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    Chapter One


    Spring arrived at the end of February in San Francisco. It came with the first warm, thigh-tickling breeze, with the aroma of fresh grass and burgeoning leaves and new blossoms. It brought with it reborn lust to stir the veins and the remembrance of things past. It was that way for Sophie Russo, who jogged the steep city block. This was a regular practice, parking her old VW at the bottom of the hill and racing to the top, breathless by the time she reached the wrought-iron gate in front of Martin Scoffield’s studio. The practice had its purpose, clearing out the cobwebs from her reluctant but beautiful body, making her head light, her heart beat rapidly and her pale cheeks flush. Body purified, head purged of grief, she would expel a sensuous breath of air, her lissome body looking as though it was happily collected and ready to work.


    Sophie viewed that unsullied neighborhood with a degree of admiration, pondering how anything subject to the wind and the grime of a city could remain so beautifully unscathed. Victorian row houses lined the streets as far as her eye could see in all directions. Like pastel chocolates, the sculpted exteriors were painted in diminished shades of white and cream, trimmed with grey, blue, pink and sometimes tan. Occasionally now, there were highlights in the scrollwork, contrasting shades of navy, green and burgundy. One mutinous neighbor had painted their starched Victorian in vibrant shades of pink, mauve and cranberry, totally forgetting the proper decorum requisite in this sparkling community. The oddity made Sophie smile. She loved every minute on these unsoiled streets and the way they made her feel washed clean. She could admire this perfect neighborhood, but she could never live here comfortably. Her life needed its tarnished places since she was certainly a tarnished woman.


    With one last glance toward the Pacific Ocean far in the distance, she would open the gate and step lightheartedly up the steps. Martin Scoffield’s studio was in a corner house, one larger and detached from the other dwellings on the block. Light could come in through four sides, not just two—though the house was so close to the one adjacent, with only six feet separating their outer walls, that no sunlight actually hit the nearly useless windows on that end of the house. Taking advantage of its large lot, Scoffield’s Victorian styled studio sprawled as though bursting its tightly laced seams, a turret at the top, bay window on the side, and an octagonal corner of the house jutting out beyond the more straight-laced façade.


    Sophie could imagine herself living like an angel inside this house—all the rooms were light and airy; and when the windows were open, the Pacific breeze fluttered the thin curtains as if fairy sprites were dancing odes to Spring. Martin kept the hardwood floors gleaming, the rooms as pastel and muted as the neighborhood’s pastel atmosphere. He’d remodeled what had been a typically drab house, turning it into one extraordinary morning room—that is, except for his darkroom where he developed his photographs and the main studio that changed according to the requirements of each photo shoot. Knowing she was no angel, Sophie’s daydream of living in the house was just a playful fantasy. Working there was enough to suit her need for this cheerful splendor.


    It had been comforting to have a regular job modeling clothes for department store advertisements. After her miserable twenty-sixth year when her mother died and her boyfriend of three years lost his life in the same car wreck that immobilized her for four months with a broken leg, her twenty-seventh year looked brighter—at least one that might allow her to mend her tattered spirit and put some distance between herself and the past. The task had been difficult. The modeling job had been the beginning, as though she’d been given a gift from God to restore her faith in life.


    Her best friend, Maureen, had said that her life was bound to make a change, and so it had. Maureen had endured her share of grief and should know. She was infinitely wise, and thankfully patient with Sophie’s slow progress back into the land of the living.


    When Sophie first crossed into Martin Scoffield’s world she had no idea how all-consuming this association would be. He simply adored her body. Sitting in the reception area, having answered his advertisement for a female clothing model, she was surrounded by gorgeous women, some robust and voluptuous, and others, willowy, slender versions of herself. She tossed her head back, letting the natural curls of her shoulder length hair fall behind her head while she made a stab at reading a fashion magazine. Most of the models in the room were doing the same in one way or another; though they were all too nervous to concentrate on anything. A few of the more experienced models sat straight-faced and relaxed as though they already had the job. This would be Sophie’s third modeling job if she were hired; but seeing her competition, she assumed the audition would amount to no more than the other dozen auditions of the last few weeks—an unproductive lesson in rejection.


    Martin Scoffield, at thirty-three, was an excellent photographer with great credentials that extended far beyond the print layouts he did to keep his business in the black. He’d produced a book of artful images taken throughout the city, highlighting the uniquely diverse character of San Francisco women. When so much is written about the gay community, Martin’s exposé was a lovely tribute to another of the many defining spirits in this multi-layered city—straight, lesbian, old, young, beautiful, aged, ragged and ordinary women appeared in his work. Hailed as quite an accomplishment far beyond San Francisco itself, it put Martin Scoffield in a revered position in an often-patronizing art community.


    He often said he was “getting away” from strictly commercial shoots like the ones Sophie modeled for, but that was only a pipe dream. It would take some time before he could retire from the more mundane aspects of a photographer’s life.


    Sophie Russo, however, saved him from the mundane and the ordinary. The instant he laid eyes on her—her thin hand was gently flinging a lock of rebellious hair out of her eyes—he was in love. Had Venus herself appeared in his reception room, he wouldn’t have been more impressed. Hers was not the kind of beauty that won pageants, that would be picked as the runway model of the year, or would appear on the cover ofSports Illustrated clad only in a swimsuit. Her beauty was unique.


    There was a quality of innocent virtue; though her essence was not all air and reveries. She was serene. She would speak quietly while so many other models in the room would emerge boldly once they were called on to speak. Her step would be sensuous in the purest form and uncomplicated. Her power was sexual, but not manipulative, hard, or grinding. Martin had the feeling that any moment this vision of femininity could lay back, part her legs and allow herself to be taken.


    Though she was serene and contemplative, and easily seduced, Martin knew that this girl had an edge—a flaw in her character, which only made her more fascinating. Was she really what he needed in a department store model? And did he really care if she wasn’t?


    During their first weeks of photo shoots, Martin learned of her recent grief. He saw the sadness in her soul emanating along with her natural radiance. Perhaps that sadness kept her grounded, so she appeared less flighty than she might have been otherwise. She was clearly grounded in reality, no longer able to dream quite as fancifully as she once had.


    It said a lot of Martin Scoffield that with just one glance at Sophie Russo he could deduce so much. It didn’t take but a split second for him to pick her out of the group and motion her into his private office—all to the curious and critical stares of those who were left behind. The gesture was so unexpected, and so decisive that the other waiting models gave up hope of landing the job. At the same time, none left Scoffield’s studio until they were dismissed.


    Sophie Russo had no shortcomings as a model. She had uncanny instincts before the camera—almost as though she was inside Martin’s head, knowing exactly what he wanted each moment. Martin liked pliable models. When he was working, he was the creator and viewed his models as clay to shape in a mold he devised from his own visions.


    Sophie’s relationship with the photographer developed easily into a friendship—a backwards sort of one, since Sophie was on guard against giving too much to anyone. She wasn’t in the mood for a relationship after the last one left her so brutally ravaged. And, thankfully, Martin wasn’t interested in a relationship either. He might have been gay—his sexual orientation hadn’t been discussed. Though everything else was. During the course of a shoot, Martin often commenced innocuous conversations about film, theatre, San Francisco social life and the weather. Beginning with simple small talk, they proceeded to touch on their personal lives.


    These exchanges were so detached, removed from emotion and even reality, that Sophie slipped in all the essential facts about her life without raising a single tear—everything from her childhood dilemmas, the deaths of her mother and boyfriend, to discourses on remodeling her apartment—something necessary to get the spooks of the past off her back—to her best friend, Maureen.


    While Martin posed her in clothing; everything from cute, to romantic, to matronly, to teenage slutty, he was at the same time offering quiet therapy, so very different from the long and emotional sessions, crying her eyes out on Maureen Duvall’s convenient shoulder.


    After three weeks of steady work, it was obvious that working with Martin Scoffield was more than just a job. “Are you falling in love with him?” Maureen asked one afternoon, as Sophie plopped down in a kitchen chair inside her friend’s warm and garlic smelling kitchen. Mo stood over her with a spaghetti-covered spoon waiting for an answer. She was a soft on the outside, steely on the inside brunette—long on efficiency and wisdom, though often short on tact.


    “No!” Sophie insisted looking shocked that the subject was even mentioned. “Why would you say that?”


    “He’s all you talk about.”


    “That’s because I’ve been with him ten hours a day for nearly ten days straight. We know each other very well.”


    “And he’s in love with you,” she stated flatly.


    “He loves my body and the way I pose. For some reason I’m absolutely perfect for what he wanted.”


    “Beware.”


    “Of what?”


    “You’ll be in bed with him before the month’s out and I’m not sure you’re ready for that.”


    “Of course, I’m not. But, Mo, I’m not attracted that way, and I don’t really think he’s attracted to me that way either. I’m more of a virtuous Goddess than I am a potential lover,” she said acting playfully, way a Goddess would act. “Besides, he might well be gay.”


    “Is he?”


    Sophie shrugged. “I don’t know. Could go either way.”


    Maureen shook her head, her short, dark curls hardly budging, unlike Sophie’s softer ones that moved like a buoyant cloud about her wide-open face.


    Sophie’s honey blonde hair was streaked white so that the look of it shifted according to the way the sun and shadows played with its inconstant texture. Her light-hued eyes were some indistinct color between blue and green—unless she was in sunlight when they glittered with a golden hue. She sat at ease in Maureen’s kitchen—sometimes her friend’s home was more inviting than her own, hers being so replete with gloomy memories. (Maureen had advised her to move out, while Sophie insisted that a facelift would do; it was hard to find apartments in San Francisco with the kind of sensuous ambience she loved.)


    Maureen, tending to her pot of sauce, was of a dark-skinned Eastern European background, her features sharp and distinct. Her black eyes could snap with venom as easily as they could deepen lustfully. And her tight compact body seemed powerful even though her form was small. She might have been as changeable as Sophie in appearance and mood, but she did a different kind of shifting, as though she lived on an altogether different plane of existence. Maureen had long ago hardened herself against the world around her, while Sophie had only begun to do the same. Both women feared vulnerability, Maureen’s defensiveness inbred, Sophie’s learned. Ultimately, Sophie would be the first to soften since it wasn’t natural for her to remain guarded with her affections. She simply needed time. Maureen might need a sledgehammer to open herself—especially to men. She was not a lesbian, but found few men truly understood what she needed. At thirty-three, while many women searched almost desperately for love, she ignored that game. Though a man in her life would have been pleasant, it wasn’t a necessity.


    “So, maybe youdo have the perfect man,” Maureen suggested.


    “Right now he’s the only one. And he makes no passes. He’s a perfect gentleman and he adores me.”


    “Humm. Then, perhaps, you should hang on to him.”


    “And the money’s damn good.”


    “You must have an angel here, hon. ‘Bout time,” she smiled so meaningfully Sophie was almost in tears. “Still miss him, don’t you?”


    “With all my heart.” Danny would never die inside her, especially because she didn’t want him to leave. This was something Maureen understood instinctively about Sophie because she understood the human psyche. She’d nurse Sophie through her grief if it took her forever, and it wouldn’t matter if it did. Sophie was that important to her; she was a delicate friend who needed sheltering.


    Maureen was part owner of a deli and bakery just down the street from her apartment. The quaint establishment served specialty coffees, fresh pastries, sandwiches on freshly baked bread and stocked an assortment of gourmet foods. While her partner took care of the early morning bakery crew, Maureen ran the deli from seven in the morning until seven at night. When Sophie wasn’t working as a model, she was Maureen’s favorite waitress. Now so busy with Martin Scoffield, Maureen missed seeing her waifish smile and sensuous movements through the deli. She missed her delicacy and laughter, and even the sadness in her eyes. Sophie was also good for business; everyone that saw her fell in love at first sight. She was so alluring that it was difficult not to be mesmerized by her peculiar alchemy.


    It was the spring of the year—spring turning rapidly into summer in San Francisco—, which was almost another season change altogether—those days when the fog would regularly roll across the peninsula by afternoon and enshroud the world in grey. Maureen worried that Sophie would take a nosedive into despair once the damp fog hit. But as long as it was spring and the city sparkled, so too did Sophie’s spirit. Her new job and the budding friendship with Martin Scoffield were saving her sanity. Both women had reason to be content.


    ***


    Martin Scoffield’s studio was variously arranged with backdrops, potted plants, fake columns, lecterns, drapes and assorted other props to enhance the look of a shoot. His work sometimes required a good deal of imagination to make simple clothes look spectacular; and he was well aware of the nuances of light and shadows necessary to bring out the best in any model. The better they looked, the better the ads would be, the more his clients kept coming back for more.


    Sophie Russo was certainly not the photographer’s only model. With numerous projects going on at once, he had a dozen models coming and going nearly every day of the week. But once discovering his attraction for Sophie, he reserved the very early morning hours or late in the day for her shoots. Either time, the light would capture the subtleties of her hair, the moods of her face, the openness of her eyes—and sometimes their golden color. She could inspire him even when she was wearing simple muslin summer dresses or winter wool.


    After their first project was complete, he couldn’t bear the thought of not seeing her at least twice a week. So, until the next major shoot he proposed that she return and model for his photo art—a new book perhaps, though the concept of this new work was not yet clear to him. He knew, however, that Sophie would play a major role in his plans.


    As she was getting dressed behind a freestanding wooden screen, he tentatively stated his aims. They were in a fourth floor attic room that was heavenly to work in. Years ago, an artisan had carved minor masterpieces in its intricate beam ceiling. While the rest of the house had the same sort of flair, the bare wood in the fourth floor glowed magically in the afternoon light.


    “You know, Sophie, what kind of work I’m doing here?”


    “You mean, these pictures aren’t going to be in Macy’s next circular?” she laughed with a musical sensuousness, already knowing this was no commercial shoot.


    Her perfume reminded him of plumeria. Once she stepped out from behind the screen, clothed in a blue cotton sundress, her body was bathed in white light; and for the first time, Martin was moved to kiss her. He wanted to plant his mouth at her neck and slowly work his lips down to that fragrant area between the breasts where women dab their perfume; or moving from behind explore the tender skin behind her ears to see if the scent of her was as strong there as it was below. He’d never felt so carnally about her, the feeling working its way throughout his groin causing his penis to spout like a new bud. It was obviously a lusty afternoon and there was too much erotic stimuli in the room.


    “I mean, these are art. I don’t have a purpose for them yet.”


    “But you might be making another book?”


    “That’s possible.” He took some time to consider his next request—afraid that he might blow his entire relationship with just one question. Still, it begged for an answer. “For the book to move as I’ve been imagining it, I need to know if you’d be interested in posing without your clothes.” That stated succinctly, he stood back waiting for her to respond.


    She looked surprised since the comment came right out of nowhere, and it momentarily left her speechless.


    “It doesn’t offend you, does it?” he jumped immediately into the awkward silence.


    “No, of course it doesn’t it.” She blushed, her ears starting to burn.


    “What is it?” he asked quizzically, both curious and amused by her obvious embarrassment.


    “You understand, I get sexually aroused when I’m nude.”


    He chuckled. “Well, Sophie, I get aroused when I’m with you. But that is beside the point. I’m certainly not planning to seduce you.”


    “What if you already have?”


    “Then that would be wrong. Neither of us want that kind of relationship and it would jeopardize what we already have.”


    Sophie smiled, “How come you always say exactly what I want you to?”


    Martin shrugged. “Understand, this is art, not porn or gratuitous sex I’m talking about.”


    “Hey, silly, I trust you. Just make me look good.”


    “How could you not look good?”


    “You’re too sweet,” she moved his way, giving him a quick peck on the cheek.


    When the session was over, they descended out of the lust-filled attic into the cooler studio below, circumventing the sexual tension that suddenly appeared so strong neither one could walk away denying it.


    “He wants me to pose nude,” Sophie announced to Maureen over wine and leftover vegetable pasta from the deli. “By the way, this is really good,” she added taking another bite relishing the impact of the spices on her tongue with a dreamy look on her face.


    “I told you to be careful.”


    “But I don’t mind posing nude.”


    “And you don’t mind sleeping with him when your passions start to run wild?”


    “What would be the problem with that?”


    “For me there’s no problem. But for you, it’s never beenjust sex, why start now?”


    “Because it wouldn’t bejust sex. He’s a friend and he wouldn’t take advantage of me. We could enjoy each other and walk away clean.”


    “Yeah, sure.” There was a lot behind Maureen’s curt response. The brunette’s eyes dazzled the younger woman with their intelligence, as if behind them she had the keys to the universe and knew all the answers—which she usually did. And maybe she was right about sleeping with Martin Scoffield. Still, it really didn’t matter. Sophie would go where her hot crotch led. She was fundamentally carnal, and masturbation was no longer enough to satisfy her desires. Her body demanded satisfaction left unmet after Danny’s accident. Martin Scoffield was a place to start.


  




  

    Chapter Two


    Summer now…some days there was a lustrous sun and others the world was steeped in pea soup fog. It might have been a ponderous time of year for Sophie if it hadn’t been for Martin. She was glad that he needed her as much as she needed him.


    The fourth floor of the big house was her palace. Inside it, she was its queen. A doting Martin loved her there at all hours of the day. When Sophie thought to stop by the deli and pay her respects, Maureen reminded her to be careful. Sophie summarily scoffed at her worries, but it didn’t stop Maureen from being concerned. The wiser woman suspected there was some part of her friend that was just skating through this relationship ignoring the hurt that hadn’t begun to heal. Still, she was one to advise, not interfere.


    The sexual side of Sophie’s relationship with Martin didn’t begin in the attic, but in the middle of another department store photo shoot. She was wearing pastel sweater sets, and plain wool skirts for a midwinter catalog, posing with three other models, dressed in similar clothes. That afternoon, every time Martin’s eyes met hers, he was remembering the extraordinary week before.


    For three days in the attic room, she posed without clothes, lying on a chaise like a freshly cut flower. He remembered the line of her white shoulder, the hollow, and the rising collarbone, the swell of her breast that then drooped lazily against its twin—pressing against the satin beneath her. Sophie’s hip rose like an ocean swell, then curved downward as it became a thigh, disappearing into her bent knees, becoming her calves, her tiny ankles, and the daintily pointed feet stretching out like the line of a distant and endless horizon. She drifted on the green satin as though she were drifting on a calm sea. Her tan body—a fair and flawless tan—was graced by a single beauty mark just below her hipbone above her tangle of pale curls. Martin watched carefully, waiting for her to adjust the pose, squirm for a second, parting her thighs enough so he could peek at the pinkish wet between them. He saw only the very tip of inner labia extending beyond the two plump mounds of cleanly shaved velvet. He had seen enough of her naked to know that Sophie was hairless from just behind the tuft of pubic hair in front to somewhere in the—as yet unseen—depths near her anus.


    While Martin’s eyes dined on this feast of flesh, her smile was as mysterious as the Mona Lisa’s, her lips pressed delightedly together. Though there’d been a draft in the attic, she was too hot inside herself to be chilled. A bead of sweat trickled from her neck in a languid rivulet as though unsure what path to take.


    When Sophie’s eyes caught Martin’s in the downstairs studio, she remembered how he moved so adroitly, how his sandy blonde hair was captured by the mellow glow of the afternoon sun. He was studious, controlling, always having something in mind that he wanted her to understand as he shifted her pose from one to the next. As demanding as he was, he was never impatient, and often smiled, just as the camera clicked off another image of her radiance. She often believed she saw his pants pulse at the crotch, his cock all in a rage in the middle of work.


    Neither model nor photographer could forget the passionate roar these sessions fueled each day. They worked until she was tired—or more appropriately her body lust was so potent that she could no longer sit still. The third day, she hopped to her feet without being excused and flew to her robe. “Time to go,” she declared.


    “Aw, so soon?” he was both stunned and disappointed.


    “I just remembered an appointment…”


    He knew it was a lie—a very bad lie—but a harmless one.


    That night, they both rethought the platonic arrangement that prevented their having sex. The biggest question they faced was, why? What was keeping them from making love? What kind of insidious reasoning was there to hold back from an act of love that was obviously mutually desired?


    Two days later at the photo shoot, after several clothing changes, the day was about to wrap. The other models were in the dressing rooms and Sophie was alone with Martin.


    Oddly, the same sort of potent attraction that seemed to loom so ominously over them in the attic was present now—there without any real instigation. He was at her side, his hand, quite suddenly, stroking her cheek.


    “I’m not sure this is good for me anymore,” he said.


    She thought he was shattering her world with that comment. “Why’s that?”


    “I want you in the attic now, right now. I want you without a stitch, and not so I can take another picture of you,” he said as though he loathed his occupation. “I want you naked next to me.” He wasn’t sure what made him say these things, but they had to be said or he’d explode.


    She stood looking at him in awe—afraid and in awe.


    “Then I’ll be there for you, Martin,” she finally replied. She had his two cheeks held gently between her two palms. She might have kissed him but they were interrupted by the other models leaving the studio. “I’ll wait for you there,” she mouthed as she backed away and quickly disappeared into the back of the house, on her way to the attic staircase.


    The late day shadows bathed her body with patterns of small windowpanes—beveled glass turning light into rainbows on her skin. She was more a jewel than he remembered her. Martin made up the space between them quickly, finding his lover giving up her physical treasures like a flower gives up its perfume to the air. She lay back languidly on the green satin chaise, her pale tan skin becoming his. Her hipbones ground above the cushion seeking his mouth, so that was where he planted his face first. Though he would have preferred her lips above, he was content with the lower, baser ones—ones that smelled of something sweet and tangy—he thought of some delicious fruit. Plums, she wore the scent of fresh summer plums as though he could bite into the flesh and taste the juice running over his mouth. Though maybe this was just his imagination making her so delectable.


    Her cunt was a purply-pink, a tangy sweet froth at the very center.


    She groaned, “ahhhhh, yesyesyes…” purring carnally in a breathy voice, rubbing her ass against the satin, lifting her breasts toward the empty air.


    Drinking fully from her cunt, he believed she was about to climax on his tongue alone. Feeling the need to make her wait, he left the pulsing brew between her legs, kissing the top of her pubic mound while his nose nestled in her fragrant curls. Slowly climbing up her body to her navel, he licked the salty skin, then moved swiftly to her breasts. His cock responded, jumping to each new advance, knowing he could hardly wait to spread her thighs and plunge himself into the depths of her raw insides the way a conquering hero plundered the spoils of war. Her yielding nature stirred a part of his soul that was most often dormant. Few women were this easily obtained.


    Sophie’s arms were stretched above her head, hands crossed at the wrists as though they were bound. As his prick pressed deeply into her, he held her hands in his, refusing to let go until their climax-bound bodies peaked, flesh rippling, jarring spasms jerking them wildly together in a sensuous dance.


    Sophie lay back quietly as her breathing returned to normal, and Martin clutched her side protectively. Her arms were limply above her head remaining captive to whatever mental bonds had placed them there.


    He was in awe.


    “Martin?” she brought one hand down to his head and played with his mussed brown hair. “I’m not a goddess, darling.”


    That was exactly what he was thinking. “You could have fooled me,” he said, pulling away enough to look at her. The passionate adoring look in his eyes remained.


    “You might love something that I am not,” she suggested.


    His eyebrows arched worriedly. “Why do you say that?”


    She knew what she felt. The adoration was appreciated, but in part, unreal. He didn’t understand everything she was, and she was afraid that he’d hate her if he knew the entire truth; whatever that was. She wasn’t sure herself.


    “I’ve fooled men before.”


    “Did you fool Danny?” he asked.


    Thinking about her dead lover was never a pleasant activity. And she resented Martin for sending her mind down that broken road. Yet, right now, the memory was apt. “No, Danny knew me, at least he was starting to know me.”


    “And you say, I don’t?”


    “Maybe in time,” she said wistfully.


    She disentangled herself from his arms and pulled off the chaise. Standing by the window her body seemed to glow. With her back to him, he watched the seductive movement of her ass, two pillows of white dimpled cheeks and the shadowy cleft between them held his attention. The slight jiggle when she shifted from one foot to another begged his itchy fingers to grasp those cheeks tightly in his fists. He imagined her head falling back on his shoulder, a tender wince of pain. No woman had so intrigued him.


    “I think you want to be dominated,” he finally spit out what was foremost in his mind.


    She turned his way, her lips curling into a youthful snicker, while her eyes, now golden, were lit with an arcane witchery.


    “Wouldn’t that be interesting?” she quipped. She darted for her pink sundress, and tossing it over her head, covered the territory of flesh his hands had just enjoyed.


    She was out of the studio minutes later. Both she and Martin were confused by the mystery between them.


    After sex with Martin Scoffield, Sophie dropped by the deli, ordering a turkey sub and potato salad—she needed something hearty to appease her ravenous hunger.


    “Must have been good,” Maureen said seeing the satisfied expression on her face.


    “Humm, it was great,” she mumbled while taking another bite of her sandwich. On any other occasion, she might have refused to admit that she’d had sex. But it was pretty pointless being coy. She could never hide the truth from Maureen anyway.


    “Are you in love with him?” the next question seemed to be a reasonable one.


    “No, I’m not.” She popped a green grape in her mouth.


    Talking over the consumption of food, Sophie always relaxed and said a whole lot more about things that mattered. Maureen found it a useful tool to get her friend to open up. Just shove some food before her eyes and she was an open book.


    “Then what is it?”


    “I’m not sure. It’s not just sex—and that was terrific. It was a whole lot more than that. I felt devoured—devoured by myself. But I think Martin’s a male clone of me. It’s not going to last.”


    “Well, now, that makes sense,” Maureen seemed to understand. She’d intuitively decided that a long time ago.


    “I mean he was beautiful, but…” she struggled for the right word…“I need something more, more…gritty…and dark and devious and intense.” She was about to giggle embarrassed by her own thoughts. “I could just melt into Martin and lose myself. But I could neverfind myself in him.”


    Maureen nodded. Danny would have been perfect if he hadn’t died. “So, you’ll keep screwing him?”


    “Maybe,” she answered, looking totally uncertain.


    Maureen knew what would happen without asking. Sophie would decide on the spot, whatever moved her at the time. If she wasn’t moved—meaning hot inside her crotch, her thighs pulsing like drums—she’d feel bad for the photographer, but Sophie wouldn’t budge. She never made love without the passion.


  




  

    Chapter Three


    There were several other times in the arms of the photographer. He always started making love gently, but by the time he got to the main event, his engorged dick thrust crudely and rode her hard—in ways he was embarrassed to reveal—he didn’t like this side of himself. Sophie didn’t mind, since her imaginings were always ten steps ahead of his, and she didn’tadore any lover—adoration was for romantics. She was in it for the pleasure, however that happened, sometimes the more ill mannered and blunt, the better. When the blunt end of Martin’s dick battered her deeply, she was satisfied.


    After two weeks, they stopped screwing in the afternoons, some of the fire between them dwindled down to gently glowing embers of respect and caring.


    “Sophie!” he called her out of the downstairs dressing room one afternoon before she had a chance to put her clothes on. Because his voice sounded unusually autocratic, she immediately answered, moving into the studio in her bra, panties and bare feet.


    “Martin?”


    She let her red dress dangle in her hand as she walked his way across the hardwood floor.


    Though his voice had been startling, by the time they were nearly nose to nose, he was again the gentleman photographer. He seemed like the friend she knew so well, and yet, there was an unusually stern aspect in his manner as well as a curious uneasiness.


    She cocked her head quizzically waiting for him to speak.


    “I have a client who is interested in a certain kind of model. I think you might be right for what he wants. He’s seen your fashion layouts and likes your look.”


    “Oh?” Martin sounded wary of even talking about this and that intrigued her more. There seemed to be a nervous twitch in his right eye. She wondered what caused that.


    “It could mean lot of money, twice your normal hourly fee, even triple.”


    “Thatis interesting. Fashion photography, or something else?”


    He hedged. “I’d rather not put any preconceived ideas in your head. If you’d be willing to meet with him, he’ll tell you himself what he wants.”


    “And you’ll be the photographer?”


    He nodded.


    “When?”


    “Let’s try for Friday afternoon.”


    The date was set, and Sophie, hearing someone in Martin’s reception room, slipped quickly into her dress. He zipped the back for her and she returned to the dressing room to find her shoes.


    ***


    Foggy clouds covered the city most of the day, the grey seemed endless, a threat to good spirits. Sophie thought of driving down to Burlingame or Stanford, wherever the sun was shining. She’d soak up the sun in some city park and feel a whole lot better by the time evening rolled around. But, there was the appointment with Martin’s friend on her calendar. The prospect of more money couldn’t be easily abandoned for a self-indulgent afternoon. Maybe the city fog would lift by the time she got to the studio.


    Doing little but putter about her apartment the better part of the day, when she finally parked her car at the bottom of Scoffield’s hill, and hiked to the top, the air was brightening, turning a putrid shade of yellow for just an instant before the sun finally broke through. Friday afternoon, she was ready for a break. Except for the one shoot with Martin earlier in the week, her modeling career had seen little action. Until he mentioned this unexplained client, she worried that she’d lost some of the luster in his eyes, though he still seemed as adoring and enthusiastic when they were working together. Likely, it was no more than her insecurity playing with her mind. But why had he been nervous suggesting this meeting? It had reminded her of the day they first made love. She took that to mean that there was something sexual involved with this mysterious project. She liked mysteries, but this was just too vague to stimulate her imagination.


    When she reached the stairs to the studio door, it was just four-thirty. An initial interview shouldn’t take more than half an hour. She could be back at the deli for the second shift, and she’d promised that to Maureen.


    With the door unexpectedly locked, she knocked loudly and waited, then moments later was greeted warmly by Martin.


    “Pretty early to be closing down for the night, isn’t it?” she said.


    He smiled. “I didn’t want to be interrupted.”


    She took that at face value and followed him into the main studio. Instead of the light and airy look that she was accustomed to, the partitions were arranged in an arc and had been draped in black velvet, giving the room the feel of a dank cave. At the head of the arc Martin’s client sat leaning back casually in a canvas-backed chair, his legs crossed, left ankle resting on his right knee.


    “This the one?” the man asked as Martin stopped abruptly at his side, and then making way for Sophie he nearly shoved her in front of his client.


    “She’s the model in the layouts.”


    There was no more awkward a moment than this first one, tipped off-balance by Martin’s rude hand, then attempting to gain some poise while remaining on her feet inside her high-heeled sandals. She was more nervous than she’d ever been at any audition. Perhaps rightfully so once she gazed at the man in the chair.


    If he were on his feet, he’d be tall, towering over her five-feet seven. But it was his intensity that took her off guard more than anything. She could tell a tailored suit from one off the rack, custom cotton shirts from those packaged in plastic, and hand-painted silk ties from factory produced. He was a one-of-a-kind sort of man, and not one she could instantly decipher. Her mind went blank seeing a pair of icy blue eyes peer into her own. His jet-black hair was perfectly combed—in fact, everything about him was as neat as a pin. In spite of that, there was something crude about him. The feeling instantly made her sexually hot and agitated.


    “Open the shade, will you Martin?” the man asked with a wave of his hand. A moment later the darkness in the room was displaced by the brightness of the out-of-doors streaming through the window, baptizing the awkward trio with a luminous glow.


    “Sophie,” he spoke her name as though he’d been talking to her for years.


    “Yes.” She bit her lip bashfully, hating herself for being so self-conscious—a model may feel that way, but never communicates that at an audition. She could feel failure bearing down on her. But then, what could be so important about one little job?


    “Stand up straight for me, if you will,” he said acknowledging her indifferent slouch. “And turn around.”


    Sophie straightened, then shuffled, making a hundred and eighty degree turn, aware that the intensity of his gaze seemed to be burning into her backside by the time her ass was facing his eyes.


    “And back around, please.” His air was rigorous, as though he had much in mind and they were only getting started. When she was facing him, his next order followed, “Your hands behind your back since you don’t know what to do with them.”


    Was it that obvious? she wondered aimlessly as she grabbed her fingers from behind and rested her hands on the top of her ass.


    “And raise your chin.”


    This was the oddest audition she’d ever had.


    “And turn to your side please.” He paused as she struck the pose.


    It took on the feel of a game, like the children’s game, Simon Says.


    “Now with your head held high, look down at the floor.”


    Was that possible? She questioned the command only in her mind, and quickly effected the posture and attitude he wanted. It would appear that she could do anything guided by his curt words. And each change became easier to accomplish the more she gave up thinking it was bizarre.


    “Your back to me again, please,” his voice was almost inside her head, her obedience bordering on unthinking. She noted how the room was growing hot, how her skin was starting to burn, how she seemed to be melting into the bristly afternoon warmth, the sun beaming in the undraped window, almost making her feel feverish. There was a trickle of sweat meandering downward from her neck between her breasts, and she feared another was making a slow and obvious journey down her back. There was perspiration underneath her arms, and for one brief, second she caught the aroma of her cunt—something pleasant and seductive. But she couldn’t understand why she felt so aroused.


    “Bend forward.”


    Her hands still clasped behind her back, she bent at the waist, knees locked, her skirt rising to show the back of her legs to the bottom of her panties. If he were looking, which he certainly was, he’d see the shadow of her cunt beneath the smooth white fabric firmly capturing her bottom cheeks. He’d see everything if she weren’t wearing them—anus, clit, gaping cunt and pubic hair. Apparently, he understood that since his next command seemed plucked directly from her own fertile, sexually driven thoughts.


    “Stand up and take off your panties.” Had she heard him right? Or was she just imagining that he was making love to her with his voice? Her cunt began to cream, and inside, involuntarily spasm. Her reply to his instructions was as involuntary as her physical response.


    She stood up balancing precariously. Then raising her skirt enough to reach the tops of her panties, she lifted the waistband from her skin with a finger and the cotton dropped to the floor.


    “Kick it away,” he said. She was facing him, eyes glued on his, his on hers.


    “Now bend again with your ass to me, your hands at the small of your back.”


    She shivered with an embarrassed blush and girlish smile, then dutifully posed. He’d see her pussy wet, perhaps a trickle of juice leaking down her leg, and steam, vaporized heat rising from her crotch rising above her ass. She imagined the fog as though it were real, gathering a hint of her redolent perfume within its mist. He finger-fucked her with his eyes, dabbled her wet labia with imaginary lips. Another spasm. She was dizzy, ready to fall forward in a faint until his voice awakened her.


    “Rise please, Sophie.”


    She stood, even shakier than before.


    “And turn around.”


    Facing him, she blushed, though it would hardly change the blush of red already so obvious on her face. Her cheeks were throbbing hot.


    “Martin will be taking pictures of you at my direction. I have specific needs for this shoot, and he tells me you’re easily led. If you can follow along, you’ll have a job for several weeks posing for my pictorials. That is if you want this kind of work.”


    “I suppose so. But you’ve told me very little.”


    “True. And a good woman doesn’t ask too many questions. Neither will you. It will be easier that way.”


    ***


    They weren’t eating at the deli nor in either apartment for this conversation. Maureen wanted fresh greens at the market and Sophie followed along like a kid, throwing her best friend curves every time they rounded another bin of vegetables. She whispered as they walked, but not quietly enough to suit Maureen. “I think it might be really kinky stuff.”


    “Have you asked Martin?”


    “Martin wouldn’t say.”


    “What?” She couldn’t believe that. “Martin tells you everything.”


    “Not about this. I think he’s embarrassed. Or maybe he doesn’t know.”


    “He knows.”


    “But he keeps telling me I can decline the job. Which only makes me want to say yes. The guy was creepy in a handsome sort of way.”


    “Those two adjectives don’t go together.”


    “In my book they do.” They stopped at a display of vine-ripened tomatoes. “What if he wants to tie me up,” she whispered.


    “You sound as if you’d like that,” Maureen whispered back.


    “Maybe. Sometimes when I’m having sex, I pretend I am.”


    “Pretend being tied?” her voice became almost inaudible.


    “Ropes and everything.”


    “But not real ropes.”


    “And why not? Could be fun.”


    “Shush! Could be dangerous. And you think Martin really wants this?”


    “I’m not sure. I think Martin isn’t in control of this any more than I am.”


    “Then talk to him honestly about your reservations.”


    “I’m not sure I have any.”


    “Oh, yes, you do. You may have desires, and they are running rampant right now; but you wouldn’t be running this by me if you were already sure what you wanted.”


    “True.” She waltzed along behind Maureen through the lettuce and cabbage, Mo choosing a fat, pale green cabbage the size of a bowling ball. “You know what? I’m all tingling inside and I don’t know why.”


    “If you’re asking my permission, I won’t give it. If you want my advice, I’d say there are safer things. Since you’re going to do what you want, all I can say is be careful.”


    With the huge cabbage in the shopping cart, Sophie followed Maureen toward the checker.


    “Hell, it’s just sex,” she quipped lightly.


    “Shush!” Maureen silenced her. “I don’t want to hear any more.”


    ***


    It was nearly a week before Sophie faced her dilemma again. She hadn’t been sure she’d actually agreed to do the shoot, but when Martin called her on Thursday to confirm for the following day, he assumed she’d be coming and she assumed she’d be there.


    Friday it was another matter.


    “How would you feel in a collar, Sophie?” the question whipped through her mind like the tendrils of a chilly wind through a desert canyon. She felt empty and deserted with this man—as though she were as vacant as a cloudless sky.


    His name was Jon Rush—the man in the charcoal one-of-a-kind suit—blue eyes, jet-black hair and rich, determined voice.


    “I’ve never worn a collar,” she replied.


    Starting the first session with this unexpected question, he followed with a tangible demonstration. A black, silver-studded leather strip lay across his palm as though it were a precious find. Martin was already clicking pictures while she stood shivering on the empty hardwood floor waiting for directions. Though a foggy San Francisco afternoon, the window in the studio was left wide open to deliberately chill the air. Her bare arms shuddered inside the silver slip dress they’d given her to wear, raising a thousand Goosebumps on the surface of her skin. She would hug herself if she were free to, instead, she tried remaining poised, tried breathing deeply, letting her anxiety fall away. She’d had tougher assignments she kept telling herself, but she couldn’t remember when.


    As the collar closed around her neck the cold dropped down her body, through her crotch and to her toes. Her knees knocked together so much she thought they’d clatter.


    “Easy Sophie, these are just pictures. Nothing more. You’re a professional. Remember?” He was almost smiling.


    She almost smiled back, just a half smile.


    “No need to be nervous.”


    Easy for him to say, she thought.


    “I’ve never worn a collar,” she repeated herself.


    “But perhaps you’ve wanted to.”


    “I’ve never thought about it.”


    “Somewhere you have, I’m sure,” he smiled knowingly and backed away.


    The leather clutched her throat. If she should panic she would choke. But it wasn’t that tight and this was a senseless fear. Martin was there, broad daylight, the window open. Her new friend, Jon Rush was no madman. In fact, he was much more relaxed than he’d been the week before. No suit today, but a pair of casual grey slacks and a draping lavender shirt. His hands were warm and should have been comforting.


    “Let’s put you on your knees,” he said.


    This was so much like her weird audition except that the camera was on, and Martin was capturing all her frail and frightened expressions. She was unconscious of how she looked, but it didn’t matter to Jon Rush or Martin Scoffield that her poise had fled minutes ago and any resolve she had to maintain a professional aplomb had vanished the minute her eyes rested on the man’s placid face.


    When she arrived at the studio, Martin had directed her to the dressing room behind the Japanese screen, to the silver slip dress and matching high-heeled silver sandals that were hanging there. The fabric felt as soft as silk sliding over her naked flesh. It clung because her body had already begun to dampen with perspiration. She wiggled her hips so the short skirt would drop over her thighs. Looking down, she could see her nipples poking through, tight perky bullets of silver.


    “Very nice, Sophie.” Jon was sitting in the director’s chair as she knelt before him, bowing her head. Without being told, her hands were clasped behind her as she rested on the tight paunch of her ass cheeks. “Now come closer,” he said, making her wiggle her way inside the narrow place between his parted thighs.


    Reaching out to her, he stroked the side of the collar, fingering the metal and leather with his thumb.


    “Raise your head,” he directed her and she stared into his eyes. She gazed at him with parted lips and wide wet eyes, unaware that she was trembling, her entire body a sensuous mass of trepidation. He inspected her carefully, making decisions as he went along.


    This shoot seemed more like a movie, but Martin was snapping stills somewhere outside her line of vision. A conscious part of her brain registered the sound, while the rest focused totally on the astounding clarity of his blue eyes.


    “You need this tighter,” he said. Fiddling with the buckle, he pulled the leather strap, constricting her throat.


    “Relax, Sophie,” he ordered kindly. “The pressure will ease in a second.”


    Once pulling his hands from her neck, he pinched the collar with two fingers and wiggled it, Sophie gulping back her fear, finally feeling more at ease with the leather loosening slightly—enough for her to breathe easily. The collar felt twice as tight as it had been, and more alarming.


    “Tell me how that feels?”


    “Confining,” she said.


    “Good, very good.” He smiled, obviously pleased by her response. “Now, lower your eyes and stay as you are.”


    Jon was swiftly off his chair, moving purposefully to the other side of the room while Sophie waited. Her knees ached and her back seemed unduly tense. She tried to relax but could do nothing but tremble shakily. When from the corner of her eye, she saw him pluck a bamboo cane from Martin’s desk, she quickly looked away, afraid of what that cane implied.


    “That won’t do,” Jon Rush observed, “sit back on your ankles.” Settling her ass on her heels took the pressure off her body and allowed her back to stretch. Yet, the position left her pussy almost exposed, and when she tried to pull her knees together, Jon objected. “No, leave them wide. In fact, I’d like them wider still.”


    Her crotch was naked as she assumed he’d want it. With her legs spread the short dress pulled up tighter and the tuft of blonde hair between her thighs appeared as a tiny cloud of cotton in the empty hollow.


    Pulling away his chair, Jon circled her diminutive body, stalking it from high above. She saw the picture of herself, as though she were floating out-of-body above the scene: she a small form of silver kneeling on the hardwood floor, while an imperious virtuoso with a thin sleek cane poised in his fist paced unhurriedly around her, occasionally poking her back, her ass, her naked thigh. When he was in front of her the cane came to rest flat against her cheek.


    “Look at me,” he said.


    She peered up yearningly, her eyes blanched and frail.


    She watched as Jon’s face broke into a dazzling grin—she only wished she could duplicate that mirth with her own expression, but she held her pose like a frozen statue. Even her mind was going numb.


    “Ah! She’s brilliant, Martin!” the man exclaimed before he backed away. “You have enough to get started?” Jon continued with the photographer, ignoring his subject. Sophie’s mind swept back inside her body, feeling the whole of it suddenly ache.


    “I should have some proofs for you tomorrow morning,” he said.


    “They’ll be outstanding. Let’s book her for the afternoons next week. Does this time of day suit you?” he asked—not Sophie but Martin; she seemed extraneous.


    “Perfectly,” the photographer answered.


    “Good.” He strode to the window, looking happily down on the city then returned to the center of the hardwood floor where his model waited. The cane remained in his hand, now almost lovingly stroking her back. “I think the natural fear in her face will translate, don’t you?”


    “All of Sophie’s emotions seem to spill into my images,” Martin said, almost proudly. “Which sometimes makes her difficult to photograph. Have to keep her mute.”


    “Ms. Russo,” Jon patted her with the cane as if telling her to stand, which she did an instant later; though she found it awkward getting gracefully to her feet in clumsy high-heels, her legs now almost paralyzed.


    “I’m sorry I’m a little shaky.”


    “You’ll be fine,” he was quite sure of himself. “We’ll see you here Monday afternoon about four-thirty.”


    She nodded, her voice too halting to be trusted now.


    “Yes, yes, that would be fine. Now, go get dressed.” He waved toward the Japanese screen, and she tottered that way barely getting there before she collapsed. Dropping to the frayed couch in the dressing area, she took a deep breath while listening to the mumbled conversation between Martin and Jon Rush.


    Only after she heard the sound of the front latch closing did Sophie venture from the dressing room. She hadn’t bothered to put on her clothes, and she left the silver dress in a wad on the tattered couch. Reaching Martin’s back, her hand massaged his ass, till he stood up straight and turned around to see her naked and luring him away from his cameras.


    “They can wait, can’t they?”


    He put his palm to the side of her face, cupping her neck in his hand, drawing her, leather and all, deeper inside his embrace.


    “You want me to take this off?” he asked while admiring the look of the collar on her neck.


    “No, fuck me now, with it on,” she said. She pulled him with her to the dressing room behind the screen, where she tore at his clothes. When his shirt came free, she discarded it on the floor. His pants, unzipped and stripped from his hips, turned into a tangle at his ankles, though Sophie hardly cared.


    “Hey, my darling, slow it down,” he gently admonished her.


    “I can’t. I’m too hot. Besides you’re as hot as I am.” She tugged his penis, which appeared erect as a British soldier standing at attention, the wide shaft glistened with precum, Sophie’s hand lathering the surface as she jacked it in her palm. “In my mouth,” she purred, as her languid body fell back against the couch. She opened like the petals of a flower in full bloom. Martin straddled her leather-clad neck planting a knee on either side and pressed his cock inside her mouth. Her throat opened, her head coming off the flat of the couch drawing him downward inside her greedily. She worked him hard her with lips and tongue while her lower body gathered steam and her pussy moistened.


    When she pushed him out of her mouth, he slid to her hips and straddling those, thrust his cock head into her cunt, then drove it to the end of her vagina as if he were knocking down the door to her womb.


    “Fuck me hard,” she screamed while beating her fists into his back. Her ass danced off the prickly burgundy—a scratchy old fabric that would leave her skin with a rug-burn on the surface when they were done. “Damn it more!” It wasn’t enough. Nothing was—not if they fucked for hours or days, or even a week. Nothing could possibly take away the gritty hard side of this passion.


    Enough was enough, when Martin shot his thick cream at the base of her pussy, he triggering her orgasm. She thrashed beneath him clutching the spasming prick, drawing it down deeper, as though she were drawing him into a hiding place, sharing her darkest secret. Still, it wasn’t enough.


    “Ah, Martin, it’s been too long,” she wilted, lifting her limbs from his sweaty skin. There wasn’t room on the couch for them both to lounge, so he sat, slightly disgruntled beside her wondering what the hell had happened to turn this lover into a vulgar tramp.


    “Just last week,” he reminded her.


    “We’re not screwing enough.”


    “You screw like that, you’ll wear me out.”


    “I swear I’ll be ready for more in an hour.”


    “I have another shoot, hon,” he said as though he was glad.


    “Someone else? I’m jealous,” she suddenly sounded much sweeter than she’d just been.


    “Don’t be. Ladies bras—generously figured women.”


    “Sounds dangerous to me,” she jibed.


    “I might as well be shooting pliers for the Sears catalogue for all the sexual thrill I get.”


    “But you’re working tonight?”


    “My models all have other jobs.”


    “Then, I’ll wait for you upstairs,” she said.


    “No, I’ll be too tired. You go home and we’ll have dinner tomorrow night.”


    “No, I have concert tickets with Maureen.”


    “Then Sunday afternoon.”


    “Sure, Sunday afternoon,” she repeated, but it was only absently, as though it really didn’t matter anymore.


    ***


    Martin called Sunday morning to cancel their undetermined date for sex on Sunday afternoon. He had an emergency with a twenty-year-old nephew, and he was terribly sorry but they’d have to postpone.“Just be sure you’re here at four-thirty Monday. Jon wasn’t happy you were late last Friday.” Sophie listened to the answering machine and dove for the receiver when she heard that comment.


    “I wasn’t late Friday!” she spit out just in time to hear the call click off. “I wasn’t late!” she repeated as she sat up in bed. What was he thinking? Collapsing back against her pillow, Sophie slept for another hour, until she woke with her fingers at her crotch measuring the reckless agitation of sexual energy pouring from her like a stream overflowing its banks.


    The Sunday morning air was perfect—filled with the outdoor scent of dampness and new mown lawn, and perhaps, miles down the street, bacon sizzling in some old lady’s frying pan. Time stretched endlessly before her, the morning, the afternoon, the evening. No reason to get out of bed. A tart on her back with her legs spread wide, she settled in for a long playtime at her randy snatch. If Martin could only see her now.


    Her mind settled swiftly on the photographer—imagining him naked, that fine spear of his about to wrench her pussy wide. He was very good—and just two days ago. She sighed. But perhaps not anymore—her thoughts began to drift away. Martin was too easy. To focus on him her physical desire floated lazily with no sure place to go. What was raw between her thighs wanted something more, something hard and grinding, something sweaty, bold and torrid.


    She thought of the collar, the fixed thing encircling the circumference of her neck so tightly in her daydreams she was gasping for air. It was his hands at her throat, the feel of them squeezing the life from her body, a sense of dying away, diminishing into a tiny point of light, the way an old TV picture tube disappears into black, seconds after the set’s turned off.


    She saw the collar and the figure of the man behind the collar—they went hand in hand.


    Thrashing back and forth she tried to will him away…and the collar…and the rigidity…and the tightness and her fear. But willing did no good. The more she denied him, the more his memory attacked. Mr. Jon Rush kept rushing in, his voice, his eyes, his sexy swagger, his pleated pants, and lavender shirt, and the thin, thin tapping cane. She buried her fingers in her cunt, coating them with cream, while her other hand pinched her nipples, and pressed the fullness of her belly with her palm. She imagined a logjam inside her backing up at the entryway, looking for some simple passageway to loosen the dam. Her one hand floating downward grabbed a lock of pubic hair; she pulled up hard. What was raw was rising in cresting waves. She clenched as though she could stop it from growing, as though she could send desire back up river to its source. But the mouth of the canyon was breaking free.


    His face again, Jon Rush’s face—with a sexy snarl, and lips turned up wickedly, and mesmerizing eyes, his hand clutching at her throat…she began her climax. Her clitoris suddenly rich with blood, bloomed with bright and sharp sensations. Her labia swelled proudly, and inside, deep in the intense darkness, the flesh went rigid and then relaxed. One door opened, another closed, another opened, another closed. One spasm replaced the one before until she eased, blacking out for several seconds, then coming to with her wet hands smearing sex juice across her genitals.


    ***


    As Sophie walked past the deli, she could see one small light inside the closed restaurant. Maureen was inside cleaning.


    Knocking on the door, she smiled once, and rapped again, finally grabbing the woman’s attention.


    “What are you doing here this time of day?” Mo asked, as she let her inside.


    “I could ask you the same question.”


    “I’m working,” she stated the obvious.


    “I was walking, saw the light and decided I missed you.”


    Pouring her a cup of coffee, Maureen slipped beside Sophie and they stared for a while without speaking.


    “You have sex much?” Sophie asked.


    “Not often. But I did last week with Hutchins.”


    Sophie smiled amusedly. “I didn’t know he was still around.”


    “He wasn’t. Down from Canada for a visit and you know what happens when he comes by. We drink too much, he pulls out a joint and gets horny and by then, I’m horny too, and we end up in bed. It was pretty good this time. He started telling me about seeing two women making love in a live-action sex club somewhere…I forget exactly where that was.”


    “That turned you on?”


    “Yeah, it did.”


    “Did you ever wonder if you were a lesbian?” Sophie asked.


    “That’s an odd question.”


    “But have you ever wondered?”


    “I don’t imagine I am since I haven’t had a woman in bed.”


    “That doesn’t mean you wouldn’t like it.”


    “True.


    “So, would you make love to me?” Sophie asked.


    Her eyes were dazzling, the scrumptious orbs burning with sensuality and something raw and undetermined that Maureen had not seen before. The blonde reached out and touched her face, which the bewildered Maureen found sexually pleasant.


    “Is something going on for you I don’t know about?” she asked.


    “I don’t know,” Sophie drew her hand away. “I just feel like my whole body is expanding. I can’t explain it, but I can feel it. Maybe it’s the shoot I’m doing.”


    “The one with the collar?”


    “It’s the man behind it.”


    “Aw, falling in love again.”


    “Oh, it’s nothing like that. But I can’t stop thinking about him. I think he could ask me to do anything and I would. And sometimes I think he’s going to carry me away.”


    “You look carried away,” Maureen observed. “Are you really okay?”


    “I’m more than okay, I’m more alive than I’ve been my whole life,” she hedged just a second thinking maybe that was overstating the truth. “At least in a long time.”


    She looked that way, but it didn’t seem quite right or real. Maybe it had been too long since Maureen had seen her friend truly happy. This looked like happiness, but she couldn’t be sure. With Sophie, it paid to be cautious of jumping to conclusions.


  




  

    Chapter Four


    Monday…


    She wore the silver dress with the silver heels on Monday, striding into the open space of the studio like she had no fear of anything—though Jon Rush took care of that quickly.


    He was there waiting for her once she was dressed—he hadn’t been when she arrived.


    “Good afternoon,” she said politely approaching him.


    He paid her little mind.


    “Afternoon, Sophie,” he rattled off and turned his back on her, talking to Martin about lights and pulleys, in language that didn’t have any meaning for an extraneous model standing alone in the center of the room with nothing around her.


    When he turned back, Jon Rush seemed to have forgotten that she’d been there all along; and looking her over with a cursory indifference, he strode to the side table and grabbed the collar.


    “We don’t start until you have this on,” he said. “It wastes my time to wait.”


    His impatience was surprising. Had she done something wrong? Or was he having a bad day?


    Pushing the leather into her palm, he waited for her, annoyed by the wasted minutes it took to have the collar around her throat and buckled unseen from behind.


    “The leather needs to be worn, warmed with body heat and it will go on easier,” he told her.


    She smiled, nervously wondering if he was suggesting that she wear it all day long to break it in.


    Once the leather encircled her neck, he reached out and tugged it as though it needed adjusting—then letting it settle where it had naturally fit before he began. His brusque demeanor scared her, then too—there was little about the man that didn’t send dark chills running up her spine.


    Pushing her two feet sideways, he reached above to pull down a maze of leather and chains that stunned her eyes once she realized its intended purpose.


    “Have you been cuffed?”


    “No, I haven’t,” she answered.


    “Then you have something to look forward to,” he said as he pulled a pair of thick leather cuffs from a bag at the side of the room. Buckling each around one of Sophie’s slim wrists, he then drew her hands above her head and fixed them to either end of a foot wide bar that hung on two hefty chains. Her shoulders high above her head drew the skirt up so it skimmed her ass. In the front, the material tickled the edges of her labia, teasing her clit, stroking her hair, turning frayed nerve endings raw.


    Jon Rush circled her as he had the Friday before when she was on her knees in the silver dress, ass pressed to her heels, hands clasped behind her back. He used the cane again, this time, lifting the edges of her skirt, and teasing a thin line along the outside of her thigh all the way down to her calf where he tapped her lightly. Martin took pictures, seeing pose after pose appear like a stage play before his eyes.


    Her helplessness intrigued him as much as it was sexually arousing. She would have preferred not to communicate her arousal so clearly, but the signs of it were already beginning to appear between her legs. She felt a drop of liquid heat sliding down the inside of her thigh. Each trip her tormentor made around her body seemed to increase the anxious flood of desire collecting as dew within her crotch. The heaviness in her was so profound, she thought her whole cunt would drop to the floor.


    When he drew the sharp-tipped end of the cane down the crack of her ass, she gasped, her breath so heavily engaged that he backed off and smiled his first real smile of the day.


    “Not only are you physically perfect for this job, Sophie, you have the temperament of a slut to accompany it. I imagine your boyfriend will be happy with the results today.” His words leapt out at her from behind like the tendrils of a deep-sea creature taking hold on the unsuspecting swimmer. Waltzing around to her front, he then mocked her with a sadistic grin, making sure she could see how much he seemed to loathe her at that moment.


    He ran the cane over her legs, tapping it lightly, but with so little force that it felt like feathers on her skin. She responded with her breathing more labored, the dew at her legs almost frothy.


    “Give me a close up here,” he ordered Martin. Standing in front of her, he pressed the tip of the cane inside her labia, then at one side, jabbed the thing with a steady pressure into the plump flesh of a throbbing side, opening her cunt for the camera’s eye. She refused to look down, knowing without seeing that he was exposing her clitoris, the bud twice its normal size now engorged with blood.


    “I’m going to rap your flesh lightly with the cane, Sophie. It shouldn’t hurt, but it will leave some red impression on the skin that Martin can pick up with the camera. Let me know if I hit too hard.”


    He began at the front of her thighs, giving them a constant staccato of gentle cuts. The repetition seemed nearly sensuous until one particular strike seemed fueled with an angry bite.


    “Ouch!”


    “Too hard?” he asked.


    She breathed deeply and relaxed. “No, not really.”


    “Don’t joke with me now, Sophie, this is serious business,” he said scolding like a mother hen. “Only if I hit too hard.”


    He moved behind her, where her ass cheeks were nearly bare, the cane coming down lightly at the base of her bottom and then lower along her thighs. He began with the same methodically repeated strikes, but increased the tempo and intensity until she began to feel an obvious sting on the skin. The heat of it moved from the surface deep into the tissue of her flesh.


    Her breathing deepened, her body adjusting to the rising sensation. “I want the quality of your skin to appear raw,” he said.


    She cringed, hearing his plans.


    “Don’t worry,” he offered noting her fear. “It will fade by the end of the day.”


    The strikes were coming on quickly now, each one biting, but none were so hard that she couldn’t bear another. When he let loose with one that snapped a mean streak of fire across her ass, she yelped, and the torture was over.


    “You did very well, Sophie, for a first time. And how does it feel?” His one hand was running its way over the flesh of her ass—Martin clicking shots of this massage in steady succession. He moved around the scene like a preying animal about to pounce.


    “Hot, sir,” Sophie replied.


    “It feels hot.” Jon cupped one cheek and gave it a good squeeze just as Martin was clicking another image. In front, his hand moved to her snatch, boring between the folds of flesh. “And you’re aroused,” he noted the obvious.


    Her cunt tightened involuntarily on his meandering fingers while Sophie worried that his continued play would provoke her climax. Before she embarrassed herself, however, he was undoing the chain and stroking the soreness from her arms and shoulders. The tension eased, her heart stopped racing like a renegade wind and the sexual roar started to fade.


    Returning to the dressing room, Sophie pulled the silver slip dress over her head and stared at the red lines on her thighs. Running her fingers over the marred skin, another trickle of sex juice escaped the pulsing portal. A gentle pulse of desire began again. The raw was beautiful, the texture only lightly injured and the color quickly faded as she let the picture of herself assault her eyes. Her belly clenched, while her insides hungered for a cock to satisfy what gnawed at her so crudely.


    Once Jon left the studio, Martin didn’t wait for Sophie to pull him into the dressing room. He was on her before she finished inspecting her body for signs of significant wounds. They ground each other into the miserably prickly divan, scorching the skin of Sophie’s backside until she wasn’t sure if the burns remaining were from the crude way he screwed her, or lasting remnants of Jon Rush’s cane.


    They fucked in virtual silence. Except for panting groans, a deep-throated scream when Martin ejaculated, and Sophie sighing at the undulating climax, they didn’t share one single word.


    Tuesday…


    While Martin took pictures, Jon Rush tied Sophie to a ladder with rope. She wore the same silver slip dress, her arms again above her head, the hem of the skirt dusting mid-crack of her ass. The rope was the important ingredient of his work. He tied her with the expertise of a man accustomed to binding women in intricate patterns of bondage. Three times the bonds surrounded her ankles and then three times they circled her wrists as he strung her up, legs apart, her arms reaching high against the wooden rungs. He pressed her cheek against one rung and tied her neck as if he were fusing her to the wood.


    Her heart raced frantically as each ribbon of rope wound around a limb or circumscribed her waist, or chest, or thighs. The pressure on her body increased, like he was closing off her ability to breathe. She fought hard against the tight stricture, muscles clenching for a time. But the wearying struggle got her no where and nothing but more frustration. At some point during her inner battle for control, she let her body slacken, and a flood of energy released itself. She took a long deep breath and let it out, closing her eyes, then hugging the ladder with her spirit. She pretended for a time that she could melt into the paint-spotted wood and be at ease.


    About that time, Rush finished binding her. Standing back, he viewed his handiwork noting something about the picture he didn’t like.


    “Do you have a scissors, Martin?” he asked.


    “In the drawer of my desk.”


    Jon moved swiftly, combing through odds and ends of paperclips, notepaper and used pencils until he came up with a black-handled pair of sheers with long thin blades.


    Where the rope had scrunched the silver dress, the man began to snip and tug. He slipped one long spear of metal under the shimmery silver and ripped the fabric along the back. Bits and pieces fell to the floor. At some point, the dress came out in hunks. He pulled from the sides and in front—alarming Sophie once when he clipped closely to a hiding nipple. When he tore the material away he left both breasts with their starched tight nipples bare to the summer breeze.


    By the time he was finished, she was naked except for the rope that bound her. Her two breasts hung loosely between two rungs and her naked cunt was pressed tightly across the labia with another. Her ass behind was bare—framed with the rope that encircled her waist above, and high at each thigh where it had been thoroughly secured.


    “If she were mine to use as I wish, I’d mark her ass…” his voice drifted away with Sophie barely hearing what he said. She knew enough, however, to hope that he might use the cane again to roughen the skin. She remembered how that felt and suspected that her body, particularly her ass, longed for more.


    Once Jon finished working, he gazed with satisfaction at the picture he created, and watched as Martin captured the images on film. The room was still but for the photographer’s softly moving feet as he shuffled quietly around her, the shutter opening and closing with an innocuous whir. When he stopped the air was still.


    There was the sound of murmuring voices beyond Sophie’s closed eyes, but she didn’t understand what was happening until she suddenly opened them and looked through the window seeing Jon Rush stride to the sidewalk outside, and then out of her field of vision.


    Martin was speechless, his movement muffled and hushed. Everything in the world seemed to disappear except Sophie and her ladder. She remained composed and unthinking for an undetermined time. She wasn’t waiting, or anxious or even expectant and wondering. She might have called herself content, but she wasn’t looking for descriptions of her current mood.


    As a pair of hands began to loosen the ropes, she returned to her thoughts, and her body heat began to soar at a reckless pace. She squirmed, anxiously wanting to break free as rapidly as she could, and Martin was too slow getting the knots undone.


    She finally shook herself off with the last of the bondage no more than a puddle of twisted rope at the base of the ladder. But instead of pulling away and letting her limbs work free of the numbing pose, the photographer pinned her to the wood, this time with his cock fixing her in place. The swelling member slipped into the slithery channel between her thighs and battered her brusquely untilhis climax finished him—while hers still needed more stimulation. Then he walked away as though he were taking his moves from a playbook he’d never seen before—belonging to a game he certainly didn’t understand. She made up her mind that next time, she wouldn’t let him use her without her full cooperation. He left her with a hollow feeling she didn’t like, and without the will or the desire to cum herself. What Jon Rush was doing to her was getting all mixed up, mixing sex with Martin Scoffield in the middle of these extraordinary sessions felt wrong, though she couldn’t quite figure out why.


    Wednesday…


    There were no clothes waiting for her in the dressing room when Sophie arrived at four thirty Wednesday afternoon. Jon Rush had not arrived and Martin was messing with his cameras at the far end of the studio. She didn’t want to disturb him, it seemed the men involved in this scenario got testy about the littlest thing just before these shoots began. She figured that it was just the artistry involved and her best move was none at all. She’d remain innocuous until she was called to attention.


    With her back to the front door, Sophie wandered to the far side of the empty room peering into pictures Martin had framed and lined like little soldiers on the wall. The front door of the studio opened and closed somewhere outside her conscious thought, so that when she heard Jon Rush speak, she jumped, suddenly becoming a quivering mass of frazzled nerves.


    “Why aren’t you dressed?” he accosted her.


    “There was nothing to wear in the dressing room,” she stated with her eyes widening in horror. He seemed to have taken command of her in a remarkably rigid way.


    Taking her by the arm, he dragged her toward the dressing area and whisked the screen away, seeing the empty space on the rack where the silver dress had been. He suddenly stopped short and released the pressure on her arm.


    “Ah, yes. I apologize, I ruined the silver yesterday, didn’t I?” He remembered the fact with a satisfied smile, and turned unusually kind.


    There was a throbbing in her arm where his hand had been. It almost felt as if the pressure were still there. She wished he would touch her again like that—the stream of energy flowing through his fingers entered her body as a smooth and sensuous wave.


    His eyes lit charmingly as he motioned her away from the Japanese screen to a stool Martin placed in the center of the room.


    “You can do this session without the dress.” He was thinking on his feet, reflecting on the mood he wished to create considering how she was dressed. She wore pink flats on her feet, a pair of white shorts and a purple halter top, which was tight enough to keep her breasts contained as well as highlighted by the closely fitting cotton. The tiny buds of her nipples shifted position as her breasts shifted inside the fabric. When Jon’s eyes settled on them for several seconds she could tell the little rascals were quickening into harder knobs that poked out glaringly obvious.


    “Close your eyes, Sophie,” he ordered. He adopted the kinder side of his changeable demeanor to address her and added calmly, “Listen to my words.”


    This was easy; the pulse of his tone was as soothing as rose petals in her hand.


    “The stool’s beside you, Sophie. Without opening your eyes—reach to your right and sit down.” He guided her well, and the firm seat of wood felt good against her ass, something solid to support her when she couldn’t see. “What do you see inside yourself,” he asked.


    “I see you,” she said.


    “And am I standing close?”


    “You’re moving closer. I can hear your feet.”


    “So you can,” he said as he drifted slowly her way. He carried an open box of chocolates in his hand, the sweet smell of candy pouring into the air.


    “And what do you sense now?”


    “Chocolate,” she guessed rightly.


    He lifted one piece to her nose so she could drink in the robust smell.


    “And you like chocolates?”


    “Yes.”


    “The aroma arouses you?”


    “Humm, yes,” she smiled as she licked her gently parted lips.


    “Reach with your tongue,” he told her, letting her lap the air with the candy two full inches from her parted lips. “More.”


    Desire swept before her as her mouth watered in anticipation of just one bite.


    “Lick more,” he prompted, and she tried unsuccessfully again to reach the candy. She lunged forward slightly, only to be denied. Jon laughed at the childish move.


    “Patience, Sophie. Desire is hungering for the candy and having it just out of your reach. You desire more and the desire builds until it’s a mountain inside your thoughts, grinding in your belly, and you ache in places you never realized were open to such pressing sensation. Close your mouth and smell.”


    She drank the air again. It was chocolatey with a trace of something fruity teasing her memory.


    “Your hands behind you, Sophie,” Jon ordered. She’d been clutching the sides of the stool with a white-knuckled tension, holding on as though she might easily fall from her precarious perch. Letting go momentarily disoriented her balance. “Steady now, you’re on four firm legs with a good flat bench underneath your ass. I promise, you won’t fall.”


    She had to go on faith. With her eyes still closed, her torso straightened as she sat up tall and clasped her hands behind her. Then she settled one more time letting the dizziness pass.


    There was that smell again. The chocolate and the raspberry—it must be raspberry inside the shell of candy—above her nose, taunting her watering mouth and her clenching belly.


    “Reach again.”


    This time when she stretched her tongue, she tasted on the very tip, a profound sweetness, the essence of a flavor that melted through her mouth—of chocolate and raspberry—yes, she’d guessed right, a little more pungent than strawberry, but not as sweet, and a little wilder as though it had been plucked freshly from vines just outside the door. For a second she thought she was at the edge of the woods in Oregon where she’d once spent an afternoon gathering berries. That evening she baked pies with a best friend who knew how to make a crust so flaky that the confection liquefied in the mouth like the pure pleasure of good sex.


    “Take a bite,” he told her.


    The candy was at the edge of her mouth, her teeth slowly sinking into the melting chocolate, the sticky center running over her lips, some inside her mouth, the rest down her chin and throat in a long thin thread of pale red. He let her eat just this tiny quantity and the rest was taken away.


    The stool was withdrawn as quickly from underneath her ass. Sophie found herself standing, steadying herself one more time. This time she was squarely on two feet, her flats feeling comfortably glued to the floor.


    Sophie’s eyes remained closed, which gave her a feeling of not quite being there, as though half of her wasn’t in the room. She was happily amused, smiling sweetly to herself and hopefully so Jon wouldn’t see. When he began to remove her halter top, her body immediately quickened and the bit of fear that seemed to accompany these unusual photographic sessions returned. He removed the top and then the shorts, letting her keep the shoes on—was this supposed to be some means of comfort? That was all she wore except for the sticky thread of raspberry candy, which made its way to a ticklish spot between her breasts before it stopped.


    Even the leather collar might have been some comfort at this lonely, naked moment. But, oddly, there was no collar today—what had been so important on Monday was forgotten on Tuesday and now obsolete on Wednesday. Her utter nakedness sufficed.


    Sophie moved to his orders, the camera capturing poses with her breasts jutting out proudly, her body bent over as though she was going to be caned—which she wasn’t—and then lying over the stool, the seat of it pressing against her tummy with her legs spread wide. In the end, she was bound this way, with her legs drawn in to the back legs of the stool, tied with rope; and her arms no longer clasped behind her back but tied to the forward legs. Considering the trip that Martin made with his camera around her body, her genitals were duly captured on film—was it Technicolor or black and white, she wondered—lewdly displayed in what seemed to her a very unladylike and unflattering way.


    What she didn’t quite understand was the beauty of her languishing limbs, how the indentations of the rope looked on her flesh, how the delicacy of her skin was juxtaposed with the severity of the bondage, and how the camera could pick up her glistening pubis between the two pale cheeks of her ass.


    After all, she was just a model and it wasn’t important that she understand why anything was happening. She was being well paid for these comparatively brief modeling sessions.


    When Jon was finished with her, Martin took over as he had both previous days. This time, though she’d vowed it wouldn’t happen, she had little choice but to be raped while she was still tied over the stool. After he pulled his cock from her cunt he undid the ropes and let her go, handing her a fat check for her efforts.


    “Is this what our relationship has come to?” she asked after she was dressed.


    “What? You don’t like being used,” he said with a quirky, uncomfortable smile.


    “No, no,” she shook off any notion that she was offended. “It’s just that these aren’t normal photo shoots.”


    “I told you this would be different. And if you want to end it, I’ll understand.”


    “No,” she shook her head. “I can only wonder what he has in mind next.”


    Martin shrugged, then looking worriedly toward her breasts, he moved quickly to his desk plucking a Kleenex from a box. Wetting the tip of it with his tongue, he dabbed the sticky residue of raspberry filling from inside her cleavage and smiled. “That was lovely…” he stopped, as if he should say more. “If you’d like to stay, you can go upstairs with me.”


    “No, I think I’d better be going. These sessions sort of stand on their own—even your personal finales.”


    She wasn’t sure if he was relieved or disappointed.


    Thursday…


    Her next dress was yellow, like the silver one, thin straps, short A-line style, skimming her ass cheeks with the delicacy of a broad leaf fluttering to the ground. She sat in a chair, hands bound uncomfortably behind her, legs parted, dress raised above her naked pussy, the hair fluffed lightly by Jon’s fingers so it gave the impression of something innocent and soft. The collar returned, clutching her throat as meanly as ever—if it was possible for him to tighten it further.


    Apparently the candy had been inspiring, as this time he fed her an entire meal, beginning with a ripe peach, its juice running to her chin, dripping on to the yellow satin immediately soiling its sunny perfection. He followed with blueberry yogurt and fresh tomatoes, slices of cucumber—everything offered her like some new invention.


    Her eyes were open as she giggled and smiled at the game. He knelt before her offering food, teasingly swiping it away if she was too eager, and yet insisting that she beg for each morsel he put to her lips. He wiped her face when it became too messy, and even kissed her mouth once very kindly. His lips tasted clean, the smell of his cologne like a fresh morning. While she was dripping with food and sweat on a warm afternoon, a fly buzzing annoyingly at her nose, Jon Rush was spanking clean.


    Her gentle tyrant ran one hand along her naked thigh, a finger moving to the entrance of her cunt and thrusting determinedly inside only to withdraw wet and sticky. He placed it to her lips and she licked it dry of her juices. Afterward he fed her a final piece of food—the other half of Wednesday’s chocolate.


    Jon left her bound and laughing. And with Martin in a jolly mood as well, she escaped the vigorous raping, or even a gentler lovemaking, and went home as deliriously confused as she’d been every other day of a remarkable week. This time, however, she was much less troubled. It was a game—nothing that happened with Jon Rush was real life. These were scenes, provocative sex-charged pieces of erotic pleasure. To attach anything more to them would be regrettable, even if they stirred in her an unsettling need for more.


    Friday…


    Friday was another foggy, chilly San Francisco afternoon. The studio was dark when she arrived, the drape drawn over the entrance to the main room. Martin had left a note for her on the reception desk along with a brown paper sack that would presumably hold her costume for the day.


    “Dress in the restroom. Wear the robe while you wait for me to get you.”


    The air seemed unusually prickly, a foreboding quality that was, on the one hand, a little silly, on the other hand, disturbing. She’d come with the same happy mood she left in, and it disturbed her that the conclusions she’d reached about these sessions might actually be wrong.


    Seeing the contents of the sack, there was more to arouse her concern. Beyond the black silk cover-up robe, there was a mass of black leather straps and silver metal chains fashioned into some sort of harness. The leather straps were soft as though they might fit like a glove. Finding a belt that would circle her waist, she stepped into the structure and began to play with the unusual garment. Two straps threaded her crotch, meeting just behind her pussy, and joining there, made a thong that bisected her ass. Above, but still attached to the waist, were criss-crossed straps that outlined her breasts and joined into a collar above. Several silver chains looped freely over each breast and others joined down the center. The collar, unlike the separate one she’d worn several times, had three heavy rings of ominous proportions.


    Viewing herself in the mirror, she seemed like some futuristic bird of chains. The metal only enhanced the highlights of her ash blonde hair and its variegated color. She wished she had a plume of black feathers to braid through the tresses, or a tail feather to complete the picture, but this was all she was given and it seemed strangely lacking. While the harness was initially cold, her body heat welled inside the garment warming even the cold metal.


    She was oddly letdown seeing herself in the awesome harness—hardly capturing her imagination the way she thought it might. You could pick up one of these at any leather shop, basic bondage gear and nothing more. But then, she wasn’t paying the bills, and it wasn’t her job to question what they had in mind for her.


    Tossing the robe over her body, Sophie then waited in the reception room for nearly forty five minutes until Jon Rush whisked the drape aside and called to her. She noted he was dressed in a black shirt and pants, which only seemed appropriate considering her attire and the mood inside the studio.


    “I’m going to talk to you, Sophie, and I want you to listen to everything I say very carefully. You understand?” He was behind her, speaking in her ear, pushing her forward, clutching her hands at mid back in one of his large ones.


    “Yes,” she whispered as she felt a gnawing trail of fear arise from her now unsettled poise.


    The room was so dark it was difficult to see anything but layers of shadows. There were the shapes of several people swaying inside the darkness, yet, even those swaying, undetermined shapes seemed to disappear as the drape fell back over the entrance. She closed her eyes voluntarily before they could adjust to the dark. She didn’t want to see. But listening to the sound of Jon’s voice, just as he instructed, her eyes lit on the insides with pictures he was seeing for her. She was a capable student of his methods for creating the atmosphere he wanted. She’d always been a capable model.


    “Remember,” he said as he whispered, “we have a mood here and these are just pictures. But while we shoot these photographs today, I want you to respond to what happens as though it werevery real. Pretend that this is actually taking place, that you’re not a model but a nameless woman, enslaved by a coven of reckless bastards who will use you for their own twisted sexual ends. Imagine that you’re a slave to the sexual imaginings that have brought you here. That you’ve walked into a devious trap. That once you’re finished with the shoot today you’ll know that this hasn’t been a shoot at all—that none of the games we’ve played this week has been anything but a very crafty ploy to seduce you into another world—a parallel world to the real one. Think of your life no longer as yours, think of yourself as owned property no more important than a chair or table or the family pet.” Jon’s grip on her seemed to tighten the more he spoke. “You have no voice that is your own, no desires but those we feed you, no will, no vision for yourself. You need nothing, but have only to swim in this alternative world—you’ll live and breathe, eat and rest within this world. Perhaps it would be wise not to think at all, abandon yourself and make this selflessness your only purpose. Now open your eyes.”


    Sophie was so inside his words when he gave her the instruction that it took some seconds to compute the message and act accordingly. She was indeed swept into his imaginary reality, and frightened of it—wondering as the mesmerizing sound of his voice wooed her suggestible mind—if indeed this was no game, but real. He wove her inside his tale of abject bondage like yarn woven into the texture of an intricate carpet.


    “Open your eyes,” he repeated the command. “You’ll do everything I say and not balk, is that understood?”


    “Yes, sir,” she whispered and her eyelids slowly parted.


    There was still little to see, but becoming accustomed to the darkness, she saw the forms around her were men, men in suits and ties, moving toward her with outstretched hands. Somewhere behind her the light brightened, and then another spotlight from in front was riveted on her eyes. She couldn’t see beyond it, but she could still hear Jon’s voice. “Give in, Sophie,” he said the words so kindly.


    There was something shoved inside her cunt, and hands greasing her ass, thick beads pressed one at a time inside her anus. Her wrists were clamped with wide cuffs, her body stretched toward the ceiling, her legs pulled wide apart and attached to something long and immovable between them. She was hoisted into the air, suspended, the bright light still glaring in her eyes. Their energy about her was busy, like bees swarming a nest, stinging her with a tug here, a jarring there, a clamped wrist, a bound ankle, another bound ankle, and then a dreadful ache in her shoulders once she was required to support her body weight.


    The room fell silent, as if a deadly quiet descended over everything. Then the lights went out. Unlike the animated silence as her body was reshaped into the bondage, this silence intensified around her. She couldn’t hear a soul breathe but she sensed hearts beating yards away, and minds whirring with thought, and energy focused like darts thrown toward her groin. It pulsed strong with a vast sexual heat she hadn’t believed she could feel.


    She relished the fresh scent of leather, and the lingering smells of masculine cologne and her own body sweat. The soft clink as the chains rattled on her breasts was like some beautiful music. And the aroma of chocolate—was this a latent memory of the days before? Or something real? She could almost taste raspberry and peaches and cucumber on her lips.


    When the hands began to move about her body, all that vast energy converged. What she hadn’t realized was how intensely aroused she’d become and the depth of the climax that would result as she took the brunt of their attack. In the dark—silently.


    They moved over her with such ease, slapping, pawing, pinching, squeezing, her nipples tortured, her ass mangled with rough palms, her thighs slapped, each rude device in her filled holes thrust deep, withdrawn and thrust deep again. She felt the sting of a lash and Jon Rush’s cane rap her thighs again—but much harder than he’d rapped them days before. They punished her with pleasure—cruel, intense and numbing pleasure. Her cunt was used and used again. Though she couldn’t be sure if it had been violated, or if all this sensation just seemed to center there and on the orgasm that shook everything inside and out.


    She cried, only then aware that something had been forced inside her mouth and the sound she emitted was only a muffled version of her voice.


    The assault was over.


    Sophie’s attackers left on cat feet, quietly withdrawing. As though she’d been tied to them, each one that vanished left her a little more empty.


    Someone lowered the pulleys and her feet hit the ground. The bondage cuffs and tethers were taken away, the straps removed, dildos freed, and the chains slowly disappeared one by one, until Sophie found herself completely naked crouching on an empty bare wood floor. The lights in the room slowly rose, the dark drapes opened, with the gloom of the day threading through the vanishing darkness, and she awakened to the familiarity of Martin’s camera clicking somewhere in the distance and Jon Rush lingering above her, pacing casually around her.


    “You performed well,” he finally said.


    She felt like a humble, slavish beast. Opening her eyes, she rose to her knees, her meekness seemed all the more apparent.


    “I got lost,” she said as the only explanation that seemed to make sense.


    “A good place for a slave to be. I’ll see you Monday.”


  




  

    Chapter Five


    Maureen invited her to dinner, one with candlelight and chilling wine, lentil soup, a salad and her very favorite dessert—an apple baked in pastry floating in caramel sauce. They hadn’t seen each other since early Monday morning, long before her week’s odyssey began.


    “I’ve missed you,” Mo said, greeting her with a generous hug and a peck on the cheek. Sophie lingered on her shoulder, hugging her much longer than was natural for the two. “Is something wrong?” she asked pulling gently away.


    “No, I don’t think anything is wrong. It just feels as though I’m swimming through my life right now.”


    They drank two glasses of chilled Chardonnay before they sat at the small dining table in Maureen’s loft and began to eat.


    “The photo shoots?”


    “Maybe.”


    “What do you meanmaybe ? I haven’t seen you all week and there’s this strange look on your face. Tell me what’s happening.”


    “Only if you won’t get alarmed if I tell you some very weird things?”


    “What do you mean alarmed, you’re alarming me now.” In fact, her face was filled with the worried lines of a woman too young to have anything but innocent crow’s feet. They were embedded in her brow.


    “No need to be, I’m not scared at all,” Sophie was trying to reassure her.


    “But you have me intensely curious. What’s going on?”


    “Martin’s client, Jon Rush—amazing guy,” her mood shifted from spacey to casual in an effort to sound grounded and sane. “I earned two thousand dollars for about ten hours work, once a day appearing at the studio and letting him do things to me.”


    “What kind of things?”


    “He’s dressed me,” she said, eyes lighting flirtatiously as the pictures returned, “tied me up, fed me things,” she smiled, “—like raspberry chocolates, and blueberry yogurt, and cucumbers. He’s cut my clothes away, and caned my behind, and today…” she cleared her throat as she recalled the memory which now seemed more like a dream. In the meantime, Maureen’s dark eyes looked on in awe while she sat speechless waiting for Sophie to finish “…there were a half dozen men in the room. I was dressed in leather and chains, strung up like a sex slave and worked over.”


    “Worked over?” Something odd was clutching Maureen’s crotch even as Sophie was re-enacting the moment in her mind. “And this was modeling?”


    “Little different, huh?”


    “What’s he doing to you?”


    “I don’t really know, but…”


    “But what? Are you going to let him do anything he wants?”


    “Martin’s there.”


    “Martin? He never impressed me as one to protect you if anything went wrong.”


    “Nothing’s going wrong.”


    “But you’re going to keep going?”


    “I think so. I don’t really know what they have in mind for Monday. But I’m penciled in the book for a four-thirty shoot. And I intend to be there.” It sounded like triumph in her voice.


    Maureen sat back, her eyes engaged in an intense investigation of Sophie’s face, as though somehow she could see behind the remarkable story and Sophie’s remarkably blasé attitude. “I hope you’re not looking for my approval, because this seems downright dangerous. Do you have any idea how they’re using these photographs?”


    “No. I haven’t even seen the proofs.”


    “Martin always shows you proofs.”


    “I don’t think he develops the film.”


    “Oh, sure, Sophie. I bet you’re splashed all over some Internet sex sites by now. The dupe of the week. Oh, better yet, lured by some crazed band of lunatic sex offenders.”


    “I love what I’m doing, and who I am when it’s happening. I can’t stop.”


    “But don’t you see how dangerous this could be?”


    “I don’t see that at all. And besides, I doubt if you can tell it’s me in the photographs, you can’t possibly make out my face in all the darkness.”


    “This isn’t sane.”


    “Oh, yes it is, if I say it is.” She expected these arguments and had her own thoughts ready. “I don’t really care, Mo. My life needed something spectacular to lift it out of that miserable nowhere, and when I’m posing this way, it’s like pure heaven. I don’t care what they do to me. I’m happy. No, it won’t last forever.” She almost sounded sad. “And you’re probably right, I’m the dupe of the week. Once Jon tires of me I’ll be cast off for another model or actress or girl on the street they can get to play their games.”


    Maureen was rarely silenced. Something of Sophie’s eroticism was seeping inside her. The scenario was uniquely titillating, and she was too smart and too blunt with herself not to admit how it was physically affecting her body.


    Sophie’s pale mouth twisted into an amused smirk. “Turns you on, doesn’t it?”


    “Well, yeah, lots of things turn me on in a weird sort of way.” She thought some more. “Maybe it’s all innocent enough but the S&M kinda scares me.”


    “Scares me too.” She giggled and drank more wine.


    “I’d like to know what’s happening when I have sex. I like things spelled out and straightforward. No surprises.”


    “Then you don’t have much fun,” Sophie answered.


    “But it still feels pretty good.”


    “Maybe this would feel even better.”


    Maureen wasn’t sure of anything other than that she was worried for her friend. She was aroused by the admissions, and suddenly wondering that she was missing something in her life. “This really appeals to you? I mean as serious sex? No intimacy, no real personal contact.”


    Sophie thought a moment, thought about Danny and Martin, and getting close to people, and then of the afternoon and being bound and hung and her body worked.


    “It’s okay for now. At least the way it happens now. I have no ties to any of this, but the exhilaration makes me feel like I’m breathing again. I missed breathing. I mean taking a deep breath of air and feeling it everywhere.I feel . My body pulses. My brain goes numb; my heart begins to soar. Don’t you understand what that means?”


    “I understand after months of nursing you through your grief, that a few short hours with a man you don’t even know has done more to heal you than I have,” she replied chagrined.


    “Bullshit, Maureen! I wouldn’t be where I am now, I couldn’t have begun any of it without you.”


    “Humm,” she laughed. “That’s hopeful.”


    Sophie was suddenly exhausted, her limbs so weak she could hardly move. “How about if I sleep on the couch tonight,” she said falling lazily back against a faded red pillow.


    “Sure.”


    They drank the wine until the bottle was gone. Then Sophie slept and Maureen read in her room until she nodded off to sleep, waking at some time about three a.m. to turn off the light.


    Lying sensuously like another flower in the fabric blooms on the cotton couch, Sophie had drifted to sleep the night before, while Maureen gazed at the profound innocence in her face. Maureen would remember her that way. It was, perhaps, the last time she’d ever see her.


    Sophie was gone before Maureen woke at nine the next morning.


  




  

    Chapter Six


    Maureen Duvall had no idea that Sophie Russo parked at the bottom of the hill and hiked the long steep incline to Martin Scoffield’s studio. She didn’t know that the parking was always impossible in that neighborhood and for all the many times Sophie had circled the streets, she never found another space.


    Maureen was winded by the time she reached Martin’s gate and gazed at the pristine house painted tan and trimmed in pale mauve. The porch was three times the size of the average neighborhood porch, with a hanging fern on the left-hand side and a square of sisal carpet as a doormat.


    There was a knocker on the door but she chose to ring the bell instead. She never thought to simply enter without a personal welcome. Maureen waited a minute and no one came. She knocked again without an answer, and then gingerly tried the door. Having peered beyond the curtained windows, she could make out a reception desk and the look of a small office around it.


    Entering, Maureen heard the bell on the door, and then ten seconds later, watched Martin Scoffield appear from behind a black drape to her left.


    “May I help you?”


    “Maureen Duvall. I’m a friend of Sophie Russo’s.”


    “Yes. I believe she’s mentioned your name,” he held his hand out graciously. It was a warm handshake but not a strong one. The man was as nondescript as Sophie led her to believe, less than six feet tall, sandy hair, beginning to turn bald and a well-trimmed mustache and beard with gentle flecks of grey. His eyes were a flat, stony color. A dozen clones of him walked the city every day, came through the deli and ordered white meat sandwiches and Perrier, or hazelnut mocha. “It’s nice to meet you,” he added.


    Martin found Sophie’s friend lovely in a strange sort of way. Her features were simple and uncomplicated, her body possessing a degree of aliveness that was both grounded and sexual. He often looked at any woman for her potential as a model—unlike many men for whom the potential for sex was important to a first impression. Martin’s initial viewpoint of Maureen Duvall was strictly professional even though he knew the woman couldn’t be interested in modeling. She was far too short.


    Seeing Martin’s obvious curiosity, she went straight to the point.


    “Sophie is missing.”


    “Oh?” he looked genuinely surprised.


    “I haven’t seen in her in seven days—since last Friday night, and I’m worried.”


    “You usually see her every week?”


    “Often every day. And when I don’t, she calls, or I call her, or she might wave to me from outside my deli. I’ve been wanting her to work on Saturday—she often works for me when she’s not modeling. I’ve called her a dozen times, stopped by her apartment three times and she’s not there. I have a key and today I checked inside. Thankfully, she wasn’t lying on the floor dead, but her cat hadn’t been fed and it was obvious that she hasn’t been there in days.”


    Martin looked more worried as her revelations dropped like heavy bricks before him.


    “When was she here last?” Maureen asked.


    “Monday afternoon.”


    “She said she had a shoot. But not after that?”


    “No. That particular arrangement was complete.”


    “The one with the leather and chains?”


    He looked at the brunette surprised to find that she knew about the unusual photo shoot.


    “Yes, the one with the leather and chains. The gentleman is a connoisseur of erotic art. Sophie’s been the perfect model for what he wanted.”


    “But Monday was her last session?”


    “It was. And it went very well. But I have no idea what her plans were after that. She left as soon as it was over.”


    “She left alone?”


    “No, actually, she was with Jon Rush. They walked out together. Just friends though, talking about the shoot, I suppose. Sophie was parked at the end of the block; he probably walked her to her car. It seemed pretty innocent to me.”


    “No one’s seen her since.”


    “Interesting.”


    “Doesn’t that alarm you?”


    He looked at her thoughtfully. “Maybe it does now.”


    “It should, Mr. Scoffield. Sophie is not the kind of woman to disappear. I’ve known her fifteen years and she’s nevermissing .”


    “Of course not.”


    “Then where do you think she might be?” She became like an anxious racehorse, her eyes turning into lasers.


    “I have no idea,” he said, trying hard to breathe.


    “Perhaps she might have gone with Jon Rush?”


    “That’s possible. Lots of things are possible…”


    “He’s into strange sex rites, Mr. Scoffield. You’ve had sex with Sophie. You’ve taken a week’s worth of fetish pictures and two months worth of erotic ones before that. What are the possibilities here? You tell me. Who is Jon Rush and where can I find him?” She rattled off questions too fast for a well-measured man to absorb.


    “I know nothing else, Miss Duvall. I didn’t think Sophie was actuallywith the man when she left. I assumed she was going home.”


    “Talking, laughing, kissing?”


    “No kissing. He’s not like that. They were casual, in fact, it was the first time they ever left together.”


    “Then they didn’t see each other after other shoots?”


    “Not that I’m aware. They just happened to be leaving at the same time when we were finished Monday. I had another shoot right afterwards, and Sophie knew I wouldn’t have time to see her.” He cleared his throat and looked embarrassed. “Our own relationship hasn’t really gone anywhere lately.”


    “She’s said that, too.”


    “Sometimes we’d had sex after these sessions, but not the last ones. Even if I’d had the time, I don’t think it would have happened. In fact, I sort of planned to be busy. I didn’t want it to be awkward for either of us.”


    “Then you’re not in love with her?”


    His face turned almost ashen. “I’m very much in love with Sophie. And I always will be, but,” his speech seemed strained as though he was fighting some emotion, “it’s not that kind of love.”


    “I need to know where I can find her, Mr. Scoffield. Where can I find Jon Rush?”


    “I honestly don’t know for sure.”


    Maureen waited. She’d wait forever until he gave her something to go on. Communicating that fact by her utter patience he began to tell her everything he knew.


    “Rush came to me three years ago and then every eight or ten months after that. Sophie was the fourth model we worked with—at least two of them I’ve seen since,” he added as though that should pacify her present fear.


    “The third?”


    “There I don’t know. I never called her to work again. We didn’t really click, which isn’t exactly unheard of with models and photographers.” He suddenly remembered something. “There was a fifth girl. She came with him for one of the shoots with Adrienne. Just a single day. Someone Jon appeared to know well, and a lot like Sophie.”


    “How’s that?”


    “Innocent looking, submissive in nature. She was part of the scenes we created—these were lesbians ones, he put both women in bondage.”


    “And the scene Monday?”


    He felt compelled, knowing that he’d be spilling the whole story, but it seemed uncomfortable, as though they were too out in the open. Though no one else appeared to be in the studio, the broad open windows facing the street made him feel vulnerable to stares and speculation should someone walk by. “Maybe we should sit,” he suggested. He motioned her inside the main room, drawing the drape aside to lighten the darkness. His black backdrops still surrounded the room, though he’d be breaking down the set for a different shoot in the afternoon. “I have just a few moments,” he said.


    “Sophie’s missing, Mr. Scoffield,” Maureen reminded him impatiently.


    “Yes, I understand,” he said. He looked troubled.


    Maureen sat in the one comfortable chair in the room while Martin puttered about, speaking as he worked, which was obviously his way to ease his awkwardness. Though he was uncomfortable with the subject, he was even more unnerved by the effect Sophie’s friend was having on him. She was a forceful woman, unlike Sophie, but like the kind of woman who would befriend someone younger and naïve.


    “Did she tell you about the shoot on Friday?” he asked.


    “Yes. In some detail.”


    “About the S&M scene?”


    “Yes. But I don’t know much about the subject.”


    “It’s fascinating,” he said like a man who could appreciate the fetish but preferred to remain a bystander. His words only confirmed that fact. “It’s too harsh for me, and truthfully, I’m not the kind inclined to dominate women—with the possible exception of Sophie. She cries out for it.”


    “That’s what I’m afraid of. Tell me about Monday’s scene.”


    “It was more relaxed than Friday.” He was setting his camera for the afternoon shoot, moving from one end of the room to the other so that his narrative was awkward and broken. “She wore the black leather collar Rush often had her wear but none of the gear he’d had the time before—or the people, or the atmosphere, for that matter.” He paused thinking. “He cuffed her ankles and wrists and posed her in a dozen positions.”


    “Like what?”


    “On a bed, in a fetal position. I remember that most. She looked so small—and you know she’s not a small woman.” He began to speak of her that way, and Maureen immediately knew of his adoration for her friend. Of course, she’d often seen this kind of response from men to Sophie’s bewitching charm. Her wavering, malleable eyes appeared to draw the human soul into carnal thought. This man had it bad. “He kept changing her position though.” Martin stopped his fiddling for a moment and stared toward that spot in the room where the bed had been, imagining Sophie there “The one I liked best, she was curled just slightly, her hands bound behind her back. He was stroking her face while I took the picture. One would have thought he had sympathy for her plight—as though it was her fate to be bound and he was helpless to remove her from that bondage. I’ve never captured quite so stunning an image.”


    “That was all?”


    “Oh, a dozen more poses, do you need to know everything?”


    “No. Where are the proofs?”


    “I sent them to Rush a day later—which is our agreement. He always wanted the images printed and sent. He pays for it all.”


    “Then you can run me another set,” she said hopefully.


    “He pays for the negatives too. There’re all gone.”


    “Gone? You have nothing?”


    “It’s the way he works. I have nothing left from any of these shoots. He buys everything outright, and I go without credit for the work. It’s not my favorite way of doing business, but I have no choice. He pays me well, so I don’t really think about it anymore.” He stopped again, as though something was settling with him. “You really think she’smissing ?” His eyes had a faraway look.


    “Sophie doesn’t disappear.” She paused. “Where can I find this Jon Rush?”


    He shook his head, obviously exasperated with himself for not knowing more. “I have a company name on his check, let me look at the copy.” He returned to his desk, tearing through files, finally pulling up a Xerox copy. Rush Ltd. A city PO Box and phone number followed.


    Scribbling his phone number on a slip of paper she handed it to Martin, “If you remember anything else,” she said. “Please call me.”


    “Of course.”


    Martin followed her to the front door, graciously opening it.


    “Do you have any clue at all?” she turned to ask one last time.


    He shook his head. “I wish I did. Are you calling the police?”


    “I think I should,” was all she said before the door closed between them and she walked to her car.


  




  

    Chapter Seven


    The phone number Martin Scoffield gave her for Jon Rush answered with a pleasant woman’s voice, “Rush Ltd.”


    “Mr. Rush, please.”


    “I’m sorry he’s not in. May I take a message?”


    Thinking fast, she declined the offer. “Perhaps you could tell me where you’re located. I have something I need to drop by for Mr. Rush.”


    The receptionist rattled off an address efficiently which initially dispelled Maureen’s concern that this was no business at all, the name just a front for the man’s twisted life.


    “When will Mr. Rush be returning?”


    “He should be here this afternoon.”


    “Thank you.”


    She could hear the woman rush to take her name and number, but Maureen hung up without letting her get that far.


    Arriving at Rush Ltd. later that afternoon, Maureen wasted no time with the receptionist. “Tell Mr. Rush I’m here to inquire about Sophie Russo,” she said using an official tone of voice, standing as tall as her five foot three frame would allow. She’d worn two-inch heels to appear bigger than she was.


    “Sophie Russo?” the woman raised her eyebrows hearing the name and then used the intercom to inform her boss that Maureen Duvall was there to see him.


    Jon Rush himself appeared moments later.


    Maureen didn’t like the man at first glance, and found her body steeling itself against the feelings he generated. Men like this one challenged her. Their handsome vitality put her on edge as though she’d never be beautiful enough to lure them. Though she shouldn’t care, it pissed her off that they had their eyes set on a certain kind of woman, and she wasn’t one of them. They’d drape themselves with tall, tanned, long-legged types, with classic faces and smiles too big, and attitudes far too proud and self assured—like they owned the world. Sophie had one time accused her of being everything she hated about the“Jon Rush kind of woman” —except tall and long-legged. Maureen scoffed at that vehemently because it wasn’t true. She did have the ability to act haughty, but she rarely felt that way.


    Sophie had called John Rushcreepy in a handsome sort of way— which Maureen believed was impossible. Yet, seeing him now, she agreed. Creepy because there was an unusual power she rarely felt from any man.


    “Yes, I might know something about your friend’s disappearance,” he said.


    “Then you know where she is?” she asked anxiously. The determined knot in her stomach produced by Sophie’s disappearance momentarily loosened its hold.


    “Not exactly,” he replied.


    “Then what do you know?”


    “I know she was intrigued by the photographs we took of her. Monday, when I saw her last, she mentioned the fact to me when we left Scoffield’s studio. I took her to dinner and we talked. Then I referred her to friends of mine.”


    “For what purpose?”


    “She said she was interested in pursuing the sort of sexual games I introduced her to in the shoot.”


    “She actually said that?”


    “Yes, she did.” His answer was matter-of-fact and a little condescending, as if Maureen should know her friend better than she did.


    “And to whom did you refer her?”


    “A private gentleman’s club. I suggested that she make application to them.”


    “Application for what?”


    John Rush eyed her without speaking, giving her a scrutinizing once over and, though appearing hesitant to talk, he continued. “There are places where the kind the sexuality I practice is a way of life. Sophie was intrigued.”


    “So, you were recruiting her all along?”


    “No. Miss Russo was no more than a model to me.”


    Maureen didn’t believe him, but she wouldn’t argue. “Where is she now?”


    “I’m not sure, but I can find out if she made an application.”


    “And if she did, what would happen?”


    “She might have decided to arrange her initiation.”


    “In the space of several days?”


    “If the candidate is ready, which I believe Miss Russo may well have been—of course, that is not my determination to make—then things can move very swiftly.”


    “Swiftly how? She’s disappeared without a word to anyone, vanished off the face of the planet for all I know. If this is something that she wanted, then she’d reneged on a damn good life to go where? To do what? None of this makes any sense.”


    “I’m afraid these are not matters we can discuss here, Miss Duvall.”


    “Not discuss. Of course we can discuss them. My friend is missing and I want to know where she is, and I won’t be satisfied until I lay eyes on her.”


    “That might not be possible.”


    “It damn well better be possible because from here I’m going to the police.”


    He shook his head, condescendingly, suggesting by his expression alone that such hysterical action would be ill advised. “Let me see if my theory is true, that she has agreed to an initiation. And if so, I’ll be sure we get word to you of that fact. You’ll know she’s safe.” Maureen sat motionless in her chair, her eyes fixed without expression on the man. “Would that be enough to ease your concern?”


    “I doubt it.”


    “Let me assure you, Sophie will have done nothing against her will.”


    “I’ll believe that when I hear it with my own ears.”


    “I’ll do what I can.”


    “By when?”


    She was determined; he’d give her that. Considering the question for a minute he knew that he walked on thin ice with this ballsy woman. A breach in security could be disastrous. “IfI can find her, you’ll have some word from her tonight.”


    Taking pen and paper from his desk, Maureen wrote down her number. “I go to the police at seven in the morning if I haven’t heard from her.”


    “And that would be a good idea,” he agreed. “There are only a few places where she might be. If she’s in none of them, then you have reason to be worried.”


    The call came at nine that night. A subdued but very clear thinking Sophie spoke. “I’m fine, sweetie. And I should have told you what was going on, but it happened so fast there wasn’t time.”


    “What happened fast?”


    “It’s like a retreat from the world here.”


    “And where is that? Where are you?”


    “I can’t say. But I’m very safe, very happy, and I won’t be coming home for awhile…” her voice trailed off as though she had more to say.


    “What? A week, a month, what are you talking about?”


    “I’m talking about this affecting the rest of my life…I don’t know when I’ll come back to the City.”


    “Sophie why?”


    “Don’t argue with me, Mo. I’m not going to change my mind. Perhaps I can write to you and explain more, but I have to go now. I do. I really do.”


    “Sophie, no.”


    The phone clicked and that small clear voice disappeared. Maureen sat unmoving for nearly a half hour trying to understand what she just heard.


    There was no cure for the emptiness that followed when the memory of Sophie returned. A handwritten letter arrived the next day, delivered by some unknown courier. Her explanation was brisk, in Sophie’s breezy and detached style, explaining little more than Maureen heard the night before. It was enough to prevent her from going to the police—even though the drive to do so was never far from her thoughts.


    “I’ll be having my apartment closed, my things put in storage. I’m in love with what is happening to me now. I know this seems abrupt, it has been dizzying, but I can’t really tell you how much it strikes a true chord in me. Trust me, Maureen, this is a lifestyle of my dreams and I can’t imagine anything I want more. This is right for us both. Bluebells is yours—till I get back. Love and kisses. Sophie.”


    (Bluebells was Sophie’s cat.)


    This was how Sophie would word things to make her not afraid, but it said so little and was so final. It made no sense. Maureen could imagine a breakdown just after the emotional trauma of the previous year. But not now, not when she was beginning to mend and her career was in full bloom, and there was some distance between the tragic past and a hopeful future.


    She must have been seduced against her will—or at the least against her better judgment. It was clearly sexual, and sexuality was where Sophie was most vulnerable.


    Tacking the letter to her bulletin board in the kitchen, she looked at it day and night. Two weeks later, she called Jon Rush again. “I have to see you.”


    “Ah, another desperate request?” he answered drolly.


    “When can we meet?” She wouldn’t let him stall.


    “We can go to dinner tonight, if you’d like.”


    “Sounds fine. Name the place.”


    He chose a French Café near Union Street that Maureen knew well.


  




  

    Chapter Eight


    Maureen and Jon Rush spent nearly a half-hour talking about meaningless things before she could mention the subject that was really on her mind.


    “I need to know more about Sophie.”


    “Her letter wasn’t clear?”


    “It was very clear—as was her phone call.” She could feel the same frustration growing that she’d felt every day since Sophie disappeared. “It wasn’t enough for me. I don’t understand picking up your life like that, tearing up roots and throwing everything away.”


    “You don’t understand because you don’t know her.”


    “I do know her!”


    “Not the Sophie who’s come to life the last few weeks.”


    “Then tell me about that Sophie. Make me understand.”


    He didn’t move on her passionate plea because the waiter was taking the order for dinner. She hadn’t bothered with the menu, and to fill in the gap Jon ordered for her. Maureen didn’t care about eating.


    Once they were alone again, she said it more clearly, leaning across the table her dark eyes piercing him through. “I need to understand. I need to see it.”


    “Why so important?”


    “She’s like a sister. You know she lost her fiancé in a car wreck, practically got killed herself—and it was likely her fault. Thankfully, the police never pressed charges. Her mother died at the same time. The whole year was a disaster. But the past few months, things were getting better, much better. Now just a year later she takes off, disappears, walks away from a damn good life. She hasn’t healed. I don’t know what she’s involved with but it’s not right, not now.”


    “You’re so sure,” he stated with a savvy smile.


    “Yes. I’m sure.”


    “I think it’s impossible for anyone to presume they know what’s right for another person. Just because you don’t understand it, doesn’t mean that this can’t be the best thing in the world for Sophie Russo.”


    “What about me?”


    “You?”


    “What if I wanted tomake application ?”


    He laughed. “You’re not the type.”


    “The type for what?”


    “For the kind of sexual life that Sophie leads.”


    “She’s a prostitute?”


    “Oh, far from it. But it’s not explainable in so many words.”


    “I don’t care how many words it takes. Explain it to me. I want to see it for myself. I want to know what’s happened to her.”


    “You can’t know without traveling a very dark road, Maureen.”


    “Then you show me that road.”


    “You don’t know what you’re asking.”


    “Show me,” she replied determinedly. “You show me everything.”


    He shrugged, looking both weary and amused. “Are you always so obstinate?”


    “When my friend’s life is at stake.”


    “Your friend’s life is quite safe.”


    “But I don’t really know that, do I? You can take me where she is and show me what it is that has made her give up everything she loves—especially me! I want to know what’s so right about this new life.”


    He toyed with the ensuing silence stringing her along like a dancing puppet. “All right,” he said. It was a pronouncement, as though he was doing it against his better judgment. “I want to know where you live and I’ll be there tomorrow night at ten.”


    “And you’ll take me to see her?”


    “No. I won’t take you to see her tomorrow night. I doubt if you’ll ever be taken that far. But I can show you a piece of her life.”


    “Then do that.” She was adamant.


    “What you’ll have to go through won’t be easy. You’ll need to put yourself in my hands. You’ll surrender to me. You’ll understand what is sexual terrorizing, and hopefully for you, find the pleasure in that terror. If you surrender yourself, you might find what you’re looking for. If you can’t…”


    “I don’t see that as a possibility, Mr. Rush. I can handle sex, I can handle terror; but I cannot handle not knowing why she made this choice.”


    His smile was mesmerizingly vile; and her physical response to it seemed to have her gut, her crotch, and her mind completely tied in knots. She was horny on top of all that. Though, she feared less for Sophie knowing she’d made at least a small inroad into the mystery of her disappearance.


    ***


    Jon Rush didn’t ring the bell but knocked firmly on the hardwood door. Maureen answered.


    Moving past her without bothering to be formally greeted, he swiftly perused her apartment, opening doors, peeking in closets with the air of a detective used to inspecting property for significant clues. Apparently, he wanted to know her better, but he refused to explain his purpose. Maureen stood shivering and nervous in the center of the carpet next to the sofa—where she could reach out and support herself.


    “Turn out the lights,” Jon ordered when he returned to her living room, moving with the same adroit speed he used for his investigation. After dousing the lights, she was left in the dark—forced to get used to the black around her while there were still glaring circles of light before her stunned eyes.


    He was behind her with his hand clamped over her mouth.


    “Close your eyes.”


    She felt his chest at her back—warm, intimately caressing her with its heat.


    “Listen to everything I tell you and don’t make a sound. For the next hour you are mine. If you want to hear from your friend again, you’ll give yourself to me—you don’t obey and Sophie Russo will be no more than a fond memory.”


    Maureen’s heart was beating fast and her stomach clenched, but more important than those anxious responses was the sexual one between her thighs. There was a pressing, passionate hunger there. She drew in a breath of air and smelled his cologne—something expensive he’d purchased in a men’s boutique—and the aroma of his sweat and the smell of mint and coffee on his breath. The mystique of the man could not be countered by her fear of what he’d done to Sophie, or her determination not to be taken in by his schemes. With every breath, she felt the force of him working through her as though she was becoming part of him.


    He pulled her hands behind her, clasping them in his large and steady grip, and then whispered in her ear. His words bombarded her brain, leaving her unable to think.


    “You’re not the kind of woman who trusts easily, Maureen Duvall, but you will trust me. I’m going to hurt you tonight in a very special way. I’m going to take you into a pain you’ve never felt and then bring you back. You are safe, but you are mine. You will feel, and cry, and wish you were anywhere but here; but once I’m gone you will enjoy the ecstasy of having been freed of everything except the physical sensation of carnal lust.”


    Reaching around her hips, he grabbed her pubis mound in his firm palm and held on tightly, letting his ruthless massage become painful. “Your crotch will be hotter than you’ve ever felt it—and wet with your juices streaming from your cunt. You’ll beg to be entered, but left with the sad and sorry emptiness that comes with being only half-satiated.” He shook her crotch in his tight-fisted grasp and then let it go. The constriction had been so severe she could feel her blood rushing back to fill the empty veins. Shoving her through the familiar spaces of her living room, she was so turned around she couldn’t tell where she was with eyes closed—not until he thrust her over the back of the couch. He tugged her arms wide, wrapping her wrists with rope. Then pulling the rope taut, he bound them to the forward legs of the couch so she could hardly move. Her head dropped loosely downward, the cotton fabric feeling cool against her hot cheek.


    Behind her now, Jon Rush stretched her legs as widely as her arms were stretched, tying her ankles accordingly to the feet of the couch. She lay immobile, eyes closed, her ass vulnerable, but for her clothes.


    “Open your eyes now and let me see your face,” he ordered as he moved to the front of the couch.


    She turned toward him and gazed upward into his eyes, though her eyes snapped shut momentarily seeing the glint of the knife he held in his hand. “No! Please.”


    He laughed. “It’s too late not to trust me, Maureen. Much too late for that.” His menacing smile made her throat constrict as though she was squelching a scream. “Are you sure your worries over your friend are worth this kind of fear? Or maybe you are secretly interested in this treatment for yourself? Maybe even now you’re wet. Let’s see.”


    He strolled around behind her one more time where his hand moved between her widespread legs, reaching underneath.


    She gasped breathlessly.


    “Oh, my, you are scared now.” He chuckled darkly and moved to her ass, slipping the knife inside her jeans and drawing it up so the fabric ripped revealing a gaping gash. She jumped in terror—expecting her skin to tear as easily as her jeans.


    “I wouldn’t try to twist away,” he advised. “This knife is sharp.”


    She felt the knife slip in again, deeper inside her pants and down her left thigh. He pulled up with another hearty slice, the blade ripping her pant leg wide open. In brusque fashion, he continued stripping her jeans away, pulling the fabric, cutting with sharp fast slashes. She could only see his shadows in the darkness against the wall, moving with amazing speed while her body jerked and snapped inside the ropes. She held her breath and tensed as he was about to rip another pathway in her jeans, then breathed more easily when the blade was drawn back.


    Without a stitch on her bare backside, he felt her crotch again and sought its warmth with his hand, feeling its wetness with fingers probing the doorway of her vagina. She trembled, knowing what her body was giving away in perfume and sweat and signs of arousal.


    “What a fine slut you are, Miss Duvall,” he mocked her. “What a fine slut. To find your fears arouse you is a very good sign. Let’s see how long it takes to make you cum like this.”


    He continued his playful movements, coating her labia with her own cream, then tenderly running a finger along the slit against her clitoris, until she breathed in, clenching and bearing down into an orgasmic swell. His fingers were like lips, so adroitly bringing her to the edge of really getting off. She could feel the end like a bitter thirst inside her mouth about to be quenched.


    When he suddenly stopped, she cried, “Nooooo, please.”


  


  

    “Ah, your silence has been so sweet, let’s not ruin the mood with lots of jabbering.”


    She moaned as though that would change his mind about her orgasm. But he had other things in mind and was not about to let her climax. Anything short of that seemed to be in his plans.


    With his hand on her ass, he began playfully slapping the skin, warming the surface without causing a hint of pain. The sensations increased with the pleasure unfolding in her anxious groin, until he picked up speed, spanking her with sharp mean slaps, one over the top of the last. Her flesh began to sting, but she didn’t revolt.


    “You like abuse?” he asked when he paused.


    “You have me, please, I want to cum.”


    “Ooo, for a woman of your steel it must be difficult to be so vulnerable.” He seemed amused. Strolling around her, he finally dropped down in a chair a few feet away—so close that when she opened her eyes, she could see his body as a dark shadow in the chair before her. When he moved just right, his face caught the light from some outside source seeping through the window. She could note his expression and the variance between a smug look and one that was wholly sinister. The startling reality of her predicament seemed to her an absurd dream—as though she skipped through several scenes in her life that might have built to this moment of utter exposure.


    Maureen said nothing, knowing that any attempt to reason with the man was useless. She had agreed to this treatment and could do nothing but survive—then too, what was there to survive? Though the heat in her crotch had subsided, it left an ache in her belly that went all the way to her knees, and climbed toward her breasts, toward her thighs and her toes and shoulders, making everything burn inside and out. She desired to be touched, even slapped and whipped if that was what it took. She couldn’t have been more aroused. Each second of waiting only made the wild sensations fly more freely seeking something—whatever thatsomething was. Orgasm, yes. But it was more than that.


    “Is this what you want for your life? Is this the vision you have of yourself? A submissive one, one that gives, and knows that in such giving there is pleasure to be gained? It’s a cosmic sort of thing. The demands are great, and so too are the rewards. But are they right for you?”


    Was she to answer?


    “You realize that you’re quite beautiful like this. And even more beautiful from the rear, your pussy splayed like a whore’s. I’d like you to shave it clean of any hair, for you to wear skirts so I can get to your crotch whenever I want. Nothing should hamper my use of your body, not your clothes, your rules, your feelings about me, or your inbred haughtiness. I told Sophie that it is best not to think. I give you the same advice. If you struggle to make sense of it, you’re wasting your time because it won’t ever be a rational thing. Sex isn’t rational, nor is pleasure, or desire or sensation. But it breathes with life and that is its virtue. It defies all measures to make it noble or moral. Sensation cannot be contained so easily. It has its own will—truly a mind of its own, if it has a mind at all. Pleasure is a formless thing, something subjective. It seems illusory, but you know it when you feel it—like you know it now, Maureen Duvall. Then it is very real, the most alive, real thing there is.”


    He stopped and snickered. She could just barely make out the subtle line of his lips as they curled on the ends into his devious smile. “Is that what you’re feeling now? Is that what you’re fighting perhaps? Do you hate me? Do you want me back? Can you be honest about this ordeal?” He shot off the questions so fast she couldn’t think of the answers that quickly. Her mind was spinning and her body began to ache from the position. Her crotch was turning cold. She could feel the uncomfortable strain of the ropes cutting into her ankles and wrists.


    Jon Rush rose from his seat and returned to her ass; and what had seemed to fall away in sensation instantly reappeared with the caress of his fingers against her skin. She shimmied under that exquisite gentleness. “You want this badly, don’t you?”


    “Yes,” she whispered.


    “Call me, sir,” he said haughtily.


    “I want this, sir,” she relented though her mind was screamingno .


    “Not easy for you, is it?”


    “No,” she said, adding, “sir” a second later as an afterthought.


    “But it’s what it takes to please me and earn your ticket to my world—Sophie’s world. You’ll have to compromise yourself, Maureen, and do it convincingly, so convincingly that everyone who sees you understands that you are burning with the desire to be sexually used.”


    He placed a finger in her cunt, and moved it around as if he were stirring a cup of lukewarm coffee with his finger—though this was not lukewarm but hot. He pinched her clit and her body jumped.


    “Nice move, Duvall,” he purred wryly. “Now, if you want to see Sophie, if you want to get off this way, you’ll be at my beck and call. Then, we’ll see if you’ve earned the right to have what you want.”


    He moved swiftly to undo the ropes on her ankles and wrists. The blood seemed to move inside her body again. As he pulled her to her feet, she could sense it flood her system, warming everything that had turned cold.


    “Nice ass, Maureen,” he said as he gave her bottom two swift swats. “After I’m gone, look at the imprint of my hand in the mirror. See if you like the look of it. It certainly won’t be the last time your ass will redden for me.” He waltzed away into the pitch-black hallway where she couldn’t see him. He was so quiet she wondered for a minute if all that blackness had swallowed him whole. “Not one hesitation, Maureen Duvall. If you want to find Sophie


    in Sophie’s world you’ll have to walk the path with me.”


  




  

    Chapter Nine


    Waiting—she thought Jon Rush was pulling her body and mind through a twisted straw. Her view of life changed, the circumstances contorted with each intrusion he made in her life. He wanted her more often than she imagined, three times a week calling to give her orders. In the middle of making a salami on rye, or grilled Swiss cheese for some shiny-faced customer, Bret—her right arm in the deli—would hand her the phone. Even before she heard his voice, she could tell it was Jon Rush by the way he breathed.


    “Yes,” she said into the receiver tucked between her ear and shoulder, this time while making a turkey club for a frequent customer who was in the middle of a long narrative about his daughter’s French Horn recital—a calamity of the worst proportion to hear him tell his tale.


    “Five minutes, in the alley,” the man on the phone instructed.


    “I’m busy.”


    “Too busy, huh?” He didn’t need to say more.


    “I’ll be right there,” she answered, then gave the phone back to Bret saying, “I’m going to have to leave for a few.”


    She finished wrapping the sandwich in white butcher paper, and, with a smile on her face, handed it over the counter to Mr. Sandborn, “I’m glad Nicole survived.”


    “You’re working too hard, Maureen,” he replied with a pleasant grin. “Relax a little.”


    She agreed while wiping the sweat from her brow and pulling off her apron.


    Of course she needed less anxiety, but for Sophie she had to keep moving through this twisted maze of Jon Rush’s peculiar world.


    “Hi!” she was breathless as she exited the deli into the alley and caught her first glimpse of Jon’s startling blue eyes.


    He noticed her nervous agitation. “Maureen, my dear, relax,” he repeated the advice she’d just been given.


    “I am trying, but it’s difficult living in two worlds.” She walked into the alley away from the dumpster, enough so she could see the street and the flower seller on the corner, and then, glancing upward caught sight of the window boxes with tattered geraniums, the fading flowers now showing the first signs of the cool autumn nights. One clear breath and her body began to feel itself stirring. Jon was behind her again, which seemed to be his modus operandi. To see his face was a totally different thing than to simply hear the sound of his voice. He used his face to mock her, his voice to seduce.


    With his hand at her ass, he fondled her through the material of her dress. She wore dresses far more often now than before, even when the air was chilly. And on his advice, which was always given as a command, she wore stockings, garter belt and tiny panties. The feeling was sexual, something she experienced even in the middle of the day, even when Jon wasn’t around or likely to show up.


    Feeling the air on her cunt, a little breeze fluttered up her skirt; she was instantly reminded of the agreements she was making—all so she could eventually find Sophie. Now, he pulled her skirt up as he fondled her derriere, inch by inch the satiny material gliding over her stockings. She treasured the feel, the way it startled her nerve endings in a ticklish sort of way.


    “I need some pictures of you,” he said.


    “Oh? From Scoffield?”


    “No. I’ll take these myself. Come to my office as soon as you close the deli tonight. We’ll do them there.”


    His breath played out on her neck, raising the hair, which triggered a response that shot down her back to where his hand was kneading her ass like a lump of fresh dough. The sensation seemed to shoot right up again and into her hair. For the briefest of seconds she wanted to lay her head back against his shoulder, as though that would comfort her, and the warmth of him would climb inside her half-chilled body. The half of her that wasn’t warm from feeling sexual shivered with goose bumps and the bite in the cool alley air.


    A second later, Jon Rush disappeared. Maureen could only assume that he’d left through the deli, but when she returned to work several minutes later he was still inside her café, smiling at Sherrie, her new waitress. His charm oozed around the lovely, buxom redhead and she giggled at him, flirtatiously swaying her chest toward his face and batting her eyelashes as though she was begging for a date.


    “Perhaps I’ll see you again soon,” he said with a wink as he left with a mocha and a cinnamon bagel in his hand. As he passed the deli window, he took one long glance at Maureen until he saw her shudder. Without changing the lordly and very merry expression on his face, he walked off down the street.


    The offices of Rush Ltd. were closed for the night. The silence and the darkness on the third floor were eerie when it was supposed to be filled with the sounds of voices and keyboards and copy machines. There was just the steady whir of the pop machine down the hall, and then papers rattling as Maureen approached Jon Rush’s private office. His door was open.


    “Ah, you’re here,” he exclaimed as he looked up seeing her standing with her hand resting lightly on the doorjamb. “Come in.”


    She approached his desk unsure of herself. It had become a constant in their relationship. In just ten days, he’d garnered such power over her that she immediately reacted sexually when she was in his presence. Just his voice on the phone produced an anxious spasm in her belly. She’d caught herself thinking of him sexually far too many times, usually late at night when the activity of the day was pushed aside and her body came alive with its unbidden fantasies.


    “Sit, please,” he said motioning her to a chair in front of his desk. He played with his papers for a time while she watched; then he leaned down to open his bottom desk drawer. Pulling out a 35mm camera he laid it next to him and fiddled with the settings until they were what he wanted. “Take off your clothes,” he said almost as an afterthought.


    She heard him right, but couldn’t respond. Oddly, after all this time he’d never seen her completely naked—just separate body parts, not the whole picture all at once.


    “Take off your clothes,” he repeated, jarring her attention.


    She started to move, though fear left her numb, forbidding him to act on his command. “Perhaps you’d like me to?” he suggested with a wry expression.


    That question got her going. Her fingers suddenly flew to find the buttons, push down her skirt, and lift her sweater off over her head. She was on her feet removing the last of her clothes while trying to forget what she was doing. When she was naked, he seemed pleased and motioned her to the couch. “Sit, with your legs wide, your hands behind you, your head thrust back.”


    It was totally awkward, but doable. And not seeing his face took some of the tension away. She could almost pretend he wasn’t there—even though her cunt could not. It seemed the randy thing now responded to most any stimuli. Her back was arched as though this were some art photograph, which made her think of Sophie. She redoubled her determination to see this through.


    He took several pictures, then said; “Now on your knees, over the back, legs spread again.”


    She obeyed as her mind raced ahead thinking of the tiny clicking camera and the images of her that would appear on film. Where would these photographs end up? And why was this so important? She imagined pulling up some website to see herself, resplendently naked, splashed full color on the screen.


    “Now stand.” The command was like the others—instantly followed. Though he didn’t want her standing, but down on the floor on one knee, her head bowed like a humble servant. She was feeling meek and used, and her cunt was wet, her groin pounding. “Now lie back on the coffee table and masturbate for me.”


    She didn’t balk now. It was becoming easier not to, since balking never changed anything about her situation. Though the coffee table was cold, she soon warmed the surface where her body was hot. And there was Jon Rush standing over her, clicking off pictures in rapid succession as her fingers skirted about her cunt, gathering juice she slathered on her labia. She probed herself, pinched her nipples, and let her head fall off the end of the table as she arched her back, seductively reaching for the lens of the camera with her breasts, her nipples tiny peaks of pricklish flesh begging for the touch of his hand.


    “Raise your hips,” he said.


    Drawing her back flat against the table, she raised her groin, moving it against her clutching hands. The cum was close—seconds from firing off. It would be a first in Jon’s presence since he never allowed her to reach the end before he stopped her, leaving her hopelessly frustrated as the physical sensations explosively waited without that final trigger.


    “Lower your hips now and take your hands away,” he said.


    For a split second, she considered defying him. She’d make it quick and subtle, not thrash in an ecstatic climax, but let the hot heat grind her belly in its needed spasms. For just a second the thought occurred to her, but she found her body oddly more responsive to his command than her rebellious mind. Her hips lowered to the cool flat surface and she let her fingers fall away.


    “I felt your defiance,” he said.


    She looked up at him surprised. “How could you?”


    “I know women and especially you,” he said smugly, putting his camera back in its case. “These should do. You can get dressed.”


    She sighed again, intending to dress and escape the room as soon as it was possible. Though almost out the door, she turned back to him asking, “When will I see Sophie?”


    He looked up at her as though he was annoyed that she hadn’t already left. “When you’re ready.”


    “Haven’t I proven myself to you?”


    “You’ve hardly begun,” he said.


    “No.” She shook her head. “I have begun. I’ve done everything you’ve said. You have no reason to deny me what I want.” Her voice and passion were rising as she spoke.


    “Sophie would never bark at me,” he said coldly.


    “Sophie had no purpose with you except making money,” she snapped.


    “And you are in a desperate cause, aren’t you?” he mocked her desperation.


    She sighed, knowing she would get nowhere. “It feels that way to me,” she said honestly.


    He seemed to relax just slightly, his expression not as filled with sarcasm. For just a moment, his blue eyes appeared less vacant.


    “Maybe, when you accept that this effort is more than a desperate cause you’ll be ready.” He was so sincere and without scorn that she took note of it, feeling some unexpected affection for him that made her seriously consider what he said.


    When the phone rang at midnight, Maureen was already asleep. It took three rings to draw her from the bottom of her sleep cycle. She’d been dreaming, but the moment she opened her eyes, a dream about being kidnapped in the middle of the night fled her conscious mind. The trace memory would haunt her the entire next day, though she’d never quite bring the vivid pictures back to mind.


    “Hello,” she said yawning.


    “You do have a computer,” it was his voice.


    “Yes.” She felt drugged.


    “Get on line, and go to the address I give you.” She briefly hesitated trying to determine if the conversation was real. “Get out of bed,” he said, as though he were in the room and could see how she faltered. Her feet felt like lead weights, but they managed to get her into her office. The bleep and whir of the computer booting woke her a little more, though for several minutes she could hardly see. The screen was a blur of bright color, and then it settled into a dark blue as the grinding stopped. Going on-line was another senseless chaos of sounds—automatically she checked her email. No messages.


    “blackdoors.com,” he said.


    Her fingers could hardly find the keys, and twice stumbled to get it right. The annoying sound of the computer letting her know she’d reached a dead-end almost brutalized her ear. She started again, staring at the web address until she was sure it was rightblackdoors.com.


    The computer whirred. The screen flashed from picture to picture until it finally went black with no more than a tiny blinking white light at the bottom of the page.


    “Black doors.”


    A white box below instructed her to type the password.


    Even over the phone, Jon Rush could tell she’d hit the site. “TypeSophie Russo as the password,” he said.


    Following the order, Maureen was immediately confronted with the glaring, contorted pictures of her friend. She could hardly recognize who she was, except that Sophie was so familiar to her that she found even these odd images recognizable: her hair; the texture of her skin; the line of her sexy hip; the drowsy look of lust inside the gold of her eyes. She was beautiful even in bondage; arranged in poses with her hands bound behind her; ones on her feet as she stared tremblingly into the camera, a look of longing in her haunted eyes; others in suits of leather and chains, her lovely breasts contorted; and still others where she was crouched on the floor like a worthless wretch, some fellow’s whip casually darting about her flesh. In these last, the obvious signs of whip marks appeared as glaring red lines.


    Maureen shuddered having awakened even more. She moved through ten pages of Sophie Russo before she came to the end.


    “One last screen, Maureen,” Jon said, and she was back to the opening page. “Type your name in the password box, Maureen Duvall.”


    She did as told, her heart rushing weirdly as she saw the first images of herself appear. The pictures were fewer than the ones of Sophie, just three pages, the first two pages from Jon’s Rush Ltd. office. It was difficult relating to the woman on the screen; her body was more beautiful than hers should be, the photographs not as crass as she imagined they’d turn out. The light around her was golden, not garish. Her skin looking tawny, her movements fluid. But moving to the third page, the setting changed. She was in the alley behind the deli, a tall Jon Rush behind her whispering. The thoughtless expression on her face was rife with lust, and her eyes reeked with need. Other images were taken of her on the street in front of her restaurant and inside. Each one captured a glimmer of the seductive weariness that so defined these remarkable days.


    “Who took these shots?” she whispered anxiously. She was now so fully awake that she she’d never go back to sleep.


    “It doesn’t matter, Maureen; but I did think you might want to see them. Have a good night.” The phone clicked off before she could say another word.


    Good lord, how he’d encroached on her life! How serious was his intent? That he could so easily invade her spaces without her knowing from which direction she was being watched? Her imagination careened off in so many directions that she remained awake, lying in her bed wondering if, at that moment, there was a tiny camera fixed on her, snapping pictures of her present fear.


    The following day Maureen moved through the hours aware of being noticed, watched and recorded. Every second, she felt as if Jon Rush were just behind her shoulder. Several times she caught herself looking back to see if he was really there. It was just a fantasy. But it kept her body heat up like an animal on the prowl. The space between her thighs itched with maddening intensity.


    When the phone rang in the middle of slicing roast beef, ham and turkey for Mrs. Wickersham’s garden club luncheon, she took the portable from Bret and tucked it in beside her ear.


    “I have symphony tickets for tonight. You can join me?”


    It was actually a question, not an order.


    “I suppose I can. What time?”


    “I’ll send a car for you at seven.”


    “What should I wear?”


    “Your choice, something I’d like.” He was just that brief.


    She went back to work as shaken by the unexpected date as she would have been if he’d just stripped her naked and taken a movie of her masturbating. Why the symphony, something so ordinary and respectable?


    Jon Rush was beautiful in a tuxedo, glaringly handsome. Maureen felt dowdy beside him though she had no reason to feel less than beautiful. Her red dress fit the curves of her shapely body like a glove and moved with ease so anyone looking—and there would be lots who would admire the exquisite couple—could see that her body was firm, her breasts and hips full, her comely expression bountiful and alluring. Her face looked tan, its plainness gracious and inviting. Her dark eyes were warm, reflecting the warm light in the Symphony Hall, while her hair crowned her features with a dark halo of feathery curls. Some unexpected passion was at work here, a contented desire being on this man’s arm. He didn’t treat her like a trophy but a woman. And that, too, was unexpected considering what she believed to be true of men like Jon Rush.


    He held on to her firmly, not as though she would get away, but as if he wanted her there, and in some way, owned her. It wasn’t a bad feeling, though it was bewildering. While the music swam around them, he had his hand on her thigh, massaging it absently. He whispered his opinions in her ear several times and listened attentively to hers.


    When the concert was over, he swept her into his car and traveled six blocks, suddenly dipping into a parking garage beneath an old Victorian. In the private restaurant above, they had a late supper of lobster, wine and fruit. Just like any average romantic couple on an expensive date, they talked about her delicatessen and his import/export business buying and selling wine. She might have mistaken the purpose and thought she was being courted. However, that was just a fleeting thought.


    “Before we leave, Maureen?” he said when they finally rose to leave. It was nearly two a.m.. She looked his way wonderingly as she glimpsed his expression narrowing grimly. The once dazzling blue of his cool clear eyes turned suspiciously forbidding. “Bend over the chaise for me.”


    Though this was the first official sounding order since the night began, it took little time for her to obey. The wine swimming through her brain eased her into compliance with only a hint of hesitation.


    She felt like a slut the way he fucked her. His thick shaft pummeled her for several minutes, while his hands clutched her ass. He’d pushed her skirt over her behind so it was bare and he could liberally paw the skin and probe her cleft. He placed a moistened finger at her anus and pushed through the doorway, then added other fingers as the tight channel expanded and relaxed.


    This was new to her, and the sensation gripped her uneasily with the curious nature of its abnormal feel. The sense of flying away was spectacular, and there were colors of light flashing before her eyes. She thought the penetration might turn painful, but it never did. The base of her ass was vibrating, as though something were pulling her into the ground.


    For a time, he stopped and she felt him moisten the cleft with the sex-juice from her wide, wet cunt. He dipped his fingers deeper into the trough so there was more to lubricate the pathway above. Finishing his task, he pointed the starched purple head of his erection at the well-teased bud of her opening, and then pressed his hips into her groin.


    “Ah, sheeeeeeeeee,” she emitted a seething sound, hissing, then clenching, making every attempt to relax as if her life depended on it, as though she wanted him buried as deeply as he could go inside her.


    He moved back slowly, then eased in gently. The sensation jarred her from her insides out. With eyes closed, light swayed in front of her eyelids like strobe lights.


    The best she could do was hold on, because as rich as this screwing was, as alarming, even freeing, she wouldn’t be able to cum this way. Perhaps it wasn’t about her cumming, but being taken. That truth resonated through her. Being taken was not a style she ever thought she could embrace.


    This was their first fuck.


    Jon Rush finished after several minutes of slow screwing and another several minutes riding her asshole hard. While she grunted and screamed, he groaned simply at the end, finally withdrawing, he turned her around so she could lick the last of his semen from his cock. It was a cleaner fuck than she imagined it should be, and the taste of his sperm was deliciously sweet.


    “Don’t soil your dress,” he advised, when he pulled her to her feet and stuffed his handkerchief in her cleft.


    She blushed, feeling unusually subdued.


    Having recuperated, he took her home where she lay waiting for sleep, blissfully contemplating what, if anything, Jon Rush now meant to her.


  




  

    Chapter Ten


    At Jon’s direction, Maureen stopped by his office several days later.


    “I’m going out of town on business for a month.”


    She hadn’t thought of Sophie much in days since the Symphony concert, but she did now.


    “What does that mean for me?”


    “It means you can try to find her at Black Doors.”


    “Black Doors? It’s real?”


    “Of sorts. Let’s just say it’s an unusual place.” He handed her a card with an address. “You’ll want to arrive about ten.”


    “And Sophie’s there,” she was suddenly more than excited with news of her friend.


    “I can’t say that for sure, but they might know where she is if she’s not.”


    She was totally baffled. “And why don’tyou know where I can find her?”


    “And why would I? She was a model that posed for me—and rather well. But personally, she’s not my type.”


    “I thought she’d be every man’s type.”


    “Hardly. I knew she’d appeal to some, so I nurtured the shoots with Scoffield. It was not my intention to ever introduce her to more, except that she was so wanting—and now, apparently has slipped behind the black doors like she’s always belonged there. That still doesn’t mean that I have any personal interest in what happens to her.”


    “But you knowI have,” she was getting angry.


    He smiled condescendingly. “Yes, andI have a personal interest in you.”


    This alarmed her. “You do?”


    “Of course. For your sake, I hope you find your friend; but it really doesn’t matter to me. Women slip through the cracks all the time. I can’t be concerned if they never appear again.”


    “How could you be so cold?” she blared with a rising passion that was taking lethal jabs at his icy face.


    “It comes naturally,” he replied.


    Any affection for Jon Rush that might have developed in the last few days, meager that it was, died that moment.


    “It’s theblack door in your mind that I’m most interested in opening,” he added with a decided sneer.


    She wanted to spit in his face, but he held the only card she had to Sophie in his hand, and she couldn’t risk him tossing it aside with another of her spiteful remarks. He was a man to take away as easily as he’d give. “Perhaps you think you need a crowbar to get inside me,” she managed to say.


    “No, actually, you’re opening rather effortlessly.”


    “You know, I really don’t want to be your project,” she said.


    “Yes, I know that. And that doesn’t really matter to me. As long as you’re looking for Sophie, then I have you.”


    “And what if I find her there?” she said glancing at the card.


    “You don’t think I’d give her to you that easily,” he said. “Trust me, it will take more than one visit to get to her. Wherever she is, she’s being carefully kept.”


    Carefully kept. These words were strangely seductive.


    “When you’re there, tell Mandy I sent you and follow her lead. It’s hard work; but eventually it should be worth your time.”


    “Hard work?”


    “You’ll be working the floor. It’s the only way they’ll let you in.”


    She fingered the card, snapping it with her thumb and then thrust it in the pocket of her skirt.


    ***


    It was Monday when Jon gave her the information about Black Doors. He said that they would be expecting her Saturday night. She had five days to wait, five days to screw up her courage before she could darken the hallways of the mysterious club. Her imagination ran wild, filled with thoughts of leather and naked breasts, exposed cunts and fat pricks—everything from whips, to torture, to the kind of crude pleasure she enjoyed from Jon Rush the Saturday night before. Her brain was numb by the time Saturday arrived. But her body was on fire.


    The address on the card led her into the thick of Chinatown. The street was no more than an alley; and the number indicated on the card appeared on a sign pointing to a basement tucked beneath a cluttered antique store and a fish market. The smell of cooking food, tobacco smoke, and city grime competed for airspace on the street. While she was standing at the lime green door, a cloud of pungent incense drifted through the cracks between the doorjamb and the walls. The doorframe was painted in red enamel now chipped along the side, carved in several places with the initials of lovers—or, maybe, just vandals. There was graffiti on the walls of the cement alcove; and trash from the alley threatened to float down from above. There were no windows along the façade, or any indication that she was at the establishment she wanted. This certainly wasn’t ablack door.


    It took a second knock to bring someone to the entrance of the covert cavern. While it had still been reasonably light in the dank threshold, there was a sudden and seemingly unexplained change of light, as though the bottom dropped out of the evening sky and the world had turned ten shades darker. By the time the door opened, Maureen seemed covered in shadows, one with the murky atmosphere and the less than welcoming night. A chill wind whipped her bare ankles and she caught another whiff of smoke from some aromatic incense pipe along the street above.


    After spending the last twenty minutes seeing nothing but Chinese faces, it surprised her being greeted by a blonde Caucasian woman. It might have been Chinatown outside, but there was yet another world beyond the lime-green door with the chipped red trim. Entering Black Doors, something sweet-smelling and erotic exchanged places with the aromas of the night outside.


    Maureen handed the woman the card. “I’m to tell Mandy that Jon Rush sent me,” she explained.


    “Mandy’s not here, but you can come in,” she replied.


    Maureen followed the woman into a small alcove beyond the door where her eyes needed to adjust themselves to the inky depths of the black beyond. There would seem to be many blacks doors beyond the outer green one; everywhere she turned her nose was faced with that fact. She followed her unnamed hostess though two such doors, into a small waiting room with several brocade couches and an Oriental carpet. Other than the carpet, the room had a nondescript appearance.


    “You’re here to take Deanna’s place,” the blonde turned to tell her. “The dressing room is through there,” she pointed at an open door. “I suppose you’ve waitressed before?” she asked. “It’s a lot like that, except the clothes will be a little unusual. If you’re used to the scene, it shouldn’t be a problem.”


    Whatscene ? she wondered but she didn’t ask.


    The woman guided her into a simple room with cabinets, one chair, a table and a rack of clothes. She pawed through a maze of strange looking attire as though she had something particular in mind. “Here. This should get you started.”


    There was nothing to the costume but a tiny pair of crotchless shorts attached to silver suspenders. “You’re not pierced, are you?” she thought to ask.


    “You mean my…” Maureen stopped unsure what the woman was referring to.


    “Your nipples?”


    “No.”


    “That’s okay. But if you work here long that might change.”


    Her nipples reacted instantly to the suggestion. Taking a deep breath, she tried to relax, focusing her attention on the blonde, and not her fears. The woman was wearing a sleeveless velvet dress, scooped low at the bodice revealing the top of an abundant cleavage jiggling inside some bra or corset. While the hem skimmed the woman’s ankles, there was a long slit up the left side of the dress to her hip. Her long leg and generous thigh came into view as she walked. Maureen wondered if her nipples were pierced?


    The woman watched while Maureen removed her dress and panties, garter belt and stockings. Seems all her careful dressing was for nothing. Taking the dress, the woman hung it at the end of the rack with other street clothes, and then wadded Maureen’s underwear into a ball, which she stuffed inside a plastic sack.


    “We’ll be calling you Kelty,” she said. “It will take a little while to get used to another name, but it’s for your protection.”


    “And who are you?”


    “Princess. I don’t work the floor anymore, but I do get punished if I screw up.” She turned, lifted her skirt away from her bare ass at the slit and showed off her behind, marked with at least a dozen red lines up and down both sides, some cutting keenly into her thighs where there were bruises. It had to have hurt.


    “Why don’t you touch the stripes,” Princess suggested.


    “I don’t think so,” Maureen said. She bit her lip and stepped back.


    “Do anyway.” The comment sounded like an order, and since she was curious, she leaned in and ran her fingers delicately along the stripes etched in Princess’s milky white thighs.


    “It didn’t hurt as much as it looks. But they do make their point.”


    Maureen backed off and the velvet skirt dropped back in place. “Who arethey ?” she asked.


    “You don’t know much, do you?” The blonde marveled at her naiveté.


    “Does any woman coming here?”


    “Most aren’t as green as you.”


    “And were you?”


    “I can’t remember that far back,” she said with a whimsical smile.


    She hardly seemed old enough to have memories she couldn’t recall.


    “How long have you worked here?” Maureen asked, thinking it might be to her advantage to keep her talking. She might just work Sophie into the conversation.


    Princess shrugged. “You know, questions like that aren’t really encouraged. Just do the work and everyone will be happy.”


    “And what is my job?”


    “Anything that’s asked of you. Trust me, the floor’s the worst of it. When you get to the stage scenes that’s the most fun.”


    “I have a friend that’s been here,” she said.


    Princess frowned. “Like I said, you don’t want to ask questions. At least not your first night.”


    The main room of Black Doors was a small club, the atmosphere not unlike a bar, though the live band was quieter than most, playing jazz and thankfully not some hard-pounding rock music.


    Once Maureen was dressed, Princess pushed her through the door with no more instructions than she’d already been given. Maureen, now Kelty, moved in through the tables. All were filled with men and a few women; some men dressed in suits and tuxes, others in more casual clothes. The women generally wore black, except one fair-haired creature clothed in a red sequined dress.


    Maureen was one of six or seven scantily dressed women roaming the bar, being stopped by hands that would touch her thighs or smack her ass. She brought drinks for those that asked, filled bowls of snacks, and, as the first hour of her stay ended, was for the first time called on for something more. Just past eleven, it wasn’t surprising that the crowd was looking for sex. Pulled to the lap of a distinguished grey-haired gentleman, he quickly had his hands all over her bare breasts. Her crotch was hot. It had been so since she walked in the door, but she only now realized how aroused she was. Her grey-haired customer ran fingers up the slit of her shorts, so she opened her thighs so he could get to her pussy. It was difficult to fathom why she was letting this happen. For Sophie, of course for Sophie—though she knew there was more.


    “I’d like to see you on stage,” the grey-haired man murmured as his palms mauled her breasts and his thumb and index fingers pinched a nipple between them.


    While she remained on his lap several minutes, the lights in the bar dimmed and the stage show began. A couple, a man and woman, came from opposite sides of the room and stood face to face on center stage. She was submissive, he about to dominate her. Unfortunately, Maureen couldn’t see the rest of the action. The grey-haired man had her straddle his lap, so she climbed on facing the back of the room while he watched the performance. His hands moved on her, responding to what played out before him. She could hear the sexual sounds of the woman’s heated oohs and aahs, her delicate whimpering, and then her lover groaning as he continued his assault. Maureen sensed the patrons around, dicks rising, the women with their crotches turning wet. Her own arousal became more acute.


    In time, her customer was probing her cunt freely, inserting several fingers as far as they would go. She could imagine him trying to stuff his entire fist inside, but she was sure, just as apparently he found out, that getting all of his hand in her pussy would be impossible. He finger-fucked her while his eyes were still glued to the scene on stage. She could feel his cock, hard and full against his belly, pressing into her through his pants. She figured that any minute he might whip it out and put it where his hand was boldly screwing her. Instead, however, he kept forcing his fingers deeper. She lay against him, crudely bouncing against his thighs, beginning to whimper herself when she recognized the signs of her orgasm beginning. This was astounding. Unimaginable, that she’d so easily get off with the buzz of activity around her. Here with a man who was hardly interested in her at all, battering her cunt like she was meat. Perhaps she could justify the act as taking advantage of her over-ripe sexual passion. That was the perpetual state of her body since her association with Jon Rush began. Her lust simply wouldn’t take a backseat to the rest of her life.


    Perhaps it was good to get off; perhaps then she’d relax. Perhaps too, she didn’t think of any of these things. Going behind Black Doors was like being drunk. It would be tough to do this completely sober.


    Having realized that she’d climaxed, the grey-haired customer pushed her off his lap. He wanted another woman to take care of him. This one, a brunette, who went by the name Bonnie, slumped to the floor at his feet and gave him a blowjob, while Maureen moved back into the crowd serving guests and occasionally eyeing what was happening with the couple on stage.


    The Dom was teasing the woman’s body with a whip, the thin thing running over her flesh as tenderly as a lover’s caress. He mesmerized her with his gentleness and then, without warning, snapped the whip ferociously so it stung her with a cut angry enough to break the skin—if it hit just right. The languid woman went into paroxysms of ecstasy each time the leather cracked against her skin. Then she’d settle back nervously awaiting the next. Like Chinese water torture, the next strike was impossible to predict. Though she kept her eyes fused on her maddeningly fickle partner, looking for clues for when he’d strike next, she was never rewarded with any hint at all. The next strike came ruthlessly crashing across her belly and thigh. He was a practiced villain, and the poor woman was in a screaming fit of painful pleasure again.


    Maureen spent the night moving from lap to lap. There were no more cums inside her, but there were plenty of fondling hands working her flesh to a frenzy. These men, like Jon Rush, seemed to gain great satisfaction withdrawing their affections just before her body reached that point of sexual explosion. This world was a rigorous one. Lurid, strangely affectionate and sometimes coldly cruel. Though she was never told so, she believed that the patrons understood she was as green as grass. What they did to the other waitresses in vile punishment, they declined to do with her. Though she might not miss the biting pain the others endured, she did miss the intensity.


    In the back of her mind—like a haunting melody, Sophie’s words repeated in an endless refrain,“I feel, my body pulses, my brain goes numb, my heart begins to soar.”


    Maureen remembered Sophie’s words, about being alive. That was what engaged her friend so much. Perhaps now she understood that better.


    Later in the evening, she was given a break, the bartender nodding to her as he handed her another tray of drinks. “After you’ve served these come back and see me.”


    When she was finished, he told her to sit for a while on the sidelines and enjoy the show. Then he handed her a shot of whiskey, which went down in a single gulp before she took her seat.


    The stage play had already changed three times since her night began, and a new scene was beginning to start as she took her break. As the evening wore on, some patrons left the main floor disappearing through one of the side doors, sometimes alone, at other times with one of the waitresses or the companion that they came with. Replacing them, new patrons moved through the darkness to take their seats. What took place behind the black doors on the far side of the room would be a mystery solved another night. Maureen,green as grass , wasn’t invited to partake of what lay beyond.


    Instead, she watched the show in awe—feasting her eyes on the action between two players, a man and a woman. The woman’s body was bent back over a gentle arch made of steel and wood. Her wrists and ankles were cuffed, then tied to the four corners of the device. She’d been bound with rope before the scene began; her body tied into an elaborate harness that circumscribed her breasts, looped around her neck, circled her waist and bisected her crotch. Two thick cotton ropes on either side of her labia made her Venus mound protrude like some prurient offering. From as far away as twenty feet, Maureen could see the woman’s nectar seeping from her vagina, coating her skin with a shiny layer of female dew. Presiding over her, a man in chaps with his muscled chest bare and shining, ran shards of ice along her skin. He began tentatively at the base of her neck and then drew his fingers down her chest until the ropes stopped his progress. He tossed the melting shard away and reached for another, letting the cold circle each nipple gently. The woman trembled as though her entire body was becoming chilled. But when the man pressed the ice to the tip of a nipple and held it tight against her skin, she began to whimper. Her body fought the pain.


    Maureen felt her crotch become alive again as she watched the couple continue the show. He caressed a larger cube of ice over her belly, stopping at her pierced navel, inserting the sharp piece into the tiny hole. “Ah, ah, ah, yaaaaaa, noooooo,” her voice became more adamant, but her lover wasn’t swayed by anything she said. Quitting her navel, the ice began its last journey, arriving at her splayed mound, tickling its way though a tiny tuft of black pubic curls. The melting water made them glitter as the spotlight lit her crotch. There was a perceptible shudder of fear suddenly exuding from the bound form. Anticipation. Dread. Even abject terror heightened in her as she awaited the last and worse torment.


    This was Chinese water torture of a different sort. She knew he’d press the ice against her clit, and her body would jar and her pussy tighten as the frosty chill crept inside the wild heat of her cunt.


    She screamed as her clitoris endured the pain; and her bound thighs quaked so hard Maureen thought the woman might snap her bonds. The torture ended when what was left of the melting cube of ice was shoved inside her snatch. Then, the woman’s frantic movements ceased and she began to whimper in a sensuous rhythm while her body peacefully quivered with climax.


    Returning to work after the scene, Maureen could feel the stickiness between her legs. Her pussy had been seeping juice while her belly ground with a delicious desire that rampaged through her like an animal on the loose. Rarely would she let anything sexual affect her openly. But here? How could she help herself?


    The rest of the evening, she moved as though in slow motion. The night ended shortly after two a.m. with a startling abruptness—just when she thought she could go on forever. Never had so many hands touched her, or had her body given up so much heat, or her brain been stimulated by so much fantasy captured in real acts and tangible deeds. Suddenly it was over, and she was thrown back to the wolves of the real world again. Still no Sophie—but many more questions about herself.


    The streets of Chinatown had hardly waned in activity since nine-thirty; a busy alternative nightlife flourished in the frenetic neighborhood. All the light and frenzy hurt her eyes after having dwelt in the dark cavern of Black Doors. Maureen, dressed in street clothes, kept her head bowed as she made her way along the littered sidewalk to where she parked her car. The ride home seemed like a dream; and when she put her head on her pillow, even the madly scattered thoughts inside her brain were not enough to keep her from falling quickly to sleep.


    ***


    Jon Rush expected her to work the floor of Black Doors on Saturday nights until he returned from his trip. What was that supposed to accomplish, she wondered. She hadn’t seen Sophie, or even had the opportunity to ask if she was working there. And if she had, would anyone have recognized her, since no one in the club used their real name? Maureen hadn’t been allowed anywhere but the main room and she had no way to investigate more. On the surface, the whole venture seemed like a waste of her time; she could only hope that eventually she’d break a few barriers in the well-defined structure of the nightclub and find what she was looking for.


    Then too, there was the sex inside the club. Her body, her cunt, her fantasies were bewitched by its subtle but candid power. Though her sane self urged her to quit, her body had other ideas. By Sunday morning, Black Doors was already dragging her back, as though it were opium and she needed another fix.


    Maureen’s second Saturday night went much like the first. She wore the same tiny shorts and sparkling suspenders. But like some of the others girls, before she left her apartment she covered her breasts and shoulders with a glittery gel she bought at Frederick’s. She enjoyed the shine and sparkle it gave to her skin. Watching herself in the mirror her entire body warmed with the thought of being exposed again to the lusty eyes of hungering men and inquisitive women. She never stopped being reluctant, but she didn’t question returning. Her brain would scream,Stop!This is nothing but a depraved freak show! But only half of her believed that, the other half knew otherwise.


    The clientele of Black Doors was not depraved. They weren’t a degenerate looking sort—by even the most conservative standards. To some, they’d looked like lawyers, bankers, schoolteachers and the morally righteous. Black Doors smashed her belief that Sophie had been kidnapped by trashy bikers and thrown to the wolves of debauchery. If they were wolves, they were the genteel sort. Perhaps that fact made her hours in the club more astounding, as though, by some fluke of circumstance, she’d suddenly switched planets and now inhabited one that was generally upside-down and everything sinfully licentious was celebrated.


    Regardless of her philosophical musings, the response from her body was obvious. What was even more astounding was how much she missed Jon Rush. Each Saturday night as she entered the club, she cast worried glances around the room looking for his face before she bothered to look for Sophie.


    Between her Saturday nights, Maureen worked as arduously as she ever had—doing extra chores in the deli—cleaning its floors and walls. She reorganized the store room and re-ordered merchandise on the shelves. The activity was mindless. It seemed better not to think about anything—even Sophie. At this point, her only hope for her friend was to blend into her work at the club—not make waves and hope for a crack in the glacial silence of the underground world.


    The third Saturday began as her other two evenings—except for her clothes. Princess had left a new outfit in the dressing room with a tag pinned to the front: Kelty. There were other girls wearing the same style, a black leather corset, a pair of fishnet stockings and high-heeled sandals. It took some effort to close the long line of hooks and eyes along the front of the corset. And when she thought it was tight enough, she was dismayed to have Princess walk in the room frowning as she made her twirl around so she could check the fit. “Breathe in,” she said, while pulling the laces from the rear.


    “That’s too tight,” Maureen gasped. She could hardly breathe.


    “Of course it’s too tight. It wouldn’t be right if you wore one of these so it was actually comfortable. Good news is, you may not have it on for long.” Maureen realized later how much that comment was a forecast of the night ahead. Eyeing the finished product in the mirror, she seemed even more provocative than she was in shorts. The corset had no cups to cover her tits, instead, underwires that lifted her breasts higher than they’d naturally hang. They looked as though they were framed and so appeared more prominent than they were when she wore the short shorts and suspenders. At the bottom of the corset, the garment came to a point in a way that appeared to hawk her cunt. The slight flare in back accentuated the pouch of her firm ass and stopped just above the cleft so that an interested hand could glide inside unimpeded. There was a thick collar around her neck, which marked her submissive status with a hefty exclamation point. Seeing her image in the smoky glass mirror, her fascination for herself was acutely sharpened. What had she become? What was she thinking being here? If she’d dressed like this at home, she would have balked at the sight. But in the venue of Black Doors, it was so completely natural to be sexually unconventional in the extreme that she took some pride in her radical appearance, and snickered to herself. This was a place for freedom if nothing else.


    Maureen began on the main floor as usual, waiting on customers, letting herself be pawed by curious hands and her body inspected by critical eyes. Her customers all eyed her with detached and uninterested gazes—at least until they had her in their laps for a closer feel.


    Two hours into the night, about the time the bartender might call her to the side for a break, the customer who had last seized her, whispered in her ear, “We’ll take a room at the back.” She was on his lap, already aroused by the forceful way he fondled her. Lifting her to her feet, he rose with her. And with his hand squarely on her ass, he guided her from behind, through the tangle of tables to one of the black doors on the side of the room. Through the door there was a corridor and the chaotic harmony of voices and cries. The sounds of desperation were mixed with sounds of sexual climax. Her body jumped excitedly as they threaded their way down the hall, passing couples waiting for rooms—all kissing and fondling as though they couldn’t wait. One man had a naked woman pressed face forward against the wall. He lifted her ass in his hands so his cock could probe what was likely her rear entrance—though it was too dark to see. Another several men were gathered in an alcove with a woman on her knees between them. Just like scenes from a pornographic movie, her mouth and hands alternately jacked the erections bobbing in her face. She moved with ease between them, with wide-open lips ready to offer what they demanded. There was already male spunk glistening in her brown hair and surely more to come.


    Having passed by a half-dozen rooms, they came to an open door where there were rigged sawhorses at either end. The top bars were padded, as were struts at different levels, which would hold the legs and arms at either end. One sawhorse was occupied, the other empty.


    Swiping a rod from an array of several punishment implements hanging on the wall, Maureen’s‘mark’ —the common name for the men in the club—pushed her toward the bar and indicated that she climb on.


    She clenched first, then taking a deep breath obeyed. She couldn’t stop now; too much was at stake. Hearing the response of the bound woman on the sawhorse, Maureen had only to expect that another sexual ecstasy was waiting—that woman’s cries were more like whimpers, like the sound of orgasm, like the kind of desperation you feel when you haven’t had enough and you can only beg for more. She was begging, and rocking on the apparatus so the whole thing creaked and strained. She was a big woman with an abundant ass and a good deal of flesh to work. One brief glance, however, was all Maureen had time to see. She was quickly over her own padded bar, her bared behind floating vulnerably above her head. Hermark strapped her arms, legs and thighs in place with the thick strips of leather.


    Suddenly, she wanted to cry. There was no control in this. She didn’t give a damn about her body heat, or anything else but getting free. She struggled with the fire of rebellion arising so swiftly it surprised even her.


    But how pointless to object! How utterly stupid! Her fancy gyrations only got her ass paddled. A leather spanker bounded hotly over her behind until she screamed right from her gut.


    “First times are often the hardest with women like you,” the man said. “Relax and you might enjoy it.” These were the first comforting words she’d heard in some time, certainly since Jon Rush had made that attempt. Her mind was still screaming, but she tried keeping quiet, focusing on what was happening to her physically. Yet, as soon as her mind would drift with her body feeling some pleasure, she’d suddenly be jarred back to reality by the sting of a whip or the slap of a hand.


    There was someone in the hallway outside the open door, laughing. She could swear it was Sophie’s voice and she panicked again, struggling to get free.


    “You have to let me go!”


    “What is your problem?” she heard hermark’s stern voice demand. The fellow clutched her about the neck, squeezing the collar even tighter as he bent down to speak in her ear.


    “I heard someone.”


    “Who?”


    “My friend.”


    “Friend?” What did that have to do with her submitting to him? He was bewildered and put out.


    “I’m looking for a blonde woman,” she said through a sob. “She would have worked here in the last three months.”


    “If you’re looking for someone, I’d suggest you speak with the management.” He said that with enough scorn for her to realize that he would be no help. All she could do was endure whatever he had in mind and hope that he wouldn’t report her violation tothe management.&


    She settled down, the man toying with her clit and cunt. The folds of her vulva were sensitive to any touch, and his fingers were so skilled she couldn’t help the physical response. He whapped a cane on her behind at regular intervals then exchanged it for a fur-sided paddle. Once he let her relish the feel of the softer implement, he laid in again with the cane. In-between the pain, his hands floated over her body and then down to her vulva again where all the pleasure centered. At those times her ass burned so pleasantly, that the next strikes weren’t as painful, and her cries were more animated toward pure joy. Her pleasure became more acute the more she was worked, when finally, the last strike of a leather lash sent her careening into spasms.


    Seeing Maureen’s cunt dripping as she came, the man at the helm unzipped his fly and planted his expanding cock deep into her interior.


    The clash was brief. It took seconds only , and yet in the aftermath, the sensations continued on in a sensuous stream, while themark recuperated from his cumming. Finally, unbuckling the straps, he eased her to a chair nearby.


    “You shouldn’t be asking questions,” he reminded her.


    Yes, she had broken that rule. “And why not?” she asked.


    “We guard our privacy. If you’re here just to sneak around looking for someone, let me give you some advice—don’t. Don’t say another word. I won’t tell, but don’t make a fuss and keep to yourself. That’s the way we like it.”


    The man left her contemplating his advice. Her bottom burned, feeling tight and sore, but very comfortable. Finally rising, she looked in one of the many mirrors around the room seeing the inspiring image of her red, bruised bottom. The sight was alarmingly pleasing.


    “You’re looking for someone?” Maureen heard a voice and jumped.


    It was one of the other women who worked the floor.


    “I’m Jacine,” she whispered quietly knowing that they shouldn’t be speaking. “Who were you hoping to find?”


    “Her name is Sophie, but I don’t know what they call her here.”


    Jacine shook her head.


    “She’s intensely beautiful,” Maureen when on, “shoulder length hair that looks like a halo, and an angelic face. She’s easy with herself, easy with men and very soft. Tall, willowy. She’s a model.” She looked up hopefully but saw no sign of recognition in Jacine’s eyes.


    “Might have been Carly,” the woman finally said.


    “Carly?”


    “Girl flew through the club a few weeks ago. She was brilliant. At least that’s what everyone thought. Especially the marks, and they do have clout here.”


    “But she’s not here anymore?”


    “If she’s the one I’m thinking of, she spent most of her time on stage.”


    “But what does it mean to move on?”


    “Can’t say cause I never been where “moving on” is. I guess some women give this up and go home to normal lives; but there are others—and she was one—who take another step down. Princess calls it‘walking in the basement’.”


    “Princess talks about it?”


    “When she’s drunk, she’ll say anything. That’s why the bartenders won’t serve her booze. But when she steals it and it’s after hours, she spills lots of secrets.”


    “I suppose we’re not supposed to be talking now,” Maureen said.


    “You’re right there,” she whispered moving to her side. She lay a kind hand on her cheek and smiled. “Hope you find your friend. But I wouldn’t bet on it if she’s become some guy’s personal black door.”


    Maureen could feel her throat restrict, more than just what was natural with the collar. As though there was an enormous lump and she couldn’t swallow and she couldn’t speak, and she really wanted to cry.


    “Hey you!” they heard Princess at the door. “You’re needed on the floor. Get there before you get flogged, both of you. You know the rules.” Her voice could cut like a knife.


  




  

    Chapter Eleven


    When Maureen returned home after her long night at Black Doors, she was shocked to find her apartment unlocked. Moving quietly inside, there was a light on in the living room. Could it be Sophie? Her heart leapt to her throat determining that it had to be her missing friend. Who else had a key?


    Turning the corner into her living room, she was about to fly excitedly into Sophie’s arms.


    Unfortunately, it wasn’t Sophie sitting in her rocker, but Hutchins! Hutchins with a key—from some time so long ago, she couldn’t remember when she let him have it.


    “When did you get here?”


    “You looked shocked?”


    “I am.”


    “I had business in the City, thought I’d kill two birds with one stone.”


    She smiled. “And I’m just another bird in your life?”


    “A beautiful one, and you do look beautiful—better than two months ago.”


    “Really?”


    “You’re letting your hair grow.”


    She reached to her head, absently running her fingers through her messy hair. “Maybe. I haven’t really thought about it.”


    “You seem spacey.”


    “It’s late.”


    “That it is. Where have you been?”


    “A nightclub.”


    “New one?”


    “No, it’s been around awhile. Little dive place someone recommended, but not very exciting.” If she weren’t so exhausted, she might have been nervous lying about her night, but the explanation fell as easily from her lips as if it were true. “Been here long?”


    “Three hours.”


    “Oh, I’m sorry.” She was already changing consciousness, coming back to the real world—but not too much. She wanted to sleep, and sleeping with Hutchins wouldn’t be bad at all. His arms would be comforting, his soft beer belly enough to soothe her skin. What would he think of the marks on her ass? Maybe he wouldn’t see. “Let’s go to bed,” she held out her hand for him.


    “Just what I was hoping for.” His face reminded her of a Teddy bear with a beautiful brown beard as soft as his generous nature.


    They came together naturally, fitting inside each other easily. It didn’t take long for him to have his penis hard and deep inside her slippery cunt. They seemed to ooze together with their kisses wet and open-mouthed. Sometimes she thought he screwed her much too quickly, but not this night. With him satisfied she turned over and fell asleep.


    Maureen spent a long Sunday with Hutchins playing cards, watching TV, and fixing him a humongous sandwich in the darkened deli. When he finished her last sliver of strawberry cheesecake, they returned to her apartment, made love again, and then took a nap. Scheduled for a midnight flight to LA, he left at ten. Her life took on such normalcy with Hutchins around; she almost forgot how she’d spent her Saturday night.


    ***


    By Friday evening, Maureen’s body could already feel the subterranean smoke of the Chinatown club beckoning her. Hutchins never left that much of an impression, and with Black Doors a much more powerful memory, her mind was swimming vividly with pictures of herself in kinky costumes, being ravaged by men. Her body was coming alive in that darkness. She could almost taste the feel of it on her lips. The fact that Sophie seemed as lost as ever was almost replaced by a much more personal longing.


    Friday evening the deli was about to close at seven. Maureen had just finished washing downs the sinks. Bret was sweeping the floor, and Roxanne was about to lock the door when someone asked to be let inside.


    “We’re closing, sir.”


    “I know. I don’t want food. Just your boss.”


    Hearing the familiar voice, Maureen moved quickly from the back room, wiping her hand on her apron.


    Roxanne looked at her with a weird expression—she’d never seen the man before and he didn’t look anything like the guys Maureen usually dated.


    “When did you get back?” Maureen asked.


    “Three days ago.”


    She raised her eyebrows wonderingly—as though he should have called her sooner. But why should she expect that? Their relationship certainly didn’t require that kind of accountability. What was she thinking?


    Without a word from her, Maureen’s employees disappeared into the back of the deli where moments later she heard them leave, the back door closing with an audible click.


    “Hungry?” she asked.


    “Yes. I’d like to take you out.”


    “I need to dress.”


    He nodded agreeing.


    Maureen wore a silky print, one with a pattern of autumn leaves and the burnt shades of the season. The dress was calf-length but in a wrap style that criss-crossed her chest and could open easily from below the waist. Clinging to the curve of her hip and the fullness of her chest, the sensuousness of the fabric on her body was inclined to attract the eye. It attracted Rush immediately. He was almost alarmed seeing her dressed so differently than he was accustomed to. Noting the way the skirt would open when she walked, he found the look delightfully sensuous.


    “Something new?” he asked.


    “Very old, actually. But it jumped out of the closet. I think I like it better now than when I bought it.”


    “Very nice. Makes you look like you stepped out of a black and white 40’s flick.”


    That was a pleasant thought. She found her eyelids fluttering at him almost flirtatiously—what an amazing man he was! Leaving her apartment, he held her fixedly to his side as though he owned her—which at the moment he did.


    They drove some distance through city streets until they ended their jaunt at a restaurant on the Coit Tower side of the city, in the middle of a neighborhood where in the center of one block there was a restaurant tucked between Victorian row houses, facing the bay beyond.


    Rush had a table reserved in a dimly lit corner of the dining room, beyond the sight of most of the other patrons. The feeling of seclusion seemed extraordinarily romantic.


    “So tell me how things have been?” he asked after ordering their food and wine.


    “Not exactly as I planned.”


    “Oh. And how’s that?”


    She remembered the real reason why she even bothered with the man and immediately flinched. “Well, Jon, not only is it against the rules to speak to anyone at Black Doors about their guests or the women working there, what I managed to learn is that Sophie has apparently come and gone.” Her eyes turned dark, zeroing in on his passive face, “I think you knew that all along.” She was angry and didn’t bother disguising the fact.


    “I didn’t promise you anything,” he reminded her.


    “Considering everything you require me to do, I expected more.”


    “But didn’t you find Black Doors fascinating?”


    “I didn’t say it wasn’t.”


    “Then tell me the truth.”


    “The truth about what?”


    “Don’t be dense.” He was annoyed. “About what it was like on your Saturday nights.” The sharpness in his voice made her cunt start excitedly, though she had no desire to answer his question.


    “I was looking for Sophie, or at the very least hoping for information about her. But I almost got my ass caned for speaking up. I didn’t like that.”


    “Didn’t like getting caned?


    “I wasn’t caned.”


    “Then tell me what you did like.”


    “Why the interrogation?


    “Because I want to know. You owe this much to me.”


    “I don’t think I owe you anything.”


    “Is that so?” He made no more demands, but stared at her across the table for some minutes silently unnerving her with his steady gaze until their waiter interrupted the tension with a bottle of wine. He served them an appetizer of delicious cheese and crusty bread—which Jon Rush cornered for himself—and gave her alternate bites from his own hand. Eating so submissively seemed to short-circuit her anger, making it almost impossible to be anything but aroused.


    “I found Black Doors odd,” she finally said, her calm restored.


    “Oh?” he responded almost as though he’d forgotten his last question.


    She stopped again, taking another bite of the soft cheese, finding her lips momentarily caressing Jon Rush’s fingers as she licked what was stuck there.


    “Odd in a paradoxical sort of way.”


    He looked mildly interested.


    “There’s a feeling of freedom there. I suppose I felt exhilarated…” she stopped.


    “But what?”


    “But?” she wondered what he meant.


    “But something wasn’t right about it?”


    “There was freedom, but then so many rules. I was never sure what was going to happen next. That’s a strange sort of freedom.” He acknowledged her observation with a nod as though he understood her puzzlement.


    “What was the most freeing?” he asked.


    She didn’t have to think about that. “The clothes, the nudity, and when I was bound over the bar in one of the club’s back rooms, there were people peeking their heads inside and mymark was working my body to a climax. I didn’t care. It was the kind of thing that I didn’t want to stop.”


    “Addictive?”


    “Yes. That’s a good word. It’s not as though I liked the place—sometimes it felt like I was running my fingernails along a blackboard. It grated on my nerves. But…” She paused, fingering her wineglass nervously.


    “Tell me.”


    “I was alive.”


    “Humm.”


    “Sophie said the same thing,” she suddenly remembered.


    “Did she now?”


    “But Sophie wasn’t there and that pisses me off.”


    Their entrée arrived and the conversation stopped again. The prime rib was the kind to melt in the mouth, with a delicate sauce that seemed to flavor everything in her body as it dissolved down her throat. She was light-headed—the second glass of wine immediately dizzying.


    “You know, freedomcan be enjoyed in public,” Jon chimed in-between bites of beef.


    She didn’t reply, though she looked him in the eye again. He was so handsome she found it easy to stare at his face, his eyes and his twitching jaw, wondering what he was thinking, or planning or scheming at that moment.


    “Have you ever sat in a public place, having raised your dress above your ass so you’re sitting on your naked bottom?”


    As she listened, a little titter of fear suddenly jolted her freshly.


    “No, I haven’t.”


    “But you could try it now.”


    She was still staring at him, knowing his comment was a command not a suggestion.


    Rising just enough to pull her skirt aside, Maureen bared her behind and put her ass back down on the leather seat of her chair.


    “Does that feel freeing?” he asked.


    “I think so.” She already wondered if she’d leave a sticky mess on the seat—but better that than a spot of female cum on her dress. Not wearing panties was something that she didn’t question anymore. It sort of happened very easily when she was in the mood. And it happened that tonight, even though her better judgment suggested that it was a mistake this time. It meant she was giving in to Jon Rush’s world and she didn’t want to do that—not tonight.


    “Don’t think about it so much, Maureen.” He was reading her mind. “Some things are better just experienced, like Black Doors.”


    “You’re likely right.”


    “I am right. I know. You like that world. I can see it by the way you’ve changed.”


    “I’ve changed?”


    “You’re more sensuous, that hard edge is disappearing.”


    “I wasn’t sensuous before?”


    “Not as you are now. You wouldn’t let yourself. But the club requires your surrender in order to survive its demands. Your own desire accomplished the rest.”


    Jon Rush was far too insightful.


    “You like the feeling, Maureen. You relish your nights there. You look forward to them and are going to be damned upset when I won’t let you go tomorrow night.”


    “No?” She was surprised and her disappointment was obvious to them both. “Why?”


    “I want you to myself.”


    “What makes you think I would want to be with you?”


    “Don’t make me laugh, Maureen.”


    Her face was flushed, a burning fire creeping up her cheeks, assaulting even her ears with heat. It could just be the wine, but it was likely a good deal more than that.


    There was a gentle smirk on his handsome face. And in one of those curious moments of recognition, she let his masculine attractiveness get inside her—the same kind of feeling she might have staring at the movie screen while her hot-throb of the month was running around shirtless, muscles bulging, some winning smile emblazoned across his perfectly molded face.


    “Tell me about Hutchins,” he said.


    Her whole body reeled more dizzily than ever. “W-what, why are you asking?”


    “Startled?”


    “Yes. How would you…”


    “How would I even know who he is, you’re thinking?”


    “What are you, creeping into my private life, stalking me or something?”


    “Iam right in the middle of your private life, Maureen, smack in the middle, in case you hadn’t noticed. I expect some loyalty, not a woman who fucks around with whomever lands on her doorstep.”


    “How do you know?” she was angry, but so was he. Sensing the irritation in his voice, she trembled deeply, uncertain how she should feel about his intimate knowledge of her.


    “Spies, detective work and supposition,” he answered.


    “Spies? Detective work?”


    “I don’t get involved with women unless I know where they are coming from. Strictly precautionary.”


    “Well, I don’t like it. Hutchins is a friend and I don’t like you nosing around like it’s really your business to snoop into my life.”


    “You’d do the same with me if you had the chance.”


    “Of course, I’m curious, but I have no spies, and I certainly haven’t done any detective work.”


    “No? Or you just haven’t gotten around to it? A few weeks ago you were on the verge of going to the police.”


    “I didn’t go. I chose to trust you.”


    She was about to leave. If it weren’t for the way he seemed to have her fixed to the chair by some mystical force, she wouldn’t have stayed this long. She gathered her purse in her arm.


    “Ready to run, are you?”


    “Yes.”


    “Shall I call a taxi?”


    She expected him to throw up another roadblock. With none, she was flustered.


    “What is it you want from me? I come to you wanting information about Sophie and you lead me on a wild goose chase through some very bizarre sex. You throw the weirdest things my way as though I’m some test subject in an experiment. Well, I won’t be teased and played like this. I won’t.”


    “I’m interested in loving you, Maureen Duvall.”


    She heard him, though this made no sense.


    She sat back so astounded she couldn’t speak for several minutes. He was dead serious and she was aghast, not horrified, not angry, simply dumbfounded. “No,” she finally whispered quietly. She shook her head. He couldn’t mean what he just said.


    “This one’s up to you,” he acknowledged. “I won’t be hurt one way or another, but you are a fascinating woman.”


    “Then why are you investigating my life?”


    “I need to stay one step ahead you.”


    “No, you don’t.”


    “Oh, but it is the way you want it, Maureen. You want what I have. You want the unknown. Your life has been so ordinary up to now, and for the first time, you’re really feeling something special. Let’s not blow it. And don’t be screwing the boy next door just because you’re a little lonely.”


    “You have no right to be pissed about my sex life!”


    “But I am.”


    “Fine. Be mad if you want to be. It’s not going to change what I do.”


    “Oh, I think it might.”


    He was still so smug and she still so bewildered.


    “You finish your dinner and I’ll take you home,” he added, when she couldn’t think of anything else to say.


    Maureen had no more appetite, so rather than eat, she watched Jon finish his meal. Her mind was filled with the strange possibility that she was falling in love with this ruthless bastard. There was no reason to, and no reason to trust that anything he said was true.


    Going home, they rode together in virtual silence, and she trembled nervously as they walked to her apartment. Her stomach was as taut as the strings of a piano about to snap. “I know where Sophie is now,” he broke the silence when they reached her door.


    “Oh, really?” She didn’t believe him.


    Jon drew his wallet from his suit pocket and pulled out a slip of paper with a website address and password scrawled in his bold hand.


    “It’s the web page you saw the other night with the pictures of you and Sophie—your pictures are gone now. But Sophie’s remain along with a lengthy narrative of her last few weeks—personally written. If you know her as well as you claim, you should recognize your friend by the way she writes.”


    Maureen stared at the paper with her eyes fixed on the password—for maureen.


    “The story of her imprisonment,” he explained.


    “Imprisonment?” the word made her shriek, but she wasn’t sure if it came out as anything more than a stammering gasp for air.


    “When I read it, it seemed to have the feel of a letter, one that she might write to you—and so that password. She speaks very personally, as she would to her lover, dearest friend, or even an impersonal piece of machinery that wouldn’t care what she said, or how she said it.


    Jon Rush left her standing at the open door of her apartment. Before he left, he gave her an affectionate kiss on the cheek. “It’s very honest reading, if not arousing for some who would like to be in her place. I don’t suppose you’d be one. But perhaps it will set your mind at ease. If you ever see her again—which I doubt you will—you’ll understand where she’s been and where she is now. If you don’t see her, I hope it will allay your fears.” That was all he said.


    She heard the heels of his loafers click on the stairway as he walked out. Inside her apartment, she went for the windows before she went for her computer. Staring down at the street her poor, flustered heart had no idea what to feel for the man who climbed into his car and sped away.


  




  

    Chapter Twelve


    In Sophie’s words…


    I had a dinner conversation with the man in charge of my photo shoots. He handed me a business card with the name Black Doors written on its face. He said I’d enjoy what went on there as much as I did the afternoon that I spent with his friends, bound in the photographer’s studio. That day, they hoisted me as high as the rigging and the height of the ceiling would allow me to go. I imagine I was at least six inches off the ground. I could have been six feet or six miles above the earth. It didn’t really matter the way I floated so thoughtlessly in an open space that seemed as expansive as heaven. Even the light they burnished into my eyes had an otherworldly quality to its intensity. Was I being grilled by God?


    I knew I’d go to this man’s club as soon as he told me of its existence. He said not to let the neighborhood put me off, that it was nothing like the Chinatown surrounding it.“It’s nothing more than a quirky basement,” he said as though the building itself wasn’t important at all.


    Oh! How quirky it was! I’m giggling now thinking of the first time I stepped inside. I had no clue that places like that onereally existed. You hear tales in passing, but I’d never tuned to the thought of something this far-fetched. It seemed strangely absurd when you think of the real world outside its walls. I’m not sure why I found it so surprising, since for many years, I’ve had fantasies that might have clued me in to something rumbling in the dark caverns of my psyche. But thinking of S&M and such clubs never truly crossed my mind until the man in charge of my photo shoots handed me that card and gave me my instructions.


    That first night, they dressed me in a sheer dress—everything from tits, to navel, to the lips of my labia was peeking from underneath, even my naked behind—the shadowy crack and all. This wasn’t my photographer’s private studio, but what seemed like a very public place—though I know now it wasn’t public at all—it just looked that way. I served drinks to dozens of handsome men in that see-through dress as though I were in any respectable bar. It soon proved to be otherwise. Their hands were on me as often as they could have them, and all I wanted was more—their faces at my crotch, or my face at theirs. Anything I wanted sexually was mine to have, and what I am was theirs to take.


    They asked me back for the next night. They wanted me for a private party of just a dozen men. Also on the following night, and each successive one until it was Saturday again. You’d think I was drunk or drugged. I recall a few beers. But unless that beer was spiked with something stronger, I was reeling from the sex alone—swimming in the seductiveness of myself. I haven’t yet surfaced from that deep dive.


    I forgot my life, my cat, my friends. Nothing seemed important but satisfying my libidinous desires. I know this seems utterly reckless. Perhaps I’m just destined to be a reckless woman.


    You could say I’ve gone mad—I might even believe it, but the madness feels so wonderfully good to me. I can’t, I won’t stop.


    Each day at the club was more inventive than the one before. Each one—like each photo shoot—plunged me into another vein of sexual consciousness—like there are veins of gold to be mined in my sexual core. The first night pawed, the second bound, the third teased and tickled, the fourth lashed a thousand times while I was fixed to a whipping post. I’m not sure what I loved the most. The pawing was sensuous, but the bondage was liberation. The teasing was playful, the lashing magical. In my fantasies, I was in some old world prison tied to the pole, my hands bound above me, while my legs were left free to move. I could dance about as much as I wanted to—as though I could get away from the pain. How stupid of me! I learned quickly as the cat-o’-nine tails struck in the same place every time that to wriggle from its bite would mean it might jump erratically on my skin. To turn, a talon or two might whip around my thigh or hip, and bite with dagger-like precision into tender flesh. What little freedom I had to move was a double-edged sword. It was better to hug that pole, cling to it as though is were a comforting mother, and from there allow the sensations of the lash build. The magic began when I yielded that way. It sent me into subspace—far from the crowded room where my whipping was observed by those whose cocks jump, or pussies cream at the sight of a woman being punished. There were striations in a pattern of lines from my shoulders to my knees. These were marks I came to treasure. Every time I looked at them in the mirror until they finally disappeared, I delighted in the sensation of terror that accompanied them.


    The fifth day, I was tied face out on the whipping post—this time bound both at my wrists above, and my ankles at the base of the hefty wood. A wide belt encircled my waist to keep my movement at a minimum—thus eliminating the disastrous consequences from writhing witlessly—a wise choice by my captors. They began with a deerskin flogger.


    Oh, I remember the smell of it! The man wielding the thing held it to my nostrils so its aroma could feed me long before it ripped my flesh. Its first caress was sensuous, though the intensity of the strikes built in a steady crescendo so I focused solely on absorbing the fire of them. There was no pain, not until the man changed whips, picking up a larger cowhide lash. That heavy tool quickly moved my body beyond the impact of the deerskin. My cries changed from moans to shrieks, from pleasure to torment.


    I looked down to see streaks of red across my breasts. When a lash struck a nipple, I yelped like a wounded puppy. The beating covered my front side, from breasts, to navel, to belly, to cunt. When the lash moved to my thighs, I was sure they would be permanently wounded by the brutal edges that clipped my skin. Thankfully, the marks were only temporary.


    When they lifted me from the whipping post I was laid on a metal table. With my thighs tied above me, secured at the ankles, my cunt was free to be used. Six fellows dipped into my trough, rutting my sex like animals. Yet, the effect of each one was lost on me, the scene having become one blur of feeling. The six stiff cocks drove my experience from the surface of my skin, to the vast interiors of my body where the sensation flourished freely. So scoured out by this abuse, when I was finally on my feet again, I thought my crotch was dropping to the ground.


    That was my last night at the sex club. They said I didn’t need another Saturday night; that I am natural for this life; that though it was unusual that my fantasies hadn’t already brought me to these depths, my personality was suited for sexual slavery. I wouldn’t argue the point. I couldn’t think of anything more thrilling than what their shocking words implied.


    When my incarceration was mentioned, the total offering of myself seemed like the next reasonable step in my life. I made the choice as easily as I might decide what I wanted to eat for lunch.


    It was suggested that I make the change swiftly, and at the time, I thought so, too. If this were something I could think about, it would be so easy to talk myself out of taking such extreme action. I was given minutes not hours to decide.


    They told me I could not back out. This would be forever—no one ever returns once they’ve made their choice.


    I know I left my life thoughtlessly, as though there was no one who I had to answer to, or responsibilities to answer for. I was assured that anything of real importance would be taken care of; I had no need to worry.Make a clean break. Let got now. Let us have you. I’m sure they knew that there was little holding me to my life—no parents, no siblings, no husband, no real job. Just a cat and a good friend, and I convinced myself that they would understand. In that spirit, I let my captors take me.


    I can’t say I haven’t had second thoughts—times when I am alone and I wonder if I’ve gone crazy. But those times are very rare. Mostly when I’m alone, there is nothing but contentment inside me.


    I’ve been assigned now to a man who trains me. He is loving, generous and ruthless—and I have quickly fallen in love with him. He reminds me of the man that took my heart several years ago. He is so much like him in temperament that I don’t mourn the past as I once did. In many respects I am not lonely at all, but truly centered in myself and the life I am leading. It changes daily. Even this account is a major shift in my daily routine. I was told it was my reward for faithful attention to my duties here and my willingness to obey.


    I want to tell the whole story right now—put all my thoughts and feelings on paper at one sitting. But I know this life is a continuing saga and so also these musings.


    My trainer tells me writing is good therapy. That it will help me pass my days, and even be of interest to an audience of people who are curious about such things. I’m told there are those who will masturbate reading about my life—that what I’m doing is so beautifully rare in actuality, that everything else in the sexual world pales in comparison.


    I looked back at other striking sexual moments in my past…the photographer. How we sometimes looked each other in the eye with such tenderness that I would run in fear from him and my own heart’s response. And my lover from my distant past—the one I’ve mourned so faithfully, whose blood is on my hands. The depths of our intimacy can never be surpassed. When we made love, I thought that all the doors to me were opened wide. He knew it all. Maybe he is guiding me now. That would be a lovely thought: that from high above, or perhaps sitting on my shoulder, there’s an angel whispering in my ear. Or perhaps my angel speaks more simply through the voice of this current lover who attends me with painstaking care.


    I can’t talk about the place I live in any great detail, or give specific information. And I can’t use names, the made up one they called me in the club is all but forgotten. Anything that might lead someone to find me is forbidden.


    I like the secrets, knowing that I’m part of a secret world. It’s the romantic in me, I suppose—though I’ve always said I’m really not a romantic at all, but a practical sensualist. Still, I like being worlds away from present reality, inside one that’s all my own. It’s made for me everyday and I become more thrilled with it each hour—even when it places such heavy restraints on my freedom—even when I’m shocked and scared by what is coming next.


    They are quite right; everything else in the sexual world pales in comparison to what I’m experiencing now.


    I have so much more to say, but no more time today. I will write again soon. I am simply, Elle-22.


    ***


    Maureen was in tears finishing the first installment of Sophie’s monologue. She could hear Sophie giggle in the back of her mind. This was so like her…every word. Sophie’s odd upside-down logic appeared in each paragraph and sentence. This was her friend unbalanced, without the compass that Maureen provided her—living unchecked with her excessive desires. Was that not some kind of madness? And how could she sound so sane when she obviously was not?


    Maureen called Jon Rush the next day.


    “You sound worried,” he noted immediately.


    “It’s Sophie’s writing.”


    “Ah, you read it.”


    “Of course I read it.”


    “Scare you?”


    “Yes, I’m scared for her.”


    “I mean for yourself.”


    “Why do you keep putting this back on me? It’s not about me.”


    “I disagree. It’s very much about you.”


    “It is not.”


    “Then why are you calling me?”


    “Because I’m scared for her,” she was practically shouting over the phone, sounding uncharacteristically hysterical.


    “Get a hold of yourself,” Jon ordered.


    Maureen stopped, taking a deep breath.


    “You’re not the kind of woman to go off the deep end. Remember that.”


    “I know, but this is…” she didn’t know what more to say.


    “How about if I see you tonight?”


    “Yes,” she found herself wanting that very much though she didn’t want to admit it to herself or Jon.


    Jon Rush walked into the deli dressed in blue jeans and a plain white shirt, a seductive grin on his princely face. It was seven not eight o’clock as they planned, meeting in the deli, not her apartment. Seeing that she wasn’t finished working, he sat at a table opposite the deli counter and eyed her amusedly. Was he trying to make her nervous? If so, he succeeded well.


    A little titter of excitement swept through her as she watched him watch her—the two looking as though they were doing the coy mating dance of teenagers. She wondered what made him so lighthearted. He made her blush while was she dipping her arm inside an ice cream carton. It was hard to stare his way without laughing.


    Bret elbowed her, whispering, “This guy is pretty special, huh?”


    “Not at all,” she almost snarled her reply.


    Though when Jon and Maureen walked out the door—Bret was closing—they were comfortably arm in arm as though they belonged together.


    In her apartment, he was just outside the bathroom door when she came dripping wet from the shower into her bedroom. He wouldn’t take his eyes from her. The silence gripped the taut moment, filling her with dread and expectation. He’d become more important to her than she could ever admit. No man had the right to sneak into her life and take her soul this way, and yet, he had—a fact that left her dazed.


    “I like watching you move,” he finally said. “You have so much purpose in your style.”


    “Oh?” She wasn’t sure what he meant.


    “You’re different than most women I’m with.”


    “I’m sure I am,” she answered with a healthy degree of sarcasm, thinking of theJon Rush kind of woman, which she was obviously not.


    “You are beautiful.”


    This made her blush again. “You’re trying to butter me up for something?”


    She stood in panties, bra and high-heels—a little seduction she deliberately planned.


    He was eyeing the “V” of her lovely mound, the tiny thong perfectly matching the line of her thighs and pubis below. There was dark pubic hair showing through the white silk lace.


    “Come here,” he said.


    She tensed.


    “Come here,” the comment turned into an order and she obeyed.


    He wanted to play with her clean crotch, run his finger under the edge of the lace and tickle the damp hole in the middle. Inserting his finger at the open doorway of her vagina, he fucked her with it for a second, then pulled his hand away. Turning her around he gave her ass a gentle slap. “Get dressed.”


    She was aroused and puzzled, but quick to follow his orders. When she didn’t think about what it meant to be so surrendering, she enjoyed the feelings that surfaced—especially the physical ones.


    When Maureen finally stepped from her closet, she was wearing an emerald green sheath—something simple, casual and very short. Judging from the way Jon admired her legs, he liked the short hemline.


    They’d eaten dinner at a pizza parlor and talked about soothing inconsequential things like the weather and the last movies they’d seen. But there was so much more on her mind that the small talk had to stop.


    “She’s incarcerated, Jon. What does that mean?” she asked.


    “Ah, yes!” he answered. There was just a trace of mockery in his voice when he said, “she’s being held captive in the turret of a castle, in chains, no less.” He chuckled.


    “After what I’ve seen at Black Doors, I wouldn’t be surprised,” she retorted quite seriously.


    “Well that was a joke. She’s not in a castle, in a turret, tower or dungeon.”


    “Then you do know where she is?”


    He nodded. “But after reading her own account of things, you should know now that this is what she wants.”


    “I’m still not convinced.”


    “Then you’ll have lots of opportunity to be convinced. Her letter on the web page will be expanding soon.”


    “There’s a lot more, isn’t there?”


    “Yes.”


    “And it’s going to shock me?”


    “Perhaps. But you have nothing to fear. Sophie isn’t scared. She may say she’s scared of little things, but she trusts her life. Maybe you should trust yours.”


    He held her hand in his, his tenderness so rich, she thought she might melt inside that simple touch. “How about we go to Black Doors tonight?” he suggested.


    She flinched.


    “Afraid?”


    “Not really.”


    “I think it’s time for one of the really good scenes. You’ve only seen a smidgen of what’s there.”


    Jon led her into Chinatown, down the cluttered streets to the alley of the club. Instead of going in through the main door, however, there was an unmarked side entrance that led into a dark hall. There, the light was so dim, she couldn’t quite make out the sides of the walls. They passed by other doors and stopped at a curtained doorway, Maureen hearing the muffled sounds of people on the other side.


    “Focus on me for the next hour, your eyes, your ears, every bit of your mind,” he whispered. “Stop being curious and let yourself climb into me. Trust me, you won’t regret this.”


    Jon pushed her lightly from behind and the two walked through the doorway, Jon drawing the drape away. Emerging on the other side, Maureen could barely make out the shadows of people beyond.


    They were on a stage—a private one, not in the main room of the club. This room was smaller and more intimate. Nonetheless, it felt as though she was exposed before a hundred customers, peering out at her from the other side of the blinding lights.


    “Listen to my voice and look at me,” Jon said as he turned her around and she stared into the blue of his eyes—which was all she could really see of his handsome face.


    He was removing her dress—very slowly drawing the zipper down in back and letting it slip to the floor. He smiled so she could see his teeth and the generous warmth in his expression. She was less afraid, but still apprehensive, knowing intuitively that there was something truly wondrous about to happen.


    While Jon focused on her alone and she stared back, he fingered her panties. His touch tickled her skin. Drawing the slip of silk down over her hips, it joined the pile of emerald on the floor. He unhooked her bra and it fell away. The gentleness of his hands was truly remarkable for a man who treaded on the extremes with such ease and often so recklessly.


    With his gaze unwavering, Jon sat down in the rickety chair behind him, while another man appeared out of the darkness and placed a stool between Maureen and her lover.


    “Eyes on me, Maureen,” Jon reminded her with a note of warning when she was tempted to look away. “Now spread your legs and grasp the top of the stool with your hands.”


    Bending over, legs trembled, while her whole body quaked in excitement. She could forecast what was coming next. Already there was movement behind her, someone taking their place, readying the implement that would astound her with its blistering fire.


    Jon smiled through the darkness. “Hold on, darling, and keep your eyes on mine, and your ears on the sound of my voice.” He nodded and the whipping began.


    It started with the snap of a leather spanker. She didn’t know exactly what it was that struck her ass, but it was firm and sound, and made such an impact that it threatened her balance.


    She emitted a mournful, whining sort of half-cry, even though there was some pleasure in the cutting sting.


    Jon nodded again and the leather stopped—but only so the administrator of the punishment could change his weapon. The next was a longer lash of talons swathing her entire backside in a sensuous heat. She took the ones on her shoulders and back as though they were conquering her body and spirit. Those on her ass made her feel punished. When Jon nodded again, the man changed to a biting, braided leather whip. It leapt like a snake, coiling first around her legs almost at the ankles, then each thigh, and then her waist. Involuntarily, her body jolted and the next strike wrapped her hip with a lingering cut. It dug into the skin so severely she was sure it tore the flesh.


    She remembered Sophie’s narrative about trying to wriggle away from a strike. How pointless and often painful that endeavor was!


    Jon looked at her sternly, and advised, “Keep your place, your attention on me.”


    She hadn’t stopped staring, but with the pain, her mind wandered elsewhere. She shook off the desperate feeling and the strikes resumed with her body once again poised, her hands gripping the seat of the stool, her poor, bare behind vulnerably pushed out, and Jon’s eyes boring into hers. There was no smile on his face, but there was compassion.


    The same whip stung her a dozen times, offering an alarming sensation, which she realized was not painful, just jarring. Only when the frayed end of the braid clipped the soft edges of her thighs or belly was there any pain at all.


    That was not true of the paddle that followed. This implement was horrendous, laid on with brusque strikes, each in the same smarting spot on her ass. She began to whimper, tears starting to form in her eyes. She kept herself focused on Jon, knowing he was there to comfort her and keep her steady. Still, he was hardly enough to ward off the dreadful fire building on her skin.


    Why was she doing this, she wondered. What point? What could she possibly hope to gain?


    If she said so, it would all end. Why didn’t that happen? Why couldn’t she speak? What was driving her to keep going? A ribbon of salty tears streamed down her cheeks. She was afraid to answer the questions.


    Jon was right. This had nothing to do with Sophie. She couldn’t stop because she wanted more.


    In the back of her mind, Maureen knew there was a roomful of people looking on, admiring her courage and taking pleasure in her pain. Everyone rooted for hotter, faster, meaner strikes and her own anguished cries rising into the exhilarating mix of sound.


    When Jon rose from his chair, he came to her, placing his hand on her back, stroking her hair. She had to twist her neck to look at him, but she didn’t want to take her eyes from his. The power there was calming. Her mind could hear him speaking to her and she could see the smile behind his stern expression. “You’re doing fine, dear one. Just let it happen.”


    When the paddle ceased, a deerskin flogger followed—and then another biting lash, and finally the searing and intense pain from the cut of a cane—ten times on her raw flesh. She struggled between each strike, bore down hard, and fought to hold back a second flood of tears. Regardless of her efforts, they spilled onto the seat of the stool, and on Jon’s hand as he wiped the back of it along her cheek.


    “Hold on, love, it’s nearly over,” he said after the sixth cut. He said it gently, but there was more to the message. “This was punishment for your night with another man,” he explained. “Don’t do it again.” There was a stunning and unexpected ring of judgment in his voice.


    No, of course not, she thought to herself. How could she think of anyone but him now?


    Four final slashes and the caning stopped. Maureen’s body roared; her cunt was notably wet. She wanted nothing more than for Jon to hold her with his loving hands.


    “Gentlemen, ladies,” Jon turned from her and announced to the silent, unseen crowd, “this one’s had enough for tonight. Though I’m sure she will return.”


    He pulled her up by grabbing her hair; and with his hand on her ass, Jon guided her to the other side of the draped doorway. To her surprise, her green dress was hanging neatly on a hook, with her bra and thong over the very end.


    “Get dressed,” he said. He was officious and demanding, but that was good. Her equilibrium was off and she needed him authoritative just to cut through her confusion.


    As they drove to her apartment, the minutes melted into one long moment of languid forgetfulness.


    Once home, he put her to bed, efficiently taking off each article of clothing and laying it on her bedside chair. When he was finished with Maureen, he undressed himself and laid his clothes beside hers. Climbing in bed, their bodies drew together naturally—so much like many things that were happening to her. She felt a power from him she didn’t understand. His cock was painfully hard and quick in her as they rolled about fucking under her sultry sheets. She started cumming almost the instant his dick head penetrated her pulsing channel, and she didn’t stop until he finally withdrew—some time after he erupted in a jet of thick white.


    Holding her afterwards, Jon Rush stroked her hair. His embrace completed her. His lips opened her, and his hand on her punished ass, extended her pleasure orgasmically. He was the best lover she’d ever had.


  




  

    Chapter Thirteen


    A second posting…


    I was taken from the club in shackles. Metal ankle cuffs with a chain between them kept me from walking more than awkward baby steps. Other metal cuffs were fit snugly around my wrists; and with my hands drawn up behind me, they were attached to a ring on the shiny collar that gripped my throat like a vise.


    I suffered my greatest pain when two-inch clamps were fitted over the pouch of my labia so they could tug them apart; so, anyone could see the sexual bounty of my private stash. The clamps then attached with lengths of chain to a metal belt about my waist. All the wet warmth of my purple snatch became fair game for an inquisitive eye. Not only was I rudely exposed, the clamps chewed meanly into my skin, and when I moved they tugged with a shocking bite. I no longer belonged to myself so nothing was private or personal to me anymore.


    Though this significant alteration in my life seemed astounding, I soon discovered that not having to think is great liberation. That fact has been reinforced every day of my incarceration in many ways. Now it is ingrained in me so completely that I find the act of putting my thoughts on paper shamefully scandalous and self-absorbed. Still, my lover tells me it is necessary, so there must be a purpose.


    Once chained and led from the club stumbling on my high heels, I was forced into the back of a van, blindfolded and strapped into a seat. Being a warm day, the ride wasn’t cold. I could only imagine what it might have been like if we’d been taking this trip in winter. I have the feeling that my comfort wouldn’t have mattered to my captors. Except for the fact that they want to keep my alive, I can’t expect their compassion. It certainly wasn’t promised—but what was promised to me, I knew I needed. During the ride, the worst of the discomfort was having my hands behind me. It was impossible to find a relaxing position, and by the time we finally stopped, my shoulders felt as though metal fingers were digging into my flesh.


    From the van, I walked assisted into the Villa, and once inside I was immediately forced to my knees with a metal prod. A small current of electricity from that rod jolted me awake after the long ride. I fell forward, which was apparently expected. With my hands bound, I couldn’t even crawl. Apparently moving was unnecessary, I would be going no where for some time.


    The endless and immobile waiting made my body twitch, my skin prickly. A fly buzzed my nose, but I was too afraid to shake it off. There were shuffling sounds around me, and then the presence of more people, at last a woman breathing heavily next to me on the floor—I only guessed that my companion was a woman since I couldn’t see her.


    After some time, our blindfolds were pulled away and we could see that there were three of us—initiates, all locked in chains in the same severe manner. While my physical responses had been reasonably subdued during my journey and the waiting period, they suddenly came alive knowing I was not alone in my bondage. The chains that cut into my companions’ flesh excited me, just as my own bonds generated a sensuous pulsing in my belly.


    “Elle-20, 21 and 22,” the man before us spoke. Those were our names. Mine Elle-22. I’m still not sure if this refers to the French word “Elle,” of simply the letter “L.”


    Our overseer stood like a sentinel before us. He was tall and straight and very firm, a man with a buzz-cut and a militaristic face. He wore tall, black, shiny boots over tan riding pants, and a fresh white tee shirt. His muscles bulging underneath sent a titillating shudder up my spine. His starched exterior could only mean one as stiff beneath the surface. I felt like a dwarf on my knees, like no more than a speck of insignificant dust.


    Elle-20 was weeping softly, and the overseer strode to her, lifting her face with his boot. I could only see through the corner of my eye, casting only wary glances her way.


    “It would be wise to button your mouth now, bitch. You’re here because you want to be. You know the terms, you agreed to them. There can be no room for weeping.” He was direct in his speech; and though it would mock us many times, and could produce a righteous sneer, at that moment, he was simply passing on useful information. “As the saying goes,you continue, I’ll give you something to cry about.” We were sure he could.


    Our overseer held a rattan cane at his side, the stern device floating against his thigh. As he squeezed the end in his steady grip, his thick biceps and forearms flexed. I quaked in fear seeing such cold strength, and I secretly hoped I might see him lay that dreadful thing against the woman’s thigh.


    Seeing her stop whimpering, he was kind to her; then he stepped back to address us all. In that split-second I noted my companions quickly. The crier was a rather lovely looking blonde with a generous body and the most beautiful breasts I’ve ever seen on a woman. Of course, I’d seen few naked tits until coming to the villa, so I had little to compare them with. But with my first glance, I knew these were luscious ones. I wanted to touch them, or even better, bury my face between them so I could smell the fragrance I knew must rise naturally from the velvety skin. The woman postured next to me was a svelte redhead with such beautiful hair that I was jealous of its volume, and the texture, and the way the sun shining through the windows above us highlighted its beauty.


    I considered us a handsome trio and was proud to be in the company of my companions. For myself, I knew I’d be prized for my height and my shapely figure—ifthat sort of thing was important here. At the time, I didn’t know.


    Maintaining my pose, my head was pressed to the ground. I breathed evenly while trying to relax as I listened to our overseer’s first instructions.


    “You will be processed as soon as this indoctrination is over, though there are a few basics you’ll need to know and learn quickly. As you’ve likely guessed, we enforce discipline in many ways. You’re all familiar with the crack of a whip, the smack of a paddle, or the cut of a cane. But you may also find yourselves guided by probes, with a current of electric shock. Elle-10, if you will.”


    An unseen woman, Elle-10, came on us from the rear and beginning with the whimpering blonde, forced the end of her probe somewhere inside her privates. She jumped lively as a spike of electricity shocked her system. I thought the quick prod I’d felt earlier was reasonable enough, but this punishment demonstration was far more severe, and exhilarating, than that gentle nudge. At my turn, the end was touched to my anus and a current ofjuice shot through me for several seconds. My mind was instantly gone while my body bucked. When I came back to the room everything surrounding me, in fact my whole life, seemed as clear as glass and perfectly defined.


    “You’ve entered this world by your own choice. You’ve given up all that has gone before. Your life belongs to the villa and its members, and from now on you will know nothing but what we give you. It is safe to assume that you will eventually die within these walls—usually when the spirit lags—or from old age. You might have a long life, or a short one. That is up to you. But regardless of how you feel about your decision now, there is no going back. You know too much, you have seen a great deal, and you cannot be trusted in the outside world.


    “From this day on your only task is to obey. The more quickly and easily you do so, the less you’ll feel the probes, the paddles, the canes and whips. I realize that for some of you that is your nirvana—but trust me when I say this, there is no nirvana in the punishment you’ll receive for disobedience. It is swift, cruel and without compassion. Punishment is not the fun and games of sadomasochistic sex that you have experienced in the past.


    “While you are initiates, your lives will be carefully circumscribed and controlled. Your self is meaningless to us, so ask nothing. You are forbidden to speak.”


    Our overseer’s name was named Zed. Simple and to the point, I thought, but hardly necessary to know since it would never be uttered by me. A vassal at the villa, like my companions, and I are numbered ‘Elles’, the man explained, and that was all that we needed to know.


    The brief lecture complete, we were pulled from the floor and our chains removed. As the sensation came back to my aching shoulders and bound wrists, I could feel the life stir between my thighs again as well. Lined side by side against the cold concrete wall beneath the high windows, Zed fingered us one by one as though he were inspecting our body parts for flaws. Despite his austere nature, I could tell he was enjoying the feel. I even could sense his cock was stiffening, though I could see no tangible response. I just knew.


    With the inspection over, we were one by one taken to a chair in front of a wide mirror and our hair was shorn with a razor. I expected we might be bald by the time the woman finished; and though the result was not that extreme, it was hardly better. We were left with short buzz-cuts, just a bit of fur atop our heads. I could see tears in the redhead’s eyes as that lovely mass of red curls fell to the floor. The whimpering blonde lodged the same woeful response, and so did I when it was my turn. This act was more than a harsh lecture. It was something very real to define what we’d become. It suggested that we were in a kind of boot camp for vassals. And truly, this period of time, is as rigorous and demanding as military service—perhaps even more. We are nothing in our captors’ eyes except bodies to be abused and utilized on the whims of our overseers, trainers and the strategists who are in charge.


    Once shorn, our bodies were scalded with hot water, scrubbed down with a heavily scented soap—it was not a feminine fragrance, but something reminiscent of household cleaners. It was, however, surprisingly mild in texture, leaving our skin soft and glowing.


    With our bath complete, we were required to bend over a metal bar. When a probe was shoved inside my anus, I flinched in terror, scared to death that the powerful electric current earlier demonstrated on my ass would skyrocket my body off the planet altogether. I was surprised to learn, however, that this hefty probe—it truly felt like a ship’s anchor as it settled deep in my ass—had a different purpose altogether. When a stream of fast moving water suddenly flooded my rectum and far beyond, I shuddered with sensations I’d never felt before. The pressure was frightening, and I gasped my first serious protest. I made no recognizable sound—but Zed took offense right off. An instant later—while I still struggled to hold the dam full of hot soapy liquid inside my ass—he peeled off three vicious cuts of his cane, centering them directly on the plump centers of my bottom cheeks. I screeched, but got hold of myself quickly. The pain was only momentary—and what followed was a delightful warmth. Such contrasts. It was dizzying, the magnitude of physical changes I’ve learned to endure in a short span of time.


    Though it was a strain to hang on to the water inside me, I did endure, as did Elle 20 and 21. I knew we were feeling a degree of satisfaction in that. Yet, when it came time to release our bowels, the greatest humiliation so far turned what should have been a welcome release into a dreadfully blushing, self-conscious moment.


    Apparently, during our indoctrination and inspection we’d been watched. There was an audience of nearly twenty behind a screen; and in this last act, we became aware of their leering gaze as the screen was drawn aside. I remember no particular face in that crowd, but I remember the feeling of shame and the heat of my blushing cheeks as I turned around, faced the crowd, crouched over a stone pot, and released the painfully pressing load. There would never again be anything private and personal to me, not even this most primal act.


    Once we finished the ceremony, we received the collars that would stay with us throughout our initiation—I am still wearing this very collar since my initiation is far from over. While also made of metal, these collars are more comfortable than the ones we wore when we arrived. Their rounded edges prevent them from cutting into the skin, while their tight fit perpetually reminds us of the rigidity of our overseers and the demands they make. Each collar has rings in front and back, so we can easily be tethered. (Since coming to the villa, mine has been removed only for bathing, and on some special occasions when it is replaced by another more brutally confining device.)


    Naked, collared and restrained we were led from the room with the high windows and locked in private cells with beds of straw. It seemed like a lonesome life—certainly this was a lonesome beginning—one that almost begged us to break the rules and seek some comfort in whispered breaches of the command for silence. Yet, on that first night, and all that have followed, we’ve been silent—my companions and I and the other Elles in our stable. As for me, reaching the end of my first day of incarceration, I was supremely content. I had no need to think.


    There is so much more I need to report, but my time is over for today. I will be thinking of my next occasion to write and all I have to tell you. Elle-22.


    ***


    Though she knew that there might be hundreds of people, even thousands reading these words, Maureen knew that Sophie was writing for her alone. The revelations astounded her, yet Sophie’s life made such an impact on her that Maureen couldn’t prevent her sexual stimulation from working its way through her body. By the time she finished the second posting, her crotch was too raw to ignore. With her hand exploring underneath her dress, she found the sliver of her clitoris hard and throbbing with an energy that singed every nerve ending. She clutched her crotch in the palm of one hand and rocked on it, thrashing back and forth as she lay back in her bed. Her fingers poked and pinched as she thought of probes run up her ass and electric shock, and a hairless Sophie having been turned vacant of everything but a bodily response to physical sensation. She wanted to suck on that randy snatch and watch her squirm beneath her grasp. She wanted to comb Sophie’s body with her hands; and watch it being used by men, and women’s mouths. Most importantly, Maureen wanted to be as lost inside herself—as anonymous and abandoned to the real world as Sophie was now.


    Maureen came with her hands wet and sticky, rubbing sex juice over the folds of her vulva. The dampness stretched from the dark silken curls of her Venus mound to the tight brown bud of her anus. She remembered how much Jon enjoyed exploring that anxious hole—even as she did now—cringing and all. Once the first spasm subsided, an endless stream of spasms followed. While her body still languished in the feel of them, she picked up the phone beside the bed and called his number. She needed Jon Rush.


    “I need to see you,” she told him, “I know of no one else who understand these things.”


  




  

    Chapter Fourteen


    After months of steady dates, and strange rendezvous, and difficult conversations about her missing friend, submission, and her own desires, Jon and Maureen seemed headed toward some permanent relationship—though it was far from any traditional relationship she’d ever had.


    “I masturbated at the end of Sophie’s last letter to me,” she said when they met.


    “You think of Sophie’s messages as letters to you?”


    “I know they are. You almost implied that yourself. Please don’t argue the point, this is important to me.”


    “Of course it is,” he smiled with no mockery. “So maybe you can be honest now.”


    “I don’t want her life…” she stopped not really certain of herself.


    “No, I don’t think you do.”


    “But hers excites me and I’m still scared for her.”


    “Are you sure?”


    She shook her head. “I don’t know. I think mostly, I just miss her.”


    Knowing that, he didn’t try to stop her tears.


    “She’s giving you a gift right now. Letting you see her world and knowing that she’s all right. What you need to understand for you is the depth of your own passion.”


    He didn’t say more, but he did hold her, and later made love to her in bed. After that, they went out for dinner.


    They ended their evening in his penthouse where Maureen had a first glimpse of her lover’s private domain.


    “Some women go in and out of S&M, needing that world to soothe them so they can fight the good fight on the outside again.” They sat in his living room, comfortable and relaxed. “Others, like Sophie,” he continued, “can live in that world forever.”


    “And she will be there forever?”


    “I can’t believe otherwise,” he said.


    “Oh, but I can,” Maureen shook her head. “Something makes me feel that she’ll suddenly wise up, and when her captors realize that she no longer needs their game, she’ll be coming home. I know that, Jon. Sophie is not one to stay with anything forever. She doesn’t have the substance for it. In some respects she’s more fickle than I could ever be.”


    Jon didn’t challenge that thought, “Maybe you’re right,” he mused.


    In the long silence that followed, her arousal climbed. Thoughts of Sophie’s chains played sexual leapfrog with her body. The thoughts themselves were grinding inside her crotch and she wanted sex again.


    “Will you bind me in chains, Jon?” Her arousal had become impossible to manage.


    He was hardly surprised by the request, though he didn’t expect such a direct one. “Of course,” he answered.


    Jon Rush’s penthouse looked out on the city, on the glitter of lights in the late of night when everything seemed clean but dangerous from above. The mood at midnight seemed rife with possibilities.


    Jon took her to his study, which was no more than a dungeon to her eyes—though it was an unusual one. Maureen’s eyes instantly lighted on the far wall where rings bolts decorated the light wood paneling, and chains hung as though they’d been left from a recent scene.


    “You’ve had someone in here?” she asked.


    “I’ve had many women in here.”


    “Recently?”


    “Women like yourself have no right to ask such questions. I’m sure Sophie wouldn’t think of it.”


    “Perhaps not,” she said. With efficient speed, Jon removed her dress and underwear, leaving her naked but for the collar he placed around her neck. It wasn’t metal like Sophie’s though this leather provided the necessary feel of being restrained.


    Jon followed the capture of her neck, attaching a leash to her collar that he drew to a chain hanging from the ceiling overhead. She remained so linked while he bound her further.


    The garment of cold metal began with the collar ring, two chains drawn down between her breasts and then around her middle. They were linked with a clamp to prevent them from moving. Behind her back the chains were intersected, one lifted to the ring at the back of her collar, the other left hanging until it was ready to be strung up through her crotch. Before that was accomplished, however, he bent her over a bar—convenient for the purpose—and greased her ass, following with a thick plug inside her rectum.


    “Ooo, no,” she seethed softly as her insides cringed.


    “If you don’t relax, Maureen, this will hurt,” he reminded her with a good bit of steel in his voice.


    “But, this…”


    “Hush, you may have suggested I bind you, Maureen, but we do what I want. And I want your ass tonight.” He knew she was still scared of anal sex. But as much as she tried to relax, as much as she even enjoyed the experience, the fear of this unnatural act still welled-up to take away her initial pleasure. Eventually, she’d rise above this dread, since eventually he wanted her ass as available as her cunt.


    The plug felt as though it was too big to go inside, but it finally slipped right in when the muscles in her channel relaxed and the grease allowed it to slide. Lodging deeply in those dark recesses, Maureen let its penetration feed her sexual hunger.


    Then, after tying a knot in the chain that would secure the plug in her ass, Jon drew the chain between her legs and attached it to the clip at her waist. The knot purposefully hit her squarely at her clit, rubbing that gentle knob every time she moved.


    Undoing the leash, Jon pushed her to her knees before him and stared down at her critically. Taking her hands, he pressed them together and wrapped her wrist several times with a small chain. “Now, take my cock,” he said, “and do it right.”


    Although it was awkward opening his fly, she did so in a hurry, sensing her lover’s impatience. She loved the feel of her body, the way the chains seemed to tighten when she moved, or pinched her if she jerked. The knot at her clit was the most alarming. While she worked to find his penis, that little knot threatened to rub the sensitive bud raw, or catch it with an angry tweak. The utter concentration in her task was dizzying—but the sense that she might falter only made her focus more.


    Maneuvering with bound hands was difficult, but she managed to both caress the bobbing shaft and then hold it while her mouth covered the head and she began to suck. As her jaw worked with a rapturous eagerness, her fingers teased the scrotum below, cupping the swinging package and rolling it over her hand.Avoid the chains , she thought, afraid his hair might catch inside the links. Perhaps it wouldn’t have mattered, but she wanted this blowjob perfect.


    When Jon dropped down to the chair behind him she followed on her knees, diving into his open pants, pulling them down a leg at a time to strip them away. These were frenzied actions, her need to serve him suddenly welling up in her with a strength she’d never expected. She loved him, hated him, wanted him, needed him, all with a passion that required she take her life with him to whatever ends his imagination and hers led them. Their need was mutual.


    She nursed his dick with her mouth in an act of pure devotion, honoring the truth they shared.


    Though he seemed to be aiming for her wide-open mouth, Maureen was sure he’d want her ass to finish off his climax. But, instead, he shot in her face, spurts of opaque liquid littered her body. The messy cum ran down her lips, and hit her brow, lodged in her hair and then dribbled down her chest.


    Jon’s hand found Maureen’s wet hair, gently smearing the cum like gel or mousse. He’d let it dry there, just as the cum on her face and neck would remain all night. He dried only what hit her brow so it wouldn’t get in her eyes. Then, once reasonably recovered, he pulled Maureen to her feet by her bound hands.


    “You can sleep this way.”


    She didn’t speak—the reminder of Sophie’s enforced silence made her hesitant to say a word. If she was trying on this life in bits and pieces, she would get it right and see how it felt going down to the abyss of surrender. The finality and fervor of Sophie’s incarceration haunted her. What did she want from this place for herself? What did she want of Jon Rush?


    She slept the night in her chains beside the man, her hands fixed to the headboard. When he was aroused again, near dawn, he unfastened the chain at her crotch, removed the plug and fucked her until he came again. Done, he replaced the plug and chain and let her fall back to sleep.


    Oddly, Maureen’s mind only raced for minutes. She was afraid she’d be awake until morning. But she quickly drifted off in the middle of her fantasies and slept till noon.


  




  

    Chapter Fifteen


    Sophie’s missals were written sporadically—Jon giving her new passwords each time a new one was posted to an Internet site. Even the websites changed—almost daily, as though the information about Sophie, Elle-22, and the villa was too hot for any server to handle for long. If Maureen wanted to return to read the words again, she was disappointed to find that they were no where to be found. And the pages were not printable. Perhaps, they self-destructed the moment they’d been read so the server could disavow that they’d ever been there at all. Some kind of subterfuge was operating here—deliberate and painstakingly observed.


    Maureen let her days pass with little worry of Sophie. Occasionally, she’d wonder when she’d hear from her again, but more often, she daydreamed of her next night with Jon Rush. He proved to be as erratic as Sophie’s letters.


    My third message…


    I’m lost, not remembering at all where I left off and of course, they won’t let me see what I wrote last. Perhaps that is okay. I should simply report what I remember and those of you that read this can forgive me if I’ve already mentioned these particular facts before.


    I believe I ended with the first days of my initiation. I’m far beyond that now, though my initiation will continue for a very long time. Since it is assumed that we are not leaving, the overseers and strategists will take all the time they need to make certain we’re ready to assume the full sexual life at the villa.


    In the first weeks, we were restrained often, kept abjectly bound, caged and otherwise demeaned. We peed in buckets or drains in the floor, ate from plates with no utensils. If our hands were bound, we lapped our food like dogs. I assume all this was for the restructuring of our brains, our mental response—brainwashing, yes. However, we’re not without the pleasure our bodies feed on, which makes this life worthwhile. It wasn’t uncommon to find ourselves being physically stimulated with fingers, tongues and various implements. We orgasmed with astounding cries issuing from deep in our bellies, and then wilted from the satisfaction that followed.


    Though it seemed as though I was often in a fog, there were times of perfect clarity, when I knew everything that was happening to me was exactly as I wanted it to be. I’m not without my thoughts. My mind is active and free to pursue whatever it wishes. Perhaps, that is because I have no real fear now. I know I’ll be beaten and whipped, that I’ll need to endure the very extremes of kinky sexual acts; but I know as well, that I’ll not be permanently harmed. With this assurance, I can allow myself to dive into this life unhindered by fear .


    Two or three weeks into our incarceration, the three of us were taken to a very different room in the villa from the cold ones where we’re trained and the stable where we sleep. There, we met Madam Elle, the first of vassal—though she has no number associated with her name.


    She must be nearly eighty, but she remains a beautiful woman. She still has her wit and generous smile and a degree of sexuality you would never expect from one so old. Sitting on the floor at her feet, we were in awe. And though I must be paraphrasing her words now, her message was clearly imprinted in my brain.


    “You are with us now, like new members of our family. But like new members, you are babes with much to learn. I was the first vassal in this villa, which was created for me by the man I loved. It has been perpetuated because, from time to time, the members of our exclusive society bring us new initiates like you. There have been twenty since it was begun in the late 1940’s.


    “Though you might have some regrets over leaving the outside world, I know there will be none once you look back on the quality of your life from the vantage point of age. You will love deeply, serve in a way that only few people can appreciate. You will experience pleasures far greater than those who discard these ways of life believing they are arcane depravity. You were chosen for your temperament and I have watched you closely these weeks, and know you will be as perfect as the other initiates we have brought into our villa.


    “I am the grand dame of this place, you are the youthful, invigorating flesh that is needed to continually rejuvenate us. There is a place at any age of your life to serve and experience pleasure. Things will surely be harsh for you at times, but you can be assured that you’ll come through these days happy and content.


    Madam was so elegant, so beautifully spoken and so at peace, I could only see her as a mentor and hope to become as joyous as she is now.


    Despite my initial reaction to her speech, I was to experience the harshness she mentioned, and my own desire to quit just days later (of course there is no quitting).


    My companions and I went days without sleeping, our bodies worked slavishly in everything from physical labors, to calisthenics, to sexual games. Exhaustion was breaking me down, and all I could think of was sleep. Then for a day—or perhaps several days, I was locked alone in a cage—deep in a damp and putrid smelling basement. (I could only assume that Elle-20 and Elle-21 were also taken to these cages—though I couldn’t see or hear them). I was left for many hours of misery on my own. And when there was someone with me, it was an overseer whose job it was to confuse me. He told me things I was forced to agree with—lies about people I’d known in my other life, and even what I knew to be true about the villa. I was told that my shorn hair was growing in black, when I knew that couldn’t be true. I was told that I was fucked all night by a dozen cocks when I could swear that was ridiculous. I was told it was night when it was plainly day, that food was hot when it was cold, that I was free to roam when I was unchained. But I was not free at all. The collar I wore would shock me with electricity every time I moved through certain places in the basement floor. I quickly found a safe place and stayed there. Everything seemed out of sync and after some time, I was delirious. The whippings were profoundly painful and regular. The paddlings the same. And yet, when I looked for marks on my body, there were none. I don’t know why. Surely, the cane Zed and the others used left bruises, but I could see no evidence of them. This made me wonder how much was real, how much my imagination.


    I wanted out. There was no pleasure, nothing, not one second where I could breathe freely—or experience even one tenth the contentment I’d had days before. I wanted out, but there was no exit from this horror. I remembered Madam’s words and cursed her for the lies.


    Finally, I was drawn from my cage and that basement, pulled out on hands and knees and returned to the rooms above—I thought I was in heaven. I only learned later that I’d been in the basement for nearly ten days.


    The only explanation given for the treatment came from Zed when he said to us briefly,“You know now that we can and will be harsh if you defy us.”


    I already knew that, but it seemed our captors wanted us to have firsthand experience with what that meant.


    My life has been much better since then. And just a few days after we emerged from the cages I met my trainer.


    I can say no more now. Elle-22


    Maureen’s intense response to Sophie’s words was no different this time. It drove her to Jon for more of the sexual discipline they’d already practiced. She spent two weeks on vacation from the deli in Jon’s penthouse, practicing abandonment. The role of grueling master came to him naturally and he played it well for her—which was what she wanted. Though she didn’t brave the extremes that Elle-22 endured, she experienced the joy of surrender in her limbs, the seduction of her mind, and a wholeness in her heart. She would often wonder if this seemingly joyful celebration was because she was in love. But love was not the experience that it used to be—the heart-palpitating infatuation of youth. It was something more powerful, rooted in her loins. It wasn’t about liking Jon Rush because she often hated him. But when the hate was passionate, so was the love and longing that followed.


  




  

    Chapter  Sixteen


    Several weeks after her vacation in his penthouse, Maureen accosted Jon in his office, “I hate you, hate you, hate you, you fucking bastard,” she screamed. She didn’t care who heard her yelling.


    “Strong words, Maureen,” he said civilly. “And you’d better calm down.”


    “I don’t want to calm down.”


    “But you’ll do it anyway, or I’ll spank you right here with the door wide open, and let anyone who wants to look see your bare ass getting red.”


    She tried to calm. Public humiliation was not in her repertoire of desires as hot as the thought of it was in fantasy.


    The door had been ajar and Jon prudently closed it while motioning her to a chair.


    “Tell me, what’s eating you now? Not another missal from Sophie. I don’t think there’s been one in two weeks.”


    “Why do you mock my affection for her?”


    “I don’t. I know it’s genuine. Why do you think you get these regular letters? It’s not the custom of the villa to let even this much information out, but since I have control of you, I arranged it.”


    “You!”


    “Of course.”


    She wanted to spit at him and cry and punch him in the eye. “You are controlling my life, Jon Rush. And I want it to stop.”


    He looked amused. “Sure, anytime.”


    “No, that’s just it, I can’t do that.”


    “Why not?” he waited and she wouldn’t speak. “Say it.”


    “No! I’m not going to say it.”


    He shrugged. “It’s over whenever you say.”


    “And that’s all I mean to you, a shrug?”


    “What do you want me to say?” He sat back in his chair flashing the same crude sparkling blue eyes that confused, hypnotized and now seduced her every night.


    “I want this to end.”


    “Why? Because you suddenly can’t stand losing control? Not always being right? Because you’re afraid of what’s there? Because you think you’ll finally end up in Sophie’s shoes—and despite the fact that you love her, and that her life is the most thrilling thing you can imagine, you know you can’t follow in her footsteps?”


    “I can’t.”


    “But you think that’s what’s happening, don’t you?”


    She answered with a meager, “Yes.”


    After some moments with Jon tapping the tips of his fingers on his polished marble desk, he said, “How about let’s take Sophie out of the picture?”


    “How do I do that?”


    “The villa is off-limits to you.”


    “It is?”


    “You could never pass their tests, not even the first one.”


    “You know that?”


    “Yes, I know that. It’s for a certain kind of woman and I’ve told you a thousand times that you’re not one. You can’t be like Sophie because that’s not who you are. You’re a woman of the real world and you have to live and breathe and eat and sleep this.”


    She listened, calmly knowing that he made sense, and her fears began to subside.


    “You can’t go to the villa even if you pounded down their doors and demanded entrance. So, in lieu of that, you have me. I’ve done nothing but take you to the places you’ve wanted to go, and I’ll continue to do that. We’ll go as far and as deep as you want to go, Maureen Duvall. And I will love you.” He raised his eyebrows as his gaze narrowed on her. “Sometimes, Maureen, love is a fact in the real world that we have to live with. For crazy reasons, we find someone that means more to us that we’d like them to. You’ve done that for me, and I know I’ve done that for you. I know you don’t like me all the time. That I press when you don’t want me to be pressed, and I take things away that seem so precious, and private—like a good night’s sleep and your all-important liberty.”


    Even as he spoke Maureen was becoming seduced by the mellow warmth of him gliding through her like vapors of air.


    “I am an arbitrary man and I sometimes take out my frustrations angrily on you—as I did last night.” (He’d come to her apartment, bound her, gagged her, whipped her ass, and, though he eventually left her with the ability to free herself, he didn’t bother to untie the ropes, use her sexually, or anything else. He was letting off steam)


    “You know what?” He was pretty damned haughty, even chuckling as he spoke. “I liked what happened last night because I knew you would come flying angrily to me this morning, trying to undo everything. I knew I’d get a chance to lecture you like this. You need it. I need it. What is so damned difficult about that? We’ve been playing with this many months, maybe now’s the time to let it rest and resign yourself to the truth. I did that a long time ago. I quit fighting my feelings for you. I’d like you to quit fighting what you feel for me. It starts to look pretty damned stupid denying it all the time—even if it is kind of cute.”


    He stopped speaking leaving a wide expanse of empty airspace and no sound inside it except that of their bodies wiggling in their chairs.


    Jon finally broke that silence. “What did she say in her last message, Maureen?”


    The message? “I read it two weeks ago, I’m not sure I remember.”


    “Oh, you do. It’s been bothering you ever since, but you didn’t want to embarrass yourself with another knee-jerk reaction.” He chuckled warmly. “You just saved it until now.”


    “Please don’t mock me, this one was…” she couldn’t finish.


    “More final than the others?”


    “Yes. More final.”


    The sacred ceremony…


    My lover is a constant in my life now. He is my trainer, my disciplinarian, my tormentor and my friend. I imagine that he picked me specially—but he’s never told me why. That is not the kind of question I’m allowed to ask. Ah! yes, now after these initial months, I’m free to speak—a special time he dictates for me. I’ve come to love the hours we spend in his quarters—a rather Spartan apartment by real world standards, but it has one wall lined with bookshelves, and hundreds of beautiful books to read. We read aloud. Sometimes when I’m brutally bound he reads me poetry. Other days, I read him fiction and fantasy while I run my hands over his muscles and massage the aches away. He sometime brings me coffee, or a tiny piece of chocolate when I’m confined to his room. And when I’ve truly pleased him, we make love like romantic lovers do.


    It’s in his apartment where I write these letters, where I am now.


    There are those other times as well—when his voice turns sharp and his eyes narrow into tiny points of darkness. I think I can see eternity inside them, that I can look into an endless tunnel and see my soul and his. My body quakes, then my legs feel like quivering jello. He’ll take a whip and draw its talons gently over my skin, then rearing back, let loose the lash as though he’s a dragon breathing fire down my back. My ass gets hot and my pussy feels as though something is tearing it apart and if he doesn’t stop, I’ll lose myself—I’ll be so addicted that I beg and beg and beg for more.


    He’ll tie my wrists to his bedpost and drip candle wax down my torso. He’ll cover my shriveled nipples, and center of my belly, filling the hole with this heated paraffin. Sometimes, I’ll have my eyes wide open, staring into his eyes, anticipating his next move; and then he’ll have me close mine so I can’t, in any way, predict when the next river of liquid will splash against my skin. My belly jerks as it feels the burn. I know there will be more to come, tiny drops, one by one poured from the pool of heated fluid around the wick.


    There are many harsher times too—those moments that mimic the first days of my initiation. After we’ve talked or played or read or made love in his apartment he often takes me back to the stable, or locks me in a cage for the night. Sometimes, I sleep at the foot of his bed on the cold floor where I shudder even in my sleep.


    I’m often dressed now in diaphanous clothes. The skirts float over my hips so they tickle my thighs. These are sumptuous clothes—and very different from anything I could wear on the outside. Not only would the see-through fabric be verboten, the tightly laced corsets I wear about my middle suggest the kind of sexual being I am. No matter what garments I wear—these softer ones or leather fetish clothes—my breasts are always exposed. Any skirt is designed to open both back and front should the services of my sex be required. I’m used to these clothes now and would feel odd covering my body with anything more.


    This has been a difficult week. My hair was trimmed again. It will be kept short for some time. Even some of the Elles in the class before mine—who’ve been at the villa for nearly eight years are still closely cut. And their pubic mounds are shaved—as mine is now. I suspect this will never change.


    The trimmed hair was only a tiny part of a rite that began Sunday afternoon. Here we’d thought—Elle 20, 21 and I—that we’d have the rest of our day to relax. It has been the only time of the week that we can count on the overseers, strategists, and even our lovers to be otherwise occupied. Though not this Sunday. Usually, our trainers put us through our early morning ritual; then we’re left for several hours when we often read, write or simply enjoy the lack of demands. On this Sunday, however, older vassals took the place of our trainers. They knew our rites by heart and were diligent in carrying them out; but I sensed that underneath their efficiency and indifference that they were nervous. Obviously, something important was taking place.


    Perhaps we should have been aware weeks ago that we were being prepared for the ceremonial induction. Yet, it’s so difficult to know if what is happening is the precursor to change in our lives, or simply a new aspect of our ever-changing routine.


    I considered—as did my companions—that the piercing was simply another step in our downward spiral of abdication. This act, however, had a unique quality about it—each of us was pierced by our trainers according to their desires for us. Elle-20 wears a long line of labia rings on either side of her cunt, which are often used to lace her pussy shut. A second double line runs up her back. When they are threaded with ribbons, it looks like a bit like a corset in the flesh. Seeing her with them for the first time, I almost broke the rule of silence. I’m sure, however, that my eyes said everything that my lips could not.


    Elle-21 has a half-dozen rings dangling from her inner labia. They’re often now dripping with tiny bells so we can always hear where she is. Her clitoris is also pierced—straight through the tiny bud of it. I remember her screaming. Now the tender thing is so sensitive, I often look at her seeing her face cringe with a sensuous shudder. I know it’s a constant source of pain.


    I’m been more simply adorned with gold. My lover led me to the sterile room, prompted me to the table where my legs were spread and held wide in stirrups that cupped the back of my ankles. The room was cold, my skin a sea of goose bumps, yet his hands were warm and comforting. Other Elles were at my shoulders to add support.


    I would have closed my eyes, but they were ordered open. He wanted me to see the thick needle and know the moment of impact. I think he believed I’d be more settled if I did. I’ll never know for sure.


    He told me the piercing would be an extreme one—that what he planned for me required heavy gauge bars through the top of my labia. Unlike the many rings on my companions, which are very tiny, these piercings would be substantial. I had no idea what he meant, since I’d never had a body piercing before.


    I whelped, not cried. And the pain was rich. The Elles soothed me with their loving hands—after all, they’d been through this before themselves. Even though the pain and the ache that followed were immense, all the energy from the pierce seemed to gather in my crotch. Every nerve in me tingled—a feeling that was only augmented with the second pierce, high on the other labia.


    With the worst of it over, my lover fiddled with his work, my poor snatch feeling as though it was being stretched, reshaped and mangled. When I stood again and looked in the mirror the results were so stunning that it took some seconds to believe what my eyes reported to my brain. A three-inch bar, with its ends stabbing through my labia and locked in place above my clit, now parted the sides of my cunt—so I looked as if I was wide open, inviting men to come inside. This bar has become a feature of my anatomy now as permanent as my eyes and teeth.


    A week later—strictly for decoration only, he told me—my back was pierced at the waist with another rather substantial ring. My lover’s intention was to connect my collar to that ring with leather straps—like reins. Normally, the straps fall loosely down my back. This addition gives my lover a means ofreining me in .


    There is an intense sexual response in me every time my piercings are touched. I know some of it is from the healing. The soreness is not hell at all, but almost fun to feel the way it works like electric shock to arouse me when I move. So far, however, that heightened sensation hasn’t diminished even though I’m almost fully healed.


    The final steps of our preparation began that Sunday afternoon: our hair was cut; our pussies freshly shaved; our piercing thoroughly cleansed and shined; and new collars circled our throats. We were led from our corner of the villa, into a courtyard at dusk where there were dozens of unfamiliar people gathered waiting for us. We were told these were our future lovers—the ones we served—those who made our life possible.


    Each in turn, my companions and I were tied to three whippings posts with our hands above us, all our jewelry glittering in the moonlight and the flickering light of the torches behind us. We were at three corners of a pyramid, twenty feet apart.


    Blindfolded, we were assaulted, tortured with whips, our bodies made raw both front and back from the cruel treatment. When the whippings stopped, we were aware of another ceremony going on before us. But unable to see, we could only guess that some ritual sex act was taking place—for a few moments I remembered my nights at the club—the sounds were very similar. Once the voices drifted into murmurs, and the shuffling feet moved away, I was sure we were left alone—there to hang all night. But before my arms truly had a chance to ache, I was untied and led to the stables where I slept in my stall.


    The same sort of blindfolded ritual continued every night. No explanations were given, and the intensity of the punishment that took place varied each day. We knew nothing else—but were left in anticipation that eventually we’d endure something more rigorous than the simple beatings that began each night’s sexual rites.


    On Friday, there were no blindfolds to keep us from seeing, and the entire mood seemed vastly different—though I can’t exactly pinpoint why. There was still an ominous feel in the air, and a great bonfire burned with flames, casting shadows all about the arena.


    We were bound again, but not beaten this time, remaining tied to our posts for a time before we were one by one taken down. I watched as Elle-20 and Elle 21 were led to the center of the dais where they knelt before a council of strategists and overseers, including the lovers who had trained them these last months. Madam was among them, beautiful and proud with the light of torches dancing off her shining eyes, the delicate parchment of her aged skin glowing with a lovely yellow gleam.


    I couldn’t hear what was said, though I quickly realized the importance of this gathering


    This was our branding.


    I watched as my companions screamed in terror. Their eyes lit wildly seeing the molten metal symbols that would decorate—more than decorate—alter their flesh forever. I winced and turned away—thankful that no one noticed my trepidation.


    When it was my turn, I took a deep breath as my bonds were loosened and I was led to the stone dais.


    The words they uttered meant nothing. I could hardly hear them. Like a puppet dancing on their strings, I answered yes to the series of questions posed to me. I knew this was just a formality. Obedience had been bred into me for months. I’d given up my right to choose. I’d been stripped of my need for self-determination. Any agreement I made now was superfluous to the reality I was already living. I conclude now that the formal ceremony was for the audience around me—the ones who wanted to hear from my lips that I had consented to my life. Though I wore chains, was tethered and abused, I’d once been free to choose and did so without a moment’s hesitation.


    Once the string of words passed into memory, I was taken to a table of stone, which sits in the center of the pyramid. Draped face down over the cold surface, and held by four pairs of forceful hands at my four corners, I had only to catch my breath and stare into the eyes of my lover. He held the first glowing rod before his eyes and mine. A moment later, I tasted a salty tear that had run from my eyes, and down my cheek as I lifted my head. It only made my dry throat more parched.


    There was no affection coming from the man I’d come to love. Times like this didn’t allow sentiment. My crotch played with me, suggesting that this scene was thrilling me. My cunt burrowed into the stone so hard I could feel that stone press against my clit.


    “Hold still,” I heard him speak.


    Another two pairs of hands grasped the base of my thighs and the branding iron descended beyond my view. When the sizzling metal was pressed high and tight on my left ass cheek, I thought I blacked out. I was numb thereafter. The second iron before my eyes, I was less fearful. But there were spasms deep inside me, relentless ones that tossed my insides crazily. I was then fucked ceremonially by those on the council. In a mindless emptiness I took them all until we were exhausted.


    When I was removed to my whipping post, I bore the insignia of the villa on one ass cheek, the initials of my trainer on the other. I realized when I first saw the brands in the mirror that the “GS” burnished on my flesh meant nothing to me. I didn’t know my lover’s real name.


    The ceremony that followed was like a wedding. We were the new brides of this society and for the remainder of the gathering treated kindly.


    Now, I’m in the remainder of my life. I will be taking each new experience for my inner joy, relishing what I can give to those who brought me here and have given me so much. I am content to live my life and die inside these walls.


    I am now, forever, Elle-22


    The remembrance of Sophie’s last missal was still so fresh in her mind that there were tears in Maureen’s eyes when she finished telling Jon Rush what she had read. Of course, he already knew its contents; but he listened to her patiently, knowing that it was finally time for her to accept the truth about Sophie’s message.


    “She’s not coming back, is she?” she said.


    He shook his head. “Doesn’t appear that way. Mind you, I’m not an expert on these things, but she sounds at peace with herself. I think that is all that Sophie Russo wanted to feel.”


    Maureen was forced to agree. “So, maybe it’s time I said goodbye.” She could hardly say the words as the tears streamed from her eyes. But there was nothing left to say, no other conclusion to reach than this one.


    Jon held her close to him for a long time and let her cry.


    The missal regarding Sohpie’s lover and the branding was the last that Maureen would hear from her friend.


    Months later, she realized, just as Jon Rush was responsible for the letters, that he stopped them from coming. There was a time she would have rebelled angrily knowing that. But not now. She let it pass. Time to let Sophie go, and live her life without her. Eventually, the worst of her grief would fade.


    An afternoon eight years later…


    There was a gentle tinkling at the door of the restaurant. Off-hours, Maureen looked up from folding blue linen napkins to see a woman move her way. Behind her was a halo of light from the afternoon glare coming through the window. Maureen had forgotten to draw the blinds. Unable to make out her visitor’s face, she reacted on intuition alone. Some sure bond tying Maureen Duvall to her vanished friend had not been broken after all.


    “Sophie?” Maureen moved cautiously out of her chair.


    “Hi, sweetie.” The genuine and familiar embrace opened her heart wide.


    What could she say but, “Why are you here?” She looked wonderful, dressed in a teal blue suit. The skirt was notably short, the jacket cut deep into her cleavage—but otherwise, she seemed like the Sophie in her memories.


    “I’ve been assigned outside the villa for a few months,” she said with a smile. “I didn’t know until just recently that I’d be given this opportunity. I’m a little nervous, it’s been so long and everything looks weird.”


    “It’s been eight years, Sophie,” Maureen replied amazed. “And all this time…”


    “I’ve been imprisoned at the villa, yes.”


    “Today’s your first day?” This was almost too much to believe.


    Sophie looked a little embarrassed. “No, I’ve been here nearly a week. But I honestly couldn’t come any sooner.”


    “I’m surprised you really…remembered.”


    “Or cared?” she looked astonished. “Of course I cared. I always have. I’ve never stopped caring about you. I cared mostly about healing myself and letting you get on with your life.”


    “I was getting on with my life,” Maureen jumped right in.


    “Oh, but look at you now,” Sophie stared around the room. “It’s changed. My god it’s beautiful—but it’s not a deli anymore.” The look of awe on her face was priceless.


    “Yes. It’s a first class restaurant.”


    “And doing very well, I’ll bet?”


    “Thanks to Jon.”


    “Jon?”


    “I followed as closely in your footsteps as I could go. I wanted to find you. I wanted them to let me see you. But obviously, I couldn’t go that far. I couldn’t do everything you’ve done, endure even half of what you have. But I think I understand what drives you—I married Jon Rush five years ago. He says I’m learning.”


    “Oh my, this is a surprise,” Sophie was practically dancing. “And you’re in love?”


    “Most of the time.” Maureen smiled thinking of the times she still loathed her husband.


    “Then this is good for you.”


    “Just as your life seems good for you,” Maureen answered her. “And you are still beautiful.”


    “And so are you,” Sophie answered right back.


    The sun in the restaurant ceased to glare into their eyes, and in the dim light that remained, they held each other for a long time.


  




  

    More Alternative Fiction…


    SUMMER OF LOVE


    He is as mysterious as his tormented past, as intriguing as his poetry and as skilled as Susana’s dreams imagine a dominant lover. Susana’s first sexual master, J.T. Greenway, is an imposing, artful, hard-edged and stubborn man, who insists on training this young poet in strict obedience, submissive discipline and the passionate pleasures of sexual surrender. Against the backdrop of the free-love 1960’s, this scatterbrained hippie agrees to find her sexual liberation by becoming J.T.’s dutiful slave. Despite his ruthless tactics, his creative genius leaves her begging at his feet for more. This wild-hearted novel is brimming with corsets, ropes, birches, canes and graphic spanking, plus bondage, multiple partners, anal sex and exhibitionism.


     


    IN CHAINS


    A ruthless scoundrel and sexual master, Billy Fitzgerald seeks not just a wife, but a woman daring enough to choose sexual servitude at the feet of her husband. Fresh out of college, Kirsten Cates willingly falls into his masterful hands, accompanying him on a summer tour of Europe. Billy agrees to love her, marry her and sexually dominate her. All she’s ever desired is about to come true.


    In Chains is a unique story seen through the eyes of Kirsten, Billy, a fellow master, Derek, Derek’s submissive wife, Hope, and Tony Fynn—a maverick filmmaker who intends to break Billy’s grip on Kirsten’s body and soul. This candid look at masters and slaves includes bondage, discipline, slave training, spanking (fem/fem spanking), chains, dungeons, female bisexuality & anal eroticism.


     


    PRIMITIVE


    “You can’t go primitive in the jungle without going wild. You can’t dive into darkness without giving the darkness a sign of your savagery.”


    On a South Seas Isle, the pristine Camille is betrayed by her sister, handed over to a man turned savage by the teaming jungle. Captive, she angrily decries her fate. But Llewellyn, knows how she hungers to have her wild nature set free. He refuses to take her without her consent, she succumbs at last to a seduction by two dark-skinned natives until she begs to be deflowered. So begins her transformation from virgin maid to sexual slave. Conquered by Llewellyn’s loving domination, she dives into her primitive lust becoming a slave to her master—and a queen in her jungle. This tale of love and surrender includes, domination and submission, bondage, spanking, whipping, anal sex, tattoos and piercing.


     


    ADAM & EDEN


    Obsessive sexual submissive, Eden Rose runs in panic from her master, Jacob, to attorney Adam Cady, seeking a safe haven from the ruthless man that owns her life. However, telling the astute attorney half-truths, she quickly learns that he can see behind her charades and lies. When he delivers her into the safety of his summer home, far from her former lover’s grasp, she discovers a new master she must meet face to face. Serving this man requires surrendering to all she fears, to whips and chains and bondage, to anal sex and orgies, to his initials fused to her ass with fire and ink. The extremes in sexual dominance/submission rendered graphically, to shock, provoke and please.


     


    JOCELYN’S REBELLION


    When Jocelyn’s consulting business takes a sudden nose dive, the sassy redhead runs away with her scoundrel lover from the past. While Jocelyn’s on her impetuous erotic ride, her husband, Reggie, turns to another submissive woman, and it looks as if the dominant/submissive “match made in heaven” is forever doomed. In this wild tale, it’s not just Jocelyn rebelling, but the sensuously submissive Alexandra paying for her lusty excursions into infidelity. Includes spanking, bondage, anal sex and graphic dominant/submissive sexual encounters.
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