Two each were pinched onto his nipples. Smiling slyly at Alex’ hissing intake, she proceeded to attach another five to his quivering glans, two clamping either side and the last one biting cruelly into his frenulum, the exquisitely sensitive stretch just below the opening. This brought a helpless yelp from him at last, and his owner crowed with wicked delight.

“Just wait, baby! Now come the really fun ones!”

She switched the adhesive for the specially formulated lubricant. As she coated that gleaming wand (slightly curved, the length of a pencil if not so thick), Alex tried to deny what she meant to do with it. Then with sadistic relish she leaned over him.

“Here we go, boy. Like you, this thing of yours will never fuck, but only be fucked!”

Between the clamped sides of his glans, just above that most agonizing tip-clip, opened his meatus, the outlet of the urethra. With careful cruelty Goddess poked that glistening probe inside that hole and pushed it deep, penetrating his erection to the end. 

This invasion was so unnatural the distress was out of all proportion to the pain – which was of course considerable. Alex writhed in his distension, worsening its various agonies in a welcome counterpoint. Tears leaked down his temples and he mewled through gritted teeth. Still his tumescence lessened not a whit. 

It was only too obvious now where that last, gargantuan plug went. And that recognition kept him as hard as the steel stuffing him even as his face flamed, his head swam and a stressful sweat broke out over him. Goddess’ grin as she lubed that heavy metal insert made him want to weep and frantically jerk himself at the same time. It made him want to slavishly lick her cunt and take her cock until it killed him.

“One more electrode for you, slave. I actually have a third one for your mouth. But then you couldn’t tell me how wonderful I am while I torture you. We’ll have to skip it this time.”


Though his legs were only moderately spread, the pegs gouging into him raised Alex just enough to allow access. A blunt point of cold slick steel (or whatever highly conductive metal this was) found his opening and pressed in. 

Though tapered it swelled quickly in circumference, stretching his sphincter as radically as the rest of him. Despite Alex’ newfound arousal at being anally penetrated by his owner, the pain quickly grew so extreme he clenched spastically in resistance no matter how much he willed himself to calmness.

His Goddess was patient. She waited out each involuntary attempt to expel her, stroking his thigh soothingly. Each time he relaxed she pushed it in further, until with a terrible flare of agony the widest part of that cone slipped through, leaving him to snap (albeit weakly) closed about a protruding neck. So enormous was the intrusion, so hard and immovably lodged did it feel that Alex was panting and pouring out perspiration already at having to contain it. 

Still when Goddess pulled up a chair and sat, shifting the console closer and waggling his cock by the probe impaling it, that adamantine erection yearned and burned without any application of current. Groaning with woeful gratification, he blinked away tears to see his eventual executioner beaming at him like a schoolyard playmate. Her hand rested on the console’s main dial. Her eyes asked if he was ready for her to begin extracting another excruciating installment on his infinite debt. With the screams that haunted him threatening to recur at the sight of her Alex answered.

“I’m horribly sorry I killed your family, Goddess. Please make me pay for that unforgivable sin. I love you and I can’t stand the screaming in my head.” 

“Apology accepted,” she said. Then even as the criminal was gaping at this utterly unexpected return of courtesy, she spun the dial. 




Chapter Eleven

An Electric Afternoon

Instantly an agony savage beyond his worst imaginings engulfed him. Attacking the highly aroused flesh of his most erogenous areas, it made his tightly restrained body shudder wildly and ripped an unbidden scream from him. 

Bad enough was the burning in his steel-bitten nipples. Worse was the way the juices seemed to be boiling in his electrocuted balls. What he’d thought was a terrible intrusion with a compellingly perverse sexual component in his hugely stuffed bum was revealed as a piddling discomfort when that plug suddenly poured an excruciating infusion of current into his most tender intimacy. Yet worst of all was his erection.

From all around the root to the ultra-sensitive, pinched and stuffed tip, and the entirety of the rigidly swollen shaft both inside and out, his sexual organ sizzled with a raving conflagration that was as terribly intolerable as it was appropriate. His stressed joints and thews shrieking at the involuntary thrumming of his muscles, Alex writhed and screamed deliriously. 

Forget the flogger; finally he was being punished properly for his hideously offensive urges! Yet even in this state of unprecedented suffering the awareness that his oft-repeated apology had actually been accepted still astounded. When at last the agony stopped he blinked tears and stinging sweat from his eyes and thanked his Goddess for both the sanction and this unfathomably generous gesture.

“Was that good for you, prisoner?”

“It was fabulous, Goddess,” he gasped. “Thank you so much. Your acceptance means everything to me. And my disobedient penis needs this so bad… Please continue!”

“Well, that was all of them at once, at a rather moderate level. Let’s play the unpredictability game. You will never know which contacts will be activated or what amount of current they will be carrying. That should keep things interesting. I know where to start, though, since you insist.”

She flipped a number of switches and adjusted a few dials. When the pain came again it was twice as severe and concentrated entirely on his erection. What was normally the conduit for the greatest ecstasy a man is capable of was instantly transformed into a source of galvanizing agony. And though Alex again screamed and jittered and scattered droplets of sweat despite the immobility of his tendon-tearing stretching, that impaled-to-the-root offense strained more insanely than ever. 

Through his screaming he could hear Goddess giggling. The excruciation scaled upward, and was joined by rhythmic jolts to his balls while just a burning tingle spread out from the root though his surrounding pubis. 

She was playing him like an instrument. Stretched out beside her on the rack of enraptured agony, Alex still recognized erotic excitement in the giggling of this virtuoso torturess. 

How long the electricity continued was impossible to gauge. Once again they were both getting exactly what they needed from each other, and their appetites for it were bottomless. But at last the assault lapsed, replaced by just a low simmer of pain maintained in his nipples and ass-cavity. This kept him squirming and gasping as Goddess got up and turned the crank a few times, stretching Alex another excruciating inch or two. Sitting back down again, he could see she too was breathing heavily despite her nonexistent exertion.

“I learned my trade at Bagram boy, torturing worthless pieces of terrorist filth. I was in high demand; not only was I good at it, but nothing worked better than having a woman hurting and degrading these school-burning, acid-flinging, wife-imprisoning, child-raping bastards. They certainly deserved it, whether we got useful intelligence out of them or not. Yet this feels so much cleaner to me. Instead of being furiously driven I’m having the time of my life here. I’m also getting so turned on I need a distraction or I’m going to have to interrupt for a fuck. So talk to me slave. Tell me: what do you think about that Afghan war?”

She sipped her coffee while he blinked at the question. Finally Alex marshaled an answer.

“I’m too young to remember the beginning, and too sheltered to imagine what it was like. The way I understand it, we went in and righteously kicked the Taliban’s ass for nine-eleven. We chased them out of power in days and installed that first-class kleptocrat Karzai. 

“But without finishing the job, Bush and his oil buddies ran off to seize the opportunity to settle up with Saddam and grab Iraq, which is what they wanted all along. Being ignorant and arrogant, they righteously botched the job. In the process they threw away trillions of bucks, millions of lives, turned the world against us and lost both wars. Is that about what happened?”

“Pretty much.”

“I hope you didn’t suffer over there, or get fucked by the government – redeployments and such. Uncle Sam can be the worst boss to have, ‘cause he makes all the rules.”

“Oh no!” she laughed bitterly. “I had to return stateside to be betrayed by command and country. Then I got fucked all right. I got the shit raped out of me in fact, by my superior officer, who got off scot-free while I was at first promoted and then forced out for reporting it. 

“Since then I’ve rather changed my sexual preference, as you’ve discovered. I need to be completely dominant in bed now. I don’t like being penetrated; I’m really only interested in pegging – though I admit punishing you is proving a promising new exception. But you’re right: in the Army Uncle Sam makes the rules, does whatever he wants with impunity. Like I do here.”

Electricity convulsed Alex again, for what was surely the longest interval yet. His balls, nipples, stuffed rectum, but especially that guilty manhood (inside and out) were seared in sequence, together, or all at once in a symphony of excruciation. Clenching his teeth against his shudders and screams, glad to be the receptacle for all his owner’s frustrated vengeance and venting of unhealthy passions, the prisoner suffered willingly. And so was set the day’s template.

For long hours they sated their reciprocal needs. Goddess Rachel sent the electricity surging endlessly into him, laughing and cheering as he howled and thrummed and oozed his own conductive brine. Intermittently she also turned that crank, extending Alex’ distention by further increments. Even when it felt like his spine was about to pop apart like a string of beads she persisted in this. Then as he panted and wept desperately it was back to more electro-torture.

This conveniently left no skin damage to heal. Nor did it tax his owner’s stamina. She was free to sip her coffee and talk, taunting or complimenting him or crowing over his galvanic response. Yet just as often she pursued what proved a normal and rewarding conversation under the circumstances.

It was really only his second day of knowing her, and Alex found his Goddess surprisingly voluble, especially after her silence in public. Perhaps she was not quite cut out for the life of solitude she’d chosen out here in the mountains. From questioning him about the war she went on to talk politics and religion, the two most divisive topics of all. Alex had to admit he’d never thought much about either, beyond resenting his parents’ hypocritical piety, and their biblical justifications for their tyranny. He listened as his new deity poured scorn on both political parties and all manner of tribal or faith-based thinking. After that she asked him about his family.

“I researched you of course.” Goddess refilled her mug from the thermos while he panted raggedly. Even with the electricity lowered again to a slow simmer, his stretching kept Alex in constant distress. Every few seconds he had to blink away tears to focus on her. “I know you’re an only child, and that your mother was too. But what’s up with your father’s side?”

Between groans Alex explained. His father was estranged from his three brothers. These were uncles Alex hadn’t seen in person ever. It had all happened long before he was born.

Apparently there’d been a difference of opinion about what direction to take the family business. Alex Senior had bought out his brothers, taken risks they were too timid to stomach, and ended up ridiculously rich. There had been bad blood ever since, and the other Downings had all relocated. If he had cousins and such running around somewhere, Alex Junior didn’t know and now never would. 

“Now you’ve done it, slave. You’ve reminded me of my own runaway brother.”

Goddess flipped all the switches up and twisted the dial wide. Alex screamed and fried for the greatest time yet. He was sobbing like a baby by the time it stopped. 

“Would you like to hear my own sordid tale of estrangement, boy? It’s going to mean taking the punishment for the idiocies of other men again.”

“We’re…pigs…deserve…it!” 

“So true!” Goddess laughed approval of both this admission and his wretched condition, as well as his willing contrition. She gave him a few rhythmic jolts through his butt-plug as if in lieu of fucking him. Then she let him recover a bit while she explained.

***

“You may love them, but boobs like mine are truly a curse, boy. You’re not the first pig that took one look and became immediately obsessed. I have no doubt I’d never have been raped without them. But even worse was the loss of my older brother Anthony.”

Rachel fondled the main dial and met those red-threaded, magnified blue eyes.

“He was four years older than I was, and I adored him. But as I started to bloom, he became obsessed too. We used to rough-house a lot, as kids will, and he began groping me under the cover of this. So I started avoiding the old games we used to play and that seemed to solve the problem. I never guessed he was also spying on me.”

The pain of that old betrayal brought a shine to her eyes. Alex’ filled further with sympathy for her. He licked chapped lips and offered himself.

“That unconscionable bastard! Do it, Goddess. Make me pay for him.”

Rachel needed no more urging. She spun the dial and gloried in the sight of her devotee jittering and wailing as she tortured him. At last she backed off, leaving only the probe skewering his penis active, and just enough to remind of that organ’s urge toward evil.

“He hid a webcam in the bathroom, and another one in my bedroom. I had no idea until he went off to college. Then my mother and I were moving stuff and stripping down old wallpaper and found them. I haven’t seen my brother since. He’s too ashamed to face me or anyone I might have told. I have no idea where he might be. 

“Our parents moved to the East Coast, and I haven’t seen them since my wedding six years ago. Between what Anthony did and the fact that I’m an atheist who has killed people in combat, I think they’re trying to forget they ever had kids.”

“I’m sorry, Goddess. People are truly fucked up, none more so than me. But at least you have me to punish, right up until the end. That’s the only reason I still live.”

“Indeed!” Rachel agreed, giving him the full juice again for a full two minutes. At last she backed off, and gave groaning young Alex a smile of affinity.


“So it seems we were both rather alone in the world before retreating up here. And now we are all each other need, yes?”

“Absolutely, ma’am!”

“I’m going to torture and fuck you to destruction.”

“That would be my maddest fantasy granted.”

“Well, let’s continue with the fun then!”

Rachel shocked him some more. She gave the crank another turn. She now had her bitch so stretched out his head was almost completely off the table. 

Where before it rested near the end, it now hung at a forty-five degree angle. Soon she could introduce him to his secondary sexual use. He needed a bit more practice, and some further extension first. So she went back to playing electrocutioner with her prisoner, and chatting animatedly with him as his body shivered and screeched at her whim. It would certainly be nice to have a captive audience for all her stories and suppositions, her bitching and gloating and casual observations – no more talking to the TV, or the birds and the bees. For the time being though she was actually more interested in listening. 

There were at least two big ways in which this Alex Downing was different from almost everyone she’d ever known. He was raised from birth in ungodly pampered wealth, the only scion of asshole multimillionaires. And yet he was sensitive and principled to a fault. Rachel couldn’t imagine how the second attribute had developed from the first. As she tortured him she drew him out, trying to answer this question indirectly – as though this really was an interrogation and not just revenge. She doubted he could tell her straight anyway.

She just had to get to know him, and the secret of his admirable character would come clear in time. So they talked about their experiences growing up in the same town about ten years apart. They talked about their favorite sports, teams and players. They agreed the NFL was the best. It was just so quintessentially American, based upon taking another group’s territory by force. Exciting as it was though, the amount of commercials rendered it unendurable to watch live. Both now preferred soccer: no stoppages of play and over in under two hours. 

Rachel even found that they shared a love of the nighttime sky, of constellations, planets, moons and meteor showers. Gabbing thus about this thing and that, the afternoon just flew past. Finally, her coffee exhausted and her prisoner reduced to a whimpering puddle of delectable boy-juice, she adjusted the controls to keep just the pinched tip of his penis simmering with just enough pain to keep him squirming. Then she began peeling those last two bananas.

“You’re going to love it upstairs, slave. I have a big skylight right over my bed. I get to wish on falling stars every night. Are you excited by the prospect of earning your way up there?”

“That honor is so far beyond me, I dare not even contemplate it, my Goddess.”

“Well, to prove worthy of it, you have to love servicing my big prick with both your slutty holes. Are you ready for some more cocksucker training, little bitch?”

“Anything for you, beautiful.”

“That’s my good boy. I’m afraid you’ll have to share though. I’ve worked up quite an appetite down here.”

Taking a bite from one banana, Rachel used the other to simulate fellatio as before. And though his already flushed face colored further, Alex pursed around the intrusion and pretended it was a penis for her. Again she couldn’t help but giggle as she slid her fruity phallus in and out. Swallowing her own mouthful, she coached him in appropriately taking his.

“Just relax now. With your head tipped back like this, your throat is at its most open. That’s why we position immersion victims this way before starting artificial respiration. That’s how trained circus sword-swallowers accomplish their feats. And that’s how obliging young slut-boys learn to properly service their master’s gigantic erections.”

Whether it was this image or that banana entering his esophagus for the first time, Alex choked pitiably. Contrary to her original intentions (again), Rachel soothed and gentled rather than just cramming it further in.

“Easy, baby. Remember, this is your dominant female Goddess, not some stinky, big black drug-kingpin cellmate. If this was prison, he’d have knocked your front teeth out first to give you a nice smooth, soft, pouty suck-hole. I prefer to keep you intact and pretty for me.”

Tear-trickling eyes met hers, the blue very pretty indeed. She read a monumental effort in them, and her slave stopped gagging. Taking another bite of her own banana, Rachel thrust his in and out until he’d proved his capacity for accepting foreign objects in his throat. She let him eat then while she did the same. After that there was no restraining her though. She needed a good old-fashioned face-fuck, the more brutal the better!

***

Everything was blurry again. As soon as he blinked his gaze clear, the electrified alligator clip sunk into his frenulum (and keeping him so agonizingly, quiveringly rigid) wrung fresh tears from him. When Goddess stood up and turned away, Alex exhaled shakily and let them run unheeded. Ten seconds later, he was blinking furiously again. 

Though she had her back to him, she was unmistakably peeling off her shorts! Though his cock couldn’t possibly get any harder, his potential for exaltation was unlimited. Desperately the unaccountably blessed sinner fought to bring the indistinct vision of his divinity into focus.

By the time he succeeded, she’d strapped on her penis and turned back to him. Denied seeing the glory of her butt and cunt, he worshipped the plane of her belly and abdomen, the naked curve of her hips and even the big organ she’d sprouted for him. The lure of her bed and the mad gratification she’d gifted him with last night made his reflexive shame over the former horror now imminent into just another required spice in his addictive emotional stew. Savoring the taste of his coming subjugation, Alex licked his dry lips. He moaned and opened in an eager hole as his owner approached.

First she stepped to the wall, and turned the crank. The chains retracted, stretching him yet another seemingly impossible increment. And he’d thought being hogtied all night was stressful on his shoulders and back! As his agony-wracked frame elongated even further, his head fell back all the way, making the additional agony more than worth it – especially since the next thing this rangy, busty and hugely hung beauty did was duck under one of those chains and come up at the head of the table facing him. 

As she stepped up between his stretched arms, his inverted perspective made a plaything of proportion. Her naked legs were pillars. Her big-titted torso towered to the heavens and her erection swelled into a deadly truncheon threatening a bludgeoning suffocation. Terror spiked his head-swimming mix of lust and duty and shame and challenge until Alex keened with submissive need and stretched his neck like the rest of himself to accept her. At last his lover-killer closed with him, clutching his head possessively even as she inserted herself. Yet even in her she-cat heat she retained a modicum of incondign consideration.

Goddess Rachel allowed her slave a few seconds to slather saliva over her organ. Undoubtedly she would eventually want to watch him extravagantly service her. Now she was far too urgent to just use him however. And if his owner wanted sex of any kind, it was Alex’ honor, obligation and unbridled joy to provide it until he died.

Much bigger than that banana, she rammed her hard cock into him. Convulsively he gagged as though trying to turn himself inside out. Yet even as he retched helplessly he knew that to puke truly could be the death of him. 

He could strangle on it before his rampant owner even realized he was in trouble. 

That would be an unsupportable misfortune. As she finished her first stroke flush against his face, her entire cock plumbing his gullet, slave Alex fought an existential battle with his gorge and finally managed to suppress his reverse peristalsis. He hung stretched and impaled and completely quiescent then, panting through flaring nostrils as his current-burned penis tip quivered on. The hands clutching his head captive stroked his still-bruised cheek and hair with exhilarating approval.

“Good boy! I knew you could do it. You’ll learn to love whatever you have to in order to become my bed and body and chore slave, won’t you? You’re just a pegger’s dream come true. Let’s see you take my cock until I come again. I can’t have you puking on my sheets or my rugs. So prove that you’re bed-broke for me, bitch! Here it comes!”

With the same zealous disregard she’d shown taking his cherry, Goddess Rachel began pounding in and out of his mouth. Her pubis bashed his lips, her hands pulled his hair and her prick plumbed the depths of his esophagus. Slaver gathered and ran, tears streamed from him and sweat continued to coat his every inch. 

The violent intrusion of his alimentary system was actually more traumatic than when she’d violated the eliminatory. Alex was ready however. Though he still had to battle an almost constant gag-reflex, and was suffering far worse than merely being restrained bent over for a few hours, he remained eager to prove himself. Somehow he endured the ten terrible minutes or so it took his owner to fuck his face to climax without losing control. The rhythmic impetus of her thrusting jarred him ceaselessly, causing the little pegs digging into him to gouge his body mercilessly. Nevertheless by the time Goddess Rachel pulled out moaning he was an accomplished cocksucker as well as being her willing butt-bitch.

Hooray for day two of his sentence!




Chapter Twelve

Evening Updates

It was nearly eight in the evening when the phone rang again. Alexander the elder was in his office at home, getting some after-dinner work finished. 

Ironically he often got more accomplished here than at his office downtown. Here there were no attractive, compliant employees to tempt his libido. Only the maids and his wife were around, the presence of the latter dissuading him from making use of the former. At the trilling on his desktop Alexander cursed, resenting the intrusion. Still he picked up the handset before Talia could answer. Caller ID said it was the Sheriff’s Department.

“Downing, here.”

“Alex? Mark Jacobsen.”

“Sheriff! Thanks for calling.” Alexander cursed inside at the sound of another extension being picked up. That would be the queen bitch horning in. He sighed before continuing. “Any news on Junior?”

“Not so far, I’m afraid. He still hasn’t used his cards or phone, which is odd enough in today’s kids. But now we’ve turned up something a bit ambiguous. It could mean nothing, or it might put a different spin on things.”

“You don’t say?” Alexander tried to ignore the gasp from his eavesdropping wife. He hoped this wasn’t something to get her panties in a bunch.

“Well, remember how I said we were going through footage from security cameras along his route? Well, we’ve had no problem following your boy from your own property up to Hill Haven Cemetery. Unfortunately that’s where we lose him. All the cemetery’s cameras were down that night. There’s no way to follow his path from there to the stretch just before the school.”


“What happened to the damn cameras?”

“Well, that’s why I say it’s ambiguous. No one seems to know. They worked fine that day, and they’re back to normal now. But there’s an eighteen hour gap with no understandable malfunction. It could just be a mysterious digital glitch that’s self-corrected. These things happen from time to time. But we can’t rule out the possibility that they’ve been tampered with either. This isn’t a high-risk installation we’re talking about. I’m told it wouldn’t take a whole lot of genius to hack in, disable the system a while and get out without leaving any traces.

“In any event, the possibility makes your son’s disappearance potentially more serious. We’re thinking about bringing the media in. The more people looking, the better. And if you and Talia can make a statement, you know, apologizing for any misunderstanding and pleading with the boy to come home or at least get in touch, that might help as well.”

Alexander groaned. He’d been hoping to avoid such a circus. Neither business nor his position could survive one undamaged. Fury at Junior for putting them all back in the public spotlight just after they’d escaped its glare made him grind his teeth. Unfortunately it couldn’t be avoided, not with Talia listening in. The best thing he could do was stall for a little time.

“Surely you don’t mean tonight?”

“Well, not specifically. Why don’t you take this evening to kind of craft a statement? Then we can plan a little press conference for tomorrow, say ten a.m. Will that work for you?”

“I suppose it will have to,” Alexander sighed, mentally rearranging his morning schedule while wishing he could wring the necks of both son and wife. “You want us to come down there at about a quarter ‘til?”

“That’d be fine. And don’t you two worry too much. This thing with the cameras might be just an unlucky coincidence. Your boy will turn up.”

“I’m sure he will.” Alexander sighed again. “Well, thank you for calling Sheriff. I know you’re doing all you can.”

“Hey, that’s what we’re here for. We’ll see you tomorrow then.”

“Good-bye, Mark.”

He set the phone back in its cradle and pulled his pipe over. He wondered if he’d have time to fill it and light it up before his wife’s histrionics interrupted him.

***

Still using up her perishables, Rachel made an enormous lasagna for dinner. What she didn’t eat in the next few days she could freeze for microwaving later. Sliding the pan into the oven, she grinned at thinking of the aromas that would soon be permeating her home. 

After all her guff about discipline, she’d left the door to the dungeon open this time. The security risk was next to non-existent after all, and she wanted to torment her prisoner. Having eaten only a can of generic stew and a few bananas since his arrival, young Alex must be ravenous. Cold, hungry, bound almost immobile, exhausted from spending the day being tortured and face-fucked and futilely sexually stimulated out of his horny teenage mind, he must be suffering extensively for her already. The next couple hours would be so much worse, as the heaters down there cooled and her spicy repast cooked.

Good: the boy may have earned the privilege of a civilized shit and shower tomorrow. He might even have charmed her out of the virulent hatred she’d harbored before knowing him. She admitted that she admired his honor, humility, and unflinching acceptance as the demands of her vengeance continued to mount. She truly delighted in how he’d embraced her love of buggery, instantly casting aside pride and a lifetime’s socialization to become the perfect pegging partner for her, the eager slut she’d long lusted for. Nevertheless she still owed it to them both (not to mention his parents, society and her dead family most of all) to keep him pitifully miserable when not in use. He’d be enjoying incondign comforts all too soon.

Thinking of the boy’s parents and society, Rachel left her lasagna to bake and moved to her desktop computer. She needed to see if any kind of investigation had begun. Safe as she felt up here, prudence dictated that she keep informed. Besides, it might even be amusing.

Checking the hometown paper turned up nothing. Running a general search of her new slave’s name turned up nothing fresh either. If anyone was bothering to look for him, they were doing so quietly. No general alarm had yet been raised. 


Feeling smug and glad yet a little let down, she closed the internet browser. Despite the fact that she was a dozen feet from the door in the floor, and she’d spent all day down there until less than an hour or so ago, Rachel found herself clicking one by one through her basement cameras. She went from feed to feed until she found the best current view of her prize. 

Peek-a-boo, I see you!

She’d finally relented on his spine. Instead of being so straightly hogtied, she’d left him with just his limbs restrained. His legs she’d folded and bound individually, each ankle belted tightly to its corresponding thigh, his heels against his ass. Otherwise these were left free. 

His arms were shackled wrapped about his torso after the manner of a straitjacket. Instead of the bit she’d used before, the harness she’d buckled about his head now featured eye-coverings and a ring-gag. If he could find it, he’d be able to lap at his water like a dog, but not really drink any satisfactory amount.

The picture on her monitor was crisp enough for Rachel to see the drool spilling down her cocksucking young bitch’s chin. In his blindness his other senses must be magnified. Perhaps the smell of her cooking was already contributing to the helpless mouthwatering caused by that big steel circle wedged upright between his teeth. She could see his tongue fighting the froth.

Already she felt like going back down there and ramming vengefully back into him. She wished she could really feel it, and finish by ejaculating down his throat like some kind of goatish hermaphrodite. As if responding to this thought, or somehow perceiving her scrutiny, Alex lifted his head toward the camera, groaned and rolled over. The heavy chain locking his collar to the wall jingled as he sought a less stressful position. 

He landed on his back and side. His flexed legs flopped open like a dead frog’s. His badly abused genitals were puffy and discolored. Even after all she’d just done to them, Rachel still wanted to squeeze and twist and wrench and punch, scratch and bite and stamp on those fleshy offenses, grind them to mangled red rags under her feet. Yet she also wanted to bind them up into bloated impotence and use her hands and mouth and tits to relentlessly drive this prime young buck into a derangement of hopeless overstimulation. 

She wanted to alternately torture and titillate those tasty and responsive sex-bits relentlessly, until he begged her to relieve him of them. Then she wanted to roast them while still a part of his body. She wanted to feed them to him as his last meal, slicing off his penis a bite at a time. 

She could use a red-hot bayonet that would cauterize each successive amputation so that he wouldn’t bleed out. The same held true for his spew-bloated blue-balls. After he consumed those too she wanted to fuck him to an ecstatically agonizing death with her own gigantic, bluntly pointed spear-prick, a fearsome phallic weapon as eventually anally fatal as a unicorn horn…

Rachel slipped further into bloody fantasy, watching her condemned dick-victim shift about and whimper for ten minutes or more before she returned to herself with a start. Then she muted the sound, minimized the video window, and started some music playing on the stereo. It was time to open a bottle of wine.

Sipping her first glass, ‘Goddess’ Rachel returned to her desk, where her property’s property – now hers just as he was – had been laid out. She spent a few minutes examining the tablet again, still marveling over all the twisted porn on it. She checked his email, which was full of missives from his mother apologizing for his father and begging him to come home or at least respond. At last she shut everything down and checked his phone again.

This too was full of voice and text messages from his mother – and a few from the Sheriff’s Department. So they were looking for him after all. Well too bad pigs: this little piggy was never returning to his sty. A big bad wolf (or maybe jungle cat) had claimed her rightful prey. Rachel shut down the phone too and set it aside. At last she began going through his wallet.

Here was Alex’ social security card. She glowered at the unflattering photo on his driver’s license. He looked totally wasted. Three different bank cards were tucked into pockets along with a couple blank checks for emergencies. He’d had over two hundred in cash on him when she’d stepped between him and his foolish noose. No condoms were hidden away anywhere, nor was there a single photo of some high school sweetheart. Perhaps with a camera and computer in every phone kids didn’t bother with trading those these days.

Still intending to destroy these incriminating belongings but curiously reluctant to proceed, Rachel stowed them in her safe instead. Then she refilled her glass and took it out on the front porch, closing the door behind her to keep out the twilight’s insect life. Again she sat on the steps, eschewing the comfort of both the big wicker chair she’d placed out here and the hammock slung between the two nearest trees. If not exactly peaceful, all was isolated idyll.

Inside was instrumental jazz-fusion guitar. Out here it was insects and tree frogs, birds and bats and the furtive scampering of nocturnal foragers. No sight or sound of human presence intruded on the entire canyon. 

Playing on her combat past, Rachel had portrayed herself to the closest town as a possibly paranoid survivalist type bunkering down against the disintegration of society. This reputation (along with warnings posted all around her property and on the only road leading in that trespassers would be shot) seemed to be ensuring her privacy. Her only visitors so far had been her contractors and deliverymen, and only when unambiguously scheduled.

As long as everyone stayed away until her business here was finished, this place was paradise. Still as much as she tried to just relax and enjoy the incredibly lovely night coming down, Rachel found her attention drifting inexorably back to that business (and pleasure) in question. Instead of seeing Venus blazing gloriously in the west she was picturing again the sexy kid she had chained up in her basement. She still wanted to strip down, strap on, go down there and fuck him senseless again already, her carefully crafted plans be damned.

Surely it was just the novelty of finally having him in hand after all this time and effort – not to mention celibacy – that explained this. Nevertheless the sense of obsession descending made Rachel feel as uneasy as she was excited. Things were still unfolding very differently than she’d intended. She had to be careful she wasn’t swept along into a situation she suddenly found she couldn’t live with.

Pricked by guilt again over her unexpectedly powerful sexual reaction (and over how much she was looking forward to the next morning), Rachel forced herself to think about Caitlyn. 

Barely a year old, she’d been burned alive by that irresponsible little druggie downstairs. Memories of nursing her, of watching her crawl around the floor and goggle up at her (she’d had her momma’s eyes) made that momma smile sadly. 

Stymied grief welled up in her. Reflexive anger followed, and the renewed determination to exact vengeance. Alex might be admirable and even attractive to her, but he was still guilty as sin and deserving of his fate. While she worked on her wine and waited for her dinner to finish, Rachel fell back into fantasizing about castrating him. Deliciously she visualized the way one day she would chop that awesome cock off by increments and then viciously butt-fuck her luscious young bitch to the death he was so dearly owed. At each step he begged her to proceed, and thanked her with his ululating screams – at least until she pulled tight the ligature she was strangling him with as she lunged and plunged with her hips, thrusting her triumphant way through the thousandth climax of his sentence...

Finally it was time to eat. Rachel stirred herself again. She went back inside, to a home redolent of tomato sauce, ground beef, peppers and onions and spices. Primed by the wine, her belly rumbled greedily. Grinning at what her prisoner must be enduring, she left the dungeon door open until she’d finished stuffing herself. She left it open while she finished the bottle, stored the leftovers, watched TV for a few hours and finally prepared for bed. Only then did she lock her property downstairs and retire. Though still feeling a mix of guilt and anticipation about her intentions for the morrow, the wine did its job and eased Rachel swiftly into slumber. Morning could not come soon enough!

***

Morning seemed like it might never arrive.

It was the third night of his sentence, of his provisional and limited new existence. And despite the fact that his bondage was far less painful than at any time yet, this night was easily the worst. Goddess Rachel had been right. He’d never known true hunger and cold. This was a lesson in misery Alex could have done without. There was no arousal in the education.

Cold wasn’t going skiing for a few hours and then retiring to the fireside. Real cold was far more insidious. It was a constant nagging chill, one you’d hardly notice walking between home and school, perhaps. But stretching hour upon naked, blanket-less hour with no relief it was more than just debilitating in its burning of already depleted energy reserves. It was dispiriting too, attacking Alex’ determination to atone. Further worsening both morale and heat loss was the degrading slaver that ran constantly from his horribly aching mouth.

Just having his jaws wedged open to the limit was an unremitting agony. But the drool ran and puddled on the mat, wetting Alex unavoidably. Blindfolded, he couldn’t see to find dry spots. He just spread it around trying to escape it, coating himself in the process. Even this wasn’t the worst though. Wet and shivering in the featureless, ever-chillier soundproofed black, Alex’ one remaining sense could still torment him a seeming eternity after the dungeon door closed. He swore he could smell the lingering ghost of orgasmic Italian cooking even now.

Hunger actually hurt. This was something Alex supposed he’d always known. But without direct experience it was nothing he’d ever really thought about. He’d lacked a basis for empathy. Now he understood why all the little kids on newscasts and church solicitations were crying.

This was no gentle gnawing in the belly that sent one wandering from TV to fridge during a commercial. These were cramps that felt like stabs, deep in the pit of his midsection. 

Alex had been hungry since reviving here of course. But like the cold, this seemed almost calibrated to maximize his woe. Had he been starved completely, he’d likely be over the worst pangs by now. This minimal meal every great while kept his system awake and raving. Though he’d eaten a banana bare hours ago, the aromas while Goddess cooked and ate her dinner had made him squirm and weep and drool like a dog in his blind bodily need. And rather than recede as the odors dissipated and the night deepened, that inner gnashing and twisting only worsened. He couldn’t even appease it with a drink. Though he coated himself with spit again in the process of getting his face around into his water supply, he could do little more than rinse his chin and wet his tongue. His emptiness even made him retch at the metallic agony holding him open. 

Dry heaves exacerbating the eviscerating pain, shivering uncontrollably, Alex risked further dehydration by bawling as helplessly as he drooled. The simple material deprivations of life in his dungeon had already reduced him worse than the most prolonged whipping or electrical torture. And though he deserved this medieval imprisonment and so much worse, absent the perverse rewards of submitting to his owner in person it was an unremitting hell beyond description. At last, facing heaven knew how many unmarked hours of this lonely suffering still ahead, the prisoner again conjured up memories and fantasies of his Goddess to take her place. From reliving every minute of his deflowering and sexual use so far to imagining what it might actually be like to get fucked in the warm bower of her bed, Alex somehow found what he needed to get him through the night.




Chapter Thirteen

Sharing Space

She didn’t need an eagle to wake her up this time. The anticipation of intimacy was enough. 

Whether it was only natural, unconscionably perverse or even a horrible betrayal of those tragically taken, Rachel found her excitement irresistible. She was welcoming a man into her personal space again after all this time. Though she felt nothing romantic for him, flesh called to flesh. She wanted hers naked with that of her succulent young prize.

Practically leaping from the bed, she went to the computer and turned on the downstairs heaters. Her skimpy nightgown was translucent silk, iridescent green to match her eyes. Reaching only to the bottom of her butt, it had spaghetti straps and was unadorned, its thin simplicity its major appeal. 

Jimmy had bought this for her, and even after the difficulties began his gaze had always lit up at seeing her in it. Now here she was, about to flaunt her nearly naked body in it for his murderer. This may have been reprehensible, but again she didn’t care. Last night’s guilty unease had run its course. Today she was just going with the flow, doing whatever felt good at the moment. For more than a year she’d been either wrapped up in the past or preparing for the future. Finally it was time to just live in and enjoy the present.

Mindful of the cold concrete down there, she pulled on slippers before unlocking and opening the dungeon door. Descending the steps, her nipples hardened in the chill. It was still eight o’clock in the morning, April in the mountains after all, and the heaters were starting cold. Catching sight of her captive’s pitiful condition, she gloated even as she felt a ridiculous pang of sympathy for him.

“My my, somebody had a restless night. But finally it’s time for hygiene. I bet a hot shower will make my prisoner fall in love with me all over again.”

A shower he certainly needed. Between drooling constantly and rolling around in it all night he’d picked up enough dirt to be considered filthy. Dried froth was crusted on his neck and chin and the receptive circle of his suck-hole was badly chapped. At some point he’d exhausted his supply of saliva. 

Tangled strands of hair had escaped both his ponytail and the harness buckled about his head, and some were stuck to his gummy lips. The rest was matted with oil and grunge. Where it wasn’t likewise smeared with dirt his skin was fish-belly pallid from the chill. Worst of all, at some point the chain locking him to the wall had become wrapped about his collar, preventing him from reaching his plumbing. Still Rachel caught no smell of spilled urine.

“Still holding it, slave?” 

He nodded and bleated, signaling the desperation of his plight.

“Good boy. Hang on. Let me just get a few things and I’ll take you up to the bathroom.”

First she grabbed her strap-on and smokes – she was definitely going to need both. After adding a coil of tough linen cord Rachel plucked up her keys and hurried to where he lay still miserably shivering.

No wonder: his flesh was clammy to the touch. The long chill and immobility had his body hoarding its blood deep inside. Unlocking the chain from his collar, Rachel scolded them both as she unwound this from around him.

“We can’t have you strangling accidentally like a baby in a defective crib. We’ll have to be more careful from now on.”

She released his legs, adding the belts to items already gathered. Once he’d worked some function back she helped Alex to his feet, leaving his arms wrapped shackled about him. Once he’d regained his equilibrium she led him still ring-gagged and blindfolded toward the stairs. Feeling a bit giddy, she nevertheless spoke sternly to him.

“It’s just the bathroom so far. But I’m already allowing you out of your cell and into my private personal habitat. You know how ridiculously lenient this is, prisoner. Make me regret it and it will never happen again. Make me appreciative and further favor will follow.”

Unable to answer or even meet her gaze, Alex nodded his understanding. He was shifting from foot to foot, his bladder clearly bursting. Rachel accepted this agreement and tugged him on. “Let’s go – steep stairs right here. Be careful.”

Up they went. Emerging into the warmth, the boy gave an almost inaudible whimper of relief. His shivering receded to gooseflesh. He stumbled a bit as she led him around the door, but steadied as they entered the bathroom. She turned him about and sat him down on the commode.

“Go to it, slave. Time for a shit, shower and shave, in that order.”

Rachel closed the bathroom door and locked them in together. While Alex took care of business she moved to the shower, opening the pebbled-opaque door to reveal the stall, a stone block cubical about four feet on a side. After making sure of soap, shampoo, and everything else she needed, Rachel set her belts, rope and smokes close to hand. She lifted the hem of her gown enough to gird her cock on before letting it fall back down to tent threateningly out. By that time Alex had finished, and even managed to find and reach the flush lever with his elbow. 

Of course he couldn’t wipe himself. But he was about to get in the shower. Drooling again, he had at least a foot of thick clear slaver depending from his lower lip. Still she kept him blind and gagged as she helped him up and directed him into the three-sided niche.

Up near the ceiling, a pipe jutting from the rear wall angled down to end in a stainless steel showerhead. A sturdy iron hook had been welded to the pipe where it was still horizontal. A set of manacles with a six-inch chain had been hung over this, and Rachel backed her boy against the wall below them. 

A handcuff key hung on a chain from the main control knob, and she used this to release the shackles binding his arms. Letting these clatter ringing to the floor, she kicked them into a corner. Freed of all restraint but the head harness and shock collar, Alex waited docilely, rubbing his wrists as unobtrusively as he could. She let him relieve the redness a bit before moving to make it worse.

“Okay slave, raise your arms above your head. Feet together and get up on tiptoes. Stretch for the cuffs above you. Hot water is minutes away if you behave.”

Of course Alex immediately obeyed. Rachel had to get on tiptoes herself, and right in close to him in order to get him shackled. But when she stepped back he was beautifully stretched again, practically hanging by his hands with his toes just barely retaining purchase. His belly was concave and his penis climbing quickly upright. 

Rachel just had to do it. She gripped that thick shaft and helped it along, pumping with the same exquisitely firm, slow strokes until it jutted proudly up and her slave was moaning with disbelieving blessedness. She hooked a finger in his ring-gag and pulled it free so he could talk. Still she expertly jacked him.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, boy?”

“Too good, Goddess. It feels far better than anything I could ever deserve.”

“I know. It seems criminal to me too, but I can’t help myself. This is the prettiest penis I’ve ever seen. It’s a pity it will never ejaculate again, or know the inside of a woman. Would you like me to torture it some more in lieu of that?”

“Always, Goddess. Please make me suffer sexually for you.”

“I will. But first we need to bathe you. One day perhaps you will be allowed to bathe yourself. Eventually, as my body slave, you may even have the incredible honor of bathing me. For now let’s just get you cleaned up, make sure your wounds aren’t infecting and shave you all smooth and pretty for me. Then we can have fun with big erect penises.”

Reluctantly she left his to jut and throb. Leaving the main showerhead off, Rachel lifted the handheld unit. At the end of a flexible metal hose was an adjustable nozzle, and she tuned this to emit a fiercely needling spray. She set the temperature to just shy of scalding, pointed it at his torso and squeezed the handle.

Her blind bitch-boy bit back a scream. He writhed delightfully for her as forceful heat blasted wetly against him. Sprinkled liberally herself by the back-splatter, Rachel hosed him down good all over. Then she dropped the nozzle, donned a pair of big sponge-mittens and soaped them up. She stepped up close to her condemned human possession. Hanging before her like a side of meat in a slaughterhouse, he was so deliciously submissively helpless that she giggled her cruel glee yet again as she used both spongy paws to roughly scrub that prime young beef all over. From neck and hands to toes she scoured him, encasing him in a layer of lather until only his head and naughtiest bits remained. Still giggling like a schoolgirl (perhaps one holding down some sissy boy for a wedgie), she attacked the latter at last.

One hand pushing his legs apart sawed at his cleft, scoured his entrance, and pulled and pulped and abraded his balls while the other sponge-mitt squeezed and pumped and bent the pulsing pole of his hard-on all around. Young Alex lost his legs at this, hanging wholly from his wrists and warbling mindlessly as she hurt him so good and pleasured him so bad. He twisted desperately, his delicious distress stirring her almost to squirming herself. Teetering on the edge of control, Rachel pulled him straight down to point at the floor, where she reversed her grip and yanked ever more vigorously, as if milking a domestic animal.

Within seconds she had him seconds from spurting. That would rather defeat the purpose of this torture however, to say the least. It might lead to murder, to say the worst. And why did she bring the rope, if not to tie him into impotence first? Just in time Rachel managed to stop her milking. Leaving Alex weeping and squirming worse than ever at this abandonment, she stripped off the mitts. Then she reclaimed the hose and nozzle to rinse him.

This time she used a warm, gentle spray. Still Rachel was even wetter when she finished, the thin gown clinging to her. Carefully she went over every inch of her property, checking every break in the skin for signs of infection. She couldn’t exactly take him to the doctor if he got sick, and had no intention of losing him prematurely to some random pathogen. This boy had a fatal date with a dildo-spear, and whether it happened in one year or ten was exclusively up to her.

With that in mind, Rachel moved on to examine Alex’ fuck-hole. Finding so sign of hemorrhoids and only moderate abrasion, she thrust the nozzle inside and flushed him out, chuckling at his moaning and at the urgent throbbing of his hard-on. Of course he groaned and squirmed again when she slid a finger up there, felt all around and assured he remained undamaged. However, if her deranged devotee thought that was all the useless arousal in store for him this morning, he was woefully mistaken. She needed to wash his face and hair now. And that meant it was finally time for the head harness – and eye-blinders – to come off.

***

Alex felt fingers tugging at straps, freeing buckles. He felt strands of his hair that were glued to his face and the leather tear free. Anticipating an optic shock, he squinted his eyes shut. The harness pulled away and he cautiously prepared to open them. Fingers laid gently on the lids dissuaded him.

“Not yet boy – not unless you want them full of soap and shampoo and stinging water.”

“I understand, ma’am.”

The fingers were removed, replaced by that hot, forceful spray. Alex held his breath. He gasped for air between water, soapy sponge and water again, then breathed easy. 

The warmth and relief of being clean was paradisiacal. When Goddess began spraying his disgusting hair he bowed his head forward and turned it back and forth to make it easier. When she squirted on shampoo and began scrubbing vigorously he sighed enraptured. 

No one had bathed him like this since he was a child. The appeal was unbelievable. He yearned with a dozen kinds of love as the last of the slimed-in dungeon grime was cleansed from him. At the end those strong hands spun him about, the chain crossing his wrists and lifting him even higher on his toes. Following an instructive tug he tipped his head back so she could rinse him from roots to tips and then comb out all his tangles. Spun back to face her afterward, Alex at last blinked his eyes open. The vision finally revealed filled him with such worshipful fear and self-destructive lust he moaned hopelessly.

Goddess Rachel was a foot away and the next thing to naked. 

The lingerie she wore was thin and filmy and wet, its green sheen molded transparently to those incredible breasts – and the head of the cock tenting it out. One hand held a can of shaving cream and the other a naked blade. 

Recognizing an opened straight razor, all Alex’ sacrificial urges surged. He focused on that gleaming steel as an alternative to ogling his owner’s tits – intolerably tempting as those were. His erection stretched anew nonetheless. His hips automatically thrust it forth in eager offering. 

How he longed for amputation! Yet rather than leave him with just a spouting stump, Goddess ignored this completely. Her eyes twinkled mischievously as she held up that other hand instead. Suddenly in an obvious simulation she was squirting creamy streams of shaving cream all over his face.

“There we go! There’s the money shot! Don’t you wish I really could spew all over you, my slutty young cocksucker?”

Alex nodded and moaned agreement as she used bare hands this time to rub up a lather.

“This honest face of yours doesn’t grow much of a beard, does it? That’s all right. I’ll take any excuse to slide my blade along your throat. Just to remind us both of how this is all going to end. So hold still, slave. Don’t rob us of the shared fulfillment of building gradually up to that orgasmically gratifying day.”

Alex obeyed. He’d never been shaved by anyone of course, and certainly not with a weapon capable of opening him up from ear to ear in one casual swipe. He held himself as immobile as possible, with just his erection bobbing as the suicidal excitement stirred him. 

That keen blade sliding over his bruised cheek and throat, around his lips and under his nose felt wildly erotic. Goddess was so close the odor of mature woman enveloped him, and he could see each striation in her brilliantly green eyes. She was humming to herself again, and smiling as though tending to a lover and not the asshole murderer of her baby. 

Alex didn’t understand this, but he wasn’t about to question it. Rachel was his owner and Goddess, the ultimate arbiter of his existence. As long as she was happy, nothing else mattered. Finishing by spraying off his stinging skin, she met his gaze with that girlish twinkle.


“Now for the fun part. No bitch-boy of mine is going to sport a beastly thatch around his lovely young torture toy. Hold still for real, now.”

She plucked up a pair of scissors and crouched before him.

“Spread your legs and turn them out as much as possible. Splay that crotch for me.”

It cost him serious stretching, pain in his wrists and strain throughout his body to comply. But of course after the rack, or even being hogtied overnight, this kind of distress only increased Alex’ excitement. He pulsed perceptibly on as those scissors briskly snipped away at him, quickly shearing his manhood’s mane into an irregular little stubble. He groaned aloud as she squirted cream on him again, and this time rubbed up a lather on his balls and root and whole pubic area. Body quivering with stress, he held himself as though perched on the trap of the gallows as that scalpel-sharp steel began skating over his most vulnerable organs.

“You’re trembling, slave. Are you afraid I might slip, or be seized by the ungovernable impulse to just chop you?”

“No ma’am. I trust you. You wouldn’t waste such a momentous part of your revenge so carelessly. It’s just the strain of standing this way.”

“Damn straight! Cutting this big prong off is going to be almost as exquisite as fucking you to death. Are you also truly looking forward to the day I use my red-hot bayonet to cut your cooked penis from you one tasty little slice at a time, my condemned human chattel? Will you savor your last meal as I feed them to you?”

“Yes, Goddess. Whatever justice you decree for me, I shall savor.”

Her smile was evilly sly and yet almost doting. Squatting before him as though their roles were reversed she quickly and expertly stripped away the stubble, leaving Alex bare as a baby and stinging terribly with scraped skin unaccustomed to such treatment. Doubly naked, the erection just so hideously sentenced still stood forth in adamantine rigidity as he was gently rinsed off. Setting aside the razor and hanging up the hose, Goddess Rachel cooed as she reached for a nearby coil of rope.

“How incredibly beautiful! I’ll say it again: damned and doomed as it is, this thing of yours is as unexpectedly attractive to me as your honorable worshipful willingness. And now it looks so much prettier with that nasty thatch out of there. I bet when we get it all harnessed and leashed with this nice white rope it will be downright delectable.”

Deftly she bound him up, until his bare balls bulged blue with red tracery and further throbbing veins stood out all along his terribly turgid shaft. It was like in his favorite video, except for the additional cleverness of that leash. By doubling the rope before harnessing him up with the middle, Goddess had left herself with five free feet at either end, which could be used together or separately to tug on him like reins. Testing this, she yanked cruelly, jerking those bloated genitals all around.

“Ah, Goddess, yes!” The cry seemed likewise jerked from him. She rose to her feet and pulled, stretching him agonizingly out.

“I’m afraid I don’t have my disciplinary implements up here with me, slave.” Goddess freed her own cock from the hem of her gown and rubbed his with it, fencing a little. “But I think it might be more fun to use my hands in any case.”

“Please!”

She dropped the leash and seized him with those warrior’s weapons. Again she squeezed, crushed, twisted, yanked, pulped and wrenched at his appendages. Mad arousal leaped up with the agony, oh how long he’d fantasized about just such wonderful punishment! And while the pain couldn’t compare to the tongs she’d used before, the personal touch meant oh-so much.

The hottest woman Alex had ever known had her pitilessly strong fingers on his freshly shaved, impossibly hard and exquisitely sensitive genitals. Unable to support himself, he hung from his wrists, wept and writhed and cried out consummation at each fresh spike in the sexual excruciation. Yet his Goddess had an even more insidious torture in store.

Without warning the crushing grip on his balls turned caressing, and the one on his cock stopped bending and twisting. As before it shifted him to point painfully straight down. Then it began suddenly jacking Alex with a power and swiftness that was as far beyond pleasurable as his night of drooling and shivering had been distressing. His hips jerked spasmodically, and only the impossibly tight bindings kept him from spurting out the forbidden climax. Goddess Rachel raised a cheer at his flopping paroxysm, and jerked him even more viciously-deliciously. Alex dimly wondered how long he could stand such stoppered pressure without blowing a blood vessel or something. Then just as abruptly it was back to that twisting, crushing punishment.

From agony to ecstasy and back again she tortured and teased him for what seemed an eternity. Yet even this was but a harbinger. Next Goddess ran those tethers out and down to either side, threading them through rings affixed to the stone walls near their base. 

Drawing these tight as bowstrings before tying them off, she stretched those swollen appendages agonizingly forward and floor-ward, until Alex’ quivering hard-on jutted out level. Then she produced one of the short, stout leather belts she’d used to bind his legs overnight and began whipping that tenderest flesh.

To say this hurt more than the hand flogger she’d used before was the most generous understatement. Already red from being bound so erect, Alex’ prick turned quickly purple. Soon it was flayed raw again. Afire with unprecedented pain as it was, each successive slap of the strap made it fly energetically about, a wildly arousing additional stimulation. Yet even more arousing – not to mention astounding – was the tease that followed this torture.

“Now you’re even more beautiful!” Goddess ran an approving finger along Alex’ wickedly inflamed and abraded length, making him twitch and strain for more. “This fellow’s as angry as a starving monster. You know what, I’m going to give my captive cock a knick-name. I’m going to call this fellow Allie, short for Allosaurus. You look horribly sore, naughty Allie. How about I rub on some soothing Goddess juices to help you in your healing?”

Shifting her own cock out of the way, Rachel stepped up and straddled that stretched and questing purple prong. So close that her breasts were mere inches from his chest and her face almost near enough to kiss, she settled the cleft of her sex atop Allie’s shaft.

She was indeed damp down there, especially once she’d squirmed her labia apart. Breathing heavily, Goddess pumped her hips back and forth, sliding those opened petals along their perch. Pressing him downward even as she wetted his wounding, she wrung the most unrestrained cry yet from him, and gloated with her laugh.

“What’s the matter, boy? Never had a pussy on your penis before? Wondering how much better it feels inside, where it’s all hot and tight? Once again I’m afraid you’ll never, ever know, my virgin-unto-death. I truly have lost all pleasure in being penetrated – though I must admit this rubbing feels good. In fact it feels so good I’m going to have to cut the genital torture short and exercise my infinite right to your ass already.”

Goddess Rachel backed off his erection, withdrawing the most incredibly honored (and unexpected) experience of his existence. While Alex was still trying to assimilate the fact that he’d been between his deity’s legs, that his penis had just been rubbed by her vagina, bathed in lubricating fluid she’d produced for him, and that she’d enjoyed the sensation too, she untied the ropes from the rings, allowing him to spring back up in urgent quest of heaven again.

Moaning with a mix of blessedness and need, Alex watched Goddess buckle those two belts to his ankles. Then lifting him off the ground she raised his legs high to either side and secured those restraints to two more hooks attached to the back corners of the stall. 

Dangling by his hands and feet, doubled up and splayed out wide, Alex watched as she shifted her big hard prick back into position. Then he moaned with anticipation as she moved in close, preparing to enjoy him for the first time face to face. Surely nothing could be more exalting…

Goddess squirted oil from a bottle and slickened up. She took a short grip on those ropes, wrapping one about each fist. Lifting and pulling Alex to her, she thrust inside, making him yelp again. To the sexual suffering of his genitals was now added this epitome, and heaven indeed descended as their complementary obsessions again found their most quintessential expression.

No longer a transitioning initiate, the now ecstatically accepting slut found this a fuck to forever cement in an insatiable craving. Taking it ignominiously from behind was fantastically gratifying enough. As he’d hoped, fucking facing together offered intimacies and interchanges that further exalted the experience unimaginably. 

Legs braced and spread, proud shoulders squared and with those vein-marbled arms bulging with muscle, Goddess leaned back and hauled on the reins, yanking his organs to the same brisk rhythm she stabbed into him. Her torso was plastered with sheer wet silk. Those arrogantly high, perfectly round boobs bounced wildly before him, an absolutely maddening spectacle. Yet even this divine vision of feminine power and bounty was less compelling than the mere ability to maintain eye contact.

Reverent blue and incendiary green, their locked gazes communicated exchanges fraught with feelings that continuously heightened their excitement – and tightened the perhaps unintended bonds this unconventional intercourse was swiftly forging between them.

From mocking approval and abashed-pained joy to fiery fervor and eager acceptance, the two acknowledged the uncontrollable responses they fed in each other. As their passion climbed ever higher they reveled in mutual appreciation of the unique and extreme symbiosis they’d already achieved. When ravenous demand met glad agony and utterly shameless lubricity, and their wordless soul-sharing became too intense to endure, Alex dared drop his regard to ogle those unbelievable breasts so nearly naked right in front of him. 

Oh, how indescribably magnificent they were, and how they stoked his futile arousal! Yet when he could bear this no longer either, and again locked gazes with his Goddess, she showed no sign of censure. If anything her obvious estrus increased. Though her stabbing attack grew ever more vicious, this was the opposite of retribution. She seemed to be rewarding his honest awed tribute to her appeal. Indeed after many repeats of this sequence she had to bear down and break their mute communion herself.


At last Goddess Rachel dropped the reins. From rearing back square and braced she shifted closer and grabbed his thighs. Leaning her body into him she pushed him tight against the wall. Relieved of some of his weight, his wrists were eased of a pain he’d only been peripherally aware of. Still this hardly registered next to having those breasts squashed against him, her head pressed to the side of his and her rampant rhythm accelerating toward orgasm.

Feverish breath scorched his neck. Right in his ear, feral grunts and shrieks of effort and pleasure prickled the nape. Hung and pinned in place, pounded against the implacable stone, Alex cried out his own helpless joy, pain, love and need. As his owner’s frenzy escalated up to and through her usual pantherine peak he found himself nearly shrieking with the intensity of the physical and emotional moment. And when the throe was finally over he received a sublime cherry on top.

Exhausted, his promised murderess rested against him, her cheek pressed to his neck. 

In a way this was the most intimate contact between them yet. It was a gesture that suggested affection, or at least benign toleration. And when she eventually recovered, Goddess Rachel confirmed that he’d earned her further favor. She pulled back enough to gaze into him again, a searching look that appeared to be trying to discern in him the answers to questions her own behavior raised. 

Either finding what she needed or deciding she didn’t care, she smiled with glee.

“That was the best pegging of my life, boy! I’m so glad you’ve honestly embraced your sexual destiny. 

“You’re my prison-bitch when I want to do it brutal. But you’re rapidly becoming an ideal lover too. Tell me, slave: do you know how to eat pussy, and tongue-clean assholes and toes?”

“I’ve never been so blessed ma’am. By I’ve proved a quick learner so far.”

“That you have. We shall see. Right now I need a smoke and a bath of my own. Then you can enter my kitchen and make me breakfast. 

“I was going to wait on taking that next step. But things are moving quickly here, aren’t they? Nothing is going quite like I imagined. It’s terribly exciting, but a little unsettling for me too. I like it though. Let’s carry on with it, my delectable young condemned one. Hang in here while I use the hot tub. Then we’ll see the rest of the house, and you’ll realize how alone and isolated we are up here. There’s no escape from me, and no one is ever going to find you or the scattered remains of your body. Take that to the bank!”




Chapter Fourteen

Talia’s Troubles

Backed by a couple of deputies and with the Downings waiting in the wings, County Sheriff Mark Jacobsen stood at a podium bearing the shield of his department. As he delivered his opening remarks regarding the missing (and still locally notorious) Alexander Junior, he kept his true feelings concealed. 

As an elected official, he was as much a politician as law enforcement officer, and this was standard operating procedure. This situation was particularly delicate however and privately he cursed both the kid and his wealthy parents for it. 

Outwardly he had to appear competent and professional, impartially dedicated to doing the best job possible. On the inside he was still cringing from even having to deal with it.

The original case had been a P.R. nightmare. 

Most in Mark’s jurisdiction had considered the sentence a farce, and the whole proceeding the whitewash that it was. The entire community was up in arms for weeks. The integrity of the criminal justice system aside, the ‘one percent’ were not exactly popular in these times of runaway inequality. Those good constituents of his would probably celebrate it as belated justice if the spoiled little snot turned up dead – or at least horribly exploited. 

However it worked out, someone was going to be disappointed. Caught between the wealthy and influential (read: campaign donors) and the fickle electorate, Mark was in ideal position to take the blame. Between this prospect and the unwelcome attention the original case drew to quasi-legal corruption in his bailiwick, he had more discomfort than he cared for. The quicker this thing was resolved and out of the headlines, the better.

Of course involving the press at all was a gamble, but one he couldn’t afford not to take. Facing the assembled local media, Mark sighed inside as he finished detailing where matters currently stood and prepared to turn the podium over to the parents.

“All right, in a moment I’ll take a few questions. But first I’d like to introduce Alexander Downing Senior and his wife Talia. They’re here to make a statement of their own, so please give them your close attention and convey their message accurately, please. A young life could be hanging in the balance.”

Stepping back from the podium, he waved them forward. 

Both were impeccably turned out and composed, though Alexander looked dour and no amount of cosmetics could hide Talia’s hollowed eyes and air of barely restrained hysteria. Once again carefully hiding his resentment and even contempt for this couple who’d pulled strings to keep their no-account druggie son out of jail and then lost him anyway through inept parenting, he took up position behind them and to the left, ready to intervene if necessary. It was Talia who read their prepared remarks.

“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for this opportunity. On behalf of both of us, I’d like to speak to my son directly please. Alex darling, if you can hear this, if you are able, please come home immediately, or at least make contact. Whatever trouble you are in, whatever issues may have driven you away, I’m sure we can resolve them. Your father and I love you very much. We’ve only ever wanted what’s best for you. Any mistakes we have made we are eager to put right. Only please come back to us, or let us know you’re okay!”

Her voice quavering and a shine of unshed tears in her rather glassy eyes (clearly the boy wasn’t the only druggie in the family), Talia fought for composure before continuing.

“If you can’t come home, if someone has taken you, I speak now to your kidnappers. Please return my only child. He has never purposely harmed anyone. We will pay any ransom required. If you haven’t already, please talk to him. You’ll find him an extraordinarily sensitive young man whose mistakes torment him terribly. Once you get to know him, I’m sure you’ll agree that he has too many very fine qualities to go to waste. We beg you, as fellow human beings, to find the compassion to do the right thing by him. Save our boy and you may save your own soul.”

Chin quivering visibly, Talia finished. As soon as she did, the dozen or so reporters present began shouting questions at her, causing her to shrink back, overwhelmed. Mark hurried to take the podium while her husband claimed her.

“All right folks, I’m the one in charge around here. Please direct your queries at me.” He indicated the rather stocky girl from the local NBC affiliate, who tended to be less adversarial. “Go ahead, Janice. You first.”

If he’d hoped to avoid provoking any sensationalism by staying away from Fox, he was sorely disappointed. With the cameras rolling she leaped immediately to the worst.

“Sheriff, given the circumstances involved, with the missing having been just released from what many considered an unreasonably lenient sentence for vehicular homicide, is your department considering the possibility of vigilantism? Do you believe someone may have taken justice into their own hands and murdered the young man?”

Before Mark could even finish his inward curse (to say nothing of trot out his usual line of protests and platitudes), bad went to unimaginably worse. In the process of retreating, Talia’s tenuously medicated calm shattered. Her expensively maintained face took on its true count of years and eons more as it turned immediately into that of a deranged harpy. Color rushed to her cheeks. Her eyes might have spat sparks and her lips stretched back to the canines, baring her biting teeth as she shrieked. Lunging against her husband’s grasp she tried to attack.

“How dare you! Why would someone even dream of that! And it was not lenient, you bitch! He’s just a boy! Do you have idea how horribly he’s been suffering? He made a bad mistake and it killed a baby girl! He can’t sleep now for hearing her screams!”

Right away another reporter jumped in, gleefully flinging gasoline.

“Is it possible he’s committed suicide, then?”

Leave it to the press to show some sensitivity. Talia went absolutely berserk, spitting and raving and fighting to get free of her husband. Clawing blood from his hand with her nails she tore free just as the two deputies moved to help. Stumbling forward toward her antagonists (and their whirring cameras of course), she knocked over a pole supporting the velvet rope separating them. In a bit of bile-black slapstick, the first deputy tripped over the staggering Alexander and fell into the second. Both became entangled in the sagging rope and toppling pole, and before Mark could begin to get around the podium to help, all three men were cursing and scrambling on the floor, leaving the upset mother lunging into the crowd.

Chaos ensued. Fortunately Deputy Mills, the more reliable of the two, managed to forge ahead and retrieve Talia before she committed assault and battery right in the Sheriff’s office. Besides sparing them all that particular embarrassment, this preempted any number of lawsuits. Mark made a note to give Mills a private bonus later. Still the damage was done. Right now he had to do what he could to limit it. That began with reestablishing control over this travesty of a press conference. He could kick himself and curse his luck all he wanted to later.

***

If there was one benefit to cooking breakfast for someone else while insanely hungry, Alex discovered it. As he fried and seasoned chopped potatoes, onions and peppers, turned spitting sausages and whisked up eggs for scrambling, his mouth watered like mad. Unlike his uncontrollable gagged drooling overnight, this was a good thing. 

Though he’d eased his dehydration by drinking the run-off from his hair-washing, he was still thirsty. And keeping his tongue bathed in fluid soothed the constant pain of his burns.

While her bathtub filled and Goddess Rachel enjoyed her post-orgasmic cigarette, she’d honored him by using him as her ashtray again. Of course he accepted this eagerly, and then hung obediently patient from his hands and feet while she enjoyed a leisurely soak just out of his view. She’d rewarded him afterward with a glimpse of her entire naked backside as she unlocked the door and left to dress, and with a smile of approval when she returned wearing shorts, sneakers, and a US Army t-shirt. Releasing him from all bonds but that shock collar, she’d led him out naked into her home. 

Charmingly rustic yet with every modern convenience, the place was seriously isolated indeed, judging from what he could see through the windows. Coffee was already brewing and the television on, tuned to the morning news on MSNBC. Now as he cooked and drooled and tried to cope with the agonizing pangs that ripped his belly, his gorgeous owner sipped at a cup and chatted companionably with him about current events. They were still getting to know one another after all, and still finding a surprising confluence of views given their respective socioeconomic roots. Then again, young men and combat veterans often shared similar perspectives about more prosaic things too, things that might give the more squeamish pause.

During his stirring, a few cubes of half-cooked potato spilled out of the skillet. Flinching back from the spatter of hot oil on his belly and groin, Alex couldn’t prevent them from tumbling to the floor. There they sat, calling longingly to the ravening dragon that was his belly. Reading this in the lingering of his gaze, Goddess laughed.

“Go ahead, boy. Around here the five-second rule is extended indefinitely. You might as well get a jump on your eventual housekeeping duties. As I always say, if it didn’t kill the cavemen, it won’t kill us.”

“Thank you, ma’am.” Of course quickly stooping, scooping and gobbling those bits only made that dragon roar more. Instead of collapsing groaning and holding his stomach, Alex gritted himself to continue the conversation. “I ain’t afraid of germs. That’s why we have immune systems. And they need the practice. If your body never gets to build up its defenses fighting wimpy, everyday bugs, what’s it going to do when a really mean one comes along? People who cringe from a little dirt and live in an anti-bacterial bubble are fools.”

Goddess’ agreement was immediate and vehement.

“Too right, boy! Even worse are the doctors prescribing antibiotics for every sniffle, and the fucking farmers pumping tons of them into livestock just to increase productivity. This is what happens in a country that’s too stupid or stubborn to understand evolution. They’re taking us right back to pre-penicillin days, when a simple cut could mean infection and death. And they do it with no more concern than the asshole energy companies show for disastrously altering the climate, ending the mild interlude that has so nurtured our comfortable civilization.”

Alex shook his head with shared dismay and grated cheddar into the whisked eggs. “The unbridled greed of the few, and the lazy ignorance of the most, will mean humanity’s doom – or at least eternal affliction.”

“So says the scion of the one percent,” snorted the formerly poor. Yet her laugh was free of sneer, as Alex’ explanation lacked defense.

“I actually went to public school, and avoided the whole elitist indoctrination. My parents weren’t always wealthy; they came from public schools themselves and wanted me to be more broadly socialized. This despite them being mad social climbers. Anyway since I’ve always had far more of anything I wanted than I needed, there was never any reason for me to learn greed.”

“I see.” Sitting at the big table, Rachel sipped her coffee and considered this. 

Alex diced up an elderly jalapeno to follow the cheddar, the biting aroma making his mouth water more furiously than ever. His belly cramped so badly he bowed over a bit, tears prickling his eyes. In the silence he sought some new subject to discuss – anything to distract from the torture of his hunger. Capriciously the TV delighted to oblige.

“Finally we have this just in from Sanderson County, California, where our affiliate picked up this scene of drama at the local Sheriff’s Department. A press conference called in regards to a missing person’s case erupted into chaos this morning when the distraught mother of the missing individual, one Alexander Downing Junior, reacted violently to a reporter’s question.”

***

Tension gripped the kitchen as both kidnapper and complicit victim turned to the big screen across the cabin. Goddess Rachel picked up the remote from the table and increased the volume. Silently they watched as the sheriff solicited questions, only for Alex’ crazed-looking mother to attack the first person to ask one.

It really was the most logical question, next to the follow-up one that really set the cat among the pigeons. His poor mother looked off her rocker, perhaps in the midst of a nervous breakdown. Though he’d dismissed the potential for this earlier, it struck Alex with guilt now. Without meaning to he spoke aloud.

“I’ve wronged her. I’m relieving my own anguish by inflicting it on her. She may have been a tyrannical bitch before becoming a druggie in her own right, but she doesn’t deserve this.”

The clip had finished with just a brief mention of the earlier case, and over a bit of banter between the anchors Goddess admonished him.

“You’ve wronged others worse. That blame takes precedence. If your mother’s weakness compounds your guilt, so be it. We all have burdens to bear. At least take comfort in the fact that I’d have claimed you anyway, regardless of your willingness. You could have made the job more difficult for me. But I’ve been on missions targeting some bad-ass operatives in my time. One way or another your mother would still be tearing her hair out. Only you’d be barely clinging to sanity in the dungeon right now, instead of learning your new duties already. You’d be waiting to die in a far more grisly and lingering fashion than just being cock-gored to the core.”

Eased if only slightly, Alex let a creepy curiosity turn his mind from his mother. Likewise he turned back to tending the taters and sausages, and starting the toast. It was almost time to add the eggs. Still the question just had to be asked…

“How were you originally planning to kill me?”

“I was going to take you into the forest and stretch you out upright, spread-eagled between two trees. I was going to noose you to a branch over your head and spike you on a stake up your ass, so you were only kept from strangling by being skewered and vice-versa. I was going to break your arms and legs and collarbones, and cook your cock in place and feed it you – as I still intend to do – then follow with your balls. Yet that was just the beginning.

“Instead of the traditional spear thrust to the side, I was going to make a cauterized incision just above your gelded groin, and carefully pull free a loop of your intestine. By leaving carrion there regularly I could accustom scavengers to the spot. So after I popped your eyeballs free to dangle on your cheeks for the birds, and stretched your impaled tongue out through your wedged-open jaw, I was going to leave you for the weasels and coyotes and bears. Imagine how they’d tussle over your guts, pulling them out a bit at a time and eating you alive. So call it a combination hanging-impaling-castration-crucifixion-animal assisted evisceration. I think that would have properly repaid my Jimmy and Caitlyn’s pain had you not proved so noble and accommodating. So…do you still wish to spare your mother’s feelings, prisoner?”

“Yes I do, ma’am,” Alex concentrated on pouring the eggs to avoid the vividness of that vision. “Still whatever I might deserve, I certainly prefer your revised plan, and being your eager bitch ‘til the end most of all.”

“Then always keep me happy boy, and forget about everything else!”

“You have my promise, Goddess, to whatever end you’re owed.”

Alex turned the eggs, topped the toast and served up the meal, swallowing constantly to keep from drooling on it. For all the agony in his midsection he smiled honestly when his owner approved.

“That looks delicious, slave. Where did you learn to cook?”

“They had classes at rehab. And they encouraged us to develop ‘life skills’.”

“How terribly draconian. It’s a wonder you survived an entire year.”

“Yet thanks to this barbarity I emerge the better to serve you. It seems all things conspire to the glory of the Goddess.”

His deity laughed reluctantly and reached for her fork.

“Charming, subject. Go in the pantry and fetch a can of that cut-rate stew. For that you can eat it at my feet like a cosseted pet. And if this breakfast tastes as good as it smells, you can suck my toes for dessert. Then after you clean up the kitchen we can go back downstairs for some more torture that would make your mother’s mind melt.”

“That all sounds heavenly Goddess Rachel. Thank you so very much.”

***

If asked, Alex’ mother might have protested that her mind felt melted already. After being dragged kicking and screaming from that disaster of a press conference, she was taken not to a holding cell for assault as some might have insisted, or to a hospital as the Sheriff had insisted, or to her therapist (who could hardly have helped), but home to her bedroom. With her husband berating her the whole way they had been driven back across town in their limo to their mansion, while their only child no doubt moldered in a landfill or dangled from a slowly rotting rope somewhere. At best perhaps he was nodding in some sleazy opiate den, his cash used up, his phone, watch and tablet pawned and his bank cards and ID lost along with his clothes. 

Meanwhile she lay sprawled in luxury, self-medicated to just short of a stupor. Yet rather than bring relief, the haze of tranquilizers, while muting the mortification of her performance, failed to quell her terrible grief and anxiety. Worse, it was itself a reminder of the hell of dependency she was trapped in – and that she had unforgivably passed on to her son.

That was the horrible guilt at the core of Talia’s upset. Alex had been drunk the night of his accident, yes. But he’d also been full of Valium, an addictive narcotic he’d watched her gobble for years – and had taken from her own supply. 

So who was ultimately at fault for two dead innocents and two shattered families? Was it the tormented child who hadn’t known any better, or the parent who’d provided both the bad example and the drugs that had led him to his doom?

Talia wanly turned her head. She focused her blurry, teary gaze on the bottle on the bedstand next to her. What if that awful man had been right, and Alex had killed himself as he’d so often hinted he might? Suicide was a mortal sin. Yet if she had to go to hell to see her boy again, hold him and beg his forgiveness as she should have done years ago, she would take that whole bottle right now. The only thing stopping her was the slim possibility that he was still alive. 

She might be an addict and a failure as a parent. Yet what kind of cowardly, useless mother could abandon her baby when he still might need her – or fail to avenge his death if he’d been unjustly taken from her?

Of course that led right back to the ghastly memory of this morning, and that other horrid reporter, whose suggestion had somehow penetrated her defenses and snapped the fraying leash on her hysteria. What if it had been she who was right, and someone had simply murdered the boy over what had happened a year and a half ago? Speaking of a mother’s revenge, the woman who’d lost her own baby in all this had been a soldier, a highly trained killer of human beings. And she’d disappeared almost as soon she’d gotten her money.

Until now, Talia had been glad she was gone. One less reminder of the tragedy that had destroyed their pampered world, the worst reminder of all, could only help in the healing. Yet now her vanishing seemed more ominous. Faced with the death of her cherished only offspring, and convinced that money had precluded any proper punishment, what might she have done?

The possibilities were too dreadful to entertain.




Chapter Fifteen

The Woman in Question

After another splendid day in the dungeon, and a slab of reheated lasagna for dinner, Rachel decided to take a walk. 

She had some thinking to do, and a change of surroundings often provided fresh perspective. 

Alex was already trussed up for the night (safely this time) and despite all the excitement underground she had a hankering now for vast vistas and wind in the trees. She swapped her sneakers for combat boots and holstered on an Israeli-made Desert Eagle fifty caliber pistol. Though grizzlies were no longer endemic to this area, black bears and cougars haunted these mountains, and either one could make a right mess of any unarmed human. The largest, most powerful handgun made, the Desert Eagle had enough stopping power to drop even Ursus Horriblis should one still be lurking about.

Leaving through the rear door, Rachel began by literally smelling the roses, which she’d planted in profuse bushes to either side. She followed with a walk about the backyard garden, which was coming in nicely. The corn was well up, as were the tomatoes and peppers. Furthest along though was the short row of cannabis plants.

The psychoactive pleasures of this weed aside, smoking a little eased both her PMS and the nagging ache she sometimes got in that old bullet wound. The pain wasn’t bad in itself, but it brought back memories she’d sooner eschew. Seeing that two plants were already ready for pruning, she crouched to pinch off the topmost shoots. 

Where these had risen straight up, two new shoots would soon emerge at angles. By pruning these too at the right time they would fork again, and the plants grow into stocky bushes rather than tall, spindly things. Not only would they be less obvious to the eye should someone wander by, but the yield of buds would be much greater too. 

From the garden Rachel proceeded to the small chicken coop beyond. Returning the cooing and clucking greetings of the half-dozen hens in residence, she checked their automatic food dispensers and water supply and retreated from the smells of shit and sawdust. Then, these minimal chores seen to, she struck out along the path leading to the stream Bill had mentioned.

Thinking of Bill brought back the worries that had coaxed her out here, away from her wonderful but slightly troubling prisoner. Living for the present all day had been thrilling and fulfilling and liberating beyond words. Now guilt and unease about the way young Alex was affecting her had returned. Yet beyond the nagging feeling that she was betraying the memory of her family by bonding with their killer (she could no longer deny this was happening) was the problem presented by his mother’s antics this morning.

Until now the story of young Alex Downing had been a strictly local affair. The circus this morning had changed that, to what extent remained to be seen. Should it suddenly explode globally, she could have serious complications to deal with. An all-out media frenzy would leave no stone unturned, no avenue unexploited. The mystery of her disappearance would demand answers. Her picture, and video of her from the hearing, could end up on every channel and news site. Given that her boobs were so distinctive, Rachel hadn’t bothered trying to change her appearance. What if Bill, or some other workman she’d had up here recognized her? Her carefully crafted and expensively obtained new identity would be blown. She could be forced to dispose of her prize far earlier than she wished, or even attempt to disappear again.

Sighing, Rachel passed the picturesque little brook with hardly a glance. Continuing down the trail, she came to an opening in the trees that offered a scenic overlook, a view of the canyon falling away to the west that was even better than that from her front porch. Here she stopped, crossed her arms, and gazed out at an absolutely stunning sunset. Yet what she saw instead was her teenage slave kneeling naked at her feet, one of which was lodged to the instep in his stuffed and drooling mouth.

Damn, he’d looked cute like that! With his hair washed and his wounded cheek healing he was attractive indeed. He’d absolutely wolfed down his cold bowl of stew, finishing well before she’d gotten through half of her own fabulous repast. Intuiting that the tongue-bathing should wait until she could properly enjoy it, he’d taken it upon himself to remove her sneakers and reverently massage her feet while she ate. She’d been tempted to punish this unsolicited initiative, but it had felt so damn good she just couldn’t. Then when she’d pushed back her plate and chair and allowed him to use his mouth he’d proven so enthusiastic (not to mention aroused; Allie was straining up and saluting her in seconds), that she’d tittered like a kid.

Manic yet diligent, Alex had scrubbed her clean in every crevice. He’d suckled each digit like it was her nipple or penis (depending on the size), and when she’d forced the whole end of her foot in he’d taken it with joy despite the way it made him retch and slaver like mad.

After that he’d cleaned up the kitchen impeccably. And when she took him back down to the dungeon he’d gone eagerly, facing the prospect of another day of horrible torture like the blessed opportunity for redemption it was.

To give him a small taste of her original intentions, she hung Alex as though crucified this time, with his arms spread wide to increase the strain on the shoulders and respiration. Then she spiked him on a giant dildo, transferring half his weight to that.

“Tell me slave: are you ticklish?”

“Very ticklish, ma’am,” he gasped.

“Wonderful!”

So Rachel began their afternoon fun by tickling him to writhing paroxysms. First she used her fingers and then a peacock feather, which she also used to stimulate his ever-more maddened erection until he was weeping with need. She bound him into bloated impotence then before alternately teasing and torturing those organs relentlessly. She used whips and electricity , fire and ice on his entire body in their most demanding session yet. Finally she pulled the impaling spike free and fucked him to exhaustion. By the time she’d finished and tied him up for the night he was so wrung out he dropped into unconsciousness almost immediately even though he was bound up more stressfully than ever. 

Damn, she’d had fun! 

And Alex had clearly gotten what he needed too. The entire day had been a simply splendid success – all except for that fucking press conference. That had left her with a decision to make.

Should she revert to her original intention, and go back to keeping her prisoner safely concealed in his soundproofed cell until this furor passed? Only a search warrant could find him there, should her cover be blown. Then she would be obliged to finish him quickly in case she woke some morning to find herself besieged by media camping out on her doorstep, news helicopters circling overhead. Or should she bring him upstairs even quicker, so she could enjoy him properly before that happened? So far Rachel the Goddess had only fucked young Alex standing upright. Incredible as that sex had been, she wanted him in her bed, badly. She wanted the comfort and leisure and positional possibilities (and yes, the increased intimacy) of her big king-size to sport upon. She wanted her boy’s tied-up body to keep her company while she slept.

If only she’d seen the entire news conference, instead of just that snippet! That might give her more of an idea where they stood. Then again, Rachel mused, so far there had only been that one brief bit of it broadcast nationally – a touch of conflict and black comedy on an otherwise slow news day, a brief bit of theater to help fill the twenty-four hour cable news menu. Perhaps now the case would subside back into a simply local matter.

At last Rachel decided to sleep on it. If nothing further appeared nationally by tomorrow morning, then she could bring her prize upstairs again to enjoy him properly. 

The last limb of the sun sank below the ridge opposite the canyon. Venus now glimmered like a hole punched in the spectacularly colorful canvas of the sky, letting the brilliant silver light of paradise shine through. Rachel sighed and headed back toward the cabin. With luck she could find a good movie on TV to distract her from her hankerings. 

***

“Hi honey. How was your day?”

“Finally looking up.”

Mark Jacobsen kissed his wife Judy. The whole house smelled like the pot roast he’d seen her putting in the crock pot when he’d left this morning – now about fourteen hours ago. Even for the boss, law enforcement was no nine-to-five job. Often it was more like five-to-nine. Tired and anxious, he finally let his shoulders slump and shambled into the kitchen for a beer. Twisting off the cap, Mark took a long pull and sighed. Judy, still as trim and petite as she’d been at seventeen when he’d asked her to the Homecoming dance, brushed back a lock of honey-colored hair and smiled commiseration.

“This thing with the Downings?”

“Nightmare,” he groaned. Mark took another big swallow of Corona and described that morning’s disaster. By the time he was finished the beer was too.

“It was all my fault. I should have waited to take questions until Talia and Alexander made their escape. We sprang the news conference with little warning, hoping to limit it to just the local press. Instead we got a state-wide circus. It even made MSNBC a couple times before that business in Pakistan and the immigration furor pushed it off the air.”

Wincing at the memory of his humiliation, Mark went to the sink to rinse out the empty bottle and store it with the other returnables. Judy, who knew better than to try and dissuade him from blame, smiled sadly.

“You know what they say. One billion red Chinese don’t give a shit, right?”

“We can only hope. Who knows what tomorrow may bring?”

“That’s a song by Traffic – Steve Winwood in the seventies.”

Mark managed a wan smile of his own at that, and alluded to the next song on the album she referred to. “Next thing you know I’ll have ‘Forty Thousand Headmen’ after me. Damn, I wish I’d waited. It’s all over the state now, and LA is just too close for comfort. A million tabloids and Hollywood sleazeballs, all on the constant lookout for the next juicy story, and I handed it to them on a platter. 

“This one has all the elements they love: small-town scandal, wealthy privilege, bought justice, a dead baby, et cetera. Not to mention that the bereaved mother is both a decorated war veteran and a looker with tits like a porn star. Too many people could make too much money by blowing this thing up globally. Then even those billion Chinese will be laughing at me, and scrabbling for any new angle to milk this circus for all it’s worth.”

Before he could slip into brooding, Mark claimed a meat fork and carving knife and moved to help with dinner. Lifting the lid off the crock, he bathed his face in aromatic steam a moment. Stabbing the roast with the fork to lift it from its bed of broth and vegetables, he found the knife was hardly necessary. After so many hours of slow cooking the butter-soft meat just fell apart under its own weight. Trading the utensils for potholders, he lifted the crock from the cooker to carry it to the table. Still the sight of that heavy blade brought the Downing case back to mind.

The more time that passed without any activity on the younger Alexander’s bank and phone accounts, the more likely it seemed the boy was dead, either by his own hand or that of another. That in turn directed his thoughts back to the aforementioned former soldier, the person with the strongest motive for doing him harm.

Mark had investigated her whereabouts as a matter of course. He’d come up empty. The woman seemed to have dropped off the face of the Earth.

No doubt she had ample reason to want to escape the attention of the media. Not everyone craved their fifteen minutes of exploitation. Still the complete lack of information available on her seemed more suspicious all the time. Tomorrow he would have to get the feds involved. If the FBI or NSA couldn’t find her with all their vast resources, she couldn’t be found. 

Still, it couldn’t hurt to also keep an eye on the private contractors. Downing had the resources to afford them. And the longer his own efforts came up empty, the more temping it would become for him to turn to them.

***

Rachel went from channel to channel with no luck. None of the offerings held her attention for more than a few minutes. She switched the input to her computer, which she had loaded with movies and cartoons either ripped from DVDs or collected via file sharing networks. She watched No Country for Old Men until the protagonist found the case full of money. Bored again already, she tried watching Kill Bill and then The Hobbit, but neither Tarantino nor Jackson had any luck diverting her either. Finally she gave up and switched to the dungeon feed. And where the best filmmakers in the world had failed, the unscripted snoozing of her prisoner succeeded.

Again Rachel had left him ring-gagged. This time she’d also stretched his head radically back, a taut cord connecting that head harness to his testicles. Hogtied as tightly as ever, she’d left the blinders off this time and the lights on low, so Alex could see enough not to get his chain tangled up. To further discourage rolling around she’d covered him with the blanket he’d earned. Now her slave slept like a baby. Only occasionally did he strain unconsciously at the ropes, or whimper through the drool running constantly down his cheek. Each time he did Rachel smiled.

Yet again she wanted to go right back down and fuck that sloppy mouth. More, she wanted to squash her naked crotch into it and suffocate him until he mastered making her come. Then she wanted to strap on and hammer his ass for hours.

Unfortunately her sense of order still wouldn’t let her. They were done for the day. At last Rachel went around locking up and making her usual security check. She put the feed showing Alex sleeping on the bedroom TV, undressed and got in bed. Gloating over her wonderful slave, fantasizing about taking him on the bearskin in front of the fireplace, she masturbated for nearly an hour before slumber finally consented to carry her away.




Chapter Sixteen

Accelerating Developments

“Level one!”

The sound of his Goddess’ voice came concurrently with the savagery of her sanction. Yet even as he was wrenched out of sleep into tightly restrained shudders, Alex heard only cheerful greeting from her. And the stabbing fangs of electricity in his neck lasted only seconds before relenting.

“End sanction. Good morning, slave. You slept well. I’m glad. Are you adapting to spending your nights in bondage?”

Amazed that he’d slept right through her arrival (the heaters were already driving back the chill), Alex blinked his gummy eyes clear. 

Looming over him, Goddess unbuckled the harness from about his head and pulled the ring from his parched mouth. His jaw, spine and gonads all groaned in relief. Crouching beside him wearing only another filmy nightgown, this one of lace-trimmed periwinkle, she was as alluring as ever. Yet even better than the nipples poking though that sheer blue was the friendly twinkle in her eyes. Alex rolled onto his belly to face her properly and forced his hoarse voice into use.

“Yes ma’am, I am. I was very glad of the blanket too. Thank you. I’m sorry I didn’t wake when you unlocked the door. You’ve been making wonderfully exhaustive use of me so far.”

“I certainly have. Using you to destruction is as fun and fulfilling for me as it is debilitating for you. I bet you’re hungry again too. What’s it been, three meals in four nights, a couple cans of stew and half a bunch of bananas? Billions of people the world over would envy you.” 

She paused to take a sip from her aromatic mug of coffee. 

“I’m not just teaching you a lesson, afflicting you traditionally or even punishing you for being born into privilege. There is a reason those in dungeons subsist in little but bread and water, a reason beyond cruelty or parsimony. 

“Privation keeps you weak, meekly submissive, incapable of resistance and eager to please. But that’s already second nature to you, isn’t it my devoted subject? So suddenly there seems to be less need for yet another of my original intentions. And seeing you grow emaciated is no longer as appealing to me as keeping my little bed-bitch fit and pretty. Now that you’ve learned what it’s like, I may have to ease off on the poor rations soon – behavior permitting, naturally.

“Unfortunately for you, I have my own unaccustomed cravings to sate first. So I’m going to offer you a choice this morning, boy. You can come upstairs right away to cook for me and eat the same thing I do. Or you can have my pussy for breakfast instead. I honestly never intended this either, but your ardor yesterday convinced me. We now have to train you in providing more intimate oral service than just sucking my cock and toes. So, shall we get right to it?”

Though his stomach cramped in agony at the suggestion of food, Alex didn’t hesitate.

“Oh my Goddess, that would be fabulous beyond words! I live to give you any pleasure of which I am remotely capable. You honor me unimaginably with the offer.”

To demonstrate his eagerness he wormed his toward her. 

Every overstressed muscle and joint woke up and screamed at this. Every open wound abraded itself against the mat; the blanket slipped off at last. Still his whimpers were all excitement. His cock pulsed painfully as it was ground against the ground even as it tried to erect underneath him. Goddess Rachel gleamed at his approach.

“That’s my enthusiastic initiate! I haven’t bathed yet today, and I’m afraid I diddled myself shamelessly last night thinking about this – no one’s gone down on me in ages. So your first pussy’s going to be a nasty one I’m afraid. Still there’s no time like the present for learning to tongue-clean me, is there my precious young body slave?”

She swung her legs around and open, scooting forward to meet him. Flipping up the hem of her nightgown, she presented Alex with his first-ever view of real live female genitalia.

Actually all he saw was a slit, surrounded by the barest of stubble. Goddess hadn’t shaved yet today either. And as she pushed her crotch into his face a pungent odor wafted up. He’d smelled it on his fingers before; one girl (Sheena Wilkins by name) had let him slip his hand into her shorts and rub her down there while they made out in the car one time. 

That had been barely a week before his crime, and naturally the ensuing dates where they’d take things further (maybe all the way!) had never materialized. He’d never seen her again, nor would he. Still who could care at this point, except to mourn the opportunity for experience and preparation? He had the deity he owed everything to splayed out before him now, and in his privation his sense of smell (and surely taste too) seemed maddeningly acute. Though the aroma of her revolted him, his mouth, long desiccated from drooling all night, flooded again. 

Just in time: he had the immense honor of new bathing duties to assume. He could worry about performing sexually and learning to love it as necessary.

With a last wiggle Goddess Rachel put herself in reach of his tongue. Breathing through his mouth to diminish the smell (oh how his jaws still ached from the ring!), Alex began with gentle deference over at the crease of her thigh. 

Letting the water spill freely from his lips, he licked and scrubbed that curved saddle scrupulously. Her stubble was rough under his tongue; she tasted faintly of salt. Moaning euphorically over the favor bestowed on him, he worked his way gradually in from the perimeter, bathing that entire holy crotch. 

Goddess’ hips shifted. Her legs spread further and she tilted up to him. Before proceeding to the mother-lode above he accepted the tacit signal and proceeded to clean the pucker of her. Swirling and probing, Alex finally pushed inside, eager to display his infinite abasement. He was rewarded with a moan of pleasure.

“That’s right, boy, well done. Tongue out my whole bung; no one’s ever had the pleasure. Then let’s see what you can really do for me…”

Groaning with degraded transport, Alex squirmed in his bonds. Again grinding his painfully crushed and bent erection, his face burning furiously and his hollow gut twisting with agony, he delved deep, as if seeking to coax forth a greedily welcomed sustenance. When only more moans were forthcoming he banished this sick fantasy even as he redoubled his efforts. Though the smell right under his nose was worse than the taste engulfing his tongue he withdrew at last. Tidying up the dribble, he gasped for breath while another savage cramp tore at him. Then he began to slowly, worshipfully lick that neat little slit.

It yielded, parting to provide a wetness that matched his own. 

Goddess moaned again. She slid two fingers down to spread herself out, revealing glistening pink flaps and the entrance amidst. Giggling at his wide-eyed ogling, clearly enjoying his initiation, she wriggled him to business.

“Now, boy! Jimmy was good at this, once upon a time. Let’s see you do penance by performing properly in his place. In others words, eat me, bitch. I want to come in your face.”

So shamefully arousing was this last declaration that Alex’ guilt couldn’t compete. He flung himself fervently into service, lapping at those flaps with mad enthusiasm. 

From licking them lengthwise he stroked along their sides, flipping them back and forth, slathering and nibbling and at last poking in between. Mindful that his owner had expressed reservations about being penetrated, he stayed shallow until a palm pressed the back of his head. Combined with an evocative sigh, this was all he needed to again delve deep. Entering to the limit he thrust in and out, their mingled liquid trickling down his chin. 

Goddess pressed harder in response, lifting to him and abrading his face while she gasped and writhed in place.

Of course the more punishing his use, the more aroused he became, until even the unpleasant scent and the difficulty he had breathing grew welcome. Crushed cock throbbing, empty gut cramping afresh, he grunted like a pig at a trough and squirmed helplessly as he wallowed in his newest use. Still he remained a neophyte. At last Goddess Rachel had to educate.

“Here, slave.” 

Again her fingers slid in and spread, pulling back to open her even further. Up popped her clitoris, of which Alex had at least academic knowledge. “Stimulate it. Play with it; suck on it. The sooner you get me off, the sooner we can eat.”

Whining in his eagerness, he followed instructions. Licking, flicking, tonguing and sucking that responsive little organ, he soon had his owner crying out affirmation and pressing him close again. Prickliness rasped his lips.

“That’s right! Yes! Ah, ah, oh that’s good! Come on bitch, suck me!”

Alex obeyed feverishly. Masochistic in his transport, he strained at his bonds, worsening the agonies of his long hogtying. Humping the floor as urgently as those bonds allowed, he abused his erection ruthlessly, the pain arousing him still further. His impotence torturing him almost as badly as during his most brutal buggering, Alex keened and squirmed and sucked for all he was worth. In response Goddess bucked against him, using him ever more punishingly. Finally those she-cat shrieks began pealing forth. Hot liquid gushed from her; he slurped and sucked and ingested it like nectar while she screamed and thrashed against him. At last the hand holding his head helpless fell away, and she softened and slumped and panted in aftermath.

“Oh baby, that was so great! For a first try that was simply wonderful. I must confess boy: Jimmy had the skill and technique, but he balked at being used so demandingly. I never could have gotten away with that, or come so fucking hard with him. 

“You destroyed my life, boy. But you’re making up for it beautifully. Let’s go upstairs, chore slave. After breakfast we’ll see how my pampered young prince takes to doing housework. Keep exceeding my expectations boy, and we’re going to be very happy together – right up until the infinitely thrilling and fulfilling finish.”

***

Rachel reached for her cigarettes out of habit. Then she stopped herself. 

If she continued smoking after every orgasm, she’d soon be flirting with both nicotine addiction and lung cancer. 

Her sexual sabbatical over, she suddenly found herself bingeing on the kind of unlimited carnal glut any woman just entering her prime could only dream of. She had a partner who could deny her nothing, and who wished to deny her nothing, right up to when (as she’d said) her cock finally killed him. From now on she’d have to save indulging in tobacco afterward for only particularly significant climaxes. 

Instead of smoking, she shifted around to untie her lucky ashtray, that splendidly useful piece of property. She let him both pee and limber up a bit, then collected some shiny chromed shackles before leading him upstairs. Leaving him naked (she really did enjoy the sight of that lean, lovely young body) she pulled a voluminous blue chambray shirt on over her gown. Switching on the TV on their way to the kitchen, Rachel talked until she heard herself sharing the decision of the night before.


“Come over here, slave. Though you’re spending the day above ground, I still need you in restraints. It’s not that I expect you to try and escape. Amazingly as your mommy and the general public might find it, I’ve come to trust your commitment implicitly. I’m merely making your introduction to housekeeping a little more challenging. Plus I just want ogle you all naked and welted up and hobbled by shiny steel. It turns me on.”

Clearly it turned him on too. By the time she’d manacled his wrists about a foot apart, Allie in all his wounding was saluting her.

“We have to be careful, however. If your mother’s antics yesterday generate enough attention to get my picture splashed all over the globe, we might yet end up with some unwelcome visitors. At my word be prepared to drop flat and scuttle as quickly as possible back down to your cell. Do I have your promise?”

“Absolutely, ma’am. I will let no one deprive us of justice.”

“Good boy.”

She knelt and shackled his ankles, the eighteen-inch connecting chain ringing on the hardwood floor.

“As of this morning, I’ve seen no further signs of any pending media frenzy. We’ll keep an eye on things today, and if it’s still safe and quiet by tonight, we’ll celebrate by spending it in my bed. You really are the sexiest bitch imaginable, and I can’t wait to wallow in the kind of all-night mutual enjoyment I’ve long craved. Keep proving my perfect pegging partner boy, and we may have to postpone your execution indefinitely.”

“I will always do my best to make you happy, Goddess. I trust you to finish me appropriately whenever you decide the time is right. Until then I live to serve you utterly. Would you like me to begin preparing breakfast for you now?”

“I would. Let’s bake some rolls, and see how you do putting together a fresh fruit salad.”

Keeping an ear tuned to the television, Rachel curled up on a chair with her coffee to watch the real show. Despite the difficulties presented by his shackling, Alex again managed so well, with so little need of coaching, that when the meal was ready she decided he’d earned additional favor from her. Thus she not only allowed him to eat what she did as she’d suggested. She also hand-fed him herself, placing pieces of hot bread and cold fruit in his mouth while he knelt at her feet, rather than making him grub in his dish on the floor with his face. After finishing, and seeing the kitchen impeccably cleaned up, she set him to work on the rest of the cabin.

***

Like many former soldiers, Rachel put a priority on neatness. 

When your life was suddenly on the line, you couldn’t afford to search for misplaced items, or be slowed up by clutter. She was tidy and responsible by habit, and though mess was thus kept to a minimum, she also had stringent standards when it came to housekeeping. Yet again her new slave exceeded her expectations.

She’d expected a typically sloppy teenager, compounded by the lazy cluelessness of one who’d had maids to clean everything but his wee-wee for him all his life. Instead Alex proved both diligent and efficient in his new duties. Though hampered by a lack of expertise he took tips and instructions eagerly, only needing to be told something once in order to get it right.

Quickly he had everything shiny and spotless. From taking care of regular weekly chores like sweeping and dusting and doing the laundry, he moved cheerfully on to more tedious polishing and scrubbing of items and surfaces she’d neglected while moving in and setting up. Without pause he kept at it, until their entire habitat gleamed in every nook and cranny. Finally Rachel ran out of tasks to assign him, though it was only mid-afternoon. Still wearing just her nightgown and that big comfortable shirt, she took him back down to his cell for a few hours of always delightful torture before supper.

This they took quite late, and though Rachel made him eat his portion from a bowl on the floor at her feet as befitted a loyal pet, she again let him share a proper meal with her. Another shit, shower and shave for him and a long luxurious soak for her later, and it was nine in the evening already.

After monitoring the national news all day and scouring the web for stories, it seemed the matter of Alex’ disappearance had indeed subsided again to a strictly local affair. With no fear of media helicopters leading a swarm of reporters or authorities to her door, it seemed she was free to finally enjoy having a man in her bed that was just as eager to indulge her most depraved and unrelenting attentions as she was. Slipping into an oversize, cutoff San Francisco Forty-niners’ jersey (this draped her boobs beautifully before belling out over her belly), Rachel unshackled her slave from his place in the shower. Then brimming with anticipation she led him across the hall and into her most personal fastness for the first time.

***

While his son was being taken to experience wonders unimaginable and ecstasies undeserved, Alexander Senior entered the darkened bedroom he’d shared sexlessly with his wife for more than a decade. Between the action available at the office and Talia’s ever-diminishing appetite and appeal, he’d lost all interest in bedding her. All he wanted now was sleep, an insensate end to a disastrous day. Unfortunately the old ball-and-chain was awake again herself, and determined to thwart him.

“We have to do something.”

Her voice came jagged at him as he slipped into his side of the bed. Over on her bedstand sat a glass of water and bottle of pills. Two had been laid out ready. Apparently Talia had held off taking them until she’d had her say. That meant that not only was the bitch of yesteryear back out of its pharmaceutical cage, but that craving was likely to have turned it crazed. Wishing he’d fallen asleep in his study, Alexander responded with pained exasperation.

“What the hell are you talking about?”

`”We have to start our own investigation. The police aren’t going to find him. They think he’s killed himself. They just want this whole thing to blow over. They’ll only be going through the motions.”

Alexander punched his pillow into shape, wishing it was her mouthy face.

“What exactly do you suppose we could do better than them?”

“We could find that woman.”

“What woman?”

“You know what woman. The one whose family our boy burned alive. The one we paid off to go away. She was in the army, if you’ll remember. She’s killed people, and she’s the most likely person to want to hurt Alex. Now both of them have disappeared. 

“Don’t you remember what he said to her at the sentencing? He offered her his life, practically begged her to come find him and kill him! He said the same thing to that damn reporter when he returned here. It was right there in the paper. Well, what if she took him at his word? He’d be awfully easy to find, walking up and down that dark quiet road every night!”

Pulling the covers up savagely, Alexander searched for a retort. What came instead was the memory of their last exchange: the argument with his son about why he wouldn’t drive. 

The image of the boy insisting on this nightly pilgrimage past the graves of his victims as a kind of passive invitation to peril struck him suddenly as far more credible than any of the kid’s excuses at the time. It was like he was offering himself for retribution, just the way he’d said. Perhaps ‘that woman’ actually had taken him up on it.

She hadn’t made a scene or even spoken a word, either at court or to the press, not even when Junior was let off with rehab. Grimly silent, she’d given no indication she harbored any outrage or thirst for revenge. Still she was a daunting figure, with that razor-cut hair and martial bearing. Those outrageous tits almost made you miss how fit and muscular she was. And pained as he was to admit it, Talia was right: the woman sure had a motive.

Alexander ground his teeth at being forced to concede his confident assumptions. No one went the better part of a week without using their phone or debit card. Either Junior really had chickened out of life and killed himself, or something had happened to him. Given the scenes his wife and mind had just supplied, he couldn’t think of anywhere better to begin to look for answers. Still marital habit and plain obstinacy refused to let him surrender completely.

“All right, so she’s our only suspect. Don’t you suppose the sheriff thought of that too?”

“The police play by the rules. If it was this woman, she clearly doesn’t. And not only is she a trained killer, and a devious, determined bitch, she also has law enforcement experience. She’ll know how to hide. Even if they try in a more than half-assed fashion, our Podunk cops will never locate her. She could have him in a basement across town right now, slowly torturing him to death. I want to hire some private investigators, professionals who will cut corners and ignore laws and ruthlessly bust ass to solve this case before it’s too late!”

Rising onto an elbow to continue her harangue, Talia’s eyes gleamed with mania in the dark.

“I want to find that damn woman! If I have to I’ll go on every talk show in the state with her picture. I’ll put up a reward and scream from coast to coast even if it ruins us! I want to know if she had anything to do with this. And I want to get her if she did!”

Trembling on the edge of shrieking hysterics again, Talia was more unsettling than even the reluctant acceptance that the boy hadn’t just charged off in a snit. Given the choice between letting her have her way and watching her go off the rails completely, he at last gave in. Still he couldn’t help himself from throwing up one last face-saving caveat.

“All right, already. First let me talk to Jacobsen again, and see if they’ve found anything about her. If he appears to have his head up his ass, we’ll find some detectives of our own. Now for God’s sake, take your pills and try to get some rest. It’s been a trying day.”

The battle won, Talia didn’t bother to respond. She did take her fix, and settled back into the covers. Silently they lay awake together, less than two feet apart but in their separate bitterness no more interested in the comfort of touch than in the sharing of souls.




Chapter Seventeen

Communion

Clean and warm, fresh from the shower and naked but for his collar, the unimaginably honored slave could hardly credit the sybaritic paradise he was being ushered into. However he had earned such amazing favor, however unworthy of it he felt, he couldn’t but succumb deliriously to the ease and intimacies on offer. 

Piled with plump pillows and draped with a thick down comforter, reflected by the mirror over the nearby dresser and set directly below a wide skylight, the huge bed looked as plush as the clouds of heaven floating above – especially after four nights on the dungeon floor. 

Discretely placed eyebolts screwed into the polished oak of the head and foot boards indicated accommodations for restraint had been installed in here as well. Yet this only increased Alex’ excitement – and soothed his guilt at being allowed into his Goddess’ bedroom. As long as he was kept properly suffering, perhaps his victims could forgive the affront of his presence here.

Closing the door and locking them in, his deity gave him a smile full of sultry promise. Naked herself but for that cut-off jersey, she seized him by the handle of his erection and drew him over to the foot of the bed. 

Opening a footlocker to expose yet another trove of sex toys and bondage gear, Goddess selected a pair of handcuffs and manacled his wrists in front of him. Next a little harness of thin leather straps was cinched about his freshly shaved groin. Tight as the rope she’d used before but easier to apply and remove, this trapped his genitals in the ball-bulging, perpetually impotent and painfully erect state she reveled in keeping him in. Grinning at the helpless moan that escaped him, Goddess Rachel tickled his questing tip.

“So much for your pretty penis, boy. Now let’s see to mine.”

The amazingly lifelike one she withdrew from the locker was considerably larger than that she’d been using previously. 

Good: extra suffering, if it could properly be called that. In truth, Alex felt more than ready, even eager for the challenge. Girding this on, extending her pudenda with so much perfectly molded and colored, flesh-textured rubber, Goddess gently mocked his greedy need.

“Aye, my lovely young bitch-boy really is good and broken in! Ready to move up in the world, aren’t we?”

“Absolutely, ma’am!”

“Wonderful. Are you going to be the eagerly subservient, joyously willing, shamelessly slutty, inexhaustibly lubricious bedmate I most crave?”

That husky whiskey voice made his own crack like that of a pubescent.

“I want that more than anything, Goddess. I need to be chained up and torture-fucked. But I love you desperately, and I could barely dare dream of ever being allowed this kind of closeness. I wouldn’t sully it for anything. Besides – honestly Goddess, there is no artifice in this – I truly am addicted to your dick.”

Chancing a rakish grin of his own, Alex was rewarded with a relishing laugh and a momentary stroking of his harnessed urgency that weakened his knees. Again he was pulled by that wounded and maddened organ around to the side of the bed.

“Open it up and get in then. I want you on your back in the middle, with a pillow under your butt and another under your head.”

Heart throbbing in three places, Alex scrambled to obey. Goddess meanwhile doused the lights, leaving only a red lava lamp on the dresser casting its incarnadine glow over the room. By the time he was positioned as ordered she’d plucked a second pair of handcuffs and a tube of sex gel from the footlocker and was moving to join him.

Big prick waggling enticingly, Rachel climbed onto the bed, all devilish erotic intent. Setting the gel aside, she used the extra cuffs to secure the chain already between his wrists to the eyebolt above his head. With his arms out of the way she reclined against his side, drawing a shaky, disbelieving breath from him.

“First time in bed with a woman, boy?”

“Yes ma’am. And with all the money in the world, I could never have dreamed I’d ever end up in bed with one so incredibly desirable.”

“I bet you never dreamed your penis would be harnessed up into eternal impotence at the time either, did you?”

Hips elevated by the pillow, this jutted prominently up, all mottled-contused hue and still exquisitely tender from the whip. Goddess seized it and again began that strong, slow stroking, pumping it through her tightly gripping fist. Crazed with deprivation already, Alex groaned in grateful woe.

“No, ma’am. But that was before I was gifted with my sexual destiny. I am your helpless plaything now, and aroused beyond words to be so blessed.”

“Then let’s have sex boy, our own inverse kind of intercourse that so appropriately fulfills us both. I think this has always been my lusty destiny as well.”

In the red-tinged dimness she lubed them both, and much more generously than before. Alex’ heart thundered within him; his bound organs strained even more madly forth as one and then two and even three fingers slid in and out and around, thickly coating and easing him open. 

They might have been any considerate couple preparing to make love, and euphoria swelled his chest near to bursting. Lifting his hips and spreading his legs even as she rolled atop him and between them, he panted and mewled desperately, his promised eagerness absolutely genuine. 

That half-shirt sagging down to display amazing cleavage, Goddess’ mere propinquity was overwhelming enough. When she drove her big prick suddenly into him, pinning him to the bed beneath her, he cried out with an unselfconscious consummation that was as honest and joyous as she could have asked for.

It needn’t be said this quickly proved their best time yet. Just as expected, beyond the supremely gratifying agony of that greater length and girth goring and coring him so much deeper and wider was the unprecedented level of physical and emotional interaction the comforts of being abed allowed.

This incredibly fiery and attractive older woman was not just fucking him, or welcoming him into her bower, she was actually lying bodily atop him. 

Excitingly fit and powerful, she crushed him beneath her weight and gasped and flexed with animal urgency as she violently rode him. Far better than even being pegged to the wall of the shower stall, this kind of intimacy made him feel virginal all over again. Here he was being introduced to pleasures of sex beyond just the barest mechanics! 

This was a more global sharing of body and being that Alex found inconceivably exalting. Best of all was again being truly face to face. There he was, gazing up at that divine visage only inches away as she fervently took her pleasure from him. Locked away together alone in this remotely hidden idyll, their eyes were likewise locked to each other as they feverishly copulated. And it seemed Goddess’ gaze was communicating truths she wasn’t yet ready to put into words.

Always intensely passionate, those irises were like emeralds in their gleaming green. Yet they conveyed none of the hate or contempt they once had, no bitter blame or enduring grudge – only the joy of possession and rampant erotic demand. 

They warmly approved his submissive rapture and regarded his youthful worship with pride and indulgence. Where his were surely effusive of gratitude and love, Goddess Rachel’s windows to the soul hinted at a growing attachment of her own, perhaps like what a master begins to feel for a pet that has at last begun to successfully ingratiate itself. 

Whether she knew it or not, Goddess was already coming to value him as more than just an outlet for her anger and grief and a convenient sexual receptacle. Perhaps even now his eager reciprocity in sating her unorthodox craving was working on her further. 

Before he could succumb to heretical fancies of eventual forgiveness, Alex turned his thoughts to the promised culmination of his expiation. When he’d finally exhausted his usefulness, his owner was going to fuck him to death, finally freeing him from his debt. How he prayed that she did it face to face like this, so they could enjoy the same kind of mute emotional interchange! How heavenly it would be to gaze into these extraordinary eyes as he died…

As Goddess began to accelerate her pace toward orgasm already, the agony she stabbed rhythmically into him grew ever more acute. Mewling with pain, Alex began to fantasize that the time had come. The dick drilling him ended not in an expertly molded glans but a bluntly pointed spear. Every savage thrust not only excited and fulfilled him beyond description. It also pierced his vulnerable innards deeper, letting his life’s blood drain from that wonderful wounding in a euphoric weakening. Perhaps his deliverance would come at the very peak of her climax, the apocalypse of which would usher him into an eternity of such service, his soul bound to hers in blissful chattel until the end of all time…

Exalted almost past transcendence by this fancy – not to mention the intensity of their emotional communion and the savage physicality of their fucking – Alex began to cry out helplessly in a psychological climax nearly as potent as the physical orgasm his crimes had forfeited forever. Although the derangement of deprivation upon him, the throbbing of his bound-and-bloated cock and the capped-volcano churning of his gonads remained unrelieved, this spiking of love, lust and infinite abnegation was easily sufficient to carry him ecstatically through the otherwise nearly intolerable trauma of Goddess’ own viciously stab-hammering crescendo, and even the extended shrieking peak after. When she relaxed atop him at last, her body a warm crush with her cheek pressed companionably to his and their connection still embedded, Alex’ panting and moaning expressed a joy and satisfaction that rivaled her own. And boy oh boy, that was just the first time!

***

“Holy shit, was that great!”

Rachel turned her head, sighed – and stopped herself just in time. 

She’d almost kissed young Alex on the cheek. That wouldn’t do. This kid was the murderer of her family after all. He was supposed to be down in the dungeon still, suffering horribly for every last second of life she allowed him. Yet he was so damn appealing to her, and not just his eyes and hair, lovely young body and cock. It was more than his exemplary character, honest contrition, commitment and devotion to her too. These had confounded her expectations and plans for him enough. What really drew her to him despite his crimes was his instant and wholehearted embrace of the admittedly perverse kind of sex life she so craved.

If only Jimmy could have been so accommodating! And while it felt like the most base betrayal, the fact that Rachel had found what she’d most wanted in the man who’d killed him (not to mention sweet Caitlyn) was a blessing she was incapable of refusing. 

Having such a willing and appreciative partner for her taboo pleasures was a rare and incredibly serendipitous development. How was she ever going to give it up? While part of her still relished the image of Alex strung up between two trees with his eyeballs on his cheeks and weasels tussling over his guts, another part of her moaned that this would be an intolerable waste of a treasure impossible to replace.

Well, there was no need to worry about it right now. As events of the past week proved, there was no telling what direction fate might take. It was better to just continue to go with the flow and enjoy the moment.

Misgivings banished yet again, Rachel pulled out and slid off to one side. Molding herself to that delectable adolescent body, she lay her leg over one of his and took that tightly harnessed hardness in her hand. Irresistible! Stroking him gently up and down again, she giggled helplessly at his usual groan of pleasure and need.

“Once again, that was the best fuck of my life, slave. You are a simply priceless addition to that life. While we rest up for our next attempt to top it, I’m going to reward you. I’ve got pretty Allie here, all beat up but eager as ever. Would you prefer me to tease or torture him?”

Lifting his already elevated hips in response to her pumping, Alex gave a shuddery gasp.

“I like it best when you switch unpredictably between the two, ma’am.”

“Then so it shall be.”

For the next twenty minutes or so Rachel kept her slave writhing and moaning and crying out mindlessly. Cuddled up to him like a lover, she jacked him at varying speeds while alternately abusing him mercilessly.

Loving the smoothness of his shaved balls, and the way they bulged compacted through the leather straps, she finished by squeezing these until he wept and retched and galled his wrists struggling with the cuffs. Then she rose and swung astride his face, shifting her cock so that she could squash her pussy down onto his mouth. Alex needed no urging or instruction of course, but began servicing her almost frantically.

Rachel moaned and let him do his best, which was already improving for one so young. Of course he still couldn’t measure up to Jimmy. But once again he submitted gladly when her appetites could no longer be restrained and she grew pitilessly rough and demanding.

Of course protesting and complaining and refusing to permit this wasn’t an option for this bedmate. He truly cared only about her pleasure, and the greater the cost to him, the more he liked it. He even responded in a way that almost seemed considerately calculated to begin salving away her current aversion to being penetrated.

Pinned under her crotch, he thrust his tongue deep. Yet rather than jab in and out with it this time he merely held it extended for her to ride. As she humped against it at her own initiative, the helplessness, revulsion and humiliation of her rape failed to recur as usual. Of course a tongue wasn’t nearly the size of a cock. But it was the power dynamic that mattered. 

She was in control, not him. She could set the tempo, and slow or halt the assault altogether at need. Yet for the first time since Colonel Asshole she didn’t want to. No panic attack threatened; this boy was harmless. She could even kill him at whim, suffocate him with her cunt if she liked. Inspired by this awareness she thrust ever more vigorously, her half-shirt billowing out with the undulation of her body.

Alex’ eyes gleamed beneath her, peeking up to ogle the exposed undersides of her breasts. She let him look, his worshipful appraisal grown surprisingly welcome rather than offensive. Somehow she found it inspired her efforts even further. Before long she even sensed the possibility of another orgasm approaching already, and from being penetrated! Rather than pursue this breakthrough though, Rachel decided to save it for another occasion.

Enough progress had been made for now. And this was merely intermission anyway. Now that she’d recovered it was time to hammer her boy again, to wallow in the comforts of her bed and his eager complicity some more. After all, the power rush of doing the penetrating herself –that vengeful triumph over her rapist-by-proxy and all other men – was what she truly lived for.

***

Climbing off her property, Rachel hurried before the crest of her passion could recede. As she moved her prick back into place so that the base of it rested on her clit, she breathed orders.

“Roll over, boy. Squash that hard-on into the pillow under you. Spread your legs but just a little, just enough to let me in.”

Panting as well, Alex complied instantly. Rachel climbed back on, straddling his upper thighs. Quickly she slathered back up. Overheated already, she took one more second to strip off that jersey. Aware that Alex had turned his head so that he could peep at her in dresser mirror, she found that again she didn’t mind. As sick as she was of every person on the planet staring at her chest, this boy was rapidly becoming an exception. 

Anything that increased his hopelessly impotent arousal, the torture of eternal deprivation his crimes had earned him, turned her on further herself. In the dim red light of the lava lamp, only the porn-star size of it distinguished her prick from a real erection. Wishing devoutly that it was, she aligned with his opening and rammed it home, her cry of pleasure and excitement overtopped by that of Alex’ pained gratification. Still sitting upright she began thrusting again, driving breathlessly in and out and crooning her approval as he wept and groaned beneath her.

“That’s right, boy. It hurts, but it’s a good pain isn’t it?”

“It’s…ow!...wonderful, Goddess! It’s what I live for now.”

“I’m glad, slave, because I was just thinking the same thing. I really can’t tell you how much your appreciation means to me. Tell me more.”

“It feels – oh! ah! – like justice, Goddess. Every stab both punishes and redeems me. Ow! It also excites me like nothing else ever, ma’am. It’s the ultimate submission to your authority, satisfying cravings I can hardly articulate.”

“Are you looking forward to your execution by cock, then?”

“Absolutely, my Goddess! Uh…uh…oh! But only after you’ve…uh…taken enough brutal pleasure from me to compensate for the terrible pain I’ve caused you.”

“Then brace yourself, bitch-boy. I judge you’ve got a few more thousand times to go!”

With that Rachel dropped her banter to concentrate on drilling him. Faster, harder, ever more feverishly she fucked him, his cries of agonized joy spurring her on. At last she dropped forward. Crushing him under her, mashing her tits against his back, she gripped Alex’ shoulders for leverage and savagely stab-stab-stabbed his ass with a passion that somehow surpassed even her most enraged act of rape. Yet this transport was infinitely more wholesome, and when her climax exploded through her it wasn’t anger and retribution fueling her reward and inspiring her shrieks but pure unadulterated ecstasy. When the last shudders had wracked her and she slumped in exhaustion atop him, this time she couldn’t help but plant a blissful kiss on his sweaty temple.

Licking the salt from her lips, Rachel dismissed the spasm of guilt she felt more easily this time. Wriggling a little contentedly, she smiled at the groan this provoked – she was still lodged to the hilt. Breathing deeply in her relaxation, she savored the distinctively male smell of her teenage boy-toy. Though her weight must be making breathing difficult, he made no sign or sound of distress. Luxuriating in everything, Rachel drifted, even falling into a doze for a short period. At last she stirred herself.

“Whoa, I almost fell asleep there. And we’ve only explored a couple of positions. I was going to fuck you eight ways to Sunday and all night long.”

“That’s why I’m here, ma’am.”

“It certainly is. But you’re also here because you’ve earned it. And because I rather like you. I can’t deny it anymore. You did a stupid, careless, reckless, irresponsible thing that killed the two people that meant the most to me. You’ve certainly earned your murder with that, along with all the tortures I can dream up. But now I find you’re also one of the most admirable people I’ve ever met, and undoubtedly the most rewarding sexual partner I could possibly ask for. Whatever am I going to do with you?”

“Anything you wish to, ma’am.”

“Good answer.”

Rachel sighed, and squeezed the delicious young body under her. 

“Right now I wish to enjoy having a big warm teddy bear to sleep with. We’ve got all night and the rest of your life to fuck. So let’s get settled in for another intermission – a nice long cozy one. That means it’s hogtying time again, slave.”

“Whatever you decree, Goddess.”

“Okay, then. Wait here and don’t move.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Five minutes later Rachel had his collar chained to the headboard, and each wrist handcuffed to its corresponding ankle behind him. Lying bound on his side, Alex was eying her breasts with awe again as she slid in facing him. Removing the harness from his genitals, she felt him still throbbing importunately at her touch. Pulling the comforter over them as she snuggled up close, she giggled and stroked him oh-so gently. His groan warned her that any more might bring on ejaculation.

“Poor boy! What’s it been, five whole days? Have you ever gone so long without coming?”

“Not since I learned to jerk off, Goddess.”

“Well, get used to it. I want these balls all blue and bloated with years of unspent sperm!”

Whimpering in response to either this prospect or her proprietary squeeze (probably both), Alex still made no complaint.

“Whatever you say, ma’am. I’m so honored and ecstatic just to be in your bed I want to pinch myself.”

“Good boy. Sweet dreams then, slave. But if they’re wet ones…”

“I’ll wake myself up before I let that happen, ma’am.”

“Good enough.”

Supremely contented, Rachel was asleep within minutes.




Chapter Eighteen

Progressing Ahead

Mark picked up the phone with an inward sigh and roll of his eyes.

“Sheriff Jacobsen here.”

“Alexander Downing, Sheriff.”

“Yes sir. I’m afraid we still have no leads as of this time.”

“That’s what I was afraid of. It’s starting to look a little more serious than we first assumed, isn’t it? I mean, it’s been nearly a week. Do you know any kid that doesn’t use his phone for a whole week, or his bank card? The boy left here with only the cash he had on him. Surely if he ran off in a fit of teenage rebellion he’d need to buy food and shelter.”

Not to mention beer and drugs, thought Mark. He closed his eyes while Downing continued.

“I know Junior talked about killing himself. But he also offered to surrender himself to the woman he bereaved. He practically begged her to come and kill him herself.”

“Rachel Blaine. Yes, I remember. So far we’ve been unable to find any trace of her. I’ve got both the state and the FBI looking for her too.”

“How is it possible for someone to just vanish like that in this day and age?”

“Well, it shouldn’t be, unless that person took serious steps to do so.”

“Such as?”

“Such as setting up a counterfeit identity. As you know, we have a bit of an illegal immigration problem in this country. That leads to an underground market in forged documents. With the right contacts a person could get all new papers, a new name, everything.”

“Considering that’s illegal as hell, it sounds like we have a suspect, don’t we? I mean two people don’t just disappear randomly, especially when one has a real motive for wishing the other one harm. And considering the way the surveillance cameras were apparently tampered with along the very stretch where Junior disappeared…”

“I agree: it’s very suspicious indeed.”

“So what are you going to do about it?”

“Sir, I’ve already done everything I can. We’re just the county sheriff’s department. We have only so much manpower and resources. Finding Ms. Blaine is up to the feds now. And uncomfortable as it may be to hear, a missing person’s case, particularly that of an adult, is not at the top of their list of priorities. 

“I’ll keep after them of course, as well as pursuing my own investigation with every bit of diligence I can muster. But for the time being we’re just going to have to be patient, difficult as that is. Until new information comes to light, that’s all we can do.”

Downing huffed and puffed, ranted and raved, impugned Mark’s competence and suggested that he’d support his opponent in the next election – as if he’d really back a Democrat, sure – for the next five minutes. Mark made his apologies, rolling his eyes for real this time. Finally Downing hung up on him. Heaving the sigh he’d been suppressing, the sheriff of Sanderson County returned the phone to its cradle. Then he turned his attention to less aggravating, and far more important business.

***

At the other end of the just-severed connection, Alexander Downing Senor sat seething. Though loath to admit it, he was self-aware enough to realize that the spleen he’d just vented on the sheriff had more to do with anger at having his original assumptions proved wrong than at the man’s lack of progress.

He’d been unwilling to confront the possibility that his callous dismissal of his son’s distress, and his misjudgment of its depth – not to mention that last argument – may have resulted in the boy killing himself after all. Thus he’d wasted time that might have proved essential to recovering him. Now forced to accept that his only heir (and expected successor) hadn’t just run off in a snit, he seized on the suspicious circumstances regarding that woman to continue avoiding the implications of a possible suicide.

If his boy was dead, better it be through a murder that could be avenged. And if he was still somehow alive, he had no better hope of locating him than to find that big-titted bitch first.

Clearly the cops weren’t going to do it, no matter how much he howled and threatened. He should have realized that already. The police were part of the government – useless for anything but confiscating hard-earned wealth from people like him to redistribute to those too lazy or stupid to earn their own way in the world. If you wanted anything done, you had to rely on the private sector: people like him.

Still grinding his teeth, Alexander brought up a search engine. 

This should have been a job for one of his underlings. Instead he tackled it himself as a kind of penance for delaying it so long. For the next half hour he clicked and scrolled through detective agencies, seeking one with a reputation for ruthlessness and results. Finally he settled on one called Stafford and Martin, with offices in both San Francisco and LA, He called and managed to make an appointment for early in the afternoon. Once he’d instructed his secretary to clear his schedule and arrange transport, he contacted Talia to fill her in before she tore her hair out and did something stupid. At last he sat back and filled his pipe.

Maybe now they’d finally start getting somewhere!

***

Sun was streaming through the skylight by the time Alex the younger finally woke. He felt warm and blessed beyond belief. 

Though his bladder was uncomfortably full and his back and shoulder both ached from lying on his side with his limbs cuffed behind him, the pain was far less than usual. 

This simple individual hand-to-foot shackling was nothing next to what he’d already become accustomed to. He was less arched and immobilized than even the night of his abduction. And of course beyond the pillow under his head, the down-filled comforter over him and the luxuriant mattress cradling his beat-up body, he had the most irresistible female in existence cuddled up close to him. 

Still sleeping soundly, Goddess Rachel actually had her naked torso pressed to his. Her face was nestled into the hollow of his neck. 

Her slow, deep breathing stirred the fine hairs on his chest. She had an arm snaked around the small of his back, holding him close and even unconsciously squeezing him possessively from time to time. Still staggered at the undeserved favor of even being upstairs much less in her bed and arms, enthralled by all the attractions older women hold for adolescents and so incredibly much more, Alex recalled all they’d just shared and felt the first smile of genuine well-being curve his lips since the accident nearly two years ago.

Hopes he could hardly admit to were being realized. The anguish he’d lived with day and night had receded completely, at least for the time being. It seemed agony wasn’t the only cure. Despite his continued unease at usurping the place of his victim, he still had the comfort of holy judgment to defer to. If his Goddess of Vengeance could permit this, so could his conscience. Even better, for once no screams and fiery explosions had wrenched him out of sleep. The only interruptions to his recent slumber had been of the most divine kind.

Three more times his owner had been stirred by her need, and his own was urgent to respond. Alex recalled one dream-like interlude of performing endless fellatio. Lying on his belly and allowed to hump the pillow he straddled, he slowly and sensuously and then sloppily gobbled that huge fleshy appendage before finally being gripped by the hair and mercilessly gullet-plunged for a perfectly torturous eternity. 

An even more marathon session later saw him chained curled-up heels-over-the-headboard with his own erection jutting down into his face, watching it nudged ever closer while Goddess squatted atop and powered down an unbelievably boobs-bobbing pile-driver – among other wonderfully degrading and/or intimately exalting positions. Yet none of these gymnastics could top how in the final hour of sleepy pre-dawn they woke one glorious last time to simply spoon contentedly together on their sides.

As Goddess caressed and jacked and jabbed into him from behind, their souls seemed to commune yet again even without the linked windows of their eyes. Between his insane surfeit of impotent stimulation and their almost psychic mutual revelry in the incredible, ever-deepening physical-mental-emotional-spiritual symbiosis they’d discovered with each other, Alex actually wept this time in a manner entirely opposed to the way he normally cried himself to sleep. If he hadn’t already condemned himself, these were tears that might even have disputed the assumed impossibility of his eventual healing.

Recalling the way Goddess had kissed him again at the end (this time on the back of the neck) warmed Alex more from the inside than the body molded to him did from without. The touch of that body though, along with memories of such transcendence, inevitably spurred a return of that more urgent heat. Soon he was futilely rigid again, pressing and even throbbing on the belly nestled against him. Before long this brought his owner to awareness. 

***

Goddess inhaled hugely. As strong as his own, that encircling arm tightened, crushing him to her as she wriggled that trapped and maddened manhood between them. 

The pain and pleasure together, though far less intense than during her usual torture-toying, nevertheless reminded Alex that this woman intended to roast these incrementally, slicing off each successive bit of prick upon reaching rare before feeding him this last piecemeal repast. Though his sexual-suicidal obsession made him burn harder in response, tenderness toward his intended murderess swelled larger in his heart. At his eloquent moan Goddess pulled her face from under his jaw and met his equally expressive gaze with her own.

“Snuggle-uggle-buggle!” Goddess giggled, wriggling against him again. Surprised, Alex giggled at this silliness in return, even as he groaned anew. At last she stopped squashing him.

“That was what I call a wonderful night, slave. Promise me you’ll never misbehave and make me banish you to your cell in the cellar again.”

“I swear that’s the last thing I would willingly do. I exist to make you happy.”

“Excellent. Because today you’re about to learn how to truly pamper me. 

“Unbelievable as it seems, it’s already time to move on to the next stage of your training. As a body slave you must bathe and groom me. You must assist with my toiletries, and care for my hair and especially my skin, with lotions, oil and massage. You might even use your tongue over every inch of me if I so please. You shall tend to all of me as you have my crotch and feet so far. But of course first it’s time for lunch. We seem to have slept through breakfast.”

Though he was already lying down, Alex almost swooned with renewed exaltation at this description of the day ahead. How much more compelling could slavery get?

***

After removing the cuffs and chain from his collar, Rachel reapplied the chrome hobbling shackles to Alex’ wrists and ankles. Though bathing could wait, she took a moment to brush out his hair and tie it back, and led him into the bathroom so they could each relieve themselves.

While she sat on the commode she had him pee down the shower drain. Though most ladies frowned on this nearly universal male practice, she’d been through Special Forces training and had served in the field, enough to envy men their ability to just whip it out and direct a stream wherever they wished. And after sleeping in the mud and seeing bodies blown apart, wading through spilled shit, blood and guts for a living, she was a bit less squeamish than your average housewife. Once the call of nature had been seen to, she donned a short robe of rich red silk, a souvenir of a memorable stopover in Japan. Then she led her slave out to the kitchen.

Turning on the television to monitor the noon news as usual, Rachel left him to his work cooking while she sat at her desk to check the internet.

Searching turned up no new posts referring to either of them. Satisfied, she sat and chatted with her splendid new bedmate while he prepared French toast for her and a can of stew for himself. Though he ate this from a bowl on the floor as was fitting, Rachel, feeling permissive after their incredible night together, allowed him to heat it up this time. Then leaving the dishes to soak until later they returned to the bathroom to resume that ever-expanding training.

Rachel already had an exemplary chore slave to see to her housekeeping, an absolutely perfect sexual partner, an engaging pet to talk to and of course a beautifully vulnerable and responsive torture victim both eminently deserving of and utterly willing to submit to her most sadistic excesses. At this rate (maybe by the end of the first week!) she could even have him working outside: tending to the flowers, vegetables and herbs (not to mention the chickens) as well as further seeing to their subsistence and the upkeep of their habitat. After all, roughing it out here took a lot of work. She bet she could even trust him to cut more wood for the fireplace! Without really needing to guard her prisoner, the life of total ease and unlimited fulfillment that beckoned suddenly tantalized like never before. And now it was time to see how this amazingly serendipitous dream-companion performed as the classic body slave: caring for her sacred person as the most honored eunuchs did of old. Again, after her experiences in the field Rachel’d always been independent, if not expedient in her daily hygiene. But if she was going to be constantly flattered as some kind of empress or even deity, she might as well learn to enjoy living that way.

Her robe certainly contributed to the mood. Heavily embroidered with a gorgeous yellow and black dragon motif it smacked of imperial decadence. After schooling Alex in how to fill and prepare her bath (how the various appliances worked, and how the salts, scented oils, bruised rose petals or basil leaves were added, along with just the right amount of bubbles), Rachel finally un-sashed that sumptuous silk. Dramatically she shrugged her shoulders and let its scarlet sheen slip to the floor.

Flaunting for the first time in the full light of day the complete nudity she’d been denying her prisoner, she had an inward grin at Allie’s useless ravening. 

Next time she would require him to carefully remove the robe for her. But that had been worth it just to see the look of stunned lust on her slave’s face. Unselfconscious in his hopeless worship, he gaped at her like the naïve teenager he was before quickly trying to subserviently avert his eyes. Still these could resist flashing back at her admittedly incredible figure no more than they could stay off her tits for two minutes at his travesty of a ‘trial’.

Things had changed considerably since then. If Rachel hadn’t properly appreciated that while contemplating putting an ax in her captive’s hands, this surely proved it. 

Before, his inability to keep his eyes on her face had filled her with rage and contempt: a perpetual peeve far worsened by his despicable person. Now Alex’ unaffected adulation wasn’t just welcome as a torment for his deprivation. It actually inspired a pride in her body that felt amazingly untainted despite the history that plagued her. It seemed owning this boy was turning into a cure for pretty much everything. Suddenly brimming with anticipation for the new and no doubt incredibly sensual experience ahead, Goddess Rachel settled into the fragrant, slippery, prickly-hot churning of the frothy water. Then like a benevolent potentate she beckoned her yearning young body servant forward.

Charmed by his mix of eagerness and hesitation at every step, she welcomed him into the bath with her. She saw him don the sponge mitts (bare hands on her body still an unseemly step too far), soap these liberally up and then scrub her with reverent awe. 

Naturally Allie reared up fiercely throughout this, bubble bath pasting rose petals to his shaft and glans. And though she couldn’t help stroking this (when could she ever?), Rachel took care to limit those teasing touches – he wasn’t bound into impotence, and while not actually a eunuch he was condemned to suffer as such. Meanwhile she lounged in regal luxuriance, the rarity of having someone else bathing her (Jimmy had been surprisingly unenthusiastic about the tub) surpassing her most sensuous expectations. The little whimpers that escaped Alex soaping and rinsing her breasts as she fondled him turned her on nearly as much as that rough sponge scouring her own privates afterward. Even when he proceeded to washing and conditioning her hair (scrubbing vigorously at her scalp just the way she liked), she reveled in the experience. 

So much for the hard-bitten ex-soldier once content with a rag and a single bottle of water! So relaxed and magnanimous did she feel then, and so utterly convincing was her slave’s awestruck solicitude, that she instructed him to take that deadly straight razor to her person without the slightest qualm.

This prisoner wouldn’t dream of harming his captor, his intended executioner. Though his hands kept shaking at the trust and honor thus bestowed, he winced and apologized profusely for every scrape and nick he inflicted on her under-arms and legs. Once assured that she was keeping count and would exact compensatory suffering during their afternoon torture session however, he settled down and managed to bare her crotch with faultless precision.

Razor, ax, hell: she could trust him with her firearms. The sureness of this belief after two careers filled with constant suspicion of every potential adversary was as wonderful as it was unlikely. Tempted by Alex’ confirming her judgment to have him eat her to orgasm on the spot, Rachel let the stinging of her skin convince her to save her energy for later, when she could punctuate her payback with pegging just as violent and vicious as last night’s extravaganza had been sharing and sublime. He could eat her some other morning, perhaps after using his tongue to cleanse her everywhere rather than the sponge.

Right now she needed a soothing lotion. Indulgently Rachel directed her slave to quickly see to his own ablutions while she savored the sizzle, soaking in the heat of the moment. Extending a hand then, she let him help her out of the tub and towel her body dry. 

Allie’s salute seemed indefatigable. Even when the condemned next contritely treated her nicks and cuts, and worked that lotion into her legs and groin, he stayed as urgently upright as he had throughout. Only when first applying her deodorant and then preparing her toothbrush and cup of mouthwash while she peed again (and discreetly handed her tissue after), did the lovely little monster begin to droop. When she returned from donning a fresh singlet of desert tan (for the first time she’d left him confidently alone to clean up), he was finally dangling flaccid again.

Goddess Rachel would see about that. 

And so she did, taking her eager victim back down to the dungeon for yet another afternoon of fun. Many devices remained to be introduced and numberless improvisations to be explored. Most of this occasion Alex spent kneeling folded over a raised restraining horse, his dangling head well below the level of his knees, his arms and thighs all bound together around his doubled-over torso at the small of his back. Yet whether she was beating or fucking or otherwise inventively invading that wonderfully up-thrust bum, or horrifically torturing the harnessed genitals exposed below, these now stayed as quiveringly rigid as when she was deliberately stimulating them.

Chore slave, bedmate, body servant or torture object, this boy’s arousal at his various new roles was as reliably insistent as his performance of them was undreamed of. By the time he’d reverted to that first function and was making a late dinner, Rachel was so taken with approval that she not only shared the meal with him but her bottle of wine too, pouring a healthy measure into a bowl for him to slurp up. Despite the factor alcohol had played in the tragedy that linked them, she wanted her bedmate just a little bit buzzed when they attempted to top the passionate intensity and the shared experience of the previous evening.

Goddess Rachel took her property to bed again then. And once again her hopes for him were splendidly surpassed. 

Things just kept on getting better. As long as they continued this way, and no pesky outside developments threatened, she would soon have the most ideal life imaginable replacing the one she’d so bitterly lost.

Part Two: Purgatory’s Purging 




Chapter Nineteen

Going with the Flow

A week had passed since Junior’s disappearance. Though she remained terribly distraught, Talia had regained her composure.

Now that Alexander had stopped being so obstinately cavalier about the situation, and had hired some outside help, she was relieved of at least her most immediate frustration. 

Myers, the man the detective agency sent out to interview her, had been impressively thorough. Rather than trying to mollify her with empty platitudes as the police had, he’d agreed with her that Rachel Blaine was the likeliest suspect, and had expressed a confidence in tracking her down that rang reasonably honest. With a proper investigation underway, Talia now found herself motivated to begin taking positive action herself. 

Resigning her position with the local charity, she’d begun spending most of her time on-line, haunting sites devoted to missing persons. Adding her own pleas for vigilance, along with pictures and profiles of her son, she also spent long hours sharing in the community of others in similar situations. Their support and advice helped her to begin coping in a more constructive fashion. Ashamed at last that her addiction had contributed to the downfall of her son, and determined that it not weaken her efforts to save (or revenge) him, she’d even begun cutting back on the number of pills she took despite the panic and fury that still regularly threatened. She really ought to see her doctor about weaning her off them for good. For the time being, just keeping herself busy with her fellow sufferers’ suggestions was getting her through the day. When Alexander returned from the office he once again found her hunched over a laptop at the big dining room table, a nearly empty glass of wine forgotten by her elbow.

“What are you up to now, Talia?”

“I’m using social media to get the word out about the search for our son. Right now I’m creating a Facebook page dedicated to him.”

Her husband came to an abrupt, suspicious stop.

“You’re not going on about the widow are you?”

“Mister Myers warned me not to.”

“If we make a big public stink about finding her, it will probably just drive her deeper underground, or overseas even.”

“I know.”

“Just let these guys quietly do their jobs.”

“I know!” Talia hammered her frustration at the keyboard. Alexander cleared his throat, and after a pause made a rare gesture of conciliation. 

“I had those flyers you made printed up and posted all around town, and on the roads out.”

“How did the picture come out?”

“Perfect – there’s no mistaking him.”

“Good.”

Content that they were on the same page, Alexander at last withdrew to his own area of the house – no doubt to stink it up with his pipe.

Talia remained half-convinced he was still more worried about the business and social implications of creating a big public fuss than about any strategic considerations. Unfortunately after her mortifying lapse at the press conference, she didn’t have the marital capital to challenge him on this. She had to be patient, and hope the investigators’ confidence was well-placed. If Alex was still alive after a week, if that woman had taken him but hadn’t killed him yet, the chances were he might stay that way a while longer. And if she’d already killed him, it didn’t matter how long it took them to find her. She would still die under police bullets or rot in jail.

Of course she might not be involved at all. Her son had made repeated remarks about committing suicide, and that argument with his father just may have been one too many. But if he’d killed himself, where was his body? Not in the cemetery, the most logical spot. And that problem with the cameras being out was just too convenient. The more she dwelled on it, the more convinced Talia became that the mysteriously absent Rachel Blaine had taken not only millions of dollars from them in restitution, but also their son.

Was that it: a child for a child and money for the husband? In the pain of her bereavement Talia could well understand the demand. She felt the motive herself. To lose an offspring was terrible enough. To lose one unjustly and feel helpless to do anything about it was torture. As much as this Rachel may have felt unjustly dealt with though, Talia now claimed the same.

If Junior had kept some kind of tacit pact to allow himself to be killed or kidnapped, he’d been unfairly taken advantage of. Teenagers were often melodramatic and impulsive, attempting suicide over things adults would take in stride. 

They weren’t responsible for their actions. No one had taken Junior the least bit seriously when he’d offered his life and fortune. Kids said such naïve things. To actually take them at their word was reprehensible. Yet the one person in the courtroom (and the community at large) that may have believed and acted upon such immature despondence was looking more and more like the one the rash offer had been presented to.

Injustice upon injustice. And was she acting unjustly now in craving the next cycle of revenge? Talia couldn’t care about that any more than either mother had previously. Still, dreaming of all the things she’d like to do to this Rachel if she had harmed her boy led too easily to imagining what kinds of revenge that ex-military bitch might have already meted out in payment for her baby girl. 

Recognizing a sickening spiral toward obsession, Talia cursed her husband’s interruption for diverting her back into it. She forced thoughts of horror and guilt and that woman away again and wrenched her attention back to the task in front of her: the new Facebook page.

***

Alex’ imprisonment proceeded in the same fantastic fashion – that is in accordance with but vastly surpassing his maddest fantasies. 

As promised, he was kept in restraints around the clock, and tortured horribly on at least a daily basis. And honestly he was happier than anyone who hadn’t lived his life could ever be expected to credit. He was certainly happier than he deserved to be. Goddess Rachel was far too good to him, far too perfect for him. Already the remarkable relationship being forged with his victim-turned-victimizer was easing his unbearable soul-sickness.

Having ceded all responsibility over his fate, he was now spared making the least decision about himself. Yet where he’d chafed under his parents’ control, he found his captor’s absolute tyranny paradoxically liberating. 

The weight of all those old rules and expectations no longer stifled him. He’d given that ruined life over, and gladly. All that was left was this sentence of penance: a compulsory attempt to atone for his sins. And the purity of devotion he put into that effort relieved the anguish and guilt he’d been living with proportionally. As secretly selfish as it was, that’s what this was really all about: quieting the screams of the dying in his mind.

But of course in addition to the immeasurable debt he owed her, Goddess Rachel was so incredibly alluring that merely being with such an iconic erotic figure made submitting to her worst cruelties seem worth it. As much as her tortures treated his trauma, so did her every smile. Every grin she gave him, every expression of approval and naturally every instant of intimacy she bestowed were like nectar to his desert soul. Her repeated promises to finish him in the end both satisfied his sense of justice and excited his ever more perverse libido. 

Instead of brooding nonstop about how much he hated himself, he now obsessed entirely on pleasing his deity. Every minute he spent with her was a treasure no matter how trying, a salve to his soul, a paean in his heart and a thrill that boiled through his unrelieved loins. As the days passed and they settled into a routine together, and she continued to treat him with a favor she assured him he’d earned, Alex gloried in every demeaning role his redemption required of him.

Every morning he awoke bound in his owner’s bed and arms. Once he’d served her need for animal comfort while she slumbered, she often required him to resume his most valued use, regardless of how much they might have wallowed in it the night before. Otherwise or afterward came his next-holiest role, the second-most sublime and undeserved honor he was allowed. 

Bathing and grooming that unbelievable body was an exquisitely arousing torture no man (or even court eunuch) could ever get enough of. Yet the transition from such exaltation to the comparatively mundane responsibilities of a cook and chore slave remained easy. Likewise after they’d eaten he faced either more housekeeping, an afternoon of dungeon abuse or any other requirement with the same eagerness to accept or excel at it. He’d have tongue-cleaned her boots as fervently as her ass. Indeed despite its almost complete passivity, the role of attentive pet or companion (or even animate object) was one he particularly came to relish.

When no duties needed doing and Goddess was surfeited with sex and sadism, she still began keeping him upstairs for company rather than returning him to his cell. Indulging their shared fetish for elaborate bondage, she would tie him up in some wickedly stressful and restrictive, yet sexually receptive contortion and leave him sitting around struggling and suffering like part of the bearskin, couch, kitchen table, chair, or whatever other piece of furniture she’d posed him on. Then while she pottered around him, read, watched TV, used a computer or otherwise entertained herself, she passed her spare time talking to him. 

More than just needing interaction in their seclusion, Alex sensed the loneliness of her long bereavement in the way his owner delivered endless soliloquies, and how she encouraged him to show his reactions even if he was gagged or had a big dildo stuffed into each hole. 

Blessed to be of such service, and the recipient of her regard, Alex hung on every word and made sure to always respond honestly. Prisoner and minder, in a way they both were in solitary confinement here, chance companions thrown together by the tragedy that defined them. The more they shared who they really were, and grew to understand one another’s quirks, the higher rose their unlikely esteem. And the higher too grew the heat of their passion.

So it was that in addition to their nightly marathons as bedmates, Goddess often fell to pegging Alex in whatever role he embodied. Whether it was in the bath as body service, an impulsive interruption of his housekeeping, an integral part of every afternoon’s torture, a delight inspired by cosseting or an outrageous romp on the dinner table, she never let him forget that his most basic and all-encompassing purpose was to be her always-willing bitch.

Irresistible as Alex found this unexpected new sex life though, it remained his one source of true worry. Goddess Rachel didn’t always bind or harness Allie safely into frustration first. The thrill of taking him at whim led this beautiful bull to mounting him ever more rudely and without warning. Then depending on the pressure on his prostate, or the stimulation of his unrestrained prick, he often stood at risk of committing that forbidden ejaculation before she finished.


Living in impotence was difficult enough – especially since this rangy Amazon had reversed her former policy of modesty. She now seemed to enjoy flaunting her naked tits and warrior’s physique in front of him. Openly taunting him with opulence he could never earn, she kept him perpetually aroused with everything in her repertoire, from the briefest flash of curvaceous flesh to smothering him under an excess of wonderfully punishing oral insistence. Still pegging remained the epitome for both of them, and so each occasion with no precautions taken turned into an ever more desperate struggle for Alex not to fall from grace. Goddess hadn’t needed to shock him with his collar since he’d first been allowed into her bed. To fail her in that most despicable fashion would surely provoke a sanction that didn’t bear thinking about.

Trapped thus between intolerable deprivation and fanatical devotion, Alex managed – somehow – to keep his exemplary service unflawed. By the time the first fortnight of his sentence had ended, he still hadn’t climaxed once in captivity. Nor had he offended his owner in any meaningful way. Finally, as May arrived and a simply gorgeous afternoon wore on, Goddess indicated that he’d earned another expansion of horizons – and responsibilities. Eager as ever to prove worthy, Alex perked right up – though he was currently a bit worse than just inverted.

***

“Well slave, we’re running out of indoor uses to train you for already. It might finally be time to allow you outside. Of course, my human chair cushion goes with any arrangement, indoors or out. Maybe I should take my ease out by the flowers for a while.”

“I’m happy with whatever you decree, ma’am.” 

Lovely young Alex panted for scanty air. 

“This is even better than being your footstool.” 

Sweat poured down his puffy-red, upside-down face. 

“I’m the luckiest guy alive.”

“For now!” Rachel rubbed the bung she’d just been drilling. “But I’d say we’ve both been blessed, boy. I never dreamed you’d prove so noble and obliging.”

Wearing just her black sports bra and with that most realistic cock strapped on, Rachel sat cross-legged on the bearskin. Down here she could converse easier with her animate furniture than when making use of him. He really couldn’t speak with much volume anymore, certainly not while supporting all her weight.

She’d strapped him at just below the shoulders to a low wooden seat, his head dangling unsupported through the opening beneath the slatted chair-back. Another strap about his belly secured him solidly to that seat, as did the way his arms were pulled down and bound together underneath it. After that she’d folded his legs back up over his horizontal torso. 

With his knees and ankles bound to the chair-back at the sides, his feet stuck up like posts, handy for tickling or whipping. Meanwhile the welted undersides of those spread thighs joined his chest and belly, bound-up genitals and buttocks in forming the human cushion she could talk to, play with or torture, tease or fuck or even use as an ashtray in addition to just straddling it or comfortably kicking back between those calves.

After a few hours of all this though, Rachel recognized the severe stress such compaction was putting on that living system. She needed to keep it living – for now, as she’d said. Used to gauging the capacities of prisoners’ vitality, she hadn’t lost one accidently yet. Still she must err on the side of caution here – this wasn’t any disposable jihadi after all. This captive could only die under her very specific terms.

Now Rachel decided the fresh air and sun would invigorate him enough for him to endure his current posture, and perhaps even function, for as much as another hour longer.

***

She’d been delaying this all week. As much as Rachel wanted to get her slave some healthy outdoor activity (to keep him sexy as much as have him take over chores), satellites and drones couldn’t see through roofs. If her cover was somehow blown, she’d be betraying her possession of young Alex to the authorities. Few would believe the entirely consensual truth; they’d claim he had Stockholm Syndrome, where hostages bond with their captors. 

This bond had existed since they first heard about each other, and there hadn’t been any real capture involved. She wouldn’t let him leave, true, but that was moot because he wouldn’t dream of asking to. Alex had enslaved himself as surely as she had.

And so far it seemed they’d pulled it off. No one appeared to be looking for the prodigal very hard. And despite his mother’s theatrics, the local press seemed to be in staid collusion with the upper crust to avoid reawakening the original case. 

Perhaps the boy was already assumed a suicide – which he was of course, he’d just chosen the slowest and most meaningful means possible. In any event, she had to trust to her precautions sooner or later. As long as she wasn’t splashed all over the front page, there was no reason for anyone to connect the widow Rachel Blaine to this anonymous hermit.

Satisfied, the acknowledged Goddess rose and went to reacquaint her dungeon-dweller with the sky. Pulling him toward the back door and the sunny yard beyond, she found herself picturing the hammock out front instead. They could cuddle and fuck by the sunset later, or throughout the moon’s entire traverse once the nights warmed up some more.

Brimming with anticipation, Rachel wrestled her living furniture out by the step next to the rose bushes. Then she sat beside him to point out the duties he’d soon be assuming.

“As you can see, this is where the petals for my bath come from. You’ll need to carefully gather some for me periodically, along with basil from the garden. 

“Speaking of the garden, it needs to be weeded and watered too. I’ve been having too much fun cultivating the perfect slave lately to see to it. Then there are the chickens…”

“I look forward to learning about it all ma’am, and to relieving you of the burden.”


“Good boy. How’d you like to suck my cock for now while I smell the roses and we enjoy this lovely spring day?”

“My upside-down hole is at your disposal.”

“It always is. That’s what I like about you.”

Having again admitted she felt affection, Rachel paused to let a twinge pass. Her conflict over bonding with this perpetrator of atrocity had been buried by her need to experience the joy of their connection. 

Still misgivings and shrieks of betrayal bided their time within. And going with the flow often meant being dashed by rapids and then plunged over a cataract in the end. At the moment the adventure remained irresistible however, and so reveling in its momentum the Goddess of all she surveyed maneuvered her body over to wallow in kinky excess some more.

***

Robert Myers drove toward LA as the head of a four-man research team. Next to him riding shotgun, Eddie Valdez paged through photos of the woman they were looking for. Two more operatives followed in another car. Considering the scale of the city ahead, this seemed a paltry commitment of resources. Myers wasn’t daunted though. He knew what he was doing.

The black market in forged papers was still controlled by organized crime. Where these people would never talk to the police or feds, the right amount of money might stir memories for him and his men, if the matter was handled correctly. He just needed to negotiate cooperation from above first. Once he had the top man’s permission and backing, they could begin making the rounds of the various bars and clubs that served as fronts. It might take a little while, but they’d get the lead they needed eventually.

“Christ,” Eddie repeated what he’d been saying every five minutes. “Are those tits for real? Nice to have such an identifying feature, isn’t it?”

“Most of these document shops are run out of strip clubs, Eddie. Every girl in them has serious tits.”

“Yeah but still…”

He fell back into silent salivating. Myers sighed and goosed the throttle a little. The search hadn’t even begun yet and already he was sick of his assigned partner. Well, it was one more reason to get cracking on it. 

“Jesus, will you look at those tits!”

Myers sighed again. Jesus had been dead for a long time.




Chapter Twenty

Portents

Having also been willingly condemned to death, Alex was suddenly truly living.

This went beyond just all the extreme sensory experiences, the sudden sexual glut and even the fact that he’d forged such an intimate understanding with someone for the first time – an extremely special person to boot. Here at Bear Claw Canyon he was also now finally working for his living. Instead of drifting along in a privileged bubble he was toiling with his hands and body, like people have done since they were apes. It was invigorating and good for his self-esteem too, to be not only carrying his own weight but that of the woman he worshipped as well.

This was particularly true once he’d earned his way outside. Every bit of labor repaid him in leisure for his lady. And Alex reveled in the simple business of weeding and watering, tending and gathering. Seeing to the chickens provided a soothing opportunity to interact with other creatures in this semi-solitude. A child of the sheltered suburbs, he enjoyed learning about the local wildlife too. Beyond pointing out their neighbors, and describing encounters with other visitors while they worked in the yard or sprawled in the hammock, Goddess even began taking him for walks around her property. This was further enlivening in any number of ways.

It was nice to shake off the body’s torpor. Though being in bondage all the time was exciting, maddening, agonizing or distressing in ways he found profoundly satisfying, vigorous climbing and an unrestrained stride made for a healthy change. Still a bit cautious when venturing away from the cabin, Goddess not only allowed him to wear his shoes and a pair of shorts for these hikes but removed all bonds but his collar. Despite these precautions they never saw anyone, not even a doper out scouting to set up an illicit marijuana patch. They truly were all alone out here among the vast miles of intimidating wilderness. 

Yet beguiled as he was by all the enchantments of nature, gratified by the inescapability and absolutely privacy of this gorgeously remote death row, Alex’ blood as they followed ridgelines or plunged down game trails was naturally quickened most by the woman at his side.

Armed with an enormous handgun and a knife in a hip sheathe, the Warrior Goddess was in her element out here. Fitter and far more accustomed to moving over such terrain, she daunted and aroused in her easy dominion of both him and their surroundings. As she pointed out sign and spoke of hunting deer for their meat supply, Alex imagined her again as a big cat. Red in tooth and claw she sprang upon him, bringing him down to sate her primal need. He wanted to feel her fangs plunging in, shaking him to break his neck. He wanted to be carried back to her lair to lie there paralyzed while she leisurely fed. When she went on to describe how he would learn to field-dress prey for her, he automatically thought of the end she’d originally intended.

“What would we do with the entrails and stuff, ma’am? Didn’t you have a place you wanted to accustom scavengers to, so they could scatter my remains, if not tussle over my living guts?”

“I still do. Would you like to see it?”

“I really would.”

“Tell me why.”

“Because it turns me on. I have a powerful sexual obsession with paying my debt to you.”

“I guess I knew that by now – just as I take a viciously sadistic delight in revenging myself on you. What’s it been, three weeks, three and a half since I took you in?”

“Almost a month, Goddess.”

“Well, let’s go look at the site of your original intended execution then. Though I have to admit, just as I’ve decided against stringing you up and gutting you, I’m also having second thoughts about disposing of your remains that way. That’s too dishonorable for my willing victim, my pretty young bitch. Maybe a pyre would be more appropriate.”

“Thank you, ma’am. That means a lot to me.”

They were up above the cabin a piece, just below the rim of the canyon. Goddess led the way up higher, walking unconcernedly in front of him. He could have grabbed for her gun at any time. Reaching the crest, they passed down into a heavily wooded hollow that dipped away before the land climbed gradually toward the next ridge. With every step taking them further into the uninhabited mountains beyond, they passed half a mile or so through a mid-afternoon forest gloom before coming to a small clearing. Already tingling with anticipation and half-hard in the uncomfortably tight khaki shorts she’d lent him, Alex moved up next to his intended executioner when she stopped. Slipping an arm about him like a lover showing off her thoughtfulness, she indicated the two trees she’d already prepared as a gibbet.

Growing about three yards apart with a wide open space around them, both trunks were nice and straight and about eighteen inches thick. Small steel pulleys had been screwed into the boles facing each other, four of them forming an eight-foot square about a foot off the ground.

“See, I was going to stretch you right out in midair. Then from that first branch above you I could run a noose to your neck, to keep the spike up your ass from skewering you too fast.”

“I see.” Alex found he was no longer just half-hard, but jutting those shorts emphatically out. Goddess noticed, and rubbed him through the fabric.

“You want to try it, don’t you?” She slipped him out and began the wickedly slow jacking she never tired of teasing him with. Her husky voice purred in his ear, unimaginably seductive. “You want to hang up there all helpless and fantasize out about doing so with broken bones, while I cook and feed you this virgin penis.”

Alex’ voice cracked and warbled.

“I really do. I want to hang there all night while you torture me terribly. I want a little taste of our terminal date.”

“Okay, slave. That sounds like fun to me too. Let’s go back to the house and collect up some gear. Then we’ll come back and pretend that you turned out to be deserving of the worst after all. We’ll pretend I’ve already had all I can take of you, and the weasels will get the rest.”

“Thank you for indulging my fantasies, Goddess Rachel. And thank you for letting me repay you, both now and until the agonizing end. I can’t wait for either.”

***

Returning to the gibbet nearly an hour later (they’d delayed so Goddess could change and eat something first), Alex was struck by irony.

He’d been thinking about how he’d never really lived before, and now here they were, simulating (or even practicing for) his execution. And still he felt more vital than ever. His heart throbbed powerfully and his breathing was heavier than just carrying Goddess’ big canvas bag out here could account for. His cock was tenting out his shorts again, excited beyond all measure by the planned enactment of its roasted and cannibalized end. Recognizing his demented arousal, Alex’ savior/headsman indulged him by slipping flawlessly into character. All trace of the warmth she increasingly showed him had been banished. Her eyes and voice communicated only malignant justice as she turned to face him in the gloomy clearing.

“Place the bag at my feet and strip, prisoner.”

“Yes ma’am.”

While Alex hurriedly tore off his shorts and shoes, Goddess Rachel picked up the bag. After removing four leather cuffs and a coil of clothesline – specifically designed not to sag under strain– she straightened to face him. Wearing only her tight black singlet, pistol belt and combat boots, she’d taken advantage of his distraction to pull on a black balaclava too. Looking the part of an executioner now indeed, her gaze blazed emerald ice at him through matching eyeholes.

“March, condemned one. Take your rightful place on the gibbet, murderer of my baby.”

“Gladly, ma’am!” Alex voice cracked again with excitement. His body marbled into gooseflesh and Allie reared up in sacrificial salute. He moved smartly into place, turned to face justice and stood respectfully at attention as his hooded accuser stepped up close.

“Present your wrists for restraint!”

Alex complied as readily as if this really was his desperately-sought expiation. Rachel, Goddess of Vengeance, buckled one of those wide, sturdy cuffs snugly about each wrist. 

“Raise your arms and spread them wide.”

Alex stood naked in cruciform exaltation. Goddess tied a length of clothesline to a ring on each cuff. Running each line out to an upper pulley, she threaded it through this and tied it back on itself with an expert taut-line hitch. By successively adjusting these sliding knots she was able to shorten each cord until the tension held him stretched wide and pulled up onto his tiptoes.

Any resistance was now useless. She swiftly secured his ankles the same way, until he hung spread-eagled about a foot and a half off the ground. His limbs nearly as close to dislocation as all those times in the dungeon, his erection was just as adamant. 

Alex groaned gratefully with the joyous suffering at last begun. Oh how he needed to pay so terribly! Then he whimpered with thickly erotic dread as his beloved headsman produced another length of clothesline, and noosed it around his neck. 

Eyes locked to his from that faceless black shape, she fit this above his collar and snug up under his jaw. Pulling his ponytail free, she drew the knot tight behind his ear and threw the rest of the rope up over that branch a half dozen feet above him. She retrieved the end and pulled.

Alex was gasping uncontrollably as that rope circlet closed. This was so much better than the lonely air dance he’d almost done at the graveyard! When Goddess used another taut-line hitch to stretch him by the neck in that sixth direction, the sense of panicky constriction was so exquisite he felt the merest brush against his burning yearning would make him spout with all the convulsive force reported by asphyxiation fanatics. Wheezing with impossibly evocative distress, feeling his face puff up and purple and his eyes beginning to bulge, Alex watched though deepening darkening as his owner put paid to that portent. 

Another length of cord bound ferocious Allie into his eternal impotence, harnessing both pulsing hardness and bursting balls into growing blue and bloat. By the time she finished, even the other five taut clotheslines had begun to sag enough to slowly strangle the vile murderer. But of course his fitting to this wonderfully inspired gibbet wasn’t quite complete. Next from the bag came the spike he was still to be skewered upon.

Alex mewled with a shock that terrified and thrilled. At the end of a sawed-off broomstick was a cock bigger than the barrel of a baseball bat!

Far larger than any of the toys or tools he’d yet taken under torture (to say nothing of his daily pegging), a switch positioned beyond the simulated balls a full foot or more from the wickedly contoured head of this behemoth indicated it came equipped with its own vibrator. 

No doubt enough batteries could be packed into that massive, vein-marbled shaft to keep it thrumming all night. Oiling up this ungodly monstrosity, Goddess Rachel intoned grimly.

“I understand this will be unprecedentedly traumatic for you boy. But the pain must at least hint at the fatally damaging agony of the pointed she-horn that should ideally be goring you – and eventually certainly will. You are condemned to die by my cock, guilty one, after willingly eating your own! This is the sentence agreed between us for your mortal offense against me.”

“Give it to me, Goddess! I ecstatically submit to heavenly justice!”

This cry was wrenched from Alex despite his strangulation. Then he squealed and grunted as she began ramming and gouging, forcing that avenging bull’s erection up into the immensely vulnerable cavity at the junction of his hugely split hindquarters. 

After an exhilaratingly intimate excruciation that was indeed without equal (but of course only presaged the horrible ordeal still ahead), Alex at last found himself spiked as required. With the butt of the pole wedged into the dirt underneath him, he was impaled to the very fulcrum of his being on his Goddess’ punishing penis.

Agonizingly stretched open and stuffed to the vitals as he felt, that gratuitously huge organ came to his rescue as designed however. 

The same amount of his helpless weight now bearing down on that pitiless pillar was subtracted from that which had been slowly strangling him. The narrowing of his airway lessened sufficiently for Alex to wrestle just enough labored breath through it to stay torturously alive. When equilibrium was thus reached, he found that gravity was appeased as well. 

Somehow that entire humungous prick had fit inside him. The pressure of its plastic balls digging into his perineum was proof that it could penetrate no further. Nodding professional approval at his lynching-crucifixion-impalement, Goddess Rachel adjusted the noose fractionally. Then she turned on the vibrator.

That entire enormous phallus, balls and all, began thrumming fiercely. Indeed nestled into his perineum, those balls buzzed both his own and his prostate from without just as energetically as the huge pole impaling him did the latter from within. All this powerful stimulation on top of the mad erotic charge of indulging his compulsion toward sexual self-destruction made Allie yearn ever more rigidly forth. Moaning with disbelief (he was so hard it hurt), Alex gaped at the unprecedented tumescence of his condemned member. Into his open mouth Goddess pushed a steel ring, buckling this in place.

“Stick out your tongue, sinner.”

Once Alex extended as far as he possibly could, as far as he ever did delving in her bottom, Goddess fitted him with a clamp that made it impossible to withdraw back through the ring.

“If you’re ever actually executed this way, I won’t bother with a clamp. I’ll just spear a sharp stick through it to hold this out where the birds can get it – right after I pop your eyeballs out onto your cheeks that is. They’re actually protruding nicely already, aren’t they? I could do each one with a single thumb in under a second…”

The nails of those thumbs caressed the lower edges of his sockets before withdrawing.

“Okay, murderer, you’re now installed on my personal gibbet. Suffer here and imagine it as I’ve described it, with your arms and legs and clavicles broken too. Fantasize about the final incision being made right up from your gelded groin, and the lure of your loop of gut being tugged enticingly out of you. Better yet, picture me doing the gelding first, roasting and slicing off that forever unused manhood a bite at a time. In fact, it’s time to start the fire right now. Then we’ll see how you take to being tortured to death, my guilty, foolish young bitch-boy!”

***

Rachel was already enjoying herself so much it was hard to stay in character. Being hooded helped hide her grin as she went back to the bag and pulled out a small collapsible barbecue grill.

Only a fool risked an uncontained fire in a forest. And this would allow her to move it wherever she needed it. Setting up her makeshift brazier and loading it with seasoned hardwood already piled nearby, she had a leaping light driving back the gloom in no time. Heart soaring with gloating, Rachel began unwinding a coil of thick but malleable wire. As her strong fingers fashioned the end into an ingenious brand, her helpless victim watched her worshipfully.

Stretched into a pentagram like the famous da Vinci drawing, Alex gaped from a purpling face while slaver ran from his extruded tongue. Similarly constricted, his bloated and discolored genitals still strained outrageously rampant at her. How she would treasure severing the latter to stuff the former! Still, finding her surrendered enemy’s aroused appendage as shamefully irresistible as ever, Rachel thrust her finished brand into the brazier to heat and went yet again to have her way with it. 

So excited it quivered, the tip was coated with a glaze of seminal fluid. That would be from the vibrator working on his prostate. Seeing this sweet seepage, the Rachel that had existed before being raped suddenly resurfaced in force and took the reins. Forgetting the sins of men and even the ineradicable debt owed by this particular criminal, she ducked her head and kissed that liquid up. She even gripped him and suckled for more, until a spasmodic jerk of the loins indicated that only the rope harness had prevented her from taking an unbearably repellant come-shot directly down the gullet. Traumatized by just the image, instantly angered at her lapse, she pulled back and used both hands to viciously abuse those doomed bits of pitiful virginity.

She’d kissed Alex maybe a dozen times so far, but never on the face. Now here she was putting his cock in her mouth!

She wouldn’t even do that for Jimmy the last couple years. What was getting into her – besides this boy’s tongue and now a bit of his penis? Feeling guilt (along with a sneaky hope that made her feel even more guilty), Rachel pulped and punched, twisted, bent and furiously beat those offending genitals until she’d repaid tenfold in pain the honored intimacy she’d given him. After that she pulled out a six-foot single-tail.

No matter how cruelly she flung that lash however, Alex welcomed each speed-of-sound impact as eagerly as he did her punishment of his man-meat. Suspended as helpless as a bug caught in a black widow’s web, he streamed tears, squalled as pitifully as the noose permitted, shuddered violently and yet never shook his head or pleaded in any way for her to desist. Instead those bulging, bloodshot, beautiful blue eyes worshipped her immoderately and begged her to do her very worst until it finished him.

Together they gloried in their addictive exchange. And soon Rachel’s unhealthy anger drained away. 

It wasn’t fair to blame Alex for reacting as he had when she kissed terminally deprived Allie. That was an understandable reflex. And what the hell else was she blaming him for? For reminding her of a time when she’d loved to suck cock, when she’d enjoyed and initiated being orally entered? For feeling that un-raped Rachel stir inside and come tentatively back to life? Was she punishing him for the fact that he truly did seem to be healing her of more than just her recent bereavement? Had she not hoped for such a recovery, if not by such an unlikely route? At last Rachel put down the whip. She added more wood to the brazier. Then she faced up to both her invaluable slave and her own craving.

“I can’t do it.” 

Strung up the way he was, that perpetually bruised and abraded prong strained toward her at just about the level of her chest. 

“I can’t feed this to you without taking full advantage of it first.” 

Rachel caressed the hairless white pubis surrounding all that roped-off purple bloat. 

“You are no more worthy of this than you are of sleeping in my bed and arms. I betray all the love I felt for your innocent victims. But once again you present me with an opportunity I can’t bear to pass up.” Already Allie glistened with a fresh glaze of seepage. “As long as this undeserved ecstasy only worsens the torment of your impotence, I guess I can justify it.”

Her nipples tight with lust and daring, Rachel opened, dropped, and closed upon that entire velvety-hard head. The hole in the knitted mask stretching about the one she made with her lips, she battened and suckled, her joyful moan making her oblivious to his. Truly this Goddess couldn’t care about Alex’ response while so swept up in her own.

Once again it was all about control. She had it and he didn’t. And even if this man hadn’t been spiked and stretched completely helpless, he wasn’t the sort to simply ram in and take what he wanted. If such a heretical impulse seized him for a second he’d wilt in instant chagrin. 

Instead Allie stayed deliciously rigid, still seeping sweetness in response to her suction. Finally Alex’ hips jerked spastically, and though he indeed drove deep when they did, there was no intent involved. This was merely evidence of another orgasm that never was, the tightness of the rope harness preventing any issue. Reveling now in the condemned’s choked groans, she gave up her experimental suckling in favor of full-on fellatio. 

Gripping with her lips and plunging in and out, Rachel performed as she seldom had before. Excited as much by Alex’ galvanic shuddering as her success in defeating old demons, she was even tempted to tear apart the front of her singlet and use her tits as well to grind and twist and pump and tease her poor impotent to derangement.

Thrilling as the thought was, shredding her clothes was hardly prudent considering the difficulties involved in getting them replaced. And delightful as it might be using ecstasies (of which he was clearly unworthy) to drive her slave to derangement, that was hardly why they were out here tonight. 

Alex wanted to indulge his compulsion toward torture and suicide some more. He wanted to test and titillate himself by trying to explore what ultimately lay in store. Would his masochism, remorse, integrity and commitment to her suffice in the end? Would they survive the sacrifice of his sexuality and life? Was his soul really hers forever already? Rachel was honestly interested in these answers. She was even rooting for Alex, for the triumph of his courage and perversion – further evidence of how this honorable enemy of hers was unexpectedly affecting her.

Rachel drew back. In the light of the nearby fire, that lovely young prick emerged gleaming from her lips. Squeezing those bloated balls, she finished with another relishing kiss of the tip. Then it was time to seriously heat things up!




Chapter Twenty-One

Preliminaries

Still astounded that his Goddess had actually sucked on his cock, Alex was in turmoil as he watched her back off of him and turn away toward the fire.

On the one hand, such incredible ecstasy was only heightened by the unbelievable honor she afforded him. That kind of selfless pleasuring almost smacked of forgiveness, if the very concept wasn’t so absurd. It filled him with as much ludicrous hope and unwarranted self-esteem as it did maddening, unrelievable need. 

On the other hand it also filled him with guilt and no little anxiety. He’d surrendered to his victim seeking to be victimized himself. Only his intolerable suffering and torturous death at her hands could balance the scales for him. Now even as they were testing his fortitude in the face of this imperative, Goddess was gifting him with contradictory intimacies. 

Seeing her pull on a protective glove and retrieve her now glowing length of wire, Alex relaxed with paradoxical relief. Agony would even things out for him. He need not fear the screams in his head while he was screaming so uncontrollably himself.

Struggling to suck in as much breath as possible in anticipation, Alex focused on that red-hot length of metal approaching. His owner had bent the wire to form the cursive, lowercase letters ‘g’ and ‘r’. With wire leading, connecting and trailing these letters, they were clearly intended to be repeated in a kind of stylized chain. 

One symbol burned into him obviously wouldn’t suffice. He was no blameless farm animal. Goddess Rachel could go on marking her ownership in ever more involved designs until she ran out of skin or time. Her eyes met his through the holes in her hood with wicked appreciation for his recognition of this cleverness.

“Where shall I begin wrapping you in strings of my initials, property? Why not right at the period of your belly button?”

Before it could cool any further, she pressed that glowing script against him. Lacking the breath to scream, Alex could only bite down on the ring wedging open his mouth as tears poured down his face and that welcome pain erased everything else from his awareness. By the time he blinked his eyes clear, the brand was back in the fire being reheated. And Goddess Rachel was gently pumping his straining hard-on while she waited.

“Pain is your aphrodisiac, isn’t it slave?”

Wheezing and moaning, Alex nodded against the rope stretching his neck. He could see the shape of her face change as she grinned inside the hood.

“Seeing you suffering turns me on too. So let’s continue, shall we?”

Again she pressed the wire to his belly. Again he writhed in mindless masochism as the script burned into his skin was doubled. This time she jacked him vigorously while the brand reheated, and his hips jerked with backfiring spasms as orgasm after orgasm was simultaneously triggered and squelched. Thus was set the template, as half a dozen linked brands were seared into Alex’ distended belly and flank. During each reheating he was stimulated frenetically, his inability to ejaculate as torturous as the pain of each successive burn. By the time Goddess decided he’d been modified enough for one night, the combination of his spiking, throttling, the vibrator working ceaselessly and all that agony and unrelievable lust had him as intensely tumescent as ever. Perfect: now that sinful organ could finally begin to suffer properly.

Goddess Rachel stowed her brand. Her gaze smoldering just as fiercely with judgmental lust, she nudged that flaming brazier forward until it was just below and in front of him. Smoky distortion rose between them and heat built up rapidly on his questing appendage. Her husky voice was rich with relish as she condemned him once again.

“Killer of my family, your arousal is the worst kind of insult. You’ve wanted to plunder my tits and fuck my cunt since the moment you first saw me. And though your channeling of this urge into ensuring your restitution has served us both beautifully, in payment for this insult you will die gelded, an impotent, emasculated virgin. The erection you intend for me will instead be cooked alive so that it can serve as your last meal. Revel in the justice of this, bitch!”

Smoke eddied into Alex’ face. Through this and that wavering heat haze, he watched his beloved murderess pull a heavy combat knife from her boot sheath. His heart hammered as the pain in his jutting penis grew steadily greater than that of even his freshest brands. He whined and writhed erotically as she cut down a branch and stripped it of leaves and twigs. Delving in the bag again, she produced a large frankfurter, and threaded it onto the end of her skewer. Back at the fire she held this out opposite Alex’ own bound and bloated wiener. Both began to cook.

The most sensitive, nerve-packed spot on his body was the closest to the flames. Grossly swollen in its bondage, still seeping seminal fluid from the dual assault on his g-spot, the roasting tip of him twitched helplessly. As the incredible agony accumulated, eager Allie strained more desperately yet, mad for sacrifice. His entire body baking now, sweat broke out all over the condemned slave, stinging in the many welts from the whip and positively sizzling in his owner’s linked signatures. Yet this distress, like the torsion on his joints, the slow throttling of the noose and the monstrous agony of his impalement, was but delicious seasoning on the feast of righteous excruciation that soon consumed him.

Not even the maximum application of electricity through every probe, clip and contact could compare to this pain. By far his greatest challenge yet, it was exactly what he’d asked for: a taste of the expiation promised him. And though the already astronomical agony continued to climb relentlessly, Alex’ lunatic commitment remained equal to it. Though it felt like his iron-hard member was thrust into a forge, he pulsated on as though it was his Goddess’ sacred vagina scourging his impertinence. Nor did he once seek out his executioner’s eyes with his own in order to plead for mercy. Instead he compounded his original sin by ogling her avidly. 

Clad all in clingy black with boots and weapons, faceless as an assassin, her fatal feminine power stoked his erotic lust for suffering and extinction to the point that he might have begged her to continue carrying out this original sentence. Only the lure of going out with her between his legs, personally fucking him to death, reminded Alex of obligations agreed to between them.

At some point Goddess Rachel circled the brazier to stand next to him. Removing the clamp and ring, she loosened the noose a bit. Whooping for air even as he groaned at settling down more torturously yet on what felt like a fencepost, Alex sensed his flaming glans straining harder in response. Goddess’ eyes were alight with both approval and fun.

“You are dedicated in your repentance, prisoner, no question about it. I believe you’d glory in being burned right away. But I’d say you’re crispy enough now for a first taste. Let’s see how you do eating on the gibbet. I’m counting on you to honorably choke this down even as you’re slowly dying. So, now for the first slice…”

Pulling the roasted wiener from the skewer left Goddess with a thin, limber green switch. Without further warning she slashed this down against ravening Allie, the sudden flash of excruciation seeming worthy of an amputation. Then even as the condemned was screaming she thrust hot meat in his mouth, the cracked and blackened end of that phallic facsimile.


Fantasizing feverishly about red-hot knife blades and the fittingly ignominious finish to his unexplored ability to fuck, Alex bit down, chewed, and somehow swallowed despite the noose still partially constricting him. Goddess beamed like the sun.

“Good boy! There goes the soft and sensitive head, and all the pleasure it will never give you. Now let’s whack off a bit of the shaft.”

Again that greased, fire-hardened end was whipped into his still madly excited, intolerably tortured erection. Again she thrust crispy hot meat, charred on the outside but still juicy, into his gaping face. As he bit in and chewed she actually giggled.

“That’s right, my virgin bitch-boy auto-cannibal. Eat yourself all up now, so your Goddess can put a proper finish to the rest of you.”

Four more times she slashed unbelievable agony across his penis. Four times she fed him further bites of fire-roasted weenie, until he’d choked down the last scrap. Then she tightened the noose again, until his breath whistled through a pinhole and the darkness of the night beyond the firelight began to encroach on his vision. 

Alex was aware of the change when she finally moved the brazier away, though his prick still burned like it remained in the flames. Goddess stepped right in front of him then, clasping and jacking him in an amazing combination of ecstasy and excruciation.

“You want to hang here all night, don’t you murderer? You want to suffer here alone, listening for bears and cougars and weasels until I come to see what’s left of you tomorrow. Did you know that for their size weasels are the boldest, most vicious carnivores alive?”

“No, Goddess.” Alex screamed in a terribly scanty breath. “And yes, I want to stay this way. I want all the horror and torture I deserve.”

“I understand, my victimizer. You won’t be at peace until you’ve made the greatest possible restitution to me. But I’m afraid you still owe this widow for all the decades of wedded sexual pleasure your crime has cost her. In other words, I haven’t pegged you nearly enough yet. And the way you passed tonight’s test so easily has me hornier than a rampaging bull triceratops. I need to take you back to my bed and fuck your sexy young brains out now.”

“I belong to you, Goddess. Do whatever you choose and I will revere you for it.”

“So it shall be for all eternity. Hang in there then boy, until I douse this fire and get us packed up. After that it’s back to the cabin for impossibly passionate pegging.”

***

Rachel’s fervor carried her through extinguishing the fire, emptying the brazier and setting it aside to cool. Making sure her brand was safely tucked away made her nipples tingle – what had been intended as almost incidental had ended up exciting them both extremely, and inspiring her to further modification. She had visions of continuing her body art on the bearskin in front of the fireplace. Perhaps she could add links to her signature chain to mark particularly memorable occasions, so that in the future she could touch each brand and wallow in nostalgia. 

This upbeat excitement lasted while she removed her slave from the gibbet and did what she could to get him mobile again. It was as she was rubbing function back into his joints and limbs, feeling pride for young Alex, rampant sexual attraction and an almost doting fondness she could no longer deny when the contradiction returned to trouble her.

Here she was picturing a romantic future for them after simulating his gruesome execution! As thrilling as that had been and as gratifying as the intention to her enduring sense of grievance, in the aftermath of catharsis Rachel found herself so glad he was still alive. 

This prisoner was a once in a lifetime prize. She would miss him badly when he was gone. She was committed to killing him when she tired of him, but couldn’t imagine when that could possibly be. She’d only owned him a month, true. But right now she wanted to continue living with him far more than she wanted to kill him. Yet that made her dilemma even worse.

The fact that she liked Alex, and had found her best bedmate ever in him, and even a kind of sadomasochistic soul-mate worsened the insult to her family’s memory. This boy had burned her child and husband alive! She’d already spurned poor Jimmy by shamelessly taking him into her bed and even sucking his cock. Now she wanted to do more. She actually wanted to take him into her long-embittered heart and seek deep healing in his unconditional adoration. She wanted to kiss him, suck him, smother him under her tits and peg him like a true lover – or husband. This wasn’t how she’d envisioned her recovery! Oh, it was all so unconscionable, and it made seeing justice done seem even more imperative. Otherwise her betrayal would haunt her forever.

“I think I’m ready to travel, ma’am.”

“Take a leak first. Can you load that grill up and lug the whole bag out of here?”

“I wouldn’t be much of a slave if I couldn’t.”

This was so untrue. He was always so quick to belittle his burdens, and so determined to serve her perfectly. It wasn’t just flattery; she really was a goddess to him. As she watched him pull on his shoes, take a quick piss, gather up the gear and fall into step behind her, Rachel remembered the obsession that drove him and the inner torture that he’d come to her to end.

The dead weren’t the only ones insistent upon justice. Alex had surrendered to her seeking murder and she’d promised to oblige him. She understood his self-contempt and remorse, and sympathized even as she capitalized on it. And he deserved his chosen death. Beyond being indisputably guilty, he’d earned the right to make honorable restitution to her. If he couldn’t live with what he’d done, it would dishonor her to withhold the relief she’d agreed to provide.

Then again, if Alex decided he couldn’t wait anymore, all he had to do was unforgivably offend her some way. She still had PTSD triggers after all. Until then she could assume he was content to serve and suffer as extravagantly as possible for as long as she required. Nor could she imagine him balking at further intimacies. Finally Rachel pushed the conflict aside yet again.

She would continue to go with the flow. If her heart wanted to find healing in sharing, it would be more perverse to deny this. Not-yet-thirty was too young to succumb to lifelong bitterness. The question of when to keep her promise and whether she could bear to when the time came would just have to wait on developments. After all, the FBI might show up tomorrow and render this all moot. 

Though the discordance would no doubt continue to trouble her, Rachel found her step quickening again with the decision to stop fighting her yearning for tenderness As soon as she got her property back into her bed, she would indulge this lesser of perversities.

***

Stumbling along in the dark, naked but for the shoes his owner had allowed him to put back on, Alex followed the beam of her small flashlight wearily. 

With no idea how much of the night had passed while he suffered on the gibbet, he thought of little but the effort required to haul that sack. Accepting Goddess’ pensive silence and the flaming pain of his welts and burns with the same equanimity, he similarly avoided considering the pegging upcoming.

Being spiked upon that monstrous cock all evening had left him in truly primed to properly appreciate his owner’s always energetic attentions. The assault imminent would no doubt be agonizing enough for him to resume the fantasy that the end had come already. He would do better to husband his obsession in order to make the most of that occasion.

The moon was high above the canyon as they came over the ridge. The going was much easier downhill. Back past the chicken coop, garden and roses Alex trudged, then straight in through the back door. Though his skin still flamed it was nice coming in from the cool mountain night. He sighed as his shivers eased.

“Just leave that bag by the door. You can put everything away tomorrow. Lose the shoes and get in bed. I’ll be right there.”

“You got it.”

It occurred to Alex as obeyed that he had failed to speak formally again, to attach an appropriate honorific. Goddess was entitled to shock him for that, though she never did. Still Alex felt a renewed stab of guilt, which worsened as she joined him in the bedroom.


Gone were the weapons, the sexy singlet and executioner’s hood. Rachel was naked, and the cock she’d girded on was chosen for their mutual pleasure rather than its punishing effect on him. She had a wet cloth in one hand, a towel draped over that arm and a tube of ointment in the other. Without stopping at her footlocker for any restraints, she smiled kindly as she climbed onto the bed with him.


“Just lie flat and relax. I need to tend to the damage. I won’t lose my most precious piece of property to any unfortunate infection.”

Alex submitted docilely. The cool rag was heavenly as it gently cleaned his brands and whip welts. She blotted him dry and rubbed that medicated ointment into every open area. She was being way too good to him again; this was something he could see to himself. The unease grew greater when she shifted down to confront the penis he’d lately mimed eating.

Allie had reared rigid again: fierce as ever in his continuing deprivation and flagrant pain. Though the skin wasn’t broken or blistered anywhere, it was striped from the switch on top and seared seriously red underneath. Bordering the first and second degrees, the burn was as severe as any he’d ever received – which didn’t say much compared to being immolated by flaming gasoline. Cooing with rueful approval, Goddess began licking him all over, finally bringing a conflicted groan from Alex. She kissed the fading groove the rope had left between the base and balls and peered playfully up at him.

“You’re not feeling worthy of my solicitude, are you?”

“Not in the slightest, ma’am.”

“I know. Nor should you ever enjoy my affection. But somehow you have them.”

Alex cleared his throat, throbbing on.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Then don’t say anything. And don’t worry about being unworthy. You swore to serve my every need to the best of your ability. It seems I need a lover now. So be the best one you can be. 

“I will still keep my promises to you. I just need to share some togetherness. I’ve been alone for a long time. And I’ve been badly troubled even longer.”

“I’m…ashamed,” Alex managed to croak out as she rubbed that groove, making his burned shaft and glans strain like mad.

“I know. This shames me too. It betrays my baby. But I don’t care anymore. I like you. And you worship me. We already share so many bonds; fill so many of each other’s wants. Let’s explore filling one more. We can worry about seeing justice done when the time comes.”

Alex needed no more convincing. A holy awe of euphoria flooded him at his recognition of what she suggested. 

He’d never had a real lover. The spit-swapping and groping games of his mid-teens hardly qualified. The opportunity on offer here was of another order entirely.

So was the challenge. 

Goddess wanted the perfection of performance he’d brought to his every other role. Was she not due it? As always he must put the entirety of his devoted being into satisfying her needs. 

This time more than ever, that should prove more joy than genuine effort.




Chapter Twenty-Two

Making Love, Not War

Once upon a time, before being assaulted by Colonel Asshole, there was a Rachel Blaine whose attitude toward the world was healthy and normal. She loved serving her country. In fact she was so good at it that she was one of the first women to be allowed to serve in the Special Forces, at least in anything other than a supporting role. She won citations and the respect of the operatives on her team. Best of all, she had a wonderful husband back home who stuck by her through every deployment, and with whom she had a happy and fulfilling sex life. 

Jimmy may not have been as big or pretty as this, but that hadn’t bothered her. She’d loved his cock because it was his, and delighted in pleasuring it in any manner he wished. Then came the night of some already insufferable official function in Washington when she was drugged – not drugged enough to put her out entirely, but certainly enough to incapacitate her. In a nightmare of degraded helplessness she was forced repeatedly by one of her superior officers, raped in every orifice over hours in her own hotel room. She was never the same again.

Soon it was clear justice would not be forthcoming. Anyone who watched the news could have told her that. The best Rachel could do was get transferred to another unit. 

She worked interrogations then, alongside the assholes from CIA. She participated in all manner of torture, and in her outrage and bitterness she found an affinity for such work. She particularly enjoyed the sexual humiliation part of the job. She went from genital torture and sodomy with objects to personally wielding a strap-on, which proved both devastatingly effective with the misogynist scum and savagely satisfying to her own now confirmed misandry. When she was forced out of the service completely for continuing her useless efforts to see her rapist prosecuted, she used her medals to get a job as a prison guard, so she could continue to brutalize and dominate particularly deserving men. Unfortunately she also discovered she could no longer stand being penetrated herself, by anyone.

For Jimmy’s sake she tried. She got through it enough times to conceive precious Caitlyn, though each time brought on progressively worse panic attacks and flashbacks. Finally, perhaps due to hormonal changes from the pregnancy, she found herself incapable of continuing at all. 

Brave Jimmy tried to accommodate her new tastes in bed. Unfortunately he was no more able to find enjoyment that way than she could return to her former self. From that impasse, disaster ushered in over a year of lonely, angry, bereaved and embittered abstinence. Yet now, in the aftermath of shattering tragedy, and further injustice at the hands of the powerful, Rachel was actually recovering from that old injury. And it was all thanks to this most unlikely of intimates. 

Not even a month into her meticulously plotted revenge, the unexpected nobility of her enemy had more than just won her over. The adoration he constantly lavished on her, along with his instant and enthusiastic embodiment of her new sexual ideal, seemed to be salving the psychic scars that had afflicted her relationship with Jimmy. Though it still felt reprehensible to her, and portended further trouble down the road, Rachel was now so swept away by the reawakening of parts of her she’d thought dead forever that her hesitation was over. If the quickening current meant the cataract was coming, so be it. Young Alex was so damn attractive (particularly this beautiful big prick she was licking) that she was increasingly able to set aside both his guilt and that which she felt herself when in moods like this. 

After the night they’d had already, the Goddess was feeling downright giddy. She licked Alex like that she-cat he fancied, with big long swipes of her entire tongue. At last she paused to study the discoloration.

“Does it hurt terribly, my pet?”

“It hurts beautifully, my deity. It never stops or lessens. It’s the perfect reminder.”

“I know. Burns are like that. I’m either going to soothe it for you now or make it worse. Give it a little liquid and friction. Re-acquaint myself with some old skills. I swore you’d die a virgin, boy. But I don’t remember saying anything about blow-jobs. Even Bill Clinton knows those don’t count.”

Without another word or pause Rachel engulfed him. First just pursing and suckling, she gloried in textures and tastes as much as in their mutual moaning. When she began sliding him in and out, she could feel each welt that had been left by her switch with her upper lip. When she finally began bobbing hungrily, all her former reticence eventually evaporated. 

Brief, phantasmagoric flashes of that hotel room, of choking and finally puking on what was forced into her throat, came and went. Rachel let them, each time doubling down on her efforts until the imaginary threat receded. Previously she’d had to back off shaking and fighting not to sob. With Alex she felt no such enduring distress. Enjoying his gasping almost as much as her triumph over her past, Rachel even let herself get carried away. If not for some admirable self-denial, their attempt at tenderness together would have come to a disastrous early finish.

She had his balls in one hand, her thumb still rubbing along that tender groove left by the clothesline. Instead of being poised with fingers like pincers ready to clamp him off instantly, she was but caressing gently – and recklessly stuffing her face. It took Alex twisting her sheets in his fists, wrenching and crying out in warning to avert the worst of her remaining triggers.

“Goddess stop, you don’t have it tied off!”

Rachel flashed to earlier, just after she’d strung him up, and the anger and revulsion that had flooded her. Instantly she jerked back, pulling off Allie and squeezing his balls hard enough to hopefully stymie any eruption. Together they panted desperately. 

It had only been a couple of minutes! She looked up and locked eyes.

“Well done, young one. I lost my head there. And yet you kept yours after a month of torturous impotence. As always I’m immensely impressed. You realize how unforgivable that would have been.”

Alex dropped his gaze instinctively.

“My sentence is wise and just. I want you so bad as a man I can’t stand it. But being denied acting in that capacity, or enjoying any physical climax at all, is the only thing that excuses me being in your bed. Achieving release here seems like the ultimate act of sacrilege.”

“Well said, my pet. I couldn’t have put it better. 

“We can play together all we like. But I am not really a lioness. You do not come into this territory, kill my mate and offspring and begin mounting me or spraying your own seed around. You are here to do humble penance for your sins, and for those of other men who have offended me. The worst thing you could do is spoil the lovely healing you’re so unexpectedly providing me with by reawakening the residue of revulsion that being raped left in me.”

“I understand, ma’am. Maybe you should save that most sublime honor for when I’m safely in harness, being alternately excited and abused mad. Or you could just harness me up right now of course, and do your worst.”

“No,” Rachel sighed with sly regret. “We’ve done enough of that for now. I’m in a new kind of mood tonight. That’s why I haven’t even tied you up. I want to enjoy your hands and lips on me. So let’s see how you use those, lover-boy. It’s pegging time again!”

Of course Alex remained shyly hesitant to touch her as she moved into place. As with the chance to ejaculate, he restrained himself from grabbing immediately for her tits once they were with reach. Even after she mounted him, and they were locked together in their favorite missionary position, he remained reverentially respectful.

Timidly his hands crept to her waist. Ready to retreat at the first sign of censure, they slid to treasure the small of her back. His touch was warm, light and silken. As Rachel began rocking and thrusting, his eyes asked permission and hers warmly gave it. The hands slipped the other way then, down to cup her flexing buttocks. Soon he was assisting her rhythm, moaning softly as they rocked together, their eyes drinking each other in. Whatever he saw in the windows to her own soul, Rachel read only worshipful devotion in that deep blue infinitude. She felt a fond smile curve her lips in response. 

Her mouth wanted more than an unfamiliar stretching of muscles though. Pleasuring a penis wasn’t the only joy of which she’d lost the habit. And Alex had earned a reward with his restraint. It was time to see what happened between them next. 

Half-expecting earthquakes and the wrath of heaven, poltergeist phenomena or at least the dead shrieking in her head, Rachel leaned in and began kissing him.

***

For Alex, this was better than any blow-job or invitation to groping. He would even take it over ejaculating. Having his Goddess’ lips caressing his swelled his unfamiliar elation until it threatened to burst something inside.

As they rocked in copulation, the pressure of that kiss eased and increased rhythmically. Her mouth opened, the lips parting his to let her tongue slither in. Feeling the breath from her nose hot on his cheek, Alex felt beautifully swoony at this dual penetration. Timidly he kissed back, probing on his own. This initiative was welcomed and soon they were going at it like mad. 

Hearing an almost inaudible moan of enjoyment from his owner made Alex’ heart swell painfully again. Yet even in bliss that felt potent enough to lay him low the irony recurred.

Now he really was truly living. Instead of fantasizing about that final fatal fucking as expected, he was reveling in the reality of the present like never before. The contrast between his usual suicidal perversion and the breathtaking intensity of this passion for the moment was so acute that tears spilled from the corners of his eyes.

Was this what they meant by making love? Goddess Rachel wasn’t punishing him with her pegging. She wasn’t using him for her selfish pleasure, enjoying her owner’s prerogative or even joining him in the profound symbiosis they shared. Whether she acknowledged it or not, she was physically expressing her affection for him in unmistakable fashion. And as heretical as it felt, this undreamed-of honor was more exhilarating than any of the evening’s other extremes.

Tacitly urged on to contribute, Alex kneaded those humping buttocks. He slid his grip back up the exquisite curve of the small of her back. Yet rather than try to plunder her front he closed his arms around her for the first time ever. Gladly acceding to his embrace, Goddess Rachel dropped completely atop him and clutched him tightly in return. Still they soul-kissed feverishly, rutting on and on. At last she broke their slobber-lock. Pressing her cheek tightly to his then, she began crying out her climb toward climax.

What he’d conceived of as a challenge was not. Living up to his owner’s expectations as a lover required even less special effort or sacrifice than he’d expected. He only had to react naturally, with no attempted artifice. As always when she rode him without a harness, the only challenge was in preventing himself from ejaculating before she finished. Though this position was the safest (the pressure on his prostate less than otherwise), Alex nevertheless found his excitement nearly impossible to contain. At last, as Goddess Rachel was shrieking and stabbing away in her accustomed frenzy and more, he had to resort to the horror at his core.

This time he actually willed forth the screams. 

It wasn’t difficult. They always seemed to be lurking just beyond the edge of awareness, waiting for any opportunity to leap in and remind him what dying in unthinkable agony sounded like. Yet the very fact that he needed to summon these when he used to spent all his time trying to escape them was an encouraging development all by itself. 

Guilt and unease still lurked back in there somewhere. But all that could be pondered later. In the meantime, rather than fantasizing about the future or wallowing in the present, Alex used the unspeakable past to dampen his runaway passion while Goddess peaked and shrieked and pounded out enough apotheosis for both of them. At last she slumped limply atop him. At her sigh of indescribable contentment, the screams savaging Alex inside receded obediently again. 

How long they might stay gone was anyone’s guess. But every minute was a most precious blessing. The criminal tightened his embrace and let the tears of love and relief trickle out.

***

Rachel felt dampness on her temple, spreading to where their cheeks were pressed together. Going with the flow had delivered her to this idyllic little pool of peace. She turned her face in and kissed the wetness, the soft skin beneath. She squeezed the body pinned under her and pegged to her bed possessively. Sexual satiety joined with the fulfillment of some more spiritual hunger to flood her with affection for this boy who’d turned himself so completely over to her.

His arms felt wonderful around her: solid enough to shelter her against the rape and/or combat nightmares that often plagued her. She ought to begin to allow this. It would be even better than just having his body to cling to. After all, the strength in those healthy young limbs held no threat to her. The collar on his neck aside, she could rest secure in his penitence, his compulsive need to please her in appeasement of his demons. Even the way his legs were hooked over hers felt like a welcome envelopment. Warmed in and out, Rachel kissed that beautifully smooth, yielding cheek a few more times. Then she raised her head to look in his eyes.

“That was transcendent.”

“Seconded.”

“I like kissing. I always have. There’s a reason humans to do it.”

“It’s pleasurable as hell – or heaven I should say.”

“I like your lips. They’re softer and fuller than what I’m used to.”

This unthinking observation made those eyes well up again. Visibly Alex winced away. His voice was a tremulous husk.

“I am so damn sorry.”

“I know you are.”

“This feels like compounding my crime.”

“I know the feeling.”

The words slipped out unbidden again. As they did, some repressed knot of grief, self-anger and remorse tried to rise from within, an omen of the shoals waiting to reef her ship of the soul. Rachel made the justification for them both.

“It’s an offense to the dead. But it’s healing us both in ways the torture can’t. It’s making me happy for the first time since long before your crime.”

“Speaking not out of a slave’s obligation but a lover’s adoration, I’d say that’s all that matters to me right now. Until I can pay in full, I’m delighted to provide anything required. Though I admit, I’d feel a little easier about such an ecstasy of intimacy if I knew I had to suffer for it afterwards.”

Rachel laughed, her inner warmth safely restored.

“I guess that means you want to be tied up and afflicted all night. Like being spiked and strung up, branded and burned wasn’t enough. And here I was yearning to spend it your arms.”

Alex immediately tried to accede to her needs. She stopped him with another kiss, lingering over it deliciously.

“That’s all right sweetie. I’m feeling magnanimous tonight. I can cuddle you all hogtied up just as well. Would you like a big uncomfortable vibrating plug tormenting you too?”

“And those clamps that keep my nipples stretched and twisted. Between those and my brands and burns I should be miserable enough until morning.”

“Okay baby. Let’s get settled in. It’s been quite a day.”

“Yes ma’am, it has.”

***

Long after one bereaved mother was slumbering contently, the other lay awake. 

Kneading the coverlet in a white-knuckled clutch (as if somehow perceiving and misunderstanding the wakeful suffering of the remaining child at issue), Talia stared up into the canopy over their bed and listened to her husband’s snores. 

She didn’t need shackling, clamps, or inserted electronics to explain her insomnia. Not even the maddening lack of progress in the investigation sufficed, since this differed from no other night. It was the craving keeping her awake.

It had taken all the steel Talia possessed to convince her doctor to begin weaning her off the damn pills. Despite his protestations that now was not the time to leave her prey to her anxieties, she somehow remained adamant. Only when she threatened to attempt going cold turkey did he agree to cut back her dosage with an eye toward eliminating the tranquilizers altogether. Even so, the gradual reduction wasn’t enough to satisfy Talia’s new determination to get clean. 

She deliberately stinted herself, throwing away a portion of each prescription when she got it, and rationing the remainder so as to have just enough to keep the nastier physical symptoms of withdrawal at bay – the sweating, sickness, headaches and muscle tremors. Still the psychological effects were hell. And bad as the anxiety and panic attacks were, and constant irritability, the nonstop need of her brain and body were the worst. 

At last, made restless beyond bearing by the trap of her dependency, Talia slid quietly out of bed and pulled on a handy satin wrapper. Wandering the empty, quiet house was far better than gritting her teeth to Alexander’s snores and wondering how Junior had coped with this on top of the horrible guilt he felt. At least he’d been in a professional rehab center with doctors and analysts always at hand – much good that they’d done him. Following her yearning for some connection to her son, Talia turned her steps toward his empty bedroom.

Pausing in the doorway, she let her eyes wander over the posters on the wall (professional football and soccer stars), the shelves of models he’d assembled (fighter planes and battleships) and all the other reminders of a boyhood halted in its tracks. Everything was neatly in its place. The maids had been through here before they’d even known he was missing, and then again after the police and private investigators had ransacked it. They even came in to dust regularly.

Of course the only thing they’d found was an old marijuana pipe stashed away forgotten for so long it hardly smelled at all. This reminded Talia of two things. First, Junior had indeed triumphed over his drug problem. Second was the recommendation from one of her on-line correspondents that she try smoking it herself instead of using the hard drugs her doctors had always prescribed. 

She’d been scandalized at the time. Now though, tormented by both anxiety and withdrawal, she was seriously reconsidering.

The longer the investigation stayed stalled, the harder it was to resist the urge to make a public spectacle of the case, to get that woman’s picture on every tabloid and talk show in the country. Perhaps pot really could ‘mellow her out’ without physically addicting her. In the meantime, just being in here strengthened her resolve to get clean.

It reminded her of her culpability in the ruin of her son’s future. It had been her pills in his system the night of the accident after all. At last Talia moved to the bed, drew it open and slipped in. From now on she would sleep in here. And whenever the craving and panic attacks grew too bad, she would need to only look around to remember what the drugs had cost her.




Chapter Twenty-Three

Telling Stories

“You look hot.”

Absorbed in his weeding, Alex gave a little yelp when his owner arrived. She moved so quietly, this ex-soldier, like a huntress stalking game. Naked but for his collar, Alex was hot. Though June had just begun, summer had already arrived. The sun was blazing, the air late-afternoon sultry and he was running with sweat. This was cutting tracks through the dirt all over him, and gleaming on his already darkly tanned skin. 

Luckily he had no open wounds to worry about. His brands had healed, as had the last of his whip welts. Since that night on the gibbet Goddess had been using a simple strap or paddle that left only bruises, or electricity, which made no marks at all. Still under all the tan, dirt and sweat he had scars galore decorating his flesh: ineradicable evidence of his contrition. Lean and sinewy, he’d already lost considerable body fat. Alex liked the way he looked, and taking this interruption for a chance to stand and stretch, he also chanced a bit of banter.

“You mean suffering from the temperature, or irresistibly sexy?”

“Both, now that you mention it. I was making a drink, so I brought you one too. Can’t have my property dropping of heat-stroke. But maybe I should just dump both of these over you so we can rut in the mud like hogs.”

“I’ll take the drink, please. Then if you like I’ll repay your extraordinary thoughtfulness by hauling a bucket of water from the spring. You could give it to me down and dirty indeed.”

“That might actually be fun: to mud-wrestle you into submission and then stick you like a squealing little sow in a wallow. But I think I’ll have to pass on that for now. Here.” She handed him one of the tall plastic cups she clutched. Ice rattled and condensation trickled. Once he took it she tapped the top with her own.

“Good times.” 

“Rule forever,” Alex returned. 

The drink was one he’d made for her several times: equal thirds iced tea, lemonade and vodka. That she was sharing it with him, allowing him alcohol, and had both made it herself and brought it out here rather than just summoning him with a quick shock to the neck were all quite remarkable – though less so lately. Perhaps his Goddess was just getting bored with lazing around being waited on hand and foot. Or maybe this really was a result of the new depth of physical and emotion intimacy growing between them. 

That hadn’t ended with one night of kisses. Every time they made love now (and even during torture and punishment fucks) she kissed him. Along with referring to him by name, or as boy, prisoner, criminal or slave, she often called Alex her pet now, and used other terms of actual endearment, like baby. She smiled far more often than before and looked upon him with open affection. The scowling, embittered woman who’d kidnapped him had changed into a benevolent despot whose tenderness was now welcomed as much as her torture and tyranny. Peering at her over the rim of his cup, Alex took in the khaki shorts and yellow t-shirt, the short cinnamon hair and flickering warmth in her eyes and felt the usual amazed disbelief that this fabulous female could harbor anything but hatred for him. As they lowered their drinks she sank to sit cross-legged between the rows of corn, motioning for him to take a break and join her. He did.

“Well, my precious, I’ve just finished scouring the web again for references to either of us. Your mother is carrying on a bit of an internet campaign, but there have been no major media reports. Still something strikes me funny about her. She never mentions me in her posts. It’s all about you running off or her struggle to kick her pill habit.”

“She’s trying to get clean?”

“So she says. She’s full of guilt over setting a bad example for you – seeing how it was her Valium you were on that night. She doesn’t say anything about giving up booze though.”

Alex took another swallow of his delicious and refreshing drink. Now that his own guilt over the accident had become less immediate (he was atoning, he was on death row and the aggrieved party pleased), he had this fresh helping to consider. Here he was improving daily while his mother was no doubt sinking ever deeper into hell.

Before he could get too caught up in this morass, Alex forced himself to confront the issue his owner wanted addressed.

“Maybe she’s just refusing to entertain the possibility of quote-unquote foul play. You saw how psycho she went when someone brought it up at that press conference. My mom isn’t exactly known for stoically accepting unpleasant realities.”

“Tell me about her. Help me to get a handle on what she might be up to.”

“Analysis by anecdote? Well, if you want to hear about the benzodiazepine-free Talia, I’ll have to go back to grade school. Let’s see…how about the spectacular failure of my prepubescent acting career?”

Goddess nodded agreement, so Alex took another pull off his drink. The old abuse still rankled. Glad of a reason to harden his heart, he clenched his fist and began.

***

“My mother wanted to be a star – an actress, model, singer, whatever. She was attractive enough, but not particularly gifted. When it finally became clear that her only talents lay in manipulating and bullying people, she gave up on her dreams and settled for marrying well. At the same time she decided to raise the one kid she intended to have to be a star for her. This was all before they fell back on grooming me to run the company. Anyway, it was lucky I was born a boy or I would have been one of those beauty pageant kids, those obscenely sexualized ‘toddlers in tiaras’. As it was, Talia made sure everyone understood that I was going to be the next Brad Pitt. By the time of my first class play, I felt so much pressure I was a disaster waiting to happen.

“Of course Mom browbeat the teacher in charge incessantly about putting me in the lead role, which he somehow resisted. He must have seen that I was hopeless. As a compromise I ended up cast as the Sheriff of Nottingham instead of Robin Hood. It wouldn’t have mattered in any case. How many six year-olds have real acting talent anyway?”

“Drew Barrymore?”

“Good one. Anyway, my mother rode me like a harridan, making me memorize, recite, and practice nonstop, all under a barrage of constant criticism. By the day of the play I was so stressed out and overwhelmed I could barely keep from crying.”

“Poor kid.” Goddess smiled sympathetically and swirled the ice in her drink. “I bet when the curtain went up, every line fled right from your head.”

“Oh, it was worse than that. I actually peed my pants, burst into tears and ran for my life.”

“Yikes!” Goddess laughed, then laid a commiserating hand on his thigh. “I’m sorry, baby. That must have been horrible for you.”


Alex took another long drink to steady himself. She’d just touched him like a friend, apologized to him, used a term of endearment and sympathized with his trauma all at once. Neither the alcohol nor laboring in the hot sun had warmed him like that.

“It fucked me up for a long time. Between the event itself, and the shrieking, beating and demeaning from my mother afterwards, I developed crippling stage fright. Any kind of oral presentation at school, or public speaking requirement, caused me terrible anxiety – sweating, shaking, stammering, forgetting, the whole works. I didn’t get over it until my disposition.

“Of course by then my sin had overwhelmed everything else. When I finally got a chance to speak, to offer you my life and fortune in pitifully inadequate recompense, I didn’t suffer that old shame in the least. Begging you to kill me took precedence over everything.”

He swallowed the rest of the drink and found his owner smiling warmly at him again.

“You’re a special young fellow, Alex. I will kill you – you have my promise on that, and the dead demand it. But I will miss you afterward. And insane as it is, I will mourn you too.

“In any case, this Talia sounds rather lacking in self-control. That prickles my suspicion even more. I wonder what she’s really up to. I need to go think about this. Finish your weeding and see to the watering. Then come inside, shower up and make us a special dinner. It’s an anniversary of sorts for us, and it want mark it.”

“Yes ma’am.”

She leaned forward and kissed him again, a long liquor-enlivened wet one. Then she collected his cup, rose and returned inside.

***

By evening the day had cooled. Going from sweltering hot to maybe the mid-seventies, it was perfect weather for lounging in the hammock together. Another awesome sunset was fading to indigo. Venus blazed alone, a harbinger of the usual incredible celestial display the nights out here offered. Far away from the light pollution of the cities, the sky often put Rachel in mind of Afghanistan, where the stars were similarly brilliant and profuse.

Of course, that’s where the similarity ended. Over there she’d had no cuddle-boy to snuggle with, no warm body to clutch like a teddy bear when the bad dreams wrenched her out of sleep. Then again she hadn’t needed one. It wasn’t until she came home for good that the nightmares began to plague her. By now though they were regular occurrences: dreams of combat, of being violated, of waking up in the wee hours to find the phone ringing and the bed empty, Jimmy and Caitlyn nowhere to be found…

Surely it would be even more comforting to have Alex’ holding her, at least in the first two instances. In the third however…it was better to go with the status quo. And since her slave actually preferred being tied up when in such intimate proximity, she was willing to indulge him. Even now, when sleeping wasn’t on the agenda, he had his cuffed hands and feet linked together behind him. With his head resting on her shoulder and his penis free for teasing, and with a couple of citronella candles keeping the worst of the bugs at bay, they were both as cozy and content as could be. As if to validate this, Alex sighed with joy and squirmed luxuriously against her. Rachel squeezed him and even giggled a little.

“That doesn’t sound much like a ruthless, prison guard-soldier-torturer-executioner,” Alex murmured.

“Those aren’t the only personas I own.”

“So I’m discovering. They’re just the ones that first drew me to you.”

Quiet fell for a while, as they listened to the sounds of the evening coming down. A shiver ran through her slave and he stirred a little.

“What was it like over there? The war I mean.”

Rachel wondered if he’d been reading her mind.

“Before or after I got raped, and became a ruthless torturer of deserving assholes?”

“Before. Don’t you have any stories to terrify or impress us naïve civilians?”

“I suppose. No naïve civilian has ever asked me for one.”

Alex shifted until he could kiss the scar high up on her arm.

“What happened here, ma’am? I don’t like to think of you being wounded, in pain, maybe just barely escaping dying. But I also can’t help being curious. The more dangerous and formidable you are, the more I lust for and worship you.

“I understand if you don’t want to talk about it,” Alex quickly added. “I apologize if I’m stirring up old ghosts. We both have nightmares we don’t want to invite. Besides the accident and all, I still dream about peeing myself onstage, and being made to sit in the wet all the way home, knowing beyond a doubt that the belt was going to come out when we got there.”

Rachel giggled sadistically at the image. Then she felt bad, and then felt silly about feeling bad. It was tough sometimes deciding when to feel sorry for or satisfied by her slave’s suffering. Mentally she threw up her hands.

“Okay, boy. But if I do have nightmares tonight, you can bet the belt will come out again first thing in the morning.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way, Goddess.”

“All right then.” 

Rachel took a moment to compose, both herself and the first words of her story. Jimmy was the only one with whom she’d ever yet shared it. Fellow guards at the prison had wanted to ask, she knew, but had been too intimidated by her. She cleared her throat.

“We were on a night raid, looking for an enemy bomb-maker. You know how these cowards like to hide among civilians. Yet even those locals who were totally on our side were extremely touchy about unknown infidels kicking in their doors and looking under their burkhas in the middle of the night. So that latter job had lately fallen to me, as the only female on the team. Anyway, sometimes we swooped in loud and fast with helicopters, and sometimes we slipped in quiet and sneaky on foot. This occasion was the second sort.”

***

Moving through the village was passing one reek after another. Open sewers, rotting garbage, festering sickness: each component of the familiar olfactory assault seemed to fight for primacy. As they approached the target house members of the team split off in choreographed precision to surround it. 

By this time taking down a building had been refined to a science. And this was only a two-room dwelling with one entrance – their target had gotten careless in visits to this particular family. One kick took down the door and the two lead operatives burst inside.

Disorientation grenades shattered the silent dark. Habek and Morrison, the next two members of the team charged in, followed by Rachel and Ben Clearwater. Hoarse shouts and piercing screams joined the reverberations from the grenades, and barely controlled pandemonium raged.

Night-vision equipment revealed that people had been sleeping on the floor in the front room. These lower-status members of the household had scrambled shrieking for the walls and corners. Women, kids and old folks, these noncombatants needed to be kept separate and cleared while the assault leaders forged further on in. 

Formerly they would just be flex-cuffed, shoved unceremoniously aside and forgotten. But this was another practice that bred counterproductive resentment in the populace. Now Rachel was tasked with quickly searching each adult while Clearwater stood by for backup. 

She was halfway through patting down an old man missing half a leg when weapons fire from the inner room was added to the cacophony. Rachel recognized the rattle of both their own M-4’s and the throatier roar of AK-47s. In response, one of the girls waiting to be searched (she looked about fourteen to Rachel, and the only one who wasn’t shrieking) suddenly pulled an old Soviet-era revolver from the mess of bedding she was crouched upon.

What was she thinking? Either driven by terror, hate, or desperation at the threat to the men who were keeping her in chattel, she decided to take on a heavily armed team of crack operators – with a six-shooter that looked like it hadn’t been fired in decades.

Say what you want about Soviet manufacturing. But there’s a reason the AK is so iconic. Russian cars and appliances may be shit, but their guns at least work. Before anyone could react, the girl pointed it and pulled the trigger, adding another loud bang and cloud of cordite to the chaos inside the house. 

From about three feet away the bullet burned a deep groove through Rachel’s right deltoid. Less than a second later, Clearwater let off a three-round burst of his own. 

All three high-velocity slugs struck the girl in the head. Her skull exploded like a cantaloupe dropped from a rooftop. 

***

“Blood, bone, and brains went everywhere: the wall, the floor, the ceiling, the kids, the elders, and all over me. You can imagine the screams. But I doubt you can credit what it felt like to have this child’s hot tissue – everything she was and thought and dreamed only a moment ago – plating the skin of your face and soaking through your clothes. Compared to the horror of that, the fact that I’d been wounded barely registered at all.”

Alex shuddered. Back in the hammock, safe in his owner’s arms, he decided he wasn’t going to ask for any more war stories. Besides wanting to be daunted, he’d hoped to get some kind of clue as to how one dealt with such shattering episodes. But as even his deity clearly still suffered from hers, maybe he should just stick to his attempted atonement. Trying to blink away the horrific images just raised in favor of the stars now coming out, he kissed her scar again.

“I’m awful sorry that happened, ma’am. But I’m so glad you survived it.”

“Really? If I’d died over there, there would have been no Caitlyn. You wouldn’t be a baby murderer. You’d be done with your blithe high school stoner life and picking out which party college to attend this fall.”

Alex snorted. “You mean I’d be preparing to go exactly where my parents ordered me to go. And murderer or no, I never would have met the love of my life – and blessed instrument of my most meaningful end.”

“At least you’d be able to fuck pretty coeds, and go on beating off every day, my terminally impotent virgin.”

Alex groaned as she began that familiar slow stroking.

“But I’d never have discovered the wonders of being pegged by a deity day and night unto death either, would I?”

“Not likely. But who knows what kind of kinky chicks you might have met on campus?”

Gasping and writhing now, Alex succumbed to sanity.

“This is all silly. What’s happened has happened, and nothing can change the past.”

“I know. And damn me to hell for it, but right now I wouldn’t want to either.” Goddess increased her rhythm, inverting her grip and pulling him painfully downward as he’d come to so love. “I’ve suggested it before, but it’s really true. Having you here as my worshipful slave and perfect bedmate makes me happier than I can remember being in a long time.”

“Then I’m glad too. Whether it’s morally justifiable or not – and I’m not sure I care to figure that out just yet – I wouldn’t trade this canyon and having you happy for any possible present either. Nor would I trade any future or destiny for the one you have planned for me.”

“My loyal pet!” Goddess Rachel breathed devotedly. Their separate concerns about Alex’ mom forgotten if not dismissed, obvious implied conflicts ahead disregarded, the most unlikely lovers leaned in together to kiss. 

One led to a dozen, or a hundred melded together. That slow pumping began alternating with cruel twisting exquisitely timed. Tongues entangled, her heavy breath hot and humid on him, Alex would be an instant from crying out in warning when the change would just save him. Then he could only moan on as he was wrenched and bent around or had his balls cruelly pulped. 

Played by his virtuoso owner, stimulated and tormented to tears as always, he wallowed in this use more joyously than ever. Linked by a level of passion unprecedented, they reveled in the slow build-up to the celebratory sublimity they had planned. 

It was six weeks almost to the minute since he’d made good on his promise to surrender to her. Everything was ready and waiting for them.

Just as Goddess’ kissing and caressing of his helplessness had him practically frantic, she broke away. Releasing his penis, Rachel began tickling his belly and sides to right up under his arms. Giggling at his laughing and thrashing, she kept this up a good thirty seconds before drawing him back into her embrace.

“Okay, baby.” Kiss, kiss. “Story time’s over, as is play time.” A couple more kisses were slowly savored. Then, “Let’s go make love on the rug.”

Alex’ voice used to crack like a kid’s at times like these. But not anymore.

“I’m all yours, ma’am.”




Chapter Twenty-Four

Plunging into Trouble

Rachel was again giddy with expectation. Sex with Alex just seemed to get better every time. He always managed to read her perfectly and react in a way guaranteed to maximize whatever mood motivated her. Tonight she’d asked him to prepare an especially romantic idyll. Between his post-dinner cleanup and joining her for the sunset he’d surely been busy. She couldn’t wait to see how he’d arranged things.

Removing the cuffs from his hands and feet, Rachel pulled her ideal lover out of the hammock. Switching her grip back to his uprightness, she led the way inside. Locking out the night, she stepped through the kitchen and gave a soft gasp of appreciation.

Like living artwork, the huge TV screen was silently playing a landscape video that showed only an endless succession of gorgeous flower gardens. The stereo was shuffling through her favorite seduction playlist: mellow 70’s songwriters like Cat Stevens, James Taylor, Neil Young and Jackson Brown. Meanwhile black satin slips covered the bed pillows pre-positioned on the similarly silky sable fur of the bearskin. Aside from that brilliant video art, thick, slow-burning candles placed around the rug’s perimeter provided the only light – although splits and kindling were expertly arranged in the fireplace, ready to be ignited at a word from her. Jutting from the bottom of this, in case the Goddess decided the occasion merited it, was the handle of her brand.

On the hearth nearby was a stack of soft white towels. Lying atop them was a clear plastic bottle of baby oil and her current favorite strap-on. Next to them waited a new pack of cigarettes fresh from the freezer, along with the wand-style fireplace lighter. Everything was as tasteful and thoughtful and erotically enticing as she could have asked for – as any mate could have asked for on an anniversary date. 

Suddenly Rachel’s chest was too small for the amount of feeling inside. For the first time in years this was happening because of good feelings trying to get out. She squeezed that delightful spike tight until the lump in her throat receded.

“Oh Alex, you’ve done wonderfully!”

“Pleasing you means everything to me ma’am.”

“You always please me darling – especially sexually.” The fact that ‘darling’ was the endearment she’d habitually used with her husband (who unfortunately hadn’t pleased her sexually for more than a year before his death), troubled Rachel for only a moment. 

Jimmy was gone damn it, and whether he would have minded her bonding with his usurper hardly seemed to matter all of the sudden. Her mood of happily adored romance unaffected, she released her throbbing leash at last to strip off her shorts and t-shirt. By the time she was nude Alex was kneeling before her on the bearskin, holding up her cock too in a cute dual salute. Clearly he meant to chivalrously strap it on for her.

What a charming touch! Rachel joined him on the rug and permitted his reverent attentions. When she was properly endowed and he just as reverently began to fellate her, she sighed with supreme entitlement. Pulling out his ponytail she began running her fingers through his recently washed hair. Linda Ronstadt was singing “Desperado”, one of her favorites. Rachel lost herself in the vocals, the emotion of the moment, but mostly in that fervent pleasuring. She just loved how Alex’ hands stroked up and down the backs of her thighs, occasionally squeezing their junction with her buttocks. Finally she could wait no longer.

“Start the fire sweetie. Something tells me this is going to be an occasion to immortalize.”

While he hustled over and lit the kindling, Rachel added some oil to the lube her darling had already provided. As he turned back to her, she purred her instructions.

“On your back baby, spread legs over your head. We’re going for staying power tonight.”

Quickly Alex positioned himself as directed, a pillow under his head and half of one the other end. Rachel squatted and then sat right down on the protruding half, spreading her own flexed legs and scooting up to meet him. In their endless experimentation she’d learned this position was optimal for especially marathon sessions. Besides providing excellent penetration and facial interaction, it was the least effortful as well. She’d have the stamina to go on forever…

Of course there was one more awesome benefit. Sitting comfortably the way she was left her hands completely free. And right underneath them was that impudent, deliciously impotent, always responsive, absolutely beautiful big erect penis she so loved to play with. It wasn’t until they were socketed together and she was powering her thrusts by jerking back on this that Alex tried to interrupt. He had a rare error to admit.

“Oh shit! I forgot the harness. I didn’t even leave you a piece of rope to tie me off with!”

“Too late, sugar!” 

Her fingers still slippery with oil, Rachel just squeezed him tighter. She pulled back harder on that fleshy lever, mercilessly jacking it as her pace increased. She even laughed with abandon as she flung herself into her favorite pastime, her ungovernable obsession and truest sexual expression. “There’s no stopping me now, baby. You’re the one who messed up. You’ll just have to control yourself somehow. Don’t you dare let me down!”

***

How easy for her to say – and how impossible for him to obey! At least he wasn’t on his belly, or all fours. The way he rubbed on the pillow or flopped and slapped while her stuffing squashed his g-spot made ejaculation almost a biological imperative then. On the other hand (or hands, very expert, madly slippery hands), being jacked at the same time he was pegged always made the harness an absolute necessity too. Being able to watch those spectacular tits jiggle and jounce was additionally unbearably exciting. The fact that he had yet to touch them with his face or bare hands only added to their allure. Beyond even all this though was what Alex saw in that divine countenance, and through those fiery green soul windows.

This was not the blaze of hate and vengeance that had scorched him early on. Nor was it the incendiary emerald of their usual symbiotic conflagration. Like their just-added ambiance, this reflected a more sustainable flame, evocative of home and hearth. It shed enduring warmth that could provide a permanent haven against all the vicissitudes of a cold and hostile world. 

It was love Alex was seeing, though his owner remained loath to admit it even to herself. This recognition was the best aphrodisiac of all, as he was perhaps the quadrillionth human in history to discover. Dumbfounded, ecstatic and impossibly aroused as he was though, his own love and determination to obey sustained Alex for far longer than the sympathetic might expect.

Through breathless intensity, leisurely interludes of gentler thrusts (back and forth this way interminably) and finally through Goddess’ first crescendo and climax, he somehow kept himself from ejaculating. Again and again he willed forth the screams that haunted him, using the self-loathing that so sickened him to quench his ecstasy. Yet the fact that it was his ultimate victim making such expressive love to him continued to create contradictory responses. Eventually these threatened to end this tactic’s utility.

Usually it made him blame and hate himself even more. He was wallowing in ecstasy with the mother of the baby he’d murdered! He was taking over her favor from some poor guy who’d done nothing more than pick an inopportune time to be on the highway! How despicable could he possibly be? Ever more often though, the same old excuse won out. 

Who was he to question his Goddess? He owed her everything, and if this was what she wanted from him, he was blessed beyond belief to provide it. Questionable as their affection might be, it really did seem to be healing them both. And if she of all people could love and maybe even eventually forgive him, perhaps in time he could try to do the same before he died. 

Weighty as they were, these considerations went unarticulated. Alex was in no state for deep deliberation. Such perceptions affected him intuitively. All he knew was that in the second hour, during his Goddess’ second extended ascension toward orgasm, it became increasingly hard to feel horrible toward himself. And thus the worst crisis of his new life approached.

Slowing her pace a bit, gathering her energies for that climactic push, Goddess Rachel reached for the bottle of oil. Without withdrawing or even halting her thrusts, she upended and squeezed it, liberally re-lubricating their linkage. She also splashed a generous squirt on poor crazed Allie. When she clutched him again and began working both freshly slickened boners more passionately than ever, they both cried out. Goddess’ devoted crowing easily overtopped Alex’ desperate plaint.

“Oh baby, where have you been all my life?”

Inspired like he’d never seen her, she pegged and jacked him, pegged and jacked him, peg-peg-pegged and jack-jack-jacked him like mad. Cradled by silky feather pillows and even silkier fur while also enjoying the unyielding support of the hardwood floor, Alex battled grimly against transcendence to keep his vow of impotence. 

Intellectually he approved the justice of this. Physically he was being driven relentlessly toward failure. Which way would his emotional mediation take him?

As Goddess’ crescendo climbed, Alex employed every gambit he had. He closed his eyes, denying himself the spectacle of her breasts – and the communion of their souls. He just couldn’t afford to perceive her love for him now. Instead he replayed the ineradicable scenes in his head: coming around the turn in the wrong lane and seeing headlights, the screeching jangle-crash of impact, the bloom of yellow in the night… Yet even evoking the screams that followed was losing its potency. Even with his eyes shut, his Goddess in estrus was impossible to block out. Her panting and moaning, and the wordless little cries of ecstasy and exhortation she gave as her orgasm approached were all incredibly erotically compelling. More, they were contagious. 

Despite his best efforts intellectually and emotionally, Alex’ body responded to more than just the nonstop physical stimulation from his and her cocks. This relentless escalation seemed to demand that his glands reciprocate. Panic spiked as the sinner realized that at this rate ejaculation was inevitable. And a conscienceless, insanely deprived part of him wanted that sooo bad. Still the responsible rest shrieked in protest. He needed to stop his Goddess before he betrayed them both. Yet she in turn was sooo close! Alex recognized the feral growls, the breathy little shrieks, the especially frenzied final acceleration. How could he deny her? He just needed to hold out another half a minute at most and the crisis would be past…

Once again the race was on, with so much riding on the outcome. Teeth gritted, fists and toes clenched, Alex tried picturing carbonized bodies, one of them tiny. He summoned again the screams of those being burned alive. Goddess Rachel was seconds away – but it all made no difference. Even though he thought he still had a few seconds of his own, suddenly he was shuddering and spouting.

Alex’ warning cry came too late. Even in the unimaginable pleasure and relief-release of climaxing after so much deprivation, regret and self-hatred swamped everything else. His eyes flew open and what he saw made him feel infinitely worse.

Thanks to the angle at which Goddess was gripping him as she jacked and thrust – and the power of that long-delayed eruption – those six weeks’ worth of semen were shooting not only all over her breasts, but some of it even reached up to defile her face.

The level of offense was unthinkable. Orgasm more than spoiled, Alex was weeping with horror even as his deity was shrieking with hysterical outrage. Still his sin kept jetting from him.

***

This wasn’t just a trigger. More like the detonator on a thermonuclear device.

One moment she was flying higher than ever before, soaring on heavenly romantic ecstasy. The next there was slimy, stinky spunk spurting on her tits and slapping Rachel in the face. The bland, horrible, insupportable odor assaulted her, an olfactory referent from hell. Suddenly she was right back in that hotel room. 

Her limbs were leaden, unresponsive, her body just a helpless object. Her breasts hurt from slapping and squeezing. Both lower passages were as raw and sore as if they’d been bludgeoned in with a truncheon – one wrapped in sandpaper. Everything around her was blurry and murky and capering with phantasmagoria. Yet worst of all was the choking intrusion in her throat, the hideous mix of shit and unwashed male genitalia that was all she could taste – until the ultimate insult of that hot wet sperm being squirted all over her.

Oh, she’d been so helpless, so utterly at the mercy of Colonel Asshole! She’d hadn’t even been able to scream. Now she could though – scream and so much more. As Rachel’s throat shivered with the force of her rejection, a switch clicked over inside her, sending the warrior, the she-cat predator into berserker mode. She had to attack, strike back, and at any male handy. If this wasn’t her original assailant he made the perfect proxy, with his weepy terror and useless apologies. All affection forgotten, the distinction between this honorable boy and her hateful rapist insignificant, Rachel’s body took over.

Still screaming and shuddering with revulsion, she frantically swiped the sperm off her cheek and chin and tits with her hands and smeared it across the face before her. Then she began punching, one, two, three blows to that teary visage, and many more to the body. That was just for starters. Utterly out of control, still shrieking incoherent accusations, she fell forward and began lunging and plunging away in the most brutal rape-payback imaginable. 

Her erect cock was the most effective weapon ever invented! In an adrenaline-fueled frenzy of revenge she wielded it with killing ferocity. Likewise without conscious intention her fingers were locked around her victim’s throat. Her weight crushed him into the pillow and his frantic pulse throbbed under her crossed thumbs. Even as she so viciously hate-fucked him, she was throttling the breath from his chest. She would teach her (brother/husband/superior officer) slave what happened to those who betrayed her! Reminded by the collar just below her hands, Rachel interrupted her screaming obscenities with one coherent command.

“Level ten!”

As the guilty male began shuddering, his eyes rolling up to the whites, she rammed harder and harder into him. No matter how hard she stabbed him though, orgasm eluded her. And soon his purpling face began to smear before her. She was weeping as well as raging. Her already-taxed stamina was quickly ebbing despite her hysteria. Recognition came at last.

Not once had her victim resisted her. No hands wrestled for hers even now, when she was on the brink of killing him. This was noble, self-sacrificing Alex, not Colonel Asshole or anyone else. What was she doing? An inner shriek came at the enormous waste of this. A sense of grievous loss lacerated her heart, which she’d believed already broken beyond repair. 

For some reason this weakness enraged Rachel anew. It warned her to finish this boy now before she couldn’t bear to. Yet her strength was gone, as was her hysteria. She finally stopped choking and then fucking the stupid shit. She pulled out and rolled away. Between the sobs that wracked her she managed to cough out the command that would stop Alex convulsing and allow him to catch his breath.

“End sanction!”

Panting for air herself, Rachel ignored her slave’s hacking struggle. She could only cry for another several minutes, feeling miserable and soiled and so confused. She’d almost ruined everything. She hadn’t fed him his cock yet and she didn’t even have a goring horn on. Killing her captive the way she almost had would have been stupidly careless, unthinkably regrettable and way too easy. Bitterness welled up within her at his betrayal.

How could he, after she’d warned him about it so many times? She’d been so nice to Alex too, so tender and affectionate and trusting! He’d turned their magical anniversary celebration into a cataclysmic disaster. Perhaps he’d even planned this, purposely failing to provide her with a tie-off so he could both come and then die. He needed to suffer now like never before!

Her weeping under control at last, Rachel removed her strap-on. She yanked on her shorts and shirt. Ignoring the brand already glowing orange – that was for memorializing enjoyable occasions – she turned snarling on her still gasping and sobbing property.

“Down in the dungeon, now! If you can’t walk, crawl. Otherwise I’ll drag you there by the hair and tumble you down the stairs. Let’s go!”

***

Though he could hardly move, Alex approved. 

Rescued from a premature apotheosis he’d assumed would be his Goddess’ response to his first, he rolled onto his belly and wormed his way toward the door in the floor. 

He hurt everywhere, particularly his peg-hole, neck and each place a fist had connected. Far more painful was the memory of his betrayal though. Seeing Goddess Rachel screaming and weeping had made him so profoundly soul-sick that he crawled toward his banishment as eagerly as a Satanist heading for the fires of hell.

Somehow he made it across the floor and down the stairs, though his head was still ringing and spinning like that of a cartoon character. Coldly in control now, the tears dried to angry streaks on her cheeks, his owner followed carrying shackles from the box by the bed. Dropping these jingling to the concrete floor, she swept past him to the corner behind the stairs. Here a large emergency generator sat on a dolly. Rolling this aside revealed another trapdoor, this one chillingly small. About a yard wide by five feet, this was unbolted and opened to reveal a space about equally deep. Some kind of sub-cellar no doubt originally intended for cold storage, this hole in the ancient mountain granite had been lined with duct-taped sheets of disposable plastic. Abject in his guilty misery, Alex crawled right to the brink before collapsing at last. Recognizing justice when he saw it, he fought to control his whistling sobs. In addition to the affront to his dignity they hurt his already swelling throat. Without orders he arched his back and bent his limbs up behind himself, presenting them for hogtying. 

Immediately his ankles, wrists and elbows were all cuffed together. Alex’ considerable weight was lifted by these, stressing his wrenched limb-sockets until sobs burst anew from him despite his resolve. Then he was swung over and lowered into that dank, cramped space, an area only slightly larger than the coffin-like metal box that had brought him here.

Plastic crackled under him as Alex sought to adjust his worst bruises on that nethermost granite slab. It was impossible; squirming only made it worse. In the bit of space next to his head, Goddess set a gallon plastic jug that had been cut off halfway up and filled with water. With only this ominous promise that he wouldn’t be getting out of here anytime soon, his poor betrayed beloved slammed the lid of his hole closed and shot the bolts. He heard the dolly and generator rolled back over him. Less than half a minute later the second, soundproofed trapdoor a floor above slammed closed. It too was bolted. 

Thus was the criminal consigned to the dungeon’s deepest recess to consider the gravity of his failure.




Chapter Twenty-Five

The Cataract

Robert Myers, employee of the private investigation agency Stafford & Martin, pulled over and parked. It was another trash-strewn street, another seedy L.A. neighborhood. Without a glance at his partner – he was equally tired of Eddie Valdez – he opened the door and levered his two hundred and forty pounds out. 

From a nearby alley, the eyes of a stray cat shone disembodied as they reflected back the garish neon from the establishment they’d come to visit. Supposedly a massage parlor, it was actually a brothel, as anyone not born yesterday could easily see. According to the information they had, the place also dealt in phony papers. Just like the last two dozen or so dives they’d fruitlessly waded through, thought Myers. He sighed and led the way inside.


Over the counter, a clock selling Corona beer read ten-twenty. Though it was a weeknight, they had to wait out a furtive transaction or two. Finally the receptionist (or whatever she was) eyed them coolly. Her low cut top did little to conceal breasts even larger than that of their quarry, though lacking the firmness and uplift. Still Eddie was leaning forward and practically drooling on them. What a pig, though the woman was probably used it, given her profession. Trying to forestall a hostile reception, Myers moved to allay the usual qualms.

“Don’t worry, we’re not cops.”

“Better not be, because they’ve already been paid off. Unless you’re here to extort more freebies.” Her heavily made-up eyes flickered uneasily at Eddie.

“We’re not. We’re – can I ask your name, miss?”

“That’s a good one: ‘Miss’. I’m Monica. So if you’re not cops, what do you guys want?”

“We’re looking for somebody that might have come through here, Monica. We’re hoping you can help us.”

“Yeah, well, I’m real forgetful about the people I meet here. Maybe I smoke too much pot or something. Or maybe I’m paid to be that way.”

This was where Myers was supposed to flash some cash of his own. Fortunately he had something much more valuable up his sleeve.

“Does the name Francis Brugli light up any memory cells?”

“Oh crap – you’re those guys. We were told to expect you.”

Myers tried a smile. “Well, we’re here. We’d like to try a little ‘place the face’ with you and whoever might be providing papers.”

“That’ll be Manny. No one gets papers here without seeing him. Hang on a second.”

Monica ducked through a beaded curtain behind her. Eddie watched her flabby ass jiggle the whole way. Clearly she wasn’t always the receptionist here. The punk he’d unfortunately been partnered with leered at Myers and dropped his voice.

“Maybe we should have demanded a couple freebies, like she said.”

Myers didn’t dignify this with a response. He just reached into his inner pocket and pulled out the sheaf of photos he’d been provided with. Three were head shots of Rachel Blaine, all from different angles, while the fourth was full length, showing that entire amazing figure. He was just squaring the edges together when Monica returned.

“These are the guys, Manny.”

Manny looked like a typical scumbag and smelled like he’d never heard of soap and water. He was greasily obsequious though, coming right out from behind the counter to study the photos. Monica examined them carefully as well, but in the end each swore they’d never seen the woman before. Myers sighed again, not with discouragement but simple weariness. He thanked them and led the way back to the car. Eddie Valdez followed, grumbling.

“This bitch is starting to piss me off. Before I just wanted to fuck her. Now I want to punch her out, before and after.”

Good luck, Myers thought. Having learned their quarry was a decorated veteran, and after reading the interviews with her former squad mates and corrections colleagues, he’d be just as happy to learn her address and let some other suckers handle the rest. This woman was no one to antagonize, as the unfortunate Downing had no doubt long since found out. 

***

Rachel’s control held until she got back upstairs to the bearskin. But when she saw the roaring fire, the pillows and candles, she felt an inner deluge building. Taking in the gorgeous vistas of endless flowers playing across the screen and hearing Elton John sweetly singing the last chorus of “Skyline Pigeon” was all it took for the dam to burst. Her grim discipline deserted her and she fell to her knees on the thick fur. Clutching one of those satin-clad pillows to her ribs, Rachel began sobbing furiously again. Oh, she hurt in ways it was torture just to enumerate!

Such a wonderfully special occasion had been so hideously ruined. So much progress toward healing had been ceded at a stroke. Rachel wept hard for lost ecstasies, for cheated hopes and tenderness both unearned and spurned. She wept with bitter betrayal and savage outrage at what was far more than just a broken promise. Nevertheless as angry as she was at Alex, and as personally hurt and offended by him, Rachel cried most miserably in reaction to that traumatic flashback. She hated how fucked up being raped had left her. 

She was strong, self-reliant, downright indominable, damn it! The fact that Colonel Asshole could still terrorize her, and worse deprive her of control long years after she’d seen the last of him was almost as degrading and infuriating as the official response to his assault had been. 

She in turn could bugger every man on the planet and her revenge would still be empty as long as her ordeal continued to rob her of sleep and joy, and drove her to act in a destructive fashion toward those to whom she was closest...

Something unacknowledged stirred inside her. The lucidity of agony tempted root issues into emerging toward awareness. The time was finally coming when these would have to be faced. Still despite her desperation for resolution, Rachel thrust away the threat that came with it, indulging in another storm of sobbing instead. Cognizant of her own cowardice, this only shamed her further. Everything was conducing to worsen the cataclysm finally overcoming her.

This was what came of going with the flow. Just as she was most thrilling to the dizzying rush, she was suddenly plunged into the terrible cataract she’d always known lay in wait. Now she could only endure the maelstrom beyond and hope she eventually emerged intact.

Kneeling on the rug, rocking back and forth, Rachel cried and cried. Finally she keeled over, rolled around and continued crying, kicking her legs and banging her head like a child throwing a tantrum. Despite her extreme upset however, exhaustion eventually began to catch up with her. 

She’d used up no little energy fucking. Then came that horrible flashback followed by her expensive bout of hysteria. After a seeming eternity she at last sobbed herself to sleep – only to be wrenched back to wakefulness a couple hours later for the next round of misery.

Nightmare had followed nightmare ad nauseum. First the girl, with her head exploding and soaking her face with gore. Next came the time Jenkins, the operator she was closest to, got himself blown in half by a booby trap – legs basically vaporized, entrails everywhere. After that of course she was right back in the hotel room, drugged just short of insensibility and being forced over and over again. Still Rachel didn’t surface until the worst one of all. Despite its lack of blood or violence, it was the replaying of the telephone ringing in the dead of night that yanked her gasping out of slumber, reaching again for a husband who wasn’t there.

Of course this wasn’t their old bed in Sanderson, with its splintered posts and worn mattress. She was still on the bearskin. Built with fast-burning splits, the fire had already died out, leaving her uncomfortably chilly in her shorts and sweat-soaked t-shirt. And the pillow she was clutching so desperately was a useless substitute for a missing man.

Rachel had been crying in her sleep, and she was crying again even as she awoke. On the huge TV was a stunning scene of tulips stretching as far as the eye could see, picturesque windmills signifying a plantation somewhere in the Netherlands. 

The music was still playing as well, although now it was Jim Croce singing “Dreaming Again”. Hideously sweet irony intolerably twisted the knife of her pain. Still blubbering, her nose running, Rachel crawled to the computer and closed both programs. As silence and darkness enveloped her, she blew her nose and mopped up. Knowing the ordeal was in no way over, she took the box of tissues with her as she stumbled for the bedroom. 

There was only one pillow left on the bed. Rather than lay her head on it, Rachel stripped off the shirt she’d sweated through and clutched that pillow to her breasts again as she slid under the coverlet. Looking up through the skylight, seeking solace in the beauty of the heavens, she barely had a chance to identify Vega straight overhead before renewed tears blurred away the starscape. Soon she was bawling full out again, tormented and confused anew by feelings she didn’t want to admit to. Damn that stupid slave!

She’d grown spoiled sleeping with him. Having adoring Alex handy to beat and peg (and kiss and cuddle and cling to in primal comfort) was a luxury Rachel missed keenly already. 

Even as furious as she was with him, it was worse being alone and at the mercy of the maelstrom. That churning turmoil of emotions now spun her into considering just how close she’d come to accidentally killing this precious if troublesome companion. From betrayed outrage she swung suddenly to searing pity and remorse for punching and choking poor Alex. For a while she wanted nothing more than to have him back with her so she could tenderly treat his injuries, peg him and hug him and try to kiss her way back into the beautiful mood that he’d so unforgivably ruined.

This part of Rachel was needy and yearning and sorely tempted to retrieve her property immediately so that she could follow through. Some deeper wisdom warned against trying to cheat the cataract though. The only way out of the maelstrom was to go through it, alone. Eventually her agony would bring her the lucidity, and her desperation the courage, to confront whatever fundamental conflict was so troubling her. 

Obeying this instinct, Rachel stayed in bed, alternately cursing Alex and missing him. Over and over she replayed nearly killing him, reveled in the fury of the moment or shrank from its sheer idiocy. She imagined how she’d feel if she hadn’t stopped herself in time and she cried, cried, cried. Still no epiphany came to her as she suffered the lonely watches of the night.

***

First light found Rachel haggard and awake. Having slept in only nightmare-filled snatches, she was exhausted and beyond miserable. Still the steel that had made her a successful soldier had returned enough to stop her sobs. Smelling the sweaty reek of her body, she released the pillow she still clutched and forced herself to get up. Maybe a long hot bath would help.

Of course tears started leaking from her before the tub was half full. Adding the oil and bubbles and whatnot had become Alex’ job. She couldn’t even bring herself to use the rose petals. Instead she began to talking to herself, to the empty bathroom and her absent slave.

“How could you, Alex? You spoil me to death and then demand banishment. Now I have to get used to doing things for myself again.”

Rachel told herself that she whimpered stepping in because the water was too hot.

“Don’t be a baby, girl. You made it through hell week, didn’t you? Better too hot than cold.”

She sank in up to her neck. Simmering in the lovely sting, she sighed and waited. 

What was she waiting for? Another sigh turned into a sob.

“I’m waiting for my baby to start bathing me. See: I told you I was spoiled.”

Blinking against the trickling, she found the sponge mitt and soap and began lathering up.

“I suppose I’ll have to do the diddling myself too if I want to come.” 

This time it was her intended laugh that turned into a sob, which turned into three or four. Thinking about the duties she’d have to assume and the joys she was forgoing threatened to bring back the storm, so she tried to thrust the thought away from her. But then her protest turned to unintended honesty coming out of her mouth.

“Come on, girl. You can still take care of yourself. You don’t need a slave for everything. Besides, it’s not the way he spares you chores or even sates your passions that you miss.”

No, it wasn’t – and that was the problem. She missed jewel-like blue eyes that never lied, that never faulted her or ceased to regard her with worshipful awe. She missed full, springy, mobile lips that treasured her every kiss, and that said funny and flattering and surprisingly insightful things to her. She missed him, badly, after less than twelve hours apart – and even though he’d just sinned so grievously against her.

“Oh Alex,” Rachel breathed again, her torment and confusion welling up anew. “How have I become so attached to you in only a month and a half?”

There was the first question that needed to be answered, the irony demanding to be addressed. The fact that she wanted Alex back so bad already even though he’d horribly betrayed her was just a specific instance of the more general discrepancy. The real question was, how could she feel anything but blame and hatred for this boy after the way he’d horribly killed her family? The disconnect between what young Alex deserved from her and how her instinctive needs had responded to him instead must be accounted for. Again her voice spoke honesty out loud that her thoughts inside couldn’t admit.

“You have to understand why you’re acting this way. It’s not normal. And it’s not just loneliness and deprivation, or propinquity in isolation. Nor is it all down to his appeal, his admirable character, sexy body and looks, or the way he jumped to become your ideal pegging partner. Everything’s happened too fast for that. The way you seduced him was too purposeful, even if your purpose remains obscure.”

Scrubbing and rinsing, Rachel kept talking, hoping for more unbidden wisdom to pour forth.

“Why, just last night you barely spared a thought about Jimmy. You told yourself you didn’t care how he would have felt about you filling his place in your bed and heart with the guy who’d killed him! What kind of heartless cunt does that?”

The answer, of course, was only one who was profoundly fucked in the head. Feeling guilty as well as miserable now, too self-involved to bother washing her hair, Rachel clutched the sponge mitt for comfort and sank deeper to soak. Now it was truly torturous introspection time. For surely the root of her aberration lay in her rape, the most traumatic event of her life.

Heaven forgive her. But there was no way Rachel was going to voluntarily dredge that up again. To search for clues in every nuance of that experience was simply beyond her. But perhaps she didn’t have to. Unraveling her motivations meant examining herself at her most basic level. And there was no more primordial moment than last night, when she’d reacted to the trigger of Alex’ ejaculate. Out of her conscious control, her body had gone berserk, punching and pegging and choking the only male in her grasp right to the brink of extinction. What did she feel just then? What drove her at her most homicidal?

“It wasn’t just Alex I was punishing, or even Colonel Lowell. Nor was I somehow revenging myself upon manhood in general. I know damn well I thought of how Anthony betrayed me, my beloved older brother. And fuck me wobbly, but I was thinking of Jimmy too!”

Hearing such a terrible truth coming from her own mouth made Rachel want to bite her traitorous tongue off. But despite her prevarication, conscious denial was not her style. Even as heart-rending, eviscerating agony ripped through her, Rachel recognized why. Though she had dearly loved Jimmy, she didn’t miss him, and not just because they’d become sexually estranged. She also felt unforgivably betrayed by him. 

The hurt was so intense she was tearing the sponge. Rather than shred it like her heart, Rachel shoved it in her mouth. Biting it viciously in lieu of her tongue, she screamed for all she was worth. Nevertheless in the keenness of her pain, Rachel found the lucidity she’d expected – and feared. This momentary clarity allowed out the question she usually repressed. What the fuck was her husband doing with little Caitlyn on the road out of town at four-thirty in the morning? 

There had been no hint or note, so she could never know for sure. But clothes and a suitcase were missing, along with personal papers, electronics, and sundry baby care items. What was her beloved husband doing? Again her voice answered, cracked and weepy but trembling with fury.

“He was leaving me, the bastard. And he was taking Caitlyn with him!”

***

And so the maelstrom reclaimed her. Over the cataract Rachel had gone, into the gyre of emotional turmoil at the heart of her. Whirled this way and that, battered and disoriented, she shrieked as though the fabric of her universe was being reaved. But throughout this last anguish-tempest Rachel clung to the precious understanding she’d gained. Though she wept and raged almost until the bubbles were gone and the water cooled off, when she emerged from both tub and turmoil she was calm, the long crisis past.

Part of her had always known, and had blamed Jimmy virulently. Surely molding Alex into his far-superior replacement had been her jilted-bitch revenge. 

“Well, you did a superb job of that, girl!”

Toweling off, Rachel felt the first smile cross her face since Alex had spurted on her.

Now that she understood herself, she saw no reason not to continue to bond with her wonderful property. Jimmy had forfeited her allegiance by his treacherous culpability in the tragedy that had bereaved her. He deserved to be spurned. And Alex had ceded his soul to her in honorable recompense for his own role. She could do with him as she chose. If that included falling in love and taking him as a mate, there was no one with a claim to make a complaint.

Dropping the towel on the floor for him to pick up at some point, Rachel considered her erring slave. Thinking of how close she’d come to carrying out her promise to him disastrously prematurely, she flushed with sudden shame. 

Alex knew of her triggers, agreed with his sentence of impotence and had given her his solemn promise. But honest and honorable as he was, he was also still a teenaged male – barely more than a boy in truth. Had she expected too much from him? Had being unreasonable about sex almost cost her the best man she could ever expect to have?

Dismayed, Rachel felt a coil of more buried turmoil stirring. 

Oh fuck. She’d had enough of that. Moving forward resolutely, she decided to accept her share of the fault for Alex ejaculating on her. He had warned her after all, and she could have paused thirty seconds to find a tie-off. What price a little patience?

Once she deemed he’d suffered enough to salve the guilt he surely felt, she would return to treating Alex with favor. 

There would be no personal repercussions. She loved the guy after all. However, she certainly needed a more reliable means of preventing accidental orgasms in the future. 

Solemnly resolute, glad she’d come through the cataract intact, Rachel went to dress. After that she needed to do a little Google.




Chapter Twenty-Six

Seeking a Status Quo

There were ways to gauge the passage of time, if not to confirm any guesses. 

Of course it was pitch black in here. Though there were holes to allow him air, the dungeon above must have stayed in sepulchral dark as well. Likewise its soundproofing defeated any audibility. Occasionally faint vibrations traveled through the granite that entombed him, but with no air movement, nothing to see or hear, only scent, taste and feel remained to Alex. And of course these just added to his torment.

Beyond the ordinary odors of stone, plastic and water, was the astringent stench of the half or so inch of body products pooled about him. That was one way of marking time – counting the number of pisses he’d been forced to take. He was up to four, which suggested at least an entire night and maybe the better part of a day down here. Another method, less reliable but more insistent, was to track the growth of his various agonies. This had the added benefit of reminding Alex why he was suffering, which helped immensely in enduring it.

The stresses of being hogtied climbed in familiar fashion. His spine and limb sockets screamed as they always did: predictably shrilly. Unfortunately the tightness of his confinement prevented any more than a minor shift in position. This not only worsened those stresses, and the accompanying savage muscle cramps, but brutalized the deep bruises to his torso. Lying immobile on granite for days straight was bad enough as it was.

Alex’ face pained him too. It felt lumpy and misshapen, swollen all over from punches that had miraculously not knocked out any teeth or broken anything else. Indeed he was exceedingly lucky his beloved had struck out from blind hysteria, and not conscious intention. With Goddess’ military training she could have easily slain him with a single blow. And though he’d come here in order to be killed by her, they both wanted his gruesomely slow atonement to be exquisitely choreographed and meticulously carried out. Dying quickly in a fit would cheat everybody.

How could he have been so stupid? Alex wanted to wail and gnash his teeth, or dash his brains out on the mountain rock. 

Everything had been going so splendidly and he’d fucked it all up. He never should have risked trying to hold out for his Goddess. He never would have, if he’d truly understood the depth of her aversion to being spurted on. He’d been worried about inviting her nightmares. And here he’d triggered a trauma far worse. She couldn’t even smell the stuff, and he’d pumped it all over her! He deserved every bit of his suffering: physical, mental, emotional and spiritual. 

Feeling tears of remorse threatening again, Alex fought to hold them in. The amount of liquid entering and leaving his body was a matter of deep concern down here.

First he diverted himself by recalling Goddess’ righteous fury, her fists crashing into him. He remembered being throttled, the blazing hate in her face, the furious grimace as she crushed his throat and fucked him as though truly trying to kill him with her cock. 

How terrifying and yet exciting that had been, despite his horrible remorse! And how sweet the feeling of slowly succumbing to female justice! Alex hadn’t for instant considered resistance. Even now he savored the swelling, and the difficulty he had in swallowing. He wondered if his offense had been serious enough to put him back up on the gibbet, this time for good. Weasel-assisted evisceration might await him as soon as he was redeemed from this piss-filling pit.

Though he knew he deserved both that lonely execution and his current abominable suffering, Alex almost would have been ready to trade that first for the second. Beyond all the terrible pain, the shivering cold and appalling revulsion of lying in a steadily deepening sewer of his own urine and vomit, beyond even the vicious self-loathing he continuously directed at himself for his thoughtlessness, was the claustrophobic horror of his confinement.

The only other time he’d been so completely restrained and contained had been immediately after his surrender. And that had effectively lasted only seconds. Drugged for the trip into the mountains, he’d spent it almost entirely unconscious. He’d barely had time to imagine being drowned, baked, or buried alive… 

Well, now he was at leisure to experience that last, very possibly in reality. He even had the companion vermin. The mice he’d only heard before had descended through his minimal ventilation holes to scamper all around and over his helplessly bound body – at least until the cesspit his crypt had become deterred them.

Amazingly, Alex had actually come to miss those visitations. Though startling, repellant, and creepy beyond description, they at least interrupted the maddening monotony. As hour upon endless hour followed with nothing but relentless suffering, where even unconsciousness was impossible due to one’s insidiously stressful positioning, the need for any kind of distraction became a matter of sheer sanity.

Alex recalled seeing video footage of an Indian elephant kept in a tiny stall for decades on end. The poor beast was worse than mad. It did nothing but sway back and forth, in mindless, repetitive fashion, rhythmically butting its head against the wall without halt. To resist the temptation to do the same, Alex had finally devised a simple routine with this water dish. The only object he could effect, this presented a nearly intolerable temptation in itself. 

He’d been given less than half a gallon of hydrate. With no idea how long that had to last, the strictest rationing was in order. Yet he was so terribly thirsty, and the pain in his throat made the dryness so much worse! Nevertheless Alex exercised rigid discipline. 

He limited himself to the barest sips, which were sloppy and painful to take anyway with the swelling of the right side of his mouth. (The punch he’d taken there had loosened a tooth or two, too.) Usually he just bathed his dry, puffy, cracking lips, or wet his desiccated tongue. Or, in order to occupy the endless hours of agony, fear, guilt, and sensory-deprived confinement, he used his teeth to carefully grip the ragged plastic rim and turn the makeshift dish in circles.

Four rounded corners told Alex when he’d completed an entire rotation. Clockwise, counter-clockwise; once, twice, three times and back again, he made a game of it, all the while exerting great concentration to ensure that he didn’t splash or waste a single drop.

Of course the more Alex drank, and then passed into the deepening pool about him, the more in danger the emptying dish was in of sloshing, slipping or even floating away. Finally, gagging on the taste of plastic and the dank, thick air in his fetid enclosure, he had to stop. 

Alex had long since thrown up everything. Given the agonizing cramping of his shackling, the dry heaves that still occasionally wracked him had become excruciating. For once, he managed to grit his teeth and fight them off. But with his resources so depleted, he suddenly found he could no longer keep himself from weeping. Nevertheless Alex held to what discipline he could. He hung his head directly over that bowl as he bawled, so that his tears dripped straight down into his water dish. He might very well need that liquid back before the end.

***

Okay, she had to keep her slave from ejaculating. That was going to require certain sacrifices on both of their parts.

Teenage boys were notorious for not being able to control themselves. And as for her…

“Face it kid, you can’t control yourself either,” Rachel opened the safe and took out Alex’ tablet. “The minute you see that beautiful prick sticking up all hard for you, wanting you so bad, you can’t help playing with it. We need to put it off limits – or at least make it harder to get to.”

Sitting at the desk, Rachel opened the computer and began trawling through Alex’ torture porn. Of course seeing all those men in distress made her want to start in with her own tools and toys, to hear Alex screaming and weeping and yet pleading for her to hurt him worse, his rampant erection the greatest statement of his complicity possible…

“Now, now, Goddess. You’re supposed to be looking for ways to keep that thing down!”

Naturally those stories and videos had the answer: some kind of male chastity device. Yet what would work best for them? Rachel saw complete belts and little sleeves, and cages of all kinds. Some even came lined with little spikes, or shock prongs like the ones on Alex’ collar. At last she saw the perfect solution. Giggling a little at the cruelty she was contemplating, she put away the tablet and went to her own computer to do some shopping.

In the course of buying the items needed, and arranging for overnight shipping to a postal box she kept in town, Rachel also came across what looked like the greatest invention ever. 

“Oh my goodness darling, look at this!”

Of course Alex couldn’t hear her. But he would be feeling it soon enough. In fact she ordered two of these ingenious double-dildos, one for everyday use and one she could modify into the tusk or horn she’d use when the time came for the ultimate payback. Giddy with excitement then, Rachel went to release her beloved property from the pit. 

He’d suffered sufficiently for failing her. In a way he’d even helped her. He’d forced her to understand herself, which in turn had resolved her doubts about the propriety of making him her new mate. And now she’d discovered new ways to make their relationship ever more exciting, more rewarding. Poor Alex deserved forgiveness for his latest sin, and right away. 

***

Downstairs, Rachel rolled the generator off the heavy trap door sealing away the old sub-cellar. She opened that lid on a revolting reek – cleaning his punishment pit would be Alex’ first chore upon recovery. While the poor boy groaned and blinked blearily, his professed Goddess hooked his shackles to the portable winch she’d used to remove the generator in the first place. Without any ado she hauled her erring lover out of the hole to where she could rinse him off.

Once this was done she held the hose to Alex’ mouth and let him drink his fill. Though he was still hanging by his hogtie in what must have been severe excruciation, he smiled with such timidly sweet contrition at her that Rachel’s heart melted. She kissed his cracked, swollen lips with deep contrition herself.

“Oh baby, I’m so sorry I punched you. You had punishment coming, but I almost wasted you entirely! I have forgiven you for spewing on me. Can you forgive my mindless violence?”

“My love is unlimited. You are Goddess Rachel. You can do no wrong.”

“That’s very proper, darling. But it’s only two-thirds true, and a bit ambiguous. If I do have your forgiveness, let me admit how I was also at fault. You warned me and I couldn’t wait. You still should have stopped me when you began to get close. But babies have been born since time immemorial from trusting young men not to come.”

“I’m so, so sorry! I swear I didn’t mean to!” 

Immediately Alex began babbling out grandiose apologies, formal assurances of fault and forgiveness and lavish thanks for her return. Swearing anew his eternal fealty, his devotion to her unto death and beyond, his voice warbled with fervor after his banishment. Clearly relieved to be redeemed from the pit, he’d be in no hurry to earn his way back there.

Of course Goddess Rachel was taking her own steps to prevent a repeat experience. But for now she just enjoyed the sound of his voice, the obvious honesty of his adoration, as she maneuvered him over to where she could let him down and release him. 

Once Alex was stretched out flat, Rachel rubbed some function back into him. When he could sit up she gave him another drink, this one a bottle of fruit juice from her own dwindling supply. That was all right though. She was going into town very soon. She fed him a handful of crackers too, enough to get his sluggish system ticking over again. She doctored a few pressure sores. Then Rachel kissed her lover ardently enough to prove her forgiveness before sternly invoking her authority.

“Okay sweetie, we’re both ecstatic to be together again. You’ve served your stretch in the punishment pit. And I’ve learned to admit that I’m in love with you. Whether it’s just your abundant charms or my subconscious urge to stick it to Jimmy for betraying me, I see no reason to fight it. 

“I’ll still keep my promise of course. But until I do, I’m going cherish every minute I can with you. Nevertheless I can’t let you back into my bed yet, or my bath or anything else. First we need to deliver us each from temptation, before I’ll trust us together intimately. 

“That means you’ve got another day, maybe two down here before our big bout of exciting reconciliation sex. So I’m going upstairs to make dinner. I’ll bring you down some. While I’m gone, you will clean out the pit, replacing the plastic lining and completely eradicating any lingering odors.

“After you eat, we’ll tie you back up on your mat for the evening. I’m going to miss you dearly in my bed again darling. Last night was hard for me too. But we’re going to do this thing right. And two nights from now at the latest, we’ll be back in each other’s arms.”

“I understand, ma’am.”

“Okay. We’d better both get to work then.”

“Right on!”

***

Talia still had trouble believing she was doing this. And of course Alexander was furious. But the lack of any progress in the investigation, combined with the difficulties involved in kicking her tranquilizer addiction, demanded she try something, anything, and potential scandal be damned. Besides, it wasn’t even illegal anymore.

It was amazing the speed with which her doctor had written a prescription when she’d finally broached the subject. He hadn’t even raised his eyebrows. Her husband was another matter. Always obsessed with their business and social interests, politically conservative to his core, Alexander reacted like Talia had announced she was donning tie-die and running off to join a hippy commune. Did those even still exist? Anyway they’d had a huge screaming fight about it. In the end she’d had to agree to go well out of town to find a dispensary, and to obscure her identity as much as possible when she did.


This wasn’t difficult. There were places in California where cannabis shops were as common as Starbucks. Talia borrowed the butler’s car and drove to the coast. 

Stopping at a picturesque café for a cup of tea, she used her phone to find the most reputable local option. Ten minutes after she finished her Darjeeling, Talia stood in a store whose aroma alone seemed to calm her. 

There were a few customers ahead of her. None looked like hippies, slackers or dreadlocked Rastafarians. Snorting at Alexander’s preconceptions (which had been her own mere weeks ago), Talia wandered over to a display of edibles. Candy, cookies, granola bars, you name it: all had been infused with marijuana. That was encouraging. Maybe she needn’t destroy her lungs, or smoke up the house like Alexander to get some relief.

“Can I help you with something ma’am?”

The spectacled young salesgirl was as fresh-faced and enthusiastic as a missionary. Talia almost would have preferred dealing with a stereotypical stoner. At least she’d know he came by his expertise honestly. Still she removed her oversize sunglasses and took the child into her confidence.

“I’m afraid I need some advice. My support group recommended this, and my doctor wrote me a prescription, but I’m still not sure about smoking…can you really eat this stuff?”

“Sure you can. You just have to be careful. It takes both longer to act and longer to pass, so people have been known to overdo it. And the effect is different than smoking or using a vaporizer. What symptoms are you trying to treat?”

Ashamed to be admitting weakness to what looked like a teenager, Talia explained about the difficulties of being weaned from benzodiazepines. Of course the girl approved her choice with fervor, and went into a bewildering spiel about the benefits of various strains and hybrids. Finally she directed Talia to a particular jar full of buds and a vaporizer that would allow her to inhale the drug without risk to her lungs. 

Typing her script into a computer and ringing up her purchases, the girl remained friendly and so relentlessly upbeat that Talia suspected she regularly partook of her own wares. She even threw in a free sample edible in case Talia wished to try it, a small bar of peanut brittle.

Slipping her sunglasses back on as she slipped furtively outside, Talia just hoped the stuff had a similar effect on her own outlook.




Chapter Twenty-Seven

Hours Apart, Together Forever

Rachel had heard a lot of complaints about a certain enormous online retailer, which wasn’t surprising. Name any giant corporation – or even organization – that didn’t screw a significant proportion of people over. But this one certainly did what it promised, at least in terms of overnight delivery. By noon her computer reported that everything she’d ordered the day before had already been delivered to the nearest post office. She could retrieve it all at her leisure. 

Rachel was eager to do so for more reasons than the obvious. Besides the carnal fun and comfort of having Alex in her bed again, just the trip into town promised to be momentous. 

This would be her first time out of the canyon (and away from her captive) since she’d taken him. Besides the welcome opportunity to restock her supplies and treat the two of them to timely indulgences, the occasion itself was worth savoring. 

It would be good to take a measure of the world outside their kinky idyll. It wouldn’t do to get so abstracted she lost touch with reality completely. That was how deadly surprises got you. More importantly, this was a wonderful opportunity for the two of them to prove the kind of trust and display the independence common to any committed couple.

While Rachel was enjoying a ride down the mountain and anticipating doing some shopping, she’d left Alex bent over in the stocks, with clips, contacts and butt-plug delivering regular shocks. Rather than lock the pillory closed though, she’d merely rested a dressage whip across the small of her slave’s back. 

The implications were obvious. If she returned and found the whip on the floor, she would use it. But if there was an earthquake or some other emergency while she was gone, or some accident befell her and she was prevented from returning for a few days, Alex would be able to free himself rather than choke or die of thirst down in the dungeon alone. 

The risk of these disasters was small, but real. Rachel considered them far more worrisome than the possibility that Alex might slip his bonds so that he could use her computer to contact the authorities, or otherwise try to escape his ‘captivity’. So smug was this surety that she’d taken no precautions at all – not bothering to lock that device any more than the dungeon door. 

He knew her password anyway from performing routine maintenance updates for her. A millionaire out in the world he’d eschewed, Alex could have turned her in and gone back to his mommy and daddy and money a dozen times already. That he hadn’t even thought about betraying her this way despite all the cruelty she afflicted him with made Jimmy’s abandonment seem even more despicable to Rachel – slinking off in the night like a coward. 

‘Until death do us part’ my ass. There was only one man she’d had that Rachel now believed capable of keeping that vow. In fact she made a side bet with herself that Alex would not only be true to her, he’d be exactly as she’d left him when she returned. Despite the challenge of the task and the scale of the temptation, the only change would be in the frequency of his groans.

So Rachel sang to herself as she drove into town, her heart much lighter than usual since Caitlyn’s passing. Perhaps her healing hadn’t been so set back after all. Maybe she was even well ahead for Alex having spewed on her. When she pulled up to the local shopping strip, she felt friendlier and more charitable toward people in general than usual. That didn’t fit well with the ‘dangerous survivalist nutcase’ rep she’d cultivated, but what the hell. It was a beautiful summer afternoon. She returned the few smiles and greetings she was offered as she made for the stores.

“Afternoon, ma’am.”

“Howdy.”

Of course there was the usual gawking at her tits and whispering after she’d passed, but ignoring that was easier than ever. Rachel grabbed a shopping cart and began loading it up.

She actually made two trips through the supermarket. First she bought cases and cases of bottled fruit juice, along with a few cartons of beer and cigarettes. After loading them in the SUV she went back for perishables. In addition to fresh fruit and vegetables, she filled the big cooler she’d brought with milk, cheese, meat and seafood. 

“There you go, ma’am. That should set you up for a while.”

“You know it.”

Next Rachel stopped at the liquor store. Though they’d hardly dented the staples she’d laid in, she picked up a ‘special edition premium release’ bottle of top shelf bourbon as a treat. The adjacent establishment was basically a head shop, and Rachel couldn’t resist slipping in to grab incense and massage oil. This too was hardly in character, especially the oil, as she was supposed to be living alone. The kid working the register looked safely brainless however. Finally finished with her purchases, she headed to the post office where she’d rented a box with her new identity.

This was actually a deep drawer, which Rachel accessed with a key. Atop a drift of advertising crap lay her packages. She claimed the treasure and swept out the trash. Carefully she checked the labels to rule out shipping errors – a few of those baubles were valuable indeed, and not just to lesbians or peggers like her. 

Despite her excitement, Rachel decided to wait until she got home to unwrap and gloat. She tucked her prizes under the seat as she got back into her vehicle, oblivious to the delight projecting from her usually stern visage. Unmindful of the locals pausing to stroke their chins over this rare appearance by the most desirable hermit in existence, she spoke to the empty cab as soon as she slammed the door.

“Okay, baby. We’re going to have us some fucking fun now!”

***

Honored to exaltation by his Goddess’ confidence in him, Alex wasn’t tempted once to try to leave the stocks – not to escape the canyon or even a moment of his torment. The very idea of escape itself was laughable.

Goddess Rachel had saved his soul by bringing him here in the first place. His death at her dick would bring him a belated relief so exquisitely redeeming it would make the orgasms he’d foresworn seem trivial. And every bit of torture she inflicted until that time afforded him a further opportunity to pay down the infinite debt between them. That she now lavished him with as much love and intimacy as she did retribution only made his allegiance more imperative. 

Beautifully human or more, Alex truly worshipped this fantastic female. 

A third again his age, she appealed to his man-boy adolescence in so many iconic ways. After what he’d already endured for her, and until their ultimate intentions overtook him, waiting in the stocks being shocked for a few measly hours was a stone-cold cinch. When the door above him swung open, that thin, stiff, six-foot equestrienne’s whip still rested perfectly balanced across the same stretch of habitually aching lumbar vertebrae. Alligator-clipped everywhere they weren’t covered with contacts, Alex’ genitals immediately began to swell. Footsteps on the stairs were followed by a cry of divine approval.

“I knew I’d win that bet! No wonder I love you, darling. Now, let’s see you release yourself. Show me how you’d have demonstrated your complicity to any interloping FBI guys.”

This was an unexpected struggle. But after about a minute Alex managed to raise the upper half of the pillory enough to slip his hands free. This allowed him to more swiftly extricate his head and then straighten up. Goddess set down the cooler she carried to catch the falling whip and clap her hands.

“Well done! You really are brave and honest, and strong in will and body as well as honor, my love. You make me proud to be an American. Plus you continually vindicate my favor, and deepen it every day. Will you now move to the rack for modification? I can help you with the wires.”

“Let’s do it – whatever it takes to get me back in your bed and bath.”

“My thoughts exactly!”


With Goddess Rachel pushing the console and keeping connections from tearing free, Alex backed his way over to the rack. Without losing the five-plus pounds of copper stuffing him up or even tugging on a stretched and twisted nipple he rolled up onto that narrow, nubbled table. 

Soon he was shackled and stretched out supine in familiar musculoskeletal distress. Yet rather than insert the final probe and gag-bulb, Goddess quickly unclipped and peeled free (at least temporarily) everything attached to his balls and penis. Instead, just as eager Allie was mutely begging for the most vicious retribution, his owner turned to the cooler she’d brought down with her. Pulling an icepack from this, she placed it squarely atop those raging genitals.

“I need you to chill out for a bit, baby. Here, this will be good for us both. It’ll steady my hands and buck up your guts – not to mention help us celebrate the occasion.”

From that cooler she pulled out a flat fifth of 96-proof premium Kentucky sipping whisky. She spun off the cap and took a belt like any soldier worth her salt. 

When she tipped the bottle for him, Alex savored the shot. As chilly as the ice from which she’d taken it, the liquor was beautifully rich and smooth even to his unsophisticated taste – though it subsequently brought a welcome burn that made him shudder away the shivers growing from that icepack. Alex blew his pipes clear.

“Thank you, beloved. How was your trip? I missed you, but I’m already glad you went.”

“It was fun. I enjoyed seeing other people again, and having a whole store full of food from which to choose. I got us some fresh cocktail shrimp and steaks for dinner.”

Goddess spoke idly about her other purchases and the joy of the drive, sharing out a couple more shots while Allie retreated from the ice. Finally he was shriveled up humiliatingly tiny. 

Without yet commenting on her intentions, Goddess lifted the icepack and used a felt pen to mark a spot upon the bottom of Alex’ scrotum. She then flopped his limp length up toward his belly so that when she set the icepack back down it more directly froze the entirety of his underside and testicles. 

While Alex broke into shivers afresh, Goddess Rachel rolled up a table littered with implements, instruments and medical supplies. From a pocket she pulled out a jewelry box.

“Here’s something to warm your heart, darling.”

She opened the box. Nestled upright within were two perfect gold rings. Though surely earrings, they looked more like slightly undersized wedding rings. Indeed they were identical to the Rings of Power in those Middle Earth movies, which both of them loved. Perhaps these too mystically resized themselves at need.

“Rings to rule and bind. I’m enthralled already my lady, entirely under your dominion.”

“I know. This will beautifully formalize it though. From now on my possession of you will be absolute. And together we will resist unworthy temptation.”

Setting the box aside, Goddess began using a small torch to sterilize (and heat almost to branding temperature) a large, sharp needle. Somehow Alex knew it wasn’t his ears about to be pierced, or even his nipples. Finally Goddess leaned in, lifting the icepack from his considerately numbed nuts. He took a deep breath and held himself rigid as her fingers took a pinch of him.

The willing impotent hardly felt a prick as a hole was poked low on his scrotum. One of those rings was threaded through it and sealed closed. A sting of alcohol reached him as Goddess disinfected. Then she was proffering the bottle again.

“Drink, baby. That was the easy one.”

Alex opened, accepted and swallowed what she gave him. With the icepack removed, his groin was coming back to life. After Goddess took another celebratory shot of her own, she gripped his twitching penis for the first time since his sin. With a look of wistful fondness she slowly jacked it back to its habitual rigidity. 

“I’m going to miss doing this at any impulsive instant. But you’ve compelled me to shackle you, darling. And since I need you big and hard for this part, it’s only right that you feel everything. So no ice this time. After all, what’s the un-anesthetized stab of a little needle compared to the slowly slicing knife you’ve eventually got coming?”

It was, frankly, wonderfully agonizing. 

Holding him up stiff and pulsating with one strong hand, Goddess Rachel used the other to carefully push that glowing hot skewer through his tender frenulum. 

This is the thin band of connective tissue that links the tip of the penis to the foreskin just below the urethral opening. Absolutely the most sensitive bit of flesh on the entire male body, Alex had always found it as apt to pain as to pleasure. Now its excruciating penetration seemed prophetic: a promise that from now on those supposedly opposite responses would be inseparable. His primal scream in response rebounded around their heaven underground. 

How much more intense would it be indeed, when Goddess cut that first cooked tip of him off to push between his lips? Now these were stretched in a painful grimace as he ground his teeth and groaned, throbbing ever harder while the matching ring was threaded through its hole and welded closed. 

“Done!”

Goddess doused the already cauterized wound with bourbon and took a jubilant pull from the bottle, denting it considerably. In lieu of a shot for him, she bent over and gave Alex a very long and wet and ardent series of smooches that were redolent of spirits but quite a bit more intoxicating. Oh, he was so enormously hard and needy, the pain of his just-pierced tip wickedly exquisite! Goddess’ fingertips now stroked his burning stiffness with incredible gentleness. He was iron firing in a forge, in desperate quest of quenching. At last she quit with the kisses.

“Being so turgidly urgent feels wonderful, doesn’t it?”

“Supremely so, my owner.”

“I like you that way too. It’s a testament to my appeal. And a supremely needy penis is the best thing ever to tease, torture and toy with. But we have to make that more of an occasion. And you need to suffer appropriately for still wanting to ejaculate, not to mention stick that impudent thing in me. Don’t try to deny those desires, darling. So this is what else I picked up today.”

Eyes twinkling with love and mischief, Goddess Rachel held up a small padlock, the body of which was about the size of a stack of three nickels. It appeared to be made of gold too, or at least all but the working parts.

“Once those piercings completely heal, we’ll use this to connect the Rings of Power I have provided you. And it will be a rule of ours that I never unlock them without having a binding handy for Allie. So we will be less tempted toward reckless play. And we will enjoy and appreciate each erection I allow us so much more for its relative rarity.”

Alex tried to imagine the kind of pain and frustration that awaited his every least instant of arousal once those rings were locked together. Even when his penis was quiescent, that heavy weight of gold forever pulling at his holes would still be an inescapable travail. Despite the justice of this additional sexual suffering, Alex whimpered in dismay. Still the liquor fortified him enough to take this new destiny in stride.

“Thank you, Goddess. I live to repay your pain. How can I make you happy now?”

She kissed him for his grace before answering.

“Unfortunately, my first choice is also out, at least until I’m sure you’re healed. We can’t risk any infection. That’s okay though. We’ll make trying out my splendid new erection its own occasion. Why don’t we kill the time until dinner by hooking you back up, stretching you out another few inches and enjoying some more mixed modern and archaic tortures?”

“That sounds paradisiacal, Goddess!” Alex answered honestly. “Can we use the penis probe with that piercing right there?”

“As long as it isn’t bleeding I don’t see why not. That’s why I heated the needle. Open your mouth now, darling.”

This time she pushed in the conductive copper knob, and buckled into place the accompanying leather gag-harness. No longer able to speak as his deity turned to greasing that aforementioned final opening for electrified impalement, Alex let the adoration in his gaze express the infinitude of his gratitude toward the object of his worship. It was so wonderful to be back in her favor!

***

After an entirely enjoyable interval of sating her need for sadism, Rachel at last relented and allowed Alex back upstairs. In order to keep their good drunk going they switched to beer over dinner, which her slave of course prepared fabulously with the new supplies. 

Rachel didn’t hesitate to share everything equally: the chilled shrimp, baked potato, grilled steak and asparagus spears. They even grilled peaches for desert, and ate out back by the roses. 

All this made for a great reconciliation date. They even shared a smoke after eating. Rachel had bought rolling papers at that head shop too. Since her breed of weed was too potent for social smoking, she had Alex unravel a couple cigarettes, add just one small, ground-up bud and re-roll the mixture into a single fat fag they could kick back and pass between them without becoming too befuddled. Because as soon as they were cruising and their rich meal had settled a bit, Rachel was more than ready to indulge in the delights she’d really missed.

“Come on, baby. I’ll get the bottle back out of the freezer. You go and start my bath. Just harness that untrustworthy monster up first. I don’t intend to touch it until it’s healed. But we aren’t taking chances anymore, are we?”

“No ma’am.”

“Then I’ll meet you in the Jacuzzi with the booze!”

What a fantastic luxury it was, coming to a bath already prepared for her. Feeling deliciously steamy inside and out, Rachel stripped and sank into the churning heat. After allowing them each another shot (the bottle was getting low indeed), she relaxed in queenly contentment.

“Okay slave: bathe me.”

Alex was as reverently gentle and obviously exalted as always. Gold ring twinkling where it dangled from his tip, Allie reared so fiercely upright that despite what she’d said she couldn’t help stroking him gently again herself. So relaxed and buzzed and yes, in love that she wanted to reward her ideal slave-mate, Rachel sighed.

“Take the mitt off now darling. You may use your bare hands on my pussy this time. Clean me thoroughly down there. And if you make me come in the process, well, I think I’ve waited long enough for that.”

Euphoria, holy awe and a determination to prove worthy filled those gorgeous eyes. Tentatively at first, Alex soaped up and scrubbed her saddle. His fingertips rubbed her bung until she pined for his probing tongue. But then finally that manly hand, so much bigger than her own, was sliding along her vagina. Rachel slumped bonelessly, her moan sustained and quavering. 

God it felt so good! On and on went those reverent attentions. With his middle finger in the groove of her and those to either side riding her labia, Alex caressed her with what must have been instinctive expertise. Because without any orders or even permission from her, he somehow dared to let that middle finger eventually follow where only his tongue had yet been allowed. 

As if he hadn’t just been almost killed and then permanently punished for accidentally activating her rape trigger, this male was actually penetrating her pussy without first securing explicit consent. Surely only a week ago she’d have freaked. Her reactions slackened by the liquor however, her healing proceeding apace, Rachel cried out not with trauma and offense but surprised pleasure. Could it be, for the first time in what felt like forever?

Slowly that digit crept in and out, a tiny bit further each time. Pressing against her clit as it slid, Alex had her shuddering within a minute. 

Oh he was so long and strong, yet tenderly respectful! Sensing he was ready to retreat at the slightest signal, she tried to gape receptively for him. When he finally got deep enough to reach her g-spot, Rachel just had to grab that hand and hold it in place.

“Right there…oh! Press hard!”

She fell into a bucking and screaming fit as he did. Water sloshed everywhere. Though Alex had sucked and tongued her to any number of orgasms so far, this was truly her first from being so deeply penetrated since Colonel Asshole had supposedly ruined it for her. Indeed so extreme was her relief at the release of such long-stymied pleasure that Rachel dissolved into weeping as it crested, crested, and at last began to recede. 

What a victory she’d achieved! The happiness was just too intense. Reading her intuitively again, lovely Alex gathered her into his arms and held her until she settled. Still she smiled all the way through her final sniffles.

“Thank you so much, darling. I didn’t think I’d ever enjoy that again. I know I would have been too afraid to even ask for it. But somehow you knew just what I needed -- again. Well done. Do you know what I need right now too?”

“Maybe for your devoted slave to carry you to bed, and lavish you with unlimited oral love until it’s safe to play with and peg him again?”

“Exactly!” Rachel kissed him long and deep and oh-so sweet. “But let’s each take one more shot and finish that bottle first. Then we’ll see what else you can do for me. Whether it’s alive or dead, I’m so glad we’re going to be together forever!”




Chapter Twenty-Eight

Learning to Try New Things

Alex set the empty bottle down and threw a towel over his shoulder. Then despite the fact that they were both wet and slippery with suds and bath oil, he lifted his owner free of the water. 

While she linked her arms around his neck and rested her head against his shoulder, he used his toes to turn off the churning and open the drain. Cradling Goddess Rachel close, aware that he was the next thing to shit-faced, Alex carried her like irreplaceability embodied across the hall. Easing her down onto the bed from which he’d been so sadly banished, he began to towel her dry. His owner would have none of this however.

Goddess’ arms snaked out and around him and pulled him down. Growling with heat and contentment, she ignored their wetness dampening her coverlet to batten hungrily on him. Squeezing and squirming their slipperiness against each other, tongues entangled, they fell into a devouring frenzy. At last she gasped at him between kisses.

“Love you…so damn…fuckin’ much! How’d you…like to…suck my…wonderful new…prick, bitch?”

“Whatever gets you off, gorgeous.”

Goddess giggled at this.

“I want to see if it does. The internet says it’s almost guaranteed. And it might be exactly what I need to completely defeat my aversion to being penetrated. You’ve started curing me already, baby. Let’s see how much fun we can have finishing the job.”

Goddess wriggled free. She reached under the pillow and pulled out the oddest-shaped cock Alex had yet encountered. Most of it was recognizably phallic. But from the base it kinked and curved back and up in a kind of bizarrely contoured handle.

“You see, this part is molded just like the inside of a vagina. When I slide it up into me, my pussy muscles grip it and hold it in place. So there’s no straps to worry about. It just curves up from me beautifully realistically. And every thrust I take with it should rock on my clit and press on my g-spot – just like you did a few minutes ago. Anyway they call it a ‘share’. And it’s reputed to be the best peg ever invented.”

“I guess we should put it to the test then.”

“I’ll slide it inside. I just need you to wet it for me first.”

“My pleasure.” Alex licked that strangely contoured end all over. Despite the awkward shape he managed to fit it in his mouth, so that big phallic part curved up comically from his still partially swollen lips. Diligently he sucked it. Once it was good and coated he withdrew it and presented it. Goddess took it, and with a bit of gasping and wriggling she inserted and seated it.

She’d been right. With no harness to spoil the illusion, she suddenly looked an intolerably enticing hermaphrodite. Her eyes heavy-lidded but smoldering, her breasts settled naturally back but still spectacular, that impressive prick jutting seamlessly up…

“Damn, I wish we could make love,” Alex croaked.

“I know,” Goddess was growling again. She waggled that elegant erection suggestively. “But you can still go down on me, darling.”

“And you can still fuck my face like a rampaging avenger.”

“You first, sweetheart.”

Alex didn’t waste any more time talking.

***

He’d always been so good at this. He’d practically trained himself. And once he’d moved on from bananas, those faultless instincts for pleasing her took over.

From slow, worshipful servicing to effortlessly engulfing her entirely, Alex had been able to make her come when it was only the butt of a clumsy strap-on resting against her clit. The way his every effort was now transmitted instantly to her most sensitive insides had Rachel clutching the bed and keening disbelievingly within seconds. Jesus, for once the advertisers hadn’t lied!

The pleasure was so intense she could hardly stand it. Already her hands had crept up to cup the back of her cocksucker’s head. Already Goddess Rachel wanted to yank this back by the hair and start hammering into it like mad. But even while drooling helplessly, her frantically bobbing boy-toy just looked in such bliss… 

Still lumpy and discolored from her pummeling, Alex’ face was enraptured as he impaled himself. Clearly the ring of further bruising around his throat wasn’t affecting his ability to take her to the root either. Indeed the way his pursed lips kissed her stuffed counterpart at the end of each stroke seemed to sanctify him as much as it excited her. Spreading her legs out wider, Rachel lifted her groin to him, demanding he redouble his slavish attentions. 

Sliding his hands under her buttocks, Alex obliged her. Raising her up further, he pressed their connection fervently together. So vigorously did he work their linkage that Rachel didn’t need to grip and ram into him at all to start shrieking. This kind of unprecedented inner stimulation was even better than what his finger had just done for her in the tub.

This thing was bigger; much thicker around. And it didn’t pound in and out, like in the violence of her nightmares. There was just a wonderful rhythmic rocking. It reminded her of the pre-rape Rachel, who had delighted in being on top. 

Riding Jimmy had provided similar pressure to her most sensitive areas. Oh she couldn’t wait to peg Alex with this thing, and get some real interior action going! For now though she just laid back and let her lover do the work. Yet even as she was building up toward orgasm again (another emphatic victory over Colonel Asshole and her penetration aversion imminent), a tiny part of her mind was even considering anathema.

How far might her healing actually carry her? Far enough to allow a man’s cock inside there again after so much time and travail? 

Here on the brink of locking Allie up, Rachel was actually temped to give that lovely big prick a try, at least once it was healed. And why not? She’d already dismissed the offense to Jimmy. Her former husband had failed to heal her and then he’d betrayed her to boot. Still, this was the upstart who’d killed Caitlyn. She might really be a bit of a lioness. But no rogue male without even a mane was going to kill her cub and then usurp her chosen mate’s right to mount. Besides, she’d sworn that Alex Downing would die an impotent virgin for his crimes. All the way back at his disposition she’d decided this, when he couldn’t keep his eyes off her tits…

Finally Rachel had to banish these troublesome distractions. And there was no better way to do that than to take her own turn at putting in the effort.

So far her hands had stayed caressing, just riding Alex’ bobbing. Now they clamped on and took over. Even as her hips began thrusting galvanically, she yanked that face to her ferociously. From being superbly serviced she was suddenly brutally savaging her lover’s helpless gullet. 

Alex of course made no complaint. On the contrary he went swoony with submissive bliss. As for his avowed Goddess, she began coming within seconds. And talk about coming!

Whether from the obstruction connecting them or the force of her climax, ejaculate literally squirted from Rachel’s pussy. Seeing Alex’ eyes bug wide as it defiled his face was the last thing the ruling deity registered before going off on another shrieking and bucking, hair pulling and lip-mashing mania. By the time sense returned Rachel found she had all four limbs wrapped tightly around her captive’s head. He was turning purple again. Her fully embedded ‘share’ and her jerking, sopping crotch were on the verge of suffocating him.

At last she managed to let go and pull him free. Gasping madly, still connected to her cock by strings of slaver and ejaculate, Alex’ moans competed with her own for amazed satiety. It was long minutes before either of them could speak.

“Wow, fuck you Colonel Asshole, and treacherous Jimmy too. I don’t think I’ve ever come like that. I want to fill out a customer satisfaction survey.”

Alex wiped them up with the towel and laid his cheek on her still-quivering thigh.

“It didn’t upset you at all, being so fully penetrated?”

“No way, baby. It just made me want more.”

“Well, I’m forever at your service, ma’am.”

Rachel sighed with blessedness. Jimmy never would have permitted such abusive sex, the only kind capable of driving forth her demons. And as always, here Alex was offering her carte blanche for such efforts. Suddenly she couldn’t help but giggle.

“I got you back, didn’t I, baby? I spewed in your face. I blew my load all over you.”

“Please do it again, at the soonest opportunity.” 

They giggled together for a bit, naughty kids at camp.

“That is so like you! Let me just have a cigarette. Then we’ll see how much more reconciliation sex we can manage before the booze puts us out. After that I want to sleep with your arms around me, darling. You’ve been tied up plenty enough lately.” 

“Can I be your ashtray at least? It’s too bad we don’t have that brand hot.”

“How about this: We’ll interrupt the brand- chain with three cigarette scars, dot-dot-dot, an ellipsis to indicate how you ruined our anniversary. Then we’ll resume the chain after we finally ‘share’ pegging you. Something tells me that will be even more of an occasion to commemorate.”

“No doubt, Goddess. I can’t wait!”

Eagerly Alex moved to get her smokes.

***

After they enjoyed her celebratory cigarette (each in their own way), Goddess positioned Alex on all fours for doggy-style. Of course she was drilling his front rather than rear. Still she knelt before his hole, gripped him pitilessly and absolutely hammered him from start to finish. 

There was no slow fellatio this time, no consummately respectful service. Having discovered such a superb peg, and rediscovered (at least to some extent) the pleasures of being penetrated, Goddess Rachel was in rare form. Bashing his bruised lips again, viciously plunging out his pipes, she took him willy-nilly until finally enjoying her third orgasm of the evening. Then, drunk and exhausted but still not sated, his deity had him lie supine, with his head tipped way back over a pillow. Sitting comfortably in front of this as she had his ass on the bearskin before, Goddess fucked his inverted face forever, leisurely and lovingly, before ultimately accelerating toward and bludgeoning through one last shrieking, suffocating peak. 

Afterward it was she who wiped his face, working tenderly around bruises and abrasions. Then before alcohol and energy expenditure could overwhelm them, Goddess Rachel repeated her heart-swelling thanks.

“That was glorious, darling. Between your impetuous finger and my incredible new prick, I’ve just made more progress toward defeating my past than I could have ever believed. Even the way you soiled me the other day helped. It forced me to confront some issues I’d been avoiding. So thank you my darling, my perfect new mate.”

Alex savored the warm words, and the kisses afterward. He smiled, though it hurt his lips.

“You make me feel all gooey inside.”

“I’m feeling pretty gooey too. However, if I wake up gasping and shuddering and clutching you like a giant teddy bear later, how are you going to respond?”

“By clutching you right back. By holding you, kissing you, smoothing your hair and soothing your heart. By performing orally again, if that’s what it takes to restore your rest.”

“And are you going to go pawing at my defenseless breasts while I’m unconscious in your care? Would you dare?”

“You don’t need to ask that, Goddess.”

“I know. And you know I’ve resented you for wanting them, even though it’s an entirely understandable reaction. Still I can’t allow you to paw at me, at least not yet. One day maybe, I’ll be more comfortable with it. I suppose eventually I will let you plunder them, paw and grope and slobber over them all you like. Maybe at your time of dying, if I can’t bear it before then. Can you wait that long?”

“I can wait to celebrate that blessed day forever. And I won’t begrudge you in the least if it never arrives. As much as I covet its touch, it’s your body Goddess.”

“Good boy. Sweet, wonderful slave, I have just one more job for you then. We are going to be quite hung over come morning. You’d better get us each three aspirin, and a big pitcher of water. If we take them now, and drink a lot…”

“We might get ahead of it. Say no more.”

Three minutes later they were snuggled up together, the only restraints each other’s arms. One more kiss was all they could manage before passing out.

***

Back in Sanderson County, in Alex’ old bedroom, Talia finally gave up on tossing and turning. Why had she gone to the trouble of getting the stuff if she wasn’t even going to try it?

The weaning was still killing her. And of all the endless arguments with her husband, only one of his points gave her any pause. What if she was just trading one addiction for another? 

Of course there were addictions and then there were ‘addictions’. When Talia heard of celebrities or other crybabies claiming they had an ‘addiction’ to sex or pornography, the internet or even shopping (for heaven’s sake), she wanted to slap them silly. 

Dear, if quitting what you are doing doesn’t make you sweat and shake, puke and go off your food or lie awake grinding your teeth all night, you are not addicted. You are merely undisciplined. Grow up and get a grip. 

The point being, every reputable source Talia checked assured her that cannabis was not physically addicting. Whether it would somehow turn her into a free-love flower child or not was a risk it had taken her about thirty-six hours to finally run.

Still the stigma lingered as the mother of a drug abusing teenager (currently missing thanks that abuse) climbed out of his bed and moved to consume some of that ‘demon weed’ marijuana. Uneasily shrugging off decades of socialization, her church’s teachings, her husband’s offended browbeating, even the official position of the US government, she repeated the convictions of her online correspondents.

“It’s just a plant for heaven’s sake. People have been using it for medicine and fun for far longer than alcohol or poppies – and with nothing like the accompanying damage. The only reason it’s been illegal here since the thirties is that it grows so easy and free. They’d rather keep selling us Budweiser, Valium and Oxycontin.”

This was the kind of ‘leftist protest nonsense’ that drove Alexander up the wall. But maybe the liberals had a point once in a while. It never hurt to open your mind a little. 

Then again, maybe the dread transformation to welfare-sponge hippie chick was already well underway. Too bad.

“Power to the people!” 

Talia’s laugh was three a.m. jagged as she sat at her son’s desk and pulled over her purse. Then she took a deep breath and began taking this endeavor step by step, like following a recipe or a checklist. Luckily she’d had plenty of advice, both from social media and the salesgirl at the dispensary.

Talia clicked on the lamp. She hesitated a moment, then turned to Alex’ desktop computer. Still up and running well into the second month of his absence, the cops and PI’s had both been over it. And she needed to use it to play the recommended soothing music – stereos and CD collections were just so obsolete. Hoping fate wouldn’t punish any inadvertent invasion of her son’s privacy she opened his media player, scanned the folders and playlists and started an album that seemed apt: the Beatles’ Abbey Road.

“Shoom-boom-boom-boom-boom!”

Singing along to the opening baseline, Talia looked in her purse. Her voice still caught a little, but she felt better already just to have the matter decided. She pulled out the vaporizer she’d chosen, followed by the little plastic vial. Upon opening this the smell of the buds within smote her all over again. When she withdrew one and began crumbling it to powder, the scent exploded, tiny particles rising with the dust to assail her nostrils. Helplessly she sneezed a few times. God, it was so much more powerful than what she remembered smelling wafting around parties in her own less-than-wild youth!

Feeling ridiculously furtive (she was in her own house, and not breaking any state laws at least), Talia loaded the ‘burn camber’ with powdered cannabis. She closed it and pushed a button. Simple as that. While she waited for an orange light to turn green she resumed following that signature baseline.

“Shoom-boom-boom-boom-boom! Come together!”

The light changed. Squashing her last misgiving, Talia addressed the mouthpiece and inhaled the vapor. Then she blew out an instantly dissipating cloud that in no way polluted the house – unlike a certain nicotine addict’s vile pipe. Feeling both defiant and nervous, Talia set the vaporizer (which looked like an asthma inhaler) down. She waited to turn stupid or freak out, or just get ‘the munchies’ or something. 

Nothing happened. She felt a bit woozy was all. So she sat back comfortably and did as her support group bid. She listened to the music. Sly and silly, “Maxwell’s Silver Hammer” had her smiling by the first verse. By the end she was actually giggling. 

“Oh Darling” was different. The tortured howling of the vocals gripped her intensely. Whoever it was, Paul probably, was seriously belting it out. The driving passion of the piece held her captivated from start to finish. Whoa: that was amazing. But then “Octopus’ Garden” bounced her right back to silly giggling again.

Suddenly Talia realized she felt as if someone had dissolved her braincase, freeing her consciousness to soar up out of her insignificant self and explore some rarified realm of melodious color and kaleidoscopic sound, where every hue and note were mystically linked, all interwoven in an endlessly transforming, absolutely fascinating visual-aural tapestry.

At last recognizing classic symptoms, Talia was suddenly struck by another. Her mouth had dried completely up. It seemed to be crying for a glass of wine.

The trip to get a bottle and glass turned into an odyssey in her own home. Someone should have warned her to secure a calming beverage beforehand. Eventually, Talia made it back to Alex’ room. She reseated herself, resisting the lure of the music, which wanted to sweep her off onto more expansive sensory adventures. Instead she studied the desktop background on Alex’ computer.

It seemed to be a scene from some fantasy novel. Deep inside some desolate underground castle, an intricately-figured dragon guarded an enormous treasure. The riot of color and detail drew her in just as the music tried to. But then suddenly the first test of this new treatment was upon her. As happened at least a hundred times a day, the fact that Alex was missing and assumed killed or kidnapped leaped back into her awareness, demanding that she deal with all the anxiety, guilt and rage that came with it. 

This occasion arrived via a bizarre mental connection. Talia wondered if that painting might be a metaphor reflecting her own situation. The dragon was that woman, sitting on the ill-gotten treasure of her only child in some underground redoubt. How long might she enjoy gloating over her booty before burying it for good?

For a moment the usual wave threatened, curling over her, ready to deluge Talia in negative emotions that only the damn pills could blunt. But staring at that dragon some more soon brought on another unbidden thought. In every adventure story she’d ever heard of, a hero eventually came along and killed the dragon, reclaiming the treasure.

Slowly resolve steadied Talia. 

They had people, good people, out looking for the dragon’s lair right now. These professionals assured her that finding it was only a matter of time. When they did, she would need all the steel in her soul as she girded up and headed into battle.

As the wave retreated, Talia took an ever closer look at that painting. What book or movie was it from? She knew Alex liked that sort of thing, but couldn’t name a single author or filmmaker that he fancied.

Perhaps if she’d gotten to know her son better, she could have spared him the disaster their overuse of booze and pills had precipitated. And maybe it wasn’t too late even now. Though she still felt inhibited about invading the boy’s privacy, Talia finally decided the circumstances justified it. 

Wetting her parched mouth with another sip of wine, she turned back to the file directory. Maybe by exploring the boy’s libraries she could get more of a handle on what had made him sacrifice himself. Maybe that would help her when the time came to rescue him. Or maybe, after feeling just that much closer to her missing offspring, she’d finally be able to get some sleep.




Chapter Twenty-Nine

Tempted Into Sharing

The aspirin worked, at least for Alex. He had only a minor headache when he woke, and his queasiness was manageable. He felt a little leaden, but had no trouble acting fast.

Goddess Rachel hadn’t fared as well. He was stirred by her suddenly jerking conscious in his arms. She was green in the face, a hand going to her mouth.

Alex dove for the wastebasket at the side of the bed. He thrust it at his owner, who grabbed it just in time. While she purged poisons, he hurried to the bathroom. Returning with a damp, hot towel, he saw her drinking the last of the carafe of water set out. Trading the towel for the wastebasket and carafe, Alex returned to the bathroom, where he quickly cleansed the can and refilled the water. He reported back with both just as she was finishing with the towel.

“You’re the most efficient body slave ever, darling. How come you’re able to move so sprightly, while I feel like hippopotamus shit?”

This was clearly spoken rhetorically. Gently, Alex asked after her pleasure.

“Do you want me to stay with you and hover while you recover? Or would you rather have the bed to yourself? I’m sure there’s a lot of housework to catch up on, and the garden and the chickens and all. I could bring you soup after you sleep some more.”

Goddess took another drink, clearly savoring the cold freshness. Then she slumped back onto the pillow.

“Not soup. Fruit salad, heavy on the potassium. The produce is with the rest of the supplies still in the car. That stuff needs to be unloaded and put away. But save that job for last. Hopefully I’ll be up by then to direct. Just give me a kiss, baby.”

She actually claimed two or three, and took her time with them despite her poisoning. Then she burrowed back into the bed, leaving Alex free to resume his duties. Indeed he was free of any restraint whatsoever. She not only trusted him not to ‘escape’ but to refrain from relieving his frustrated manhood on the day before she intended to lock it down indefinitely.

Like back in the stocks, Alex was touched by her trust. Love, honor and obligation would never allow him to violate it. He certainly had plenty of opportunity, and legitimate reasons for beginning to catch up on his outdoor chores first. While the direct sun remained blocked by the mountain behind them it was cooler out back. And Goddess wouldn’t want to be disturbed by him rattling around the cabin. 

Naked but for the shoes she allowed him to wear outside, Alex went to reacquaint himself with the chickens, to pull weeds and irrigate and generally police up the property. Occasionally he grew tumescent with his efforts, stirred by the sight of that gold ring or by the memories and fantasies it evoked. Then he longed miserably for permission to discretely relieve himself. Still Alex’ conscience remained as implacable as any shackle. 

The only way in which he could feel the least bit good about himself (not to mention stay free of haunting screams) was through flawless service. He had to live in perfect subservience, willingly suffering under and obeying absolutely this unbelievably alluring female, this deadly dominatrix he’d so unforgivably wronged – and so utterly loved. As desperate as his body might be for the release of climax, it was far more imperative that Alex be able to look himself – and his owner – in the eye each morning.

***

When Alex returned to the cabin, that owner was still out like a light. He eased the bedroom door shut for her. Dusty, dirty, and running with sweat, he took a thorough shower before cleaning the bathroom and then starting on the rest of the house.

Contrary to expectations, this only took an hour or so. A former Special Forces operative, Rachel was disciplined enough not to be messy. And Alex’ share of sloppiness had been confined with him to the dungeon. The only room that needed serious attention was the bedroom, which would have to wait. Finally Alex set about unloading the SUV: bringing out supplies, organizing them and stacking them on the porch. Finding the produce, he interrupted himself to make the requested fruit salad (plenty of bananas, kiwi, peaches and plums), sliding it in the fridge to chill. After a few other preparations he began putting stuff away, or deferring until Goddess could tell him where she wanted certain items. At last the bedroom door opened. His glorious owner emerged, still looking a bit under the weather. 

Hell, her steps were so tentative that Alex hurried over and scooped her up. He carried her to the couch and settled her against some pillows facing the kitchen and front door.

“How are you, honey? Are you ready to eat?”

Instantly Alex castigated himself for this overly familiar endearment. What happened to absolutely flawless deference? Even in her debilitation Goddess saw this in him, and touched a forgiving palm to his cheek.

“That was sweet,” she murmured. Then she answered his question. “I’m ready to try at least. I need to replenish the electrolytes that bingeing took out of me.”

“Give me two seconds then, ma’am.”

“Take ten, handsome lad.”

Alex actually almost made it. He pulled the big bowl of fresh fruit from the fridge. He grabbed a basket with a few hot buns from the oven, plucked up a couple of heavy linen napkins and dashed back. Sitting down on the edge of the couch where he could tend to his semi-reclining Goddess, he draped them both and rested the bowl and basket between them.

“When suffering from serious whiskey binges, it is considered acceptable for even deities to eat with their fingers. And I’m hoping the bread might sop up all the acid in this fruit.”

“Agreed. I’m more concerned with getting as much down as I can, and keeping it down, than with how I get it in me.”

Quiet fell. Lounging like plutocrats, they plucked up and dined upon morsel after succulent morsel. Finally Alex had to slyly tease the formidable warrior.

“I thought you soldiers could drink like champions.”

“I never drank in the army. Too easy to get raped that way. Of course that didn’t save me.”

“I’m sorry, Goddess.”

“I just drank more than you did. And you weigh more than me.”

“Both are true.”

There was another pause while they fed. Then something else occurred to Alex.

“That was the first time I’ve been drunk, seriously drunk, since the crash.”

“I binged heavily after that. But yes, then I sobered up and haven’t overindulged since.”

“It really is a nasty drug.”

“Absolutely – but it’s highly enjoyable too. And not just the effects. The burn of that bourbon last night, the taste of a fine bottle of wine or a really good beer…”

“I hear you. I never want to drive again. But I’ll still take every drink you offer me. It’s insidiously delicious.”

They chuckled together, Goddess Rachel rather ruefully.

“Well, I’d better be sure to continue to limit you. If you’re incapacitated too, who’s going to pamper away my pain?”

“Never fear, my deity. I’ll drag myself from the gallows to wallow over mud puddles for you. I’ll swim through a cesspool to deliver any ailment. I’ll always see to your well-being regardless of my own, is what I mean to convey.”

“You honey-tongued devil.”

“I can pamper you with that as well.”

Goddess’ giggle turned into a groan. She averted her face from the food.

“I have to go back to bed. Just let me look at you first. I need to see your piercings.”

She examined these carefully. 

“Hurray for cautery! I believe you’re okay for pegging and playing already baby – or you will be by tonight. But we’d better wait until morning to link the rings. So here is my decree: return me to my bed, please. While I continue to recover, you can finish putting all this stuff away. Just use your intuition. Then once the area is in order you can do as you please. We’ll have supper at around seven, something bland if you can. Then if I feel up for it we will return to the bearskin of infamy, slave. Can you make it so fabulously romantic again?

“I shall do my damnedest to oblige.”

“You always do, darling. Care to carry me now, my champion?”

“I quiver to contemplate the honor.”

Enough fun word play. Alex took his owner back to her bower.

***

You can do as you please.

These words reverberated around Alex’ mind as he put away the remaining supplies. They took morphing meanings as he made preliminary preparations for dinner. They whispered cajolingly to him as he arranged things for romance in the living room. By the time he’d finished all the work there was to do, they taunted him cruelly.

Oh how he’d like to believe they implied a consent to self-release! And since he’d spoiled everything last time, it would be so much safer if he could empty himself before the ‘playing’ got underway. Still Alex recognized rationalizations when he made them.

Without explicit permission, masturbation would be an unforgivable sin, and not in the benighted religious sense. Seeking distraction, Alex thought about going online to check on the status of the investigation. Ultimately he shied away from this though, too cowardly to face the anguish of his mother. Despite her past tyranny, and her part in seeing him escape the sanction of the state, he still felt guilty about hurting her in his own pursuit of justice. At last he wandered out front and settled in the hammock. It was time for their favorite free nature show, with no commercials or intrusive human host.

Unfortunately, the hammock held too many referents. 

How many times had they made love out here? In fact, this was the first occasion he’d ever even been in it alone. And even when he wasn’t being pegged or performing orally here, Goddess could hardly lie with him without idly toying with or tormenting eager Allie all the while. These associations with intimacy had him jutting up rigidly within a minute.

Gold ring twinkling at his tip, a constant reminder of the coming astronomical increase in his eternal frustration, Alex’ hard-on throbbed. How many quick jerks would it take? And would it be forceful enough to splat in his face? 

Groaning with torment, he crossed his arms over that burning countenance. Then with the beautiful day blocked out he did the only thing left. He willed forth the screams that had driven him here. Crying over what he’d done, rather than what it had cost, Alex eventually dropped off.

***

Rachel woke when the door opened. Alex looked in with obvious concern. She felt concern herself seeing the puffiness of his eyes.

“How do you feel, my lady? Shall I start dinner?”

Rachel stretched and sighed.

“I feel a hundred percent better. You may start dinner soon. But first I would know the why of the redness around your eyes.”

These dropped from hers abashed. “I took a nap in the hammock.”

Rachel’s tone softened even as her words demurred.

“Don’t obfuscate, slave. Come here.”

Alex knelt in submission before her as she sat up and swung her legs off the bed. She cupped his chin, compelling those guileless eyes.

“Honestly, my love: I want to know why you might cry when gifted your own time.”

He swallowed, and blinked back a renewed shine.

“Because I need the anguish of my guilt to remain resolute. I could have jerked off a dozen times today. Despite the justice of my sentence, the sincerity of my vow, the temptation toward failure was terrible. I had to remind myself why I deserve to be an eternal neuter.”

The harsh self-hatred in his tone caught at Rachel like never before. 

Always, she had just nodded acknowledgment of Alex’ courageous acceptance of blame. That his crime tormented him was the source of much of her originally unwilling esteem. This time though Rachel perceived deeper. And what she saw tore at her now-unguarded heart. 

This was more than shame and repentance. Her slave believed himself inherently loathsome. He was anything but that. Nor did he deserve to consider himself so. Was this what lay behind his wish to end his life: not honorable recompense but suicidal self-contempt? 


Her own honor would be forfeit if she obliged him in that. Unsure if she was embracing an escape from a promise part of her might be beginning to regret, or whether she was dismayed to find another obstacle cropping up between her and Caitlyn’s final revenge, Rachel managed to defer consideration. Instead she found herself bolstering Alex by promising a reward she’d just last night put off indefinitely.


“So you resisted temptation?”

“Yes, Goddess. Though by now I’m actually glad the rings will spare me such struggles. “

“You see what a brave, strong, and laudable slave you are darling? I think you deserve a treat. I think before we lock Allie up tomorrow, we should introduce him to my titties tonight.”

Smiling at the unbelieving euphoria before her, Rachel took her slave’s hands and pulled them both to their feet. “Let’s go get some sustenance. Then we’ll try that bearskin again.”

***

As before, everything was absolutely perfect. 

From the vase of wildflowers on the table (who knows how far he’d wandered risking rattlesnakes to pick these) through the composition of ingredients, supper was superb to the least detail. Afterward the music was jazz-fusion. The giant screen over their trysting place showed explicit yet not-too-raunchy erotica. Once again her lover had intuited the ideal mood. As for that trysting place (by far their favorite), all was identical to before but for two crucial improvements. This time the harness had not been forgotten. And the cock that awaited her was one that should be especially redemptive to share.

As before, the loving began wonderfully as well. Last time Alex had fellated her. This time it was her turn. Since she intended to put Allie beyond temptation soon, Rachel was wildly eager to have her fun first. With that gorgeous organ safely cinched into incredibly rigid impotence, she had no inhibition about going from admiring it to kissing and licking, tongue-tickling and suckling to finally gorging on that pulsing engorgement as greedily as Alex had ever serviced hers. Here at least she was completely healed. From the night of his first branding, when they’d simulated with the gibbet and she’d finally turned tender toward her slave, Rachel had made swift progress in recovering her love of oral fun. Attacking Allie orgiastically, she suffered not even the slightest hint of PTSD. She also had her ideal new darling writhing wildly long before she even began with her hands.

Tried and true tortures and toying, jacking and smacking alternated with her ring-tonguing, suckling, and rod-bobbing-on then. Alex bucked and whimpered, groaned and twisted. Yet rather than mutely beg her to relent, he lifted that long-suffering prong to her in ever more eager offering. Quite obviously the time had come to keep her promise.

***

Rachel still hated her breasts. They had cursed her life, perverting her relations with men. It had been hard to enjoy them as erogenous objects even before her rape. Yet somehow she’d gone from so resenting Alex’ lust for them that she’d condemned him to impotent virginity (along with other reasons of course) to flaunting them tauntingly before him to actually enjoying his obsessive worship. She’d even come to love his sponge-mitted ministrations in the tub. It was yet another amazingly unlikely progression… 

Perhaps this represented a further untangling of inner ties. Whatever the case, it wasn’t from obligation that Rachel at last began to teasingly brush her admittedly extraordinary endowment against that madly attractive manhood. Tickled by Alex’ rapturous reaction, it was with genuine sexual pleasure that she rubbed them all over, using her stiff nipples now to toy with the seeping cap and flick that ring all around rather than her tongue-tip. By the time she clamped poor Allie in her cleavage to simulate the envelopment forever withheld, it was with no hesitation and downright devilish delight. Indeed watching Alex wrench and writhe, his hips jerking with repeated spasms that could only be backfiring orgasms, Rachel felt so hot and wet as she pumped him through her press that she had a recurrence of that most heretical of temptations.

Again she was reconsidering a fundamental element of her slave’s sentence. Again she wondered if ordinary intercourse could possibly be rewarding once more. This idea had been so antithetical to her expectations that she didn’t even have any contraception. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t play at it. She didn’t have to decide anything, when the share still promised so much progress. Why not act like she was a teenager too, and they were just now exploring their way toward sex? Why not give this lovely boy a ride, even if he couldn’t be allowed inside?

Before she could reconsider this risk, Rachel quit with her tits and climbed astride Alex’ hips. Seating her saddle on his smoothly shaved pubis, so that Allie strained deranged against a different kind of cleavage, she nestled him in the cup between her buttocks. Benevolently she smiled down at her agog property.

“Easy, boy. I’m not reneging on anything. I just want to ride you. It was always my favorite way. Didn’t you ever dry-hump one of your teenage trialists? This is likely to be semi-wet, but the principle’s the same…”

“Knock yourself out,” Alex gasped, unable to tear his eyes from the way her boobs dangled so beautifully just inches above his face. “Or knock one of us out anyway. I think I might already be dreaming.”

Rachel responded with a doting grin. Then she began pumping her hips, rocking Allie back and forth and rubbing herself off on the shaft and base. The leather strap about this last felt particularly delicious as it chafed her clit. Before long she was lunging against him, then bucking and shuddering as long-missed delights (especially the revelry of straddling a man) carried her to an unexpectedly swift initial summit. Actually hungry for penetration then, Rachel slid that ingenious share up in there. Then she fell to pegging her begging-for-it bitch like a Goddess possessed: one in the thrall of some even more supremely demanding being.

Oh yes! Oh, heavens above and within, it was so much better this way! 

Just as she’d hoped, the stiffer resistance increased the pressure inside her proportionally. What was out of all proportion was the pleasure. Never, in the thousands of times she’d pegged (or raped) what must have been dozens of men, had the physical rewards ever been anywhere even close to this intense! 

Ecstasy of this sort was its own incentive. It drove Rachel mindlessly to maximize it by copulating ever more maniacally. While not exactly the same sort of inner action she both craved and was still terribly afraid of, it made the ideal bridge to this. And if she failed or chose not to cross that bridge, it nevertheless promised something even better: an eternity of such domineering delights and amazingly extravagant orgasms!

And so they fell into the mad marathon of pegging that Rachel’s unfortunate trauma-trigger had pre-empted a few days ago. Lost in love and lust they clung to each other and fucked, each the other’s salvation. Marooned by their wounds, seeking healing in symbiosis, they shared their unique communion to the very brink of physical exhaustion. Only enough endurance remained for them to glory in Alex’ promised branding. It was deep in pre-dawn darkness then when they finally left the fire and kissed their way back to bed. 




Chapter Thirty

Key Developments

Alex was deep in dreams when it happened.

This wasn’t the one about the crash, with its careening cacophony and the nightmare screams that dogged his waking hours too. This was the dream about the trial, or rather the trial he should have had. He shrank down in the center of a vast amphitheater, the endless stands packed with screaming females. Bereaved mothers and widows in their millions fought to close in on him, shrieking for his blood. His guilt was self-evident; there was no need for testimony or deliberation. These proceedings served other purposes. 

He needed to be exposed for what he was, so the whole of femininity knew. And the most offended parties were entitled to witness his vileness in person. Shrieking vituperation at this killer of infants, their utterly just condemnation crushed the criminal down lower and lower. From begging permission to kill himself, and remove the horrific blight of his life from a universe that was manifestly better without it, he could now only whimper despairingly at their communal refusal. It had been decreed that once this public denunciation was done, he would be given over to the women for terminal torture. Once they’d eventually finished with him, whatever bloody scraps were left would be nailed up as a warning to any other incipient murderers of defenseless innocents.

Soon they’d flood in on him. Brandishing whips and electric truncheons, breasts burstingly ripe with largess meant for the murdered, their vaginas lined with teeth eager to mangle and shear, each executioner would have her ultimate weapon jutting up wickedly erect.

If there were any further reasons needed for his protracted dispatch, Alex helplessly began to give another to both himself and the women of the world. Even in the deepest abyss of his shame, horror, and recrimination, some particularly sick part of him so rejoiced at the justice upcoming, and was so in awe of those meant to dispense it that he actually grew aroused. 

What a perverted piece of shit! This always happened! Yet something proved different this time. Perhaps some inconceivably worse verdict had been handed down. Instead of feeling the throbbing ache of his iron-hard man-shame, eager to thrust itself into a macerating maw and be gone, he felt instead an exquisitely sharp pinching, or stabbing, right in his most sensitive end. 

It was as if one of these mistresses had jabbed a fishhook through his pee-hole. Rather than questing desperately ahead at the end of a despicably urgent tumescence, it was left tearing futilely at the leash. That oh-so potent pole of pulsing muscle persisted in being limited to only painfully prevented potential. And though the terrible agony and somehow worse frustration continuously increased his sick arousal, no matter how high this self-reinforcing cycle climbed, that fishhook’s grip refused to quit. So cruelly acute was that spot of excruciation that Alex somehow felt it in his scrotum too. 

That didn’t make sense. Disorientation suddenly gave way to waking. He was groaning hopelessly. There were tears wetting his temples. And the exquisite tearing and tethered-monster madness he felt were all too real. Justice had been done unto him. 

One sob escaped Alex before he clapped his hands over his mouth – and his self-rage over his pain. Sorrow was eviscerated by hate, leaving only slavish devotion in its place. He blinked back a familiar sting and sought out the sight of the meaning of his existence, or at least of its provisional continuance.

Goddess Rachel was lying on her side next to him. Propped on an elbow, she watched him. The coverlet was gone and they were both still naked. Only now for the first time the love of his life was wearing jewelry: an elegant gold necklace. Resting on the swell of one of those incredible breasts (which she’d so lately used and displayed to such deranging effect) was its only ornament. With no surprise at all, Alex saw this was a gleaming golden key. Meeting his owner’s eyes, he found them impishly mischievous and yet somehow commiserating.

“Just in time to beat the ‘morning wood’, wasn’t I my darling? It’s not easy to catch you when you’re not erect around me. And forgive me, sweet boy, but I wasn’t going to lurk around waiting for you to pee – which you will now be doing sitting, I’m afraid to say. Join the better half of humanity in that. How does little Allie like being collared by my Rings of Power?”

Alex looked down. Thickened considerably, his penis was trying so madly to erect that it was curved in a straining circle. In fact it was not only lifting up that glittering padlock but his balls too. As painfully stretched as the skin of his scrotum was though, his tender frenulum was white and red and so distended he feared it might rip at any instant. 

It certainly hurt like it was being torn off. When Goddess stroked his opening with the slyest of touches the agony exploded as that tethered monster fought even more fiercely to rear. Yet still worse than the pain, which aroused and satisfied as well as punishing him, was the inability to finish erecting. This frustration was orders of magnitude more maddening than even being sucked and titty-fucked, then simultaneously pegged and jacked for hours on end. 

Alex closed his eyes, and immediately saw his Goddess grinning down at him. The breasts she’d just used to such stupefyingly pleasurable ends were dangling right in his face. She was actually straddling him, and rubbing her most holy center against the shaft of his erection. They were so close to having sex that he was as unbelievably exalted as he was excited. And he was so desperately maddened by his sentence of impotent virginity that he wondered how he could possibly stand it the entire indeterminate interval until Goddess finally saw fit to execute him… 

Alex opened his eyes and met those of his owner. His voice was hoarse with extremity.

“Allie both hates it and loves it, ma’am. It’s perfect for him. But he’s going to miss experiences like last night. That was gloriously unprecedented, my Goddess. I certainly wasn’t worthy of it. But I’ll never forget it. Thank you.”

“Shush, dear boy. I’ll be the judge of what you’re not worthy of.” At last she stopped teasing crazed Allie, and snuggled back up. “I found last night gloriously rewarding too. And I’m going to do that a lot more to you. Just because your manhood is in permanent lockdown doesn’t mean it can’t be released for recreation once in a while.”

Goddess kissed him, which led to several minutes of testing that tether afresh while they tongue-wrestled like newlyweds. Finally Alex’ owner sighed with a possessive bliss that made him shiver with the fervor of his fealty.

“All right, darling. Let’s be resuming our duties, shall we? I believe it’s time for my bath.”

Alex gave a comic groan that was in no way exaggerated. The thought of the redoubled frustration that now awaited him, this morning and every one hence, was daunting. Goddess giggled back at him. Then she took his hand, drew him off the bed and led him toward the tub.

***

While his missing son was bathing the most alluring woman ever, Alexander the elder was meeting with the men hired to find them. 

Well, there was only one of these in truth, but he represented the rest. This Jacob Reinhart was a big, blocky fellow. Oddly enough his hair was the same shade of cornsilk blonde as Junior’s, but with a no-nonsense corporate cut. While not as expensive as the least he owned himself, the man’s suit was respectable enough. Taking his seat across from Alexander and opening his briefcase, he had the same air of confident competence he’d projected since their very first meeting. Still the man who was paying the bills let his impatience show.

“I sure hope you’ve got some progress to report. My wife is getting nuttier by the hour. I don’t know how much longer I can keep her from making a scene.” Suddenly remembering other priorities, Alexander added, “And Lord knows how long Junior might have left – if he’s even still alive. Are you telling me we still haven’t found this woman?”

Reinhart pulled out a folder and set it on the table. Unruffled by the harshness of Alexander’s tone, he spoke mildly in response.

“I’m afraid not. However, we are making progress. We have finished in San Francisco, eliminating all the possibilities in that city. That has allowed us to shift those resources to Los Angeles, the more likely place to find a lead on her anyway. With more personnel to cover that larger territory, we should be closing in on whoever provided her with new papers soon.”

“That’s all I keep hearing: ‘soon’!” Alexander groused. “While all the time, the kid could be dead already!” Dreading the effect of another negative report on Talia, he closed his eyes and rubbed the bridge of his nose. He heard himself talking without thinking, a relative rarity. 

“It’s coming up on two months. Is there really any likelihood Junior is still alive? I mean, we’re only even guessing this woman might have him anyway, aren’t we?”

“That’s our best theory, yes. And we have uncovered some information about this Blaine that seems to support it.”

“Such as?”

Reinhart hesitated, needlessly squaring up the papers in this report.

“I have to warn you, this might be disturbing. Whether you share it with Missus Downing or not will be your call of course.”

“Will you please just get to it already?”

“Very well.” Still the man had to maddeningly clear his throat a couple times. “Of course you’re aware that the woman was a corrections officer, as well as a soldier. In the course of our interviews with former fellow employees of the prison where she worked, Blaine had a taste for sadism, for subjugating men in particular. She was often heard to remark how thrilling it was to have a captive population of males she could punish and humiliate at whim. This certainly supports the notion that she may have established her own secret prison for one.”

Alexander sat forward, reaching for his pipe. The State of California said smoking wasn’t allowed in this building, but he owned the damn building, so screw the State of California.

“What’s disturbing about that? It sounds like we’re on the right track.”

“True…It’s just that this Blaine seemed to particularly enjoy anal rape. She was known for using a prosthetic or ‘strap-on’ phallus at the drop of a hat, or even her baton. The men in her cellblock were almost universally relieved when she left. This was despite her being a very attractive woman in an almost all-male environment.”

“Jesus, what a sick bitch.” 

Alexander’s fingers trembled, spilling a few strings of tobacco on his shirt. Reinhart inclined his head, tacitly agreeing. Dropping his eyes to the folder, his continuing explanation was even more chilling.

“Apparently she was raped while serving in the military, and has a grudge against men in general, one that pre-dates your son’s involvement. She is also rumored to have worked with the CIA in Afghanistan, and to be an expert in ‘enhanced interrogation techniques’ – torture, to be blunt. So, while this suggests she might indeed be holding your son rather than having simply disposed of him, it also suggests he may be seriously suffering in her custody.”

Alexander frowned. “Well, we sort of assumed that anyway, didn’t we? I mean, it’s not like she’d take him to bake cookies for him is it?”

“No. And though it’s certainly upsetting to hear the young man may be in the hands of a master torturer, I believe there is hope even in this. 

“Torture can be a tricky business, Mister Downing. An amateur is far more likely to accidentally go overboard and kill the subject than a professional. So even if your boy is being waterboarded or whatnot, we can still reasonably hope to recover him in one piece.”

“If we ever find the fucking bitch!” With his pipe finally going, Alexander puffed out angry clouds in the operative’s direction. “Are you sure you’ve got every man available on the job?”

“Absolutely, Mister Downing. Here.” He slid the folder holding the report across the table. “We’ll find them. But even that might not be the end of it. This woman is a formidable opponent sir, a combat veteran with all kinds of classified training and experience. Several interviewees from her old unit who wouldn’t tell us anything else made a point to remark that if she didn’t want to be found, they wouldn’t want to be the ones to find her.”

Alexander had already picked up the report. “We’ll deal with that when the time comes.”

“Very well, sir. If that will be all?”

Alexander dismissed the man. He smoked in the empty conference room, admitting the truth if only to himself.

He almost hoped Junior was suffering, after all the trouble he’d caused. Of course Talia would go off her already cracked case to hear him say that. And how would she respond to this report should he see fit to share it with her? With a sigh, Alexander Senor started reading it for himself before deciding.

***

Talia spent the afternoon in Alex’ room again, and again she spent it at his computer. After two nights running in which she’d found much more than just relief there, she was beginning to consider it a lovely little haven. 

Or maybe it was just her doper’s den. Both nights after using her vaporizer had been relaxing yes, but also surprisingly fascinating. Rather than dull her wits or simply stupefy her as she’d expected, the weed actually did the opposite, making everything she read, looked at or listened to so interesting that Talia just couldn’t be bothered to dwell on her troubles. There was just too much ‘cool stuff’ in here and out there in cyberspace keeping her captivated. 

Originally she’d intended to limit herself. 

She’d only ‘puff her vape’ when she had to, when she was unable to sleep or otherwise tormented by either the weaning or her fears and regrets regarding Alex. Today though just the prospect of more prospecting through the infinite realms of reality and fantasy had eroded her will already. By lunchtime she’d decided to go ahead and indulge again. Finding the experience just as fun by the light of day, Talia had gone online this time not to whine and cry but to share and celebrate this success with her support group.

Communing on social media, she spent more than an hour crowing and agreeing with other correspondents – and bullying any dissenters. The fact that she’d been a dissenter herself until little more than a week ago only increased the force of her denunciation. 

When Talia felt her buzz fading away, she took another puff without further consideration. Tired of chatting online, she decided to continue delving through Alex’ libraries. 

In addition to a huge folder full of Hollywood films, he had whole directories devoted to cartoons: classic Warner Brothers’ shorts as well as more recent fare like The Simpsons, South Park, and Family Guy. Whole seasons of television shows had been collected, like Star Trek and Cosmos. There were subfolders inside of subfolders in bewildering complexity, and that was just the video files. Books and music and games galore were also loaded onto huge hard drives with terabytes of storage space. Convinced that somewhere in this wealth of media lay the clues to help her finally understand her son, Talia pointed and clicked the afternoon away, wending herself ever deeper into that no doubt illegally downloaded trove.

Part Three: Terrors to Paradise




Chapter Thirty-One

Locked Down, Healing Up

June continued to be beautiful. Sunny day followed gorgeously sunny day. For most of drought-stricken California, this was dire news. Rachel couldn’t have been happier.

The state was on its way to desertification. Much of it had been desert anyway before money moved in. Now a warming climate and shifting weather patterns were presenting challenges no amount of capital could overcome. 

Mountain snowmelt was becoming a thing of the past, with rivers and reservoirs both dropping unstoppably. Now agricultural concerns were busy emptying aquifers as fast as they could. Rapaciously they drained this last reserve to grow luxury crops like almonds. With the land literally sinking as groundwater was sucked away, and regular wildfires racing across the desiccated tinder-scape; as antiquated mains continued to leak and break, spilling tons of further waste, the sprinklers spun and the rounds of golf played blithely on. 

The hermits of Bear Claw Canyon were just as unconcerned – though perhaps more forgivably. They at least lived at a kinder latitude. Perched on a ridge abutting an old-growth national forest, Rachel had the luxury of both snowmelt-filled streams and an aquifer that had so far escaped being commercially tapped. As the days got longer and hotter approaching the solstice, she had no lack, nor any other reason not to enjoy each cloudless dawn and starry night.

After years of storms, Rachel’s inner weather had become just as gloriously untroubled.

She went around singing to herself, or laughing spontaneously. At times she felt downright giddy. Her reservations dispelled, she just loved being in love! And as her lover was also her most adoring slave, any disharmony between them was inconceivable. No matter how ruthlessly she tortured him, he would only ever beg her for more. However abysmally frustrating he found living in impotence (especially once she’d joined his rings), Alex made no complaint. He merely worked harder than ever at satisfying her own insatiable appetites. Tender and attentive at all times, he was fabulously sexy to boot. Even though she now understood why she’d groomed him for this role, Rachel remained amazed at the progression their relationship had taken.

First she’d felt nothing but hatred and furious righteousness – and vicious sexual sadism. Unexpectedly, respect had crept in. Joy of possession and a sense of symbiosis followed, leading to a sublime communion of souls. Thanks to Alex’ meek malleability their carnal compatibility was instantly exquisite. Their propinquity in isolation, her loneliness and deprivation combined with admiration of his personality then to spark true affection in her. Finally Alex’ unstinting submission and unconditional worship won her over completely. He was her ideal mate in every way, and every day she spent with him now was a loving wonder.

Of course issues remained unresolved. By no means was her healing complete. Rachel may have dealt with her feelings concerning Jimmy’s betrayal. Yet she still hadn’t grieved properly for Caitlyn. Since her death she’d been completely caught up in outrage, and in her preparations for revenge. She’d told herself that repression of her grief and loss would maximize her passion for payback. All that negativity would empower her lust for punishment, and in the catharsis of her enemy’s destruction find release at last. 

That was still the plan. As much as she’d come to love young Alex, Rachel still blamed him. He was guilty of an un-absolvable sin. She still intended to execute him, and she remained aroused by the prospect. Yet she was in no hurry to do so – especially since their relationship was so splendidly salving other old wounds.

As late spring progressed toward summer Rachel’s aversion to being penetrated continued to erode. Between Alex’ tongue and digits and the way the share rewarded every thrust of her pegging, she’d climaxed more times from inner stimulation in the fortnight she’d owned that ingenious device than in all the time since she’d been raped. In fact, Rachel hadn’t peaked at all from penetration until her brazen slave dared to finger her in the tub just this month. Now she was wallowing in that long-lost delight daily. 

She was also being increasingly tempted to attempt anathema. The further her PTSD retreated, and the more love blossomed between them, the harder it became to maintain the certainty with which she’d condemned pretty Allie. Everything seemed conducive to undermining Rachel’s resolve to keep her lover in eternal virginity.

They were still enjoying the other fruits of her trip into town. With fresh perishables, Alex prepared the most delicious meals for her. Even though she’d been cooking since before he was born, he had a natural knack for it that she lacked. He carefully measured ingredients rather than eye them up, and was always searching out new recipes online. He set out the most amazing repasts for her, and had to be ordered to partake as well. Otherwise he would happily kneel next to her wolfing down his cut-rate can of stew cold. Still it was Rachel’s impulse purchases at the head shop that really ramped up the romance.

With incense smoldering in the lava lamp-lit bedroom, or a fire flickering by the bearskin, Alex demonstrated another natural knack, this for massage. 

Lying naked on her belly, Rachel would melt into exquisitely relaxing bliss as he used that scented oil to work all the tension and soreness out of muscles overworked through long hours of torture and strenuous sexual excess. Though Rachel had yet to let him massage her front (she was still withholding her breasts from his deliberate touch), Alex’ maddened arousal at this chore combined with the sensual heaven of his attentions to make her own loving lust nearly as unbearable. And though pegging her eager bitch remained as gloriously rewarding as ever, Rachel found herself craving those forbidden intimacies ever more powerfully.

Not a day went by when she could resist unlocking him. 

Though it tickled her no end to see Allie curved in a circle, tearing at his stretched frenulum in his agonizing urgency, Rachel delighted even more in unlinking those talismanic rings. Seeing the monster leap into instant rigidity upon release made the few seconds necessary to tie him off more a bothersome chore than wickedly fun dominance. Once restrained Rachel would then fall upon that gorgeous organ in more than her usual frenzy.

Added to her interminable jacking and abusing, and licking of his sweet seepage, she could now spend literally hours sucking and bobbing, tongue-tickling and tea-bagging her property while he gasped and writhed and jerked in endless attempted ejaculation. 

With the threat of spurting spooge removed Rachel could play with her favorite toy to her heart’s content. And as stingy as she was with her tits when it came to his hands and lips, she was profligate with using them to stimulate Alex’ prick. Oh how it excited her to see him apoplectic with arousal as she pumped his prong between them! Yet even this was but foreplay to her most cherished new thrill – and greatest creator of temptation.

There really was nothing like straddling a man. 

While pegging remained the essential Rachel could never live without, squashing her saddle onto Alex’ pubis was a more naturally evocative joy. Squeezing his pinned hips with her thighs and crushing him with her weight fulfilled both her need to dominate and her feminine instincts wonderfully. Simulating intercourse by riding him, by rubbing her cunt and clit against his madly rigid shaft and roped-off root until she came her brains out was so incredible that Rachel wished she’d tried it with Jimmy – not that it would have solved all their problems. 

He’d never have learned to love her pegging, or consented to suck her cock. But the way riding Alex made her burn to be properly socketed atop him suggested that this might have helped heal her penetration aversion ages ago.

Rachel was more certain by the day that overcoming that fading horror was within her reach. With no ejaculatory trigger, with the most tender and considerate partner imaginable tied up helplessly under her, as long as she took it carefully, her ultimate triumph over Colonel Asshole seemed assured. Yet what about justice?

Okay, her first reason for condemning Alex to impotent virginity (aside from her abhorrence of semen) was now easily disregarded. 

So he’d gawked at her tits at the trial. He’d been but a boy, unschooled in propriety. And she’d had a million men old enough to know better habitually do worse. Then there was the offense to Jimmy, which she’d also dismissed. His cowardly running out had forfeited such privilege. All that remained was the ineradicable guilt Alex bore for killing Caitlyn. 

If she was a lioness, she was a more self-aware sort than those in the wild. No interloping male could bring her to receptivity by killing her existing cub. Still, her need for healing joined Rachel’s craving for Alex’ intimacy to torment her unceasingly. 

She lay awake late in his arms (rarely was he bound for repose now) trying to rationalize away this conviction. Try as she might though, every excuse rang hollow. And then there was Alex himself. Would rescinding this punishment help heal his self-hatred or only reinforce it? She couldn’t in good conscience kill him until his contrition was untainted by suicidal self-loathing. It felt too soon still to run such a risk. It wasn’t until the solstice itself that she came up with a solution. Then its simplicity made her feel like an idiot.

***

“Here it is, the first day of summer. Birds and bees are courting like crazy and you’re spending the afternoon bound-up underground, being tortured silly.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way, Goddess. Your beauty is more radiant than any sun, your passion for punishing me far more sustaining. I beg you to never stop torturing me.”

“I never will, darling. You have my promise. But right now I need a little intermission.”

“I wish I could get you a cool drink, rub your feet and suck you off and do whatever it takes to restore you. But that would mean releasing me.”

“And we like you just the way you are. Don’t we slave?”

‘We love it, ma’am!”

Alex was strapped supine to a narrow inclined board like a playground seesaw. 

By raising or lowering either end he could be positioned at any angle. At the moment his feet were high in the air, his flushed face looking up at his Goddess from barely a foot off the floor. Seemingly towering toward the clouds, trailing the whip she’d been so beautifully using on him, Rachel was so breathtaking in her black net singlet that Alex’ cock was yet again tearing futilely, agonizingly to rip free of its piercings.

This terribly frustrating pain had become his constant companion. He might be lounging with his Goddess in the bed or hammock. He could be bathing her, massaging her feet or body, servicing her sexually or enjoying her endless pegging. Whether he was screaming under the worst torture or just going about his chores (or even sleeping), images of Rachel invading his thoughts or dreams afflicted that most sensitive of flesh mercilessly. Every instant of arousal now came accompanied by this maddening agony. More than just remind him, this seemed to define him. Every bit of lust he felt for his victim was an affront that deserved such punishment.

As was her wont, Goddess Rachel stroked that raging curve with the gentlest finger. Alex jerked against the belts binding him from ankles to brow. She giggled at his involuntary cry.

“Allie seems to like you all strapped down helpless too. Does he regret spewing on me yet?”

“Oh Goddess, you know I was horrified the instant it happened! Never has anyone enjoyed a last-ever orgasm less.”

“I know, darling. And once I’m done whipping you, I’m going to unlock that little monster, straddle your bondage-loving body and rub myself off on him. Maybe I’ll keep it up until I come twice, once for both of us.”

“That would be my very cherished honor.”

“You’ve been particularly excited ever since crafting the cock that’s going to kill you, haven’t you?”

“Absolutely, ma’am.”

Under Goddess’ instructions, Alex had recently modified the second share she’d purchased. 

By fitting a bluntly pointed length of ivory (actually an old walrus tusk culled from a scandalously valuable scrimshaw collection) onto the head of that cock and gluing it in place, he’d turned the two objects into the fifteen-inch weapon of his execution. At this reference to that eventual blessed end, Alex tore at his tip more desperately yet. Moaning, he scrabbled for any kind of distraction.

“That glue you have is amazing, ma’am. It’s completely safe and insoluble, bonds in seconds, has no real smell and holds like something that’s been welded. I couldn’t help putting that penis-spear in my mouth. I took it down well past the connection, and couldn’t detect any taste other than ivory and silicone no matter how hard I sucked on it.”

“Holy shit, that gives me a great idea! I can’t believe I didn’t think of this earlier!”


Any weariness was instantly dismissed. Goddess Rachel strode intently around the dungeon, digging through shelves and cabinets full of gear. 

Judging and discarding items rapidly, she at last settled on a simple ball-gag. 

Hard black rubber, the ball itself was larger than usual and connected by rings to a single-buckle strap. With this in hand Rachel began similarly sorting through her huge collection of dildos. Before long she found what she was looking for. Also made of hard rubber, the flesh-colored cock she chose was sizeable and straight, with no curve or attached testicles. Humming happily, Goddess carried these items to her small work bench.

With her back to him, Alex couldn’t see what she was doing. Surely it involved that glue. After a few minutes he heard the whirring of a power drill. There was some more thumping and fumbling, then several more minutes of drilling, enough so that mad Allie at last began to relax. 

Alex’ last-ditch distraction was succeeding beyond expectations. Indeed it may have worked entirely too well. When Goddess finally turned back to him, positively aglow with intent, the cock and ball-gag had become melded into one.

***

“Don’t worry, my darling.” Rachel was all aquiver with expectation. Soon she would be healed! “I’m not going to gag you with a cock down your throat. This penis is for me. 

“I haven’t been able to stand one inside me since I conceived Caitlyn. Even putting a tampon in would make me shudder and flash back to that unspeakable night. I’ve been getting steadily better though – so much so that I’ve even been tempted to try riding Allie. This should be a splendid stand-in however. And I have you to thank for the inspiration. Open wide now!”

Alex’ eyes were awed at the heretical thought she suggested. Still he immediately gaped obediently. He whimpered a bit when she forced that ball in past his teeth – it was nearly too big for this. But once it was lodged in his mouth and buckled in place her beloved slave had a big hard dick sticking up from his face.

So much for rubbing herself off on his roped-up root! As much as she cherished the fleshy intimacy and romantic full-body contact, riding Alex’ face was suddenly looking a lot more enticing. Rather than return him to the thirty-degree upright she favored for such admittedly sublime simulation, Rachel locked him out level at about thigh-high. Swinging astride him at the neck, she pulled the already unbuttoned crotch of her body stocking open wider. 

The way that mesh shifted over her erect nipples made her shiver. Rachel twisted her torso a bit to increase this, and fingered up some slickness. It oozed out readily. Soon she was actually trickling. Looking down past her now prideful bounty, she met her lover’s eyes. Between the immobilizing belt across his brow and the cock sprouting from his mouth, those depthless wells of worship urged her to mount. 

They swore he would succumb to fatal suffocation if only that would help her to heal. 

They cared not if she learned to love this act so much that she soon chose to never touch him again in any more rewarding way. They wanted nothing but her happiness, from the least brief pleasing to the most everlasting ecstasy. Their clear deep beautiful blue promised to be the ideal antidote to any psychic poison still lingering in her from Colonel Asshole’s attack. Acknowledgment of the bond between them suddenly burst from her unbidden.

“Oh darling, I love you so fucking much!”

So exclaimed Goddess Rachel as she moved to accept a penis into her pussy completely voluntarily for the first time since she’d been forced. And bless her ideal bedmate, but it was almost as though that nightmare had never occurred!

Okay, that was an exaggeration. Rather than pounce on that prong and let it jab savagely into her as she might have in the old days, Rachel eased herself down on it. This was no slender finger or extruded tongue after all. Nor was she ready to savor such intrusive pain. For now it was enough – oh more than enough – that being filled up the cunt didn’t activate any trigger. 

No phantom miasma of stinking cigar-and-scotch breath assaulted her. No memory-wave inundated her with photographic clarity; no psychic tsunami of delayed-reaction flashback washed away her will. Rather than galvanic rebellion, her body obeyed her. Instead of mindless rejection she rejoiced in reception. Though a shudder ran through her at full insertion that was not entirely joyful, Rachel fought off any unwarranted associations. Gazing gratefully into the face so pitilessly belted and pinned in place beneath her stirred eagerness and adoration in equal measure. Consideration oozed from her like the juices sluicing down that conduit into him.

“Can you breathe okay, sweetheart? Can I just go crazy reacquainting myself with the pleasures of vaginal sex without worrying about you smothering? Blink rapidly at me if you are in any difficulty please. As much as I want to recover my love of fucking, I couldn’t bear to lose you so soon, and so inadvertently too.”

In response Alex worked his jaw, wiggling the cock connecting them. Maybe he was just swallowing; she’d drilled a hole through that whole thing for more than one reason. But then he whined happily, imploringly. With that encouragement Rachel needed no more. Filled with cosseting affection she petted Alex’ captive head. Then she gripped it tight and began to ride.

***

Still she took her time. Rather than bounce up and down or lunge to and fro Rachel merely shifted around some, exploring angles and motions unique to this experience. Eventually she even lifted her feet, letting her entire weight rock about on that dick and face. Checking both her partner and self for undue distress, she found nothing they couldn’t handle. Alex’ eyes remained insistent and his warm breath on her mons venerus assured her he was okay. As for the Goddess, she now felt as though a certain abomination had befallen a different, less supreme being.

Nasty memories still impinged on her awareness. But they came with far less force. It was more akin to catching snippets from a movie than being immersed in total-recall horror. Small muscles in her abdomen jumped unaccountably as she wriggled that erection around inside her. Nothing came close to threatening her with that dreaded loss of volition though. 

Unbeknownst to herself, Rachel had been applying something called exposure therapy, a classic treatment for phobias. By proceeding incrementally with gradually greater insertions under carefully controlled conditions, by moving from tongue to fingers to the share over a matter of weeks, she’d laid meticulous groundwork for this final triumph. As it was, the brave lady could only ascribe her healing to an equally plausible cause: love.

As she finally began pumping her hips, and those sickly persistent memories frayed into wisps, Rachel equated everything. The soaring euphoria of success, the physical and emotional ecstasy of fucking an embedded erection and the piercing poignancy of affection she felt for her new mate were all one and the same. And in this celebratory melding Rachel knew that this healing she’d hardly dared hope for would never have been possible without her slave’s ecstatic submission – and her own instinctive, unintentional love for him.

“I’m doing it, darling!” Again the words came on their own. “I’m fucking a cock again after all this time. And I’m not just barely tolerating it either. Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you!”

She pumped her hips harder, undulating atop the organ inside her. Damn that felt good! Quickly she grew hungry for more. She eased up and down on it, oh so carefully. When that sliding-in-and-out sensation resulted in a long-thought extinct pleasure rather than helplessly reactive revulsion and attempted expulsion, Rachel felt wetness on her cheeks. 

After all the times she’d cried so miserably after trying this with Jimmy, these were tears of joy and relief. Before she knew it she was bouncing exuberantly, pogoing on that prick and crying out her delight as another part of her she’d feared dead forever came back to life.

Rachel bounced. She humped and pumped, lunged and thrust, ground her crotch deliciously against Alex’ helpless dick-face. She pulled his hair and mashed his lips and came closer to smothering him than she was comfortable with on several occasions. Though she kept at it for well over an hour, reveling in love and dominance and gorging on inner stimulation, Goddess Rachel couldn’t quite bring herself to climax. In the end she had to straddle and kiss, rub their torsos and genitals together after all before she was properly fulfilled. That was all right though. 

One triumph at a time was enough. And she had the whole rest of her life to rediscover the wonders of penetrative sex. Lovely Alex wasn’t going anywhere yet.

So they added this thrilling new dimension to their sexual connection. Whether making love, punishment-fucking or anywhere on the spectrum between these, Rachel rode her slave’s dick-face regularly. As her healing proceeded she quickly overcame any remaining inhibitions and just as regularly began climaxing this way. As for Alex, he naturally professed to love this new service, smothering risk and all. He claimed it saved on tongue muscle while still allowing her to ejaculate into his mouth. Nor was that the end of the matter. Eventually Rachel even managed to submit passively while her beloved pet used that rubber prong to reverently pleasure her.

From lying spread-legged and guiding his head with her hands, she gradually permitted him to take over pushing in and out of her body. And though she couldn’t come close to climaxing yet from this, merely enduring and even enjoying being actively penetrated rather than always initiating was another wonderful breakthrough. Her hesitancy receding along with the intrusion of dread memories, Rachel could easily foresee a day when she might reclaim a perfectly healthy appreciation of normal marital relations.

Unfortunately this only worsened the temptation she was trying to combat. Next to pegging (of course) nothing made her climax like their insanely stimulating simulation of female-superior intercourse. She found she could come from riding Alex’ body that way even without unlocking him – though it was rough on poor Allie. By the time July arrived, Rachel was already again being plagued by unseemly cravings – and already considering further improvisation. They just needed the right occasion…




Chapter Thirty-Two

Enjoying America

On his knees by his Goddess’ feet, Alex licked up his last smear of stew. He grabbed the bowl, rose and collected Rachel’s breakfast dishes as well. Her mug was still a bit filled so he left it as he shuffled toward the sink.

“There’s coffee left. Would you like it?”

“Absolutely. The bottom of the pot’s the best part.”

Alex poured it for her. Moving gingerly (beyond his hobbling he was latticed with fresh whip welts), he added the empty pot and other dishes to the pans already soaking. Similarly shiny, his shackles jangled against the stainless steel of the sink as he began to wash up. Despite the chains between his wrists and waist, practice brought an almost nimble efficiency to his necessarily awkward efforts. His beloved sipped at her mug and applauded.

“Goddamn, but you’re an attractive young man! And seeing you all welted up, hobbled with leg-irons and yet still dutifully doing my dishes makes you downright beautiful. It makes me want to peg your bitch-boy brains out, or ride you like a rented mule. It cries out for us to have some truly memorable sex again. We haven’t added a brand to you in way too long.”

“Well, today’s the fourth of July: Independence Day. Maybe we should celebrate our own independence.”

“Yes! What a fantastic idea!” 

Alex flushed at his Goddess’ immediate enthusiasm. Her gaze gleamed green as she declaimed. 

“I love my country: its history and geology, its ideals and even a substantial fraction of its fucked-up people. I fought and killed and tortured for these, so I’d better love them. But I love being free of our exploitative system and heartless, corrupt, or even downright evil leaders a fuck of a lot more. 

“Today we’ll get out and enjoy the wonderful American wilderness. We’ll live off this glorious land and wallow in its beauty and bounty. We’ll revel in the liberty your parents’ compensation payment has permitted us. Then when it’s finally time for the fireworks tonight, it’s back onto the bearskin we’ll go. 

“I’ve been itching to try something new with you boy, to take the next step toward completing my healing. So as much as I’d like to bend you over that countertop right now, neither of us will receive any penetration until this evening. Then we’ll celebrate something special. We’ll call it our ten-week anniversary as well as a national holiday.”

“Baby, I’m on board!”


Goddess laughed with wicked gladness. “And charmingly insubordinate too.” She gulped down the last loaded dregs and brought him her cup. “How do you dare such familiarity, slave? I don’t know whether to blister your backside with my belt or kiss you into a squirming-sissy tizzy. The caffeine in me says both.”

“Forgive me, my divinity. And please allow me to beg you for both as well.”

“Granted, my most darling devotee. Just finish the dishes first. But remember: no sex. Don’t you dare even tacitly encourage me to get carried away.”

“We shall savor the exchange of love and pain while maintaining appropriate discipline, ma’am. You have my honest promise.”

“Accepted!”

***

His buttocks still fiercely flaming, his lips tingling from the kind of tongue-tangling mouth-mashing his owner so enjoyed indulging in, Alex rubbed the redness from his recently released wrists. After the hour just passed he was more besotted by rapturous submissiveness than usual. Goddess Rachel unlocked the ankle shackles as well, letting all those linked manacles clatter to the floor. She nodded toward the closet.

“You’d better put on those shorts and shoes, and a pair of my socks too. The danger of snakes aside, you don’t want to pick up any ticks. They can spread some nasty diseases. Here.”

Pausing while pulling on her own shorts (the two of them were remarkably close in size if not shape), Goddess tossed him some thick tube socks. For herself she drew on a stretchy yellow tube top. This left her arms, shoulders, and belly bare while clinging jigglingly to those amazing breasts. And he was still supposed to discourage any hanky-panky?

Winking at his ogling, Rachel made the spectacle even more alluring by donning a pair of belts that crisscrossed below her six-pack abs like those of some mythic gunslinger. In one holster she slid that big Desert Eagle; the other already sheathed her large combat/survival knife. 

Seeing his deity so conspicuously armed, so fit and intimidating made Alex suddenly suffer her Rings of Power most acutely. Between this and the state of his belt-burned buttocks he couldn’t help but whimper as he pulled his borrowed shorts (always a bit too tight) up over both. Catching this, Goddess grinned.

“Just wait until this evening darling. Wearing my shorts will prove a hell of a thrill then, I guarantee it. Now, let’s get you armed too, just in case. It’s high summer out there, and both cougars and bears will be foraging for food. Have you ever fired a pistol?”

“Just a squirt-gun. But I can point my finger and wiggle it with the best of them.”

“Indeed you can, my digital devil. So, if we run into a sow grizzly protecting her cubs, or some trespassing asshole pot farmers, be brave and behave. Stand tall and do what I tell you.”

“I will, ma’am.”

Goddess Rachel pulled another belt and holster from her drawer. She withdrew what Alex recognized as a Glock and showed him how to work the action. She had him dry-fire it, chamber a hollow-point round and engage the safety.

“You’re loaded for bear, baby. Strap that on and don’t touch it unless you need it.”

Alex obeyed, his heart swelling nearly as painfully as his penis now. 

The fact that his supposed captor and promised murderess now considered it unremarkable to hand him such a deadly weapon warmed him immeasurably. There was nothing in the world preventing him from shooting Rachel Blaine dead on the spot and returning home to freedom, riches, unlimited orgasms and a veritable hero’s welcome – nothing except for their unshakeable shared conviction of love and trust.

Seeing that he was a little choked up, Goddess gave Alex a special smile that both thanked and fortified him. She pulled on her old officer’s cap, the crowning touch of authority.

“That fresh seafood last month was good, wasn’t it, slave?”

“Fuckin’ a! I mean, I miss it already, Mistress.”

“Me too. Let’s grab fishing poles and see if we can land a bunch of trout by tonight.”

“Fabulous plan, ma’am!”

“Glad you agree. Let’s go.”

***

Rachel led the way out the back door. 

Everything was burgeoning: the roses, the vegetables and herbs, the forest beyond and the love, joy, and anticipation within. Already the sun was hot on her shoulders, matching the fire inside. Rachel was tempted to lose the tube-top too, and go as shirtless as her slave.

Though she’d had him rub sun-block on her before they left, Alex had declined similar consideration. What was a little burn atop all those welts except an additional thrill? Soon they passed into the trees though, and it was scratches from branches and bug bites they had to contend with. Still nothing could dampen Rachel’s mood, or lessen the beauty of the day.

Birds twittered and flitted, small mammals scampered past, and a steady light breeze ameliorated the heat. They reached the brook coming over the ridge and followed it down into the canyon. After about a kilometer it joined a creek that was considerably larger. From there it was only another couple hundred meters to an idyll that seemed specifically designed for what they’d had in mind. It stopped them in their tracks, almost stupefied by beauty. Rachel claimed her slave’s hand without thinking about it.

“Goddamn, darling, we need to get out more often. Spending all day in the dungeon can wait ‘til winter.”

“You can torture and enjoy me outside just as fine. Remember that night on the gibbet? And even without all your tools and toys I’m sure you can improvise as insidiously as we need.”

“All true, my love.” Discovering his hand in her own, Rachel squeezed it tighter. “This time and place calls for pleasures gentler, if no less sublime.”

Here the stream was about five meters wide. On the opposite bank the forest continued, providing shade over the wide pool that spread below rapids and a little waterfall where the land dropped away and the creek took a kink. Surely trout would be gathered there to feed. And while only about four feet high, the fall had clearly carved the bed below it equally deep. They could usurp the fish: immerse themselves there or even sit and soak in it up to their necks if they so chose. Meanwhile beyond the drop on this side of the stream the woods opened up into a picturesque little meadow. 

Wildflowers made brilliant blue and white and pink polka-dots in the sun-splashed greensward. Even better, the back third of the meadow adjacent to the re-enclosing trees was nothing but wild raspberry bushes. Already turning from red to purple-black, the ripe fruit hung heavy among thorny green brambles. Alex squeezed her hand right back.

“I know what my job’s going to be. Good thing we brought that bucket. We’ll have to rig up a stringer to hold the fish.”

Rachel nodded. She was still marveling over this pocket paradise right here on her own property, awaiting her unexpectedly less than a mile from her door. How had she missed it so far? Eventually her smile widened even more.

“I decree a tentative agenda. We shall fish until the afternoon gets good and hot. Then you can collect raspberries (along with scratches and sunburn) while I keep watch over you. I’m amazed that patch is still here; we might find ourselves sharing it. Anyway, once we’re good and overheated, we can take a little dip before dinner.”

“Agenda approved with enthusiasm, ma’am. No extra suggestions offered.” 

***

They rigged up with flies from a small pocket tackle-box she carried. 

Neither of them was anything like an expert. These weren’t even fly fishing rods or reels. Luckily finesse wasn’t necessary. The relatively deep, cool, oxygen-rich pool teemed with predators waiting for errant scraps of life to be swept over the fall. They hardly had to float a lure to coax a strike. The first trout Rachel pulled from the water was only eight inches or so, and thus had to be thrown back. But it was an auspicious beginning.

Before long they were landing them one after another. 

Brook trout, these were rarely more than an inch over the state-mandated foot. Indeed Rachel suspected many of those they released as juveniles were truly adult fish. No matter – using a length of green vine as a stringer they added to their catch continuously. Indeed they were having so much success that Rachel thought of little but fun for an hour or more. But finally the fish began to get wise. The pace of strikes slowed and their excited conversation lapsed as well. They settled into the kind of contemplative silence that is one of the fundamental appeals of fishing.

Listening to the churning of the water, watching it foam at the base of the falls, Rachel remembered her metaphor from spring. 

The first time they’d planned a rather arbitrary anniversary party, she’d been swept over her own emotional cataract, into a maelstrom of repressed awareness and unconscious intentions.

Of course that couldn’t happen this time. For starters, Alex was safely locked down. There could be no ejaculatory trauma-trigger unexpectedly setting her off. Furthermore, the unbelievable advances she’d made lately in overcoming the damage her rape had wreaked on her made Rachel suspect such a loss of control unlikely to ever recur. The eagerness with which she anticipated tonight’s next step in her emancipation suggested she had only more heavenly healing ahead. Setbacks were a thing of the past…

Uh-oh.

Rachel felt an uncomfortable squirming within. She recognized it from the time she’d emerged from that maelstrom. This was a symptom of further unacknowledged issues. 

She might be wonderfully overcoming her sexual problems, unexpected as that whole development had been. But unreleased grief and something much worse still lurked where she had yet to find the courage to look.

Now was not the time. Let that trouble come when it must. Today they had this gorgeous idyll to enjoy, with the promise of tonight’s further challenge tantalizing her. Yet why not appease her feeling of cowardice by confronting another long-standing discomfort?


Here in her contemplative clarity Rachel finally recognized the exclusive root of her resentment toward men (and herself) regarding her breasts. 

It was Anthony of course, the brother she’d once idolized. Her tits had driven him to his unspeakable betrayal. That’s what she’d always believed, anyway. But now that she considered it, that was no different from saying a woman deserved to be raped for what she was wearing – or for intruding into a traditionally male domain. 

Nobody was to blame but her morally bankrupt brother, damn it! Making excuses for him or punishing herself along with her lovers had to end. And while Rachel had made great strides here too, learning to feel pride and take pleasure in her breasts during sex, it was time to progress from just teasing poor Alex with them. 

Fuck Anthony, and all the rude gawkers in the world too! She’d yet again been denying herself fulfillment at the behest of a misbegotten reaction to injustice. 

To truly repudiate her brother, she had to find enjoyment in a man’s bare hands. She wanted to feel turned on by being pawed at. And suddenly Rachel wanted to see Alex’ reaction to having a long-forbidden fantasy granted. This could be a key to coaxing him away from self-hatred…

***

“Whoa, baby!”

Alex raised his latest catch. The cork handle of his rod was scarred with grooves every two inches. But he didn’t need to measure to know that this guy was a keeper. Muscles bulged along his arm as he lifted it up for his owner’s inspection. 

Sun spangled on dappled scales, and the hefty fish flapped, scattering silver droplets. 

Emerging from a pensive quiet, Goddess smiled in response. Suddenly her eyes were sparkling in that way that made him both weak and hard – or would if he wasn’t locked down and cramped by fabric.

“Well done, darling.” Somehow Alex sensed that the fish had become an afterthought. “Put him on the stringer. I’d say we have enough. It’s time for you to procure our second course. If I’m going to sit in the sun and watch over you though, I’m going to have to drop the top. And that means I require your services, body slave. Here, police up my pole too.”

She began reeling in. By the time Alex had their fish and tackle seen to, she was all flashing elbows and flexing shoulders of her own as she stripped off that tube top. The most amazing breasts ever tumbled free, the key to his cock-lock gleaming sun-on-gold between. Trying not goggle again as his Goddess reseated her cap and pulled the sun-block from another pocket of her shorts, Alex refused to entertain the possibility inherent in her hint. When she tossed him the bottle he was so astounded he almost dropped it. Her gaze blazed like emerald lasers.

“Finish the job, boy. Rub that lotion into my tits. 

“Take your time about it too. Imagine you’re auditioning to perform the full-frontal rubdown on me from now on. Arouse me enough and you might even convince me to add such attentions to your allowable acts of sexual expression.”

Goddess’ husky voice dropped an octave.

“Tonight will be a new kind of trial for you, darling. You may suffer worse than just pangs of unworthiness. And I’m looking forward to a momentous challenge of my own. So to ease us both into this I’m lowering another barrier between us – provisionally. Make the most of it, slave. Earn the honor of bathing me without the sponge-mitt, at least.”

Alex gulped with amazed dismay and obeyed. He squashed the spasm of guilt that always afflicted him, and the foreboding of ever-more deranging frustration in order to glory in this impossible dream come true. Why, just last month Goddess had boozily mooted that he might have to wait until his time of dying to experience this heaven! Now it was literally in his hands.

“Oh thank you, thank you a million times!”

Exaltation didn’t begin to describe this. Alex felt a swoony a sense of unreality despite the intense tactile stimuli. Silken dryness slickened under his gently rubbing fingers. The firmness and yield were in perfect proportion; the warm springiness, opulent curvature and palm-filling weight unlike anything he could have imagined. 

Rubbery-bumpy nipples extruded under his touch and Alex couldn’t help but squeeze. Goddess gasped in response, and paid him back by caressing him through his shorts. Meanwhile that key gleamed on, superbly accentuating the softer shining gold of tanned and lotioned skin.

“Allie must be going mad.”

“Yes ma’am.” Alex voice warbled. His mouth was desert-dry. He cleared his throat. “The pants actually help. He doesn’t have room to rear and tear as fiercely as usual.”

Though the job was done, Alex followed orders and kept hefting, caressing, carefully squeezing and smearing any residual slipperiness in until his owner took another shaky inhalation and smiled.

“Well done again, darling,” she purred. “I truly enjoyed that. Even with my former husband, I rarely more than tolerated his fondling. From now on you can bathe them barehanded and provide full-body massage instead of just back rubs. I may even place your hands on them in the hammock or in bed. But don’t you go groping me without permission boy, not even when we make love. We’re still working our way up to that.”

“I understand, Goddess. Thank you so much. I don’t know how I deserve such favor…”

“You deserve it because I say you do, slave. How many times must I repeat that? Do you question your Goddess’ judgment?”

“Never, my divine one!”

“Then grab that bucket and go pick us some berries. I’ll keep an eye out for you. Berries in season are bear magnets.”

“Understood.”


***

Those tight shorts bulging in front and beautifully sculpting his buttocks in back, Alex hurried across the meadow. Love flooded her at the sight, joining joy in accomplishment and gratitude for his tender reverence to make Rachel soar inside. She felt like a mere flex of will could send her shooting skyward to cavort with the eagles always circling overhead. 

Instead she moved a couple of meters away from the stream too. 

The mosquitoes were getting fierce over there. The little bastards bred in calm water, and as shade claimed more of the pool they were rising to feed. She should have brought repellant: something else her lovely body slave could rub all over her. 

Grinning, Rachel chose a boulder she could lean against and sat on the soft, dry turf. She sighed with inexpressible happiness. Reveling in the memory of Alex’ touch, she began to languidly caress those breasts herself. This was something she’d hadn’t done in ages, even while masturbating. The hot sun relaxed her and Rachel felt indolence beckoning. To balance off the lowering of her readiness she withdrew the Desert Eagle, checked it over and rested it on her lap. She settled in to watch over her darling as he gathered America’s natural bounty.

Half an hour passed, then the whole. Alex worked industriously on, his back and shoulders steadily reddening. Not once did Rachel see him pop a berry in his mouth rather than drop it in the bucket. After first working his way around the perimeter of the patch he was forced to forge in among the bushes himself. To his whip welts, belt-blackened bottom, bug bites and sunburn he was surely adding a fine collection of scratches. 

Good for him. Her devoted masochist thrived on anything he fancied might pay down the infinite debt between them. He certainly showed no hesitation fighting his way into the densest part of the thicket, where the berries were biggest and ripest and the thorns too at their most copious. He was deeply enmeshed there, and Rachel’s smug love and the relentless sun were inducing to further lethargy when a rustling in the trees beyond snapped her back to alertness. Her hand crept into her lap. Despite the sudden surge of adrenaline she kept her voice calm.

“Don’t move darling.”

Nosing his way into the back side of the patch was Ursus americanus, the almost inevitable visitor. As it emerged from the forest into the sun, Rachel judged the black bear coming to share their berries was a prime male. Newly come to his full growth, he was big and powerful enough to kill a person of Alex’ stature with a single swing of a paw. 

Rachel reassured herself with the knowledge that healthy black bears rarely attack humans. They are opportunists that prefer foraging and scavenging to risky and energy-expensive attempts at predation. Still all bears remain the definition of unpredictable.

“Do you see him?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Well, don’t look him in the eye and don’t pull your gun. Lower your head and shoulders and back carefully away. Behave submissively, my pet.”

“That I know how to do.”

As Alex retreated backward through the thorns they had their savage way with him: whipping, gripping and ripping his undefended flesh, scrawling thin lines of blood all over him. 

This was not an odor they wanted on the air. Just as that thought struck, the short-sighted bear seemed to notice Alex at last. Stretching out its surprisingly long neck, it vigorously snuffled up his scent. Her heart beating harder, Rachel’s thumb nudged the safety off. Her finger encircled the trigger. Still she kept the big pistol in her lap and after a moment the omnivore seemed to dismiss its competition. Licking its chops almost comically, it waded into the bushes from its own end. Its thick fur made it oblivious to the prickers.

“Keep coming, baby.”

Alex complied, now carefully working his bucket of berries free from the last branches. After a few more tense but uneventful moments he joined her. Obeying her patting of the turf he sat beside her. Brave boy: not once had he touched the Glock. Again Rachel’s esteem swelled with love and pride for her property. Her tension turning to exhilaration at this companionable encounter with such a majestic cohabitant of their canyon, she rested a hand on Alex’ thigh as they watched the bear browse. After a bit, when it was clear the animal was happily engrossed, Rachel noticed the slickness under her fingers, and the feel of embedded plant matter.

“You need to wash and doctor up. Why don’t you strip and take a dip, clean up the blood and pull those thorns? You don’t want to get infected. Br’er Bear there is busy in his briar patch. But we don’t want to tempt him with meatier odors too.”

The beast in question took no notice as Alex obeyed. Charmed and then tempted by his obvious enjoyment, Rachel reached into the nearby bucket and nibbled a few raspberries herself. They were so good she had to move the bucket behind the boulder to keep from gobbling the whole half-gallon or so on the spot. Shit, they had enough to make a pie if she could control herself. Still the craving was gnawing at her when Alex came to the rescue.

“This water feels awesome – pristine as a mountain stream! Sure you don’t want to join me? We could move our stuff to this opposite bank and kind of lounge inconspicuously with only our heads poking out. There’s even a shelf of rocks here where we can conveniently set the guns.”

“Start moving the fishing poles darling, and don’t forget the stringer. Here I come with our bucket and clothes.”

They moved cautiously. The bear continued to ignore them. Naked, arms full, they crossed paths in the shallows. Rachel bestowed a smooch of reward. 

“Brilliant display of initiative, slave!”

Within ten minutes both their overheated bodies were submerged in blessed coolness. Alex had actually shifted slabs of granite around to make them a kind of a cathedra where they could sit up out of the mulch on the bottom and comfortably cuddle. With both guns and the bucket within easy reach, they lounged in love with trout nibbling at their toes. As never before their own private nature show held them enthralled.

Perhaps two priceless hours passed in this thrilling bliss. Neither of them was keeping track. Lunchtime had long since passed unheeded, yet neither even reached for a raspberry. Eventually however their massive neighbor did finish his portion. And rather than return the way he’d come, the five hundred-pound potentate of Bear Claw Canyon shoved on through the denuded thicket right on into their meadow. As if intent on their share too (not to mention the stringer of fish), he shambled directly toward them.




Chapter Thirty-Three

Getting Closer

Half a state away, Sheriff Mark Jacobsen was confronting another kind of bear: an officer of the CSP. 

Though both the California Highway Patrol and the California State Police (into which the former had been folded in the 1990’s) had frowned on the word ‘trooper’ and other such traditional associations, state bears is what they were. The bruin was on the flag after all, and thus even their uniform patches. 

This fellow Bryce might be a detective and thus plain-clothed, but he was a bear all right. He even looked the part, being of massive build with a heavy brow and deep-set eyes. Still these were a quick and penetrating gray, and Mark knew they missed almost nothing. The two of them had developed a good rapport working on the Downing case, and the sheriff had been more than happy to unload most of the responsibility onto those ursine shoulders. At the moment the two of them were sequestered in his office, teleconferencing with their NSA liaison.

Agent Cook was on the speaker, his voice smooth and somehow oily. Having never actually seen the man in person, Mark was too easily able to let imagination flavor his perceptions with his distaste for the feds in general. Like most, this guy employed euphemisms to skate blithely over gross and likely unconstitutional violations of privacy.

“No amount of data extraction or analysis, or informational surveillance, has proved fruitful here. Nor is it likely to. And without an investment in personnel that the importance of the case scarcely merits, there’s really nothing else we can do. Besides, incidental monitoring of the other parties involved suggests we may not have to.”

“The PIs you mean?” Bryce bunched his bushy brows and frowned. “This investigatory firm the family hired?”

“Stafford and Martin,” supplied Mark, leaning forward expectantly at last.

“That’s right. Unless we’re operating in an unofficial capacity, a commercial contractor is far better suited to this sort of work in the first place. Not only do they have the manpower to sustain and expand their efforts indefinitely, but they’ll be able to elicit cooperation from sources that would traditionally try to evade and then stonewall us. And it seems they already believe they’re close to succeeding. We’ve picked up a very encouraging intercept.”

“Anything specific?” growled Bryce.

“Nothing definite yet. But they’ve narrowed the parameters considerably. And one of their operatives finally reported the first solid hint.”

Mark was a simple sheriff. He wearied of jargon and circumlocution easily. “Get to it!”

“One document dealer fronting as the owner of a strip club had once overheard a piece of idle talk from a former employee about an argument she’d had with two of his competitors in the same double business. This exotic dancer had taken exception to their bantering over a recent customer, one that apparently fit Rachel Blaine’s description. It seems they were enthusing over her enviable attributes and lamenting that she’d rebuffed their job offers. Her martial attitude and bearing were considered erotically intimidating, and the short hair and ‘striking green eyes’ were also specifically mentioned.”

Mark slapped his palm on his desk, caught between excitement and exasperation.

“That could definitely be our girl! And you’re just getting around to telling us this?”

“It’s a third-hand rumor, Sheriff. They still have to track it down and authenticate it before they can even try to recover any helpful memories or records. Christ, the kid’s family hasn’t even been told yet and they’re paying the bills. For all we know, this hearsay dancer may already be dead of an overdose, a murdered prostitute or otherwise impossible to find herself.”

Mark made a frustrated huff. Meeting his eyes, Bryce frowned and shook his head. The big detective addressed the speaker.

“All right Agent Cook. Extend out thanks to your team. We’ll be waiting for any updates. It’d be nice to finish with this mess by Christmas.”

You said it, Mark silently agreed. Working on the Fourth was bad enough.

***

Submerged to her chin, Rachel was about to snake an arm out of the stream for the reassuring clutch of her fifty-cal. Five hundred pounds of muscle, tooth and claw continued to close relentlessly in on them. Ursus americanus was only six feet from the other side of the stream when she changed her mind. 

The bear didn’t appear pissed-off or predatory. In fact he didn’t seem to have his eyes on them at all. Lurking motionless in the shade, only their heads exposed, they might just pass unnoticed – or at least unmolested. And if the big fellow did decide to attack, she still had the reflexes to stop him. Instead she pressed a gentling hand on Alex’ leg, warning him to submission. Together they waited, hearts throbbing with tension.

Br’er Bear came right on to the edge of the pool. From their perspective he loomed like a prehistoric behemoth, a giant short-faced or European cave bear. Insects orbiting his head, he ducked to their level. Without so much as glancing their way, he took a long drink. Frozen, hardly daring to breathe, Rachel noticed the direct sun brought a cinnamon tint to his coat – rather close to her own shade. There were patches of tan and brown around the muzzle, which finally lifted, dripping.

Suddenly those powerful jaws gaped wide! 

Ivory-white fangs flashed in their three-inch entirety as black lips wrinkled back. Rachel let a gasp escape. She felt Alex twitch. The bear was only yawning though. He closed and licked his dripping chops. As before, he stretched out his long neck toward them, peering from sunlight into the shadows and sniffing hard.

Bears’ noses are the most sensitive of any land animal. They’re seven times more acute than that of a bloodhound. Even with their bodies underwater this one surely detected their berries, and the scents of fish, blood, and sweat they exuded. 

No doubt he was clearly reading both fear and fight in their pheromones. Either way he seemed to consider them insignificant. Rather than cross over to pillage or attack he merely turned up that discerning nose with magisterial indifference. Showing them his glossy sable backside, the master of the canyon shambled off downstream. 

Both of them let out their breath. They turned to each other in awe and delight.

“Wow, was that awesome, or what?”


“You were awesome, my brave slave!” Rachel bestowed another kiss. “For an untrained civilian, you’ve sure got some guts.”

“I may not be trained for battle. But you’ve instilled a fair amount of discipline in me, Mistress. I know how to be obedient too.”

Indeed he did. Exhilarated by the encounter, Rachel found herself unbearably horny. Now was the time to show some discipline of her own though. It was still only mid-to-late afternoon, and she had a further unforgettable emancipation-consummation to look forward to tonight.

That was all right. Never was delaying gratification more enjoyable. Still trying to keep an eye out for cougars, they remained in the pool for hours more. After a while the sun returned to it, turning the waterfall to twinkling liquid gems and chasing the bugs back into the woods. For a while then it really was like paradise.

They splashed and cavorted about, playing like kids. They lounged and kissed and fondled, loving the day away in the cool. They fed each other raspberries by the handful and even indulged in a little of that improvisational torture. Once the berries were gone (predictably neither could restrain themselves), they needed a new second course for dinner (and a punishment for gluttony). Alex filled the bucket with water and began turning over rocks. Between them they soon caught over two dozen big finger-length crawdads. 

Holding one of the largest in each hand, Rachel giggled unselfconsciously as she prodded their defenses against helpless Allie. Still locked down but straining wildly to rear, that tender tethered monster reveled in being seized and squeezed by those inch-long, lobster-like claws – one evolved for tearing and the other for crushing. 

Sometimes these latter refused to let go, preferring having the whole limb ripped off to releasing such a surfeit of soft, grab-able meat. By the time the down-slanting sun brought an end to their fun, five of these were still attached to Allie, two to his glans, and his genitals in general were covered with hundreds of angry red pinch-marks. Added to his whip-welts, black-and-blue buttocks, bug bites, sunburn and extensive scratches, these made him so delectable Rachel couldn’t wait to ravish him. Yet somehow she still did.

Sporting a serious collection of mosquito bumps herself, she finally rinsed off in the fall. Alex followed suit. She allowed him to remove the embedded claws, and saw that any bleeding quickly stopped. They dressed and rearmed themselves. Somehow her slave picked up the bucket full of water and crayfish, the stringer heavy with their main course and both fishing poles. Bellies grumbling despite the berries, libidos barely leashed, they headed back up the canyon. 

Their day in the great outdoors had been an unqualified triumph. But their celebration of independence had just begun. Now for a flappin’-fresh fish dinner and a lazy sunset lying in the hammock while it settled. After that would come the fireworks…

***

Actually, the cosmos provided the fireworks for them. 

Dinner was so delicious – first the breaded-and-fried crawdad tails, followed by broiled trout – that they absolutely stuffed themselves. They could hardly make it to the hammock. Sluggishly stroking each other as they snuggled to watch the sunset, they dozed off into an unintended nap. When Alex started awake, several hours had passed. The sky was midnight black, as clear and starry as it gets in the mountain wilderness. As a spectacular added attraction, several meteors were incinerating their way across it.

Alex used his enfolding arms to gently nudge his owner awake. She murmured in protest, burrowing deeper. Just then the blazing streaks winked out, so he let her be. Still there’d be no going back to sleep for him. While he waited to see if that display would be repeated, Alex wondered what special new escapade Goddess Rachel had in mind for them.

Surely it would be challenging, particularly for the impotent slave. Her demons were nearly defeated. It was ironic really. Since he’d so unforgivably sinned and been locked up, Alex had been blessed, tested and tormented by intimacies he’d never have dreamed of receiving before.

From being squirted while servicing the share to all the recent riding of his mouth-cock, even his face had been put through some amazing paces lately. It was what Goddess saw fit to do with his original penis these days though that truly blew his wheels.

All the licking and sucking since the night they’d pretended to end it, and all the incidental jacking and stroking and torturing had now been supplemented by such wonders… 

Alex knew he was just a kid still. But the way that older woman used those stupendous breasts to stimulate him to spasmodic mindless shuddering could hardly be credited. She even employed her tits and mouth and hands all inventively together in ways that would impress a porn star. Yet for sheer sensual glory, sublime exaltation and emotional torment nothing could compare to the way she now regularly straddled his hips to simulate female-superior fucking. Pinned to the bed, bearskin, or dungeon device, Alex could only cling to his sanity and her repeated assurances as his Goddess furiously rubbed his genitals with hers until she ejaculated her screaming brains out.

It was funny because it was only his own inability to climax – that terribly tormenting madness of unrelievable frustration – that spared Alex so much worse. Despite those assurances of worthiness, part of him still felt horrible at usurping the place of the innocent he’d killed. 

Enjoying being buggered by this mother-widow was one thing, especially since she’d required it of him and the fellow in question had been unsuited for it himself. Even sharing tenderness at her invitation could possibly be counted toward reducing his arrears. But how could getting ever closer to true marital congress not hideously compound his murderer’s guilt? 

Deranging as it was, being condemned to impotent virginity gave Alex a straw to grasp at in this dilemma. It kept those dying screams gradually receding from his mind rather than constantly replaying. How else could he live with himself, lying in his ultimate victim’s bed, his arms around her while she kissed him silly and then rolled atop him in the middle of the night? Only the fact that he was locked down, and suffering as much as swooning while she made such proprietary love to him salved Alex’ conscience. Yet even worse was a companion anxiety that had lately begun to develop.

Goddess Rachel wanted to fuck him because she loved him. 

Alex was inexperienced with women, but it was obvious. On the rebound or not, she loved him dearly, deeply and completely, and for far more than just his perfect services as a slave. 

Beyond being unthinkably flattering, this was past all understanding. And as unlikely as such affection was to begin with, who could say where it might eventually end? One possibility was obvious, and they had promises to each other to keep. 

What if his owner became so attached to him that she couldn’t bear to consummate hers? 

Two murders still demanded to be avenged. And Alex’ sexual-suicidal obsession hadn’t lessened. Even as he worried and watched the sky, those fantasies of being incrementally roasted and amputated, of forced auto-cannibalism leading to lethal bitch-balling caused that shackled manhood to awaken. 

Soon he was straining painfully – and wondering afresh what came next. The universe answered, as another cosmic bombardment burned brilliant lines of white across the American night. This was the third time in five minutes. Alex could ignore his duty no longer.

“Mistress? Goddess Rachel?” His arms urged her awake. This time she reluctantly stirred.

“Alex, darling. What happened?”

“We fell asleep.”

“That explains why I was dreaming. I was pegging you so beautifully too. Why did you wake me?”

“There’s a meteor shower – first of the summer. I knew you’d want to see it.”

Her hand found him rearing and tearing futilely.

“Are you sure you’re not just impatient to satisfy me for real, my precious bed-slave?”

“That’s what I am by default. It doesn’t dictate my additional duties.”

“I believe you, honorable boy. Oh look – there goes one! You were right.”

Silently they cuddled and watched. The Earth turned; minutes ticked by. Streaks of energy lit up the sky.


Idly Goddess stroked and tickled, making Allie rage endlessly. Soon the familiar stretching had rendered the fading pain of all those claw-pinches insignificant. Still that organ’s owner made no move to key his release. 

Alex yearned, despaired, loved, hated and approved all at once. As further volleys of fireballs cascaded across the canopy they gazed up ever more breathlessly. Rachel toyed with him ever more urgently. Dinner had long since settled, and more demanding hungers could be appeased for only so long. Finally it was deemed that glorying in the universe could wait until she’d taken her rightful place atop it too. Goddess’ voice followed a licking in his ear to send shivers all through Alex.

“I’ve seen enough falling stars to make my wish. Now it’s time for you to fulfill it for me. 

“I have to visit the bathroom and the bedroom. You need to squat and squirt too I’m sure. You can water the bushes. After that, build us a fire and meet me at the bearskin. Here, help me out of this hammock.”

Alex got them both upright. Goddess moved remarkably spryly on the way inside. After offloading what was left of their dinnertime wine, Alex coerced his own ungainly limbs to follow. He had the branding blaze going by the time his owner ducked between doorways, and an endless loop of fireworks displays on the TV screen when she emerged from the bedroom.

The bearskin awaited them. Alex felt a bit perplexed, both relieved and let down when he saw that his lover was carrying only a pair of rubber pegging panties that he’d assumed had been superseded by the share. 

With a vibrating dildo built right into the crotch, those skintight latex hot pants had made Goddess look thrillingly hermaphroditic before. But with the share being larger, even more seamless and superior in every other respect as well, these had fallen out of favor. 

Returning to them now hardly seemed special or challenging. Perhaps Goddess remembered how much he’d enjoyed the vibrator inside and intended that as a treat…

Not even close – he really had to stop thinking it was all about him. Instead of stepping into those latex panties, Goddess Rachel held them out.

“Put these on, darling. I told you this afternoon you’d get off on wearing my shorts. Once again this penis is for me!”




Chapter Thirty-Four

The Big Breakthrough

Alex took the dick a bit dubiously.

Would it even fit? And how insanely demanding would this new pseudo-sex prove? 

Obedience would provide his answers. 

Pulling on those flesh-toned shorts was a trial in itself. Meant to be skintight, they were too binding in some spots and hung loosely in others. Luckily the swelling of his buttocks from this morning’s belt-burning approximated Goddess’ more bulbous shape. Getting his similarly swelling genitals through the narrow crotch-hole was pretty tough too. Once this was done though the plastic pubic plate above cupped him comfortably enough. And from there he now had an erection jutting up that was both insensate and much bigger than his subordinate – especially since dangling Allie was still locked down in a screaming circle.

Goddess Rachel fondled them, one with each hand.

“You know, if I were to unlock you, you could fuck my ass and pussy at the same time.”

Alex was unable to think of a single suitable reply. Unless his moan of dismay sufficed.

“As long as Allie stayed in my ass, you’d still technically be a virgin too. Isn’t that what the religious kids say?”

“I live only to ease your existence, Mistress,” Alex managed.

“That would be the ultimate triumph over Colonel Lowell. And eventually I’m going to be too tempted to not try it. But right now we’re still exploring whether I can handle simple vaginal action again. What do you think slave?”

“I think you’ve been wallowing in it for weeks already Goddess. I also think you’ve settled on the ideal substitute for marital-style sex between us. Since your pleasure will be in proportion to my depravity, it hopefully won’t offend the memory of your former husband too much.”

“To hell with him, boy. Jimmy’s the last thing on my mind. Don’t you bother about him either. In fact I order you to forget him. Just go lie on that bearskin, on your back. It’s high time I tried some bareback riding of my own.”

That seemed unduly harsh toward the dead. Still Alex obeyed, his heart hammering at the challenge. His hopeful assessment persisting, he piled both pillows under his head and shoulders, elevating his face. When his naked Goddess squatted atop this, Alex licked her to slickness. When she moved to sit astride his hips, he gulped like a kid. 

Goddess Rachel turned a dial at the base of his faux phallus. The vibrator came on. Without hesitation she mounted him, sinking to the hilt. There she wriggled a little, socketing herself properly. Her breasts impended and her smile was all savoring of the sensation.

“Oh darling, that feels so spectacular! You were right. After all the sharing, and banging your little dick-face night and day – not to mention so much dry-humping – I couldn’t possibly be readier for this. Put your hands on my hips. You can touch anything but my tits.

“I want to imagine we’re really making love, slave. Try to keep the illusion alive for me.”

Goddess started rocking. Never having truly made love, Alex wasn’t sure what she wanted from him. If it was awed exaltation, no problem. Running his hands over her satiny skin, feeling the warmth and strength of flexing life within made him high all by itself. Tearing his eyes from the tits jiggling just above his visage to see love and ecstasy flaming in his Goddess’ emerald gaze drew a reciprocal response from him. There was no need to try to playact anything.

The fact that his penis could feel nothing but an occasional brushing to go with its exquisitely painful straining was actually a relief. An erect Allie had him shuddering with backfiring ejaculations half the time. When locked down, friction added to the endless tension on his frenulum to make the entire tip dangerously enflamed. In either case so much intense stimulation, while welcome, wasn’t everyday sustainable. Mortality didn’t permit it.

This was so much better. The intimacy involved was still addictive, more gloriously rewarding to his adolescent adoration than he could ever deserve. As a duty he could perform this joyfully forever. Beyond the perfectly retributive pain of his tethered penis, the coincidental emotional agony of imagining all that he was missing out on in his just virginity was deeply satisfying in its own way. Alex needed to suffer, and ever the longer the worse, until his last innocent victim fed him his barbecued dick and then ass-stabbed him out of existence and into her eternal service. The more his impotence tortured him along the way, the better.

Meanwhile Alex reacted instinctively to provide his owner with what she needed for her own healing. As her pace quickly accelerated toward a climax of record-setting swiftness he joined right in with her. His grip assisted her rhythm, allowing her to fling herself ever more forcefully into fucking. His hips lifted her perch, providing even more rewarding penetration. He held her raving gaze and panted and moaned in the same kind of soul-communion they’d perfected while pegging. Soon those she-cat shrieks were pealing from between unsheathed teeth. Her fingernails sank like claws into his shoulders. In a feral frenzy Goddess squashed him into that silken pelt and lunged and ground her crotch frenetically against him. 

The record was set. Never had his deity come so hard so quickly – except for when wielding the penis herself, or that first time he’d fingered her. As Rachel collapsed atop him afterward Alex sensed she was just as excited about discovering this latest kind of coupling as he was. Her kisses and murmurs confirmed this.

“Goddamn, darling! That was fantastic! I can’t believe I’m finally fucking normally again. 

‘When I captured you, I didn’t even dare dream it might help me overcome my penetration aversion. I was only focused on revenge. Yet in ten short weeks I’ve found both love and sexual health again. It’s inconceivable.”

Kiss. Kiss. Kiss-kiss-kiss.

“None of this would have been possible if you were not who you are. If you had been the entitled little plutocratic snot I expected, I’d still be raging away in sterile hate and bitterness. Thank you, my brave young slave.”

More deep wet kisses silenced Alex’ polite reply. He ran his hands up and down her back. She was silk over spring-steel still.

“How was it for you my darling?”

“It was ideal, Goddess. Being this close to you is its own reward. And I could enjoy doing that indefinitely without undue damage. Nothing beats being your bitch-boy of course. But if you wish to enjoy traditional sex again, this is the way to do it.”

“And not just this way.” Goddess grinned. “Endless other therapeutic possibilities await our exploration. I bet before long I’ll be able to lie back or bend over and let you do the thrusting.”

Alex wasn’t sure he wanted to contemplate that. Luckily his Goddess had more immediate aims. After a few more kisses she slid off him.

“Let’s get you branded and commemorate this occasion. Then I’m going to get the share. Because you’re right: nothing beats that and I want you to get some fulfillment too. After that it’s riding time again and maybe again and again and again until dawn. I’ve got a lot of lost time to make up for!”

***


Goddamn, what an amazing way to finish a perfect day! 

After adding the latest link to her brand-chain, Rachel did just as she’d said. She pegged her precious property silly, drilling the excited young bitch into a loving delirium. Then she set about compensating herself for all the fabulous conventional sex her rape (and hapless former husband) had cost her. 

She didn’t try anything too wild. Even before Colonel Asshole ruined her, Rachel had preferred being on top anyway. 

The dick got deeper, and being in control fit her personality. Later they could try every contortion in the Kama Sutra; she had decades ahead in which to get creative. Eventually she just might do that thing with both holes. For now though it was an incredible thrill just to wallow in riding her mate repeatedly. True to his word (and nature), Alex gloried in this torment-reward as eagerly as any other she offered.

Good for him. As Rachel pinned him to the rug and humped the wee hours away, she felt that troublesome temptation toward anathema easing. 

The urge to cast all propriety aside and take Alex’ virginity (and then some) still raised too many issues for her. As long as this latest simulation was so successful she could continue to avoid them. And Alex too wouldn’t need to deal with the guilt and self-loathing festering inside.

That didn’t mean Rachel didn’t still intend to cure him of this last. That was her new mission in life, and not just because she couldn’t kill him unless she did. In the same way she’d incrementally tackled her PTSD, Rachel now determined to gradually restore her beloved’s sense of self-worth. Though she was growing mighty sore from so much penetration after so long, the acknowledged Goddess drew out their final fucking of the night just a wee bit longer in order to reinforce the lesson she’d hopefully imparted earlier.

Last orgasm over, she leaned forward. Dropping onto propping palms and then her elbows, she kept on pumping with her hips, rocking that vibrating cock deliciously against her g-spot. Groaning with satiety, Rachel lowered her torso further until her boobs hung pendulously down, bracketing Alex’ face. Then with remarkable vigor for the lateness of the hour she impulsively began to maul him with them.

Goddess Rachel was bestowing yet another long-withheld heaven on her subject. From first allowing him to use his hands on them just this afternoon, she was now already employing her endowment to lavishly ravish his helpless face. 

Alex had long since admitted this was a particularly cherished submissive fantasy of his. Knowing it exposed him as a naïve teenager, he’d expected to be executed before ever having it granted. Now he sputtered with astonishment as she mashed him into her cleavage, slapped and battered his disbelieving features about, scraped him with her stiffened nipples and ground her globular bounty roughly against his lips and nose and chin and cheeks.

Respectful even in apoplexy, Alex made no attempt to lick or suck or slobber on her. The wetness she felt on her breasts came from tears. Whether he wept from un-worth or blessedness, it was time to make explicit the lesson. Rachel drew back until she dangled enticingly just above him. She used her husky whiskey voice in sultry inquiry.

“What are you feeling, darling? Why do you cry on me?”

“I’m too happy, ma’am. I always wanted that. I never dreamed I’d earn it.”

“Well, you have. You’ve healed me of a trauma that threatened to blight my entire life. I find I’m more than just honor-bound to reply in kind.”

Alex’ puzzlement was in his eyes. Rachel kissed the tears from his cheeks.

“Darling, you need not despise yourself over what you did. You may be a murderer, but there was never any ill intent. And I have learned beyond any doubt that there is no evil in you. You are a simply wonderful person that I am unbelievably lucky to own. 

“You may have sinned unforgivably against me. But you are doing all you can (and beautifully I might add) to make amends. So take whatever satisfactions you can from life, and from our love, and stop with the self-contempt. You can blame yourself without hating yourself, you know. We all have guilts we will take to the grave. Tell me something: do you still suffer the screaming that sent you here?”

“Sometimes, Goddess, although not nearly as much.” 

Alex groaned, perhaps because her gentle pumping kept brushing his endless straining with them positioned this way. Then he dutifully elaborated. 

“At first the only relief came from torture, when my own screaming drowned them out. Then during pegging I found I couldn’t think of anything but what your delightfully dominant dick was doing to me. For a while I even had to deliberately invoke those screams whenever you left Allie free during this. It was the only way to keep from ejaculating. 

“Of course that finally failed. We had to go to the lock to fix the problem for good. I guess now I only hear my victims dying occasionally. Usually it’s when I’m awake in your bed, holding you while you sleep in the dark, quiet hours. Then the guilt overwhelms me, and I wish I was back on my mat, shivering and chained up in the dungeon where I belong.”


“Would you like to return there on occasion? Would that salve your conscience? I could do without you once a week or so I suppose. I could even lock you in the pit again, or leave you spiked or crucified or stretched on the rack all night.”

“That would ease me indeed, ma’am.”

“Your wish will be granted.” Rachel kissed her beloved masochist on the forehead. Recapturing his eyes, she reminded him of how far he’d come. “I’m glad you’re healing too, darling. Remember, the night of your surrender you were minutes from hanging yourself. How unbearable were those screams then compared to now?”

Alex’ chin dimpled in, a reliable precursor to crying. Still as tears ran from him afresh his smile was so loving and grateful that his chosen Goddess felt again that heretical temptation.

“You are right, ma’am. What a moronic waste that would have been, damning us both.”

“Instead we are saving each other, using our unlikely love and sadomasochistic symbiosis to repair the damage. And it’s only been ten weeks, darling.”

“Plus we’ve just discovered a wonderful new mode of sexual expression we can enjoy indefinitely.” Alex added. “Allie ain’t happy. But that’s as it should be.”

This time Rachel felt the insane urge to unlock him and jerk that justly deprived monster to the monster of all stinky, repulsive, volcanic ejaculations. Shuddering, she squashed the impulse viciously. Oh, she was so sore inside! Finally she stopped pumping with her hips. This time she kissed her beautiful boy on the lips.

“Enough’s enough for now. Between you and me and the various bears, we’ve had an incredible holiday. Let’s get to bed. If I’m going to be doing without you once in a while now, my big cuddly teddy, I want to squeeze the stuffing out of you while I have you.”

“Your will rules, ma’am.”

***

It was just after four in the morning – closing time for these kinds of dives. While most of this time zone slept, this crew was just getting off work. Weary too after the extended hours and tension of the past couple days, Robert Myers nevertheless felt a tingle of excitement refresh his resources. With any luck, this would be it.

Eddie Valdez clearly agreed, though not without regrets. An endless fount of misogynist drivel, he kept up his muttering as they worked their way around a pair of reeking dumpsters toward the service entrance of yet another strip club.

“I’m going miss this case. It makes me want to go back to working vice for the city. You sure you don’t want to score some strange? It’s probably our last chance. Oh right, I forgot: you’re married.”

Myers ignored this latest sneer at his fidelity as he had so many others. Having to endure the lout’s partnership was almost over with too. After so much tedious trawling through the seamier side of the city, they’d finally hit pay-dirt. A mere two days from uncovering their first hint – the overheard gossip of an exotic dancer – they were now maybe minutes from achieving their assigned objective.

Luckily the dancer had been easy to find. 

Though they had only her stage name to go by, ‘Lotus’ had proved as distinctive in her appeal as their quarry, though in a different fashion. Slender and petite, she was an exotic mix of antecedents. Claiming descent from black, white, Navajo and Filipino bloodlines, she had huge, tilted-almond eyes that were so dark they seemed all pupil. Shimmering hair hung straight to her waist and her flawless skin was its own unique shade of mysterious dusk. 

Arriving at her current gig during her performance, Myers had admired her aloof poise. She kept a proud and even haughty demeanor even at her most abased, yet genuinely seemed to enjoy her work. Afterwards she was reticent at first – no doubt put off by Eddie Valdez’ slavering. Once Myers earned her confidence however she’d been perfectly helpful. For the price of a C-note she’d repeated her story, complete with the names of the club and the proprietor who’d so offended her with his banter. 

In truth the names were nearly identical. Aubrey’s was owned by Edward Aubrey, a barrel-chested black man with enormous arms, a graying beard and bald pate. He also had an extensive criminal record replete with violent offenses. Upon being approached earlier he’d been perfectly personable however, merely asking them to return at closing. Having by now no doubt affirmed their bona fides with the proper cooperating crime syndicate, he ought to be plenty helpful. Still Myers remained wary of unforeseen complications as he knocked.

Stained and even splintered in places, the door swung inward. A utility area was revealed: worn tile flooring, mops and buckets, shelves and sinks dimly lit by fly-speckled fluorescents. Aubrey’s head poked out. “Enter, gents.”

Myers did just that, followed by Valdez. All his alertness availed him nothing. A pistol barrel was pressed against his brainstem. A hand fell on his shoulder and he could only freeze.

“Easy pal. Be cool. No one’s going to hurt you.” 

This assurance was immediately belied by the sounds of struggling and strangling coming from behind him. Nonetheless Myers remained helpless to do anything but a stand motionless as ordered and listen until silence and the smell of spilled shit told him that the garroting of his partner was finished. That Eddie Valdez himself was finished, his days of sleaze and ‘scoring strange’ over with. Aubrey’s deep voice rumbled again as he moved fully into view.

“Relax, man. I got no beef with you. And I sure don’t want no trouble with the big man. This here is just a personal matter. You know this partner of yours used to be a cop, right? Used to work vice?”

“He mentioned it a time or two.” Myers felt his own bowels settling even though the gun remained pressed to his head. “I take it he did worse than the usual shakedowns.”

“He should have known better than to ever come back around here without the squad car. People all over this part of the city are going to be buying me drinks for days.”

Myers nodded noncommittally.

“Now listen friend. I have what you’re looking for. We’ve known about you for far longer than you’ve been looking for us. So here’s the deal. I’ll give you a name and a Social Security number from my special secret file. In return, you and your company just forget about Mister Rapist-and-Murderer-of-Hardworking Girls. You could be joining him in the landfill just as easily you know.”

This went without saying. Myers cleared his throat.

“I think the company will agree that we clocked out hours ago. I try not to think about what Eddie does on his free time. Putting up with him at work is bad enough.”

Aubrey stuffed a piece of folded note paper into Myers’ shirt pocket. He nodded and gestured at the door. The pressure of the pistol disappeared, as did the hand from his shoulder.

“You can find your way out, I trust.”

Rather than turn toward the sound of the last of his former partner being mopped from the tile, Myers merely backed out the way he’d came in. The splintery door shut in his face.




Chapter Thirty-Five

Trouble Brewing

Alex woke to the patter (and patterns) of rain falling on the skylight. 

Overlapping circles, concentric and not, spread like expanding bulls-eyes across the glass. Clouds as purple-black as the yellow-tinged bruises swelling his ass frowned and poured down, trying to drown the body and quench any cheery spirit. Luckily Alex had his owner’s abode and approbation to preserve him from both.

In his arms, in her bed, Rachel Blaine slumbered on. Though often restless in repose, unconsciously wrestling against or desperately clutching him, she’d remained as quiet as though sedated for some time now. 

Good for her. Though noon was approaching, they’d barely been down eight hours. Let her catch up on her rest while he savored this incredible state of inner bliss.

Others might wonder about that, or consider such happiness relative. They had a less disastrous past, less woe to bemoan and atone. They wouldn’t welcome his travails as trivial.

In addition to the residual burning of his latest branding, Alex’ entire skin seemed to be trying to crawl off him. 

Overlaying the flaming of his sunburn was the latticing of scratches he’d sustained picking his way through (and then blindly backing out of) those raspberry bushes. The urge to itch at these, or worse the dozen or so bug bites covering him too, was damn near constant. 

Good sense might not have been enough to restrain Alex. Even being tightly cocooned in chains could have left him squirming against a handy surface. But any movement he indulged in now could disturb his Goddess’ peace. As if she hadn’t already given Alex enough reasons to be immeasurably grateful, loyal and reverent toward her, last night she’d provided so many more! He could endure anything for her now, anything at all. Itching? He was in as much danger of shivering her awake from sheer giddiness.

First there were the unbelievable liberties she’d allowed and then lavished on him.

Remembering the pressure of Goddess’ breasts against his hands and face, the battering bestowed along with fabulous new privileges, swelled Alex’ heart and groin until both tore poignantly. Adding further gladness was the knowledge that they’d finally established the ideal dynamic for satisfying the demands of Goddess’ recovery – and without sacrificing the sentence of eternal virginal impotence he’d earned by bereaving her. 

Using those impersonal penis pants had proved perfect both physically and emotionally for each of them and offered indefinite sustainability to boot. Goddess could now use him AC or DC as she pleased, the ultimate in sexual utility. He’d be in no danger of betraying her either way. 

All that was enough to give anyone the grins. Then there were the things she’d said to him!

Goddess Rachel had called this despicable criminal a ‘simply wonderful person’. She felt as lucky to own Alex as he did to belong to her. She’d urged him to enjoy life for its own sake, and to banish the hatred that had rooted itself so virulently in his soul. As if to facilitate this, she’d ordered him to utterly forget about the man whose place he’d so fatally taken.

If only it could be that easy. And the very vehemence of Rachel’s command suggested something suspect. Alex couldn’t help but wonder about the anger that so obviously lay behind it. Nor could he completely dispel the guilt and bile that rose within him at every referent. 

Separating blame from hatred might be as simple as saying so for Rachel – how else could she possibly love him? Alex had yet to learn the trick of it. Still this was a good beginning, and after yesterday he felt better about being Alex Downing and alive then he had in ages. He wasn’t even worrying about that ultimate promise anymore, at least for now. Instead he just lay still and brought the same diligence to following those latest directives as he did to obeying his deity’s every other order. Many contented minutes crept quietly by until Goddess Rachel eventually stirred. She woke with a plaintive moan that Alex did his best to jolly off.

“Good morning gorgeous.”

At last he allowed himself to move – not to scratch at his neck and shoulders but to hand her the glass of water she always kept by the bed. Rachel drained it, then itched furiously at herself.

“Fucking mosquitoes!”

“My sentiments exactly.” Alex tried a wry smile. “You’ve got aloe in the medicine cabinet. I can lotion you up with that after your bath.”

Goddess groaned. She slumped back against the pillow.

“I’m still a bit too lethargic, darling. And too out of sorts. Why don’t you just toss me the bottle and get about your morning chores while I recover some more?”

“Your will, beautiful. Can I bring you breakfast in bed in an hour or two?”

“Make it three.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Not stressing his dismissal, or the denied opportunity to bathe and rub that fabulous body barehanded again, Alex did as he was bid. Nurturing his new mood of happiness, temporarily untroubled by the past, present, or future, he went about his duties blissfully oblivious to the dangers impending from within and without them even now.

***

Talia was in a fair tizzy by the time she arrived at Alexander’s office.


Between her anger at her husband’s continued attempts to exclude her, horror over her discovery of a report he’d been hiding from her and an almost frantic anticipation of positive news after all this time, it was lucky she’d had Henri to drive her. Left to herself, Talia might have run every red light on the way here.

She’d finally been weaned completely from the Valium, thank heavens. But though the relief from maintenance hassles and physical withdrawal symptoms was enormous, the remaining psychological craving left her on edge as it was. And while her new ‘weed and read treatment’ sufficed to get her through her days and nights, the enormity of this moment overwhelmed any kind of reliance on such a gentle mood-enhancer. 

That was as it should be though. If ever a situation called for the old, un-medicated she-bear who’d so straightly raised her only cub, this was it. Not two days after learning about that woman’s proclivity for torturing and (heaven help them!) sodomizing captive males, it seemed the PI’s they’d hired may have actually found her! Finally the time had come to slay the dragon and reclaim the precious treasure.

Talia marched right past first Reception and then Alexander’s personal secretary, both of whom took in her look and knew better than to challenge her. She swept into the inner sanctum to find her husband shaking hands over his desk with Reinhart and Myers. These were clearly about to take seats in the only two chairs drawn up. Alexander’s look of pained annoyance set Talia off immediately.

“Am I a member of this marriage or not? Do I have a stake in what happens to our only child, or am I some kind of impediment to be avoided? First I find you’re hiding information from me, and then I learn we may have solved the case only because I checked your email as well as my own! Goddamn it, I will not be shunted aside and insulted like this!”

“All right, all right, calm down!” Alexander sank back into his seat. Reinhart remained standing while the very rumpled and even slightly effluent Myers pulled another chair over for her. Overworked or unsanitary or what, he at least had the good grace to look abashed. Alexander obfuscated as the three of them sat down. “I was going to fill you in as soon as I knew where we stood. I just didn’t want to upset you or get your hopes up prematurely.”

Still seething, Talia somehow managed to keep from screaming fury at this obvious bullshit. Urgent for the investigators’ results, she turned from her husband to Reinhart, who in turn nodded at Myers. This was the man who had originally come to interview them. Seeing his red-eyed weariness, remembering the positive impression he’d first made on her, Talia leaned in tensely. Recognizing her desperation, he didn’t bother with circumlocutions.


“We found her. Rachel Blaine is now living under the name of Lori Vanessa Kline.”

Too impatient to wait for him to tell it at his own pace, Talia had to demand.

“Does she have him?”

“Unknown. Her new residence is exceedingly remote. While only a couple of hundred miles from here, it’s at the end of a canyon in the mountains abutting a national forest. There are no neighbors and only one road in. Everything else is wilderness. It’s not on the electrical grid, and if it’s linked to the web and mass media via satellite then it’s clandestinely done. It’s basically a nutcase survivalist’s bolt-hole.”

Talia ground her teeth. Her expensively manicured nails nearly punctured the chair’s leather armrests. What better place to establish one’s own private prison?

This time it was Alexander interrupting. “What have you learned about her? Anything?” 

“Well, we just uncovered the name about eight hours ago, you understand. It was the middle of the night. So far we’ve spoken to the realtor who sold her the place and the contractor who helped her remodel it. They both report the same thing. 

“The woman claims to be retreating from tragedy and the horrors of the modern world. She bought an old hermit’s cabin, fixed it up and moved in. She posted signs promising to shoot trespassers and that’s the last anyone’s heard from her. Suspicious as it looks, at least as we might consider it, it’s entirely possible she’s on the up-and-up. Even the subterfuge with the identity change wouldn’t be out of character for a particular type of recluse.”

“Nor would fortifying the place and laying in a sizeable arsenal, as long as we’re talking antigovernment and ex-military,” interjected Reinhart, expanding upon their excuses for possibly not acting. Talia had heard enough.

“She’s got him in there. It’s so obvious I don’t even know why we’re talking about it. I don’t believe that ‘retreating from tragedy’ crap for a minute. She was offended by the court’s decision, took Junior up on his misguided, suicidal offer and imposed her own sentence. Now she’s keeping him a prisoner in her own little jail, and no doubt torturing him around the clock until she gets bored enough to kill him! Now, are you all going to do something about this, or am I going to find the sheriff, drag him out there myself and start hammering on the door?”

Alexander had perfected his pained expression.

“Relax, damn it! Of course we’re going to do something about it. Mister Reinhart?”

The flunky in charge cleared his throat.

“Well, clearly we need more on-site intelligence. I was going to recommend around the clock surveillance of the property using small aerial drones. According to the contractor, there is even a large skylight she had him put in. With the proper hardware we could see right inside. That could at least confirm for us whether or not your son is on the premises. We might even learn something that will aid our decision-making.”

“And what if she’s keeping him chained in the basement?” 

Talia’s voice jagged uncontrollably, making Alexander roll his eyes. She wanted to brain him with his ostentatious onyx ashtray as he sneered at her.

“Then we won’t see him! But it’s certainly worth the effort to spy out the property and as much of the house as we can before we make the woman aware we’ve found her! It’s called looking before you leap. If we get solid photographic evidence that she’s keeping him, we can consider involving the police – provided we trust them not to botch it like Ruby Ridge or something. Christ, consider the headlines from that!”

Alexander lapsed into anguished dread. Privately Talia welcomed him (belatedly) to the club. But there was no denying the wisdom of a little prudent spying. Maybe they could scope out a way to pick off the bitch with a sniper rifle when the time came. One way or another, with Alexander’s acquiescence or not, Talia was determined to see that kidnapping cunt a corpse.

***

Breakfast in bed was wonderful and Alex a delight as he pampered her in every way he could. Nevertheless Rachel still had trouble getting going afterwards. She just felt low damn it, with the beginnings of a headache constantly threatening. Her slave tried everything to bring her into his glad mood, which of itself should have cheered her. 

It seemed yesterday’s lessons were bearing fruit already. And indeed she was tickled at least temporarily by the joyous awe with which he bathed and massaged her entire body barehanded for the first time. Rachel had even perked up enough to unlock insanely raging Allie for half an hour of safely harnessed teasing and torturing, sucking and pumping, titty-fucking and tonguing. By dinnertime the headache had finally arrived though. And as expertly prepared as ever, the meal didn’t sit right. Concerned and attentive, Alex hovered over her until his solicitude became excessive. Even then he anticipated her preference.

“You just want to be alone, don’t you Goddess? You feel like crap and I’m not helping.”

“This is true.”

“Maybe I should spend the rest of the evening and tonight in the dungeon. Then you can have the bed to yourself and I can suffer in sympathy with you. After the past couple days, I might start thinking I’ve been sentenced to heaven for my crimes.”

“You are an angel, darling. And heaven is wherever we’re together. But since I do feel lousy, I guess I can spread the misery a little. Let’s go.”

Downstairs, Rachel crammed a giant vibrator up his ass. She wrapped her cruelly bowed and limb-locked slave in sturdy chains. She fitted the ring-gag in and linked his stretched-back head to his stretched-out testes. Steel-toothed clamps pulled and twisted his nipples; more added their crocodilian grips to the pinch-marks of crawdad claws still decorating his attempted erection. Oh how his tethering frenulum fought the distention of his scrotum! Tears of happy masochism glistening on his cheeks, Alex mewled appreciatively as she chained his collar to the wall. 

“Just like old times, eh darling? I’ll see you in the morning. Hopefully I’ll feel better by then – good enough to give you a brutal bitch-boy buggering at least.”

Alex waggled his tongue at her to show his habitual lubricity. With that Rachel left him to his suffering and went to seek relief from her own.

***

It was maybe five hours later when she realized she was in terrible trouble.

Rachel awoke soaked with sweat. Her head hammered out her heartbeat. Her face flamed with fever; she shook with an uncontrollable chill. Her bowels were churning and she was about five seconds from puking too. She had the flu, or something even worse.

The flu didn’t send erratic spasms through your limbs, or make the room swoop about you. Staggering from support to support, Rachel barely made it to the toilet. She was so weak! The stench when everything in her innards came out in a ferocious rush of fire made her vomit between her feet. Wooziness assailed her and she had to duck her face even deeper between her knees to keep from fainting. Forcing herself to take slow, deep breaths despite the mingled stink, using her mouth trying to minimize this, Rachel concentrated on gathering her faculties. Sick or not, she suddenly had a desperate mission to accomplish.

If she became incapacitated before making it downstairs, they could both die hideously. It didn’t take long to perish of thirst – maybe three days. She had to set Alex free! Head swimming and thumping, her alimentary and eliminatory systems still trying to turn themselves inside out, Rachel shuddered violently. Her legs continued to weaken and twitch. How could she walk? The very idea of standing daunted her. Hell, she felt too wrung out to even wipe her ass and chin. The longer she delayed though, the worse grew the odds. Sobbing with revulsion and effort, the redoubtable warrior lowered herself to her hands and knees. Unable to avoid the vomit, she clenched her chattering teeth against her gorge and began to crawl for the hall.


Getting the door to the dungeon open almost defeated her immediately. If it hadn’t been counterweighted it would have been flat-out impossible. As it was she had to try over and over again, barely raising it by successive inches. Sweat ran in her eyes, blinding her. Finally with the shriek of a mad harpy she yanked it past the point of balance and let it crash back. 

Loose shit squirted from her at the exertion. Fresh pain told of torn fingernails. 

Rachel collapsed by the gaping trap. She was sobbing again, this time with disgusted degradation. Dry heaves convulsed her the second that sewer stink reached her again. Her throat burned raw with bile. For long minutes it was all she could do to inhale without retching. Finally her system subsided to a rebellious roiling.

After a few more careful breaths, Rachel rolled away from the mess. She sat up and swung around toward the steps. Her legs were so uncoordinated! Muscles trembled; every joint turned in ground glass. She couldn’t let any of it matter. Shaky feet first she started down..

Using her heels, her elbows, butt and back Rachel scraped herself raw on the stone. Bare-assed bloody and shitty she descended like a crippled crab. Even just this semi-upright posture sent the wooziness washing over her. Still there was no way she could afford to pass out now. Biting a chunk of her cheek helped to control her chattering teeth. Using the taste of blood as a goad, Rachel somehow held it together long enough for her to get low enough to just slither the last few steps to the floor.

Over her harsh gasping, the lady of the manse heard Alex. He was making sounds of concern and encouragement through his ring-gag. His chains rang and rattled with agitation. At last she marshaled enough breath to address him.

“I’m sick bad, baby. Hang on though, I’m coming.”

She rolled and squirmed and crawled and clawed her way across the room. 

“Eeees, eeeees!”

Alex was trying to tell her something. What?

“Eeees, eeeees!”

Shit, she needed the keys and had almost gone right by them.

Getting up high enough to pull these off the shelf was another monumental challenge in the face of hypotension. More cramps wracked her, more diarrhea dribbled down her legs. Still even with limbs as limp as linguini, Rachel had steel in her spine. 

Snarling curses at herself, she used the legs and corners and straps of her various torture devices to pull her way to the last few feet of open floor. Practically swimming across this stretch of concrete, she reached her objective at last.

Rachel was seeing two and even three keyholes every time she attacked a shackle. Her hands shook wildly, she dropped the ring repeatedly and her relentless headache seemed to send pulses of crimson over everything. It took the last of her resources to undo enough of her lover’s bondage for him to begin shucking off the rest. Then the redness constantly encroaching on her vision turned to black, and that was that.




Chapter Thirty-Six

Dangers Known and Unknown

From perversely savoring every bit of his suffering, Alex had been cast into a near-panic. 

Rachel was sick all right – sick as hell. With the embodiment of his godhood unresponsive beside him, all the day’s gladness dispersed. He had to act fast, and he had to act correctly. First he had to get her fever down, get her cleaned up and comfortable.

Urgently Alex flexed limbs and digits. Using the excuse of restoring function he expediently expelled the vibrator and otherwise relieved his erogenous bits. Tingling and even stinging as he resumed circulating, he scooped Goddess up, unmindful of the mess. He’d spent days wallowing in worse for her. Murmuring reassurances she couldn’t hear, Alex carried her up to the bathroom. Using his toes he turned the water on cool. Even as the tub was filling he eased her into it.

Quickly he scrubbed that heavenly body. Not even thinking to linger, he left her to soak safely and hurried to the pantry. 

Though they composted organic garbage and burned combustible products, flattened and stashed used cans, Rachel still had a supply of plastic trash bags. Alex quickly stripped the sweat-stained bed and placed a layer of these on the mattress pad. A big absorbent beach towel came next, followed by a clean flannel sheet, another garbage bag and lastly a smaller towel positioned to catch any further incontinence. He dashed back to the bathroom.

Thinking miserably of the time he’d carried his deity dripping and drunk to the bed for loving, Alex drained the tub and dried her off. He doctored her scrapes, then lifted Rachel again, feeling the fever-heat radiate. Carefully he returned her to her starlit bower and tucked her in.

Thank heaven she’d had the wherewithal to come and free him! Whose stupid fucking idea had it been for him to spend the night in chains? 

Alex caught himself on the brink of standing there castigating himself while his owner slipped away. Asshole! He hurried to put a cool cloth on her forehead. Then from the kitchen he gathered a pitcher of water, several bottles of fruit juice and the aspirin off the windowsill. 

Goddess had a store of antibiotics as well as sedatives and other drugs. But Alex hadn’t a clue which (if any) to use. He didn’t even know what was wrong with her. What was up with her muscles? She couldn’t walk at all. Even unconscious, her arms and legs twitched involuntarily. The flu in July seemed equally unlikely. Who could she have caught it from, the chickens? Suddenly Alex’ eyes went right to all those bug bites.

Feelings of inadequacy forgotten, leaving the messes in the bathroom and downstairs for later, he hurried to the computer. In seconds he was running searches for mosquito-borne illnesses endemic to the area. Comparing his owner’s symptoms to those listed quickly pointed to the almost certain culprit: West Nile Fever.

Shit! And they’d been guarding against ticks! 

While most people can just shrug this virus off, about one in five falls prey to the headache, joint pain, nausea, diarrhea and fever he was seeing here. In just one percent of cases however, swelling of the central nervous system can occur, leading to dangerously high fever, muscle spasms, temporary or persistent paralysis and even death. Worst of all, there was no cure. The best he could offer was palliative care.

Goddess would either get better or she wouldn’t. In the worst case, she might go comatose and need IV fluids. That seemed to be the only thing a hospital could provide that he couldn’t. 

Aspirin for the fever, liquids to replace what she was losing, and maybe narcotics for the pain: all these were indicated and available. Feeling marginally better, trying to avoid thinking about the twitching in Rachel’s limbs, Alex went back to check on her.

Changing the cloth on her forehead, he thought she seemed a smidgen better. The twitching was less pronounced, thank goodness. Muscle convulsions, paralysis, death by encephalitis… Alex shuddered involuntarily himself. Gently he tried to wake her, hoping to get some juice and pills into her. Goddess remained unresponsive.

Sooner or later she’d surface. He would be here when she did. He would stay by her side every second. He’d be the most committed nurse in existence. Unfortunately circumstances required he act as orderly around here too. Now, while she was resting relatively peacefully, and before the stink could set in, was the best time for that. Ever the dutiful chore slave, Alex hustled off to clean up the messes his mistress had left between here and his sleeping pad.

***

Robert Myers woke a minute before his phone was programmed to act as an alarm clock. 

Though he’d slept less than seven hours after working for thirty-two straight, he canceled the alert and checked his messages without complaint. The motel around him was crack-of-dawn quiet. He could actually hear birdsong. A pearly opalescence was creeping in his window.

A truck roared by outside. So much for that. Myers concentrated on business. 

Rather than be demoted or reassigned as he’d expected after finding Rachel Blaine (and losing Eddie Valdez), he’d actually been placed in operational charge of the case under only Jacob Reinhart. Now he was pleased to see the preparations he’d ordered carried out overnight had proceeded unobjectionably. After sending the message to expect him within the hour, he went to take a quick shower.

Eddie Valdez: apparently the man had been a worse pig than Myers ever suspected. Relieved to be free of his former partner if professionally discomfited by his death, Myers let his last consideration of the matter follow the bubbles down the drain. By the time he was drying off he was occupied by the details of dealing with today.

He’d needed a base of operations from which to carry out discreet surveillance of the subject. That had been yesterday’s top priority. Luckily they’d found a house for rent in Bryson, the town closest to the canyon home of their quarry. From its sheltered rear yard they’d be able to launch and recover small UAVs without attracting the notice of the locals. By now the electronics and other hardware required had been moved in (under the convenient cover of darkness), the specialists he’d been assigned were due to arrive, and by noon at the latest they should be getting some real-time intelligence.


Not for the first time, Myers fretted over what to expect. 

A well-armed, dug-in survivalist with military skills and a grudge against everyone (and men in particular) was not the sort of adversary to be approached enthusiastically. 

Such folk were generally better left alone to stew in whenever private paranoia obsessed them. On the other hand, if he was the guy being held prisoner by such a one, tortured and raped on a daily basis, he’d certainly be praying for the kind of intervention it was his job to make possible – if not pull off entirely. 

It was too bad they had no electronic avenue for audio eavesdropping, no way to tap in and hear what was going on inside the cabin. The place was either isolated or encrypted digitally, and getting close with a directional microphone was a joke – like begging for a bullet in the head. Still real-time aerial video of the property, made capable by the recent explosion in commercial drone technology, was an advantage one could barely have imagined only a decade or two ago. As long as none of their little eyes-in-the-sky were brought down in the back yard by the resident birds of prey, they should be able to learn a substantial amount while undertaking a minimal risk. 

Hell, maybe they could wrap up this case by the end of the afternoon. Stranger things have happened. Holding to such hopeful thoughts, Myers hurried through his remaining hygiene. He was dressed and exiting his motel by six a.m. Excited, he felt oddly convinced that the day would prove consequential – one way or another. 

***

Rachel regained a sludgy awareness. 

It was awareness of pain and misery, of terrible sickness, but at least she was conscious of who and where she was. She recognized the face hovering over her. 

The corn-silk hair was in dirtied disarray. But as always the sky-blue eyes were honest and kind – as kind as the morning sunshine. She tried to greet her savior but her parched mouth wouldn’t cooperate. Her sluggish tongue was stuck and she felt as hot and desiccated as the Mohave, though some kind of ointment greased her puffy lips. 

Tenderly solicitous, Alex held up a carafe. A makeshift straw poked out, a piece of curved plastic tubing cut from a sterile catheter. She’d laid in a good hundred of these for bondage and torture needs yet never bothered to play with them. Glad to not have to lift her head, she accepted this one. Cool sweet apple juice soothed her to her soul.

“Drink as much as you can. You’ve got West Nile Fever, do you understand?”

Rachel nodded weakly as she obeyed. She drank until she had to gasp for breath afterward. Finally she forced her voice into use.

“What’s the worst prognosis?”

A frown cleft her lover’s brows. But those eyes never lied.

“Encephalitis – swelling of the brain and spinal cord – could kill or paralyze you. It’s very rare, but it happens. There’s no treatment either. You fight off the virus on your own or you don’t. But if you go into a coma you’ll need IV fluids. I’ll have to drive you to a hospital, or call for some kind of emergency helicopter. We could get found out and forced apart by an ignorant yet judgmental society.”

Rachel’s head was suddenly gyring. 

Should she stay or should she go, when and under what circumstances? Which would be a worse doom: death or separation? Would it be worth remaining alive if that meant the end of their private paradise, their mutually therapeutic sadomasochistic symbiosis? She had to decide, or leave it up to Alex. And how would he face such a crucial dilemma when it came? Clearly he was seeking her guidance here. Yet if forced to make such a decision for her, what would her infinitely devoted, determinedly suicidal slave choose?

Oh, she was way too sick to sort through such issues! In her addled state Rachel couldn’t begin to assign valence to any of the many variables. Attempting it made her stomach churn with more than just physical discomfort. 

Seeking to settle herself, Rachel pursed her lips for the straw. Alex held the carafe up again. She took another enormous drink, though even the moderate chill sank a spike of distracting agony through the center of her head. After some slobbery gasping and a sob or two, ‘Goddess’ Rachel had managed to shamelessly shirk the whole hugely momentous issue.

“I’ll get better. Keep me drinking.”

“Yes ma’am. You ought to take these aspirin now too. I can only guess at your fever, but I know it’s too high. Hopefully these might bring it down. Should I give you some painkillers as well? I know you’ve got a lot of different stuff stashed away…”

Rachel swallowed the aspirin with another sweet gulp. “Percocet.”

“Okay. Can you hold the thermometer in your mouth while I get it?”

“I’ll try.”

Though random tremors still traveled down her otherwise pathetically strength-less limbs, the teeth-chattering chills had temporarily eased their ague. Though sweat still clung to her like a singlet, Rachel was able to keep her flaming face relaxed enough long enough for her temperature to register.

“A hundred and two,” Alex announced after trading her opiates for the instrument. 

Once more Rachel drank as much as she could, this time of straight water. Fortunately her military experience included such measures to preempt dehydration. Then at her nurse’s urging she finally lifted her head, just enough for him to swap her sweaty flattened pillow for a warm, generously plumped-up dry one. Exhausted suddenly, abdominally bloated and viscerally aware that she was guilty of cowardice in the face of obligation, Rachel settled back into that blessed dryness. She could not afford to puke up all those fluids! As the Percocet made its first inroads toward easing her physical travails, her blinding headache and throbbing spine and joints, she swiftly sank right through that comfortable plush and back into insensibility.

Shirker or whatever, she just felt too much like shit to resist. Whether she ended up dead or better, wonderful Alex would forgive her, and look out for her always. Few could boast the comfort of such devotion while helplessly courting prison or oblivion.

***

For Alex it was shaping up to be the longest day (and likely night) of his life. 

That was saying a lot, considering the stretches he’d spent on the rack being shocked almost nonstop. There were also those first few nights of hogtied hunger and cold – not to mention his sentence in the sub-cellar for ejaculating on his owner and sending her into a post-traumatic flashback. Alex still couldn’t believe he’d been such an idiot!

Setting aside the fact that all that had been earned sanction or honorable recompense, such sufferings were mostly merely physical. This ordeal was taxing in an entirely different way. 

Watching his Goddess battle some miniscule assailant a billionth her size, some short string of genes that wasn’t even technically alive, was more stressful than Alex could have ever credited. Never having confronted such a crisis, he’d never been emotionally inoculated.

Terror for her combined with a general sense of uselessness. Anxiety over wrenching decisions that might still need to be made for both of them kept him constantly on edge. 

Huge responsibilities loomed, larger than any Alex had ever faced, and they daunted him. Worst of all, the physical ordeal was clearly just beginning. They had a hell of a long way to go and he was already so exhausted! 

Thanks to last night’s nearly disastrous bondage indulgence, he’d been awake for over eighteen hours straight. And this was after an incredibly eventful day and night previous, what with their momentous independence celebration and best yet sexual connection. Now he could be looking at days more of twenty-four hour duty. 

Alex actually found himself tempted to check Rachel’s collection of useful pharmaceuticals. Surely she had Benzedrine, or other amphetamines. A soldier understood such necessities. But using speed to keep awake would come at the cost of aggravating his anxiety. He’d be grinding his teeth to dust. 

The recreational Alex had never had much of a taste for stimulants anyway, outside of football season at least. Instead he counted his blessings that he wasn’t still chained up in the basement. Then he ducked out long enough to make a pot of coffee, and to ready some broth and other stuff for heating up at a moment’s notice. Afterward he returned to the bedroom. 

There he stayed at his station and fretted, watching over his owner for any indication of a change in her condition. Seeing that she was shaking with chill again, Alex adjusted the skylight over the bed, changing the polarization. Clouds had moved in to gray away the sunny morn. He was no longer worried about the greenhouse effect. Let the salutary daylight flood in!

***

Sheriff Jacobsen was amazed.

It wasn’t the speed with which the case was suddenly breaking. Things often went that way. From that first hint of progress on July Fourth to this possibly definitive minute was but two days, more or less: surprisingly typical after months of nothing. What amazed Mark were the technical resources available to both private corporations and the Federal government. Even with all the military giveaways these days, his little county sheriff’s department could barely dream of such capabilities – at least at present.

Working from a rented residence in the nearest hamlet, the security company hired by Alex Downing Senor had dispatched a small UAV to investigate the address connected to the woman they believed to be Rachel Blaine. Barely two feet square, this four-rotor ‘quadcopter’ carried remarkably powerful and varied cameras along with its communications equipment.

It was this latter gear that made it vulnerable to more powerful players. Whether they were aware of it or not, even as the commercial operators were receiving their data from all those lenses and sensors, microphones and GPS trackers – including this crystal clear video feed – the National Security Agency was intercepting, viewing and recording it too. Though it wasn’t even a part of their official investigation, Agent Cook and state bear Rudy Bryce had gathered with him here in Mark’s innermost office to share in their ability to eavesdrop. 

The fact that Cook could use Mark’s own desktop machine to connect to whatever labyrinthine network provided the view on his monitor might have given the ignorant citizen a qualm. But before long the birds’ eye perspective had captured all three of them. 

Beyond the beauty of the landscape they seemed to be swooping over, with its stunning vistas of forested mountains, was the suspense of their expectations. There was also a certain sense of triumphal trickery. The fact that they were seeing this before even the family that was paying for the privilege might at least help them anticipate developments. Mark would take any edge he could get. What had been a blissfully slumbering missing persons’ case had regained the capacity to become an embarrassment of disastrous scale – and then some. Still the vertiginous visuals were exhilarating!

“It’s like being Superman,” he remarked without meaning to, as the view provided by the drone dropped to skim along a just dozen meters above the treetops. “All you need is x-rays to see below the canopy.”

“I’m afraid all we can offer is infrared,” smirked Cook, “And only if they choose to turn it on.” The man had proved as oily in personality as Mark had imagined. Still his assistance was invaluable. Mark carried on subtly complimenting his contribution as the drone joined the road leading up the slope of Bear Claw Canyon.

“Too bad you can’t manage some kind of virtual reality hook-up. Hell, it probably won’t be long until you can. In any case it kind of blows my mind already.”

Bryce grunted agreement. All flattery and honest amazement aside, Mark actually felt a bit of a stomach-plummeting sensation as the aircraft swooped abruptly upward again upon reaching the long driveway now climbing toward the canyon’s rim.

Wary of being spotted, the operators moved to avoid this frontal approach. Swinging back out over pristine wilderness, they cleared the ridge and took a panoramic look at the driveway, property, and national forest spreading out into an infinite vista of more forbidding mountains ahead. When it was clear there was no other vehicular approach or even minimal habitation, the drone began a descending spiral toward the cabin.

Made conspicuous by its reflective solar panels, this sat in its small clearing with only its garden, shed and the matchbox toy of its almost military style SUV for company. Slowly they dropped low enough to make out the satellite dish, and to tell the difference between the solar panels and the glass expanse of the promised skylight.


Still hundreds of meters above, the drone held position for nearly fifteen minutes. Studying the structure and surroundings, waiting for any indications of activity, Mark was relieved to see no evidence of special fortifications. The walls might be thick and the windows small, but with the obvious weakness of the skylight, the cabin could hardly be expected to defy doomsday.

While they waited for the security experts to make up their minds to move in closer, Mark allow himself to hope. 

He hoped that this really was the home of some crackpot but innocent retiree who’d never heard of Rachel Blaine. Failing that, he hoped ‘Lori Kline’ had indeed put her various tragedies behind and remained alone and ignorant of this whole business. Heaven help him, Mark even hoped that if she had taken the kid, he was long since dead and buried somewhere in this trackless wilderness. The thought of a hostage situation developing out here with its attendant logistics and media attention made his balls crawl.

Then again, would it be too much to hope for something unforeseen that would tidily wrap everything safely up? When the drone finally began to move in again, closing the distance to hover above the roof, seeking a vantage that would allow its cameras to zoom in on that skylight, Mark knew he wasn’t the only one holding his breath.




Chapter Thirty-Seven

In Sickness and Health

That longest day dragged on. 

Alex pulled an armchair next to the bed. He’d never been much of a caffeine fiend either. Only at rehab had he partaken regularly, and that more out of conformity than anything else. The same went for cigarettes. Here he’d only indulged in either when they were offered, and the former very rarely. If ever there was a time to make exceptions though, this was it.

It gave Alex a guilty twinge to pillage his owner’s hoards without permission. He was confident enough in her approval however to pour a mug and light up right beside her – though only after he opened both the window next to him and the skylight above to vent the smoke. 

The coffee helped to keep him alert. The tobacco relaxed his jitters. Still Rachel remained unconscious, twitching and sweating and moaning from moment to moment as her body battled the virus co-opting her cells to make copies of itself. 

The drugs and liquids were helping at least. Changing the cloth on her forehead (so many successive switches), Alex judged the fever to be easing slightly over the intervening hours. And of course all the while the vigil continued to exact its own (comparatively paltry) price. Leaden eyelids fought against his various terrors to keep Alex increasingly miserable.

During one of Goddess’ quieter periods, he went to the bathroom. After relieving himself he stuck his face and head into the shower. He soaked both with cold water, gargled and spat. 

Quickly he combed out his hair, slicked it hygienically back and tied it off. He even pulled on a light short robe of azure satin, thin lounging wear his owner fancied garbing him in on occasion. Then he retrieved his old tablet computer from a drawer in her desk.

Naturally he couldn’t connect to the Internet or anything. But this still had his entire collection of e-books on it – not to mention all that domination porn. Returning to his chair by the bed, confident again of his owner’s indulgence, Alex actually felt of glimmer of his earlier gladness despite the adverse circumstances.

Mistress would more than just understand. Hell, she’d permitted him to handle her breasts. She’d rubbed them in his face and ordered him to enjoy life again. Beyond even that, she’d just put her life and destiny as surely in his hands as she had when handing him a loaded firearm. 

This kidnapper not only trusted her captive not to escape or betray her. She trusted him to do anything in his power to preserve her life and health and even that of the reciprocal commitments that bound them. Rejuvenated thus physically and spiritually, Alex opened an old Dean Koontz novel, one from his halcyon days in the late eighties, before he wigged out on religion. Keeping a portion of his attention constantly attuned to his Goddess, he poured more coffee and sought distraction in an uncanny tale of genetic engineering run amok in the nearby San Bernardinos.

As always in those days, Dean did his job exceedingly well. Alex was at the part where the reclusive canyon-dweller gets slaughtered by the monster when Goddess Rachel finally relieved him with a reason to close the book again.

She had been going through another quiet spell, with fewer erratic tremors. The second Alex saw her eyelids fluttering, he set down the tablet and leaned over. She opened and focused easily. She fetched a heavy breath.

“Kiss me, beautiful.”

Alex complied. Her sticky lips were still too hot.

“I needed that. You look good. Unfortunately I still feel like crap.”

“Can you eat something? I’ll have hot broth here in a minute, poached egg and toast in five.”

“I’d better try for both.”

“Take some more pills first.”

Alex helped her wash down more narcotic and febrifuge. He wiped her dribbles and sweaty face for her and dashed for the kitchen. After putting heat under the appropriate pans he dashed back and used two newly fluffed pillows to prop the convalescent up enough to swallow. He left her gingerly testing her limbs against the absorbent but weighty flannel sheet while he hurried to finish cooking. Serving up the simple fare within the promised five minutes, Alex found that dampened sheet had been convulsively cast off arms and breasts both. 

The former jerked with helpless palsy while the latter jutted and jiggled dramatically. Bracketing that always-present gleaming golden necklace, drawn into gravid swells by her slope, these were stippled to the tips of their nipples with goose-pimples. An oily dew of exudates laid on a sheen too enticing to be believed. Flushed and breathing hard, a fire of fever enlivening her eyes, Goddess commanded an irresistible allure even in her debilitation. The glint she gave her slave had enough erotic irony in it to reassure of the resilience of her spirit.

“My hands aren’t working properly. In fact I seem to be completely incapacitated. You’re going to have to feed me in my weakness, precious. Not going to take advantage of the situation and paw my tits silly, are you? Or maybe you could unlock yourself, squat atop me and pump your prick through my tightly quivering cleavage until you come all over my face again. The key’s right there after all.”

Surely he’d been guilty of gawking. Alex fell back on the facts.

“Nothing like that will ever happen to you again Goddess. Not forgetting the shock collar, I’d sooner stick my dick in a sausage grinder than take any undeserved pleasures from you. You know that. Let’s forget such lunacies and concentrate on getting you healthy again. You were supposed to be giving me a good old fashioned fucking this morning, remember? All I can think about is the pounding I’m missing out on.”

Knowing she would be shivering in minutes otherwise, Alex pulled the sheet back up to use as a bib for the time being. Then as tenderly as any mother hen he spoon-fed her solids and coaxed every last sip of the broth into her. Afterward Alex got her a clean top sheet and eased her back flat. The chills had returned right on schedule. Listening to Rachel’s teeth chatter, Alex cursed softly.

“Damn. I wanted to take your temperature again.”

“Do it,” she groaned. “Just grease it up first.”

Even now his lover quirked an ironic brow as he realized what she was suggesting.

“Are you sure?”

“You may have to do it that way later anyways. Better I get over the novelty of it now, while I’m relatively lucid.”

Goddess suppressed what sounded like a sob when Alex slid the thermometer where only his tongue had dared to enter since the ultimate unspeakable had occurred. Upon being shifted apart her semi-spread legs kicked like those of jonesing junkie for minutes afterward. Still she endured the violation and reactions silently until Alex retrieved his instrument.

“One-oh-two point six.”

“Fuck! Give me a blanket, baby. July or not, we’re going to sweat this fever out. Maybe I can sleep some more until it breaks.”

Sleep Rachel achieved. For forty minutes she lapsed into uneasy unconsciousness. Alex could only hope she managed to extract and employ some few nutrients too in that span. By the time it passed her system had chosen rejection. 

Luckily the nurse was ready. Almost the instant his owner lurched up yurking, her eyes panicky, her face an much uglier color of green, Alex was shoving a kidney-shaped pan under her chin and helping her to raise her head.

Rachel vomited wretchedly. There was a guttural bubbling, and a ripe stink indicated further evacuation. She retched afresh, bringing up a bit of bread crust and a broth of scalding bile. The skin of her neck and face flamed wherever he supported her. Sweat and tears trickled and mingled indiscriminately with the uncontrolled spit dribbling from her lips. 

Alex felt terror like never in his experience. Even in those nightmare seconds of vehicular homicide his perceptions had been swaddled by intoxicants. Now every instant scintillated with intensity. The idea that his deity might indeed die (before she ever had a chance to butcher him) had gained such a keen immediacy that he wanted to wail and rail at the pitiless sky outside. 

He’d been bitten by the same damn mosquitoes. He was the one who’d redundantly earned a death sentence. Yet here it was this exemplar of everything he held holy that was suffering such degraded peril in his place. It was offense piled on offense

Alex knew what his savior would say to that though. The only justice in the universe was that which they wrested from it for themselves. Looking at things that way, this could be another opportunity to pay down the infinite debt between them – maybe even the most meaningful yet. 

It was with fresh dedication that Alex banished his distractions. His resolve to nurse his Goddess expertly through this threat reinforced, he soothed her patiently until her system settled. He wiped her face and coaxed her into taking as large of a drink of water as she could manage. A few gentle kisses went with murmured reassurance. Finally her breathing eased. He set about seeing to her hygiene.

Luckily the towel and trash bag had spared the mattress underneath. Once he got his owner rolled over Alex cleansed her as reverently as ever. He replaced the towel and switched the top sheet for a fresh one again. Back went on the blanket. Her right leg kicking almost rhythmically, Goddess lost consciousness as soon as he’d tucked her in again.

He should have taken her temperature! He practically burned his lips kissing her forehead. Still there was nothing to be done but see to the soiled linen and resume monitoring her condition. Too anxious to eat anything but knowing he needed to keep up his strength, Alex helped himself to a precious bottle of beer this time. Circumstances demanded it.

“The English laborer’s lunch,” he announced to the quiet house. Sipping this nutritious tipple, he returned to the bedside chair and the Dean Koontz novel. Decapitating monsters that tore out your guts when they caught you in a canyon cabin no longer unnerved him.

***

So proceeded the afternoon and evening. Alex fought fatigue to keep Rachel as comfortable as he could, while encouraging her to take fluids at every opportunity. He watched the ominous muscle tremors worsen, and a weakness indistinguishable from paralysis render her ever more helpless. His own lethargy worsened in turn; twice he caught himself dozing off. Finally in a time of deeper somnolence for his charge he took a walk in the garden to shake off his torpor. 

The chickens were ecstatic to be remembered. Picking a handful of string beans, Alex broodingly munched on these. As yet unanswered were the dread questions ahead. 

Confronted with a comatose owner, should he take her to the authorities? What were the ethical essentials here? Was the chance to save her life worth the risk of their separation? And what if she should die in either case? What was he going to do then – go back to his parents, live alone out here like a religious recluse mourning divine abandonment, or just string himself up as he’d originally planned? Heavy dilemmas demanded to be addressed. Yet Alex could hardly stay awake, let alone think straight. Sighing, he left such existential questions with the chickens to resume his more menial duties.

By the time sundown finally arrived, Rachel had soiled herself twice more. Her fever was spiking into ever scarier territory and still Alex was at a loss for guidance. Worse, his beloved was beginning to slip into incoherence. At last he had to ask her straight out what she wanted from him. They had to figure this out together while they could both still reason.

She’d slept all her body would allow for the time being in any case. After seeing to her every comfort Alex sat on the edge of the bed. He took Rachel’s hand, which clung and tugged sporadically in his grasp. He offered his windows to intimacy. The blue of their deep communion sought its complement in that always fiery green. The glint of fever was beginning to glaze that blaze. Still his soul-mate responded.

“Thank you so much, darling. I couldn’t ask for a more attentive body slave.”

The praise in that gaze made Alex loquacious.

“Goddess, you know I’d give my life for you in an instant. You know that’s my most dedicate intent. You’re in the most fanatically devout hands imaginable. But I can only perform to the limit of my resources. What if you need IVs? You’re not getting any better yet. If you go into a coma tonight, do you want me to run you out to the nearest hospital? 

“What’s the worst that can happen to us there? We are two consenting adults after all. I went away with you perfectly willingly. Nothing says I have to tell anybody where I’m going or why as I explore this big old exciting world. It’s a free country. We haven’t broken a single law I can think of – except for maybe setting up a false identity.”

“That could be enough to put me in prison, if the authorities are feeling particularly vindictive.” Rachel groaned as a fresh spasm twisted her entire torso. 

“But not for very long,” Alex realized, his mind finally working again. Even as he soothed his patient’s distress he was speaking the obvious. “You’re a war hero. We’re both sympathetic figures, not to mention young and rich. There is nothing to stop us coming right back up here as soon as you get released. I could even stay and keep house until then. It would make carrying out my own final sentence a bit trickier. But we can worry about that when we have to. Even if you can’t finish me as exquisitely as we’ve planned, I can always hang myself in a gruesomely slow homage to you. I promise you this Goddess: even if the worst happens and you slip away from me this evening, I will finish paying you off for James and Caitlyn. You have my eternal word.”

Inexplicably Rachel flinched at this. Their communion disrupted, tears flooded. She shook her head wordlessly at his reassurance. She’d been growing addled, confused and emotional as her brain literally swelled in her skull. So Alex suspected a misunderstanding. He tried to apologize. Then he understood she was still intending to dissuade him from self-hatred. 

Even in her possibly fatal fever, Goddess wanted to reestablish the gladness, the esteem her many expressions of favor had birthed in him earlier. More, she might even be considering reneging on one of their most fundamental understandings. Maybe in the face of such ultimate decisions she meant to try to dissuade, absolve or even forgive him… 

“You are always so kind and noble,” she husked. “You shame me in my selfishness. But don’t you dare kill yourself, my darling. I refuse permission. You gave your life to me. And I have ordered you to enjoy it. I also told you to forget about James. I have repudiated him!”

Alex studied his owner, troubled by the idea of being denied his ultimate atonement, but disturbed anew for her by this expression of venom. Evasively Rachel looked away, shaking.

“Hold me, body slave. I need the comfort of your person.”

Alex dropped his robe and slid into bed at once. He wrapped her in his embrace, taking her burning heat and tremors unto himself. Now without the challenge of eye contact, Rachel tried to continue. But her words meandered nonsensically. She was so febrile!

“So amazingly good…you just don’t know… that betraying weasel…reward you… I have to reward you!”

“Reward me for what, ma’am?”

“Taking such… impeccable care. Being so…totally noble. Figuring all this out for me. You’re right…the hospital if I need IVs. We can risk it. We have all our lives yet… only lives we get… Dying such a stupid waste… Not all your blame. Damn that fucking James!”

Suddenly she was sobbing wildly. “You don’t know! I should have told. The truth you’re owed! I remembered… the maelstrom…not all your fault!”

Rachel wailed on, losing precious fluids with every tear. Alex held her, trying to understand what she was getting at, but missing too many clues. The only thing to do was be patient, coax her through her upset and try to get her to finally rest.

“Easy, my deity. I love you; Alex loves you, utterly and unconditionally, in sickness and health, until death do us join. Now what do you want to tell me? What’s not all my fault?”

“Caitlyn, and Jimmy, that cowardly bastard!”

In a blubbering, heart-rending rush, Rachel somehow managed to get across how she’d never wondered (or purposely refused to) what her husband had been doing out driving on the highway in the middle of the night with their precious infant. It had taken the crisis of her flashback to shake the realization home.

“He was leaving me, the son of a bitch! My daughter never should have been on the road at such an hour! She never would have been, if that asshole had a fraction of your character! So next time you think about hating yourself, direct a bit of it at him instead. Next time you feel guilty about being in my bed, remember that spot was vacated voluntarily!”

Again Goddess shuddered and sobbed, the raw anguish in her voice a match for any Alex may have entertained. Still he could only dumbly cuddle her, trying to fit this revelation into the complex calculus of his responsibility. When he spoke at last, it was with no intention of probing his owner or provoking any reaction at all. It was simply outraged perplexity (or maybe teenaged naiveté) that moved him to say just the worst possible thing. And with that Alex learned what his owner meant by the maelstrom.

***

In the scalding heat of her fever, every perception seemed either magnified or distorted. In the extremity of her upset over exposing the core of her true sickness, that which afflicted her spirit, Rachel was doubly vulnerable to another question that should have occurred to anyone immediately. Somehow she’d never got around to asking this one of herself either.

“Why the fuck would any idiot ever dream of leaving you?”

Why indeed? 

Maybe because not every idiot is a breast-obsessed, guilt-besotted masochist, a sexually malleable adolescent carefully groomed for a lifetime of brutal abuse.

Clarity was crueler than can be conceived. The sudden lucidity imparted by hyperthermia allowed in recognitions Rachel’s defenses had held at bay for over two years. They came like punches from her subconscious, aimed straight at her moral fortitude.

She was the reason Jimmy had left. 

She’d driven him away, scared him off with her predatory passions, screaming nightmares and penetrative-defensive hysteria. 

Her rape had left them sexually incompatible, you might say by way of understatement. But in addition to neither of them supplying what the other needed in bed, perhaps in her PTSD she’d become a bit of an alpha-bitch about not just sex but things in general. Started to bring her work attitude home with her, in other words… 

Neither of them had ever intentionally struck the other. But then Jimmy knew he was overmatched in that regard. He must have grown afraid of the newly bullying butch he’d married, the one that lost her head whenever he tried to stick it in and suddenly wanted to turn him into her simpering little bugger-boy instead. 

Somehow he’d become scared enough of her (or at least too intimidated) to decide he couldn’t even risk an honest break-up. So whose fault was it really that Caitlyn was in the car on the highway at a dangerous time of night? And was it any wonder why she’d never been able to grieve properly for her poor lost offspring?

Even as she teetered on delirium at these realizations, Rachel found them hideously compounded. Now how intolerable was this outcome? Not only was she to blame for driving Jimmy and Caitlyn into harm’s way, but her life had improved immeasurably as a result! 

Not only was she suddenly independently wealthy and in possession of the ideal slave-mate, a luscious boy-in-a-billion ecstatic to pamper and submit to her forever. But the rape-effects that had fucked her up so much were all on the brink of being exorcised as well. 

All this heaven had cost her was her darling firstborn daughter. 

<< screaming explosions incoming artillery thunder shuddering oceans-and-volcanoes-overturning-the-earth-in-apocalyptic-fury no no no no no no no!!!!!!!!! >>

This recognition was so appallingly galling the guilt hurt worse than her headache, worse than the agony that had invaded her spinal column to shoot stabs of errant animation though her otherwise lifeless arms and legs and abdominal muscles. 

Oh if only she had the vitality she would rage around the cabin, demolishing every object! Or she’d punch and choke and rape that irreplaceably perfect bitch cuddling her so wonderfully even now, turn him into bloody boy-pudding rather than consciously acknowledge this realization. As it was, Rachel could only shriek and rave in unbearable remorse and pain.

Fever delirium claimed her for real, a time-dilated, sense-smeared gyre that seemed far more than just metaphor. The world whirled with kaleidoscopic facets of protean horror. Yet not even incoherence allowed Rachel to escape the enormity of her behavior. The awareness of terrible guilt, and of having profited from monstrous dishonor in ways she could neither justify or forsake remained throughout her worst derangement. 

So did an eviscerating grief, finally freed. 

Oh Caitlyn! 

What did I place you in the way of, my lovely cub, my adorable little lioness? I never intended anything but the best for you, ever! Oh how I miss you, nursing and playing and even pooping yourself helplessly like me…

Between them guilt and grief waged war with the fever inside of her. Each affliction combined to see which could make her wish for death more desperately. As scathing in recrimination as she was crushed by loss, unable to even flee into insensibility after so much sleep, with Alex’ heroic attempts to comfort her tainted by the ignoble way she’d claimed him, Rachel repeatedly repudiated her agreement to accept hospitalization if necessary. Leaving this moral hell for the endless blackness of coma and death now beckoned like a blessing.

Tainted or not however, Alex wouldn’t let her go. 

He held onto her literally, his strong arms subduing the spasms that wrenched her limbs and back. Far more importantly, he kept her tethered to the reality they shared. Like a drug trip guru or spirit guide he doggedly talked her through every deluded loop. 

He not only endured but encouraged her ranting babble, endlessly refuting the accusations laid against her. From his shamefully welcome place in her heart and bed he steered her through fever dreams and soul-storms alike, pointing out portents of hope and always insisting on mitigating circumstances (rape, consequences of her career) that supposedly excused her. 

Yet even in dementia Rachel recognized her companion’s complementary dishonesty. He refused to cede her share of the blame, and yet finally even maintained that ‘sometimes things happen that we just can’t change’ and ‘we owe it those that love us to recover and carry on’. 

The irony of these clichés coming from her suicidal subject stayed with Rachel even when encephalitis (or simple exhaustion) finally brought an end to the maelstrom – or at least the current crisis of awareness. 

He stayed with her in person too of course. Indisputably proven true, loyal Alex was still enfolding her devotedly – and tenderly wiping her face – some time well past the nadir of that seemingly endless Plutonian shore. That was when the blackness hovering beyond the skylight finally closed in and claimed Rachel Blaine at last, eternally or not.

Now that she had the keys to free Alex of his own demons, she actually hoped not.




Chapter Thirty-Eight

Facing Choices

Robert Myers was dead tired. It had been another busy twenty-four hours, with less than one-eighth of those spent napping. At least this time he was able to shower and change his clothes before reporting to the Downings.

Once again there were four of them present in Alexander’s office: himself, Reinhart and the two clients. It had taken continuous convincing to keep Talia at bay all yesterday while they ran their surveillance, and distilling it all down into a representative sample of their findings had kept Myers up half the night. Now that it was nine a.m. there was no restraining the mother. Red-eyed as well, either from tears, her own sleepless night or an indulgence in high quality weed, she eschewed the shaking of hands and taking of seats to repeat her previous demand.

“Does she have him?” 

Myers cut to the chase as he opened a laptop computer on the desk.

“Your son is definitely on the premises. Happily he appears to be unharmed, and indeed in no danger whatsoever at the present. In fact, from the evidence it seems their cohabitation is completely consensual.”

“What!”

No one had taken a seat yet. Everyone crowded around the computer as Myers tapped keys. Successive photos of the property from above popped up, each one zooming in closer.

“The skylight you see is directly over the bedroom. In all the time we’ve been watching, Rachel Blaine hasn’t left the bed. She appears to be seriously ill.”

Now the photos showed a view looking directly down through that incredibly convenient window in the roof. The resolution was good enough to confirm the woman’s identity, for Talia breathed a curse and pushed closer. The next shot showed Alex too, holding a basin for her while she vomited. This was followed by pictures of him changing the cloth on her forehead, cleaning her like a soiled baby and even kissing her.

“I’m sorry, but there is considerable video of them sharing the bed overnight as well. And though the woman is clearly too sick for sex, their nudity suggests an undeniable intimacy.”

Talia was making an audible sound as she ground her teeth. Myers minimized the window and opened a video instead. Soon they had a bird’s eye view of Alex, looking perfectly alive and healthy, walking outside by himself in broad daylight. Under no apparent restraint, he visited a little shed, picked beans from the garden and stood idly eating. Myers paused the video.

“What happens next?” Talia asked sharply. Myers shrugged.

“He goes back inside and resumes caring for her. I mean, he even takes her temperature with an anal thermometer. If he’s been kidnapped, he sure seems like a happy, cooperative captive.”

“Appearances can damn well deceive!” Talia almost shrieked. “Who knows what kind of hold she has on him after all this time! He’s young and impressionable, full of guilt and hormones and still extremely mixed up. He’s not responsible for his decisions!”

“The law might disagree,” grated Alexander. “He’s been eighteen for a while now.”

“Then the law is wrong!”

“Mention that to the judge. I’m sure he’ll see it your way and overrule the legislature.”

Talia seethed. Then she seized on something else.

“What the hell is that he’s wearing?”

“It looks like some sort of robe. A bit effeminate maybe, but he left without any clothes.”

“No idiot, I mean around his neck!”

Hoping to preempt any ugliness, Myers spoke up.

“We’ve determined that it’s a collar of some sort, brown leather.”

“You mean like a dog collar!” Spots were flaring in her cheeks.

“More like those used in fetish circles, I think,” judged Myers.

“You see!” Talia was adamant to the edge of mania. “We’ve got to get him away from her! Now, while she can’t fight back! Why are we even sitting here? We should have gotten moving on this yesterday, as soon as the pictures came in! Damn you all, this is exactly why I wanted to be in on everything! I’m going to call the sheriff right now! “

“Will you hold it just a minute?” Alexander had to blare at his wife. After being called an idiot he probably relished doing so. “Haven’t you heard a single thing? To the cops that’s still no evidence of anything worse than bad fashion sense! This is California for Christ’s sake.”

He took a deep breath before continuing more moderately.

“No one’s going to go barging in there over the personal habits of two legally consenting adults. Not in this day and age, with so much worse to worry about. And any cop who would try is exactly the kind that would fuck it all up and cause a bloodbath, or create some kind of siege situation and accompanying media circus. You want to trust our son’s safety to the government and the insatiable cable news?”

“So are you suggesting that we just leave him there?” By the last three words Talia’s shrieks were entering crystal-breaking range. Alexander went back to bellowing in turn.

“I suggest we take the time to carefully consider our options before making any dangerous decisions! Right now he’s alive and apparently in reasonably good health. I’d rather not tamper with that too precipitously, if you don’t mind.”

“You’re just worried about your goddamn standing!” Talia accused. Alexander purpled and snarled mute murder. Before any further descent into acrimony, Rinehart interjected with a professional opinion.

“We believe more surveillance is needed. It’s been less than twenty-four hours. We can’t hope to understand the situation yet. The woman might have some kind of chronic problem. She may even be dying as we speak. Some of the symptoms we can see are dire. Another day or two might resolve the situation without need for any intervention.”

“And if she gets better again?” Talia demanded.

Reinhart pursed his lips. 

“Then we’ll get a more accurate understanding of their daily dynamic. We might see something that suggests involving the authorities is either inadvisable or unavoidable. I certainly would not recommend pulling into the driveway and pounding on the front door at this point. Not without a clear indication of criminal activity at least. People have gotten shot that way. The property is clearly posted and this is still the American West.”

“No criminal activity? Isn’t she living under an assumed name?”

“Setting up a false identity is illegal, but hardly worth rolling in the tanks for, considering the risk. She’s not using it to profit illegally, to launder money, for example. This ‘Lori Kline’ has paid up all her taxes and been a perfectly responsible citizen.”

Myers spoke without considering the financial shenanigans the oligarchs in the room no doubt employed on their own behalf. Hopefully the remark was overlooked in light of the overall message. It was hard to tell. Smoke might have been boiling out of Talia’s ears at their excuses. Rather than shrieking she now used a threatening growl that seemed to extend to the subsonic.

“I want my boy out of there!

“Technically criminal or not, whether the kid is complicit or not, if he has that Stockholm shit or whatever you call it, he still needs our assistance. He’s like one of those schoolboys that falls under the sway of his teacher, or some other sexual predator. He needs a loving parent’s ‘intervention’, as Mister Reinhart so helpfully terms it. And I’m going to see that he gets it!

“If you don’t trust the authorities to handle things correctly, we’ve got our nice handy hired help right here. If they can’t devise a way to safely snatch Junior away to a place where we can talk some sense into him, then I will find some security contactors who can! It’s that or I will go up there and bang on the door for myself! The bitch and I will have this out one way or another, mother to aggrieved mother!”

Talia was screaming again, and Alexander began shouting back. Myers wondered if the office staff were getting an enlightening earful, and how long before someone thought to speak to the media in spite of the clients’ clear aversion to publicity. Finally, after dozens of hurled epithets and inventively cruel invective, a compromise was bludgeoned out. Talia agreed to another full week of unobtrusive surveillance, on the condition that all information gathered be applied to the advance planning of her private ‘intervention’ in the event such proved necessary.

Having this latest responsibility placed on his plate gave Myers acid indigestion before he’d even so much as sniffed breakfast. 

It was a military truism that he felt sure Rachel Blaine herself appreciated: preparing contingency plans was the first step toward seeing them carried out, whether they were eventually rendered idiotic by intervening developments or not. Bad events just tended to accumulate momentum until everything went inevitably to hell. 

By the end of the twentieth century, the earth had been barely spared nuclear Armageddon over half a dozen times. Whether through computer glitches or simple human error, more hydrogen bombs had been dropped or lost and more missiles almost accidently launched than was in any way generally acknowledged. And now the whole service was getting decrepit…

Myers guessed some outcomes were just too scary to dwell on – unless doing so was your job. How’d he get into this line of work anyway?

***

Alex jerked awake, shocked by fear and shame. Dereliction of duty! 

Once Rachel had finally managed to rest, he’d meant to return to his chair and resume his responsibilities. He had to ensure his owner didn’t go comatose. He had to make preparations for transporting her down out of the mountains in case she did. Instead a second wind that had sprung up to sustain him through the maelstrom abandoned him just as abruptly. 

Before he could muster the energy to ease away from the invalid he’d become one himself. Yet even as chagrin seized the suddenly surfacing sleeper (oh my Goddess don’t tell me she’s gone), Alex knew she was not. The body molded to his was neither cold and still nor baking hot. It felt exactly as warm as his, as warm as it did every morning. Identical as well was the deep and easy way she breathed. Spasms no longer wracked her, and by extension himself. Though he could smell sweat everywhere, none of it was fresh. Her fever had broken while they slept.

Alex also smelled stale urine, and felt the faint dampness at his hip. She’d voided at some point in the last ten hours. But the diarrhea seemed to have run its course. Gingerly he lifted his free arm. When Rachel remained quiescent he gently lifted the cloth from her forehead, which had dried and slid askew. Then he silently cursed himself as she stirred. 

Oh well. The sun was pouring warmth through the ceiling and it was nearly noon anyway. At least one of them had to get up and adjust the overhead polarization.

Rachel’s breathing caught in a yawn. Lucid and calm, her eyes opened and found him. Alex saw right away that the wild storms of the night before were over. 

He also read momentous implications that remained unstated. Intuitively he knew she was too convalescent still to explain the alteration the ordeal had wrought in her. His eyes kept the question strictly somatic as he asked how she fared.

“I’m alive.” 

That whiskey voice was a gravelly croak. “Thank you for keeping me so, and for much, much more. I guess we didn’t need the hospital after all, or any of my histrionics over going there. But in a way we did need them. Certainly I did. Once again you triggered me to truth through trauma in a way I badly needed yet couldn’t face unaided. We must talk of that later. Right now I need a long drink and a hot bath. But lovely mate of mine, I’m still too weak to get there myself. You will bear me to the spa will you not?”

“That would be my most poignant joy, Goddess of all I acknowledge.”

“First, let me test the recovery of my fingers. You have just – yet again – redundantly demonstrated that this is long overdue.”

Goddess squirmed weakly around until she brought her hands to his throat. 

Feeling those deadly fingers fumbling over his ultimate vulnerability sparked a spike of unexpected excitement in Alex. He flashed back to being choked and fucked to the cusp of nothingness for a moment. But of course his body-and-soul owner wasn’t interested in throttling him as promised. Something about the gesture suggested the opposite as she perhaps symbolically unlocked his shock collar and for the first time ever took it off him.

“If I ever thought I needed to protect myself from you, that was obviously as obtuse and deluded as the rest of my quest for vengeance.”

Weakly she tossed that heavy leather-and-metal band as far as her feeble resources could propel it. “There: let us have no more pretenses. Now, let’s get me cleaned up and re-irrigated so I can recover in comfort. Then we must have a mutual realization session. We must discuss how misguided we both have been about certain things.”

“Your will, my lady.”

Not allowing his anxiety at this prospect to weaken his pride at this expression of trust (yes, he actually felt proud of himself), or his rejoicing that his owner was alive and safe in their still private paradise, Alex gathered her up. Before carrying her to the bath he read the request in her expression and kissed her deeply. 

Both of their mouths were gummy and yucky. It was like kissing after a liquor binge. It was still filled with loving certitude.

In the bathroom Alex ran cold water in the sink while the tub filled hot. They each drank their fill. Alex added the bubbles and such, bathed his Goddess with holy awe and exemplary attention, and left her to relax in the churning water while he changed the bed. 

He prepared a convalescent’s breakfast for her again and opened a large can of sliced peaches for himself. Once he’d re-enthroned her in regal splendor however, lounging supine on the pillow-piled bed with the wide-open skylight bathing them both with healthy fresh air and sunshine, he ended up giving Rachel most of the peaches too. He even insisted she drink the sugary syrup.

“You need the nutrients. I’ll eat something later, while I catch up all the chores.”

“Why don’t you do that now? Sugar or no, I’m exhausted again all the sudden. I believe I’m slipping back toward a recuperative snooze.”

“Wise decision, ma’am.”

“One more kiss.”

“That’s a wiser one.”

Alex made sure he did it right.

***

Once Rachel was comfortably slumbering, he began in the basement. 

Knowing how averse the lady of the house was to odors taking hold in that windowless retreat, Alex once again scrubbed the floor and steps with detergent. He left the trap door up and an oscillating fan on and considered lighting incense. Instead he tore up a handful of fresh basil leaves and scattered them around. All the while he wallowed in reminiscence of incredibly redeeming dungeon torture, and in desperately cherished intentions he suddenly feared for. 

Condemned criminal that he was, Alex couldn’t escape the growing surety that his promised executioner was thinking of reneging on their most definitive commitment to each other. And here he was agonizingly stretching for erection again just thinking about the (literally) killer cock-tusk he’d just crafted down here. That one in fact, sitting right there, made from the second ‘share’ and intended for carrying out their culminating date with justice and destiny.

Alex sighed, then took a deep breath of the suddenly piquant air. Reinvigorated, he blessed the effect of the basil. Climbing the stairs lightened his mood further. 

Last night he’d been worried about delirium, coma, paralysis, discovery by the authorities and his beloved dying in his arms or worse, behind an institutional pane of glass. He’d been facing an eternity of listening to his victims scream with no possibility of relief. Now his deity, the only meaning in his residual existence, had defeated the mosquitoes and the last of her demons too. Thanks in no small part to him, she was safely on her way back to full mental and physical health. And for his efforts in seeing her through this dreadful dual ordeal, he’d actually earned the removal of his collar! 

Of course she’d trusted him with her life many times, and hadn’t used the sanction function since he had so unforgivably violated his oath of impotence. But the formality, and finality of this gesture stirred again that almost forgotten feeling of pride. More buoyed by this than any memories of a breast fetishist’s pleasures, Alex made quick (but quiet) work of cleaning the cabin. With Goddess still sleeping deeply he made some preliminary preparations for their next meal, snacking a bit as he did. Then though it was just getting to be the hottest part of an early July afternoon, he went to catch up on his outdoor chores, most notably the weeding.

Alex let the mundanity of the labor lull away his worries and dull away his unseemly self-satisfaction. 

As with those breast-blessings so generously dispensed, whatever Goddess decreed would be. He’d given his life into her hands, pledged it to her undisputed possession. 

Granted, he’d done so on the understanding that she would finish it for him in a supremely satisfactory retaliatory act of sexually sadistic sanction. But there was little he could do now if she insisted on switching his sentence to a lifetime of slavery instead – short of deliberately fatal provocation, which he could hardly imagine planning. And it wasn’t like serving this woman was anything other than a fantastic paradise. It was just that Alex needed his obsession with payback to appease his own demons. 

The surety that the baby-murderer would eventually get the murder he deserved in turn was a huge part of what he trusted to keep those screams from regaining their former immediacy. It represented his greatest investment toward quieting them completely. It was what had brought him here in the first place, damn it! Still as he worked his way up the rows yanking out invading plants, Alex managed to keep sanguine. 

He would just have to trust his Goddess. Some as yet unforeseen understanding might be granted that wouldn’t leave him feeling too abandoned, or forever prey to a relentless conscience.

As if to reward this display of faith, the universe responded with the most inspirational intrusion. Like an emissary reminding him of life’s sublime capacity for beauty and surprise, an unbelievably majestic stag suddenly appeared at the edge of their clearing. 

Actually a large mule deer, this fellow nevertheless had an impressive rack for this early in the season. Frozen with wonder, Alex maintained eye contact until the big buck seemed to snort almost dismissively before melting back into the forest.

Though he’d probably just come to raid the garden, it certainly counted as an encouraging omen. It also suggested an opportunity for procuring a hundred or so of pounds of fresh meat, while their own frozen supply remained finite. Filled with intimations at once aspirational and murderous, Alex decided to eschew the garden too, at least for a while. 

He should check up on Rachel anyway. Eager to share his experience with the deer, he would perhaps also be more amenable to what his Goddess intended for him after such an auspicious encounter. Dusting off his hands and knees, he headed back inside.




Chapter Thirty-Nine

Day of Changes

Rachel was drifting in semi-sleep. Despite Alex’ attempt to be silent she heard the back door when it opened. Love flooded through her, along with gratitude and rue. 

Things she shouldn’t have done and were impossible to undo…these tore at her insides still. They always would, to one degree or another. Regret would be a part of her forever. Yet so would those other emotions. And they would make forging ahead acceptable regardless.

That, in a nutshell, was what she had to convince Alex of too. And finally she had the insight to accomplish this complementary redemption. She couldn’t wait to get started – though her still-depleted vitality could in no way keep pace with the passion her heart demanded. Anyway something told her the moment was too propitious to be missed when the sweet thing she’d so dishonorably seized peeked into the bedroom and sought out her gaze. 

He looked so earnest that despite its urgent burning that heart broke a little over what she’d done to him, and what she must do next. She had no choice though. She smiled a doting hello.

“Join me, my love. What’s got your eyes so alight with wholesome life?”

“I just saw a twelve-point buck in our back yard! He was fucking magnificent. He might also be checking to see if the corn is in yet. Maybe you should break out a rifle and take him down next time – you know, discourage any others and reload our larder. I admit I’d like to learn how to clean and butcher a carcass – even if we don’t need to leave any carrion at the hanging-impalement- crucifixion and animal-assisted evisceration gibbet as originally planned.”

Rachel let this gambit pass as supposedly innocently as it may have been made. Instead she dropped her own loaded suggestion.

“Maybe I should teach you how to hunt and shoot too. You showed good nerve and more with B’rer Bear the other day. We’ll need to live off the land a whole lot more eventually anyway. We can start tomorrow with a little target practice.”

“That would be awesome!” Alex’ thrill was deliciously tangible. Having removed the shoes he wore outside, he was naked, sweaty, and liberally dirt-besmirched. A prime buck himself, the smell of him as he approached was ambrosial.

Rachel wanted to drag him down and fuck him in every configuration she could conceive, every organ and every hole, in and out ad infinitum. He’d just changed the sheets again however, and she was still too debilitated. Besides, now was the time to finish last night’s business. 

She had to give her subject the chance to repudiate or even revenge himself upon her while she was still so helpless – if that was how he chose to respond to what he might very well consider a broken trust. Honor demanded that of her, unlikely as such an outcome might seem. She wasn’t any goddess really, just a very fallible human being. 

“Come and sit down. Just mind the sheets, you deliciously dirty and virile male, unless you want to be changing them again so soon.”

Alex just smiled at this consideration for his workload as he sat on the mattress at her side. Rachel took his hands and delved for her purest sincerity.

“I have to thank you again, formally and forever, for what you’ve done for me, not just last night and the past couple of days, but ever since you surrendered.” 

Alex tried to speak and she stopped him with a double palm squeeze. 

“By provoking and then guiding me through my latest emotional maelstrom, you taught me some things I needed to know about myself. In the process you freed a whole lot of grief that I’ve been unhealthily repressing. Between these achievements you’ve finally set me on my way to true healing, not just from the trauma of my rape but from the devastating losses so carelessly inflicted on me in the aftermath of that. Ironically you have redeemed me completely, while I have returned only damage to you. It’s time I balanced the scales.

“You’ve noticed that I’ve been trying to bolster your self-esteem recently, to get you to purge the hatred you so misguidedly hold for yourself. I’ve been doing this because it’s the truth: you are not a hateful person. You are a wonderful person who did a hateful thing. The difference is enormous, and you deserve to understand this. However, I was also doing this because I wouldn’t be able to keep the promise that had brought you to me otherwise. 

“Darling, I came to realize that only if you were sacrificing yourself out of honorable blood-debt could I in turn honorably accept your life and execute you. If this was just some twisted teenage suicide wish inspired by misguided melodrama and hormonal-inspired obsession, then I couldn’t in good conscience oblige you. In other words darling, I’ve been manipulating you so I can carry out our admittedly wildly thrilling plans to unman and murder you. Make of that what you will. I know I can feel only shame. But however you want to look at it, it’s been working, hasn’t it? You’ve been learning to let go of self-hate and enjoy life again.”

“That is true.” Alex’ eyes remained honest. Excellent. Then he added with a grin, “Being boob-battered about sure helped with that.” Rachel sighed and re-squeezed his hands.

“I’m glad. But here’s the greater irony that I know you’ve feared was coming. Darling young Alex, now that you too are progressing so well, I suddenly find it impossibly dishonorable to kill you in any event. I fear I have no choice but to break my promise. Let me list the reasons please. You will have your opportunity to argue with me.”

Anguished eyes searched hers. Still he nodded noncommittally. Damn, she loved this guy!

“I have been far more unjust to you than in using your obsession with my breasts to mess with your head. Forget also that I nearly beat you to death for accidentally ejaculating on me and finally setting me on the path to understanding. I now realize I was wrong to ever take you up on your noble offer. When I did, I had no idea you were not entirely to blame for my bereavement. I even purposely undeservedly determined to punish you for every insult I’ve ever suffered!

“Now, the fact that Jimmy put Caitlyn at risk by sneaking out on me with her, and that my own behavior might have driven him to such a craven betrayal in no way exonerates you. But it certainly adds to the mitigating circumstances. Combine our admittedly asymmetric but still shared responsibility with your exemplary character, and with your tender age at the time of the offense (also factoring in my concerns about misguided melodrama and adolescent sexual issues) and no impartial authority could ever approve your execution.”

Rachel paused to let Alex have his opportunity. He considered for nearly a minute.

“Forgive me, Goddess. But you question my motives. I must dare to do the same. Are you sure these are not just excuses? Are you trying to vacate the promise of recompense between us simply because you can’t bear to lose my person and services?”

Rachel smiled at the jibe.

“The two are not mutually exclusive. It’s true that I love you and enjoy being with you way too much to waste you that way. But I could still give you up if my convictions called for it. In a way they certainly do. If you choose to leave right now and return to the life I seduced you from, I will let you go with no questions asked. Given my obligations I’d have no choice but to cry and kiss you goodbye. But you don’t want to do that, do you my besotted young slave?”

“I’d rather go jump in a volcano, or off the nearest cliff.”

“I understand. It was wrong of me to take you, and selfish and manipulative to groom and use you as I have. But it’s too late now isn’t it? We’re both addicted to it. Tell me darling: last night, when you feared I might end up in prison or dead, could you imagine any scenario in which you would ever have been content to go on happily living without me?”

Loyal boy, he didn’t even need to think back.

“No ma’am. None at all.”

“Yet you would doom me to that same misery despite all my arguments against it?”

Alex’ gaze flinched away. Rachel pressed her case.

“The things you said to get me through last night apply to you too, you know. Shit happens. We all make mistakes, sometimes bad ones. We owe it to our loved ones to overcome them and to better ourselves in response. You admit that you’re getting better. The screams have been weakening as sources of torment. Are you sure you still need to escape them in such a last-ditch fashion? Ask yourself honestly: is it possible this death-demand of yours is now rooted in nothing more than your exhilarating fantasies of indulging in the ultimate submission?”

She let him take his time thinking about it. Though still downcast, Rachel caught a shimmer off those azure irises. Barely audible, his words came with the first drip.

“It’s possible. I told myself the primal association would ensure I carried through.”

“Then I must cure you of this association, as you have so beautifully healed me of my PTSD. That will be my most wondrous pleasure. In the meantime, forgive me. I must refuse the payment of your life. In fact, I will not even accept your insistence on slavery.”

To the sudden panic in Alex’ face, Rachel rushed to reassure him.

“We can continue exactly as we have been: enjoying the priceless symbiosis that we’ve found so redeeming and fulfilling. My urge toward dominance can happily meet the demands of your guilty conscience (and busy gonads) in heavenly perpetuity. But you remain forever free to leave me at any point you might wish. Never question that consent, or feel you have to sneak out like Jim did. We will simply call our arrangement a ‘wife-led relationship’ and leave it at that.”

Alex was nodding. They had read about the term together. More tears were dripping, cutting tracks through the dirt settled on him out in the garden. Acceptance of her terms – or an inability to refute her – finally made him meet her green. Beautifully true blue shone wetly but shyly sly.

“Can I still call you Goddess, and believe in your divinity?” Rachel returned a grin.

“If that’s what it takes, baby. Though I have some other plans for convincing you that it’s more appealing to live with me than to die by me.”

“Yes Goddess?”

“Yes indeed.” 

This further fever-realization had Rachel as relieved and excited to have a distressing conflict put to rest as the decision to rescind Alex’ death sentence. Though exhaustion was already creeping up on her again now that he’d graciously acceded to her decisions, she forced a purr into her sexiest she-cat growl.

“I’ve finally recognized the importance of the fact that my former mate abandoned his territory before being destroyed by you. This is another enormously important distinction. It means that you are no interloper, and only an incidental infanticide. I may allow you to mount me after all, my mane-less young man-prey. Despite being callow you have proved more than worthy. So in addition to revoking both execution and ownership, I set aside your sentence of impotent virginity as well. Once I’ve scored some contraception, we will mate in the more traditional manner.”

Rachel released his hands at last.

“I find I can’t resist letting Allie have me anymore. To hell with all these silly substitutes we’ve been using. And truly, it should be you who finally completes my sexual healing – even as I prove my forgiveness of you.”

***

Wait – did she just say forgiveness? 

All thoughts of losing his virginity, of truly having sex with this divinity (along with its million implications) were slapped from Alex’ head. He had barely ever dared even consider the possibility that his last living victim might one day forgive him. The only occasion he could remember – other than extremely briefly during her recent fever – had been on the night he’d first realized she loved him. 

That had been an extremely special evening, at least until he’d ruined it by so stupidly spewing on Rachel’s face and tits. Rendered forgettable by that disaster were the glories that had gone before. Now Alex suddenly recalled that moment of awed epiphany. He remembered thinking (as she was so wonderfully fucking him) that if his Goddess could find it in her heart to love and maybe even forgive him, perhaps he could too before he died.

So many influences were conspiring to urge him so! Even nature had sent him an emissary. His ultimate victim, accuser, and chosen godhood laid out ironclad arguments. She formally voiced love, gratitude, apology, and yes, even forgiveness for his most grievous sins. Now she offered what nearly any man would kill or even die for: her eagerness to couple up, to share that fabulous body in ways their fevered stimulation had so cruelly denied and yet primed him for. How could he possibly not embrace such heavenly redemption joyously?

Because part of him was still sickened by himself. And a bigger part of him was still invested in the black fantasy of sexual revenge she’d mentioned. 

By far the greatest part of Alex however just worshipped the fabulously attractive older woman he’d somehow been blessed to end up with way too much to refuse her anything. Even if he never learned to truly love and forgive himself, if his life returned to being an endless anguish he had to endure while his greatest aspiration remained permanently withheld, such was the sentence he would accept for having bereaved Rachel Blaine.

However, because he did owe her so much, and love her so much, he was more than just obligated to put everything he had into the attempt she asked of him. Indeed he was suddenly both determined and (maybe a bit belatedly) encouraged. 

All along he’d accepted, if a bit dubiously, his Goddess’ assurance that her favors were condign. Now at last he had a fact to back that up. 

He may have killed this woman’s baby, but as she’d said, her husband had already left her. That spot in her bed (and body) was open to claim and had just been offered. His spirit suddenly soaring, Alex felt well up to the challenge – both of overcoming his remaining reservations and the one in his Goddess’ grin and green glint.

“Goddess Rachel, I can barely begin to express my appreciation. You know I could go on about this for hours. Hell, I’m still aghast at the fact that you can even stand the sight of me. But let me limit my effusions to just this: I will gladly live happily ever after with you – or I swear you have my honest promise to try.

“It won’t be easy giving up my execution fantasies. But as you’ve just suggested granting other ones I’ve never dared dream of entertaining… I’m betting I’ll get over it.”

They laughed together. 

Their eyes shared libraries. Soon Allie was tearing at his tether again. Noticing this, Goddess had to give him another gleam and a tease.

“Not until I get protection. And not until I have completed my recovery.”

“I should go finish my chores then, and let you rest some more.”

“Bless you, my husband.”

“Keep drinking and taking your temperature just to be safe, okay?”

“I’ll let you do that, now and when you come back. So stick that thing in me, baby. I’m tired again, but also feeling a tiny bit kinky. Maybe I’ll feel better enough to let you use your tongue to get an estimate come dinnertime.”

“Your will always rules, my wonderful wife.”

***

Unfortunately when Alex ran out of things to do outside – restocking their bath supplies with fresh basil and rose petals was the last – Rachel slept on. A film of perspiration sheened her features. There was no sign of a return of the dreaded muscle tremors, or incontinence. Yet a measure of illness clearly lingered. Perhaps a slight setback was to be expected. 

Alex decanted a few aspirin and set them next to a fresh glass of water. Then he got busy in the kitchen, putting together a pot of vegetable soup for dinner.

Upon waking Rachel was less playful, more in control. She took her own temperature (ninety-nine point eight) and fed herself. Alex helped her to use a makeshift bedpan. Aspirin brought her fever back down within the hour and the deliberately bland soup stayed in place too. Still she was more in need of nursing than any other service. After listlessly watching some unchallenging television programming she drifted off again. Alex was left pondering her from his chair and trying to sort out hope from heresy.

He was no longer condemned to virginity, or eternal impotence! He was going to fuck and come like other men after all! Staggering in its magnitude, this promise was still a bit unsettling. There was the question of its scope. How far might these various permissions stretch? Could the lock weighing him down even now eventually go the same way as the discarded collar? Or would he remain restricted to very specific instances of reward, or wickedly minimalist performance requirements? What were the implications of his mistress’ choice of protection? What did women pick for everyday need compared to the occasional emergency measure? Unsure what he should be praying for and what prayers might be betrayals, Alex eventually found himself rearing and tearing at his piercings without even falling into fantasy. 

Restless with the pain and heat of his endless need, he steeled himself by recalling the first rule, the fundamental truth of a wife-led relationship. And that was that the wife made all the rules, especially in regard to sex. Nothing mattered but ensuring she remained optimally healthy and fulfilled. Seeing that Goddess Rachel was now sleeping soundly, with all sign of her fever having receded again, Alex slipped from her bedside to take a quick (and icy cold) shower.

Half an hour later, safely self-chastened, he rejoined his sleeping mistress. Still deep in recuperative repose, she didn’t stir as he settled in with her. Exhausted too from the demands of recent days, the happy slave fell into relieved peace.




Chapter Forty

Watching and Waiting 

Finally Talia had forced her way in to where the action was happening – or at least where it was being observed. After taking a room in the same deplorable motel Mr. Myers was staying at, she’d insisted on accompanying him to the rented house from which he was running his surveillance operation. 

This was only a couple dozen miles from where her son was being held – and far less as the drone flies. Excellent. Talia wanted to see him in real time, and not in some carefully edited highlight package. Advised that she might pay for her impatience with long periods of boredom between even brief views of Junior, she’d followed the detective in stocking up on comfort food on the way over. She’d also brought her vaporizer. She was going to need it.

Put a bunch of men together and you got instant pigsty. 

Ushered into the rented dwelling by Myers, Talia found the main living space crowded with screens and equipment, from each technician’s smartphone to the big main display on one wall, a monitor of at least sixty inches. Amid all the clutter and cables were also about a million discarded coffee cups, soda cans and snack wrappers. Empty boxes and packing material formed drifts in the corners. Wrinkling her nose at the mess, and at the reek of stale cigarettes, Talia pushed forward until right in front of that main display. There they were: she was looking down on her precious prodigal and that woman, once again sleeping peacefully in each other’s arms.

Toxic feelings roiled her. Oddly, amid her fury, worry, revulsion and outraged protectiveness Talia suffered a stab of shame. What she was doing was a whole lot worse than snooping through his computer – which she continued to do, having brought it to the motel with her. She looked around at the half-dozen men gathered. Some remained engrossed in whatever tasks occupied them, some conversed quietly (Myers was soliciting reports) yet beneath the quiet professionalism Talia still sensed an air of voyeuristic thrill. Her face heated as she raised the general question as crudely as she could.

“Have you gotten to watch them fucking yet?”

An uncomfortable silence fell before one of the flunkies spoke up.

“Uh, no ma’am. There has been no sexual activity observed at all. Just a few kisses.”

“They’re both still asleep,” someone else put in unnecessarily. “The woman may still be ill, though she’s stopped vomiting. They do act quite a bit like a couple in love though.”

Talia felt furious denunciations rising. Before she could vent them Myers touched her elbow deferentially.

“Missus Downing, we are about to launch a replacement drone for this one, which has about exhausted its charge. Would you like to see? Someone will alert us the instant anything happens here. Or we can just get you settled in comfortably. It’s your choice.”

Talia gave the screen another glance. Neither had changed position, though Junior now seemed to be smiling slightly. Glad for the distraction, she nodded and followed. Through an even more hideously littered kitchen and dining room they passed out onto a rear porch. More boxes lay piled about, more men stood around smoking, drinking coffee, yakking and tinkering with their toys. Some of them seemed little more than boys themselves. Looking up at their arrival, one goateed youngster still battling adolescent acne addressed Myers with enthusiasm.

“We’ve got serious upgrades today boss. Not only is this model quieter, it’s got a better directional microphone. If they go outside together we should have no trouble picking up any conversation.”

“Let’s hope the chance comes. All right, get it done.”

The bizarre little coptor rose into the air. It hovered a moment then flew off, still ascending. Talia was hardly impressed. Then Myers directed her attention to a laptop view similar to that which had captivated Sheriff Jacobsen. Likewise enthralled, she watched without speaking until the drone had joined its predecessor, which proceeded to depart.

Faced with the choice of watching on a little screen out here in the fresh air or on the big TV in that cigarette-y man-stink, Talia decided to endure the latter for as long as she could.

“Let’s make me a comfortable place in the main room. Perhaps one of your men could open a few windows, empty some ashtrays and bag up the trash when nothing else is happening. Or is that below their pay grade?”

“Not at all, ma’am. Things do tend to get cluttered up on a stakeout.”

They headed back inside.

***

Twenty minutes later Talia had the best seat in the house. The armchair was comfortable and right in front of that main viewing screen. If this control center was the bridge of the old starship Enterprise, she’d have been Captain Kirk.

Much of the trash had been cleared away and the air sweetened in here. Despite the improved conditions however it was still a stakeout. Talia drifted between anxiety, fascination, boredom and even brief flashes of that shame over her spying. 

The kidnapper clung to Junior with a desperate possessiveness that Talia appreciated completely. Meanwhile the boy was now indisputably smiling in her embrace. Damn them! Every slight shift in the sleepers’ position brought Talia to the edge of her seat, only to sag back in frustration a moment later. The morning dragged on and the temptation to use her vaporizer worsened by the minute. Perhaps sensing her tension, Myers left off complimenting the technicians over the amazing resolution they were getting with this new drone to reassure her.

“I’m pretty sure they’re waking up. You can tell when a person is emerging from deeper sleep. It won’t be long now.”

Nor was it. Talia had just declined (for the second time) a cup of coffee when the tech next to her nodded up at the screen.

“Here we go.”

Eyes had opened. It really was amazing what the camera could pick up from a hundred feet above. Still wrapped in each other’s arms, Junior and his abductor were smiling unadulterated love at each other. Their lips moved with speech and they kissed deeply. Grinding her own jaws together, Talia had just long enough to wonder if they were indeed about to fuck, and whether she could stand to watch, or allow these others to. Then Junior cast back the coverlet. He scooped the woman up and carried her off the bed – and out of their line of vision.

“So much for that,” remarked Myers. When about a minute passed with no more sign of activity, he nodded to another technician. “Okay, move the live feed to a secondary monitor. Let’s replay that again, one quarter speed.”

Talia watched it all again in excruciating slowness: the eyes opening and meeting almost as one, the kind of smiling greetings that stirred a painfully nostalgic poignancy in her, the long kiss and then the gallantry leading to exit stage left. It was Myers that pointed out the only change.

“He’s not wearing the collar anymore.”

“Do you think that’s significant?” Talia was ready to grasp at anything.

“It’s hard to say. It’s not a common fashion accessory. Maybe it just gets uncomfortable. The fact he’s allowed to remove it continues to suggest that even if it proves to be a bit kinky, this is a completely consensual relationship. I see no coercion whatsoever.”

Talia managed not to lash out at that. “Play it again, please.”

Myers did her one better by showing her how to control the playback herself. For the next half an hour or more while the drone showed only an empty bedroom, Talia re-watched that waking scene, along with reviewing bits and pieces (as well as long stretches) from earlier. Guilt continued to gnaw at her at surprising times. Nevertheless she still adamantly rejected the idea that Junior could be allowed to just remain here, no matter how complicit he seemed. He’d been out of his head since the accident. He was not responsible for his decisions. 

Deadly as she was, and a man-hating rapist-sadist too, that woman was not without sex appeal. Talia had caught every pimply tech present ogling her breasts at some point. Besides her bed, what else had she seduced her impressionable boy into? They were engaged in some kind of sick, destructive behavior up here. Talia was sure of it. Maybe even some kind of suicide pact. The evidence she expected couldn’t be long in coming…

“Whoa-ho!” Without asking one of those techs put the live feed back on the big TV.

Alex had reappeared beneath the skylight. Alone and naked, looking fresh from the tub or shower, he was stripping the slips from the pillows. Had he ever done that at home? With practiced efficiency he quickly changed the entire bed linen. It was when he leaned way across to tug down a fitted corner that Talia’s dread was finally rewarded. Her voice jagged a little with the abruptness of her outburst.

“What’s happened to his backside?”

“Looks like old bruises.” Myers might have been trying to mollify her. “Maybe they’ve been playing at paddling or something.”

“Or something!” Talia closed her eyes and took a few deep breaths. When she opened them the bed was made and Junior out of view again. Myers was already moving to replay and freeze frame for her. Before he finished the front door opened. Reinhart entered, followed by her husband. Talia seized the instant.

“I told you she was hurting him! Look at this!”

Of course Alexander tried to sidetrack her by complaining about her initiative ‘dragging him up here’ after her. Then he joined Myers in downplaying the import of ‘a little discoloration’ until Talia wanted to paddle him too. After a quarter of an hour and no little screaming, she had to retire to the bathroom fighting tears of frustration and outrage. 

Naturally the seat was up and the rim splattered, the bowl un-flushed. Floating with butts and the odd pubic hair, this fouled the air. Fighting her gorge (along with a contempt for all things male) Talia flushed and slammed the lid down. Rather than sit there she remained standing at the sink while she loaded and used her vaporizer.

Calmness returned with the now familiar buzz. She sighed and turned on the ventilation fan. When she emerged, it was to meet one of the flunkies sent to alert her.

“They just came outside. And they’re carrying guns.”

Her mouth suddenly drier than even the weed could account for, Talia hurried after him.

***

Though still rather weak, Rachel felt a keen sense of renewal upon stepping outdoors. 

The challenges and changes of the past few days were reason enough for this of course. Still the fact that they were packing long guns evoked the old camaraderie of her military days – before her rape and the way it had so twisted her. Teaching her volunteer how to shoot almost felt like a repudiation of so many subsequent acts of dishonor. It put a smile on her face to make up for the lack of spring in her step.

As a July morning it was heating up good and proper. Too bad. She was damned if she’d risk any more insect bites. Along with her old officer’s cap Rachel wore combat boots and one of her many body stockings. This one was a flat desert tan. Claiming he preferred the cool simplicity of nudity, Alex had settled for just socks and shoes. Despite carrying the larger of her rifles, he also had an old quilt tucked under his arm and was hauling a chair for her. As she led the way to a spot between the roses and the garden, Alex gave her a wink.

“Remember the first time we came outside? Weren’t you using me as the chair?”

Rachel returned a grin. “Fun, wasn’t it?”

“Wonderfully distressing. So, how shall we set things up?”

“Spread the quilt. We’ll face the ridge; use the earth as a backstop.”

They settled on their bellies. They inserted shooters plugs in their ears. Rachel raised her voice as she adjusted Alex’ limbs.

“The prone position is the most stable and the easiest to fire from. Try this two-twenty three. It’s a varmint rifle mostly. But with the right loads it still has the punch to drop a deer, an elk or a man. Let’s hope you never have attempt the latter. But if you do…”

“I will do exactly as I’m instructed. And I will let nothing come between us, ever.”

“That’s my brave boy. Okay, raise that weapon. Get the stock in tight against your shoulder. Good – now choose a tree trunk on that slope. Line up the sights. Take a deep breath, let half of it out and squeeze the trigger incrementally. The report should surprise you when it comes.”

Alex proved a quick study. After blasting bark off half a dozen different trees, he’d demonstrated enough proficiency to satisfy the old soldier. With enough practice the boy should become a proper marksman.

“Good enough. Let’s see how you do with the big gun. 

“This is an HK-91. It’s about the best assault rifle available, yet it’s accurate enough for long range work. It’s set on single shot, yet it can also fire in three-round bursts or on full auto. It’ll put a round through one of those trees and still kill someone hiding on the other side.”

“Just in case anyone tries to fuck with us.”

“I’m more worried about poachers and pot farmers than the police. But if it comes to fighting for our unity…”

“We do what we have to do.”

Alex shouldered the rifle. He found and disengaged the safety and began firing. Not just bark but big chips of wood burst from trunk after trunk. Rachel let him use half the clip before nudging him to stop.

“Okay, that was good. How’s your shoulder?”

“Nothing a mad masochist can’t handle.”

“Then switch to intermittent bursts. After you finish that clip we’ll see you change it and then try it on full automatic. Soon we’ll make a true warrior out of you darling, one fit to be my mate, my protector and my battle partner.”

“That would be a day to celebrate.” Alex put his eye to the sights and resumed firing.

***

Robert Myers still felt a sense of dread inevitability about events. What he saw on the monitor, and in the room about him, steadily worsened his mood.

Alexander Junior was still taking firearms instruction. He’d worked his way up to standing while firing on full automatic – the most challenging position. From her seat on the chair Rachel Blaine continued to expertly coach him and the kid was an apt pupil. The parabolic microphone proved as good as advertised and with both subjects bellowing to be heard over gunfire and earplugs, the watchers were finally listeners, privy to every word. What they heard only reinforced every other bit of evidence so far, not to mention this whole incident: that the cohabitation here was as consensual as could be.

The kid was not only not being held under duress, he was being trained to participate in their defense. They were not captor and prisoner but lovers determined to protect their autonomy. 

Under normal circumstances this would be excellent news. If there was no crime or crisis, there should be no need for their interference. Unfortunately the mother was never going to see it that way. She kept leaping on signs or admissions of deviance between them to demand action.

“Why is he running around naked all the time?”

“Are those scars?”

“He called her ‘Goddess’! And he always speaks so respectfully.”

Alexander Senior’s responses grew ever more surly.

“It’s July and who’s to see?”

“So what if they are?”

“Gee, you’d almost think he loved her!”

“That’s not the point!” Talia was scaling toward a shriek.

“Quiet! They’re talking again.”

The room fell silent but for the clicking of keyboards. Miles away yet right in front of them, Junior was basking in his supposed captor’s praise.

“Excellently done, darling! You always do take instruction well.”

“Can’t take credit for that. You’re an amazing teacher ma’am, with or without your favorite paddle. That reminds me: how’s your recovery coming? Are you holding up okay?”

Rachel Blaine shrugged.

“I’m a bit weak yet. The sickness is gone. A couple days of rest and I’ll be my old self.” 

Talia’s brow darkened. Nevertheless she held herself to silence as her son responded.

“I’m glad. I miss your vigor. And we have new understandings to celebrate and all.”

They smiled at each other and shared a moment of clearly meaningful silence before young Downing spoke again. Myers groaned inside even as the mother did audibly.

“It seems like forever since our last dungeon date. Yet it was only a few days ago, when I got cheated out of my due. You were supposed to leave me suffering all night.” 

“I know. What a disaster that almost was. But I don’t need the totality of my vitality to indulge in brutality. If you miss our symbiosis that bad, after lunch we can electrify young Allie. I bet he’d love a chance to stretch his neck.”

“He would at that.”

“Well, here endeth the lesson. Let us return this stuff to the house. I’ll show you how to break down, clean and reassemble both rifles. Once they’re ready and racked we’ll have some more of that excellent vegetable soup you made. Then depending how lively I remain we’ll descend to heaven for some subterranean fun.”

“That sounds fantastic.”

“Give me a kiss then baby. You can carry me inside as well – save my energy for infusing it into you, as it were.”

They laughed as lovers will over a bit of risqué banter. Downing indeed kissed her. He checked that both rifles were empty and carefully slung them over his shoulder. A bandolier full of ammo clips followed and then he scooped up the supposed invalid in his arms. They giggled and nuzzled one another, while the kid’s mother ground her teeth so loudly Myers could hear it two meters away. For himself, the detective was impressed the guy could even lift so much. He didn’t seem to be any kind of weakling. Finally the two of them headed back inside, leaving the chair and quilt – and spying eyes – behind.

Talia didn’t wait two seconds after the camera lost sight of them to turn on her husband. Her eyes spat sparks and her incisors gleamed between writhing lips. Her voice was a sibilant hiss.

“She is abusing Alexander!”

Already Myers was switching the video and replaying the latest exchange. They listened to it again, Talia leveling an accusing finger at the mention of a ‘dungeon’, and wincing horribly at the suggestion of something being ‘electrified’. The father, while twisting his own mouth with distaste, at least retained grasp of the legalities involved.

“How abusive can it be if they’re laughing and kissing about it? Not to mention holding machine guns while they do so. Hell, they look happier together than we have in a decade.”

Talia seemed stabbed by recognition at this. But any hesitation was quickly crushed.

“I don’t care! I told you, he’s not responsible. He’s enraptured by that evil witch!” Sweeping a contemptuous glance around the room, she included everyone present in her reprimand. “Tell me this: If it was your eighteen year-old daughter being held by a known rapist ten years her senior who was beating and torturing her, would you be okay with letting her stay? Or are you all just a bunch of sexist pigs who think because he’s male this is a kinky hoot?” 

Having no children, Myers couldn’t say how he’d face such a situation. He recognized the double standard, but wasn’t yet ready to repudiate it. In any case an abashed silence fell before feminist challenge. Then Alex Downing the elder stepped up in the name of the patriarchy.

“We are not here to argue hypotheticals. We have to deal with this situation before us. The fact is, these two are obviously deeply involved. If we try to come between them, they will resist us. Given their weapons and training, they could do so violently. In fact, let me quote them both: ‘Let’s hope you never have attempt the latter. But if you do…’”

“I will do exactly as I’m instructed. And I will let nothing come between us, ever.”

It was Reinhart who finished, before Downing resumed.

“People may get killed here, including Junior. Or he might commit murder for real this time and end up in prison for life after all. How exactly do you suggest we ‘intervene’ in our adult son’s choice of sexual lifestyle anyways? How do we get him away from her? And please don’t suggest we do something criminal ourselves. I’ll be damned if I’ll go to prison over this.”

“I don’t care how we do it, but we have to succeed!” Talia was practically snarling as she watched the two kissing again. “The next time they come outside, we should have someone waiting in hiding to shoot them with a dart or something, a sedative.”

“Fine!” Downing sneered. “So far you’re trespassing and committing assault, assuming you defeat their security. Say it works and we get away with it. What do we do when Junior comes to, and demands to go right back to her? Keep him prisoner ourselves? I keep telling you he’s eighteen. We have no legal hold on him! “

“And I keep telling you we should have taken them the first night, while that woman was incapacitated. Snatch him out then, call the sheriff on her, and she’d be in jail already!”

“And how exactly would that have changed the situation with Junior’s age?”

“I don’t care about his age!” Talia’s shriek threatened the glassware again. Downing turned a long-suffering look on Reinhart, who took his cue.

“Please Missus Downing, you agreed to give us a week. They aren’t going anywhere.”

“Except to some dungeon, where she’s no doubt raping him and electrocuting his genitals as we speak!”

“Well, he’s been through months of it already. And he still looks perfectly healthy and happy. He claimed to be a masochist; I’m prepared to take him at his word. I don’t think a few more days will matter one way or another.”


“So much compassion from a father!”

Seething, Talia returned her glare to the screen. There was nothing new to be seen. Myers cleared his throat and she immediately wheeled on him.

“Fine: if we’re just going to keep spying, then I want to be here fulltime while we do it. Is there a bedroom I can move into?”

While Downing threw up his hands in exasperation and Reinhart nodded subtle acquiescence, Myers shrugged.

“There’s an extra bedroom, and a bed even, but no mattress or bedding.”

“Fine. Go to the closest Wal-Mart. We’ll get me one of those inflatable aerobed things, and a set of sheets and blankets. Then I want Junior’s computer brought here from the motel and set up in there, along with desktop access to all of this.”

“Right away, ma’am.” 

Relieved to be given no more disastrous an assignment, Myers turned and began delegating duties. On the screen, the small mountain cabin dozed the day away.




Chapter Forty-One

Discoveries

Stretched on the rack, stuffed and clamped, his tenderest bits twisted and clipped, Alex writhed in wonderfully welcome mindlessness. 

With all of his being focused on the pain raving through him (particularly in his madly erect penis), no memories of the past or questions about the future afflicted him. He knew only the agony and the compulsory arousal he felt toward his tormentor. When the electricity savaging his every cavity and most erogenous spots relented for good (after how many hours?), he blinked his tears clear to see that beauty beaming at him.

Rachel’s color was off and her eyes hollowed. Despite her illness’ residual pallor she remained a ravishing vision of divinity. Seated at her console next to him, she immediately recalled to mind one of those more pressing questions. Unclipping clamps, peeling free contacts, unwinding wires and withdrawing that embedded wand, her brusque touch made Alex rear so fiercely that he groaned around his oral probe. ‘Stretching Allie’s neck’ felt as heavenly as expected. Might their new understanding extend to allowing him the occasional orgasm now? Or was the penance of his impotence still considered appropriately imposed? Alex didn’t know and his Goddess’ gaze gleamed gleeful green as she teased.

“I imagine you’re wondering about the revised penis protocol. 

“I will always remain your key-holder of course. That golden lock was a gift it would be a greater cruelty to gainsay. And those Rings of Power are both symbolic and quintessential as eternal betrothal and marital bonds. Yet as evidenced by my acceptance of you as a spouse, no longer are you under a sentence of unremitting impotence either. So, when and how might my subordinate mate be allowed to ejaculate?”

Licking the cup of her palm, Rachel used this to rub his be-ringed and tingling tip, pressing down hard and stimulating him ruthlessly until involuntary spasms wracked Alex.

“Of necessity that must always remain uncertain. It will be up to the delight of the ruling wife in this kind of life, a fulfillment to be granted or withheld as her whim might dictate. As always, the submissive husband must just humbly trust in the infinite wisdom of the mistress. And right now I believe my darling young mate is in desperate need of relief.”

Furrowed by wires and covered with angry red indentations, sticky with adhesive here and slippery with lubricant there, Allie throbbed against that devilish palm in mute importuning. When Goddess at last clasped him and began jacking Alex wrenched against his restraints and mewled most beautifully. His beloved gloated with doting.

“Oh how I cherish you, my precious boy-toy! And I certainly can’t deny that you deserve a reward after the past few days. Nor can I imagine a more appropriate honor than getting to empty those bloated gonads. After all, you could have filched the key to relieve yourself, or even taken it and raped me at anytime. I can recognize an obligation.

“Unfortunately, dear boy, I am still pathologically repelled by the touch or smell of any male issue.” Goddess’ rhythm slowed, slowed. “I believe I could deal with having it squirted up inside me. I suppose it could stay safely contained by my crevice until meticulously cleaned away by my body slave. But until my healing is completed, my last aversions banished, I honestly can’t stand to be exposed to semen otherwise. So why don’t I offer you an option?”

Goddess’ grip stopped, squeezed while her other hand removed the probe gagging him.

“I can give you permission to go finish this in private, somewhere well away from me. Or you can choose to hold out for a few more days until I obtain some contraception – or maybe even until you succeed in healing me completely. Would it not be a far finer first climax of your marriage if we could bring it on together?”

Gasping at the freer air, Alex could have wept. Whether it was with relief that he truly would be allowed orgasm again or frustration that he must wait yet at least a few more days, he couldn’t have said. In any case he didn’t even have to consider his answer.

“That would be transcendent indeed. I bow to your divinity.”

“You’re not just embarrassed about masturbating while I’m aware of you doing it are you?”

“That sounds rather deliciously humiliating in fact.”

Goddess giggled, at last releasing her squeezing hand. “I knew you would say that. Now I want to watch you do it. Maybe as part of my therapy. The control would be good for me. But we’ll leave that for another day. I’m worn out just from the excitement of sitting here twisting dials and seeing you shudder. It’s the ultimate in interactive entertainment. Let’s go upstairs instead. You can put me back to bed and bring me an early dinner.”

Alex gave a trembling sigh as she began finishing the job of freeing him from the rack. Never one to miss anything, Rachel caught his eye again and smiled.

“I really love you baby. Honestly, you are perfect for me in every way. No other man could ever measure up. Does hearing that give you the strength to bear me back up those stairs?”

It did indeed. It gave Alex all he needed to achieve or endure anything in this world. Maybe it could even lead him to forgive himself, and not only go on living but eventually find real happiness – the kind all his parents’ money could never buy.

***

Talia was standing in the door of the room they were setting up for her. Already her mattress was inflated and made up with bedding. One of Myers’ flunkies was now hooking up Junior’s computer for her, with an eye toward connecting it to those in the main room. 

Though she was too tense to have much of an appetite, Talia was using cheap plastic chopsticks to pick in the container of Chinese takeout she’d been given. Vexed that Alexander and Reinhart had both left at five o’clock (leaving her no one to argue with, Myers was most unsatisfactory in his reticence), Talia was still sneakily relieved that she could now hit her vaporizer without enduring her husband’s sneers. She was considering using it to make her greasy meal a bit more palatable when the alert came from the other room.

“Missus Downing!”

Myers’ voice brought her on the run. Up on the big screen, Junior had reappeared. He was again carrying that woman in his arms. Neither was wearing a stitch of clothing, and when he leaned over to deposit her on the bed Talia noticed his back. There was a regular pattern of angry red circles all up and down it. Her voice caught as she shoved the carton of stir-fry heedlessly onto the nearest flat surface.

“What in god’s name has happened to his back?”

No one could offer any answer. Talia was feverishly wracking her imagination for ever more dreadful explanations when she received an even more appalling blow. As Junior rose back upright, his captor lifted a necklace from over her head. Clasping the pendant, she reached over and began fiddling with his genitals.

Because of the overhead vantage it was difficult to see what she was doing. But there was definitely a gleam of gold or brass down there where there should have been only flesh tones. As Rachel Blaine donned her necklace again, Myers voiced the general question.

“What the devil?”

“Move in closer!” Talia snapped.

Myers nodded and the operator dropped the drone by a few dozen feet. Unfortunately although the view improved the action was over. Blaine laid back and Junior pulled the covers over her. They kissed and Junior left the picture.

No one needed to be told to replay it. They watched it several times, slowed down, zoomed in and enhanced, until finally one of the flunkies spoke up.

“It’s a key. For a chastity device of some kind.”

“I think you’re right.” Myers turned to another of his minions. “Go back through all the earlier footage, especially when he was outside. The angle may be better. Zoom and enhance and see what you can come up with.”

Talia’s stomach was fluttering, threatening to spew up what food she’d managed to choke down. She could barely speak.

“A chastity device?”

“It’s not uncommon in fetish circles, where domination and control are the basis of arousal.” Myers was leaning over the keyboard himself now, tapping away as if unwilling to meet her outrage. Talia resisted the urge to haul him around by his dangling tie.

“So she keeps it locked up, except when she wants to torture it. And you all think he’s okay with this, that this is perfectly normal and not profoundly disturbed? Here we go again. I suppose you’re the same men who cheer for a fourteen year-old when he’s molested by his teacher. I’m telling you, that boy up there needs our help, now, while the woman is still weak and mostly bed-ridden! Not after another five days of pointless surveillance!”


No one objected, though there was a lot of uncomfortable foot-shuffling. Yet no one agreed either, or proposed a course of action. After a moment Myers ordered the drone back up to its original, more unobtrusive position. Aware that she was grinding her teeth again, on the brink of disregarding her husband entirely and deciding to hire some less gutless flunkies of her own to just storm the place, Talia wished suddenly for her Valium prescription. Though that’s what had caused all the trouble in the first place, some might say the same for her regrettably tyrannical manner without it. She needed to relax a bit before she ran off and did something crazy.

Shifting the heavy purse over her arm, thinking again of the vaporizer within, Talia cast one last look at the screen. Her enemy appeared to be sleeping, or had at least closed her eyes.

“Let me know what you come up with in all your pee-pee peeping,” she sniffed, and returned to the bedroom. The technician was just rising from the table they’d installed.

“It’s all set, ma’am. The video program is running and the live feed is on the screen. Let us know if you need anything else.”

“Thank you.”

Talia’s closed the door on men, men, men, and opened her purse. 

The vaporizer was right on top. Unfortunately it was empty, and the plastic vial holding her finally ground product had slipped into the depths. Pushing past her wallet and compact – and the small handgun Alexander had given her for self defense over a decade ago – her fingers found instead the pot-infused candy bar the salesgirl had given her. 

Talia looked it over, tempted to try it. But then she spotted the vial behind her sunglasses and expedience joined familiarity in settling for that. Sixty seconds later she was hitting it.

***

Her eyes closed, Rachel recited a long yet simple poem. This was the eighth repetition. 

She was employing an old military trick for keeping track of time in complete darkness. Having drilled herself she knew each recitation required sixty seconds; hence eight minutes had passed while she shammed sleep. Like a mantra however that inner oration served another purpose. It calmed her sudden qualms, and kept her from obsessing on what she was sure she’d just seen. After ten minutes she yawned and opened her eyes in as natural fashion as she could manage. 

Rachel looked. Then though her heart was suddenly racing again, she blinked sleepily a few times and shut her eyes. She rolled to face away from the skylight, her mind now racing too.

Someone had found them.

As Alex had taken his leave, the lowering sun had twinkled off something moving. No bird reflected that way, and the object was too small and low to be anything other than a drone. Ten minutes later it was still there. Higher up and stationary now, it was barely able to be seen. Rachel had no doubt it could see her just fine though.

Who could possibly be watching them? Some amateur operator touring the beautiful mountains who had happened upon their skylight and couldn’t resist peeping? Someone scouting to establish or discover an elicit marijuana farm who’d done likewise? Both of these were possibilities. Cheap geek tech opened whole worlds to the honor-less voyeur these days.

Of course the Federal government had even less compunction, and astronomically more resources. Yet were they likely to bother with hunting her down? Kidnapping might be a federal offense, but the FBI generally had more pressing things to do than search for errant eighteen year-olds no matter how wealthy. And police these days had little interest in subtlety. If the cops were after her, they’d be up here hammering in her door with a battering ram, tossing in flash-bangs and worrying about who got killed when the smoke cleared. 

By far the most likely explanation was that this was a privately funded operation: contractors no doubt hired by Alex’ wealthy parents. Somehow they’d unearthed her new identity and were now cautiously investigating her address.

Assuming that to be the case, what were her options in response? 

How they’d agonized over the possibility of discovery should she require hospitalization! And they were probably under surveillance the entire time. The irony of this made Rachel want to laugh or shriek, or at least share it immediately. Instead she held herself steady. She shammed napping and mulled legalities while the delicious aromas of Alex’ cooking filled the cabin. Unwilling to have him even reflexively look upward and betray their awareness, she mentioned nothing to her erstwhile prisoner when he arrived to serve her dinner. Inviting him to take his own in the armchair next to her she dug in, urgent to regain her strength. Only when they’d finished did Rachel deviate from their original intentions.

“Here darling,” she handed off her empty bowl. “I’m afraid I need to visit the little girls’ room. Come along why don’t you?”

Always faultlessly accommodating, Alex piled their dishes on the tray he’d served them from and extended his hand. Rather than carry her he merely helped her up. Rachel held fast, tugging her precious new husband from under the skylight. Once out the bedroom door however she drew him not to the bathroom but to her desktop computer. While she checked the internet for mention of them and then the integrity of her security systems she broke the news to him.

“Husband, we’re in trouble. Remember how worried we were about being discovered? I’m afraid it’s happened anyway.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean there’s a drone hovering over our skylight. Someone is spying on us. I have no idea how long it’s been going on, but our privacy has been compromised.”

“Son of a bitch! Who do you think it is?”

Rachel explained her suspicions while reassuring herself that no one had passed or disabled her various motion detectors. Studying the views from over a dozen cameras revealed no human presence in the vicinity. Sighing, she increased the volume of the alarms set to alert her and finished her summation.

“Whoever’s running the damn thing, it’s probably your parents on the other end. Some random pervert can’t be ruled out. But we have to play it like it’s real.”

“So let’s get shotguns and shoot it down. That’ll send them a message.”

Rachel grinned. Damn, if she didn’t feel better already. Having a crisis to combat was restoring her more than rest – or maybe it was having such a staunch partner. She gave him a loving goose.

“That would betray that we’re aware of them. Never give up even a momentary advantage – at least without reason. Let’s consider all our options before taking action.”

“Okay. Why don’t we go back to bed? I’ll eat your pussy and ass for the cameras. That will let them know where my allegiance lies – if watching me care for you the past few days hasn’t.”

“Or you could straddle me and pogo on my peggo!” Rachel giggled. “We haven’t ever tried it with you on top.”

“Seriously though, if they were watching us outside…”

“Then they know you’re here voluntarily. That’s probably why we’re not surrounded by cops and media right now.”

“Could they be listening to us too?”

“Right now? I doubt it. Outside, I’m sure they heard every word.”

“What do you think?”

Rachel pondered a moment, gazing into those direct blue eyes. The love she felt for her fair-haired boy-toy ached poignantly at the possibility of losing him. At last she answered.

“We can’t just wait on events. Hoping for the best only courts the worst.”

“Can I make another suggestion?”

“By all means.”

“Let me call my mother. I’ve felt guilty all along, curing my anguish by inflicting it on her. Dig out my phone so she knows it’s me calling. Maybe we can convince her I’m happy here, and they’ll leave us be.”

Rachel considered. “If it is just some random peeper, we’d be giving away the game for no reason.”

“I know. But it’s still the right thing to do. Remember that press conference? She must be out of her mind by now.”

Though she had little sympathy for Talia Downing, Rachel supposed some kind of final resolution would be in everyone’s best interest. Especially if they were going to consider themselves married. Medical emergencies like the one just past aside, sooner or later everyone needed a doctor, not to mention a dentist and access to old records. Sigh.

“I’m not too keen on getting a mother-in-law, particularly the overbearing sort. But I suppose it comes with the wonderful husband.”

Rachel drew her mate in for a long, relishing kiss. She gave him two more, then leaned her forehead against his so that her emerald could meld into his sapphire. Eyes locked about an inch apart, they came to acceptance simultaneously.

“All right, boy. But that phone is flat dead out of charge. Let’s plug it in overnight and call tomorrow morning. That will give us a chance to sleep on this.”

“So do we snuggle up for the cameras?”

“I’m afraid not. We don’t even polarize the skylight. I don’t want to give the slightest indication that we’re wise to them. Nor do I want to lower our readiness however, or let them see us both asleep. I will take the bed, since I’m still recovering. You can crash on the couch, with a loaded weapon near to hand. Keep an ear half-open for security alerts from the computer.”

“Yes ma’am. And thank you so much. Whatever happens, I will never let us be separated.”

“Mmmmmmm! How would you like to move over to that couch right now for a while? Sex isn’t on the agenda yet. But suddenly I’m hungry for that suggested snuggling, not to mention a whole lot of after-dinner kissing.”

“You plug in the phone and start some music. I’ll load the rifle and meet you there.”

Rachel did as her beloved bid.




Chapter Forty-Two

Decisions

Evening had fallen on the rental where Talia maintained her vigil.

With only a few operatives on site, and a private room to which she could retreat, it was actually more peaceful than back at the motel, with all its endlessly slamming doors. Still she simmered with agitation and couldn’t imagine trying to lie down. 

Her poor diet all day added to this upset to keep her stomach twisting. Only hourly puffs of vapor kept the nausea at bay. She supposed she ought to try to stop obsessing over Junior’s condition but she couldn’t help herself. With the woman sleeping alone below the skylight and her son no longer anywhere to be seen, Talia spent the hours most Americans devoted to cop shows and comedians glued to the boy’s transplanted computer screen. Connected to the extensive setup in the other room, this allowed her to review earlier footage – and study the enhanced clips and close-ups the technicians prepared for her.

At first Talia contented herself (if that could possibly be the word) with confirming that the discoloration of Junior’s rear was indeed caused by bruising. She still didn’t know what could have created the regular pattern of redness on his back, but the random scattering of other markings she saw could only be scars. These were healed wounds that covered his arms, shoulders, legs, back and torso. They even seemed to inscribe something on his stomach!

How could this possibly not be enough to convince the police that her boy needed rescuing?

“I know, I know!” 

Talia responded aloud to Alexander’s imaginary hectoring that he wasn’t a boy or even hers anymore. He was his own man, a millionaire even, and free to go to hell however he liked. 

Her jaws ached from futilely chewing her outrage. At last, telling herself not to be silly, that she’d bathed them daily when he’d been a baby, Talia steeled herself to study what had been done to her son’s genitals.

There was a little gold object, most likely a lock, dangling from a pair of rings piercing his scrotum and the end of his penis. A combination decorative body modification and intimate restraint, this was apparently intended to prevent him from abusing himself, or even growing completely erect.

Perhaps the ‘committed lovers’ weren’t actual lovers at all. Maybe she was just using him, amusing herself by futilely arousing him endlessly – or more likely she reveled in sodomizing him somehow, anally raping him like she did those convicts in the horrid reports she’d read. Had she done it so much he’d come to enjoy it? It was all just too distressing to entertain.

Talia returned to the live feed. Rachel Blaine slumbered on alone. Where was Junior? Each night previous he’d shared her bed or at least hovered close to care for her. Now that she was recovering, had he been banished to this dungeon they’d spoken of? Was he hanging from his thumbs, or sharing a pallet with rats? The uncertainty was almost worse than if she’d had to watch them cuddling and fucking after all.

Damn, she needed a Valium! Tormented by suspense and dread, frustrated with her angry impotence, she could at least use a glass of wine. Despite her heavily buzzed head, the weed’s ability to relax her seemed to be diminishing. Feeling those old cravings surface yet again only reawakened her guilt however, and for a minute Talia hovered between weeping, shrieking and trashing the entire room. Then in desperation she remembered the candy bar.

Digging this out of her purse, she saw that it was actually peanut brittle.

What had the salesgirl said? It lasted longer and the effect was different. Maybe eating the stuff would work better after all. It was certainly worth a try – better than sitting here tearing her hair out anyway. Without further worry Talia unwrapped it and took a tentative bite.

It was so delicious she ate half before she could help herself. Then, determined to relax, she took one last look at her sleeping enemy and minimized the window. Sending a message to the two technicians still on duty to alert her at any development, she called up Alex’ music program. Tangerine Dream provided some soothing instrumental stuff. Still pricked by guilt over her Valium craving, seeking to recapture the success of that first experiment in her son’s room, Talia resumed poring through his labyrinthine libraries. 

“Look not through a keyhole lest ye be vexed,” she quoted in absent apology for this by now habitual violation of her adult son’s privacy. 

Twenty minutes later, with her stomach settled and grumbling, feeling better (if not really higher), she ate the rest of the bar, approvingly planning to buy a considerable supply. 

***

Carefully staying away from the skylight, Alex eased through the open bedroom door. Rachel was sleeping deeply – good. There was no sign of any relapse or subconscious upset. He on the other hand was glad to be on sentry duty. He wouldn’t have been able to crash anyway.

Silently he slipped his permitted robe off the back of the chair and retreated. Returning to the couch where their after-dinner assignation had been so deliriously kissy and cuddly, Alex picked up the assault rifle he’d left leaning against it. Through the midnight-dark cabin he crept to the front door, which he unbolted and opened.

Luckily it swung inward. Leaving the screen closed – they’d had enough of mosquitoes this summer – he sat down cross-legged in the doorway with the HK across his knees. Out of sight of the drone no doubt still hovering above, Alex gazed out at the beautifully benighted canyon – and the driveway leading to the world beyond. Breathing deeply of the fresh mountain air, he resumed the cogitation that was keeping him awake just as much as his responsibility.

What the hell was he going to tell his mother?

The tyrant in question was not exactly the reasonable type. It was too bad: while his old man could occasionally be swayed, Alex couldn’t give a crap how he felt. Perhaps this was because the old bastard had no feelings to hurt; he had an adding machine for a heart. His mother on the other hand took every change in the weather as an unforgivable affront. Add to that the report that she’d gone off her meds, and Alex could hardly imagine the state she must be in – though that news conference had no doubt been indicative. Even if that drone was only some pimply pervert getting off on ogling his Goddess (who was certainly worth ogling after all), Alex’ conscience could no longer allow him to ignore such suffering when he was the cause. He had to let his distraught mom know that he was all right; more, that he was happier than at any time since the accident and finally on the road to recovery.

At this point in the worry loop Alex had always tried to imagine what he would do if his parents or the law succeeded in separating him from Rachel somehow. 

No doubt they would smother him with shrinks again, seeking to negate all the gains he’d made. Could any outside party possibly credit the healing he and his soul-mate had found in each other? How could he make them understand that it was that very soul that was at issue: once damned, divinely redeemed and now irretrievably devoted?

Seeking a fresh perspective with the breathtaking view, Alex shifted to reliving the decisions that had brought him here.

He’d been decided on suicide, and even which branch he would dangle from. When his ultimate and ideal victim/victimizer intervened he’d greeted her as the salvation she in so many ways was. Such was immediately borne out.

The symbiosis they’d discovered as sinner and punisher proved how perfect they were for each other. When this divinely alluring mistress offered intimacy in return for embracing sexual submissiveness he hadn’t hesitated or regretted. Serving as her slave in every way fulfilled him immediately and deeply. From tortured yearnings and suicidal remorse Alex had forged an obligatory love he would never be free of – nor would he wish to be. That love had been rewarded and requited beyond his wildest dreams. And as for living out his maddest fantasies…

All but the one that had originally driven him here had been granted or promised. For love of his savior he’d renounced that dark intent, though it still held considerable sway over his imagination. Recalling the way it felt being choked and fucked to the brink of extinction, or better yet strung up on the impalement-crucifixion-animal-assisted-evisceration gibbet while Goddess fed him his roasted weenie made Allie tear at his tether again even now. 

Clearly he still had healing to do, just as his unlikely wife did. Together they could accomplish this coincidentally, of that Alex no longer had any doubt. If they should lose each other first however, a spiral right back into intolerable misery seemed just as assured.

Sighing with vexation, Alex shifted the heavy rifle. He remembered the feel of it leaping in his grasp, hammering at his shoulder as he fired on full automatic. 

That had been a thrill, though nothing like the rush of Rachel’s approval afterward. Still chewing up an old tree was a fuck of a lot different than battling a SWAT team. And as determined as he was not be separated from his savior, Alex had no desire to die in some stupid shootout either. Despite a proper veneration for his warrior wife, he was convinced that guns were almost always the asshole’s answer. He had to do better. And he had until morning to come up with something – unless maybe some assholes were creeping up on them already. 

Suddenly uneasy despite the peaceful beauty of the night, Alex pictured himself sitting in the crosshairs of an infrared telescopic sight. Perhaps it wouldn’t hurt to go check the security systems again, and the internet for any fresh mention of himself. Looking for inspiration as much as reassurance, the official missing person rose, closed the door and retreated to the desk.

***

After more than an hour, Alex’ mother was still deeply involved with a computer too: the one he’d left behind on the night of his disappearance. The further she delved into its stacked directories, the more fascinating stuff she turned up. This particular music library seemed specifically designed to appeal to one riding an ever heavier reefer buzz. One just needed to avoid unpleasant surprises – like that Frank Zappa.

Some of his stuff was just sublime! The album Hot Rats was such a lavish masterpiece of blended instrumental rock and jazz that Talia wasn’t surprised there were statues of the man in European capitals. On the other hand, Joe’s Garage had turned out to be filled with such gutter language and perversion that it led her to believe he’d belonged in an institution instead.

Good lord: hearing lyrical exhortations to ‘keep it greasy’ and ‘ram it up your poop chute’ were just not worth even that mesmerizing guitar. 

Talia supposed teenage boys reveled in such juvenile crudity. As buzzed as she was though, this middle-aged mom could not find in her a single giggle – especially considering those horrid reports she just couldn’t scrub from her mind.

Talia killed the current song. 

In the silence afterward, her other senses seemed to sharpen, and her thoughts to grow ever more baroque. Images of perversion kept trying to surface. Fortunately she had a demanding distraction at hand. Everywhere she looked, even at her hands, a riot of detail assailed her. 

The grain of wood in the tabletop particularly drew her in. It demanded the most intimate inspection. Looking up at last, the cheap wallpaper’s formerly plain diamond pattern began metamorphosing kaleidoscopically. It was beguilingly lovely yet a tad unsettling. 

The salesgirl had warned about the difference, but she hadn’t really emphasized the import. No amount of vapor inhalation had affected her like this! Suddenly worried about ‘flipping out’ or whatever the kids called it, Talia took a deep breath and closed her eyes.

Immediately the effect was intensified. 

Denied the ordinary objects of reality to toy with, her visual field provided her with an invented universe instead, one created whole-cloth from madly firing synapses. Rather than the usual red-black behind her closed eyelids, splurging colors of every possible spectra inundated her in intricately figured, continuously transforming, endlessly progressing inner vistas. It was gorgeous and exhilarating beyond imagining. Yet more than just unsettling, it was growing truly frightening now too. There was a sense of events rushing out of her control. The only experience the least analogous to this had come in childhood: her first visit to an amusement park. 

Once you were on the rollercoaster, you couldn’t get off until the ride was over. Through every whirling spin and heart-stopping plunge you could only grit your teeth and hang on tight, praying not to be flung headlong into extinction. Yet even worse had been the funhouse mirror maze. Hideously distorted images of herself stalked her through a disorienting labyrinth where escape seemed ever more remote. The same panic that had driven the child Talia to shrieking tears threatened her anew with the realization that in eating the entire bar of peanut brittle she may have bitten off more than she could mentally chew. 

The effects kept coming on stronger, both sensory and dissociative. Yet even teetering on the edge of terror, Talia was again surprised to find herself privy to the most clichéd symptom of hallucinogenic intoxication. Her mind was opened suddenly to previously unconsidered perspectives, and out of delirium cohered insights of profound power and clarity.

Reliving her hysteria at the amusement park sparked a vectored recollection of Junior peeing himself on stage at the same age. 

How abominable her behavior suddenly appeared! First, that she’d forced him into that situation at all, and then punished and demeaned him so extremely afterward. Both had been monstrous in retrospect. He’d sat in those pants all the way home, and his little bottom had still been wet and already growing rashy when she’d whipped it deep purple with the belt…

Wrenched back from panic by shocked remorse, Talia recalled her original mission, her justification for snooping through her boy’s computer. She’d wanted to get to know Alexander, to understand, if belatedly, what made him tick. Perhaps at last she was making progress.

Encouraged and even inspired despite the shamed regret that held terror tenuously at bay, Talia quit trawling through Junior’s music libraries. Scanning through long lines of folders identified as MISC MEDIA, her eye seized on one labeled SAD. Seeing that it contained a huge about of data sorted into further sub-directories, she opened it eagerly. Maybe the key to unlocking the depression that had driven her son to such extremes was finally within reach.

Aha! What had she here? MOVIES, SCANS, and STORIES – yet another trove to explore. And the way it had been tucked away suggested…

Talia opened MOVIES. 

Rather than a list of titles, the hundreds of video files she found bore only random clumps of numbers and letters. Maybe there was some kind of cipher or private organizing system. Talia chose one halfway down and double-clicked. A window popped open, both on the screen before her and on her uttermost horror. 

***

Torches lit a subterranean chamber of stone block walls. A naked man was chained belly-up over a gigantic barrel. Already stretched in an agonizing arc, he tried to scream as the masked dominatrix next to him turned a giant spoked wheel, distending him even further. Eyes glared whitely and below the gag smothering any outcry his throat was corded with futility. Snaking cables with alligator jaws bit into his nipples and also ran to the evil-looking contraption clamped all about his hugely engorged genitals. 

Too shocked (figuratively speaking) to react herself as these were electrified (sending the young man into violent if tightly restrained shudders), Talia could only gape. The woman in the video, clad like an executioner all in black leather, lifted a large candle and began to laugh as she drizzled scalding wax all over her helplessly writhing victim.

Talia groped, and at last closed the window. Yet she had to know this wasn’t just... Blindly she clicked on another file. 

This time another young man (could they possibly be called actors?) was actually hanging by the noose about his neck! 

Though obviously still alive he was covered with seeping welts. Crazed eyeballs bulging from a purpled face, he was slowly choking while one muscle-bound woman continuously whipped him. Another used a penis pump to relentlessly stimulate his vacuum-manic erection. Bound hand and foot, gagged and jerking spastically a full foot above the floor, the maniac didn’t seem to care whether he died or climaxed first. Gripped by the most morbid, appalled fascination ever, profoundly repelled and yet unable to look away, Talia castigated herself as little better than one of those Islamic State sickos getting off on their snuff videos. 

At least she could console herself that Junior obviously wasn’t like that – he clearly empathized with the sexually twisted, suicidal victim here, and not the sadistic torturers. This recognition allowed her to break the drugged, surrealistic hold the video had on her, and Talia again managed to click it off – though a shameful part of her still wondered how it all came out.

Whew! 

Closing her eyes brought a return of that endlessly transforming color-orgy. Yet neither careening terror nor avid fascination could compel her attention for long. Burgeoning into Talia’s awareness like the blooming of those impossibly vivid hues came successive implications of this latest horrifying discovery.

This whole hidden trove, hundreds of gigabytes, thousands of files, showed all too clearly where Junior’s head and glands had been at prior to his disappearance. The depth of his obsession was laid bare in hideous specificity.

So it was all true: his misguided offer at the disposition, Rachel Blaine’s heartless acceptance; his calculated walk past the graveyard every night, and his no doubt complete complicity in his own abduction. 

Besotted by his guilt, confused by his hormones, the mixed-up kid had run eagerly off to embrace the sexually-charged punishment and death the bitch represented.

So much seemed given. Yet how did that scenario square with the also obvious tenderness the two undeniably exhibited toward each other? 

Junior was mixed-up enough to worship such a beauty, surely. He didn’t need any Stockholm Syndrome to become captivated by breasts like that. But had that woman come to cherish him too in return? Knowing Alexander was to love him after all, he was such a good kid despite his crime. Could she have even forgiven him, and thus somehow eased the demons tormenting him? Could they actually possibly be truly happy together, in a profane if nevertheless sustainable way? 

Until now every cell in her had rebelled at even considering such things. Now her intoxication, combined with the just desserts of her shameful snooping, gave Talia no choice.

What if she managed to come between these lovers, only to discover too late that she’d ruined her son’s one chance at peace? Suppose Rachel Blaine went to jail, and Junior became so despondent again he turned around and killed himself after all?

The image of the young man hanging from a noose took on Junior’s aspect, and Talia shrank from the prospect of a guilt far worse than she already felt. But then the boy was writhing with perverted enjoyment of his suffering, wallowing in such depraved sin that all her horror and revulsion returned. All of her fury at that woman’s unforgivable abduction-seduction of her uniquely vulnerable only child recurred. Yet though she crested in outrage again, the penetrating clarity of thought being tripped-out on a THC overdose sometimes caused didn’t desert her. Indeed in a burst of glorious inspiration Talia at last understood what she had to do.

She couldn’t call the police and send them up there. Alexander the elder was right about that at least: that was begging for a bloodbath. For that same reason these hired flunkies would never agree to try and snatch the boy. She’d have to hire a more ruthless, less professional bunch of goons. And even if they got Junior out safely and the woman went to prison, and even if Junior didn’t fall into despair and kill himself, what was to prevent him from just playing along with the therapists again until the woman was released and he could reunite with her?

The only thing for it was to go up there herself. She’d agreed to wait a week, but to hell with that. She needed to better understand their relationship, find out just how unhealthy it was. She had to confront Rachel Blaine, mother to mother, and demand justification. She must also learn if Junior still harbored a death wish – perhaps they had made some kind of deranged pact. She had to use this temporary penetrating lucidity to discern the brutal truth. 

If she was ultimately satisfied by what she discovered, or could persuade her son to return peacefully to civilization, all would be well. If she was confirmed in her fears of abuse and exploitation, and it was clear that Junior was too far under the woman’s spell to be responsible or ever reprieved, than she would simply shoot the damn bitch for ruining her boy. With the lawyers she could afford, and the circumstances in her favor, Talia doubted she’d see a day in prison. And her son would have no recourse but to return to proper professional treatment.

Of course Alexander and his gutless flunkies would never approve such a sensible plan. That was another reason she had to go right now; sneak out while their guard was down. The fact that the woman was almost finished recuperating from a serious illness – yet was still debilitated – only added further to the urgency. 

Just to be certain, Talia checked the live feed. Yes, her enemy still slumbered deeply, all her energies devoted to recovery. She hadn’t even shifted position.

Talia picked up her purse and made sure that the pistol was still there. Before the beguilements of color and detail and non-tangential associations could suck her in and distract her (my, my, but her keys were shiny!), she snapped it shut and rose from the table. 

Already formulating her excuse should anyone question her leaving at such an hour, steeling herself to act normal despite her intoxication and intentions, Alexander Junior’s mother set out on her impromptu/overdue quest. Whether she had to kill or die in the attempt, she would brave the dragon’s lair and recover her stolen treasure!




Chapter Forty-Three

The Trip up Canyon

Alan Cook, Special Agent of the National Security Agency, was sound asleep in a hotel room of his own. Though he’d dropped off only two hours ago, he woke promptly and completely when his phone (actually a pocket computer of course) chimed. As familiar to him as his wife’s tit, his hand found it unerringly in the dark. He thumbed an icon and put it to his ear. His voice rattled a bit but smoothed out by the second word.

“Cook. What?”

“Boyes here, sir. Something’s happening.”

Bill Boyes was one of the two men assigned to him when the Downing case began to develop. The three of them worked in shifts monitoring the surveillance team that was monitoring the fugitives – if that was the word for what they were. 

Since Rachel Blaine and the missing youth were tracked to their remote cabin and discovered to be cohabitating happily not much had happened. Certainly there had been nothing warranting federal intervention. Potential media circus aside, Uncle Sam had bigger fish to fry than a single case of non-larcenous identity fraud, or a young adult repudiating the choices of his parents. Considering the suspect was a decorated war vet with more than one legitimate grudge against the authorities, a bereaved mother and widow who cast a sympathetic (not to mention telegenic) figure while also boasting extreme combat competence, this was a case it seemed judicious to dismiss. Unfortunately the aforementioned parents had money enough to pursue the cause unto eternity themselves – and generate plenty of headaches for everyone. The continuing investment in manpower and electronic resources was reluctantly justified. 

“What have you got?”

“Talia Downing has left the rental property. She did it without speaking to anyone. She got in that Mercedes of hers and appears to be headed up to the canyon. She may be going to accost them on her own.”

“There was nothing on the drone feed, or chatter among the operatives to set her off?”

“Neither. Blaine is sleeping like a baby, the techs trusting to their equipment.”

“I assume you’re tracking Ms Downing by the GPS on her phone.”

“She has it on her person.” Boyes confirmed.

“You can still open the mike, right?”

“Just waiting for your authorization.”

“You’ve got it. Record everything in her vicinity.”

“Yes sir.”

Already out of bed, Cook used his free hand to grab for his pants.

“I’m on my way. Let me know immediately if any of the other actors become involved. You’re sure the contractors are unaware of her intentions? “

“We’ve got them blanketed, boss. Nary a peep from anyone, if you don’t count farts and snores. Not even the husband knows what she’s up to. I bet none of them are awake, or will even notice a thing until she pulls right up their door. Then the drone will pick her up, and things will start jumping. Automatic alerts will go off – or defenses get activated.”

“All right. Keep on it.”

“Roger that.”

Ending the call, Cook began swiftly shoving his limbs into his clothes. He allowed himself a grin of professional pride at staying a step ahead of the competition. Yet that wasn’t the only source of his smile. He had to admit to a certain fascination about what he might soon hear from inside that redoubt. 

It had been unaccustomedly frustrating to have no electronic avenue for audio up to this point. Rachel Blaine had stymied them completely, protecting her online and in-home privacy remarkably effectively. 

Thanks to the liberties taken when the boy’s parents allowed them access to their own electronics however, that would no longer be the case. Already the mother’s phone would be transmitting everything heard in her presence. At last they could be in a position to truly understand events – and respond to them if necessary.

***

Who-wee, Talia was truly tripping. 

A hippy veteran of LSD would smirk at that. A casual pothead might not understand. But for one unaccustomed to the psychedelic experience, eating too much concentrated THC can have the same effect as taking psilocybin, mescaline or dropping a tab of acid. 

As any guru will attest, whether one has a ‘good’ trip or a bad one often depends on one’s state of mind heading into it – and one’s environment at the time. If one is reasonably at peace in congenial circumstances, a state of almost sacred transcendence can ensue, a broadening of inner horizons that can change one’s outlook forever. 

An expanded perspective provides unexpected relief. People with insoluble issues reach epiphany. Those at sea find solid ground, the terminally ill acceptance. Much of the psychiatric community now approves such therapeutic use. On the other hand, a person with existing disorders, or harboring buried disturbances (or trapped in destabilizing circumstances) may find not the magic elixir but the poisoned chalice.

Outwardly ordinary people have descended into psychoses so severe that suicide results. That is why therapists operate in clinical settings, and spiritual gurus advise supportive friends and uplifting surroundings. 

Plunging headlong into a first ever trip at the cusp of the worst crisis of one’s life is risky business by any account. Yet like that child she’d once been, strapped to a juggernaut or mazed by a labyrinth, Talia was committed. There was no such thing as an antidote to THC, just as there was no known lethal dose. Nothing she could do now but ride it out. Whether she was headed into transcendence or psychopathy only the next few hours could determine.

Just getting to her car seemed to take forever. 

Everything Talia noticed tried to divert her. Once she was behind the wheel, even the most ingrained habits failed her. Movements usually as mechanical as the vehicle itself required what seemed like eons of thought, and that thinking inevitably led off on all kinds of fascinating (or disturbing) tangents she then felt compelled to investigate. Once she finally did get the car started and on the road, Talia realized to her chagrin that she was driving under the influence – the same crime Junior had committed to begin all this mess. 

Oops. Giggle. Damn.

She consoled herself with the hope that the roads would be empty at such a late hour. Of course the same hope had failed her son. Still the urgency of her purpose held precedence and she pushed on, proceeding slowly and carefully. 

As another concession to the risk Talia resisted the urge to play music, as much as her intoxication craved this. She couldn’t spare the concentration. By the time she was well along the old county road leading to the canyon though, the silence itself had become upsetting. It encouraged uncomfortable introspection. 

Her mind kept wandering back to those appalling videos. It kept superimposing the faces of her son and enemy on the twisted participants. 

As always rage and nausea roiled her at such images, with only a timid perplexity to protest against them. Seeking solace or even insight, Talia at last compromised with the quiet. She punched up her favorite audio-book recording of the King James Bible – she actually had three, but this one was read by Charlton Heston.

She picked up in Samuel, that celebration of centralized authority. David was cutting a swath as the rock star hero. This had to be everyone’s favorite section, with all its treachery, battles, seductions and intrigue. 

Bathsheba on her rooftop; underhanded Joab smiting enemies and allies alike left and right. Of course things get really gory in Judges, when central authority breaks down and the Hebrews run amok. Fortunately David’s adventures were entertaining enough to occupy Talia all the way to the canyon turn-off without grossing her out too much. 

At last freed by routine, her unconscious reactions guided her driving and her ‘trip’ remained untroubled even though the psychoactive effects were still increasing. Indeed these were just beginning to peak. It was only after she’d left the county blacktop for the long dirt track leading up into Bear Claw Canyon – Rachel Blaine’s own private driveway, heavily posted with death warnings – that Talia understandably began to feel anxious.

Beyond the natural wariness one felt infiltrating enemy territory, and the inner marshalling of resources preceding a possible lethal faceoff, the change in her surroundings did as predicted, spooking Talia suddenly into a psychedelic crisis. Terror wrestled with revelation again as she pushed doggedly on ahead.

The track was narrow and enormous trees crowded close. Never one for enjoying the wilderness, not even spectacular Yosemite, Talia trembled in atavistic panic. 

Fantasists have filled their forests with monsters from Aeschylus to Tolkien to those ubiquitous Harry Potter books. Something about the place our primate predecessors shuffled out of conjures up the specter of the predators we once dreaded.

As staunchly religious as her parents had raised her to be, Talia had nevertheless made her accommodation with Darwin way back in college. 

As far as she was concerned, anyone that disputed evolution was either deliberately disingenuous or deluded beyond excuse. The proof of it was everywhere one looked, from antibiotic-resistant bacteria to the myriad breeds of dogs we’ve selectively developed. Nor did she accept the Biblical literalism so many of her fellow Evangelicals dogmatically insisted upon.

Blatant internal inconsistencies precluded this absolutely. Perhaps she’d even recognized and then suppressed the epiphany now approaching. But when Talia tried to quiet her instinctive fear of the forest (and perhaps shore herself up morally for the encounter ahead) by attending closely to Scripture again, a horrid realization slowly stole over her.

She had been struggling to come to terms with her son’s perversion. She wasn’t going to find any solace here! This book she had been raised to revere was a celebration of unbridled sadism! It was immorality from end to end, with God the most perverted character of all! 

She didn’t need to wade into Judges after all, or backtrack to Deuteronomy. 

David had committed adultery with Bathsheba, making her inconveniently pregnant. Oops and giggle again. He then conspired with Joab to kill the seductress’ cuckolded husband. Instead of punishing any of these three exceedingly worthy malefactors, God chose to murder the utterly blameless baby in their place! 

Holy injustice, Batman: put that in your pro-life pamphlet and smoke it. And that was just the example at hand. He also swore to burn for eternity anyone who didn’t get the message on him. To make the point especially memorable, he tortured his own son/self to an unspeakably grisly martyrdom! What sane Supreme Being could rule so unspeakably? 

Teetering on the edge of outright atheism, Talia grasped frantically for a teaching of Jesus that she could still believe in. 

There was the Sermon on the Mount of course, which the vast majority of Christian conservatives seemed to forget about when voting. There was nothing in the Beatitudes about persecuting the poor and the outsider after all. But the verse that sprang to her lips was even more germane.

“Judge not, lest ye be judged.”


Talia switched off the stereo. The driveway was really climbing now. With confrontation only minutes away, that admonition was one she needed to keep in mind. 

As a mother defending her young, Talia was prepared to deliver the death penalty here – if it seemed justified and necessary. But she’d do better to model what judgments she did need to make on the example of the Nazarene, rather than on psychopathic old Jehovah. 

Talia just hoped to be able to control her own temper upon finally meeting that woman face to face. She had been known to obey the occasional violent impulse after all. And after all this time and angst she couldn’t exactly rule out a repeat (or worse) of that unfortunate scene at the press conference. She might just forget all about the gun in her purse and go after the kidnapping bitch’s face with her fingernails.

***

Finished with his internet searching, Alex sat with his back to the closed bathroom. Still well out of sight of the skylight, from his present post he could see both exterior doors, the desktop monitor and his sleeping beauty too.

There was still nothing new about either of them on-line. The security systems stayed quiet. From all appearances it was just him and his mistress. Gazing at her face on the pillow, Alex found himself obsessing again just as he’d been doing by the porch.

Rachel could demur all she liked. She could call him a free agent until she ran out of breath. In his heart Alex would always belong to her. 

His fealty was complete. The sight of a frown creasing her brow was enough to unman him immediately. He owed her for three lives: those he’d taken from her and the one she’d restored to him. Add in her desirability, the way she gratified his submissive fantasies and the fact that she had actually forgiven him (incomparably special person that she was), and Alex would roast over a slow fire for her. He would hang impaled and choking down his junk while rooks took his eyes and weasels tussled over his guts. He would consign himself to whatever hell she suggested. 

To be Rachel’s slave was a daily exaltation, addictive even at its most demeaning. To worship such a Goddess was its own reward. It was the singular glory Alex could never gainsay. In this mistress’ name he’d even attempt to overcome his lust for such retributive self-destruct. He’d sacrificed his gruesome execution though part of him still craved it insanely.

As if on cue, the screams started up in Alex’ head again. 

A man’s voice, hoarse with desperation, howled a hellish counterpoint to the shrieking of an infant. Both shrilled higher as terror turned into excruciation incomprehensible to any who hadn’t experienced it. Before the horror could sicken him afresh however a strident beeping mercifully interrupted Alex. The computer was sounding an alert.

“I knew it!” 

Deep in debilitated slumber or not, Rachel jerked awake ejaculating. She threw aside the coverlet and swung out of bed. 

Still moving unsteadily, she was on her feet even as Alex gained his own. He went to support her and found his hands still full of the big assault rifle. Rachel merely plucked this from him on her way to the computer. As he’d been drilled to, Alex ran to the fireplace for the .223. 

On his return he grabbed the robe Rachel had shed earlier. She was naked; it was still draped over the couch where they’d cuddled. She leaned over the monitor; he peered past her shoulder.

“It’s one vehicle,” Rachel reported as she silenced the alarm. “Coming right up the driveway at one-nineteen in the morning. One visible occupant. Isn’t that the sedan your mother uses when she isn’t being chauffeured around?”

“I guess we don’t have to wait for the phone to charge after all.” Caught between fatalism and relief, Alex watched the Mercedes approach. “How do we play this?”

Rachel straightened. She traded her rifle for the robe, actually her prized red kimono. Pulling this on, she gave him a grim smile.

“With valor and honor, my love. We welcome her into our happy home. We gauge her intentions and explain the situation. Yet let’s not cast aside caution completely. This could be but a diversion. Stand the rifles behind the curtains, where they won’t alarm anyone but where we can reach them easily in case of a sudden assault. Make some coffee – no, hot cocoa. I will greet your dear mother at the door.”

***

It was gratifying how her conditioning responded after years out of action. Sloughing off sleep and even sickness, Rachel’s body banished debility for her. Every cell seemed charged with readiness as she eased a look around the jamb of the open front entrance. As the Mercedes pulled up and parked behind her SUV, Rachel flicked on the lights – just the simple porch lights, not the powerful floods that would illuminate the entire grounds like a landing strip. Those she’d set to trigger automatically should anyone be detected approaching through the woods. By all indications the woman behind the wheel came unaccompanied.

The car opened. Talia Downing climbed out, a purse worth more than Rachel’s entire wardrobe clutched to her stomach. Not too disheveled despite the hour, she’d nevertheless aged visibly from the days they’d faced each other across a courtroom. 

Before closing her door the woman stood gazing around a while, as through trying to spot the RPV overhead. Perhaps she was just fascinated by the wild mountain night. It was high summer balmy and unutterably lovely out. Impulsively Rachel decided to try and get things off to an auspicious beginning. 

They needed this woman’s goodwill, whatever their opinion of each other. Risking a sniper sitting beyond reach of her security, Rachel opened the screen and leaned out.

“Good evening, Missus Downing. We saw your drone. Believe it or not, we had intended to call you in the morning. It’s past time we said our apologies and sought your understanding. Won’t you please come inside? Alex is eager to put you at ease. So am I of course.”


The woman gave a start. Clearly a city lady, perhaps the wilderness spooked rather enchanted her. Or maybe it was that remark about the drone. Recognizing her adversary extending a welcoming smile, she froze another moment. Then her eyes went to the kitchen window, where Alex was also smiling and beckoning. She blinked, and at last smiled herself. At first tentatively but then with genuine emotion, the boy’s progenitor beamed with relief at seeing him eager to end their estrangement. Without a word she hurried toward the porch.

Flinging the screen wide, Rachel tactfully retreated to take over making the cocoa. Her courtesy freed Alex to greet his mother instead. He did so at the threshold.

“Come on in, Mom. It’s great to see you again. I’m terribly sorry you’ve been so worried. But you don’t have to worry anymore.”

According to what Alex had reported, the Downings were never a demonstrative family. 

Hugs and kisses were not exchanged across generations. Beatings and screaming were more the order of the day. Having been led to expect hysterical fury, Rachel was a bit nonplussed by the older woman’s placidity as she stepped inside. Talia accepted a first-ever embrace from her grown son, though she didn’t return it. Instead her eyes roved around the cabin as though eager to find evidence to support her worst suppositions. Seeing only cozy rustic charm, she stepped in further and allowed Alex to close and bolt the door. Then she faced her hostess.

Eyes that had been ice chips every time Rachel looked into them before now bored into her differently. In place of their habitual guilty defiance was a righteous anger all right. Yet this was leavened unexpectedly by an expression of almost abject perplexity. Not for the first time Rachel wondered if the woman was still in her right mind. Perhaps the ordeal had unhinged her. When she remained mute Rachel tried another diplomatic smile.

“I’m making some hot chocolate. Maybe we can sit down and talk things out.”

Still acting uncannily distracted, Talia Downing finally nodded. She acquiesced as her son led her to take seats at the kitchen table. 

Rachel poured out three steaming mugs and added a plate of cookies. Smiling her best she joined them, sitting across from the woman with Alex taking the end position between them. No one said anything for a moment while they sipped their drinks. Finally Alex made another unprecedented gesture, taking his mother’s hand with a game attempt at gallantry.

“Mom, I’d like to formally present to you my wife, Rachel. We apologize unreservedly for eloping the way we did. And we beg you to share our everlasting joy in each other.”




Chapter Forty-Four

Confrontation

Like Agent Cook before him, and his boss and client soon afterwards, Myers was awakened in a hotel room by a ringtone. Flicking a glance at the clock, he answered full of foreboding.

“What?”

“Ms Downing has left headquarters. She’s gone up to the canyon by herself.”

“When?”

“She just arrived there. She’s gone inside. They welcomed her in, friendly as you please.”

“Nobody saw her leave?”

“She didn’t say anything. She just slipped out.”

Myers didn’t waste time cursing the idiots.

“Play me what the drone picked up when they let her in.”

He listened to an appeasing greeting and let out an uneasy exhalation. 

“Maybe things are going to work out.”

The door closed emphatically, leaving them to wonder and hope. In any event, it seemed likely he would be spared leading an armed assault on the place – a fact for which Robert Myers was exceedingly grateful. Of course there had to be a fly in the ointment.

“One more thing.”

“What’s that?”

“We found a candy wrapper by the computer she was using. It was for THC-infused peanut brittle. There’s only a crumb left out of half a dozen doses. If she ate all of it…”

“It might explain this unrestrained behavior,” Myers finished with a wince.

“She could be cuckoo right out of her coconut, boss.”

“I’ll remember to put it that way when reporting to the client,” Myers closed his eyes. “Any more surprises before I call this in?”

“That’s it sir.”

“I’ll be there in ten.”

Myers disconnected. He set the phone on the dresser and used voice commands to ring his superior while yanking the clothes he’d shed but two hours before back on. 

Let Reinhart be the one to wake up Alexander Downing Senior. Especially since it seemed there was nothing any of them could do now but fret. The initiative had been seized by the most gung-ho among them, whether she was whacked-out on psychoactive candy or not.

***

“WIFE?”

Until hearing the term, Talia had been moving in a miasma. 

Everything was just too surreal. After so much argument over the dangers of a door knock, she’d been ushered in with a hug and plied with a sugar rush. There was no sign of depravity in their habitat and the evil creature who would exploit and abuse a traumatized teenager was radiating amiability at her. Hearing Junior declare them married was just a tad too much though. All the anguish of the past two years recurred in a surge and words at last burst from her.

“I suppose this ‘wife’ didn’t actually abduct you then! She hasn’t been torturing and raping you daily ever since you two ‘eloped’.”

Junior didn’t cringe. Indeed she’d never seen him so resolute. Whatever else had happened to him since running away, he’d gained a gallon of guts. Or maybe he just had no deference left for anyone but his ‘Goddess’. 

“Mom, she saved me. I was seconds from hanging myself. I’d already chosen the tree limb. When she turned up it was in answer to my last prayer. I came back with her ecstatically. I haven’t regretted it an instant.”

Discriminating lucidity seized her at need. Talia could see only honesty – that and a new inner relief. Paradoxically angered by this, she cut right to the root of the matter.

“So, you no longer wish to kill yourself then? You haven’t entered into any macabre pact to have this woman massacre you for what you did?”

Alex’ face blanched satisfactorily. Ah-ha! Under the table, Talia undid the clasp on her handbag. Reaching inside, her fingers began to fondle finely finished ferrous metal. 

The sensation was as exquisite as every other in her current glut of synaptic excitation. Still she stayed focused like a polygraph on her prodigal progeny.

“That was our original agreement,” Alex admitted, and Talia began to Braille-read the safety switch, the knurled grip. As if magically attuned to this her son upped his earnestness. 

“But Mom, she talked me out of that. She did for me what none of those fancy psychiatrists could ever accomplish. She explained to me why it wasn’t all my responsibility, with facts I could never have considered otherwise. Then she forgave me for the part of it that was my fault. She’s the most loving and desirable woman imaginable, and she’s inspired me to enjoy living again. She’s been weaning me away from the self-hatred that’s so plagued me. At the same time, I’ve been healing her of a trauma that’s even worse. Our relationship has redeemed us both.”

“Oh really?” Talia’s skepticism emerged as scorn. Still a knife of regret unexpectedly cut her gut with the recall of her own share of the fault in the tragedy that begat all this misery. Those god-awful pills… “What did this woman say to absolve you of your blame that the psychiatrists and I didn’t already try?”

Still resolute, Alex didn’t drop his eyes. He leaned forward, tousled and intent.

“She told me that James and Caitlyn Blaine were on the road at that unlikely hour because he was in the process of abandoning her. He was sneaking out in the middle of the night. 

“Their marriage was broken, Mom. They’d become incompatible as a result of a horrible rape Rachel suffered while still in the military. It messed her up almost irreparably. Jim tried, but he couldn’t provide what she needed to heal her resulting PTSD. Meanwhile Rachel’s army duties encouraged her most volatile tendencies, and a lifetime of betrayal and repeated injustice drove her to commit acts she now freely admits were dishonorable, even evil at times.”

“Does she?” Talia at last glared across the tabletop. 

It was gleaming lacquered oak, and her intoxication tried to distract her with appreciation for the rich scarlet sheen of the woman’s garment. The intricate dragon motif embroidered all in white, black, yellow and green seemed innately animate. Short cinnamon hair shone like burnished brass in the light from the overhead lamp; an aura of force and resourcefulness was undeniably engaging. Still this dragoness was a professional killer, a CIA-trained torturer and an incorrigible sadist known especially for a penchant for sodomizing men. Talia’s bile would not be relieved and that grip felt amazingly cozy in her fist. She let her voice slice out like a whip.

“Evil acts like preying on a deranged teenager? Like taking advantage of a guilt-crazed kid to sate her perverted tastes?”

“Yes, that was evil of me.” 

Rachel Blaine met the accusation with open contrition. So intensely green, those magnetic eyes were filled with pain and shame. Talia was actually taken aback.

“I told myself the boy’s offer was legitimate. That he was old enough to make honorable recompense. That narrative became even more convincing once he turned eighteen. By then he’d had a year and a half at that cushy rehab to think things through. And he remained adamant about the matter when speaking to that newspaper reporter. I’m sure he insists even now on his moral and legal right to that make that same decision regardless of what the two of us may say. But that’s an argument we could have with him another day.

“What’s important now is that what you’ve assumed here is true. 

“I fully intended to execute your son, torture him to death as he begged me to. I was in denial about my own role in the destruction of my family, and in my raving grief I blamed him for it absolutely. Plus as he has said, everything was mixed up with the rape I’d recently suffered, and the equally evil rampage of revenge I went on in response. Whether even murderous jihadis or hardened convicts should have to endure such extrajudicial abuse (however much they may deserve it) is another discussion we could have around the hookah. 

“In any case, nothing went according to plan. This child of yours confounded me right from the beginning. He was the exact opposite of all I’d depended upon. Where was my entitled, snot-nosed, shrilly resistant, thoroughly despicable spoiled rich kid? His bravery shamed the error of my ways. His integrity rebuked me; his every response inspired understanding. It wasn’t long before his worship won me over entirely. 

“Learning to love again with this adoring adolescent has opened my embittered heart and hate-blinded eyes. More, in just a few months it has managed to substantially repair my blighted body, mind, and spirit. As your wonderful son has also said, our serendipitous symbiosis has healed us both – if not completely, then enough so that the finish can be easily envisioned.”

The glib minx took Alex’ hand. They shared a smile of such unalloyed affection that Talia’s grip on the pistol eased. Suddenly aware that she was clenching a deadly weapon, she released and retrieved her fingers. She blotted her palm on her slacks and picked up a cookie. Encouraged perhaps, that woman gave her summation.

“I was mistaken to take Alex, even though he was eighteen, and despite the fact that it preserved him from suicide. He wasn’t a fully responsible actor. But sometimes fate can be as finicky as people can be kinky. Given our respective deeds and needs, two wrongs somehow fantastically reacted to make things right – and for both of us. Now it’s too late for those misguided motivations to make the slightest bit of difference. 

“The boy has become an adult. I believe it might even have been this past week’s crises that finished this. He’s still a bit besotted maybe, but he’s as capable of embracing his destiny as any man his age enlisting in the military or taking commitment to a religious order – and always far freer to leave. For now though he has chosen both his mate and path in life – as have I. 

“The two of us have decided to put aside our crimes. We’ve become wedded by a bond more enduring than any sanctified by the state. Though it’s true I am half again his age, we are both still young, under thirty and in our prime. More importantly we are each other’s ideal match, perfectly compatible in every way with hopefully a half century or more of happiness unrolling ahead. If forced to forgo this future we would never be content again. We’re now healthier than either of us ever expected to get.” They shared another impossibly sappy rhapsody. 

In her suggestible state Talia heard the harps, choirs and violins. Her cynical heart sang unsuspected at the depth of these lovers’ rapture, and her hostility melted. 

Their mutual suitability was self-evident, their ardor undeniable and their arguments not so unreasonable. But then she registered the hollowness of her son’s eye sockets, so purple against the pallor of his face. 

Of course he’d been running himself ragged caring for the woman’s incapacity. But rather than reinforce her perception of their commitment, the sight of Junior’s damage abruptly reminded Talia of all the scars currently concealed by that silly robe.

Just like that those lurid images from the boy’s computer poured back in on her. The cookie crumbled in Talia’s fingers as she pictured her child writhing under torture, and if they had chosen to express physical affection at that second she might have blown them both away. 

With all of her revulsion returning full-force, her cocoa was suddenly cloying enough to make Talia want to fling the brew back in the bitch’s face and puke the rest of it up over her after. Dusting off the crumbs she put her hand back in her lap. Her contralto warbled with rage.

“You call this situation healthy? I call it classic codependency, no different than any depraved bond between victim and abuser.” Suddenly she hadn’t enough breath for her anger.

“My child is covered with bruises and wounds!” she hissed. “Not only that, he has some kind of device locked onto his genitals! I know what unspeakably deviant things you’ve been doing to him up here. Look at this robe! It seems he’s been turned into some kind of sissy!”

The bitch didn’t begin to deny this. It was Alex who intervened. He really had progressed an amazing amount. Though his face went pink and his tone remained conciliatory his words were remarkably firm.

“I refuse to approve my sex life with you. Let me assure you that I find it sublime. Coercion is not in any way necessary. Similarly I’m situated comfortably enough on the gender spectrum not to worry about what I might be wearing in the privacy of my own damn home. If my wife likes the way this robe brings out my eyes, who am to I deny her? I’m game enough to oblige my partner in pretty much anything. As for our fascination with sadomasochism, this likewise is not only completely consensual but crucially therapeutic. 

“Due to her difficult history Rachel has vengeful passions that she needs to vent – safely and without further breaking honor. I meanwhile have an insatiable craving for chastisement. 

“I needn’t explain its source, nor why this formidable individual is the ideal deity to mete it out to me. Please just accept this harmless fetish for what it is: a loving exchange of favors, an almost spiritual catharsis that relieves and fulfills us exquisitely.”

Suddenly gallant Alex reached out and took her hand – the left one, as the right was once again clenched around the gun. Talia shuddered, still disturbed beyond reason by the abnormality that both admitted lay at the heart of their need for one another. When Junior continued however, it was to implicate her in his perversion! 

“Mom, can you not think of any reason I might have a weakness for domineering females? Or respond with nostalgia to corporal punishment?”

Gentle as his delivery was, Talia almost blew a hole in her expensive purse. It would have been an accident, but completely understandable. Still he dared go further with his monstrous accusations. How much more of this could a parent be expected to put up with?

***

Alex could feel himself flushing. 

It was beyond awkward standing up to his mother, after the way she’d raised him. It was worse debating such intensely personal issues. Yet it had to be done.

“I’ve been conditioned over the years to respond instinctively to matriarchic authority. And all those bare-assed belt-whippings you gave me as an impressionable pubescent had other effects. I don’t know if you’re aware of this, but there is a reason that people have associated spanking with arousal since time immemorial. There is an inherent sexual element to it.

“Beyond the rhythmic physical contact is the simple fact that beating the buttocks causes a rush of blood to the entire area, infusing the genitals as well. Add in the release of addictive endorphins, and one doesn’t need any serious deviance to develop an enjoyment of such intense sensory stimulation. People have been getting off on being beaten since long before the Marquis de Sade made it eponymous. There are scenes depicting such play in Etruscan frescos from five hundred years before Christ – who according to legend certainly knew a thing or two about submission. Then there were the Aztecs, who actually employed recreational enemas. What I’m saying is, people enjoy these things for a reason, Mom.”

Before his apoplectic parent could pop an aneurism, Alex pushed on to placate her.

“Please understand: I’m not blaming you for my tastes, which have the sanction of such age. I truly revel in sating them, whatever anyone else might claim. Nor do I condemn you and Dad for shielding me from the law as I once did. I surely deserved imprisonment for my stupidity. But that never would have helped me to recover my stability the way communing out here with Rachel has. I would have been buggered by real perverts until I hung myself within a week.”

Hurt by either the implicit admission or the unconscious fervency of his grip, Talia extracted her fingers. Her gaze still blazed outrage. Yet her manner remained strange. 

There was something a bit offbeat about her this evening. She was actually listening, and not shrieking him down the moment he opened his mouth. Her eyes were heavily reddened and dilated – not surprising given the hour. Nevertheless it made Alex curious – until he remembered her social media posts. She’d discussed going off her meds and trying marijuana instead. Then he couldn’t help but grin. Hadn’t Rachel just joked about bullshitting around a bong?

Perhaps his mother had discovered the wonders of the weed. One could only hope so, if she was indeed clean of her reliance on benzodiazepines. Alex was unwilling to get sidetracked.

“What are you smiling about?”

“Many things, Mom. 

“I’m very glad to see you, for one. I’ve missed you. I’ve been seriously worried about you too, and wracked with guilt ever since I saw you on TV. Rachel will tell you how I expressed remorse, and that I insisted we call you as soon as we saw that drone floating overhead. 

“It’s upset me that I’ve been healing myself at the expense of hurting you. I am terribly sorry for that. And I’m glad beyond imagining at suddenly having the chance to put things right between us. Oh, and one more thing: I’m extremely happy for myself right now as well.”

Alex felt his grin widen as if he’d been the one smoking dope.

“Not an hour ago I was still having difficulty with giving up my unhealthy lust for self-destruction. I was still hearing the screams that propelled me here. And while to some extent I probably always will, they no longer rule me so absolutely. Explaining things to you tonight has really objectified my thinking. It has finally convinced me completely.”

Alex tempered his joy; let his tone turn grim.

“I did an incredibly careless, irresponsible thing. There were disastrous consequences. These were so hideous that I could never forget my guilt. They made me crave oblivion as the only possible escape from such torment. In addition, commensurate suffering and compensatory suicide seemed the only sufficient atonement. 

“Okay, as much as I hated myself, and lusted for such justice, I can’t deny my inappropriate but instinctive attraction to this gloriously alluring avenging Goddess lent a special intensity to those urges. I will grant that hormones addled me. They affected my reactions as they no doubt always will. Right now however I agree that’s irrelevant. I’ve learned that the far more fitting penance is to live with what I’ve done, to atone eternally rather than take the coward’s way out. 

“Thus it is I’ve devoted myself to repairing the damage that I’ve caused to all of us. It’s the only way to restore my self-worth. And being with Rachel gives me indisputable daily proof of that worth. If the party I have offended the worst in this world, the widow and mother of my most innocent victims can forgive and even come to love me…well, then I can safely strive to do the same things myself. I am finally eager to get on with that effort.”

“Oh darling!” 

Alex had almost forgotten his wife was sitting right there. Turning back, he saw Rachel with both hands clasped over her face. Little more than those expressive eyes were visible, their emerald irises magnified by the tears that were shimmering in, and then over-spilling them. 

Voice box bobbing, that incomparable Goddess struggled visibly to say anything. At last she grabbed for his hands, squeezing as hard as he must have done to his mother. When they came at last her words were interrupted by sobs that were even more evocative.

“Oh my darling…I really do love you…so goddamned much!” 

Now it was his mother Alex completely forgot about, as his exquisite spouse drew him to her for a very long and watery and wonderfully celebratory smooch. 

Oh, to find such bittersweet bliss in the press of caressing lips!

***

The grip was back in her fist. Her finger was curled around the trigger. 


Back and forth her thumb rubbed the safety: on-or-off, on-or-off. Which was it? It was obviously time to decide. Was this an abhorrent and exploitative relationship she must put an end to at all costs? Or must she allow it to continue, in defiance of all sense?

Talia kept veering between bewilderment and sudden deep insights, between bone-deep horror and dedicated if befuddled attempts to empathize. By turns she’d been touched enough to want to weep, sickened to the point of nausea and outraged to the verge of violence. And all the while distractions kept intruding: spooky or mesmerizing visual effects, random mental tangents that gave ‘free association’ a new meaning; instances of synesthesia and related neurologic phenomena. Where was the clarity that had carried her here?

Earlier the thought of these ‘lovers’ kissing in front of her almost drove Talia to homicide. Still outraged by the implication that her ‘spare the rod, spoil the child’ style of parenting may have been in any way to blame for her son’s perversion, the sight now right in front of her was nearly as unendurable as anticipated. All of Junior’s revelations and professions, so heartfelt and seemingly sincere, ceased to be convincing. Instead she saw only abomination. A naked hunger for revenge raised its head, with justifications springing up for simply slaying this slut who’d so offended her – and who had freely conceded her evil! 

Once she got Junior back into professional treatment he would eventually understand that she’d acted for the best. No matter how much he might protest his ‘tastes’ were not a ‘choice’ the way the gays now insisted, Talia would eventually get him straightened out. He could still have a normal life and wife someday. Yet what if he refused to listen to the doctors, as he had before? He’d faked his way through rehab quite successfully once already. 

An avatar of her relentlessly obstinate husband spoke up inside her head then, reminding Talia for the millionth time that the boy could refuse to even go to any therapy; he was eight-fucking-teen and independently wealthy. 

He’d be more likely to eviscerate himself in protest, given how he’d just proclaimed the woman devouring his face to be indispensible to his continued existence. God, it was all such a screwed-up stew! What (her rhyming mind chimed this time), would Jesus do?

With that Talia was launched upon her quest toward clarity. Remembering her earlier admonition to emulate God the loving son rather than his blindly genocidal father, several of those unexpected tangents vectored her sequentially.

Junior had been correct about one thing: perversion was older than history. Hadn’t she thought so herself on the way up here, listening to Holy Scripture? After all (speaking of the gays), even bonobos buggered each other, and they are our closest relations among the apes. 

From this point Talia was struck by the way (unconsciously or otherwise) her son had indeed patterned his self-sacrifice after that of the Savior. After this particular irrelevancy (or not) emerged the memory of that most Christ-like instruction of all, the one she’d also given to herself in the car ride up here: Matthew 7-1. 

Judge not, lest ye be judged.

To her renewed horror, Talia suddenly realized that the pistol was not only gripped in her fist. She’d withdrawn it from her purse. She was holding it under the table, pointed across at that woman’s abdomen with no recollection of having done so. She didn’t even know if the safety was on or not, though she continued to flick it like a coin flip…

Sloppy kiss at last finished, Junior and his self-styled ‘wife’ pulled apart. Now it was the boy who’d been through so much since that tragic accident (or okay, the man who’d come to such an unlikely accommodation with it) that used his hands to mask his features. Now was the time to fire, if she was obliged to do so.

Still trickling liquid, Rachel Blaine gave statue-stiff Talia an incredibly complicated smile. Nevertheless it was one she was able to interpret intuitively. Amid all the regret and apology, the righteous defiance of the bereaved and reprieved, the celebration of a crucial interpersonal breakthrough blazed through. 

“Missus Downing, let me repeat your son’s plea, and add another of my own. Please bless this beneficent union! And share our joy in one another – not just now but in perpetuity. 

“By that I mean that you and your husband are both welcome to come visit us here as often as you like. Just give us the courtesy of a phone call and we’ll show you all around the mountains. If you wish, we can visit you regularly too.”

Talia felt her jaw unhinge, as the ‘kidnapping bitch’ she’d been grinding her teeth to powder over quite charitably continued.

“Hell, we can have an enormous white dress wedding ceremony and do everything completely officially if you insist. But two families wounded terribly by tragedy have begun to come together here in joyous recovery. Let us banish any remaining acrimony, and promise to peaceably work through all future misunderstandings.”

The shameless dominatrix even quirked her a grin, one alpha-mother to another.

“Most of all, let us two rather contentious bitches find a way to be friends, shall we? You can safely stay in touch to reassure yourself that Alexander Junior remains healthy and happy here in the most doting of care. And who knows? Maybe someday soon I’ll put to rest old ghosts by giving you a giggling grandkid or two. Then we’ll have to move back to town…”

This time it was a fanfare of trumpets she heard. A painful poignancy swelled Talia’s breast. 

This was not only an appeal to her greatest vulnerability but a hugely generous concession. If only she could forget the memory of the bruising she’d seen! Even worse were the images from those horrid videos. She wished she’d never come across them….

Bingo – there went another fusillade of instant associations. 

Suddenly Talia recalled yet another quasi-scriptural admonition she’d given herself: the one about the dangers of snooping. At what seemed the same second she visualized a different image of badly bruised buttocks. Only these were tender and dependent ones. Wet with urine, they’d already been irritated before she’d so mercilessly belted them. With that a swooning rush returned Talia to that original guilty-trippy epiphany.

It had been just prior to finding those videos that she’d realized how unforgivable her behavior had been then. And that first grade play incident had been more representative than she’d ever cared to admit. 

Perhaps Junior’s point about history was valid in more than just a general sense. Maybe she had created an unintended predisposition in him. And surely there were worse perversions than a simple punishment fetish. Children, or animals for example. Perhaps she should take a lesson from God the Son (and her own brave offspring) and strive for a little humility here.

Both Alexander and Rachel Blaine were being so completely open and honest in trying to win her understanding. More, they were clearly doing their best to meet her more than halfway. Could she not budge her angry stubbornness some in return?

Suddenly expanding perspective struck again, and their situation presented itself as a grandiose metaphor for the entire country’s endless political dysfunction. 

As she had so rarely, Talia saw beyond the talking points of her own tribal bubble. What was this impasse if not a distillate example of hysterical (if not hypocritical) conservative intransigence refusing to contemplate any compromise with the cultural advances leaving them behind? Marriage equality, multiculturalism, feminine emancipation, voter suppression, weed legalization, rampant science denial in the face of disastrous facts: on every front her kind could accept no hint of surrender to the progressivism that so threatened their phony piety – and the crass entitlement lurking just behind it. And in case things didn’t go their way of course, the moralizing bully held in reserve the treacherous threat of deadly force… 

Or maybe she was just fucked up. 

Maybe tomorrow she would go back to parroting Fox News propaganda like her husband habitually did. But whether it was the effects of the countercultural hippy shit she was flying on right now or not, tonight Talia would finally attempt to truly relax, and wallow in a little nonjudgmental peace, love and acceptance – just like Jesus would do. Jehovah? That mad bastard could screw.

The woman was offering reasonable terms after all. Conditional input, even a level of supervision over their lives…eventually the community of affection and lovely little grandchildren: these were effective enticements. Why not accept this questionable status quo, provisionally at least? Wait and see how things played out. Let the future reveal itself. 

Her son and the woman he loved were still smiling hopefully over at her. At the same time her hand was still pointing a loaded pistol at them! 

Seized by shame and terror (what if she’d accidentally!?), Talia eased the gun back into her purse. Like handling an adder she carefully buried it in detritus. Pulling her fingers free, she again wiped sudden sweat on her slacks. Then she extended that hand across the table.
“Very well, Rachel.” 

It was the first time she could remember ever saying the hated name. 

“Let’s see how this progresses. I may only be a dozen or so years older than you too. But maybe you can actually call me ‘Mom’ someday. Depending how soon you give me those grandkids, that is.”

Now there were smiles all around – and more than a few tears too.




Chapter Forty-Five

Aftermath

In the rented ranch-style house that served as a surveillance center and command post, the air was thick with tension, acrimony – and rafts of tobacco smoke. Having arrived only five minutes before, an unkempt Alexander Downing Senior paused in his tirade long enough to get his pipe fired up. Waving away his billowing blue contribution to the existing cigarette fug, he was about to resume berating his hirelings over allowing his wife to break her word. No doubt attempting to forestall this, the one named Myers stepped up and addressed the room at large.

“All right, the second drone we sent up has just arrived. The night vision is far superior as you can see: image intensification, active illumination and thermal imaging all in one.”

“Great!” Alexander snorted after a perfunctory look at a blank rooftop and an empty bed. “All we need now is x-ray vision.” He puffed some more cherry blend, then went back to his interrupted script. “Are you telling me my wife started her car and drove it out of here, and no one even heard an engine, or a door chunk shut?”

Reinhart tried to shrug it aside.

“There were only two men on duty, and their jobs were to attend to their screens.”

“So how did that make them deaf?”

“A Mercedes is a superbly engineered vehicle sir, almost by definition. This one’s motor is brand new and not particularly noticeable. Your wife was obviously determined to slip out before anyone could stop her, or report her intentions.

“Clearly she means to resolve this situation herself, as she’s been chafing to from the start. Now we have no choice but to let her have her chance. Hell, it might work. They could have shot her on the spot, but they were begging for her forgiveness the moment they opened the door.”

When the man who was paying the bills remained quietly furious, the lead contractor shrugged again.

“We can sit here and seethe at being outmaneuvered. Or we can root for her to achieve what we never could. Right now they’re talking it over. They’ve been at it half an hour. Surely you’ve chaired enough business meetings to know how negotiations go. We could be here all night or they could wrap it up anytime. The only real variable is the pot candy factor.”

Any placating he might have accomplished was lost with that last sentence. 

Alexander had hated that crap since the beginning. The specter of scandal that attended it was utterly unacceptable. Now it had combined with this kidnapping-or-not to produce the worst mix of possibilities conceivable. And this incompetent asshole wanted him to just cross his fingers and shut the hell up.

“Have you tried calling her?” This was Myers again.

“Am I an idiot?” Alexander groused. “Ten times, at least. Her phone must be off – or she’s ignoring me. Who knows? Maybe they’ve all killed each other in there, and we’ll be the last ones to find out.”

“The drone would pick up gunfire,” Myers asserted. “We’d get the muzzle flash and concussion both. In fact, I suggest we move the new RPV right in front of the kitchen window. The glass will act like a two-way mirror; with lights on inside they’ll only see their own reflections. And the game is up anyway, right? They know we’re on to them. ‘I saw your drone’ was about the first thing the woman said.”

“Do it!” Alexander snapped. “And I mean half an hour ago!”

There was a bustle as the morons got about it. No sooner had they begun however when it was Alexander’s phone that shrilled a ringtone. Fumbling it out he almost dropped his pipe. When he saw it was his wife on the line a millions curses he wanted to fling at her battled with a tension that made his chest twinge. He held up a hand to the room at large and answered.

“Talia? What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

“I’m planning a wedding, dear. But first I’m telling you to pay off your flunkies. Send them and all their little drones home. There’s no need to snoop anymore – or worry either. Everything seems all right up here.”


Now it was Alexander grinding his teeth, despite the relief sweeping the room. New opportunities for ignominy kept cropping up.

“Wedding?”

“Yes, dear. Would you like to come join us and talk about it?”

“No, I would not. I would like you to come back here and explain yourself, right now, along with our asshole son. I’ve got some choice words for both of you.”

“I’m sorry dear.” The bitch actually giggled, a sound he hadn’t heard in fifteen years. “I’m not really fit to drive. And none of us is in a mood for any more argument right now. I will – I mean we will – talk to you tomorrow.”

And with that she fucking hung up on him!

***

“Wow Mom, what’s gotten into you?”

Alex thought he knew. But it was politer to ask.

Talia spent another moment closely examining her phone, looking as if she’d never seen such a device. Then she raised those red-glazed eyes.

“I’m sorry. After I learned you’d adopted my Valium habit – my own share of the blame here – I determined to quit. The withdrawal is mostly over, thank God, but I still have cravings – and a need to lower my thermostat occasionally. Since it’s now allowed by law, I switched to cannabis. I usually just take a puff off my vaporizer, which helps enormously. Only the salesgirl gave me a candy bar to try too…

“And tonight you needed something stronger so you ate it – all of it.”

“I had no idea…”

“It was going to trip you out so much.” Alex had trouble suppressing his grin. “I agree you’d better stay off the road, and definitely avoid arguing with buzz-killing assholes for a few more hours yet. Sleep here with us – not that you’ll be able to close your eyes for quite a while. Sometimes it’s impossible to turn the colors off, I know.

“Why don’t I build us a fire, put something appropriate on the TV and speakers, and get you snuggled down on the couch. I’ll keep you company. We can catch up on events and I’ll talk you down over the hours. I did the same thing for Rachel when the fever made her delirious.” Alex turned to this third party.

“You, Miss Still-recovering Convalescent, ought to be getting back to bed.”

“Yes, Master.” Goddess’ return grin was almost as good as the kiss that followed.

***

And so the unlikely pair were married, officially as well as actually, in a quiet but lovely ceremony a week and a half later.

Rachel was of course as gorgeous as any ruling Goddess seen descending in glory upon a cloud. Though she’d come to claim only this one unfathomably favored mortal, her radiance illuminated everything around her. Alex meanwhile spent the entire time pinching himself, first expecting to wake up and then in penance for the heretical expectations invading his head. 

The rustic chapel and minimal guest list were a concession to the groom’s namesake. After a fair amount of contention the besieged patriarch accepted the inevitability of events and was, if not content with the happy couple subsequently retreating to their mountain redoubt to discreetly live out their heavenly sentences, at least unwilling to challenge this. 

Clearly the two were never going to separate, return to their old lives or conveniently evaporate. With the word put out that his heir had been found after an impulsive ‘elopement’, and the missing person’s case quietly closed, there was no public notice that the newest Mrs. Downing had ever held any other surname but Kline. 

Though she was a hard figure to forget, time had already begun to bury a story two years past. Other two-headed freaks were popping up every week. As long as they continued to play the recluse they should stay safe from the tabloid press – and hopefully even uncouth rumors. 

No doubt the Federal authorities remained aware of who Rachel really was, as well as the hometown sheriff and his state police contact. Yet it required no great conspiracy of silence for these few prudent officials to dismiss the whole business as better left alone without any further overt offense. Alexander the local magnate might be left short a successor, but the family name and standing remained intact – for however much that was worth. 

After pronouncing her West Nile Fever completely defeated, their new local physician had Rachel fitted with an IUD. Those grandcubs would have to wait for a bit. Until their mutual healing was truly completed, such a momentous step seemed inadvisable. Rachel was yet but twenty-nine, with a decade maybe of fertility still ahead – and all the money needed should it take treatment. For now it was enough that the happy couple was formally one (won!) and had been feted off to finish the festivities.

Several exotic locales had been suggested. Anywhere tropical would do. California itself had a glut of natural wonders one ought to visit before human fuckery forever fouled them. Vancouver was beautiful this time of year. Then there was randy old Lost Wages…

It didn’t take much discussion to reveal a mutual preference for honeymooning right at home. After all, the cabin at Bear Claw Canyon had esoteric amenities unmatched at any palace. And it seemed fitting that what had been promised there should be embodied there. 

Later they could travel the planet, have adventures as a man and wife should. Wonders and dangers awaited: broadening challenges demanding to be savored. Right now the occasion was about consummation – provided the damaged survivor proved redeemed enough to delight in it.




Chapter Forty-Six

Honeymoon

Back at the cabin they doffed stuffy finery for their more comfortable robe and kimono. Slowed by giddiness and kisses, they at last split up to begin preparations. 

Leaving Alex charging around the kitchen – he’d scoured the markets for a celebratory selection of delicacies on the way – Rachel headed to the basement. There she made her own arrangements. Likewise while her industrious new spouse was setting up some heaven in the head, the Goddess in residence shut herself in her celestial bower to ready all she could for the real celebration: their tremendously momentous conjugal catharsis. 

Despite all their progress, their therapeutic momentum and excited expectations, Rachel still tingled a little with unease. As she plumped and piled up pillows, positioned incense and tested restraints, she wondered if she would really be able to go through with this. How many times had she sworn to enjoy Jimmy’s grappling and stabbing, only to find herself shrieking and weeping and teetering on the brink of berserker mode?

This time it would be different! 

Rachel swore it and believed it both.

This wasn’t Jimmy after all, whose culinary skills began and ended with meat on a grill. It was Alex that labored faithfully over their incredibly lavish repast: a candle-lit love-effort so orgiastic it kept the presiding bride gorging herself until she was fit to split and utterly unable to even move from the table. More auspiciously yet, the husband who’d once dismissed shared baths as a bit of a bother had been superseded by a body servant exalted just to carry her bloated overload to the tub – and the enchanting nirvana he’d conjured there.

Candles again bedazzled, slender tapers by the dozens! And these were easily outnumbered by the fresh-cut roses they were mingled among. 

Some of these were stacked intact in vases; more had their decapitated blossoms heaped up in baskets. Even the lengthier stems had been saved. Limber and shorn of all but their thorns, these were piled neatly by to serve as encouragement quirts. 

Oh, so many fertile blooms’ heavy effluvia perfumed the humid room that Rachel’s head soon drooped and swooped in swoony loops. Silly sounding senseless sentences…was this what it meant to be scent-drugged? 

Eased into the steaming heat of a pristine mountain aquifer, its crystalline purity gentled by oils and drifted with a nimbus of bubbles, with thousands of those just-plucked petals circulating through its churning, Rachel’s muscles promptly puddled – possibly osmotically. 

Torpid she slouched out, limp limbs akimbo. 

An overindulged empress lapsed into a lassitude of sweetly distressed listlessness, she couldn’t but succumb to her obligate coddling. While the incredibly decadent wedding feast so grotesquely swelling her belly settled, pampered Empress Rachel was slowly soapy-sponged. This steamy-misty bliss persisted for a dreamy-achy interlude stretching over an hour or two – or maybe it was even three. 

It was long enough that she vented methane. Just as reflexively she peed repeatedly, an animal response to excessive inner pressure. Yet whenever the water stirred further or even arced above the surface, no one begrudged her groaning relief in the least. Nibbled with commiserating kisses rather, she was scrubbed assiduously on, bathed from her leaden head to her meticulously pedicured toes and back again. Duly those fresh blooms were used. 

Crushed against her with the sponge, that mitt described especially soothing circles rubbing these to destruction against her distended midsection. As this abdominal massaging accelerated her digestion, the grateful empress accepted more erotic attentions. Without notice almost those ever more affecting caresses eventually merged into fervent splurges of body worship. Yet nothing could trouble such exquisite placidity. 

No anxiety arose at the reverent treasuring of her flesh, not even when her groomer lingered lovingly over every curve of her generally resented breasts. When in her luxurious languor he at last spent forever cleansing her ass, and afterward began to tongue out her suddenly hungry cunt, it was as if her penetration aversion had never tortured her.

***

Cupping palms buoyed her butt up like the clouds underpinning Olympus. Alexander the Great serviced her like the demigod he indubitably was. His tenderness was as respectful as his industry inexhaustible. He knew exactly how to delve her deep and when to suck her off. 

By the time she’d gasped and splashed through her third climax, that gravid drag Alex had love-offered her had at last begun to distribute itself – its nutrients stored away or converted to energy. By her fourth (or was it fifth?) screaming peak, with the candles down to stubs and all the bubbles burst or dispersed, Rachel was lashing her flagellant avidly on and plenty ready to employ that energy. Still a little logy or no, it was time to assume her deity’s duties. 

It was her superb worshipper’s turn to be so somatically gratified. She picked loose the thorns she’d embedded in his broad back. Diligently he rinsed the petal detritus from her and toweled them both dry. Eagerly they descended to his forever-destined dungeon.

Mistress Rachel had devised an extra-extravagant and insidiously inventive new punishment regiment for them. Thus it was easily four hours more before they finished their feverish playing – and coincidental pegging. It was considered an excellent first installment in recouping all the fun interrupted when that inconvenient but maximally impactful virus had so sapped her vitality. Once their most disturbing urges were currently purged, Rachel lit up and lifted a portable torch. Smiling benevolently, she heated to luminosity the new length of wire she’d earlier twisted up. 

From now on each link in the decoration chain telling the tale of their symbiotic exchange would read ‘gd’ rather ‘gr’, in honor of the new surname she was happy to take on. 

As for honor and taking, Alex was as effusively grateful as ever to accept her ornamentation. 

He even begged her to commemorate their new unity with several of those brands cross-patterned in the manner of a flower, a rose perhaps. After splashing the resulting body-art with liquor (and fortifying her property with a generous gulp of his own) the new and official Mrs. Rachel Downing acknowledged her perfect partner with a kiss. 

“Everything has gone so splendidly tonight, hasn’t it, husband? Could there be any question that our most therapeutic coupling coming up could end in any way but just as wonderfully?”

“I’m going to try…” Alex began, but Rachel stopped him by pouring another slug of Wild Turkey onto his tongue. 

He would always try, and try his very best. Of that she need never fear less. And tonight in return her slave-mate would bring out her best. Damned if his worthiness didn’t deserve it! After he guzzled his Kentucky luxury Rachel kissed him again emphatically. 

“Rest and recover a moment, my mate. I’ve got final preparations to make. Then I’m going to release you, lead you upstairs and invite you into my bridal den. There if it kills me this sexy lioness will once again eradicate your virginity. I believe you will enjoy it even more this time.”

Leaving her lovely buck clamped out contorted on her most notorious torture apparatus, his gold-tethered head still tearing at the restraint only she held the key to, Goddess Rachel winked cheekily. Then she turned and hurried for the stairs. 

***

Everything was going perfectly. All of his earlier worries about being unworthy, along with the last vestiges of his usurper’s guilt, had been beaten, buggered and burned well out of Alex. Only mad excitement remained to mix with his concern – that and an iron determination. 

The prospect of losing his virginity, and actually having an orgasm in the bargain, was so immediately tantalizing he couldn’t help but squirm nonstop in his bonds. As electric as his suspense was however, nothing could make Alex ignore his responsibilities. 

Rachel needed healing still, and seeing that she achieved that (and in appropriately superlative fashion) was his overriding reason for existence. If he somehow let her down, set her progress back, not even a week spent in that sub-cellar recess would suffice as penance. And he would lose a whole lot of ground in his divinely authorized drive to escape self-hatred as well.

Unable to budge much otherwise, Alex blew out a breath at this. Disgustedly he let it flutter his lips. Now was not the time for defeatism! Everything was going to go splendidly. And finally he would know how it felt to have his penis sheathed in a woman’s vagina, when he’d so long ago accepted in his bones that he would die without knowing…

Rachel was back already, practically dancing down the steps. She was as naked as they’d been since heading for the tub; her boobs bounced wildly with her movement. Undeterred by the relentless tearing in his tip, Allie reared as fiercely as he had all night at such a tit-tillating sight. For eloquence Alex’ groan of woe surpassed even the most excruciated shrieks he’d released during the session just completed. His divine demon gleamed at his need as she rejoined him.

“I know, my darling. You’ve been waiting forever for this. So have I, in my own way. Let’s not put it off any longer. Are you recovered enough to function?”

“I could climb those stairs on broken legs, Mistress. I’d squirm naked through a minefield filled with scorpions and broken glass for this chance.”

“Then let’s go up. We have vows to honor, both marital and more.”

“Your will rules, Goddess.”

Once he got his limbs un-kinked and his general soreness in motion, Alex limbered up enough. His deity gave him more than a guiding hand, her smile reminding him how he’d carried her to the Jacuzzi and so tenderly cared for her own incapacity there. When she led him through the door in the floor and up into her rustic woman-cave, the sight of the arrangements she’d made for him in repayment slapped all awareness of his limitations right out of Alex.

***

With the door closed behind them it was murky inside. 

The skylight was opaque; after their recent experiences with drones Alex could credit the comfort quotient. The only illumination was from the lava lamp – no wait! That incarnadine gloom was pierced by the minute golden glow of an incense cone. From this tiny gleam of refulgence a ribbon of smoke arose. Its aroma evoked barbarous descendant resonances; its undulant curling and unfolding was almost mesmerizingly elegant in the stillness. 

The resulting ambiance was downright primal, particularly since the black bear pelt from before the fireplace had been brought in here and draped atop the bed – which had first been piled with pillows up the middle and head, forming a sort of shaggy throne.

Eased down upon this, Alex found himself slouched in feather-stuffed fur much like his wife had been when semi-submerged. 

If this was the lair of some fearsome she-cat, he was clearly a prey of unprecedented priority. Even the restraints he was quickly fitted with were minimalist things. Straps of stretchy thin black with adjustable buckles, these may have bound his wrists and ankles well out wide away from his sides. But they were elastic enough for him to almost reach himself regardless. In an emergency Alex judged himself probably able to snap them if necessary.

Propped up thus, splayed out invitingly in that aphrodisiacal atmosphere, the suddenly unreasonably timid virgin couldn’t suppress a whimper of distress. It was the relentless pain in his insanely straining copulatory organ! The constant pulling at his piercings made even the flaming multi-brand just seared into his flank seem insignificant. Yet rather than more than finger her key, Goddess Rachel merely husked out a sultry, whiskey-rough tease.

“Soon enough, my love. First we must have a toast. It’s our big night in more ways than one. Just let me get the glasses.”

She stepped into her closet, out of Alex’ line of vision. 

He heard her rustling. Shadows danced, angular like the flexing of elbows. Suspense tormented him for an eon. The muted pop of a champagne cork was followed and again by gurgling. Then at last the Goddess re-revealed herself to mortal sight. 

Alex groaned almost comically this time, his arousal more imperative than ever. This alpha lioness really was determined to push all of his buttons, not to mention twist his dials into the same dangerous shade as her smoky-dark den. It really was outrageous.

Though still barefoot and mostly naked, from the toes he’d just so daintily painted to her crimson-tinted crown, the exceptions to this were intensely gripping. 

Circling that crown sat the spectacularly jeweled tiara that Alex’ mother had withdrawn from the family vault. And around those warrior’s shoulders and that once-again slender belly, bracketing that even more spectacular torso was buckled only a scant black tactical harness – the sort favored by special operations forces. 

Narrow pouches all over this had been stuffed with smokes and a lighter, sex gel and a dildo, a hand-held shock-wand and a spur’s glittering rowel. But what particularly ‘gripped’ Alex’ groin wasn’t really any of this. Nor was the fact that in the same hand that held the bottle of Dom Perignon, Rachel also rather alarmingly carried both the share from downstairs and the vibrating penis pants they’d so extensively used in their most recent lovemaking practice. No, it was seeing that she held only one foaming flute in her free hand that really rocked Alex. His full offering was tucked between those stupendous breasts, which were globular and yet taut enough to convey it to him without even excess jiggling.

Wow. There were feminists the world over who would certainly murder her. On the other hand, maybe she’d once worked at Hooter’s. Either way the generosity of this gesture toward the possibly-juvenilely chest-obsessed, and by someone who’d been so blamelessly blighted by her biology was far from lost on Alex. He found its import as arousing as anything yet. As she moved toward him bound out on his furry perch he suddenly found himself both parched and praying that she maintained that remarkable hold the entire way. It seemed his successful slaking was an omen in waiting for the healing joining ahead.

She climbed onto the bed, sloshing just the tiniest bit. Alex couldn’t help but wince.

Goddess dropped the substitute cocks she carried, a twinge of relief. Still she ignored Allie, whose stretched-translucent-and-angry-red tip had long since turned a disturbingly swollen purple. Instead she straddled her chosen one at the waist, just above his base, the bottle in one hand, her glass in the other and his yet clasped between her tits. 

As she nestled in, a single rill of champagne ran down behind the flute, adding a fresh gleam to the golden key peaking beneath her cleavage. 

Her already moist middle identically dampened the fiery straining of his circular-curved semi-erection – an almost intolerable additional stimulus. Deftly she slipped the magnum into an unobtrusive ice bucket pre-positioned to one side, wriggling maddeningly against Allie at the same time. Beneath the diamonds, rubies and opals now shining on her brow, the far more lustrous and priceless emeralds of her eyes captivated Alex as she raised up her glass.

“Here’s to my husband, without whom I would have remained a bitter, dishonored, traumatized wreck hell-bent upon a brutal descent into evil. I will cherish this rare male like no woman ever could; enjoying him in the ways he craves most depravedly… 

“Anything to add, my handsome lad?”

Suddenly put on the spot, Alex let the impulsive poetry flow.

“Here’s to my incomparable wife, my Supreme Being and the fundament of my existence. For excusing me from martyrdom twice, I avow to you my eternal adoring service. The ever-extended perfection of your blissful well-being is my most sacred obligation.”

“Hear, hear, and beautifully spoken, dear.”

Goddess clinked her flute to the muted one she still held poised just above and in front. She downed her entire draft and dropped the glass. Then she leaned inward, even now using that opulent endowment to bring him his drink. Once the flute reached his lips she sneaked a hand underneath to gently tip the glass by the stem and pour it, albeit sloppily, into him.

“Pardon me!” Rachel giggled almost girlishly as the bubbly ambiguously flooded both his mouth and neck. “Did I douse you? Let me make amends.”

She set aside the second empty glass, retrieved the bottle and liberally splashed her bosom. Of course this saw Alex doused even worse, especially when she began to pour foaming runnels down those heroic slopes, off the pebbly points and into his questing gape. 

No champagne should taste so great! Addictive types were particularly susceptible. Nevertheless before he could credit it, those sweet-slick globes were suddenly wildly slipping and slapping, smooshing and mashing and even rubbery-arrow abrading his entire face. It made the last such occasion abruptly irrelevant, especially when for the first time ever one of those beautifully protuberant nipples was thrust stiff and soaking into his lips.

“Go ahead!” Goddess gasped. The whiskey was back in her voice. Somewhere far distant she was stuffing the bottle away so they wouldn’t overturn it on the bed. 

“Tonight you may lap and slobber on me all you like. I can manage it. Go on and even grapple me as you can. Only don’t get rough and don’t break the ropes.”

Rarely in his most heretical fantasies had Alex dared dream of being invited to make free with those most stupendous of feminine blessings. Maybe before he knew this Goddess, and learned a proper worship. Now he slurped and slobbered like an impetuous puppy. He simply couldn’t resist. Frantically he nibbled and kissed, suckled and tongued and gasped flabbergasted at their impossibly succulent, fatty-firm embodiment. Yet even in his naïve greed he remained considerate with his teeth, and moderated the urgency of his attentions as the moans he elicited suggested. 

Likewise while his arms strained those elastic restraints as he fought to reach in far enough to paw and play, grasp and grope, to somehow even lightly squeeze and fondle all that elusive squishy slipperiness, he did this in a manner that obeyed the intent of those tethers. Anything that threatened his mistress’ dominance with unwelcome hints of aggression must be prevented.

Yet why would he ever wish to risk this? Paradise was right where he was, a glory-reward he would trade for very few others. Yet as the occupying Goddess began to respond to his enthusiasm by rubbing his root with her vulva the resulting madness in Alex’ unbearably baited monster became an urgent reminder of those others. Oh he had to escape this depravity! But as he buried his face deeper in cleavage, nuzzling that smothering envelopment into grinding against him again, he was all-too acutely aware of the fine gold chain being rubbed and rolled between his cheeks and that deliciously resilient salty-sweet pressure of flesh. At last he had to nibble on a lip-full of links. From there he pulled in more, slowly sucking up that expensive necklace like a strand of spaghetti. Finally he claimed the limitlessly precious object at the end.

Alex pulled back a bit and extended this on his tongue. He sucked that key in and kissed it, flipped it about and slipped it and out, made slutty oral love to its oval bow and angular blade. 

This shamefaced display was the closest he could come to unasked-for imploring. Aware at last that she was no longer being puppy-mauled, Goddess Rachel took in his performance and chuckled. Now it was that guttural feline growl that always aroused him beyond reason.

“Are we so eager to abandon my bounty? So trusting that the Goddess might again someday decide to provide? Whoever gave you such a guarantee?”

Alex gazed up in timid entreaty and saw that grinning visage breathtakingly bracketed. Accentuated by his subordinate perspective, the boobs in question loomed brobdingnagian. Captured as any planet, he was compelled and belittled both by being in their orbit.

“Besides, importunate child, if I’m obliged to unlock pretty Allie, I’m going to have to toy with him for an hour or two. That’s before I even think about allowing him inside my sainted center. And I do that kind of loving-punishing all the time. I just can’t control my contradictory lust-hate relationship with manhood, both in general and in its eponymous epitome. You’d rather get that bit of tribulation all started and finished with then?”


Oh, what a devious deity! But with a second (or third) look (those depending breasts really were rather distracting) Alex could see from her gleaming green that she was really only teasing. 

Restoring enjoyment to the pleasuring of this empress’ treasure would undeniably remain on the agenda. And any amount of CBT – that’s cock-and-ball torture to you and me – was eminently preferable to the endless tearing stress he’d been suffering pretty much continuously since his impish keyholder had linked her Rings of Power. His plea burst from him pathetically.

“I beg you Goddess, bring on your worst! Only please set my penis free!”

The unintended Exodus parody made Rachel roar with a rich appreciation. Her approval was daunting, warming, enthralling and enflaming. Her tiara made her regal indeed as she beamed.

“Very well darling. And when I lock it up again, you will no longer be a virgin. Only this time I mean it: if you ever wish Allie erect again, don’t spew on me unexpectedly – you must cry me a warning if I’m about to ruin everything – though of course it would be infinitely better if you withheld altogether.”

Alex gulped at the ominous challenge. He remembered his previous failure, the punishment pit, and the recent foamy omen. Still his voice came out steadily enough. 

“You have my promise, Goddess.”

***

And so his mistress took her turn. With a sly bit of ceremony she finally employed her key, allowing Allie at last to leap into immensely relieved (and insanely raging) rigidity. 

Oh, tumescence never felt so heavenly! Or at least not in memory, or until with a commiserating kiss on the tip Goddess Rachel began her licking, jacking, sucking and carefully calibrated titty-fucking; all of her amazing manipulations prior to her first interruption for revenge. Then the agony and ecstasy intermingled interminably, as always – if with an intensity unprecedented. 

Using only teeth and fingernails, and the supplies tucked into her tactical harness, Mistress Special Ops Interrogator improvised. Nevertheless she blessed every instant of terribly arousing lubing and vibrating and fleshy pleasuring with such harrowing amounts of equally affecting if opposing sensory stimuli that the complementary effects constantly escalated. 

From pinches and nips to shocks on that badly inflamed tip to rolling that sharp steel rowel endlessly over and around every penile and perineal inch, she had him crying for either more or mercy only minutes after each increasingly prescient switch. But whether it was again either an hour or three that his maddened member was so skillfully tortured and teased, Alex successfully kept any ejaculation at bay for the entire time. 

Or perhaps it was more accurate to say that he was so perfectly played he could never quite get imminent enough for that to be a factor. In any event his omniscient temptress was eventually surfeited. As a last challenge for him – or maybe merely a worldly boon, a clever and well-meant intensifier – she slid that vibrator all the way inside his ever-welcoming rectum and activated it. Even as Alex was groaning over that highest setting she swung back astride him.

Maybe traumatized Rachel wanted to commit herself before she lost her nerve. 

Maybe her confidence had suffered somehow despite their impressive string of successes with copulation simulation. Or maybe after so much outrageous foreplay she simply couldn’t restrain herself. She was admittedly contrary. Either way it was without the expected additional commemoration that she suddenly gripped him, and rubbed that woefully swollen gold-ringed glans against her entrance.

“Here we go!” came that she-cat purr.

Without further warning, or time for Alex to really properly appreciate the magnitude and immediacy of this instant, his magnificent captor slid down onto him, encasing his virginal, interminably deprived prick in the most blessed of compressive hot wetness. Yet even as he gasped in exhilarated disbelief, the despicable criminal felt his disastrous past repeat.




Chapter Forty-Seven

In Heaven Together Forever

Perhaps it was in deference to all the eons since she’d enjoyed this – three years now, anyway. But in her moment of impulsive mounting she must have somehow suspended time. That was the only way to account for the avalanche of memories, perceptions and intentions that seemed to cascade through Rachel in only a second or two.

It began with the horrors of course: Colonel Asshole in the hotel room with the roofies. Then came naked Jimmy, flinging himself back from her hysterical thrashing, the shocked dismay on his face turning to a terror that eviscerated even in memory. After that she was bitterly masturbating in an empty bed, plotting her unjustified revenge.

Yet magically none of that mattered anymore! And it wasn’t just the classic incremental exposure therapy for phobia either, that procession from tonguing to fingering to dry-humping to the share to finally riding the vibrator that seemed to flash by inside her in a tumble of enlivening images. It was primarily the repair work done on her by this matchless capture in her grasp.

No more secrets sickened the old soldier’s soul, driving her to mindless violence. The wounds inflicted by war and men and herself had been beautifully salved. And now with the remit of her miraculous mate’s family and even the dubious imprimatur of the state, not even her conscience could bother her. In short nothing threatened with this entrance; none of her defenses were necessary. This was her ideal partner and he was utterly in her power. 

Such a celebratory joining called for only exultant joy. Yet this momentous connection was so much more than just a wedding consummation or even a triumphal catharsis completing her formerly undreamed-of healing. It was mostly a redundantly appropriate reward for the one who’d been indispensible to that recovery. 

It was also an unmistakable demonstration of her forgiveness and commitment to him. Simultaneously it was a challenge, to make taking her still-impressionable prize’s virginity away from him utterly unforgettable. And finally it was an opportunity, to show her willing slave what kind of glories he could hope to attain on those rare occasions when his especially superb service again earned him the unlocking of their real wedding rings. 

With such understandings safely assimilated, the universe resumed. 

The hot, hefty cock she’d climbed upon, sensitive, swollen and golden at the glans, as real as any in existence, finished sliding itself inside her. Seated tightly and deeply, it was the greatest sensation of her life! Exalted by all she’d perceived, resolved and conceived in the seconds it took to despoil her prey, Lioness Rachel gasped in a chest-swelling breath and set herself to launch into ravenously ravishing this randy young buck, taking his innocence with all the instinctively feral female-feline ferocity that was bred into her. Unfortunately the ultimate test of her improvement came at what should have been the worst possible moment.

Blue eyes wide to the whites Alex’ betrayal was obvious even in the bloody-tinged dimness. 

She should have expected this. She’d just dick-teased a teenager to derangement. And those ridiculously blue balls hadn’t been emptied since that last romantic cataclysm. He’d ultimately redeemed her by that and she’d responded abominably.

As before, Alex’ cry of apocalyptic apology came just a second preceding that hot wet jetting. Yet as unbearably repulsive as she’d always found this since being subjected to it against her will, this was a test Rachel passed even as it was happening. 

Not only was the smell, taste and sight of Alex’ issue safely contained, and the inner tickle actually a bit thrilling. But her new maturity was more than a match for such an unconsidered inevitability. Not a trigger in her twitched. And when her infinitely chagrined prey quavered up at her from his bound throne of honor and devouring, she actually laughed a riff of relief.

“Aren’t you going to choke me?” 

“Not on your life, my darling.” She gazed down with limitless fondness on his proper but idiotic shame. “I’ll accept that as legitimate payback for all the terrible impotence I’ve put you through these last few fabulous months. As long as that nastiness stays safely inside me, and none of it ends up ruining our lovin’ rug, we can agree to laugh about this. 

“Besides, you are in your prime, my beautiful young stud. We both are. Even without shifting from this position, how much kissing and nipple-licking do think it will take you to get ready again? And how much longer and better will our lovemaking be, with me now required to coax a second coming from you?”

At last blushing Alex gave her an uncomfortable grin.

“My Goddess is wise, and gracious beyond understanding. It seems the omen was ambiguous indeed, as such superstitions must inevitably be.”

After he explained this for her, Rachel laughed again. This time her purr of delight turned into a carnally possessive snarl.

“You do know that lionesses typical copulate hundreds of times in a row, right? I saw it on the National Geographic Channel.” Alex groaned most gorgeously. He shouldn’t have fed her so heartily; she indeed felt that charged and ready. Yet she could see him gladly rallying.

“Kiss me then my energetic owner. The night is old if I am not. And it seems I’ve got a lot of mind-bogglingly rewarding duties to perform!”

***

Thankfully it turned out to take only an unnumbered minimum of minutes for Alex to get ‘ready’ again. Though still burning in an inner hell for his spurting, and simultaneously ebullient over the dual redemption Rachel’s astonishingly restrained reaction displayed, these emotional gymnastics were soon subsumed in a more physical response.

Goddess was always an eager and awesome kisser. The shapes of their lips seemed made for each other, identically thick and pliant, always so springy-squishy when mashed together. And her affinity for this activity was clearly driven by a consuming passion. With those lethal hands clasping his cheeks, cupping his skull or running luxuriously through his hair, she held him helpless and plundered him with her tongue. 

Any cogitation fled altogether. A bliss of submissive blessedness descended as Alex was enjoyed and enjoyed his enjoyment in return. And when Rachel broke away at last to replace that intruding tongue with a nipple as promised (dry by now yet just as mouth-wateringly welcome), his disgraced penis quit cringing in defeat and began to take a new interest in proceedings. 

After all, being encased in a Goddess’ most holy pocket didn’t happen just every millennium. It wasn’t an occasion to waste. With his potentially disastrous failures forgiven, Allie took heart again. He began to thicken, to elongate, questing his way back into sacred territory he’d barely begun to explore. When that nipple was suddenly ripped away (soaked again from his attentions) and then ground ruthlessly against his gasping face (before being replaced by the other one), that stiffening quickened. Nor did this go unnoticed. Over his urgent suckling and snuffling Alex heard his Goddess coo her approval.

“Oooo my, I think brave Allie is growing a new backbone. He’s getting ready for a riding isn’t he? Maybe I can give him the incentive to return to duty a bit sooner…”

Again the object of his affections was wrenched away from him. 

Again it was ground (with an appropriate sense of contempt) rudely wet and rubbery all over his nose and cheeks and chin and lips, and even his defensively squinched eyelids. Then as before he was smothered in glory before being battered back and forth, slapped absolutely silly, smooshed and mooshed and liberally smeared with the saliva he’d sloppily left all over her. Then to Alex’ astonishment Goddess even granted him a forbidden taste-tease of the martyrdom-need from which he’d been (hopefully) freed. Trapping his face in her delicious press with strong arms locked about his head, she began to truly smother him – and wonderfully!

Pitilessly enfolding him in the tits he’d gawked at since his first glimpse of her, burying him there until he bucked autonomically from anoxia, Alex felt like never yet the madly compelling kick of mortal terror mixed with the supremely thrilling triumph of motherly justice. Here was the murder by her he so insanely craved – if far more merciful than what he deserved. 

More than a match for his panic she let him struggle and buck some more, while Allie went from tentatively eager to sudden steely fierceness. Oh, Goddess he was so damn hard! And when at the very brink of an asphyxiated faint she yanked free his gasping face, the pulling of Alex’ hair was somehow as arousing as the spots before his eyes and the unexpected, rejuvenating joy of still being alive – preserved so that he could serve this perfect owner ever further.

After this lesson, Alex gazed upward at his Goddess with the most slavish of worship. 

Deeply inhaling that somehow primitively evocative incense swirling thickly around them brought both a swimmy-headedness and additional urgent stirring. Above and between those breasts still depending stupendous and threatening was the gorgeous visage anyone with half a mind would pray to see right after they’d (or particularly if they hadn’t) just died. 

Oh what a vision of the feminine divine! Diamonds, rubies, and emeralds oh my, and how could he ever escape those eyes? 

These pierced more deeply into him than he could ever see himself. Queenly stern yet playfully rapacious (and all the while endlessly benevolent), they took his measure to the letter and dearly loved everything they beheld. Far more than the chain again dangling before his face, these held the key to eternal fulfillment for him. Brimming and almost glowing now with a ferocious heat that matched that raging in his painfully rigid man-monster, that swoony blue-green communion conveyed her intent as clearly as her seductive growl did.

“And now my mane-less male is ready again yes? There is nothing to interrupt the deranged rutting he has coming? More, he is primed to satisfy his molly properly, and learn what wonders lie in store for the flawlessly obedient, perfectly subservient, especially endearing marital slave?”

Now it was Alex’ voice that rattled huskily, his breath catching with suspense.

“I am at your service, Goddess.”

Her answer came floated on a breath of incipient ecstasy.

“Thus shall it ever be.”

With that, after what seemed like way too many feints and missteps, their conjugal coupling got underway at last.

***

Heaven was born of love, and the need of genes to replicate. Add in a dash of awareness and the ability to defer rewards until optimal, and Goddess Rachel’s realm was one Alex would labor and suffer a lifetime to inhabit. Even a rare visit like this was worth it.

Despite the urgent demands of their glands, they began their rut gradually. 

First came a languorous stretching, like that of an awakening cat. A gentle flexing of interlocked bodies, followed by a slow pumping of the hips, so that each participant could savor every nuance of the process, every smallest sensation generated. 

Alex had the time to feel each squeezing slide, to watch the first sway in the dangling dance of breasts beginning just above his head. He could even yet appreciate the effects of the incense, the dim crimson lighting, and the overall ambience on his already maddened mood. But even at such a sedate pace the friction in their connection created too much heat. Added to their existing engorgement of tissues, their overall physiological arousal and most of all the emotional passions that burn so hot in higher-order beings, this caused an uncontrollable conflagration to catch between Goddess and subject. Heaven became an abode of fire, at least the metaphorical kind.

From the incendiary green gaze that scorched him to his soul to the hotly buzzing cock squashed under his prostate, Alex felt enflamed throughout. Yet this was but a kindling. As the glorious she-beast astride him began to ride him for real – his warrior-wife and sworn owner, his incomparably mighty and desirable Goddess – her helplessly splayed man-prey threatened to go up in a puff of spontaneous combustion. 

Thank physics for their lubing fluids! 

After so much delay, deprivation and depravity, badly abused Allie sizzled like flint slipping through a steel wool sheathe. With this initiation the phrase ‘being in heat’ (as it applied to rampant female cats for example) gained emphatic understanding. With powerful Rachel recklessly ramping up her pace, all the wonders bantered about by the locker room wits were finally his – and proving those buffoons witless too. From the fire of his over-revving motor to the delicious friction feeding it, from the aggressive rocking of the luscious weight pinning him in place to the eye-searing spectacle of the uncloaked Goddess having her wanton way atop him, everything was more exalting than his naïve imaginings could have possibly credited.

No doubt this was down to the fabulous being taking him. 

No neophyte she, this experienced older woman knew exactly how to maximize her ecstasy – and how to stoke his own fever to almost unbearable levels. Goddess had not only been correct about it being so much better with the threat of his early spewing removed. As prescient as ever, she also knew exactly when to adapt her mechanics to keep Alex continuously burning hotter. 

From pumping her hips laterally and rocking him ever deeper inside her to suddenly pogoing up and down on him (big boobs positively flopping); from casting her upper half back and powering her thrusts by hands clasped under his knees to just as suddenly looming forward in order to bury her mate with tits and kisses again, the veteran campaigner showed bound Alex the ropes in her promised ineradicable fashion. Whatever excesses they’d shared using substitutes were swiftly surpassed. Having so obviously and gloriously triumphed over her rape trauma had unmistakably inspired this Supreme Being into a compensatory frenzy.

Fueled by the huge meal he’d fed her, Rachel rode awestruck Alex like the proverbial rented thoroughbred. Though neither was keeping score, she added at least another three galvanic climaxes to that endless night’s fantastic tally. Finally too superheated to resist, raging Allie reacted to this last spastic slippery-hot clenching by volcanically blowing his own second load. 

Perhaps this eruption lacked somewhat in volume. Nevertheless it was more rewarding than any in memory, and not just in terms of its convulsive force. Rather in such a mutually apotheotic moment of such infinite significance their usual soul-communion was absolute. 

Nowhere in Earth or all the heavens were two mates better matched – or more improbably joined by their crimes in enjoying such a unique and indispensable interpersonal paradise. And still they were left with the balance of their lifetime sentences yet to be served.

***

Rachel collapsed, drenched with sweat and panting helplessly. 

Damn, that was incredible! And she was supposed to save this for special occasions? Crushed under her body, panting as well though he’d hardly been moving, Alex was moaning dazedly. It seemed her challenges had all been met, her aims accomplished. Good: she was absolutely bushed. In fact, Rachel doubted she had the fortitude left to deal with the nasty aftermath. Her cheek pressed tightly to that of Alex, she fluttered his hair with a sigh of rue.

Apparently she still had healing to do. For the moment that didn’t matter however. Reading her easily, her husband took back the night’s initiative. With an exciting bulge of biceps he broke his now unnecessary tethers and clasped her spent body to him. Then the world whirled. 

Without uncoupling their connection Alex had rolled her over backwards, until she ended with her head and shoulders on the mattress, her back and butt sloping up that pillowed incline and her legs now flung up high and wide. 

Still socketed and now atop her, the impetuous slave stopped her surprised little shriek with a kiss. Then he disengaged carefully, preventing any spillage. Her inverted crotch now held their combined fluids like a cup: this religion’s Holy Grail, or communion offering.

With that Alex reverted to her dutiful supplicant and body servant. And as his eager lapping and discreet slurping tidied her up, Rachel sighed again, this time with cosseted bliss.

They had decades yet to work on overcoming her horror of ejaculate – as they did on relegating Alex’ screams to the deepest recesses of old nightmares. Now it was enough that his caressing tongue was actually bringing this lioness back into estrus already. 

If only she wasn’t so weak! Still slave Alex had everything yet admirably in hand. With his repellant mess safely ingested and her moans needing no decryption, he reached at once for the vibrating penis pants – the ones he might be required to wear far less frequently now than he may have been resigned to only an hour ago.

“You said lionesses do it all night, right? Just because it might take me an hour this time to get ready again is no reason we can’t explore some other positions. It just seems heretical to me for you to have to do all the work.”

What a perfect worshipper! Giggling as though both she and the night were still young and innocent, Rachel flung her legs even further back over her head. Already she was practically upside down. But this was one she’d never tried before – and that had never been tainted for her.

“Okay, baby. Time for the pile-driver. Get that thing on and give it to me!”

“Your wish is my decree!”

It took him maybe ten seconds. Then heaven descended to envelop them again.
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