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Sadie Curtain is a literary researcher looking into the facts behind a book written by writer Emerson Gray called Pygmalion Whore, which was released in the early 1970’s. This work of fiction centered around the abduction and seduction of a young woman. While the work was alarming for its time, it also won quite a cult following. It was recently rediscovered by a Millennium audience, some of who have used it almost as a textbook for certain unconventional sex practices. The interviewer’s intention is to delve deeper into the experiences on which Gray based his novel. She assumes that there are things left unsaid. Daphne McGill, Emerson’s former wife, was willing to candidly share the truth with her.


Chapter One

Her heart beat as if it were going to run away, tormented, frightened and in anguish, but aroused, all in the same confounding, splendid instant. She lay back on the bare, striped mattress, legs spread like a wide Western vista; skin shiny, venting the incense of sex. He came toward her for the third time that afternoon, penis edgy with testosterone overflowing, raw muscled extremities breathing with feral power. He loomed and thrust unrestrained into the succulent sheath between her thighs and she drew him in again, ready for more, for coming again, coming easier this time perhaps, his vigor hardly abated but now laced with exhaustion. Their afternoon had started at one o’clock and would end at five on the same old mattress in the same barren room where they began.

At the window, a thin white curtain fluttered in the breeze.

His body sank into the cushion of her, into sweaty thighs and a satiny bosom flushed with heat, sweat dripping down the sides.  He kissed away one salty rivulet. As he fucked her, his firm ass bobbed in and out of the flickering sunshine. He hit deep and clawed for more, always more. Three times was never enough for him. 

And what did she mind that he was such a sexual animal? She liked her orgasms long and strong. And plenty of them one after another…after another. 

The sound of their skin smacking drove her mad. She thrashed back and forth. His teeth clamped onto her nipple and he sucked it into a hard inch-long bullet of tender sensation. 

“Yes, yes, yes,” she seethed, closing her eyes and feeling the wave of pain. “Hard, dammit it, harder!” Grunting, panting, sweat dripping from her brow, she arched her back. Coming again…squeezing down to suck him dry. “Oh, more…” her lilting voice drifted, as the waves of passion rode her body end to end.

Then he finished too, pressing his groin firmly against her center, muscles straining while he moaned for the duration of his climax. 

Emerson fell away, naked body bouncing into the mattress. 

They stared upwards at the old cracked plaster, watching motionless as the ceiling fan loped a bit cockeyed, stirring the overheated air. Without it one could hardly breathe in the stifling room. Their scent was strong. 

“Probably should have the place fumigated when we’re done,” he finally broke the silence. 

“Oh, I think the aroma is divine,” Daphne returned with a sigh. 

She turned to him, laying her hand on his chest. The hair there had been bleached by the sun, like his close-cropped blond at the top of his head, already white and it was just the end of spring. He could have been a beach bum with his looks, like a West Coast surfer, but he was much more than that, much different. She stroked him affectionately, letting her thoughts swim.

He was often quiet for minutes at a time, as he was now, lost in thought. Then he came back revived enough to announce, “Let’s get married, Daph.”

“What?”
He rolled over, propped on one elbow, looking at her, blue eyes flashing a hard, cold gaze of determination. So like Emerson Gray. “Married Daphne. You and me, like this forever.”

“It can’t be like this all the time,” she said. 

“What?” Instantly irked. “You making excuses for not loving me?”

“But I do love you!”

“Then there should be no question about getting married.” Simple as that.

The thought had never occurred to her, since she never thought that Emerson would ever consider marriage. Her boyfriend was brilliant; the most brilliant man she’d ever dated, or knew, for that matter. He was incisive, biting, sexy, charming when he wanted to be, or wanted something. But married? He lived to defy convention. What could be more conventional than marriage? 

She shrank back, shivering with nervous heat. “I think you have me scared.”

He looked at her quizzically—he didn’t understand her hesitation—then suddenly smiled, opening up the broad expanse of his peculiar magnetism.

“Oh, Daphne, sweet,” he leaned over her, staring straight into her hazel eyes, curling a lock of her long ash blond hair between his fingers. “You…have…no…reason to be scared,” he enunciated with great care. “I couldn’t ever, ever love anyone like I do you. Ever!” The word was almost tinged with anger. But still, he smiled. He gazed at her in awe. “Don’t make me beg. Please.” He raised his eyebrows with melancholy wanting.

Her cold shivers took on some warmth. 

“Okay.” Her voice breathless and small. “I-I…don’t… you say this so suddenly… so get married, how do we do that?”

“Elope, of course. Tonight,” he thought again, “no tomorrow, I need to get some cash. We’ll bring Zack and Penelope maybe, but no one else, unless you just want it to be the two of us. I think I’d like it that way, don’t you? Just you and me. It’s all about you and me.”

“I don’t know,” she returned, still dazed.

“You don’t know what?” he looked concerned again.

She saw a hint of hurt in his eyes. “No, Emerson, I do want to marry you.” She smiled, looking suddenly elated, then giggled like a young girl. She was still young, twenty-three, a graduate student looking for a publisher for her randy poetry and emotionally edgy short stories. 

“Oh! We’re going to be quite the pair, huh?” He jumped from bed and climbed into his clothes. 

Late the next night, they were married by a Justice of the Peace. 


Chapter Two

The Interview

Daphne Lawrence Gray McGill speaking…

I was in shock for months after the wedding…if you could call it a wedding. Sweet, really. Just the two of us as Emerson wanted. I wore a long, flowered granny dress, flowers in my hair, of course, such was the style in 1968. And there was Emerson wearing some expensive, conservative suit he’d worn for his graduation a few years before. He did know how to dress well. 

You know, it was he who started the Writer’s Club. Until then, we were just a clique of friends meeting in coffee houses and on the University lawn. Emerson wanted to make made our efforts more formalized, and required that each of us present a new piece at our meetings, something fresh, inspired, he’d say. He insisted we read it aloud. I hated that. At the time, I wanted to hate everything I wrote. Maybe that was why I liked Emerson so much—he loved, appreciated, even revered my writing. Can you imagine, for all his sharp critique of society, of hippies, hawks, protestors, warmongers, everything that life was at the time, he never criticized my work in a negative way—or anyone else’s I think… He only criticized a lack of effort.

She pauses.

Emerson and I came to the next meeting in the basement of the English Department building announcing our big news, wearing two shiny gold rings. Nothing fancy, just simple bands. I still wear it. She fidgets with her right ring finger. Can’t take away those years. I wanted them; I needed them to be the writer I’ve become. She thinks of the past and then returns to the present, her face brightening. You should have seen their faces. Never had a shock wave ripped that crowd with such force!

The Interviewer—Sadie Curtain

You mentioned others in the Writer’s Club?

Daphne

Yes. There was Penelope—tall, ballsy, brunette, a real bombshell. She was small-chested, but she had a kind of svelte sexuality that reeked with confidence. And opinions.  She had opinions on everything, and she was a slut in the true sense of the word. You know, the old saying—she’d fuck anything that moved—that was Penny. Oh, she hated to be called that. It was Penelope. The 60’s were made for her—perhaps better put, she helped make them what they became. A long sigh. And then Kathy Ann. She really didn’t belong with us. Yes, she was, still is, a terrific writer, but she wore her feelings on her sleeve and was too easily hurt. She would never have the stomach for what we became. But she was in love with Zack, I think even more than I was ever in love with Emerson. She loved until it hurt her. When Zack wasn’t loving someone else, he loved her back. Damn, Zack! I loved him too; everyone did. It was hard not to, the smile, the charm—much different than my Emerson. Emerson could be cold, distant and tactless. He hated hugging. In that department, Zack was everything that Emerson was not. Big in spirit, emotional. They were both edgy bastards and so filled with sexual hormones and fantasy that they couldn’t live simply in normal society. They had to make a boisterous statement. In that regard, they fed off the other’s fantasy, off each other’s perverse sexual kinks. 

Interviewer reviewing her notes

Weren’t there more than just the five? Another man?

Daphne

You mean Lowell—Bo, we called him. He was the quiet contemplative one. He rarely had anything to contribute to the Writer’s Club. Emerson would get pissed when he’d shake his head, in effect saying, ‘not tonight’. Oddly, he was one person who was rarely fazed by Emerson’s fits of pique. And when Bo did have something to say, a new work to read, it was like listening to a Shakespearean sonnet or the melodies of Mozart. Everyone’s jaws dropped in amazement. It was probably a good thing that he wasn’t more prolific; I’m not sure we could have tolerated the emotion. He, like Kathy Ann, had the most problem with Veronica X. Not that he wasn’t as horny as Emerson and Zack… Oh! he did have demented cravings… She stops, looking a bit self-conscious and begins again…

Our Writer’s Club meetings were sometimes horrific. They always started out happy, everyone arrived with smiles, like the day after we were married. Zack, after he got over the initial shock, started a round of toasts, which became another round, until Emerson made us stop, said that we needed to stay on purpose, do what we came for. He was so dictatorial. His idea was that our passions were burgeoning springs of creativity and we needed to express them…let out our raw and uncultivated truth. He would not let us stop; we had to dig deep into our souls, our anger, our hurt, our disappointment, our lust… That night, after the big announcement shocked them all, the celebration was wonderful. The feeling of bliss carried out into the readings. There was a lot of laughter amidst Emerson’s prissy fuming. But even he refused to get gruff that night. 

But like everything else at the time, everything changed within the week and there was a radically different mood the next time the Writer’s Club met.

***

“Where are the others?” Emerson stared around, no Penelope, no Kathy Ann.

“Penelope had to cram for that graduate final and Kathy Ann thinks she’s coming down with a cold,” Daphne said.

His eyes flared. “Damn, if they have no more dedication than that, we should kick them out.”

“Like hell we’ll kick them out!” Zack objected. “What do you kick them out for, asshole?” He sat sprawled out on an old divan in Emerson’s apartment. The place was a mess, with Daphne having just moved in, boxes and debris everywhere.

“Women don’t have the tenacity of men,” Emerson sputtered.

“I beg your pardon,” Daphne jumped in. “You can’t blame them; people do have lives. Things get in the way. It’s reality, darling. And don’t pull that male chauvinistic crap with me, husband; women are just as suited for the craft of writing as men. Sometimes better, I think.” She flashed him a big smile. Being the only woman in the room she had to defend her sex. There was some force behind her words, maybe a little annoyance, something between the newlyweds that had sprung up during the week. But for the most part, she kept her tone light and bantering, hoping he’d lighten up.

Emerson turned slowly and stared at her critically, finally saying crisply, “I was not commenting on your own efforts, wife. But as my wife, you don’t fuckin’ contradict me.”

“What do you mean?” 

“Exactly what I said,” his words were terse, the tone flat and filled with unspoken intent.

“Ooo, are the little lovebirds having a spat?” Zack crooned. 

“Shut up, Nolan.”

“Emerson, this is not something to get in a twit over,” Daphne jumped in again, while at the same time hopping aboard the wave of emotion that suddenly rode its way about the room.

“Then why have you contradicted me?” he accused.

The two faced off, eyes flashing, the brilliance of their battle gaining with every second. The sight was uncomfortable to watch and yet no one dared blink.

“Because it needed to be said,” she fearlessly came back. She tried hard to stand up to Emerson, but he had a way of making her crumble before him.

Zack and Bo might have slunk out the room, recognizing a lover’s quarrel—something they’d seen often enough, but Emerson was standing right in front of the door, leaving no easy escape.

“You’d better be careful how and when you disagree with me,” the angry man warned.

This did not sit well. A few more seconds of smoldering stares, Daphne suddenly jumped from her chair, lunging toward him. What she would have done after that, no one would ever know, because Emerson caught her arms in his hands. They held like vice-grips. 

He wanted to mock her, even punish her. Meantime, her sexual energy flared. This wasn’t the first time the air between them crackled with rage, and not the first time an argument sent them into the throes of a sexual battle. But never in front of anyone, never in public. It wasn’t exactly public now, but there was Zack and Bo staring at them, bewildered and speechless.

“Let’s get something straight, little woman. Like who’s in charge.”

She wanted to laugh; it seemed so ridiculous. But Emerson couldn’t have been more serious. Her laughter might have stopped him, broken their hostilities, maybe just given her the edge needed to twist from his grasp. But she didn’t laugh. Instead, she watched him, like the others watched, as his simmering indignation escalated. Something savage, needy and sexual entered into his revenge. 

He made the first move, clamping both of Daphne’s hands in his one large fist and dragging her with him to the kitchen. After lifting a thick wooden spoon from the rack where it hung, he hauled his wife to the kitchen table and flung her over the edge. She was too stunned now to act in her defense, his hands too powerful a force containing any will to rebel. 

He spanked her hard a dozen times with the stinging spoon, and then because he was spanking a denim-covered behind and the effect was not intense enough to satisfy his need, he tugged at her jeans and had them down to her knees so he could start all over again. He did this all despite the way she hollered and kicked. With the initial shock over, her body meanly wrenched to remove herself. But with Emerson by far the stronger of the two, there was no way he wouldn’t win.  

Daphne’s bared bottom was barely pink from the first dozen blows. But that quickly changed, as Emerson laid into the jiggling round behind with a series of forceful smacks that turned the flesh red in seconds. 

Her bottom was hot and burning as she raised her voice, “Goddammit! You ass!” and thrashed vehemently until he’d stopped.

Emerson dropped the spoon, his initial rage abated. The thing clattered to the floor as his arms went around Daphne’s body to contain her. “Get a hold of yourself,” he whispered tersely. He covered her from behind to calm her, then pulled away enough to run one hand along her hot behind. She struggled still, trying to will away the fierce sensations of pain, arousal and emotional hurt. But then she felt her willfulness drift away as his hand moved between the crack of her ass and pressed deeper where he found her wet. 

She shook her head, groaning with another brief burst of anger, but that was her last protest, and one Emerson ignored. “Why, you’re nothing but a little slut, Daph,” he whispered. “Don’t deny it.”

Bo and Zack looked on, getting uncomfortable in their pants as the scene advanced, as Daphne got her butt worked, slapped, fondled, probed, her holes ridden with Emerson’s tenaciously driving fingers. Penises became erect and throbbing, all of them goading the action with the hope for some perverse finish.

“Ah, Emerson, no,” she whispered to him, her voice crying plaintively, lost between desire, embarrassment and hurt. 

“No, wife. Object lesson number one: Your husband will not be rebuked.” He had been running a teasing finger along the folds of wet skin surrounding her vagina. Moving his hand back, that wetness coated the rim of her ass, and he punctuated his remark by suddenly ramming three fingers into her bottom. 

She threw her head back and gasped; the fit was tight. 

Still he fucked her there. “This what you want, hon?” he wondered aloud and sarcastically.

Her numb mind couldn’t form a reply.

“Is it? Tell me,” her husband insisted. 

It was do or die now. Emerson would not be dissuaded and she knew that. Still she struggled and her face screwed up in a terrible grimace, “Please, Emerson, no.”

“But you don’t mean that, wife, do you?” His fingers continued to probe her darkness, ruthless and sure of their quest.

“Emerson, please!”  

“No, you tell me the truth.” He pumped her ass with two fingers, the other two free to fondle her vagina. The effect brought the sensation he roused in her toward an undeniable peak.

“Oh…gawd…” her breathing erratic and heavy, her mind nearly convinced. She was about to come in spite of herself. That is until Emerson lowered her from the edge and turned to his friends. 

“She needs a cock in her ass. How about it, Bo?”

The man looked on in shock, although he was furtively rubbing his crotch beneath the pillow that covered his lap. 

“Don’t look so weirded out. It’s what she wants. Can’t you see it?” To Emerson it was obvious. Bent and spread over the table, Daphne’s body moved erotically on his hand, unconsciously communicating the very thing her mind fought to convey.

“Hey, man…” Bo shook his head, as if to say, no way.

“Tell him, honey,” Emerson whispered, with his voice turning oddly sweet. “You want Bo to fuck you in the ass, right?”

Emerson’s fingers moved more vigorously again, short-circuiting the last of her protests with the desire he raised. 

“My wife deserves the rebuke after rebuking me. Remind her just what a slutty piece of ass she is. Come on, Bo, look at this ass. All you gotta do is stick it to her and satisfy us all.”

Zack nudged him in the ribs, to which, Bo’s mouth then curled into a smile. 

He rose to his feet and sauntered toward the table. 

“Think of it as your revenge,” Emerson prompted him. “Ever had a wife before?” Wife was said with some disdain. But not enough to jar Daphne loose from the lust that needed its fulfillment. 

Bo half cocked his head as he looked down on the pair. His hulking body towered over Emerson’s and there was a strange, knowing look in his eye—like maybe he just wanted this over. Perhaps he wanted to placate Emerson more than he wanted to do his wife. But then, maybe he wanted to do the wife.

Bo took the reins of Daphne’s body, as Emerson’s fingers slipped from her body and he stepped aside. Settling in behind the bobbing punished ass, Bo unzipped his pants and set free his straining cock. Taking a pink cheek in each hand, he parted the two cheeks wide showing the target of both their lust and then shoved the hard head of his dick into the puckering hole. A fat eight inches of Bo slid past her tight sphincter muscles with little effort; Emerson’s going over had seen to that.

Daphne seethed beneath him, but that was all, at least to start.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Emerson gloated on the sidelines. He’d stepped further away to watch. 

“Hey, Bo, fuck that sweet ass!” Zack called to him. He’d be going nowhere now.

A man of Bo’s size could have a hard time fucking without being brutal. But he, like Daphne, like Emerson and Zack looking on, were beyond the point of gentility, or tenderness. No one wanted it sweet. They wanted to hear the woman groan, hear her screams whether from anguish or elation, and as he vigorously thrust his member into her bowels, she gave them what they wanted. 

“Oh, my, yes, yes, yes…” her voice got louder. Then she just sucked in air, before another refrain of heated exclamations began. “Ooo,” she wiggled her fanny on the fat cock, face contorting. 

The brute banged her hard. Daphne’s small body was like a doll in his hands, completely captured and under his control. She was nothing but a hole, a piece of meat, a little beast, who with every gyration sent the fucker behind her into greater spasmodic rapture. Unconscious of himself by now, his baser instincts engaged. Some bitterness toward women showed in the way he suddenly backed off from his first eager thrusts and decided to take his time—time to slap her ass until it was stinging hot again, time for his fingers to bite into her flesh, time for a hand to find a nipple beneath her torso and pinch until she winced with pain. Bo let himself free for several minutes while Daphne suffered and their tiny audience silently applauded.

“Oh! You’re good, Bo!” Emerson was pleased in his sick sort of way. “Stick it to her harder, guy. Just think, you’re fucking your best friend’s wife.”

Emerson seemed to take some perverse pleasure in this fact, but the comment seemed to change Bo’s spirit, as if his conscience suddenly kicked in. He stopped the fooling round, the slapping, the pinching, and focused on the fucking alone, driving his point home. 

Daphne banged against the edge of the table, controlling nothing now, but her own response to the man’s use of her ass. The table edge cut into her groin, her legs ached, her mind was as battered as her body. But all thought of rebellion had died minutes before. 

In a flash, a sudden thunder seemed to crash through the room. Bo came, groaning, thrusting, finally just holding Daphne’s hair in his one hand and her ass in the other, while great jets of cum ejaculated into her rectum. 

Wild colors floated before her closed eyes. The pain was more than pain. Her body swelled within itself, then a swoosh of sensation tore through her belly—and she experienced that other kind of come, the anal kind. The rasping pleasure took hold of her being and sent her for several minutes into a sweet and insensible bliss. 

By the time Daphne revived, Bo had withdrawn from her, leaving her dripping and the ache in her less fierce. With her legs too weak to hold her, she started to slump to the floor, but Bo caught her and handed her over to her husband, where she tried to hide inside the protection of his arms.

“You little slut,” he whispered in her ear—just for her to hear. 

“I’m so ashamed of myself,” she whispered back.

“Hell, there’s nothing to be ashamed of,” he reassured her. This time his voice was loud enough for the boys to hear. “Nothing to be ashamed of, is there Zack? Bo?”

She didn’t know how Bo responded, but Zack was not one to let his feelings go unnoticed. 

“Daph, I only wish it had been me. You will do me next time, won’t you?”

She blushed, and buried her head in Emerson’s chest, refusing to look at her voyeuring friend. Pants down, she was still an awesome sight. Although the blush on her ass had faded some, there were enough bruising marks left from the spoon to leave the evidence of the spanking for several days.

“Hey, don’t tell me you didn’t come, that you didn’t love it. That would be a lie.” Emerson made her look at him. 

“Can I just go get cleaned up?” she asked weakly.

“Sure, babe, just remember the facts.” His eyes narrowed. “You got that?”

“Yes.” Her voice was small and bewildered. 

This night was the beginning of understanding. Daphne gained a greater awareness of Emerson and what it would take to please him as a wife. Although she never imagined that her life would include this kind of depravity, it really wasn’t so bad if she focused on the sexual outcome. That was something she would secretly savor.

She would soon learn that the depravity her husband relished had just begun. 

Emerson sent her to the bedroom with a patronizing smack on the butt. Exhausted now, she sat forlornly on the bed and listened through the door, as her husband told their friends rather arrogantly, “She needed breaking in.”

Zack replied in character, “As it should be, man. You can’t let them think they have something on you. A woman’s place is to serve.”

He said it slightly tongue-in-cheek and they laughed at the joke. But behind the laughter was the obvious fact that Emerson and Zack took the remark for real. 

No one knew what Bo thought; he never did say much. 


Chapter Three

Daphne

Penelope was next in line to be broken in. Even Bo, good old, big-hearted, big-dicked Bo was excited about seeing our shameless girlfriend grovel for a sexual outcome in front of them all. A few weeks after I was initiated, she arrived at the Writer’s Club late. This wasn’t unusual, sort of a power struggle with Emerson. In the 60’s most women, unless they were Betty Freidan, were still too unsure of their power to buck a man when he wanted his way. We’d been trained in subservience. Oh, we could argue points, but we were normally the ones who acquiesced in the end. Perhaps a wife could wheedle her way around her husband, but I was too young then, too fresh and too much in awe of Emerson to do any wheedling.   

I knew when Penelope arrived ten minutes after the hour that Emerson would jump right on her; he’d been in a pissy mood all day, so I’d deliberately stayed clear of him. I’d hope that Penny would have the good sense to put her prima donna persona aside and apologize for being tardy. I knew Emerson was tired of her bitchy attitude. 

Unfortunately, Penelope being Penelope had little problem tangling with men. As if expecting a confrontation, she stood, hands on hips in front of him and stared him down like I never could. 

‘Who the hell do you think you are?’ She pointed her finger in his direction like an enraged mother. 

I was planning a retreat that very instant, not wanting to get in the middle of the fireworks. But that would have pissed Emerson off even more. 

He walked right up close to Penny, going eye to eye, the big blue color staring into her cinnamon brown. He smiled, which surprised us all. What was behind the smile wasn’t so sweet, however, as if he had it all planned in advance, he nodded at Zack who came up to her from behind—poor Kathy Ann could hardly stay in her seat. She was horribly jealous and almost in a panic—but she did stay put, since she wasn’t about to leave while Zack was playing with her competition.

Zack reached for Penny’s hands and clamped them in a pair of handcuffs. Obviously, the move was a shock. 

‘If you scream, you’ll be gagged,’ Emerson informed her. 

‘What are you doing?’ she shouted, trying to wriggle away.

‘Call it the Writer’s Club initiation, darling; Daphne had hers a few weeks back. I suppose she told you about it.’

‘She told me nothing,’ Penny sputtered. My, she was livid. Surprisingly, she did little to struggle free—not that it would have done much good. She looked at me accusingly. 

I had to shrug. I knew I’d be in big trouble with Emerson if I made any objection—my own feminist arguments had been shot down with a firm rebuke—and much more. And by then, I could feel the heat between my legs rising. The body memory of my own initiation was having a field day with my present lust. Although she was a friend, Penelope was the kind of woman other women like to see taken down. Maybe that’s what kept Kathy Ann from making trouble; she probably enjoyed it as much as anyone.

‘She told you nothing? Really?’ 

Emerson looked at me. ‘Tell her, wife.’

I didn’t dare not. For the next few minutes, she heard the gruesome details of my initiation, while staring at me wide-eyed. Meanwhile, Zack unzipped her skirt and pulled it to the floor. His hand was in her crotch from behind, while Emerson’s began assaulting her in front. I don’t know what made her go from livid to limp and wanting, but she was there in seconds. Faster than I had been. She always said she had a quick trigger when it came to getting off and this small stimulation was all she seemed to need.

Sadie

She what? Orgasmed just like that?

Daphne

No, it wasn’t that easy, or that quick. But she would have been there any second. While Emerson kept her physically involved, Zack managed to undo the handcuffs and cuff her from the front. Then Emerson strung her up to a plant hook in the ceiling. The two then stripped her down as much as possible and continued to play with her until she was on the verge of letting go. She’d struggle, you know, grunt and groan as if she should be hating it. But you could tell what she wanted. I think it even became a show for her; she let those of us who were looking on see what a slut she could be. Not that we didn’t already know; she was damned proud of herself as a sexual tease.

The big surprise was the finale when Bo got up and lumbered toward her. Her eyes were closed so she didn’t know he was even there—I’m sure she was dreaming of Zack. But to her eventual surprise, Bo stuffed her from the front while Emerson took her from the rear. She was squealing when she opened her eye to see what was going on. But if she squealed too much, Emerson slapped her ass real hard. Oh, the energy between them was savage, and it kept changing. She’d resist and Emerson would drive her hard. Then she’d relent and Bo would suddenly turn brutal. She’d switch again, hating the way they molded her desire for their use. One minute she loved the fuck; the next she would have slapped their faces. 

The two both got off in her, while her body danced like a puppet’s, pulled from one orgasm to the next. She was ‘goddamming’ for at least ten minutes. So much, I thought the neighbors would be banging on the doors to keep it down. I guess they were away that night. Her voice drops almost as if she’s out of breath.

Then she just hung there. Every spark of sass had been whipped from her body. I can still see it. Her little white blouse unbuttoned and dangling to the sides, her pink bra pushed up over her breasts, making them look strangely distorted, while the buds, the nipples were still red from being twisted and pinched. They glared into the room as remnants of her spent anger. She was naked the rest of the way down with sweat dripping from between her legs and down her flushed face. 

Emerson looked at me and saw the desire in my eyes. ‘Go on,’ he said, ‘clean up her crotch with your tongue.’ There was no argument in me. This seemed like the only thing to do. So there was I was, slavishly dousing my face in the combined juices of Bo, Penelope, and my husband, drinking their fervor into me and making it mine. Penny got off again on my tongue, while my face was washed with her cum. Then a hand was in my crotch, where someone knelt behind me. I purposely didn’t look back. I don’t know if I was afraid. I hoped it was Emerson, but feared it was not. I kept working Penny, more zealously than I suppose I’d planned—all because of the hand that was forcing my cum from me. I grunted like a little beast, for the second time indicted by my own degeneracy. ‘Cum, wife.’ It was Emerson’s voice; turning his words into an order I was forced to obey, or else. That brought its own shiver. I know sometimes I believed I was controlled by a madman, but I loved the feel of his domination; it bit into my psyche, into the core of it where these base desires still linger.

I was not exactly jealous of Emerson’s attention to other women, but I was scared of him, and how easily he could shame me.

She sighs and sinks back in her chair after some seconds

Sadie sounding breathless as she continues with the next obvious question

You intimated that Kathy Ann also had an initiation of the same sort?

Daphne

An initiation, yes. But not exactly like mine and Penelope’s. No one thought that Kathy Ann would stay in the club long enough to get her session with the boys. She always seemed one step away from complete hysteria. But after stripping Penelope of her haughty disposition, at least for that one night, the three men had forged a silent pact that would define the nature of their relationship with the women of the Writer’s Club—no matter who they were. They weren’t about to let Kathy Ann come along for the ride without her own show of barefaced lust. Zack, knowing his power over her, used that power well, getting in his vile night of debauchery without her hardly realizing that it happened—until too late. 

The night began with some hard drinking and a couple of joints. Normally Emerson rejected drugs or even alcohol as a cop-out to serious creativity, but then he’d get high and all his fancy ideas would fly right out the window. We were giggly drunk, stumbling into the woods. Emerson was all over me, and kissing Penny. Kathy Ann was really tight with Zack and loving it. She was radiant that night with her flawless skin and a mane of long brown hair glowing in the moonlight. She was dreamy and sweet with the most charming smile when she wasn’t wracked by jealousy. You might call her plump now, but then she was simply voluptuous, with the kind of curvaceous form and flesh you want to dive inside. 

No one paid much attention to what was happening between Zack and Kathy Ann, until she started to squeal like stuck pig. He had her pinned to a tree, making out, heavy petting, hands everywhere while she laughed and winced, and tried, though not very convincingly, to push him off. She loved every second of his attention, and right in front of us, in front of Penny especially. She always worried that Penny wanted Zack, but that was utterly ridiculous—Zack more than once referred to Penelope as a ball-busting bitch.

That night in the woods, as Zack had Kathy Ann pinned to the tree, he started stripping off her clothes, and she started to scream. He slapped her face to shut her up, warning her. Not slapping real hard, but enough to put her on notice. She looked stricken at first. Her eyes filled with tears, then her lips broke into a devilish smile as her body began to move with obvious arousal. Zack wasn’t content until he stripped her naked. I remember still how her white skin stood out like a light inside the dark woods. Emerson and Bo moved in on either side of her and pulled her hands behind her, roping them behind a tree. For a time, Zack was very gentle with her. He ran a calming hand through her hair, then leaned in to her lips as if to kiss away her fear. ‘Nothing’s gonna happen to you, baby, that you won’t love.’

Zack could be most persuasive.

The tree was prickly behind her, enough to leave deep scratches in her milky flesh. 

Then Zack brought out this hulky dildo—I have no idea where he got it. He made her lick the surface wet before he shoved it into her cunt. She seemed to faint right then with pleasure. Desire she couldn’t stave off took the reins of her body and rode her hard from there. Zack was with her the entire time, for the most part soothing her with his hands and loving words, but even so, her initiation was probably the toughest of the three. 

Once Zack had her all charged up, he started smacking her pussy with the dildo still shoved inside her cunt. He beat it until she was gasping for breath and carrying on like crazy, kicking, screaming. I’d never seen anyone quite so crazed—of course until all this started I’d never actually watched anyone having sex. When you’re in the middle of it yourself, you’re hardly thinking about what you and your partner look like.

Penny and I were worried that someone would hear. I think we were pretty sober by then, which made the scene even more bizarre, more unbelievable to watch. This was Kathy Ann, our sweet, innocent Kathy Ann behaving like a savage slut.

When she’d drift off, Zack would smack her face to bring her around, then he used a soothing voice to melt the fears. He made her focus on his eyes while he hurt her. Then, rather oddly, every few minutes he forced beer down her throat, which she gulped as if she were dying of thirst. All that screaming, she probably was.

When she finally complained that she had to pee, Zack told her to pee right there, right there with her back to the tree, her arms tied behind it and probably pretty achy from the stress. She refused and cried a lot about that one. I almost thought he’d lose her there.

He finally gave up and released her from the tree. But Zack was not one to take the complaint lightly. He made a slipknot of the rope that went around her neck. Then he made her crawl deeper into the woods. I suppose she peed there, for him, just for him. When he returned with her, she was forced back to the tree, this time facing the trunk, which had to be much easier on the psyche, even though it scratched that pretty skin of hers raw by the time the three of them finished taking her ass. 

I’m not sure she was conscious during half of it. It appeared that she was cumming half the time, her voice like a fucking angel’s, rising over all the grunts from her male abusers. 

Penny and I watched, breathless and salivating, our bodies roaring with excitement and no way to enjoy it. I guess that fact suggests that we were all three exhibitionist masochists.

It really was lovely when Zack brought her down and cradled her in his arms. I think for five minutes of his kindness, Kathy Ann would do anything for the man, including going back on the tree. 

This last incident bonded us in a curious way. The Writer’s Club was now more a secret society, a primitive cult, than it was a serious endeavor to expand our writing prowess. Emerson, for all his bossy, overbearing rhetoric succumbed to that feral calling.

Yet, our decadent games did have their effect. He never wrote so profoundly as then, which became a truth for all of us. Inspiration tore through us. But there were rarely readings after the initiation was complete. I suppose it wasn’t necessary anymore, not when we could whip up the creative frenzy in the cauldron of our sexual heat. 

Sadie 

So, is this when you moved to the country house?

Daphne

We didn’t actually move there. We all had apartments in town. But we met there to drink, share our work on a few rare occasions and, of course, partake in the sexual antics that became the true center of our world. 

Sadie

And Veronica X?

Daphne

Yes, and eventually, Veronica X. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves… 


Chapter Four

The windows in the porch room stood open; the breeze flooding the room, billowing curtains and sending pieces of Penelope’s manuscript flying.

“Dammit!” she hustled after her pages, while trying to hang on to the cigarette between her lips. Crawling the floor was not exactly her normal mode, but no one bothered to help her retrieve the strewn pages so she had to do it herself. Once she had everything back in hand, she stood up, took a drag off the cigarette—its ash falling to the floor—and then parked it back between her lips while she sorted the pages. 

Emerson moved into the room from the darker rooms behind the porch and looked out of the large window that faced the lake. The house sat inside a grove of trees, mostly maples and overlooked a deep blue lake, which was outlined by a wreath of evergreens and deciduous trees. It was Zack’s house, or soon to be Zack’s house, as soon as his father finally gave it up to him. This was the inheritance he’d been promised since he was a boy. 

They all agreed that the porch was the house’s best feature. It had been built with ceiling high windows on three sides, which allowed for plenty of cool, fresh air in summer, while the rest of the house got stuffy in the heat. They practically lived on the porch day and night. 

“Fuck, what a mess!” Penny fumed.

Hearing Penny’s curse, Emerson moved in her direction and plucked the lighted cigarette from her mouth. “Filthy habit.” He squashed the burning end against the stone wall and tossed the butt out the window. He liked annoying her, matching his haughtiness with hers. 

“You ass!!” She must have said it hourly when the two were together. 

“I am, aren’t I, darling?” he said, pulling her to him and giving her a wet kiss on the mouth.

She seemed, reluctantly, to return the gesture with a degree of mild enthusiasm. Daphne was sitting right there, staring at the two. Sometimes they even fucked in front of her as she watched. Daphne found herself unable to sort out what she felt seeing her husband and good friend locked in a sexual contest no one particularly understood. For lack of any other explanation, she assumed that Penelope helped Emerson handle the darker moods that recurrently clouded his personality.

This time Penelope pulled away before he got too randy, which wasn’t likely at the moment. No drink or drugs were in his system now. He’d just returned from an invigorating walk with Bo, who at that moment was sitting staring out at the lake, aimlessly drinking the day’s first beer. Zack and Kathy Ann were arm in arm on the swing, one of their good days, from her perspective. 

Emerson returned to his thoughtful pose, staring at the lake trancelike.  

“I like this anarchy, don’t you?” he finally said, more rhetorically than to elicit a response. “We stretch the boundaries of our thinking like this. We have no rules here. And so fortunate for us, we have no war, either. Isn’t that rare… no protest in the street, no military-industrial complex, no soldiers and generals, no guardsmen and mace throwing police. No self-serving politicians who seek to squash the imaginative spirit, or corporate dicks who would enslave us to forty hours a week of worthless drudgery. You see how peaceful anarchy can be?” He finally turned toward the others and looked for some response in their eyes. The five were somewhat curious about this line of discourse, and took the time to listen to his rant. They didn’t always. 

“I should be a happy man in this halcyon life,” he went, but his expression dimmed, “yet, there’s something that gnaws at me, a more shadowy being I need to seek. Don’t you imagine that’s why we’re here?”

Penelope lit another cigarette and blew the smoke in his direction. “You think we aren’t trying hard enough?” she quipped. “Not fucking enough, perhaps?” Pure sarcasm.

“Fucking is a start, Penny, but we’re only scratching the surface. I won’t go down the road to war that everyone outside this place seems so obsessed with. It’s trivial. Old World. We were made brilliant to discover something of brilliance. But still, we’re going to plunge deep, challenge ourselves in this immoral anarchy we have created. We are unique. No one else has the chemistry we do, or the means to pursue the sort of experimentation available right here in this private haven.”

Everyone look at bit perplexed, while Emerson peered around the room and laughed. 

“Oh, yes, it’s the same old Emerson getting dotty at his young age, huh?” he continued on with his soliloquy. “Daphne’s looking scared, Kathy Ann is petrified, Penny here, you’re destined to be bored with my monologues, but you’re really not, and Zack and Bo, you’re just confused. Maybe I need to be more specific, huh? Is that it? A bit of an explanation?”

His mind seemed to be going a hundred miles and hour.

“Don’t keep spouting drivel,” Zack finally blurted out, “or you’ll bore us all.”

“Well, I won’t for long. I have a plan, a big plan.” He stopped and looked like wouldn’t say more. 

“So, what is it?” Zack finally asked. 

“In good time.”

“No, dammit, you fuckin fraud…spit out it out now, or we’ll never believe anything out of your mouth again.”

Emerson smiled. The big smile. The one that wove spells, the movie star-politician’s smile which women swooned to embrace and lured men to action. 

“All of us in the woods after dark. We’re the wolves, our fair sex here become the sheep to be devoured.”

Zack instantly snickered. 

“I don’t want to be tied to a tree again,” Kathy Ann spat out petulantly, which made Emerson stalk to where she sat and bend over leaning on the arms of her chair. Their faces were just inches apart. She backed up as much as she could.

“If we wish to tie you to a tree we will, Kathy Ann,” he said, mockingly. “And you have nothing to say about it. You whine about it, little girl, I’ll set Zack up with a dozen women more attractive than you and force you to watch them make love.” He sighed heavily, annoyed with her. “As it is, I have no intention of tying you to a tree this time, unless, perhaps I hang you from your toes.”

Kathy Ann slapped at him, to slap him away. 

Emerson just laughed as he backed up.

“Hey, bitch, don’t you hit my friend,” Zack jumped on her. 

“But, you let him speak to me that way?” She was hurt. 

“It’s a game, honey. Emerson’s just reminding you how much you like to play.” He gazed around. “I think a little savagery in the woods would be a perfect way to rev up the juices.” He jumped from his seat and went for a couple of beers. Returning, he handed one to Bo, one to Emerson and the third he downed in sixty seconds. His eyes hit on every eye. Even Bo seemed to understand the event at hand, while the women looked at the three wonderingly, their crotches stirred to life, the threat of being captured, beaten and raped making magic in their fertile brains. 

***

Blindfolded and stripped nude, the three women were bound to stakes before the bonfire on the beach. 

In the preceding half hour, they’d played a game they’d played before—dubbed ‘Release and Capture’. The three women, in various states of attire were given a head start, told to run through the woods and evade capture. It might take fifteen minutes; it might take an hour, depending on how spirited they were, and how long the three could stave off their mounting sexual arousal. Normally, the three men would gang up on each woman separately—abuse her, fuck her and tie her to a tree while they resumed the game until all three women had been subdued. The woods might ring with laughter one night, with tears and screaming the next. The quixotic spirit of the night, which was as changeable as Emerson’s moods, dictated the theme, the atmosphere and the final outcome, whether it was joyous, painful or intense. One fact remained true, however; each time the six ventured into the woods, the three men became more daring and more sadistic as they pushed through taboos they previously thought were set in stone. Beatings, bondage and lust-filled rapes became the favored means of finding sexual satiation. Although Daphne may have had a natural inclination for submission and found it natural, Kathy Ann and Penelope never failed to behave as servile sexual animals once the game was on. 

On this particular night, the festivities had a unique new twist. The three women began blindfolded, and were pushed into the pitch-black night with nothing to guide them but their hands. Once they were sufficiently disoriented, the three men suddenly appeared and forced them through the woods a good hundred yards through thick trees and brush. They prodded them with sticks, Zack assigned to Penelope, Bo to Daphne, and Emerson goading a squealing Kathy Ann, who was acting most afraid of her disorienting journey into the woods. Not a speck of light could be seen through the thick black material that had been tightly wound over their eyes. They stumbled, hardly able to stay on their feet, each one falling several times and picking themselves back up until they were at last at the lake’s edge, in a tiny cove with a cloudy sky overhead. It would have been pitch black this night if it hadn’t been for the bonfire the men had built earlier in the evening. Although the three blindfolded women could still not see a thing, they could feel the heat of the fire and hear the crackling flames. They felt oddly safer now that they were bound to something immovable.

They were tied to the posts, which, earlier in the day, the men had sunk deep into the sand, in a semi-circle around the fire pit. As their skin began to glisten with sweat from the growing heat, the naked female bodies glowed like golden pillars in the dancing light.

“So, my fellows, this is our finest hour with our three groveling whores. Who’s to begin?” Emerson spoke, as was expected. These nights were primarily his inspiration. His question had little value because he and his allies in this radical plot knew exactly what would come next. 

“Perhaps, the boldest of our lovelies would be the first to suffer,” he answered his own question, while striding toward the bound Penelope and ripping away her blindfold. It took some seconds for her eyes to adjust to the bright light from the leaping flames. 

“You know, you are one fascinating beauty in bondage. Your only trouble is your mouth. Maybe someone one should rip out your tongue?”

Penelope’s eyes opened wide in horror. His eyes were too dark, too crazed to know for sure if he were kidding or not. “Does that scare you?”

“Emerson, be sane,” she said evenly, in a voice to soothe a madman. 

“Oh, Penny, you try so hard to be unbreakable.”

“But I’m really just a whimpy brat, that’s all.” She tried to smile. 

Emerson stood back, chuckling, then in a surprising move, he pulled a pack of Penny’s Camel Unfiltered from his pocket and shook a cigarette from the pack. The way he lit it looked as if he’d smoked for years. “Yes, luv, you’re a whimpy brat and I’m a big softie, huh?” He held the glowing cigarette before her eyes, then eyed both the burning tip and Penelope’s ashen face. “High and mighty bitch.”

“Just a put-on, Em,” she said.

“But I have you scared.” He took a drag and blew the smoke in her face.

“I trust you, darling,” she answered, but rather haltingly. 

“The only thing you’d better trust me to do is the unexpected.” The words weren’t out of his mouth before the burning end of the cigarette was shoved against Penelope’s inner thigh.

“Oh, my God!” She threw her head back unconsciously, knocking her head against the post. Her legs shook, but this had little to do with fear. Her entire being dripped with lust. A red welt remained when Emerson took the stub of the cigarette away. Then he fiddled with her crotch, pulling out his wet fingers. 

“My, just like our Penny to turn hurt into a fountain of pleasure.” He pulled another cigarette from his pocket. “Shall we try again?”

“Emerson, really.” Her voice was just a breathy cough.

“But why not, when you respond so beautifully to the sensation of pain, my little ashtray.” 

The burning end went straight for the side of her left tit, leaving her panting one more time, her head bent forward, and a searing red spot of ash and burnt skin. 

“Oh, damn you!” she seethed under her breath. 

Bo was right there, feeling her crotch and kindling that fire. 

“How about one more?” Emerson posed. 

There was little doubt about how sexually engaged she was now. Despite the sweltering anger, her svelte form shuddered end to end. 

“Tell me you want another,” Emerson ordered as he lit the third cigarette.

“Emerson, no!”

“No? Oh, I think you’re lying,” he sneered wickedly. The smoldering tip made a similar searing mark on her opposing inner thigh. Penelope shrieked. She might have been in pain, but her body jerked as if she were about to come. 

“Come on, Penny, ask for it.” Emerson goaded. He lit the butt again, took a long draught and sent another puff of smoke through his nostrils and onto her heaving chest. 

“I can’t,” she grimaced, as her head thrashed back and forth.

“Oh, darling, all I’m asking for is your unambiguous respect. Just a simple acknowledgement of how much you burn—excuse the pun—for being treated like shit. You’re turned on, Penny dear.”

“No, I can’t be!”

“But you are? Isn’t she Bo?”

“There’s a fucking flood between her thighs!” His fingers were adept, well-practiced. He’d been fingering girls for nearly twelve years, getting them off on a dexterity of movement that had actually become somewhat renowned in their circle of acquaintances. 

“It’s Bo, damn it!” she said.

“Is it? Really? So sure of yourself,” Emerson practically spit in her face. The smoke of his exhaling curled around her head and disappeared into the nighttime sky above. “Bo, open her labia where she’s juicy. I want to hear the sizzle.  

Bo’s fingers parted the great divide between Penelope’s thighs where her nether lips topped with their curly black pubic hair beckoned a man’s perusal. Her shiny pink pussy glimmered in the bonfire light. As Emerson dropped to his knees, he smiled sadistically and aimed the burning end of his half-spent cigarette directly for the tender flesh, giving her one more test to suffer. 

“Oh, oh, gawd, no!” She would have stamped her feet if they’d been free to move. Instead, her body strained against the bondage making her look like a beached fish in her struggles.

Bo had moved just inside the gateway of her slit with his fondling fingers. She was a breath away from cumming. 

“Tell me how you love it, bitch,” Emerson stood again and looked her in the eye. “Tell me and I’ll let you come. You don’t, I’ll make Bo stop.”

She’d been carried to the exasperating edge, almost there. Her belly heaved, clamoring for more. Her body strained as if that would trigger the end. But this time she seemed oddly out of control inside a body she could usually take to orgasm with little effort. It all hinged on the bastards in charge. The big man at her feet was a gentle sadist whose easy pussy torture was about to drive her mad. And Emerson. Damn! How had she let the bastard so far inside her mind? How? 

“Goddammit, of course I love it! Just let me come!” she blared. 

“Love it so much you want another cigarette burned into your skin? Huh? How about between those pretty ass cheeks? No one will ever know—unless they get that close. My guess is that if they do, they won’t be asking questions about your little brandings.”

Bo couldn’t have been more brutal as he teased her roused sex-spot.

“Dammit, Emerson. Do whatever you want!” she screamed. “I can’t stand this. Yes, yes! Burn me! Torture me, please!”

He smiled, wickedly. “See, that’s what I wanted to hear, a little enthusiasm.” He sighed with satisfaction, then his face broke into a scornful snicker. “But no, honey, I’m not going to burn you again, not now. You just remember your place. When we’re here in this place, on this property, you remember who owns your body, bitch. We do. And if we ask you to bend over, bare your butt and become our ashtray, you’ll do exactly that.” 

His merciless words wrote pictures of anguished consent across Penelope’s proud features. He had climbed inside her mind, done battle and won. 

“Gawd, yes, anything!” she agreed.

Emerson backed up and nodded to Bo, whose small efforts became bigger ones, joined by an investigating tongue that probed her labial lips and entered her vagina, right where his fingers had been. 

Penelope screamed as the orgasm ripped her wide and she writhed in bondage, straining through climax after climax. Her sex, prompted by Bo’s tongue and talented fingers launched attack after attack until he tired from the effort and backed away. Penelope fell forward exhausted. 

The fire was still growing, billowing with ash and smoke and soot that rose into the air and then disappeared into the night. Emerson unbound the spent bitch and forced her into the water, dousing her heated body. Back on the beach, he shoved her toward Zack, who reclined like a drunken god against a patchwork comforter his Kathy Ann had made for him. 

With her orders clear, Penelope crawled on hands and knees, while Emerson thought to remove the blindfold from Kathy Ann’s eyes so she could see her boyfriend raped. The bitch with her cigarette brands had hardly come-to; she’d be at her fucking prowess now, more pliable than even a loving girlfriend. Few men could resist such a female animal in heat, and Zack, who planned to teach his bound girlfriend a lesson, wasn’t about to resist the beauty’s efforts. 

Penelope went for Zack’s lips first and as the two made out like passionate lovers, Kathy Ann watched. Penelope’s hand roved his muscled body, feeling the firmness of his chest, baring it and kissing its tautness down to his jeans. Her efficient hands soon had the jeans removed, and Penelope’s mouth went for the rising erection, taking the full seven inches of meat deep into her throat. When she came up for air, she jacked the shaft with her hand, then went down on him again, swallowing his organ deep inside. Backing off again, she sucked the head tasting pre-cum, while murmuring with satisfaction as she felt the spasms in her body begin to surge. 

“On your face, bitch,” Zack warned. His hand thread through the thick brunette hair, pushing Penelope’s face hard against his groin. “Ah, God, yes, yes,” he hissed, arching back. “You got it, babe, you beautiful, slutty bitch, do it, yeah, yeah, DO IT!”

He pushed her off at the moment of ejaculation, and watched as his erection jetted onto her face and mouth.   

An enormous sigh followed. The crouched Penelope didn’t move, and everyone seemed to wait a bit numbly until Zack finally spoke. 

“Penny, go have Kathy Ann lick it off your face.”

Penelope struggled to her feet, and moved toward her friend while she licked some of the cum that had seeped into her mouth. The rest of the thick jism was left for Kathy Ann’s lips. The bound girl was in tears, as her tongue and mouth completed the humiliating demand. Her eyes were filled with longing and resentment as she recognized Zack’s taste and Zack’s scent on the woman’s face. 

“Don’t leave a drop, Kathy,” Zack warned.

When she was finished, every inch of Penelope’s face had been licked clean. 

By then, Zack had moved to his feet and had buckled his pants around his waist. Moving next to Penelope, he drew her attention to Kathy Ann’s tits. 

“Pretty, aren’t they, Penny?”

“They are, yes,” she agreed. 

Kathy Anne’s breasts were large and round and milky white. The scratches from the tree had long since faded, leaving her skin flawless once again. Picking up one heavy orb in his hand, Zack felt the weight, the D-sized bounty, which he found to be his favorite feature in a girlfriend with plenty of fleshy assets to lure a man’s eye. Holding it in one hand, he reared back with his other hand and gave the breast a stinging slap. 

Kathy Ann shrieked. 

He slapped it more, hitting both sides, with both hands, until the flesh turned red enough to satisfy his lust. He dropped the one and moved to the second tit, which took the same rough beating. With both breasts red and raw-looking, he turned to Penelope.

“Do it to her, Penn.”

The bitch’s eyes glowered darkly. It seemed as if the evening’s feral darkness had not yet been fully realized in Penelope. She quavered, a quick look of fright on her face, then she stepped in front of Kathy Ann and began whacking the pink tits with the palm of her hand. Though she started tentatively, her efforts became more vigorous with each blow, matching Zack’s brutal style.

“That’s it, make her hurt!” Zack goaded.

One small hint of worry appeared on Penelope’s face as she heard the man urging her and Kathy Ann’s pained cries. 

“Hey, don’t worry, she loves having her tits abused. Don’t you?” Zack taunted the squirming Kathy Ann.

The bound girl bit her lip, closed her eyes and nodded.

“Well then,” Penelope said. Her eyes glowered darker still. 

Inspired, her slaps got meaner, faster, laid on with little restraint. Pain registered on Kathy Ann’s face in contortions and agonized grimaces, until something suddenly snapped, pushing her beyond the sensation of pain. A shudder of orgasm crawled through her as she accepted blow after blow from Penelope’s open palm, flattening against her hotly reddened skin. 

“That’s it, you show them how you like to cum best, girlfriend.” 

Shudders and weeping and sighing ended the game, with Kathy Ann a puddle of emotion. 

“Oh, yeah, she likes these beauties abused,” Zack took Penelope’s place in front of her, once the slapping and coming was over.

“Look at me Kat, now!” Zack ordered. “How about a memento of the night…just like Penny’s but maybe a little different. Something so you won’t forget, huh?” He turned around and motioned to Emerson.

The iron was hot inside the fire, at the perfect intensity, the poker with its small gift lodged on the tip ready. It was just a penny, a molten penny, hot enough to burn the skin and leave a shallow brand. 

Zack pressed it for just a few seconds against side of Kathy Ann’s breast. She hardly howled, though the pain was tough to take. When he lifted the small round disk from her skin, there remained a perfectly formed circle of angry red. A blister was already forming. 

“Don’t think this is the last of it, Kathy Ann,” he warned.

She shook her head, afraid to speak. Though inside her eyes, there was nothing but love for Zack. His power over her had grown. She would match anything Penelope did to prove herself in his eyes. She’d be anything he wanted her to be 

Removed from the stake, she moved to beach beside Bo and Zack and Penelope.

The fire had not been stoked since the scene with Kathy Ann began, so the flames were beginning to die off—although not too rapidly; it had been big bonfire and would not be quickly extinguished. The physical energy in the group was starting to mellow as well, and might have waned considerably if Daphne were not still bound to the post, blindfolded, sightless, ignored, the farthest from the action, on the outskirts, like an afterthought.

“So, what about you? Did you think we had forgotten you?” Emerson approached his wife, eyeing the beauty of her bound body, as she heaved erotically inside the ropes that held her to the stake. “My fair and lovely wife, what about you? What inner demon do you need to show to this company? What bit of naughty girl resides locked inside your depravity? What do you fear the most…” he thought a moment, “not the loss of control like our Penny…certainly not the emotional hurt Kathy Ann licks up like candy… no, I think yours is very different, wife... How about Abandonment? Or maybe guilt? Or fear? You don’t even like this blindfold. It keeps you inside yourself, doesn’t it? And such things rattle around inside you.”

She shook her head. Inside the sweaty black band of cloth, Daphne suffered pangs of mounting fear. Everything her husband said bit, as if he knew how to pluck thoughts from her mind, like plucking cherries from a tree. He knew where the bruised and battered thoughts lay hidden beneath the kind ones, and the normal ones. She wasn’t normal; she never had been, and lived with that fact in fear of being found out. But of course the brilliant Emerson, her husband, Emerson, would discover the truth. He’d been tap-dancing around it with her for months. 

“You’re so quiet, submissive, acquiescent, even docile. You can’t even defend an opinion with much power behind it. You try, you make stabs at it, but basically, this thing that harps at you, this horrifying inner reptilian monster that you daily feed just drags you back, again and again.”

Behind the blindfold, her eyes shed tears. Soon they would soak the cloth and he’d know how much she wept. 

“Your problem, my darling, is that you don’t have to hang on to your horror. Why do that, when you have a man in your life who is just dying to see your nasty alter ego perform?”

Her head drooped sadly, while her sore arms burned with a terrible ache. It must have been over an hour that she’d been bound against this post. After all this time, she hardly had the heart, the strength to go through a trial as frightening as her friends’ had been. But then, she had no choice but to follow her husband’s lead. 

Emerson snapped her head back, clutching her chin in his hand, and jerked up.  

“Tell us, tell us all, Daphne, sweet Daphne, what it is that shames you so? What terrible thoughts do you think of in the middle of the night when your sweating horny body masturbates? You think I don’t know what you’re doing, but I do. I wake, come to the surface out of my dreams…sometimes thinking I’m dreaming. I lie still as the bed shakes and my wife travels her lonesome roads of sin. 

“Tell us what she’s thinking. That’s all you have to do. You do that, Daphne, and I’ll let you down. And don’t think you can skate through this, don’t give me some silly shit that hardly ruffles your cunt or you’ll stay here all night long.” He paused, watching her bite her lip and her muscles tense. “It’s getting bad, isn’t it? The strain on your arms and legs. You probably want to scream. “So, talk, Daphne.” He waited, watching her breathing become more labored. He could feel her desperate attempts to start. 

Finally, he moved closer. His fingers snaked between her thighs and began to circle round her clitoris. Her body jumped to life. “Maybe this will help, huh? Think those thoughts, Daphne, tell me what they are. Remember the night after night how you play…the afternoons alone, the secrets you keep… They’re not so secret to a man like me. That’s why you have me. I am your husband.” Her breathing became more labored as the thoughts began to surface. “You owe me an explanation. You own me the truth. Tell me, Daphne.” He was in her face.

“No, please, Emerson, I can’t say those things!” she finally spit out when she couldn’t stand it anymore. 

“Of course you can,” he spat right back. “It’s just us.” 

A more sobered Penelope jumped from the sand to her feet. “If we can stand the humiliation, Daph, you can too,” she snidely chimed in, sauntering toward her friend and taking a lock of her ash blonde hair and curling it around her finger. 

“Go back, darling,” Emerson goaded, “to the middle of the night, last night, go back inside that perverted brain and remember, remember what you thought about, what got you off, spit it out.” He gave her pubic hair a terrible yank. 

“Ouch!”

He tugged again. “You don’t start talking, I’ll just keep tugging away. What were you thinking last night? Tell me. What was it… tell me…”

He kept talking, repeating, battering her brain, while her mind tried to function. The thoughts were close, but vile, like they always were, vile and frightening. The pictures started to come, only to be jerked away by Emerson tugging at her pubic hair and Penelope there goading with a sneer that was so obvious that Daphne could see it right through the thick blindfold. Anger split from her mounting emotions in tiny pieces, making her grimace and fume inside. But Emerson just kept tugging as he spoke “tell me, tell me, tell me…” repeated like a mantra…slamming into her brain, assaulting her, nagging her, on and on. The pain, the goading, the repeated goading, the pubic pain, the body hurt, and Penelope’s insistent hissing whispers made her finally bellow:

“Dammit stop! Let go my hair! I can’t think with you hounding me! Dammit!”

“Ooo, my, she’s getting randy now,” Penelope slunk off with an exuberant smile. 

“You start talking, wife, and I’ll shut up,” her husband said. He gave her pubic hair another vicious yank. 

Before he could finish, she began, practically shouting, vehemently venting every picture that poured into her head, “I think about dogs, Emerson! Yes, dogs, about being fucked by dogs…and gangbanged by nasty men over and over again… being hurt, whipped, branded, beaten…being jailed in Tijuana and used for sport…becoming a boot-licking slave, a ponyslut plowing fields and chained to a cart, beaten when I don’t perform, beaten…” she breathed a heavy crying sigh… “and caged, and gagged.” There was no way to hide her copious tears now.

“More…” Emerson whispered.

“And, and…being butt-fucked, my ass fisted, my tongue rimming someone’s ass… and getting peed on, spat on, strung up on wires, given like a prize to your friends, Emerson… given away like a toy…” she stopped, overtaken by her sobs.

Emerson, slapped her face to bring her back again. “Go on, slut.”

She breathed heavily, while trying to calm. Then in a voice wracked with emotion, she continued, “That is what you want from me, isn’t it? To give me away to parties of businessmen, and horny generals, who watch me dance for nickels, stripping to nothing, getting off on my hand before their eyes. I see them heckle me from the audience…make fun of my dancing…they draw me down to their laps where they can paw at me. Bite me. Slap my flesh. I’m thrown against a wall and fucked…fucked…” 

She paused, as if there were more to say then shook her head. The visions in her brain clouded.

“What else?” he asked. 

“No, Emerson, there’s nothing else. I swear.”

“You expect me to believe you?”

“Oh, my dear, please, you have to. I can’t, just can’t anymore. I can’t think of anything else, Emerson, please let me down.”

He moved in close again, his hand at her neck, caressing her hair, a gesture of tenderness that seemed surprising. But he wasn’t feeling as heartless now as he had before. It wasn’t what she said as much as the passion behind it. Little in the confession surprised him but the ferocity punched his gut like a shotgun blast. He wasn’t certain what to do.

“Emerson…” she whispered. “I have to come.”

“What? Now? This makes you horny?”

“Isn’t that what you wanted…it always does.”

“Yes, of course.” 

Though slightly dazed, he took charge again. He played with her wetness and saw her smoldering body lift off as the pictures of her depravity returned again inside her mind. 

Tired, hurting, but in need, it all came back as her husband manipulated her sexual body. She thought of the dogs again lapping at her cunt, and of man a below her, between her legs, shoving his fist inside her cunt. Her belly lurched and a sudden spasm jerked every muscle in her body. She wrenched against the cutting ropes, leaving raw indentations in her flesh. The cum was swift, too swift perhaps. But it would have been difficult with just one climax to express all the physical desire behind her recent torrent of words. Once the cumming crested and then died away, she sagged inside the prison of rope exhausted but more alive that she’d felt in months. 

“Oh, darling, I think there’s more,” she quietly admitted, afterwards.

“More what? Nasty pictures, or pent-up need?” he whispered quietly as he stroked her arm. 

“Both.”

“Hum. I’m not surprised, but this is all you get for now.” He was both kind and a bit cold, having to remember what would finish this session and finally allow him to take her down. “Don’t worry, wife, we’ll deal with this again. But you’re not done yet.”

While the two quietly recovered, Bo nursed an iron in the fire to the perfect molten color. A small “G” for Gray was now glowing like the hottest ember. 

Emerson turned and nodded to his friend. 

“This will mean you’re mine forever,” he said to Daphne. While Bo moved from the fire to Daphne’s side, Emerson stood in front of her, holding her head gently and resting his forward against hers. His grip tightened, at the instant Bo pressed the fiery brand into her left flank where her thigh meets her ass, where the skin is tight and smooth and likely to remain that way for some time. 

The initial strike burned enough flesh to cauterize the wound, so the pain was minimal. But the terror on her psyche was recorded as a tiny spasm of pure sexual joy rippling through her body with this vile a fantasy realized. 

With the branding over, Emerson whisked the blindfold away and took Daphne’s face in his hands, kissing her hard on the mouth, an anxious kiss. Bo had untied the ropes and she slumped into her husband’s arms. 

The gathering on the beach was over. 

The waves on the lake lapped softly against the shore, and from behind the swirling clouds a few stars and a three-quarter moon peeked through. The bonfire was no more than a glowing pile of ash and embers. This night was spent. There could be no more.

“We need some refreshment,” Emerson finally said, revived. “Let’s get ourselves up the hill, huh?”

“We’re going for a midnight swim,” Zack called to him, pulling himself and Kathy Ann from the sand and running toward the lake. Bo and Penelope joined them, while Emerson, arm and arm with his wife, climbed the hill to the house. 

The couple moved through the porch, into the dark house and up the stairs to the sleeping balcony. They could hear the others splashing in the water, and still see a faint glow on the beach. 

“You were beautiful, Daphne,” Emerson said to her as his nakedness hovered over hers. “The finest creature on this planet, I swear, luv.”

As he spoke, his finger outlined her nipple tenderly. Her body shook with a small tremor.

She could feel the tightness of the brand. It all seemed so strange to her being with this man, who in some senses she hardly knew. How could she survive him? One minute like a demon born in hell, the next minute her greatest champion. Could anyone truly love and revile a human being at the same time? Her doubts about his sanity would gnaw at her for a very long time. But for this one hour at the blackest time of day, she would think nothing of her concerns and accept the loving tenderness he so meagerly granted. 


***

Sadie

Did you ever think that Emerson Gray might be …what? Using you, perhaps for experimentation?

Daphne 

Is that how it sounds? She thought a moment. Don’t let me paint such a brutal picture of my husband. He had a lot of amazing qualities anyone would admire. I know the sexual activity had a cruel quality to it and even I didn’t completely buy his great, glowing compliments afterwards. They did smack of placating. But I was placated by them; I wanted to think he loved and revered me as much, even though I suspected that he was not quite that capable of loving. He was certainly not the only e’sHe’  He’

young man to prevaricate his way into a woman’s good graces. But men really don’t know much about love at an early age. I think they, more than women, require time to understand what love means. It takes practice and sincerity, and that may take a little life experience to get right. And some are destined to remain like little boys, don’t you think? Unable to relate on a level deeper than the physical. She pauses, deep in thought.

Ah! But back to Emerson in those early years. Yes, he was experimenting with the boundaries of the permissible. He was brutally honest with himself, and expected the same from everyone. That was why the night on the beach. Penelope was forced to admit her vulnerability; Kathy Ann stared her jealousy in the face, Zack showed her that he would never be anything but a quixotic magician of moods, and Bo got another taste of the cruelty inside him that he often tried to deny. Emerson…well, he was the master of ceremonies, the Lord of the unveiling. And in that he unveiled his monster, the sadist with little heart. I’m not sure that was a surprise to anyone, but it I think the impact of his brutal genius left us all concerned that…

Sadie after waiting for Daphne to finish

Concerned that what?

Daphne she looks up staring into the woman’s clear brown eyes

Concerned that what we thought was a façade was really all that Emerson was.

Sadie

And perhaps that seemed more likely after what happened next?

Daphne stared dreamily into space and didn’t answer. 


Chapter Five 

The house was quiet. Bo had gone back to town early and the girls were sleeping upstairs. Emerson and Zack were on the porch in the dark, staring out into the forest of trees and to where the lake should be. The quiet set their souls on edge. 

“It’s not enough, Zack,” Emerson was the first to speak after a long silence.

“What’s not enough?”

He shifted restlessly in his chair. “I feel like I’m on the verge of something immense and extraordinary.”

“What, in your writing? You still doing those commentaries on Blake and Keats?”

“I finished those a year ago,” he replied, his tone implying that Zack should already know that.

Zack thought a moment. “You know, I don’t recall you reading anything new to the Club, I mean really new in the last year.” It sounded like an accusation.

“Really?”

“Yes, really. You ride us for great achievement and we’re making progress. I mean look at Kathy Ann, getting that novella published.”

“It’s drivel.”

“Of course, it’s drivel. That’s how she thinks, but it’s well written, passionate drivel.”

Emerson laughed, dryly. 

“If it hadn’t been for you, she never would have finished it,” Zack said.

“Yes, I was sick and tired of hearing her whine about it. The woman’s too smalzy for me. If it weren’t for you…”

“I love her company, Em,” he cut him off, “and she makes love like a beast.”

“Yes, yes, I know, but we’re way off the point here. I’m not talking about something immense having anything to do—at least directly—with what I or any one of us writes.”

“Then what are you getting at?”

“This is something very different,” his voice dimmed to match the shadowy look on his face. “I have an evil in me that keeps harping at my—oh, I’d say heart, but the feeling is not located in my heart, more like my gut, my crotch.”

“What kind of evil?”

“Our sluts are wonders when it comes to their sexual willingness. But soon, this will all grow old? If we let the game play out in any normal fashion, we’ll be sitting here twenty years from now listening to children’s laughter echo through the woods and chugging beer, whilst our little wives are in the kitchen making sandwiches and talking about their latest recipe for hamburger. Can you imagine getting old like that?”

“I can imagine worse,” Zack answered. “But I also can’t imagine that being my life or yours.”

“That’s what I mean. It’s not our lot. I’ve accepted that and still I feel shoved into the role.”

“You’re the one who got married. Come on, where in the hell did that come from?”

Emerson shrugged. “It was right at the time.”

“And now?”

“Still right, I think. I love her as much as I’ll love any woman…and I’m smart enough to know there won’t be many women who will thrive on the kind of abuse I tend to heap on them.”

Zack shook his head. “You damn pervert.”

“Exactly.” His face suddenly lightened and he leaned forward, forearms resting on his legs. Through the surrounding darkness, he looked straight into Zack’s eyes, while his own blue ones seemed to leap out of the shadows cold as icy arrows. “What if, we did the unforgivable, the shocking…” his voice seemed to lower as he spoke, “what if…” he paused and thought a moment, then spoke with a chilling verve backing each word, “what if we abduct a woman, a virgin, a blameless innocent and hold her captive in the basement here as our sex toy.”

Zack heard the proposal and his eyes grew wide, but he didn’t say a word.

 “We keep her blindfolded, on short rations, naked, caged, gagged if we must…We whip her at will, fuck her like savages, and train her to accept it all, to love it all, until she’s begging for more. In effect, we take our anarchy, our domestic revolution and create the extraordinary… we turn an innocent nymph into the most outrageous immoral slut…” 

The frenzy in his eyes had not abated, but for the moment, he waited for some verbal response from Zack.

“And how long do we keep her?”

“Until we’re tired of her. A week, a month, the rest of the summer, until next year. However long it takes.”

“Takes for what?”

“To win her compliance. To gain her trust. To subvert the girl until she will do anything we ask of her.” 

“So, you have someone in mind?” Zack asked noncommittally.

Emerson smiled. “Actually, I do.” He snickered. 

“Really? Who? Do I know her?”

“Yes. You do.” His energy seemed to rise and there was just the slightest quavering in his voice, suggesting both excitement and fear. “I was thinking of that little waitress at Zen’s, remember the tart with the run-on mouth, said she was new to the city, all she had was an old Aunt back in Toledo. She was taking acting classes and was going to make a name for herself.”

Zack knew the girl. “Great bod. Tits, ass, a naughty little swish. Good moral values, Em. She blushed when you asked if she had a boyfriend, made some silly remark about being a good girl, and how she planned to remain so.”

“Yes, that’s the one. Just got off the boat with a handful of dreams in her pocket.” 

“Yeah, she said she’d do her aunt proud.” Zack started to smile with his interest warming. “You know her name?”

“I don’t want to know her name. We’ll make one up. The anonymous girl from nowhere, like a blank slate. Think of her bound in chains, knocked from one fantasy life to a very different one—ours.” He stood up and nervously paced the floor. “Think of it, Zack. Think of it. She will be ours to mold; we’ll make her anything we desire. We’ll give her the life she longs for— ” his eyes lit with a devilish gleam, “it’ll just happen in a more roundabout way than she expected.”

Zack shook his head. “Hey, I don’t know, Emerson. This is the craziest sounding thing you’ve ever cooked up.”

“I didn’t cook it up,” he said with a hint of anger in his voice. “I never think anything up. It comes from way deep down. And the desires aren’t so subtle anymore.”

“You plan on making the others part of this?”

“Of course.”

“What makes you think they’ll go along?”

“I know they will. I’ve seen it.”

“What do you mean, you’ve seen it?”

“My dreams are filled with the pictures, Zack, vivid pictures, and everyone’s there, doing what we do best when we’re together, celebrating sexual anarchy, making madness real. They have to be there. They have to be to make it work.”

“You realize that we could be incarcerated for the rest of our lives if we get caught, you, me, Bo and the girls. You really want to take the risk? For us? For them?”

“I’m going to take the risk, Zack. I have to. We have to. Otherwise we’ll live through this crazy period of existence and have done not one truly extraordinary thing. We have to do it. I can’t say why, not exactly, but I know we must. Don’t tell me you don’t feel it too.”

“Well, yeah, of course, I feel it. You got my cock already wagging for it. But you’re scaring me, Em, it’s nonsense, it’s a pipe dream that could hurt a lot of people.”

Emerson fell back in his chair in a slouch. “Yes,” he sighed. “I suppose it could. But a lot of things we do could hurt a lot of people. And it’s possible that this one won’t. Maybe our slut will be a better woman after it’s over. Did you ever think of that?”

“Hey, you haven’t given me time to think about it. I don’t know.”

“Well, think then, and once you think it through, you will see that it’s the most wonderfully perverse test we can give ourselves.”

***

Sadie

You say that you knew nothing of their plans?

Daphne

Nothing. None of us had a clue, until it was too late.

Sadie

Too late, as in . . .?

Daphne

She was already in our midst. And the game was on. By the time we understood the full intent behind Emerson’s plan, we were all implicated. 

***

They heard the car crushing gravel in the drive as it pulled to a stop. The encroaching night had stolen the lazy afternoon, and now the air was filled with some anxiety no one could yet grasp. Emerson promised a spectacular surprise, but they had expected him back for dinner. At nearly nine o’clock the pizza boxes lay strewn across the kitchen counter, just a half dozen pieces left for Emerson, Zack and Bo. They would probably complain.

A terrible thump at the backdoor followed the sound of the car door closing. 

Daphne jumped from her chair and moved toward the kitchen, thinking that the two might have brought back groceries. 

“What the fuck—!” her voice rang out in bewildered surprise, the exclamation drawing Penelope and Kathy Ann from the porch.

Seconds later— “What is that?” Penelope exclaimed. The three women watched the large burlap bag the men carried shift and contort, as if there were a struggling person inside. The muffled grunts of a female voice stung the air.

“To the cellar,” Emerson shouted. “Daphne, open the door!”

Daphne moved instinctively, and then watched from the top of the stairs as the three men carried their prize into the old root cellar. After a minute of stunned silence, the women took the stairs in a matter of seconds, and stopped short as soon as their feet hit the hard dirt floor. Neither of them could recall having ever been in the cellar beneath the house. What they saw there now only made the incomprehensible moment more bewildering.

The cellar was a meager twenty-foot square of stone walls and hard-packed earth; its air musty and damp as cellars are known to be. There were shelves and a table to their right, nothing odd in that. The room was windowless, plain and unused for the most part. Exactly as they expected. 

What made their jaws drop, however, was the alarming scene before them as the three men struggled with the floundering sack of angry body parts. While the burly Bo with Zack’s assistance held the sack steady, Emerson worked at the knotted drawstring closure. A minute or two and it finally gave way, allowing the burlap to be drawn back and the body inside freed—at least freed from this startling confinement. The female body unveiled dropped to the dirt and wriggled uselessly. Her wrists had been bound behind her back and her feet and legs were roped together to ensure that she couldn’t stand. Her mouth was gagged, while one of the black sash blindfolds used in the ceremony on the beach was tightly tied over her eyes. A crop of red curls covered her head, sticking out now in odd angles, a complete mess after so much struggle. 

Six pairs of eyes intently focused on the wildly gyrating form, each in their own way stunned to silence. The only sounds in the room were the girl’s grunts and groans as she witlessly attempted to free herself. The full impact of the scene was compounded by the fact that the girl and her male captors were inside an odd enclosure, roughly eight by six feet in the corner of the cellar, which looked as if it had been recently constructed. Vertical steel bars were fixed along a horizontal base that had been hammered into the floor. The bars were then affixed to beams along the ceiling, effectively making a prison cell inside the cellar. A small door opened into the space, swinging on new steel hinges. Apparently, the room would lock tight with the chain and large padlock that were hanging loose now from one side of the opening. 

“Hand me the cane,” Emerson ordered Bo. 

A surprisingly compliant Bo did just that, then turned and backed out of the cell to give Emerson some space. Zack joined him outside the enclosure, where the two stood in wait. The three women edged a bit closer, curious but frightened by what they saw. 

“It’s no use struggling, girl,” Emerson said coldly. “You won’t be freed from the ropes if you fight and when you’re freed you’ll still be imprisoned.” 

She seemed to freeze with fear hearing the sound of Emerson’s voice, and feeling the tip of his cane as it made a gentle journey around her body. 

“It’s okay. There’s really nothing to be afraid of.”

The girl made some grunting reply. Her response was not surprising, although her response to Emerson’s teasing cane was curious. Her body seemed to jump with life every time the tip nudged a leg, or arm, or a thrust-out breast, as if she were quaking erotically, which she couldn’t possibly be doing. Not yet. 

Emerson continued prodding her with a delicate touch and, in time, the cane’s movement seemed to calm her. 

“You’re going to be just fine,” he spoke again, “and I promise, you won’t be hurt, as long as you cooperate.” He tapped her thigh with the cane for emphasis. “Your time with us will become the outstanding moment of your life, the singular experience on which the rest of your life will hinge. The fulcrum between the time before with its wasted, useless years, and the time after, which will be more amazing than you ever could imagine.”

It was unlikely that the bound girl or her audience understood what Emerson meant by what he said. But his soothing tones seemed to lower the anxiety of the entire room until they were all seeming to breathe in unison with him. That was the sort of spell Emerson could cast. His five friends understood this. They had been mesmerized by him before and should know better, but once again, just like the girl, they succumbed to his words and the promise behind them. 

“We mean you no harm; in fact quite the opposite,” he continued, circling her immobile form. “It is my intention to bring you to an ecstasy of body and spirit you would never have imagined. You are in a crucible of great possibility. Don’t despair and do not lose hope. It will not last forever.”

The girl grunted, while those gathered around her tried to imagine what she would say.

“Em—” Penny started to speak. 

“Hush!” he leveled her with a toxic stare before she could finish his name. Then he nodded to the upstairs, moving toward the women, shooing them to the staircase, with tersely whispered vows. “You’ll have your answers soon enough. Don’t go crazy on me now. Five minutes. We’ll be up in five minutes.”

He used the cane to spur them on, following closely at their heels until they were at the top of the stairs where he closed the door with a firm click. 

Penelope and Kathy Ann immediately turned about with their eyes focused on Daphne.

“What?” she shook her head, “I’m as shocked as you are.”

“You have no idea who that girl is?” Penelope charged in a throaty whisper.

“No. No I don’t.”

“I think he’s gone off the deep end, Daph,” Kathy Ann charged.

Daphne shook her head, “I – I don’t know.”

“Well, he damn well better get his ass up here in his five minutes or I’m going back down there and find out what the bastards are doing,” Penny fumed. 

Emerson returned to his captive, who for those few minutes lay inert, gathering dust on the dirt floor. One wondered what she could be thinking now. Was she in shock; or simply numb? Were Emerson’s words still having their trancelike effect? It seemed too simple, the crime so easily perpetrated, just as they had planned…. 

They’d watched hidden in the alley by the Zen Café, waiting for her to leave her shift. She moved with a pleasing, upbeat gait as she walked the seven blocks toward her apartment. Emerson and Zack had tailed her twice before to plan her abduction, and they had agreed to abandon their plans if she veered from her normal route home from work. Luckily, she hadn’t. 

Hers was a lonely part of town where abduction would be simple. They’d dressed as black as the night, Emerson tailing her on foot while Zack drove one of his family’s little used vehicles—she’d never remember the featureless Dodge if it came to that—and Bo sat in the back seat. On a side street between neighborhoods where she normally took a shortcut to her apartment building, they pulled up behind her, while the tailing Emerson grabbed her from behind and shoved her into the car. 

She wouldn’t see beyond Bo’s mask, and once he had her in his firm grip, the blindfold went over her eyes, the gag followed and then the ropes. Finally, the burlap bag contained her thrashing movements enough to make the long drive back to the forest retreat. 

No one said a word the entire way—which was part of Emerson’s instructions. 

The girl had immense spunk, thrashing about as best she could in the confined space. But finally, she’d succumbed to her exhaustion and lay inert on the floor of the vehicle until they arrived at their destination. 

Emerson circled her body now, returning to her his previous methodology, gently prodding her with the cane as he spoke. “You’re our captive, girl, until the time we choose to free you. There is no way out. No escape, no negotiation, no way to avoid what will happen next. That is the facts of your confinement.” He let his message sink in and then added, “But do not lose heart.

“When you’re freed, your reward will be considerable, that I promise. Until then, it is imperative that you do exactly as we tell you; your disobedience will be met with harsh rebukes. Punishment is avoidable, however, thus I suggest you set your mind to obey without exception. I know you have little reason to trust us, but in time, you will. Consider this a vacation from your real life and look for it to change who you are forever.”

He circled her silently one more time, then pressed the cane between her legs where it was sure to hit her at the home of her most sensitive physical response. He felt her flinch against the bamboo and was pleased with this first sexual response. 

“In our my world, our world, you’ll be known as Veronica X. Has good ring, don’t you think?  A bit of sophistication.  Classy.” He paused as if she’d actually respond. Of course, she couldn’t. “While you’re with us, that is who you’ll be to us. Internalize that name, create a persona for Veronica X, identify with her, and I’m sure you’ll find your stay with us a little easier to take. There is nothing to fear here but your own imaginings.” He gave her a moment to think on that before finishing. “That’s all you need to know for now, Veronica X, all that matters. You’ll learn more in the days ahead. Now, I’m sure you’re tired, so we’ll be leaving you in your cell.” He motioned to Bo and Zack, who moved in quickly, untying the ropes that bound her wrists, her legs and feet, and then retying her to pallet bed, with her arms above her head and her feet secured below. 

“We’ll see you at sunrise,” Emerson said as he followed his friends out of the cell, then shut it with a clang. He chained the door of bars in place and clicked the padlock shut. 

The three then left the cellar and moved upstairs. 


Chapter Six 

Daphne

Oh, Yes! There was havoc that night. As soon as the three returned upstairs, Emerson ushered all of us out onto the porch, insisting that we keep our voices down. But that wasn’t possible. Kathy Ann was livid, Penelope scowling and critical. They voiced their objections, and both threatened to leave, or even worse, call the police. I sensed that Bo had his objections too. I could see the worry on his face, but the women were vocal enough for us all.

The way the scene started, I thought the place would descend into total chaos, with slammed doors and Penelope and Kathy Ann screeching off into the night, returning to the city. I would have liked to have left myself, but of course, I could go nowhere. 

I slumped in a chair, feeling heartsick and nervous as I listened to the heated quarrel. Then, strangely, everything changed, as Emerson’s voice rose above their anger. He gave the soliloquy of his life. His words, his musing, his demons poured from his mouth as if he were defending his very existence. In calm and measured tones, he, for that moment, squelched the panic, and once again, we got caught up in his game, listening with rapt attention to every word. He wound a spell around us as if we were naïve children. He pulled us in when it was most imperative for him to succeed in that task. And he did it so well that afterwards, there were none on that old porch who weren’t convinced, or at least tricked into believing that what we were doing was our moral right.

It was a perfect case of the ends justifying the means. And how his voice still rings in my ears…

‘I know you think me mad as the mad hatter, but this is the most sane and logical thing I’ve ever done. I know, I know,’ he was pounding the doorframe emphatically, ‘that what we are doing here was meant to be done. I know this in my gut. She will be our inspiration, our muse, and what comes of these days will yield remarkable results. I know that to be true. And Veronica X with her petty life, and petty concerns, will be made vital, strong and womanly by our efforts. It is for us to ignite her passion, her physical body and her sorry spirit. I’m amazed that you can’t see it right off. Do I have to explain everything to you?” He sighed deeply and shook his head as if simply couldn’t fathom our hesitation. ‘You look outside the windows of the city and what do you see but mayhem, violence, war, that friggin war. Vietnam will be a plague on our generation’s soul. I know that. But this, this seeming atrocity will be one of our shining hours.’

I remember then his grim face breaking out into a sleazy smile—and Emerson was hardly ever sleazy. 

‘It’s just sex, folks. That’s all. We’re going to toy with her, arouse her, teach her, play with her, and let her play right back. She’s going to be fondled and fucked, and whatever we choose to do to her, and you know what?’ He gazed around at us with steady eyes, ‘She’s going to crave it. She will beg for it. I’ve seen it. I know it’s going to happen. If you trust nothing about me, trust that. The little girl is going to become a slut, and that slut is going to have a damn good time.’

I don’t know how he did it, how he could take something so blatantly immoral and turn it into a glorified act of human liberation and have us believe him, but he did. We believed him. We honestly believed him. Maybe we were hypnotized. I don’t know. But I do know that we went to bed that night with the kidnapped Veronica X lying in the cellar and all of our minds focused solely on the next day, when Emerson’s experiment began in earnest. She looks her interviewer in the eye. What of this don’t you believe?

Sadie she clears her throat, as she squirms uncomfortably in her seat

Well, there’s a lot to question here. But I think the most difficult is to believe that you six could create such a tight alliance that would allow your crime to play out without a hitch.

Daphne

Oh, there were hitches! A lot of them. Every day we doubted ourselves. Penelope, Bo, Kathy Ann would raise objections, but every day we were won over by Emerson’s enthusiasm for his game. In that he became relentless. He ran hard and fast through the drills, her indoctrination, her training—and he wouldn’t let anyone leave until the first signs of her breaking down were clearly apparent and we could begin to see the gift we were to bestow on her. 

Sadie

So, were you more easily accepting of your husband’s scheme than the others?

Daphne

No, I was not, I was panicked, like the rest of them. Petrified that we’d be caught. I mean when the papers came out with the story about the missing girl, I threatened to bolt, go to the police, and a dozen undoable ideas ran through my head to extricate myself from it. I argued with Emerson, insisted that he take the girl back and leave her in some safe place. I don’t know how many times, I imagined trying to wipe our fingerprints from her body and clothes, so we could get rid of any trace of who kidnapped her. Of course, none of my ideas made any logical sense. The only way to safely extricate ourselves from this mess and avoid potential prosecution was to do exactly as Emerson planned. If his plan worked, there’d be no victim and thus no crime at all. We had to hope that this was possible.

Emerson had thought this carefully through. I often shudder to think how many days and nights were spent as he concocted the plan—it may well have been years in the works. One of his first tasks once he had ensnared our imaginations was to gain our compliance by our participation. We were all indicted by our own inner depravity, and so quickly, too. What horrible creatures we must have been to be so easily swayed!  

Was I more accepting of Emerson’s scheme than the others? I think I was more unsettled than anyone else appeared to be. When we were alone in bed that first night, I felt so strange. My husband, the man I thought I loved had just broken the law. He’d kidnapped an innocent woman and was now holding her captive in the same house where we slept. I found that astounding, unnerving. Part of me felt like my entire world was falling away from me, that my future was being written by a madman and there would be no escaping the nightmare. But I had no words then to express my disapproval, so like a coward, I said nothing.

Sadie

Then you never agreed that this abduction was a noble exploit?

Daphne

Well, yes, I let myself accept Emerson’s logic. It was the expedient thing to do. To not, I would have been torn apart with fear and regret. But now? Do I think it was a noble exploit? No. It was wrong. That some good came of it doesn’t wipe away the fact that we took away the free will of a woman and sought to remake her in the image we chose for her. It was a crime, pure and simple, a terrible crime for which we were never indicted. But that hasn’t kept the cosmic justice from having its say. Each of us in our own way has paid a price for what we did. 

Sadie

Do you suppose that the nights in the woods and on the beach were deliberately planned to make you ready?

Daphne

I’ve sometimes wondered that too. However, I believe that while those savage nights certainly tainted our thoughts with deviant lust and a desire for more, they were not intended as part of Emerson’s plan. The fact that our descent into his world of anarchy helped put us in the mood certainly was to his advantage. He used that mindset well. All he had to do was tap into what was already bubbling erotically inside us. 

***

The morning after the abduction, the six conspirators went to the cellar for their first session with the girl. It was to be conducted in silence, according to a plan that seemed perfectly clear to Emerson—and that was all that was necessary. He assumed that the rest of the group would catch on. His only instructions were to remain silent and follow his lead. 

It was clear when the six descended on small cell that Veronica X was already awake. As they circled the pallet, they watched her test the ropes, and then listened to her groan again in dismay to find them dependably secure.

Emerson knelt at her head and gently stroked her face. “Nothing, nothing will harm you, my dear Veronica,” he whispered softly. “Nothing at all.”

In viewing her face, the kidnap victim seemed more like a child than a woman, with her vivid tangle of red hair and a sprinkle of freckles just barely visible at the bottom of the blindfold across the bridge of her nose. Her lips were full but pale now, as her lipstick was long ago smudged away in her useless battle for freedom. Viewing her body, however, one could not fail to see what a voluptuous woman she had become in nineteen years. Her breasts burst from her white cotton blouse, and her sensuous wide hips strained the seams of her short red skirt. Every time she squirmed, it seemed that a naturally erotic quality billowed from her struggling form. 

Emerson nodded to Bo and Zack, who on cue, bent down and raised the pallet from the ground and placed it on the small table that had been moved inside the cell. She was now waist high to the six with her physical body convenient to probing hands and tender lips. 

Motioning Penelope, Kathy Ann and Daphne to the table, Emerson indicated that they caress Veronica’s lovely flesh. Meanwhile, Zack began cutting away her clothes. Beginning with the white blouse, he made careful motions using his Swiss Army Knife. With every upward swipe, a little more of the cotton ripped away—it took just two swipes before the girl understood what was happening. She arched her back with a look of anguish crossing her half-hidden features. Her muffled cry followed. 

“Shuuuuuush, girl,” Emerson quietly commanded. “My friend’s knife is very sharp. You wouldn’t want to end up cut.”

This seemed to momentarily subdue the girl, but her stress—perhaps humiliation—was no less apparent. She shifted from side to side, rocking in a more careful attempt to communicate her distress. But this only made her body more appealing to the eyes that watched in fascinated admiration. 

Soon, Zack tore the remnants of her blouse away, exposing her lovely breasts encased inside a sturdy white brassiere. With every breath, her chest swelled, venting a sensuous lushness that seemed to expand minute by minute. It was hard to believe that the girl was not in some way aroused. Her fear seemed to fall away like icicles warmed by the sun. Kathy Ann ran her warm hands along Veronica’s stretched out legs, noting their smooth and youthful texture. Avoiding Zack’s knife, Daphne grazed her hips and then the girl’s tautly stretched belly. Penelope was, perhaps, the most aggressive of the three, as her hands journeyed along the girl’s arms and caressed her face and neck. She then, without hesitation leaned in and kissed her face, even the lips that had been stretched all night by the cloth gag. The brunette looked toward Emerson as if to ask for him to remove the gag, but he shook his head and mouthed, “In time.” Penelope resumed her play, diving into the girl’s body and pushing the bra aside long before Zack’s knife had a chance to cut it away. 

The three women could feel the girl’s conflict; they understood her fight and yet relished every indication that she was slowly submitting to their kind attention. Once Zack removed the white brassiere, both Penelope and Daphne massaged the exposed bounty with a surprisingly eager Daphne being the first to take Veronica’s pink nipple into her mouth. The steamy sensuality made the cellar warm and damp, as the fragrant fire of all four women clouded the air with female essence. 

As Zack moved on to cut at Veronica’s little red skirt, the attentive group stopped their play long enough to watch the pretty pussy unveiled by his careful swipes. With the knife poised just under the waistband of the girl’s white panties, he looked up, gazing into all three women’s eyes and smiled broadly. Then with a sudden sweep upward, the nylon fabric split down the center and fell to the side, sending a fresh gust of feminine perfume into the air above, joining what had already become a heady sexual aroma. Two more strategically located swipes of his pocketknife and the panties were pulled aside and tossed to the floor, leaving the girl’s body naked, glowing softly in the incandescent light. Veronica’s pink white flesh was spotted with a few errant freckles and looked like precious alabaster, smooth and almost new. And there at the apex of her thighs was a nymph-like pubic mound with delicate labia lips just barely covered in a cottony fluff of pale red pubic hair.  

The girl thrashed more now than she had since their work began, her big breasts knocking back and forth and her hips rocking side to side, looking as if they were straining to close, to cover her nakedness and the private places now brutally bared. Her neck and face reddened. Was she embarrassed or aroused? Her frantic movements panicked or fraught with desire?

Her fighting and thrashing got her nowhere. The warm female hands moved with ease over every inch of her lustrous body. The three massaged her legs, her thighs, her belly, her breasts; their lips tugged at the blindfold, and the buds of her nipples, and in one bold and terrorizing move a finger, Daphne’s to be precise, moved in-between her lower lips and inched its way deep where it might find a wetness gathering there. She shuddered in response, as a vicious but wonderful feeling darting through her body everywhere. 

Yes, she must have been blushing to be so boldly toyed with. She’d be thankful for the blindfold now, so she wouldn’t have to look at their faces. And on an even deeper level, she must have realized now that her virgin life was about to come crashing down. At some point during that session, she would understand with some astonishment that her captors wanted her for sex and these moments with their hands and lips and the lovely but somewhat mocking sounds of the man’s voice were just the beginning. 

“And that is enough,” Emerson finally announced to them all. He had to pull Penelope from her moment of blissful loving, and extricate Daphne’s fingers from the delicate, pink slit. Even Kathy Ann was reluctant to draw away. She breathed heavily with lips parted, her eyes curiously dreamy with desire. Emerson bent down. “That is all for now, my pet. You behave like a good girl, you’ll have more to enjoy.”

He sent the women upstairs, and had Zack and Bo return the pallet to the floor—a safety precaution. 

“She’ll need this, I think,” he said, dragging the bucket he intended for a piss pot next to her bed. 

Bo untied her feet, while Zack locked a collar round her neck and loosened the restraints on her hands, enough so she could use them. 

“This is your toilet,” Emerson told her, drawing the girl’s hands to the round metal bucket. “Use it now.”

The girl had to think a moment to realize that she was no longer so extremely bound. Once she got her bearings, she moved quickly, crouching over the bucket, with the sound of her tinkling urine raining down against the metal. When she was finished, she fell back to the pallet, sitting on her bottom, her knees bent, and her bound hands falling between her legs, looking in some ways like a forlorn child. 

“Now you want something to eat and drink, I imagine?” Emerson declared. 

She nodded her head. 

“That is fine with me, but if you want to eat and drink you must promise me you won’t scream for help when I remove the gag. That clear?”

She made no response.

“You could scream of course,” he went on, “but you’re locked in a cellar in the middle of nowhere. There’s no one around for miles but us. I’ll remove the gag, and in time, I might even keep it off. But even one plaintive cry from you for help and not only will the gag rarely leave your mouth, I will thrash your ass as punishment. Is that understood?”

She nodded then. 

The gag had so strangely distorted Veronica X’s mouth that it was quite lovely seeing her lips as they were naturally formed, their fullness more evident and clearly pleasing. Emerson immediately noted their erotic quality, reminding himself that this simple feature was one of the things that had attracted him to the girl at Zen’s. He thought of how they’d be used, how they would kiss, what they would look like with his wife’s lips pressed against them, or with his wife’s cunt wet and hovering over them in preparation for the way they would suck her to an exuberant orgasm. 

Moving on from this momentary reverie, he fed her a bowl of mashed cereal with protein powder and dried fruit. It probably didn’t taste too bad, but taste hadn’t been his aim. He needed to keep her nourished, and gave her just enough food to keep her healthy and able to perform as he desired. After she ate, she drank from a pan of water, lapping the liquid in the only way she could, like a thirsty beast. When she was finished, she sat back on her heels and waited. 

“Good girl,” he said, encouragingly. 

A new gag was fastened around her neck; this one was a rubber ball gag that should be easier on her mouth. Bo and Zack retied the ropes to secure her to the pallet, arms above her head and legs spread wide. Extinguishing the light, Emerson nodded for his friends to leave by flashlight. He would follow as soon as he heard their footsteps on the stairs. But before he left, in an impulsive move he had not planned, he untied the blindfold where it was knotted behind her head. This was a small kindness, but it wouldn’t mean much in the pitch black of the earthen cellar. The only light she’d be able to see was a small dim crack under the door that led to the stairs. 

“We’ll see you again soon,” he said before he made his way in the inky darkness to the door and left Veronica X to the nothingness of her new existence. 

***

“It’s a matter of training,” Emerson told them. “We start with sensory deprivation, punctuated by intense moments of physical pleasuring. We’ll do this for about a week, until Veronica is craving the hands that will in seconds arouse her to a sexual state of want. She’ll be so sensitized to her infrequent but astounding sessions of touch that she’ll start liquefying at the sound of our footsteps on stairs. It’s just that simple.” Emerson spoke as if he’d read all this from an instruction manual on the sexual manipulation of female captives.

“Sounds like the perfect torture,” Penelope noted dryly. “I like it.” She seemed more like herself now, less submissive, although without her previous bite. Her own journey to the dark had seen to that, and the effect had surprisingly stuck. 

Emerson was pleased to see her enthusiasm since it helped keep Daphne and Kathy Ann in check. He went on, “In a week or so, she should be ready for more freedom. We’ll remove the twenty-four hour restraints, allow her to walk about the cell. But it’s imperative to keep our sessions tactile and sexually oriented. I want her craving and wildly excited, driven mad with need, until she finally asks for what she wants.”

“And that is?” Bo asked, in a rare comment. 

“Her virginity taken, of course. It won’t be rape, I’ll see to that. I plan to have the whole thing filmed.”

“You think that’s wise?” Bo looked suspicious. 

“Yes, I do. If we capture on film the picture of a woman begging for sex, wild with passion, cunt dripping, mouth hungering for cock, her body moving on us aggressively, it will be a bit of security just in case.”

“In case of what?” Bo asked. “You’re thinking we’ll get caught, aren’t you?”

“Good, God, no!”

“Yeah, I wouldn’t be so sure that’s not in your mind.” 

“Well, certainly,” Emerson backed off slightly, “we have to be mindful of the possibilities. That’s why the film. Insurance. But it’s been my plan from the start, that Veronica X will be so hot with sexual fever, so eager and ever grateful for what we give her, that once she’s freed, there will be no question of her going to the authorities with some strange story of an abduction and rape. Trust me. It’s systematic and foolproof. One step at a time. We’ll reel her in.”

As Emerson spoke, Bo studied the man, just as he’d been studying Emerson for the last six years since the day of their first meeting. His mental files on his friend were brimming with untold observations, and so it was with a heightened kind curiosity that the entire room waited for his next comment. His reaction to Emerson’s stated mission started with a slow nodding of his head, his expression grim, then slowly his response evolved to a soft, knowing snicker. His eyes lit in an unusually dark way for Bo. “I wouldn’t have believed it, Emerson, if I hadn’t seen it,” he finally said, with the sound of awe in his voice, “but you know, I think it’s going to happen, just the way you describe.”

“Of course, it’s going to happen. Gets into the blood, doesn’t it?” Emerson was relieved to hear that Bo, of all people, put his stamp of approval on the plan.

“Oh, yeah,” Zack followed him. “She’ll take us all, that sweet little bitch, all at the same time; that’s the ultimate fantasy.”

While the three expounded on the rewards of their endeavor, the three women were equally engaged in their own thoughts about Veronica X, although noticibly less vocal. Penelope mused about what taking the virgin would mean to her, while Kathy fumed apparently not as resigned as the rest. Daphne was silent and remote for a long time. Emerson noticed right off the two women quietly brooding. They were an issue to be handled.

When the conversation dwindled for a time, he suddenly turned to Kathy Ann. “So, what’s going on in that head of yours, Kathy?” The comment was intended to cut right through her sour mood, and she practically jumped from her chair at the sound of her name.

“It just troubles me, Emerson,” she stated flatly. She looked around at the others. “Don’t any of you think it’s strange that we’re here jovially discussing the abuse of a woman who’s now tied in the basement? Isn’t that the least bit bizarre?”

“Of course, it’s bizarre,” Emerson said. “It is supposed to be. It’s art; it reflects life. It’s true to our desires, which makes it a true and honest act to illustrate our personal revolution.”

“You’re twisting logic, Emerson.” Kathy’s face contorted defiantly.

“Sure. You can call it that, but is it any different than the twisted logic of our government, our politicians, our priests, our ministers, the fine educators who stick whatever facts may suit the tenor of the times into young brains and call it education? Everything is twisted. Truth, morality are relative to the situation. Right now, thousands of good boys have been pulled from their homes, guns shoved into their hands. They are marched off to war, to fight for what? What truth, what morality do they represent? Huh? Don’t go giving me some stupid line about morality, Kathy Ann. The truth about you is, you wish it were you down here.” He pointed to toward the basement for emphasis.

“That’s bullshit, Emerson!” she spat out. 

“Is it really? I don’t think so. I think that’s the whole point of your objections.” His mouth twisted into a surly grin. “You know, a long night in the cellar can be arranged for you. How would that be? Huh? We all know that if Zack wanted to put you there, you’d do it in a heartbeat.”

She pursed her lips.

“Your problem is that you’re suddenly not the center of attention anymore. You want it to be you down there. You don’t care about Veronica, you care only that Zack is paying more attention to the girl downstairs than he’s paying to you. Well, you’d better get used to it, because you’re in this for the long haul, just like everyone else.”

“Stop it, Emerson!” she said tersely. “It is about the rightness of what we do.”

“No, I won’t stop,” he shot out curtly. “And it’s not about the rightness at all. It’s about Kathy Ann feeling left out again.”

She turned toward Zack. “Please make him stop.”

“Why make him stop, luv. Hum?” Zack returned. “You’re acting pretty bratty for a girl who was having a hell of a good time a few minutes ago.”

“Zack…”

“I saw you. We all saw you. And I don’t like it when you lie.”

“Sweetie, please, you can’t…”

“Can’t what? Be serious about Veronica X? I’m damned serious about the girl. I have to be. We all have to be, because like Emerson said, we’re in this for the long haul. He’s right about you, you know.” He got up and walked toward her, reached down, took her hand and pulled her up. “You wanna be the little princess too. Right?”

Everyone could feel Kathy Ann’s energy swell as she reacted to the sound of Zack’s hard words by turning to putty in his cruel hands. She stood motionless, while his arm moved around her torso, his fingers finding her behind and grabbing her cheeks in his hands. She no doubt expected something sexual, but he started to spank her and spank her hard. When the position became too awkward to spank her as hard as he desired, he turned her over his left arm, so he could whack her rear firmly with his open palm. Soon, even that was not enough, so he raised her dress to have her ass naked. Her bare bottom turned from pink to red as one rough smack followed after the one before in a cadence suffused with righteous indignation. 

Kathy Ann’s initially responded, twisting fitfully. Although she voiced her objections, they were quickly supplanted by the sounds of her undeniable arousal. Each smack heightened the erotic sensation tearing through her body. 

Zack, as equally roused, tore her sundress off over her head, exposing her naked body underneath. She was hot, perspiring, quivering close to cumming as the spanking went on and on and on.  

“Oh, oh oh oh…” she panted loudly, as she came close to crashing through the pain and discovering the pleasure on the other side.

But that was at that point Zack chose to stop. 

“You’re ready, aren’t you?” he asked as if it were an accusation.

“Oh yes, Zack, darling, please I am,” she replied, pleading.

“Well, you’re not going to come now, you’re gonna wait for what you get.” He drew her upright and looked her in the eye. “I thought you got the picture on the beach, Kathy, but since that didn’t stick with you, I’m going to show you what a slut you are. You think there’s just not enough attention being paid to you… well, guess what? You can spend the next few hours in bondage, just like our Veronica downstairs.” He was mad now, whipped to a frenzy. “Ropes, Emerson.”

He pushed her in front of him through the porch door to the nearest large tree where she was bound face forward. Her mouth was gagged with Penelope’s panties, relinquished at Zack’s request, and her eyes were blindfolded with his t-shirt crudely tied around her head. 

“Hope you’re happy now,” he said as he gave her pink fanny one last whack and walked away. 

Even Emerson couldn’t top this show of dominance—this was why he admired Zack so. Fitting, he thought. Having now dispensed with the vapid woman at least for now, Emerson turned his attention to his wife. 

“So, dear, everyone here has weighed in on the issue of Veronica X but you. You want to tell me what’s been going through your petulant brain?”

“How can you be so sure it’s petulant, Emerson?” Daphne answered him. She spoke evenly, sounding strangely rational when the mood of her friends seemed particularly on edge—for good reason.  

“I’m your husband, Daph. I know your moods. You want to be strung up to a tree like Kathy Ann?”

“It has its benefits,” she continued in the same detached manner. 

“Yeah, and that would be perfect for you. Hide your feelings against a tree. Go inside yourself and be as happy as one of those anonymous bugs climbing through the tree bark.” He stopped and looked at her, his temper obviously rising. “Back to my question, Daphne. What’s going on for you?”

“Aren’t I doing what I’m told?” She tried again to placate the man with a reasoned reply, but he hated her passive tone. 

He looked at her oddly. “What’s going on, Daphne?”

“Nothing. Honestly, Emerson. Really. I swear.”

“Mind if I don’t believe you?” His agitation seemed at the boiling point. Hot. Rugged. Tempestuous. Frightening for Daphne who knew what his temper could do. And yet, she hadn’t the will to stop herself for running right into his trap. She knew how to stop him. All she had to do was tell him that she wasn’t feeling well and he’d back off. But at the moment, the piece of her that needed this confrontation with her husband was in charge; the two were destined to clash and clash aggressively. In her hesitation, she’d stepped over the line and there was no retreating now no matter what excuse she gave.

When Emerson’s blue eyes turned steel gray, it was the signal that his passions were on fire. Even from six feet away, Daphne could feel the throbbing of his cock inside her hand, against her thigh, between her legs. And more than that, she could read his thoughts enough to know where they led. She knew what he wanted to do with her, and how he would choose to end this insignificant quarrel. She waited for it, expecting it, finding an eroticism about it that she craved to complete.

“Excuse me,” Emerson said, making his move. “If you don’t mind, my wife needs to be attended to in private. Since the cellar is already in use, I think we’ll use the shed.”

“Be my guest,” Zack said. He didn’t smile, but there was a look of sadistic satisfaction on his face.

Bo and Penelope just nodded, as they felt the energy between the couple pour out all around them. It was distinctly sexual, fanatic, explosive, even dictatorial on Emerson’s part and, in equal measure, erotically acquiescent on Daphne’s.

This script had been written in advance.

***

“Something in you just begs to be beaten, doesn’t it?” Emerson faced off with his wife inside the creaky confines of the shed, lording a husbandly power over Daphne that reeked with Old World attitudes of male-female relationships.

“Yes, I’m beginning to think so,” she answered, her head bowed.

“What is it? You need your defiance whipped from you?”

“Maybe.” She bit her lip and shrugged. She may have looked calm, but the passive exterior defied the teaming goings-on that had her belly aching and her crotch hot.

Emerson didn’t like her vague replies. “Have I somehow offended you?” he wondered. 

“Well, it’s possible that the girl, Veronica, offends me,” Daphne managed to say.

“Really? Have you not heard a thing I’ve said?” he wondered. “I’ve given adequate explanations, you should be satisfied.”

She remained motionless.

“I didn’t see you running away from teasing the girl’s cunt. I didn’t even ask you to do that.”

“I know. I was glad to do it for both of us,” she said.

“But somehow you found it morally reprehensible. Right?”

“No, no…how could I find that any more reprehensible than what’s already happened? I guess I’m just confused, Emerson.  I’m sorry.”

He nodded. Daphne was easily confused, battered by her own brain that was so easily swayed, that took every side and every point of view, but found it so difficult to settle on her own opinions. “You’re my wife, and you need to be one with me on this. If you can’t be, Daphne, then we can’t play at marriage very well, can we?”

“I suppose not.”

“Is that what you want to do, end it?”

“No!” she practically shrieked. “I love you, Emerson. I honestly don’t know why sometimes, you stretch my thinking so, but I’d – I’d be so lost without you.”

“Well, then what you have to do, Daphne, if forget about your doubts and your inhibitions and stay with the sexual fervor that drives you, because that is your primary motivation, whether you want to deny it or not. You’ll take your lust into the cellar with me, climb on that girl and make her into the slut she is. All that clear?”

“Yes, yes, it is,” she sounded more sure of herself, but then, that might just be placating her husband. 

“Now, take off your clothes. I think it’s time you had a graphic reminder to quell the rebellious beast in you.”

At the sound of the order, Daphne threatened to blush—a queer fact of the moment that made her oddly embarrassed as she faced a husband ready to punish her weakness. But because the strange thrill in her gut would not let her flee the shed, she unbuttoned her blouse like a sheepish kid, unhooked her bra, then pushed her shorts to her feet and stepped out of them and her pink sandals. 

Meanwhile, Emerson, who had apparently planned well for such an occasion, pulled a leather strap from the wall. It was not two feet in length, but it was a good three inches wide and would pack a mean punch on a deserving behind. Seeing it, Daphne shivered to the bone.

Emerson’s long shirtsleeves were now rolled to the elbow. Most men on a warm day like this one, in a casual vacation environment would dress in t-shirt and shorts. The fact that Emerson chose instead to dress like a banker in slacks and a crisp white shirt attested to one of the many ways he thumbed his nose at the Woodstock hippie 60’s. For the occasion, it gave him the upper hand with his wife. He looked exactly like the young autocrat that he was pretending to be that day. 

As Daphne looked at his bared forearms, the sinewy muscles, the tanned skin and the blanket of bleached-blonde hair, her excited shivering expanded. 

This was right for her. She needed a man who could settle her quandaries, who forced her to turn off her obsessive thoughts, who brought her back to the body that longed at its core for ripe, raw, sexual pleasure. 

“Grab that bar above your head,” Emerson pointed, and she turned to follow the instruction, noting the yard long steel bar that had been bolted to the wall. It looked like a heavy iron towel rack, although its original purpose in the building was unknown.

A tremor of lust rifled through her body as Daphne reached up and grabbed the bar, stretching to her full height, nearly on tiptoe. Her fists clutched the rod so tightly that her knuckles whitened from the effort. With his wife in place, Emerson stepped up and measured the distance thoughtfully. Then with an angry passion burning in his gut and extending through his arm, he began to thrash his wife with repeated blows to her white round buttocks. Her skin reddened as rapidly as the blows turned plaintive moans into shrieks. 

The first smacks were like a tonic that added to her lust, but the lovely feeling ended abruptly as her bottom began to sting. It might have been her imagination, but she felt that with every blow of the leather, Emerson increased the strength. The fiery blade soon delivered such a rain of woe that she nearly slumped to the floor. Thankfully, Emerson chose that moment to pause, which allowed the surface burn to penetrate deeper. The heat wound its way inside where it upped the intensity of her lust, turning pain into another form of pleasure. 

This sensation, along with the deep satisfaction she felt in being justifiably punished, made her nearly orgasmic in a matter of minutes. Emerson noted this with some curiosity, but he had no intention of doing anything but punish his wife until his own ire had abated. He then jerked her out of this near ecstasy by changing implements. Using a cat of braided leather falls; the effect was instantaneous. Against her back, her shoulders, her buttocks, her thighs, the nasty tool inflicted a damaging thrashing intended to turn her entire backside raw and her whimpering moans into a pleading scream. 

“Oh, please, no more!” she vented over and over. But the blows kept raining down.

He loved to hear that tormented voice, every plea, every cry, every wounded grimace. He wanted her hurt. He wanted this justice hard. It wanted his ire satisfied until it was wiped from his body. He wanted her hurt as much as Daphne desired to be hurt. And more important than anything, he wanted her to understand how much he owned her.

She was his wife, goddammit, and she was bound to be everything he desired her to be. He was the sadist, she the masochist and this was how they would live. 

Perhaps there was some cosmic force that joined the two and made them play out this scene with such horrifying fervor. Could it be called cruel or violent if they both reached a heightened state of pleasure in sadomasochistic bliss? Or was this just the way they best knew how to love? 

After a time, time being relative so it was difficult for them to gauge, Emerson had had enough. He dropped the whip and moved in close to Daphne’s thrashed behind. He kissed her neck, while his right hand teased its way down her side and fondled the swell of her hip. 

She shivered darkly, having just one thought pouring from the mindless stupor of pained pleasure. When Emerson’s hand drifted between her thighs, she gasped, her body jerking slightly. 

“You need to come,” he said.

“Un, huh,” she could barely breathe, let alone form words to speak. 

It took seconds, not minutes, of one lean finger snaking between her labia and finding her wet clit.

“Oh, my!” Her body instantly tensed. She still clung to the bar, but she leaned back into his chest, her mouth open wide in awe and her body shaking, with the climax moving through her in spasmodic waves. 

In the midst of her finish, Emerson withdrew his erection and slipped it without protest into her ass. His orgasm erupted nearly as quickly as hers did, joining in the last of her spasms and breathless cries. 

He whispered again: “You may doubt yourself, Daphne, but don’t doubt me. It’s something unique that we do here, exceptional and worthy of our best efforts. It may be morally wrong, but we won’t know that until it’s finished. And if it is, you can trust me, we’ll survive it and move on.”

This is what he believed. 


Chapter Seven

Sadie

Was it not a bit of hubris to believe you had the gods on your side and anything you did was right? That is what Emerson Gray seemed to believe. 

Daphne

Of course, it was hubris. But you have to remember the times. We didn’t know if the world was going to blow up, or the government was going to be overthrown by angry student radicals. That kind of talk was not unusual in universities and for those like us: a group of fledging writers. As much as Emerson vowed that he was not influenced by the times, he was. It was written in a different form of rebellion and Veronica X made sense. 

That night, after I was so meanly thrashed—and was as a result in a sort of awed acceptance—after Emerson and I left the shed and headed back to the porch…I believe I was wearing only my shirt…Emerson had Zack released the bound Kathy Ann from the tree. She was led back to the cellar where by the dim light of candles, Kathy Ann was ordered to make love to our bound captive. 

I honestly don’t know what happened in my friend’s mind while she was tied to that tree, but by the time she was released, all the torment in her was gone. She moved on Veronica X as if she were in love with the girl. Her nakedness shivered over the stretched out form. They’d removed the gag so the two could kiss. And how they kissed. I can still hear the tiny smacking sounds and see Kathy Ann’s tongue tenderly snaking its way about her victim’s mouth.

Kathy Ann straddled her crotch and ground her big hips into that lovely woman. She held the girl’s breasts in her hands and squeezed, while we listened to her mewling cries. They fucked without cocks, but there was nothing empty, nothing missing in the rhythmic movement of their bodies and their easy ecstasy. They writhed like snakes, Kathy’s hands pouring over that immobilized flesh, and yet, it looked as though the girl was reaching out and holding her lover’s body as closely as Kathy held hers. 

Kathy came, you could easily tell. She had this odd little shimmy when she was getting off and she seethed in a way peculiar to her. Veronica? I would guess she came too, but her response was obviously more subtle than Kathy’s. 

For a young woman who had been made captive just the day before, she was remarkably yielding and without fear. One wonders if perhaps she was more lesbian than hetero, since it seemed her later revolts were primarily aimed at the men. Kathy Ann proved Emerson’s point about our captive so vividly during that hour that no one could escape the truth. 

We were astonished. Even Emerson for all his certainty was amazed. 

If nothing else, Veronica X understood that sex was what she had been kidnapped for, and she might as well enjoy it. At the same time, Kathy Ann got a shocking demonstration of her own lust. One she wouldn’t easily deny. 

Sadie looking at Daphne thoughtfully

And were you successfully whipped into shape?

Daphne

Until that incident, getting thrashed by Emerson was an occasional performance, something that was used more as turn-on than punishment. Even though I eventually came, that day defined what punishment meant. It became a new method he used whenever he found me thinking too hard and tying my mind in knots. 

Sadie

It almost sounds parental, like a father admonishing a child.

Daphne

Oh, it was! Very parental and that was half the turn-on for me. To this day…although perhaps less so than thirty years ago, the very act of punishment, even talking of punishment, does extraordinary things to me both mentally and physically. I get horrid rushes of body excitement, all tied to a sexual end. But then, a sexual end isn’t even necessary at the time. I’m sure it’s beyond the mental and physical, it’s a psychic thing that taps my spiritual core. 

Parental? Yes. It appealed to the little girl in me who needed someone strong to take charge of my life, since I could not easily take care of myself. 

Sadie

That would require an extraordinary amount of trust in a single person to allow them to make choices for you. Since Emerson’s was certainly questionable, you gave yourself up to a false god.

Daphne The woman’s assessment concerns her, even though it’s perfectly logical

At the time it was right for me. As haywire as it could have gone, I can’t cede that point. But that was a very long time ago. It could be Emerson and no one else. Would I choose the same sort of man now? No. Perhaps, it’s time to end this topic, she thinks? I think we should move on now. She smiles.

Sadie

Certainly. So, can I assume that the sequence of events outlined in Emerson Gray’s novel, Pygmalion Whore was an actual account of the …she pauses searching for a word…seduction of Veronica X?

Daphne thinks a minute, then nods 

For the most part. He did candy-coated some of it and certainly left out some details and events.

Sadie

Then we’ll have to discuss that. But just to clarify, in general, his methodology worked?

Daphne

Emerson was systematic and faithful to his plan. The second session with Kathy Ann was really jumping ahead quite a bit from his original scheme. Somehow the events of the day required it. Kathy Ann and I required it to secure our unfaltering allegiance. Since Emerson couldn’t afford any major rebellion. 

But he took the task of Veronica’s sexual awakening quite seriously. There were five days when she remained bound by hands and feet to the pallet in the cellar. She was only let up to eat, toilet and for the erotic massages. She became quite hungry for those sessions, behaving exactly as Emerson knew she would. 

Sadie

No rebellion? There is some rebellion described in the book.

Daphne

Yes, there was rebellion, almost as soon as he gave her more freedom of movement. The event was startling to us all, and of course for me, as you can imagine, as someone who thrives on punishment, was quite a turn-on. I think the others responded the same way. 

***

During the second week of Veronica X’s captivity, there were five in the cellar when Emerson made a slight change in his usual protocol. Bo had a doctor’s appointment he couldn’t miss, so he wasn’t there that day.

For the first time, Emerson stood the girl upright and bound her hands to a rail above her head, leaving both sides of her body vulnerably open. She was blindfolded as usual, but had long ceased to wear the gag, something that she seemed to appreciate. However, the new position on her feet seemed to be particularly disconcerting and her body jerked frenetically when she was touched despite Emerson’s soothing words.

“Yes, it’s different, but there’s no need to fear,” he coached her.

“Oh, please…”

She spoke, the very first words anyone had heard. Whether she was actually prompted by some command from Emerson not to speak, or just rarely had any comment to make and thus was silent, no one was quite sure. Regardless, hearing the sound of her voice gave a new dimension to her and the scene. Everyone waited anxiously to see what would follow. 

“Please what, Veronica?” Emerson returned. “You’re perfectly safe here.”

She shook her head defiantly, red hair bobbing in its crazed tangle. 

She had been played with, manually masturbated to orgasm several times, kissed, fondled, caressed, even pinched in her horizontal bondage. All with the same submissively yielding results. It didn’t seem reasonable that she would suddenly be provoked to fear, but obviously she was. 

Emerson read her mind with little trouble. He smiled, as his hand ran gently down her back to her ass, which was rarely played with, since it was normally not exposed. Having her backside accessible was exactly why Emerson had made the change from lying flat to upright. Perhaps she sensed his plan. 

As his fingers moved lower down her ass, she jerked more ferociously. Then as one finger jutted into her anal cleft, she shook her head violently and spoke again, “Oh, no, you won’t do that, please!”

“Hush! It’s not for you to choose, Veronica,” Emerson reminded her, and he penetrated even deeper.

Her face twisted into a grimace as she felt his finger at her anus. She whimpered softly, “No, no, please…

“Do I need to gag you?” Emerson shot back.

The girl shook her head no. 

“Then relax just as you have before.”

She bit her lip, attempting to try very hard. But as he started to press the finger into her anal hole, she suddenly jerked hard and screamed, belligerently, “No!”, stomping her feet as she did.

Emerson instantly pulled out and spanked her ass. 

“How did I tell you I’d treat any show of defiance?” he barked, for the first time using the deriding tone that everyone else knew well. 

The girl did not reply. But it was easy to see that she must be crying behind her blindfold. 

“I’d hoped not to have to do this,” he said, which was a bit of a lie, “but I think it’s time for that punishment I spoke of. A lesson in obedience.”

“Oh, please no!”

“Oh, your behavior demands it!”

Pulling a spanking paddle from the wall, where he’d hung a number of punishment tools, he then returned to his captive’s side and leveled her ass with a dozen quick, brutal blows. 

“Oh, god no, no. Please!” she wailed. 

Her cries had no effect; they only made Emerson more aggressive. He nodded at Zack who moved in front of her and took both nipples between his thumb and index fingers, giving them a painful squeeze. From behind, Emerson resumed her punishment, using the paddle and a leather slapper, then finally a cane that made her scream the most. 

As soon as the punishment was over, he ordered Penelope to her knees in front of the girl, where the woman needed no prompting as she lapped the succulent virgin portal to a crashing orgasmic release. 

Before the last spasm shook the captive’s body, Emerson moved on her ass again with his fingers probing deeply. This time there was less resistance. He even heard a murmur escape her lips. 

“That’s it, luv, nothing there will hurt you. It’s just another means of pleasure, one you’ll find you love.”

One, two then three fingers breached the opening. He worked carefully, but with little restraint, making sure to work the opening enough to have the girl understand what might be waiting for her next. 

“Go ahead, feel it. Let it take you. Yes.”

She began to writhe erratically, fighting herself and Emerson’s fingers, but not with the same vehemence as previously. She seemed to float for minutes on the edge of a profound realization, but then backed off agitated, dodging her own desires. The more Emerson worked her ass the more he felt her relent. He could hear her silent pleas, the protests and the urgent desire. 

“That’s it, girl. Let go. Let go. Relax. Let go.” She seemed to ride on his words, with every phrase taking her just a little further away from her disgust. Then at the edge of her climax, he motioned for Daphne to join him. 

The blonde moved in. Her sweet lips kissed the girl tenderly, in such a contrast to the awesome thing that was happening her in behind. Daphne played with her wet pussy, lightly grazing her clit and the open doorway of her vagina. She moved her body against Veronica’s nakedness and purred in her ear. “It’s okay to come again,” she whispered to her, disobeying Emerson’s strict orders. He didn’t seem to mind this time, because it was all the girl needed to rise above her discomfort and let loose the climax trapped painfully inside her body. She contained her cries, but that made it no less astounding to see her twist in her confinement as her lovely form spiked with pleasure. 

Veronica learned that day to take a sizable dildo up her ass. She learned too that she’d be wearing one for several hours every day. Luckily for her, by the time the five left the cellar, she was no longer adverse to the anal penetration. Too much pleasure came from that part of her body to deny herself. With this, she was one step closer to being fully realized as a sexual woman and accepting of her own awakened desires. 

Veronica X was right on course for Emerson’s plans. Of course, he could expect some rebellion; he’d been surprised that she hadn’t already put up a fuss, thus the day’s punishment was certainly something he knew would happen. He was actually glad that particular initiation was over since he planned to find more ways to cause her pain and bring out the eroticism inherent in such acts. He suspected that there was a deviant piece of this girl yet hiding amidst her innocent inexperience. 

In the next few days, he incorporated several small punishments, reminders, he called them—clamped nipples, pussy spankings, several canings—all as she was being sexually stimulated in other less painful ways—lips kissed, breasts fondled, her horny snatch licked until she orgasmed. The mix of both experiences had the exact the effect he wanted. Her body found the pleasure easily and used the pain like a booster rocket to make the following climax take off in ways she had, so far, not known. 

***

Sadie

You say she was actually begging to be de-virginized?

Daphne her eyes gleamed knowingly

Yes, she did.

Sadie head shaking

I find that so difficult to believe.

Daphne

I can see that. Most people would think that. Even I might now. But at the time… she hated sounding like a broken record. No, it’s not a fantasy at all that Veronica X demanded her virginity be stripped from her, almost exactly as Emerson planned. 


Chapter Eight

Two weeks after Veronica’s more aggressive training began, Emerson had the movie camera set up in the cellar unbeknownst to the girl. In her blind world, her senses might have been heightened, but she still couldn’t make out what was responsible for the strange sounds she heard, as her captor fooled with something off to her right. 

“What are you doing?” she finally asked him.

Emerson jerked a bit hearing her speak.

“How surprising you ask,” he answered, without sounding cross.

“I’m sorry. I just don’t know things when I have the hood or blindfold on.”

“It’s too bad it’s necessary.” When they gave her the use of her hands, he put a hood over her head that locked into her metal collar, making the device impossible to remove. He made sure that there was no chance of her seeing them.

“I suppose I’m a danger to you,” she ventured more. 

“How’s that?”

“You worry that if I see you, I’ll be able to identify you to the police.”

“But that won’t happen,” he said, still fixing his equipment. 

“Why, because you’re going to kill me when you’re done with me?”

He immediately stopped and stared at her, oddly stunned. Although it wasn’t a silly question. 

“No. I would never kill you or anyone.”

“Not even to save yourself from prison?”

“Not even for that. If I can’t do this without that kind of violence then I shouldn’t be attempting it at all.”

“You have a peculiar sense of right and wrong.”

“I don’t think of myself as having any at all,” he said. “It is my aim, however, to win your compliance, so that even if you did see my face, it wouldn’t matter. Our time here will remain a secret.”

“If you expect me to do this willingly, you’re crazy. I can’t imagine consenting to this abuse.” She said it with some emotion that gave him pause. 

Until that moment, Emerson had found the conversation somewhat pleasant. He thought of her bonding with him and the others, something he expected. This last comment so convincingly spoken forced him to think otherwise. 

“Perhaps it’s time I gagged you again! Or maybe it’s punishment you want! If I were you, I’d slink into the corner and start thinking what you need to do to make me happy.”

Emerson took this unexpected exchange with the girl to be a good sign. Although she displayed some defiance, she had opened the conversation and showed surprisingly little anger over the profound nature of her incarceration. Her general reticence and lack of determined resistance indicated a woman with clearly submissive tendencies. The degree to which she’d accepted her incarceration seemed almost chilling, but then, he thought that Daphne might react the same way in the same circumstances.

The girl remained quiet after Emerson’s mild rebuke, while he continued setting up his filming equipment. Bo and Zack arrived shortly afterwards to set up a bed and mattress just outside Veronica’s cell. The heavy iron bed had been pulled from one of the unused bedrooms in another section of the house. Its old-fashioned head and footboards were designed with bars, making it perfect for the bondage games Emerson planned. The painted surfaces were now chipping flecks of white, and in some places where the metal was bare, the iron bars had begun to rust. Backed against the stone wall, with an ill-fitting white sheet haphazardly tucked over the sagging mattress, its look created an ambience of sleazy decay that pervaded the entire scene in a strangely alluring way. 

With the bed in place, Zack moved into Veronica’s cell, pulled her to her feet and lifted her gently into his arms. He carried her to the bed and set her down, where Bo assisted him in tying her cuffed wrists to the headboard and her cuffed ankles to the footboard. They worked in tandem with a touch more gentle than one would figure for what would happen next. Of course, this too was according to plan. Seducing her mind and body into a state of arousal were always first steps before the rough stuff began. The technique had already proved successful in preparing her for the demands to follow.

As on several previous occasions, the three women began the scene. Naked, on Emerson’s orders, they climbed on the bed on either side of Veronica X and began to massage the captive’s body with the same thoughtful tenderness they’d used before. The girl shuddered as the tease awakened her dormant sex and within minutes, she began to squirm, fitfully at first, and then with less agitation, shaking off her need to struggle. 

As her opposition fell away, it was replaced by an eroticism that turned anguish into the whimpering cries of want. With Kathy Ann’s fingers teasing her cunt and Daphne and Penelope running their tongues along her nipples and breasts, her body turned edgy. Her breathing became more labored and the lovely mound between her sweat-soaked thighs rose to greet Kathy Ann’s delicate fingers. She wanted to come. 

Seeing her desires so evident, Bo moved between her stretched-out legs adding to the pleasuring with another subtle caress. She seemed to notice the change in energies right off, responding with quick jerking movements to the feel of a man’s fingers as they toyed with her inner and outer sex lips. 

“Oh, please, please, yes…” she softly mewled. “Yessss.” Hardly anyone could hear her pleas at first, but the more determined the caress, the more her physical body moved toward its release. She swayed back and forth inside the loosely fitting bondage, breasts undulating, hips rolling, her legs, as much as they could, rubbing together with the frantic desire to get off. She wore the look of a soul seeking more, wanting more, and yet was frustrated by a perpetual tease that left her just short of the release she sought. Intermittently, Bo would toy her vaginal opening, even rarer, he slipped his fingers inside and her groin went taut. The girl’s gasping thanks followed in panting, breathy exclamations. But when his fingers withdrew, her face screwed up with distress and her heart bled unhappiness. 

With her sensory awareness painfully heightened, she cried a sorrowful, “Oh! Please, no!” when she sensed Bo moving off the end of the bed. 

“Veronica!” Emerson addressed her sharply.

“Please! You torture me! Please don’t tease me anymore!”

“Should I send them away?” he asked.

“No, no!” She looked as if she might cry.

“Then what is it?”

She couldn’t say, though it was clear that her lips were holding back what her body wanted most. 

“What is it, girl? Tell me. You want the women making love to you?” He paused. “Or would you rather have a man?”

“Oh, dear God!” Her breathless gasp was filled with yearning.

“If it’s cock you want, you’ll have to ask for it,” Emerson stated flatly.

He’d moved up on the bed himself and was kneeling at her shoulder, his hand stroking the side of her face and her red tangled hair. The emotion poured from him as desperately as hers reached out for the unidentified ‘more’.

She suddenly jerked hard and angrily. “Oh, no, please…” she babbled on, frantic now.

Her chest heaved and her breasts reached toward the ceiling, her back arched like a bow. Her tiny nipples were erect, sitting like peas on top, moving as if riding on an erratic ocean wave.

“What is it Veronica, luv?” he asked again.

“Oh, I want my hands,” she finally gave words to the desire.

“Hands?”

“To touch you back, to find you.”

Emerson nodded to Bo and Zack, who pulled loose the ropes that secured her wrist cuffs. 

He moved off the bed, while Daphne, Kathy Ann and Penelope moved in and began their gentle massage, loving her again. 

Veronica, less frenzied now, reached out as she hadn’t been able to before and touched their arms, their hips, their skin, searching tentatively for faces—Daphne’s and Kathy Ann’s. Penelope was poised to suck her snatch, with fingers parting the wispy pale red curls that glistened with female dew. She pried open the girl’s plump nether lips below and thrummed her tiny hardened bud.

Veronica X struggled to bring her captors closer, then, at last, drew Daphne to her lips. She smiled as her fingers lighted on one of Kathy Ann’s big breasts and tentatively gave the nipple a gentle pinch. 

Her other hand fumbled absently for the warmth of flesh, no doubt seeing a feminine form with her inner eyes. But when her fingers found the warm bulge in Zack’s crotch, her lust jumped another degree higher. Her surprise was evident, but she didn’t shirk away. “Oh, God…” she softly purred. “Oh, please, if you’re going to do it, please do it now…” Her words were clear and sure. 

“Please do what?” Emerson probed. 

“This! This!” She grabbed hard for the burning muscle inside Zack’s pants. 

“You want his cock?”

“Yes, I want his cock!”

“And where would he put that cock, pray tell?”

Her face screwed up again unhappily. “Please! You torture me.”

“You ask for it, you’ll have exactly what you want.” The more Emerson spoke, the more his voice became detached and cold.

“But if I can’t ask?”

“Then we walk away.”

“No, no!”

“Then speak.”

There was a long silence and the hands that nurtured her began to withdraw. 

“If he could just…” she began, her voice cracking and tentative. 

Zack was already stripping down and about to mount her between her legs. His tumescent cock jutted proudly from his nest of dark curls, while the rush of his feral energy produced a fragrant sexual odor that drifted into the air. 

“If he could just what?” Emerson tried one more time.

But Zack had already moved into place, and was straddling her hips, bending over her body, the head of his erection grazing the sensitive skin about her inner thighs and the crest of her pubic mound. 

Her hands reached out to pull him down, while her hips rose to meet his groin. 

No going back now, the impalement was inevitable. And though she couldn’t say what she most desired in words, she reached out beseechingly and grabbed for his torso, communicating the only consent Zack required. He would have fucked her even if the invitation had been less convincing. But satisfied that he had her consent, Zack’s hips thrust and his cock broke through what was left of her virgin membrane. 

She whimpered briefly, although it was a pointless cry. The pain was only minimal with two weeks of foreplay to prepare her. She had him securely in her arms, wanting him there. And to the avid thrusts that massaged her sex, she responded like a woman hungry for womanhood. 

Zack finished his business with a few quick grunting jolts, then motioned to Kathy Ann, who went down on the girl’s pussy. Her mouth moved over the hot slick valley with her tongue, adoringly lapping the juices like a mongrel pup, until the captive girl was on the verge of climax once again. 

After a few minutes, Bo pushed Kathy Ann aside and stuffed his raging hard-on where Zack’s had been. She took it rougher this time, as Bo’s big body lunged with little finesse. But finesse didn’t matter now. She was gathering steam for an eventual climax, getting used to sex inside her and not just on the fringes of her body. Her face recorded some surprise when Bo’s prick first invaded her snatch, but the brief moment of fear quickly disappeared with her body greedily answering his urgent thrusts. 

She could barely breathe, and yet she held him close, with fingers digging into his back and scratching the skin raw. “Oh, dear God, fuuuuuuuck meeeeeeeeeeee!” she wailed.

The shout was sweet, like a girl’s first plea, filled with surprise, relief and anxiousness. Would he stay long enough to bring her off? she would worry. So close. So close. 

His groin rubbed against hers, making her clit jump with excitement. She met his every thrust, anxious, wanting, groveling into him, breathless, panting, a cawing sound issuing from her throat. 

At the moment of Bo’s climax, he rose up on his arms, afraid of hurting her, and thrust for the last time, swallowing his own cry. Sex with an audience made him more reticent then he might ordinarily have been. Still gasping for breath, he climbed off her quickly, feeling spent. Veronica X was nearly in tears. 

Emerson sat beside her, stroking her brow. 

“You’ve had enough for now,” he said.

“No, not enough,” she was still remote and delirious.

But he pulled away, shooed the others from the cellar and after letting the girl pee, he retied her to the bed instead of taking her back to her cell. He extinguished the lights, which left the room pitch black, and left with her with a body desperately hungering for more. She wouldn’t sleep until he came to her again. 

***

“So, you got all that on film?” Zack asked as the six reconvened on the porch. 

“We won’t know until it’s developed. But I pretty sure we can get a good print.”

“Then you’ll have your insurance,” Bo said.

“Maybe.” Emerson paced from one end of the porch to the other. 

Penelope looked at him worriedly. “There something you’re not saying,” she said.

“It didn’t play out exactly as I wanted.” He looked at Zack but said nothing more. 

“She was salivating for it, Em,” Penelope said. “You heard her at the start. Trust me, you got her exactly where you want her. We just keep reeling her in. One step at a time, one nasty scene after the next. She’s a little whore; I think that’s perfectly obvious.”

“Yes, I suppose so. I have her this far…but we’ve only scratched the surface. My need has hardly played out.”

“What more do you want from her?” Penny asked. 

His faced dimmed as he mulled the question. He already knew the answer. “I want to hurt her,” he finally stated flatly. “If I can’t use her to quell my sadistic cravings this will all be for nothing.”

“That’s what this is all about, your sadistic cravings?” Kathy Ann jumped in. 

“Yes. Exactly. You doubted that?”

“It doesn’t surprise me, but you’ve never spelled it out that bluntly.”

“Don’t worry, luv, I’m not going to really hurt her, not beyond her limits. My plans are simply, to take her as far as I can stretch her lust. She’ll have some grueling challenges, but just like you, I expect those pheromones, hormones and wild endorphins to keep her matching me stride for stride, fuck for fuck, cum for cum.”

“I think the least the brat can do for all the good times she’s getting with us is put out,” Penny chimed in. An amused twinkle flickered in her dark eyes.

“She wants more,” Daphne said. She tossed a magazine she’d been thumbing through to the floor, then stood and moved to the door. 

“What do you mean ‘more’,” Emerson stopped her. 

She turned back, looking over her shoulder. 

“She’s like me, Em. You know that. Probably why you picked her. She’ll throw herself into pain. Trust me on that.”

Finished speaking, Daphne continued moving into the house, disappearing in the direction of the kitchen. 

***


The cellar was pitch black, and Emerson had to move by the feel of his hands. He felt his way down the familiar stairs, then plunged into the nothingness in front of him, knowing the bed was just a few feet ahead. He sighed relieved when his shin finally hit the mattress. But then he almost stumbled forward and his hand grazed the girl’s foot. He heard her tiny shriek. 

“It’s me,” he said, attempting to quell the feeling of panic she emitted all around her. 

Climbing on the bed, he straddled her body and felt for the blindfold, pushing it off. He still couldn’t see her eyes, but he could imagine them better when he could use his hands to feel her face. He leaned in, kissing her lips, pressing his tongue between her teeth. He pried open her mouth to French kiss her deeply, while his hands skirted her nakedness and were caught in the valley between her thighs. She was still sticky and wet. Her body reeked with perspiration. Except for a couple of quick sponge baths, she hadn’t bathed since being taken captive. And yet, her pungent scent lodged erotically in his body. He imagined the remnants of his friends clinging to her skin, inside her in the form of Zack and Bo who had just torn her virginity to shreds. He wondered at himself, as the author of this plan, why he hadn’t done the brilliant deed himself. 

The answer was easy. He liked watching, the most basic of male aphrodisiacs—if it weren’t for this crazy scheme, he might be a sleazy peeping tom, peeking into neighborhood windows watching pretty girls undress. But more than that, he wanted from Veronica X something besides her nervous fears and those first wondering moments of sexual taking. He wanted more of a woman, less of a girl. 

He untied her hands, so she could touch him as he touched her; it was no surprise that she relished the feel of his skin. She began tentatively, but became more daring as the man above her moved against her flesh. Having not yet come, the teaming desire seemed to burst from her now, needy and demanding. He felt her nipples as hot bullets, as her sweltering belly undulated boldly beneath him. Wounded by long hours of physical deprivation, her hands hungered for the chance to hold human flesh and she clung to him in desperation. He had never felt so physically wanted, so needed. He could have climbed inside the seductive energy and let it swallow him up. And yet, her fervor made him restless—the kissing, the fevered touch, and that unspoken, non-tactile craving that rose up out of her ragged emotions.

They made love furiously, exploding on each other’s bodies, the tempest unstrained. But then a nagging restlessness stirred inside him, tearing away any joy. Overcome by the sudden agitation, he had the powerful urge to break away from the savage madness. Unable to bear her emotions any longer, he impulsively pulled off her body and bound her hands to the bedrail as they had been before. He left just enough slack in her leg tethers so his cock could easily have her cunt at any angle. 

Yes, this was better. He could slam himself into her now and rock inside the blissful sheath of her grabbing pussy. He could stay there, until his movements brought her close to the edge, and then finally careened over the top. At the finish, what he’d held back until her orgasm began came raging forth in a near simultaneous climax. Nothing better than to be milked by a cumming cunt, he thought, as the sensation lingered on and on, and he finally breathed relieved.

The girl barely made a sound through it all, as if she understood that this was a private matter between them. And when it was over and he lay beside her, exhausted, she whispered softly, “Oh, sir, thank you!”

Emerson noted with some satisfaction that she called him, sir. Yes, fucking her now had been the perfect plan. Exactly the right thing to do. 

“Yes, and I got what I came for,” he said, curtly giving her no emotional satisfaction in return. “Now you sleep.” He kissed her ear, and her cheek and finally crawled off the bed to search for his clothes. He wanted to stay with her, but knew that was impossible.

Once upstairs, Emerson took a long drink of milk from the fridge, popped one of Kathy Ann’s brownies in his mouth and went up to bed, shedding his clothes in seconds and crawling in next to Daphne. 

She had her back to him and he thought she was asleep, which would have suited him.

But she was awake and wanted to talk. “You had sex with her, didn’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, I did,” he answered truthfully, knowing Daphne was likely disturbed by that fact. 

“Why didn’t you do it like Bo and Zack when we were all there to watch?”

“Because I wanted her after the initial shock was over, after she’d calmed.”

Daphne was silent a moment, thinking. “Are you falling in love with her?”

This question particularly annoyed him. “Why would I do that?”

“Sometimes you can’t help who you fall in love with.”

“But it would be pointless, Daphne, since I’ll forever be a criminal in her mind.”

“Yes, I guess so,” she said after some silence.

“I hope you’re not telling me you’re jealous.” He pulled on her shoulder, making her roll his way.

“And if I were?” she asked. She looked through the shadowy darkness into his eyes.

“I’d say you’d better get over it.”

She nodded, knowing she had to make the best of it, but still the questions burned in her gut. “It’s hard for me to believe that Veronica X will not be changing things between us.”

“Daphne, don’t be so naïve,” he stroked her hair just as he had stroked the girl’s, “everything we do changes things between us. Nothing is static. Nothing remains the same. We evolve. Feelings evolve. Emotions are quixotic beasts. Life has no rules. Or haven’t you heard a thing I’ve preached about?”

“I hear everything you say, Emerson…” She didn’t finish, and rolled onto her back, staring into the dark above.

“And?”

She sighed, but didn’t continue.

“No, go ahead and say what you want to say. Punishments are off, if that’s what you’re afraid of.”

“Okay. I listen to your lectures, Emerson, but I don’t really know what to believe, so I don’t take much of what you say seriously.”

Emerson was silent now, until Daphne thought they were both going to fall asleep. Then he finally responded:

“I guess that will eventually be a problem?”

He turned over in bed, his back to her. The discussion was over.


Chapter Nine

Sadie

I see that your story goes a good deal deeper than Emerson Gray’s novel. I always had the feeling there were things he almost said and wouldn’t, as if he was teasing his readers. I suppose he didn’t dare tell the whole story.

Daphne

Yes. He was mindful of censors. Can you imagine that? Mindful of censorship when he lived his life not censoring his own activity. 

Sadie

But is that really true? It seems to me that Emerson Gray censored his behavior often. He controlled it so carefully. 

Daphne

I suppose you could say that. He was a complex man, with uncanny instincts about people and human personality. He saw many truths clearly, and could spot bullshit with no effort at all. Yes, he censored his behavior in some ways. But what he reported of our lives in his novel just scratched the surface of what happened to Veronica X. 

Sadie

Then she did bond with her captors?

Daphne after much thought

You know, I don’t honestly know; the psychology of it was a bit beyond me. I do know that Emerson led her through grueling and intense pain, and she came out the other side able to go through it again and again. She was able to find pleasure from the experience and that made it okay in her mind. I’d even say she wanted more. Whether that was ‘bonding’ or simply a show of her natural lust, I can’t say. 

***

Kathy Ann and Daphne washed the captive in a wooden washtub in the kitchen. It was the first time she’d been upstairs since her abduction. Both women complained of having to work around the intrusive blindfold to wash the pretty red hair, but Emerson insisted. He thought masks to hide their identities were chancy and unnecessary for the short time they’d be inconvenienced.

When the bath was over, Veronica smelled like tea roses, Kathy Ann’s favorite perfume. The guys said they liked her better smelling raunchy. But Penelope reminded them that after another night’s fucking, she’d probably be reeking with their sweat and back to raunchy in no time. 

After the bath the girl was returned to the cellar and tied to her pallet bed. The sheets had been freshly washed, something Penelope insisted on. “It only makes sense if you’re going to bathe her body not to put her back on that stinking bed.” Penny won that round and washed the sheets on both the cellar beds and they smelled of the out-of-doors when she was finished.

Emerson had had brooding thoughts that particular day. He’d be curt when questioned on any matter and announced about three o’clock that he wanted to be left alone. That was easy. No one wanted to be around him when he was in a stew. He ate his dinner quickly in the kitchen then took off to the area of the house that he designated as his writing garret, a small room on the second floor, no more than a tiny porch adjacent to the bedroom he and Daphne shared.

When he appeared again about nine o’clock, his spirit had totally revived and with a smile on his face, he announced to his friends, that it was time to assemble in the cellar. 

***

The bench had been one of Emerson’s favorite inventions for the torture of the captive. It allowed for maximum availability of her backdoor and pussy both. She stood on a short six-inch riser, bent over a bar and rested her torso on a ten-inch square board, which was just enough to hold her belly, strap her in and keep her steady. Her ankles were bound to the riser, her wrists to a lower bar she grabbed in front of her. While the position was rigid, the device was designed to minimize physical stress. Emerson planned to keep her there while he perpetrated the vile deeds he had in mind—and that could take some time. 

Veronica’s first response to the demand was a bit surprising considering how she’d previously been relatively passive. Under her breath, but loud enough to hear, she made repeated objections as Zack and Bo bound her in. She jerked fitfully several times, which prompted swats from Zack’s hand and finally a word of advice from Emerson, as he bent down and tersely reminded her of his original warning. 

“This is about your pleasure, but if you continue this way, I will punish you.”

This seemed to quell the worst of her protests. 

“Take a deep breath,” he added. 

She gave that a try. Just the feel of Emerson’s hand on her back seemed to do more than anything to calm her nerves. 

Seeing that the girl was content enough for now, Emerson turned his attention elsewhere.

“You’re going to fist her ass,” he said, while standing eye to eye with a curious Penelope. The dark-eyed vamp smirked from the corner of her mouth. 

“You’re a real ass, you know?” she whispered, with some amusement. 

“You have a problem with the plan?”

“Oh, my, no,” she replied, her voice a low and sonorous timbre.

Penelope turned to appraise the scene understanding quickly what she needed to do. Noting the can of Crisco sitting on the table, she dipped her fingers inside and brought out a gob of the white grease. With a glint of sadistic glee in her eyes, she moved to the lovely target of Veronica’s ass and ran her slick fingers over her anal canal. She slowly worked the grease into Veronica’s anal hole, occasionally prodding the tight rim gently and then withdrawing. Every time she returned to Veronica’s anus, she went just a little deeper, and added another finger as the opening began to give with ease. 

The bound girl answered the assault with a dozen soft exclamations, and several times she clenched anxiously, only to hear Emerson’s soothing words and feel his soothing hand calm her. Daphne joined in massaging the girl’s dangling breasts, while Kathy Ann reached between her thighs and moved determinedly toward her cunt and clit. 

“Oh, my god…” the girl panted, in a near panic. But her panic was brief as she got used to the penetration and she settled again. 

“Deeper,” Emerson ordered Penelope. 

Inspired by his urging, Penelope pressed her fingers even deeper into the tight-fitting channel, only to have the girl jerk and the opening remain tightly clenched. Withdrawing her hand, she took another swipe of Crisco from the can and then returned to the task, working with increasing vigor to loosen the muscle. “Relax,” she whispered over and over in her throatiest voice. “Relax, girl, you’re doing just fine.” She pushed a little deeper. “That’s it, relax…” Her words became as tender a balm as Emerson’s hand against her face.

While Penelope’s hand worked its way inside the tight space, Emerson squat down next to Veronica’s ear and spoke only to her, in intimate tones he rarely used, but found perfectly easy for him now. “You’re going to take my friend’s fist in your ass, you understand?” 

“Oh, sir, please…” she started to protest. 

“No, no,” he gently tapped her cheek with his hand, then seized the side of her face in a gesture of ownership. “Listen to my voice. That’s all you need to do…” he wrapped the spell around her mind, “listen to me…listen to the way your body feels.” He nodded to Penelope at her other end who doggedly probed the plump rear with her small hand. Her fist elongated and she drove her four fingers deep inside, the knuckles forming a half-moon. This widest part of her fist little by little pushed its way inside the girl’s behind. 

“Ah…whewww!!!” Veronica’s gentle, weepy cry could not be helped, but with Emerson tenderly, persistently encouraging the girl, the female fist forcefully expanded the taut opening, until it finally slipped completely inside the girl’s bottom. “Ohhmmmygod!” she gasped. Her entire body seized up and Penelope’s hand froze with uncertainty. 

Emerson nodded for her to continue. “You’re just fine,” he said, as he stroked Veronica’s face, “relax and you won’t be hurt. 

As he spoke, Penelope’s hand moved more rapidly inside the girl’s back channel, while Daphne and Kathy Ann upped their sensuous massage in attempts to draw Veronica’s mind back to the eroticism that grew strong with every moment of her impalement. 

Penelope worked her fist much like a cock would, until she was pumping the girl at a vigorous pace. Veronica’s lovely rump began to respond to the tempo in an undulating dance that was amazing to watch.

“Oh! Oh! Oh my!” At first, she clenched up with each sharp intake of breath. Her passionate cry stung the air. 

“Relax, girl,” Emerson coached. “Relax, you’re doing just fine.”

She tried to breathe more evenly and soon her cries began to change, her voice less desperate. “Oh, my yes!” 

A few minutes passed and her fear seemed to have fled, along with the terrible discomfort that made her so anxious. 

“Keep going until she comes,” Emerson instructed Penelope. 

At that remark the girl immediately seized up—cause for Emerson to reach forward and yank a nipple firmly with his pinching fingers. “Relax yourself! You… will… come if this takes all night.” Veronica X answered the command with surprising obedience and Emerson’s voice quickly returned to more a soothing tone. Was it solely the circumstances or was this Emerson’s will and Emerson’s seductive powers of persuasion that made her yield? 

“Work the clit,” he commanded Kathy Ann, who, if it had been possible, would have been licking the sweet, puckering thing with her lips. The apparatus prevented that, but she managed to thrum the girl’s swollen pleasure center until it quivered anxiously, seeking its own end.

Seeing his sweet victim so beautifully engaged, Emerson reached out to Zack and nodded. His friend handed him a pair of clothespins, and with his wife’s assistance, he slipped them over pinches of the girl’s breast flesh and waited for her response. The first two caused a small shiver to roll through her body, but this only seemed to add to her increasing arousal. Zack handed him more clothespins until Emerson had at least six scattered over each breast, sticking out like porcupine quills from her reddened flesh. The girl hardly seemed aware of what was happening. Sensation swept through her body in a savage torrent and she began to jerk of her own volition—not just because Penelope’s fist hammered her entrails. 

The cry to finish off the scene began from deep in her gut, and continued until her body suddenly shook hard, “Ohhhhhhhhmyyygawwwwwd!” The sound rose upward, as if it could lift the ceiling off the cellar and house and disperse in the clouds above. 

With a fresh burst of inspiration, Emerson began taking the clothespins away and watching her body’s ecstatic reply. 

Penelope shifted to a slower fist-fucking motion, feeling from the spasming channel an energy that shot right through her hand, moved down her arm, and settled between her legs. “Oh, damn, girl!” she exclaimed louder than Emerson would have liked, but he couldn’t stop her and likely didn’t care by now. 

As his hand continued with the teasing caress of her head and hair and face, a sadistic thrill washed over him, his body quaking and alive with lust.

Zack and Bo stood back, rocked by the fire that grabbed their crotches, while Daphne and Kathy Ann silently smoldered with more desire than they could possibly express at that moment. If they could have tumbled into bed with this girl and made love, that might assuage their collective need, but they would have to be satisfied with fucking the boys later once the girl had been safely put to bed for the night.

There were no complaints from Veronica X once she was released and resting in Emerson’s arms. Still in the grip of a profound intoxication, her lips revealed an expression of surreal pleasure. Emerson stroked her cheek, ran his fingers through her hair, gestures like a lover or a doting father. Then he and Bo carefully lifted her to the softer bed outside her cell and laid her gently down, where one would think she’d drift into a dreamy sleep. 

Daphne, Kathy Ann and Penelope looked on wonderingly, not completely understanding what was happening with the girl or Emerson. But none of the three, in particular Daphne, would say a word about their confusing feelings. Perhaps his surprising tenderness was necessary to keep her calm and compliant. Perhaps, however, he genuinely cared for her.

***

The morning brought a sudden change in the abductee’s schedule, precipitated by a conversation between Emerson, Zack and Bo late the previous night. The three decided between them that their captive was beyond the need for extreme sensory deprivation and some time outside of the cellar would be good for her. 

Before she was brought upstairs, however, Emerson exercised her, making her do jumping jacks, and run in place until she practically collapsed with exhaustion. While she followed his orders, still blindfolded, he encouraged her with the cane. Sometimes his urgings were just light taps against her thighs, to spur her physical exertion. Sometimes he hit with force to get her body moving. 

“That’s it, keep it up!” he was heard to say, as the others occasionally listened from above. 

He wanted her physically tired and her mind blank from so much input. If she couldn’t think, she couldn’t scheme to get away. He needed her behaving thoughtlessly, like a slavish beast, willing to do anything he asked without a second’s hesitation.

When she was finally in a sweat and exhausted, he attached a leash to her collar and made her crawl up the stairs on hand and knees. The cane still in hand, he gave her routine swats to make certain she understood that he was behind her and that moving too slowly would earn her another, sharper, cut from his biting cane. 

She finally scrambled into the kitchen where Penelope shoved a bucket of hot water in her direction and told her to scrub the floor. Like a dutiful slave, the girl did what she’d been told. She roved blindly about the linoleum floor, bumping against appliances, the table and walls, while scrubbing a floor that had seen nothing but a cursory sweeping in some days. She did the work in earnest, as if she were happy to do something besides lie in wait in the cellar below. Every once and a while, Penelope, who was munching on an apple, swatted her behind with a wooden spoon. The girl would jerk, once letting out a tiny Ouch! and then continued her work looking very much as if she appreciated the attention. As a reward, Penelope gave her an apple of her own, which she ate with relish. 

Once the kitchen floor was cleaned, as well as a blind slave could clean it, Penelope led her to the bathroom and handed her a bucket of cleaning items. 

“You can take off your blindfold for this one,” she said. “But the door will be closed and barred. You’ll have to knock to get out, and you’d better have that blindfold back on when you do. Now get in there!  I want it sparkling like a jewel when you’re finished. And, as long as you’re there, you might as well clean yourself. Take your time. Unlike the guys, I like you smelling sweet.”

Behind Penelope’s bitchy voice was a degree of genuine affection that she was not altogether successful in hiding. 

Part of Emerson’s new policy was allowing all six to converse in Veronica X’s presence. He thought it was safe enough but he wouldn’t give-in on the blindfold, or allow them to use their names. He knew that while she seemed as docile as a sleeping kitten, she might just be playing acting to keep in their good graces, while having every intention of running to the authorities the minute she was released. He wouldn’t take the chance that she would. 

Veronica’s days changed, as she gradually became part of their company, albeit remaining several steps below them in their unofficial hierarchy. 

On several nights, she was the play partner for one of the men. Zack, as it turned out had a particular affection for her, which grated on Kathy Ann until he sweetly lured his adoring girlfriend back with her own night of unbridled sex. Zack even tied the two women together upright in his bedroom and watched them kiss for nearly an hour. He moved around them teasing, prodding, caressing breasts and stuffing their asses with dildos. He eventually had them both kneel on the bed side by side and went back and forth fucking their asses until both came and he shot his cum all over their pretty behinds. Veronica performed with seamless sexual skill, not like a woman coerced but one fulfilled by the rigorous demands made on her. 

Zack hated the blindfold and argued with Emerson, saying it was time to remove the thing. But Emerson would not budge.

Bo preferred Veronica’s simple blowjobs to outright fucking, usually performed in out-of-the-way corners of the house—although never completely in private. She became particularly accomplished in the act, following Bo’s advice as if it were his duty to teach her until she had the methodology of fellatio perfect. She seemed to respond well to his quiet and unobtrusive manner, while relishing the act that satisfied Bo most. He always kissed her afterward and on several occasions, she was seen to smile in response. 

While Emerson remained the man in charge of Veronica’s captivity, he continued to be the most aloof, especially in the company of the others. He enjoyed most enacting his scripted dramas in scenes where he clearly exerted control. He pleasured in the humiliating sexual extremes that vented his hardcore sadistic desires in ways that were not previously possible. Even as he demanded more from her, Veronica continued to feed on his attention. More than any one of the six, Emerson was the one that could soothe her ruffled feathers and make her melt into the eroticism she richly exuded. A bond was forged between them that seemed to rise above the basic issue that she had been forcefully kidnapped and was so far successfully being held against her will.

Her bonding with Emerson was a curious one. He treated her more roughly and spoke more rudely than the others, and was critical of her in the company of her other captors. But Emerson’s occasional visits to the cellar where he made love to the bound Veronica X had a lasting effect on her. It was clear to him that she longed for their private sexual trysts. She greeted him with fond sighs and urgent kisses. And when he left, she would offer up a suffering moan of despair, silently pleading with him to stay or return soon. 

After that first uncomfortably intimate moment when her hands were free to touch him, he continued to keep her bound during sex. He couldn’t stand the way she clung to him as if she wanted not just his body but his heart and soul. If anything at all brought out feelings of remorse over her capture, this would, and he could not afford to soften his stance about the choice he’d made, or give-in to guilt and moralistic falsehoods. 

He had to live according to his twisted values. He needed to believe that he had the right to have her, take her, use her and then give her back to the world when he was done. From that belief, he would not waver. He could not afford to become emotionally attached to Veronica X—even if he nurtured her growing attachment to him.

***

Sadie

Humiliation. Tell me about that.

Daphne

That is an odd one, isn’t it? For me just the word itself rings with a most peculiar eroticism. Logically, humiliation hardly seems like something to find pleasure in, but it certainly fit with the demented desires Emerson vowed he would experience with the girl. And unique to each of us, the experience of humiliation played a part in that time. 

There was certainly humiliation inherent in a woman being made captive and held naked in a cellar. No one missed that. Just as those times when Kathy Ann, Penny and I were led down the paths of our own humiliation, we all experienced some vile satisfaction in the girl’s degradation. But Emerson wanted more. He wanted to go deeper, always deeper, always more intense, to places that would frighten even him. 

I think one of the hottest moments of Veronica X’s captivity came the night he brought her upstairs on a leash and made her sit in front of him as she might sit on the floor when she gave Bo his much loved blowjobs. She looked up at him—this was a time when we truly wished we could see her eyes gazing into his. I imagine we missed out because we couldn’t see the fine nuances, the fear, the hunger, the contempt—I didn’t even know until several years later what color they were. On the other hand, I’m sure I would have found the intimacy between my husband and the girl even more difficult to bear, if I’d seen a beseeching look of adoration in her eyes returned by a look of devotion in Emerson’s. He was already stretching the boundaries of my tolerance. She clears her throat, the memory difficult.

That night, Emerson held the leash up short as if Veronica X could actually look him in the eye. ‘You’ve been practicing blowjobs on my friends, fucking like a little minx, acting like a brazen whore. It seems to me you’re enjoying yourself. Or do you want to deny that?’

I felt a twinge of hurt coming from the girl, real hurt. ‘Oh, no! I do, I really do enjoy the sex…’ She struggled saying this—although not all that much. 

‘Yes, I can see you do. You’re a natural born slut, aren’t you?” He sneered. Too bad she couldn’t see that sneer. ‘Say it!’ he demanded.

‘Say what?’ she innocently came back.

‘Tell me about the slut you are, tell me everything you’ve found out about yourself since you’ve been here.’

She was anxious, that was obvious, and her body was aflutter with excitement. She sat back on her heels, and I could see her thighs quiver. Even her breasts jiggled in anticipation. 

‘I know, sir, how much I love sex,’ she started.

‘And what else?’ he demanded. He grabbed her hair in his fist.  I remember thinking how much the lovely red curls had grown in just a few weeks. She panted a bit, her lips parted and wet. I could have rubbed myself off at that point. Such a longing in me. I was nearly in tears with want, wanting that much intensity from my husband. Oh, I had experienced this sort of passionate intensity from him, but it was never enough, never enough. 

She shakes her head, closes her eyes and bites her lip, remembering with a wince of pain. She finally sighs and opens her eyes again, recovered, gazing at Sadie, ready to speak again.

Anyway, he made her say it all.

‘I love the bondage, sir, and … how you’re holding my hair now and, and … being made your slave.’

He jerked her head. ‘Not enough! I want details, slut, graphic details!’

I could see a strange rage on his face. Mesmerizing and wild. I can’t imagine what it might have felt like not being able to see it. Maybe that’s what allowed her to be so frank.

She spoke up anxiously, wanting to please. ‘Crawling, yes, crawling, sir, at your feet…’ they way he forcefully tugged the chain made her strain, ‘and, and…eating, sir, from a dish, and peeing in front of you…pain, yes, even that, I think I enjoy the pain.’

‘Of course, you enjoy the pain, slut!’ He derided her for even questioning that fact.

He let go of her hair and slapped her face, not hard, but enough to have her body spasm erotically from the blow. She let out a muted whisper. I think that she’d forgotten that anyone else was in the room. 

‘You even like that, don’t you?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘No, tell me exactly what you like.’

‘I like you slapping my face, sir,” she panted heavily. “I like it when you make love to me in the cellar…and when the big man makes me suck his cock…and when I lick your friend’s balls…and when the girls kiss my mouth…and when you smack me when I’m bad…’ She rambled on and on. Everything that turned her on. 

‘You’re hot now, aren’t you?’ 

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Yes, what?’

‘Yes, sir, I’m hot. I’m very horny, sir. I want to masturbate myself for you. I want to suck your cock, and lick your balls. I want you to sit on my face the way your friend did, so I can take your cock down my throat…’

The five us watched her speak and got hornier as her excitement soared. I didn’t know whether I wanted to slap her silly, make love to Emerson, or leave him altogether.

Sadie

What did happen?

Daphne

He made her crawl out in the middle of us and masturbate herself. He wouldn’t let her focus on him. He forced her to remember that there were six pairs of eyes watching every lewd move she made. I think before it was over she might have been crying. 

During that incident, we saw something in Veronica that we didn’t anticipate ever seeing. I suppose her submissive nature had been evident all along, but we didn’t take it quite so seriously until she suffered through the humiliating interrogation from Emerson and ended it with her hand inside her crotch. It was quite astounding to see a girl having been made a woman and put under such extreme stress deliver a perfectly authentic display of sexual lust. 

The strangely private performance had not a single trait of the XXX porn we see so often now. It’s likely she’d never seen that sort of thing. This was long before videotapes, and in those days, good girls like Veronica would not have been found in peep shows. No. Her performance was real, from the plump hands that roved her skin at will, that stopped to pinch a nipple and wait for the jolt to record between her thighs…to the odd way she grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed until I suppose it hurt…to the times she cocked her head, ran her shoulder against her cheek, and then turned enough to nibble her own flesh. It wasn’t the getting off as much as it was these small intimacies that made the scene almost impossible to watch. 

We invaded her privacy, and to me that seemed as much a wrong as anything else we’d done. 

One truth was plainly clear after this exhibition, Emerson had made her into a slut, just as he’d earlier vowed he would. 

Later that night, he went down to the cellar and I followed him. When he realized this, he said, yes, I could watch. Of course, he had to blindfold the girl, so I could watch with the lights on. She was bound to the big bed, and I stood off to the side where I watched him straddle her head and fuck her face just as she’d hoped for. I’m not sure I could have withstood the strong emotion that surfaced in him when he rammed his erection down her open throat. He looked like a stallion fucking, his flexing muscles moving with a powerful grace I’d, of course, never seen first hand. Perhaps I’d been the recipient of such rigorous energy, but I rather doubt it. I think it was a quality of that particular moment. And for once, I was honestly grateful that Veronica X was the object of Emerson’s sexual passion and not me. 


Chapter Ten

Small matters drove a wedge between Emerson and his wife. Anyone looking with fresh eyes on the situation could have guessed that the tension among all six of them was mounting. The repartee between writers had virtually ceased—no one had written a word, or even attempted to work on their craft for nearly ten days. The gaiety they sometimes shared, even the invigorating arguments ceased. Everyone retreated to their own worlds to brood. Penelope, Kathy Ann and Bo would go into town to eat, or sometimes drive back to the city for a day. Oddly they felt forced by the circumstances to return, when returning only meant that they’d be thrown back into the uncomfortable environment of their dark desires. 

While the others certainly shared in the disquieting malaise, the increasing anxiety was most painfully evident between the married couple. 

He griped at her. She griped at him. They left each other alone for hours. She’d tell him she wanted a day away to herself and he’d refuse her. Refused, she’d storm off, afraid to say more to her edgy husband.

One afternoon, however, Daphne was gone for nearly four hours before anyone realized that she wasn’t in the house. 

“Anyone seen my wife?” Emerson called to Zack and Penelope who were reading on the porch. 

The brunette looked up absently, her eyes tired from reading. “No.”

“Zack?” he tried again for a response.

He sat up a little startled. “Uhh, no, buddie, don’t think I’ve seen her since lunch.” He went back to his paper. 

“Well, if she’s not in the house, where would she be?”

Penny looked up again, annoyed this time. “Dear, if she’s not in the house and not about the house, she must be in the woods or down at the lake. Or maybe she’s taken a car into town. God knows, she has to be bored with this scenario by now. Aren’t we all?”

Emerson didn’t reply, although the look on his face was bewilderment mixed with his normal degree of frenetic energy. 

“Maybe she’s taking a nap,” Zack offered without looking up. 

“Don’t think so,” Bo said, as he moved from the interior of the house to the porch eating a fresh peach. “You guys up for a swim?”

“Soon as I finish this chapter,” Penelope said.

“So, no one cares but me that she’s gone?” Emerson tried one more time.

“You’re her husband. Maybe you’re the one who should be caring the most,” Zack suggested. 

***

Three hours earlier, Daphne had roamed the house, alone. The day had been hot, not one for high-energy activity. Kathy Ann had gone to town for a haircut and groceries. Bo and Zack had been fishing all morning and were not yet back, and Penelope, claiming her stomach was off, had spent most of the morning in bed. After a hike in the woods, Emerson had taken off in his car. 

There weren’t many thoughts in Daphne’s mind, which seemed common in this period of time. She felt as if she were wasting away—as if they were all wasting away. The game that had occupied so much of their time and energy had reached a bitter impasse. Her own soul was despairing and in need, but of what? She couldn’t say for sure. 

She was wearing her favorite sundress to keep cool, a thin blue chambray that floated about her perspiring skin with any hint of a breeze. The hem tickled the backs of her shapely calves, and the front was cut so low that when she bent over you could see all the way to the bush of ash blonde curls at her pubic mound. She walked barefoot from the second floor to the empty first floor of the house, and then, without much thought she opened the cellar door and peered down into the darkness. Feeling a rising heat between her legs, she slipped inside the door, closed it behind her and carefully took the stairs until she reached the bottom and cracked open the cellar door.

“Veronica X,” she said to the darkness. 

“Hum…um.” The girl had been sleeping and stirred hearing the voice emerge from the silent and inky black. 

She was tied to the bed, not her pallet, and Daphne moved forward until she reached the languid form of the bound female. She lay down next to her, resting a hand on the girl’s chest where she could feel her breath move in and out as her flesh rose and fell, inhaling, exhaling, a rhythm continuing undisturbed. 

“You’ve been sleeping?” she asked. 

“I sleep a lot.”

“The sex tires you out?”

“I suppose so.” 

She seemed tentative but willing to talk. It was good for Daphne to hear her speak. “You don’t have to worry. It’s just the two of us here,” she said. 

“I don’t know which one you are. I think I know the sound of your voice but then I get confused. And I have no names to go by.”

“We can’t have names,” Daphne said. 

“Yes, I know.”

She listened to the girl’s breathing. She felt no significant emotion. Weeks before there was always a prickly anxiety in the cellar. Not now. “What’s it like to be down here?” she asked her,

“Lonely.”

“But it’s quiet.”

“Sometimes. Except when you all stamp your feet up above. I can’t rest then.”

Daphne’s hand dropped to the “V” of the girl’s pubic mound. Her finger poked a path between the labia and settled for a moment on her clit. 

There was a sharp intake of breath from the girl and Daphne pulled her hand away. 

“Do you hate us?” she asked.

“I don’t know now. I did at first, but I was scared then.”

“But you’re not scared now?”

“My feelings aren’t the same. Sometimes I don’t know what they are.”

“Oh.”

“It’s just sex, sex, sex. I think my mind is wasting away.” 

How curious that she would mimic Daphne’s own feelings. 

They were silent for a long time. Daphne moved in closer so she could put her arm around the girl and hold her. Veronica’s warmth seeped under her skin and her skin became hot, their perspiration mingling, their energies mingling as though they were friends.

“I have a hard time thinking of you as a real woman,” Daphne finally said. “If I do, I start to worry about you.”

“You’re all worried about me,” the girl replied. “I can tell that. Lying here I can feel things from you all. How you’re happy and sad and aroused.”

“You can feel it from us all?”

“Yes. Although, I feel the most from sir.”

“Sir?”

“The one I call sir. Is he special to you, maybe?”

“If you’re talking about the man who runs this show, yes, he is.”

“I thought so, but then I have a wild imagination and I couldn’t be sure.” She actually seemed pleased with herself.

“I know this may sound terrible,” Daphne went on, “but sometimes I envy you.”

“Why is that?”

“You have no obligation but to lie here and inspect your feelings and your thoughts.”

“And you think that is easy?”

“Easier than the life I have.”

“Well then, you must have a rough life. Although, I would think you have your hands full with sir.” 

“Yes. In some ways he is quite a handful.” It made it sound as though Emerson was a child, and here she’d always considered herself the more childlike of the two. 

“Here,” Daphne pulled an oatmeal cookie from her pocket and fed it to Veronica little bits at a time.

“Humm.” She ate it hungrily.

“I thought it was cruel not to let you have a taste,” she said. “You want some water?”

“Yes, please.”

Daphne fumbled in the dark for the flask of water beside the bed and let her drink from the straw. 

“If you don’t mind now,” a weary Daphne sighed, “I’ll just close my eyes a while.”

“No. I don’t mind.”

Eyes closed, Daphne fell asleep and Veronica X, awakened now, drifted in and out of conscious thought as she often did when she was left like this. She hoped that later today she’d be allowed the reading lamp and some books, as she often was on long days when her captors didn’t use her for sex. But this was all right too. A first. The woman beside her was the sensuous, tentative one, whose fire burned like glowing embers when it was hot, and felt like a cool wrath when the fire was out. 

“Dammit, where it she!” the voice rang out like a tolling bed. Emerson’s voice. 

Daphne’s eyes shot open and she pulled up, surrounded by darkness. “Oh my, I have no idea how long I’ve been here.”

“Hummm…” the girl was coming out of a dream. 

“I’d better scoot.” She was off the bed, moving swiftly by feel alone to the cellar door.

“Bye now,” Veronica’s voice was soft, bearing a trace of regret as she listened to the woman leave. 

As Daphne pulled open the cellar door and walked through, she saw the kitchen was empty, but the noise brought Emerson from the other room. His eyes lit on her with question marks, then rage. 

“What were you doing?”

“Visiting our captive. I fell asleep.”

“What? Four hours ago?”

“Oh, my!” She put her fingers over her mouth and giggled softly. 

“Who gave you permission to go down there?”

“I didn’t know I needed permission.” 

“What did you tell her?”

She shrunk back a little with the force of his accusation. “Nothing. I promise, nothing. I was deliberately careful.”

“But why? What are you trying to do, fuck up this arrangement?”

“Arrangement? What arrangement?”

His fury demanded more than this insipid interrogation was yielding.

“Daphne, what are you trying to do?” Penelope leaned against the kitchen door with her arms crossed over her chest. “Even I can see the wisdom in keeping the proper distance from the slut.”

Zack stood behind her, his eyes shooting darts. 

Daphne backed further away, awed by their collective stares. 

“I didn’t say anything, I swear.”

“What did you say?” Zack asked. 

“I don’t remember exactly.”  They all spoke in heavy, hushed whispers to keep the girl below from hearing what they said.

“Well, maybe you’d better remember. You give her our names?”

“Absolutely not!”

“What, then?”

“I don’t know. I went down there with one thought on my mind and then I couldn’t remember any questions to ask her. I wanted her to know that we weren’t demons.”

“And you expected to win her over with that assurance?” Zack was livid, sounding more like an enraged Emerson than even Emerson was now. 

Daphne’s cheeks burned hot as their eyes drilled into her. Her once passive emotions began to rise like a hot desert wind across dry sand. 

“What were you trying to do?” Her husband moved in and backed her into the wall, then he stood back. Zack and Penelope moved a few lethal steps closer. 

Daphne’s stomach soured and her lips thirsted for the refreshing feel of her pent-up emotions pouring forth like cool water. But the anger, the anger kept bubbling up… “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” She covered her face with her hands, then flung her arms wide. “This place is like a morgue. We’re like the walking dead here, caught in a hellish web. Don’t you see it! Can’t you see it, Emerson?”

“All I can see right now is the need to punish my wife,” he said, curtly.

“Then do it!” Daphne raged, her voice rising. 

Emerson met the noise, by pushing her out the door, through the living room to the porch beyond. The others followed. “Oh? Is that what you were after?” he shook her. “Punishment? You haven’t had enough?”

“I want something to change!” she pulled out of his grasp. “I want this over! I’m tired of feasting on the spoils of our lust. There’s no joy in it.”

He looked at her strangely. As if he actually understood what she was feeling. As if she was saying everything they all refused to think.

“I think you’ve been remiss, Em,” Penelope cut through the tension, her voice emotionless. “She needs a good turn in the shed to answer this silly raving.”

The sound of the kitchen door startled them all. They stopped speaking and paid attention, as if they expected Veronica X to appear in the doorway. They looked toward that direction, motionless, until Kathy Ann suddenly emerged from the gray gloom of the house.

“What the hell’s happening here?”

A collective sigh followed. 

“Your friend’s going off her rocker,” Zack explained. “Been sleeping with the captive.”

“What?”
“We’re taking Daphne to the shed for a turn with the razor strap,” he boldly announced. “You want to join in, then come on. Otherwise you can hold down the fort—and stay out of the cellar!”

Kathy Ann looked from one dreary face to the next and shuddered. She knew it might well have been her in Daphne’s place. 

“No, I – I’ve got all these groceries to put away. I think you’ll do just fine without me.”

Penelope took that as her cue to move forward and pluck the sundress from Daphne’s body. She then grabbed her hair, while Zack followed on her heels smacking the bobbing white behind with a wooden spoon he’d thought to lift off the kitchen counter. Bo tagged along; it would be a good scene, he thought. And Emerson, still stirring with an angry stew of thoughts, moved through the woods, lagging some distance behind. 

Zack started the lynch-mob mentality, driven by demons he would never face. For Penelope this was righteous justice—plus, she liked the idea of seeing someone’s ass getting blistered, as long as it wasn’t hers. Bo would come along as he usually did because it was more interesting that sitting on the porch drinking beer. And Emerson did what he knew had to be done. He’d seen it happening at least two days before, as if everything that ever happened now was all pre-ordained and written in his brain. 

When Emerson belatedly arrived at the shed, his wife was already strung up to the bar, making her entire backside a pristine target on which to paint weeks of collective frustration. After one blistering round with the wooden spoon, no one argued with Zack when he changed from the spoon to the razor strap Emerson had left hanging on a nail beside the door. Zack’s emotions were high, not nearly spent. He thrashed his best friend’s wife with a fury he’d never used on any woman. He heard her cries of mercy long before he stopped. 

Nothing intelligible came from Daphne’s mouth. But the string of twisted expletives revealed the anguish exploding within her body from Zack’s first blow until the last one. Her face screwed up remorsefully, her body jerked in erratic rhythms. She cried, a full stream of tears falling from her eyes. Finally having had enough of his own anger, Zack handed the strap to Bo, while Penelope approached her bound friend, sidling up to her side with her groin wiggling into Daphne’s hip. She’d just lit a cigarette. 

“You know, I’ve been called the ashtray of this group, and I’ve taken the humiliation like a good girl. But how about you get the honors this time, girl,” she said with a vicious smirk, as she abruptly pressed the glowing end of  the cigarette into the raw burn on Daphne’s ass. 

“Yeeeeeeeeaashh,” she grimaced with a painful wince as her whole body seemed to sizzle. 

Penelope turned to Bo. “Don’t let me keep you from doing the deed,” she said, and she sashayed away. 

Like a hulking executioner, Bo took up the task with an earnest expression on his face. He doubled the long razor strap because he liked to move in close and lay his hand on his penitent, hold her down, make a show of force beyond the weapon. He liked punishment swift and hard. To that end, he beat Daphne’s ass for possibly sixty seconds of pure hell, until she was stomping her feet and screaming for him to stop. He then stepped back, satisfied.

“That’s all I’ve got.” Thinking that Penny would want a turn, he handed the strap to her. 

While Daphne withstood Penelope’s rain of blows, Emerson stood back, passively watching. He eyed them all critically. His wife had touched a raw nerve and deserved everything she got. He wanted to punish her too and he would. He felt cold, fearful and excited. Cold, because he liked that sort of detachment; fearful, because he dealt with an animal in him he feared; and excited because this sort of scene thrilled him. He also understood the underlying tension that created this scene, an issue he would deal with after he’d finished with his wife.

When Penelope finished smacking his wife’s behind, she stepped back and Emerson moved in close to Daphne’s side. He reached up and unknotted the ropes around her wrists with a sharp yank. Her arms fell limp and she slumped against her husband’s chest. 

“Oh, no! You’re not done. You’re not done with me,” he said. He pushed her back against the wall, her front, her pussy and breasts exposed now. “Hands in the air.”

This was Zack’s cue to retie her to the bar. Daphne hated this kind of punishment most of all. Pain, hurt, humiliation, arousal came over her, equal and vicious in their power to move her. Initially, she could hope that Emerson would tease with her until they both achieved some sexual satisfaction. But this was a foolish hope. 

Just as she expected he would do, Emerson began spanking her pussy with his right palm, delivering blow after blow to her naturally tender skin. Her body readily seized up as the pain began and quickly increased. Instinct made her close her thighs to prevent the hurt on her aching genitals, but Emerson would not allow that. 

“You keep your legs open,” he warned, “or I’ll tie them wide apart and leave you like that all night!”  

She did her best then. Her smarting pussy throbbed with every crack of his hand. The temptation was great to twist away, to clamp her legs together and fight him off. She beat back the need and willed her body to offer up her enflamed and burning cunt. 

“It was thoughtless, Daphne. Reckless. Utterly stupid! You understand that, girl!” he swore. He emphasized every word with a smack of his hand, and didn’t wait for her answer. 

“You can’t take matters into your own hands! You can’t strike out on your own! You will not ruin us all with careless and unthinking whims!”

“No, no, no, Emerson, I won’t. I promise I won’t!” she cried.

He kept on hitting her pussy hard, cupping his hand against the lovely mound that was turning a fiery red color underneath her blonde curls. “Oh, Emerson, please. Please. I won’t!” she wailed. It seemed useless to beg. Begging never worked with Emerson. But she would try nevertheless, because there was nothing for her to do in face the mounting pain but to plead for mercy with all her heart and soul.

“Cry all you want, wife! This is one you do deserve.” His scorn seemed unrestrained.

His hand came down harder than ever, with force enough to make her entire body shake violently. Her legs closed again, unable to deny herself some defense. And by then, Emerson had finally had enough.  Stopping, he backed away, letting himself and Daphne catch their breaths. 

In the quiet that followed, no one moved and no one spoke, yet the air was prickly with life, with agitation swarming all around them. Far outside the shed, the sound of thunder rumbled in the distance. A late season thunderstorm moving in from the West. 

As the minutes passed, the energy in the shed seemed to wane, exhaustion taking up its place inside them all, as it did so easily during these long days together. 

“I think we’ve done enough,” Emerson finally announced. 

He untied his wife himself, and held her. Since she’d collapsed in his arms, he had little choice. Zack, Bo and Penelope filed out of the shed, Penelope saying as they left, “You know, we all needed this.”  

***

Sadie

You must have felt like a whipping post.

Daphne

I’m sure I did, but I don’t recall thinking much of anything that afternoon, once the punishment was finished. It did seem like the right kind of exhaustion, if that makes sense. I needed something that vicious to wipe away the thoughts that kept coming to me hourly. Only when I’d been with Veronica, and then after my punishment did I feel otherwise. Peaceful? Not exactly.

I do remember telling Emerson after the others were gone, ‘Your anarchy is the most restrictive sexual thing I’ve ever experienced.’

The idea came straight from my gut. I’d never thought this before that I remember. But it came to me like a clearly channeled truth from God. I looked into Emerson’s face to see how he’d respond. Something between startled and thoughtful, I think. Once I said that, I knew the turning point was upon us. I’m not sure how clearly Emerson understood that, but I knew he would feel it, too. 


Chapter Eleven

“Thunderstorms make me horny,” Penelope droned as she stood by the porch windows and puffed her smoke into the rainy air beyond the screen. 

The sky lit up the room every few minutes in a wild display of bursting flashes. 

Their skins crawled with need not yet vented after the punishment session in the shed. 

Bo and Zack lounged in chairs; Kathy Ann sat between Zack’s feet and a sore Daphne in her chambray sundress remained slumped in her usual chair, feeling the spray of rain dousing her in a carpet of chilling mist. She’d soon be wet and have to move, but for the moment, she pleasured in the refreshing change. The atmosphere inside this den of iniquity had taken on an undercurrent of unrest that needed to be washed away. The thunderstorm blessed them all. 

Although the crashing thunder made it difficult to hear anyone speak, there was a pause in that celestial noise, when Emerson’s voice could be clearly heard. 

“I need you all,” he said. His voice sounded peculiar.

Everyone turned, seeing a blindfolded Veronica X appearing next to the man. Her white body looked very much like an apparition every time a new bolt of lightning brightened the room behind her. Emerson turned her around and disappeared back inside the living room. He needed no beckoning hand to indicate they follow. 

It took a moment for the five on the porch to realize what was happening. Daphne moved first, feeling the heat in her crotch burning as it has since she’d been punished. Penelope and Kathy Ann were close behind her with Zack and Bo trailing. 

The girls went for the captive without having to be told. Stripping away their clothes, they writhed against her like a Grecian tableau come to life. Standing directly in front of the girl, Daphne pressed her mouth to Veronica’s mouth; her hips thrust against Veronica’s hips. Their kiss was long, their mouths fully open, their tongues lapping viciously. “It’s me,” Daphne said to her, softly. No one but the girl heard these words, and privately, the captive Veronica smiled. 

Three pairs of hands traveled along the valleys, into the crevices, about the nooks and crannies of the horny girl. She pushed her way against them in reply and kissed them all, drawing them close with her own hands. Just minutes passed before the four slumped to the ground, descending into a female orgy as they groveled on the thick animal pelt that served as a rug. The thunder rumbled, moving closer. The sky brightened and dimmed.

Daphne buried her face in Veronica’s breasts, while Kathy Ann dangled her large tits over the girl’s mouth and blindfolded eyes. Penelope took up her favorite position between the captive’s legs, bending the girl’s knees and spreading her cheeks wide. She suckled the sweet-smelling crevice with its gaping wet love hole then paused to listen to the sweet timbre of the lovely redhead’s throaty reply.

Around the quartet of women, the three men watched intently for some time, until their speechless awe gave way to a more aggressive mood.

“Take Kathy Ann’s ass, Bo,” Zack goaded his friend who had been gazing fondly at the woman’s round globes and the slick slit in-between. Bo needed no more encouragement. He dropped to his knees and crawled forward, his fingers moving quickly. They fingered both openings with deep, long strokes, mimicking what he’d do with his cock. Lightning flashed again, brightening all their faces like a pulsing strobe light. 

While Bo worked Kathy Ann, Zack planted his face against Daphne’s crotch. She was lying on her side and he needed only to open her thighs and press his lips to her snatch to have her juices flowing over his face. He felt her start when he nibbled the tender pubic mound that Emerson earlier bruised. He rather liked the way she groaned, hurting. He didn’t care if he hurt her more—another sign of his sadistic appetite. 

While somewhere in the back of her mind Daphne might have recorded Zack’s aggressive moves, she was too pre-occupied with one of Veronica’s breasts to pay much attention.

Emerson, the last of the men to join the assault, slapped Penelope’s upturned ass to a reddened frenzy, interrupting her plans for Veronica’s cunt. He listened with a sneering smile to her grunt and caw, noting that her suffering only inspired his sadistic pleasure even more. He finally pushed the slut away and took the girl himself, planting his erection in Veronica X’s lush pussy. Leaning over her beautiful body, he fucked her with long and deliberate strokes. This might well be the last time he’d look down at her face and feel that pang of regret when he failed to see the light in her eyes. Her knew they were beautiful eyes, green, snapping, wide, intelligent eyes. How horrible to have hid them away so long! 

A lightning bolt suddenly crackled outside the windows; thunder sounded with a deafening crack. The storm was on them now, right overhead and in the trees, swallowing them in its terrible power. As the house shook from nature’s fuming rage, the old floorboards in the creaky house shook with the sexual violence erupting from the bodies strewn across the floor. 

Emerson fucked the defrocked virgin hard, while Penelope ran her tongue along his bottom’s crevice from his anus to his prostate to the balls dangling below. She held his balls in her palm, preventing them from battering back and forth as he rammed the captive. And when his movement slowed, she opened her mouth and washed them with her tongue. 

“Oh! Goddam!” he groaned half under his breath as he pumped his seed inside the girl’s cunt. “Goddam, yes, yes, yes, you slut!” over and over, again and again until he collapsed in an exhausted heap. The girl wanted to cum too, but he pulled out too fast to assist in her desire. Poised and ready on the sidelines, the waiting Zack would do the honors.

While Emerson and Zack took their pleasure from the captive, Bo found his cock a place to cum in Kathy Ann’s ass. Lodged inside her happily wiggling hole, he rode her like she belonged to him, and for that moment, it seemed she did.

“Yes, yes, harder,” she screamed, as her body jerked in a fitful dance.

As Kathy Ann screamed, the captive screamed too, while Zack rammed his erection with the might of ten men’s desire firing his lust. The storm outside the fragile walls fired him with every crack of lightning that split the dark and rain-swollen night. 

Bo had taken charge of the crying, ranting Kathy Ann and moved her away from Veronica’s gaping mouth. In her place, Daphne moved in, straddling the girl’s head and parking her needy pussy against her lips and tongue. While the girl worked the pungent smelling portal, Emerson stood over his wife and presented his flagging erection to her lips. In her heated stupor, Daphne took his penis into her mouth and sucked. Her tongue wound its way around the head, making circles along the shaft that she alternately jacked with her free hand. The once wasted cock grew in size as Emerson’s need escalated once again. Finally, ready to cum, he took charge of the blowjob and jammed himself inside his wife’s open mouth. Her back arced, her head tipped, chin raised, she swallowed the organ as deep inside her throat as she could manage. She had little choice with this beastly demon demanding what its owner claimed as his. 

For a while, Daphne forgot what was happening between her legs. But it all came back when she felt an unknown finger poking her ass from below. This was Penelope, who at the same time kissed Zack in hasty tongue-probing kisses. 

When Emerson’s erection was firm and fired for another finish, he pulled out of his wife’s mouth and drew Penelope from the floor to a nearby couch. Standing now, he bent her over and lunged with his full force into her ass, allowing her tight muscles to work his cock to another climax. He spanked Penelope’s ass, then spanked it again, and paused to watch the burn rise in a blanket of red across her skin. His arousal increased; hers soared. They’d continue to fuck, and at least for those few minutes, they settled their vigorous clash of wills. 

Behind the furious battle on the floor, the rumbling thunder had begun to diminish as the storm moved on beyond them toward another forest. Something was changing in the house as well. Like a bell had suddenly rung to signal the finally lap of a thunderous car race, the frenzied bodies prepared to cum in a final show of their mutual lust. But the six were seven now, with Veronica as important to their band of madness as any one of the others. For the last few minutes of their screwing, they seemed to be one mind, one soul, connected in the churning, agitated moments prior to climax, one in their breath, in their kissing, in their sexual movements … until, at last, Daphne swooned on Veronica’s face… and Emerson came again in Penelope’s ass … and Penelope jerked as she gave up control to a force she loved and despised … and Bo and Kathy, doing each other with deliberate care, finally vented together in a finish they would not forget. 

Zack had already cum in the captive, and was now on Veronica’s cunt with his mouth, ensuring that her orgasm would take hold and shake her hard. The night would leave no one out. 

Once the last fainting gasps of climax lifted into the turgid air, the house was nearly silent for a time.

Then Daphne giggled, and Kathy Ann followed with a silly snort, and the feeling of mirth and delight spread through the weary seven. The moment didn’t last long, but it was a memory, perhaps the best memory they would have of those long weeks following the abduction of Veronica X. Afterwards, they were all too tired even for their laughter.

The rain pelted the ground in hard beating showers. Fitting. A metaphor, perhaps. The air had cleared and the tired despair that had surfaced in the six abductors seemed to have fled. 

Penelope, Veronica and Daphne slept cuddled together on the rug. Zack was nearby. And coupled together on the couch were Kathy Ann and Bo, while Emerson crashed on the opposite couch. The lumpy old sofa was uncomfortable and he wouldn’t last the night, but he was too exhausted to move. 

The rain died off about two in the morning, leaving just the sounds of the trees dripping water on the roof and the rain gutters dripping runoff into puddles on the ground. Dark clouds still swirled overhead, and flashes of distant lightning still brightened the room, but only intermittently now.

About three o’clock, Emerson finally peeled himself from the couch and fished his captive from the center of her female friends. Taking her downstairs, he locked Veronica X’s listless, smiling body into her cell, where she resumed her easy slumber on the hard pallet. 

With that done, he returned to the living room for his wife and the two stumbled up the stairs. 

It was dawn when Daphne briefly awoke. She turned over in bed and opened her eyes, seeing an awake Emerson staring into the ceiling. 

“I can’t believe you can’t sleep,” she said with a tired sigh.

He briefly turned, acknowledging her. 

“I’m fine.”

She watched him, which she was good at doing. She could almost read his thoughts, but was unsure this time what he might be thinking. She did, however, know her own thoughts. Whether it was the right time to voice them or not, she really didn’t care.

“You know, Emerson, you have to end this, now. You have to give the girl back.”

He looked at her, mildly annoyed, “You think I don’t know that?” he said, as if he’d been thinking it all along. 

“But I think you’re scared to end it,” she said. “Scared to let her go—and not so much because you’re worried that she’ll put us in jail. You don’t want to lose what you have with her.”

“You really think that?”

“Yes, I do. But you are going to have to lose her and everything she is to you. Now. Not in a few weeks but now.”

“And why do you say that?” he wondered. 

“Because I won’t stay,” she said firmly, “and neither will the others if you continue this insanity.”

He sighed a knowing sigh of resignation. “I know, Daphne, I know. Enough now. Let’s sleep.”

***

Sadie

Obviously, the real life ending differed greatly from Emerson Gray’s book?

Daphne

The book was fiction. She felt weary that she had to repeat this.

Sadie

And you were the one who precipitated the ending. How interesting.

Daphne

Why not me? Although it could have easily been one of the others. We all had our reasons. We all knew the truth. Zack was restless, Bo was getting bored and he had a newspaper assignment that was going to take him overseas—to Vietnam—he couldn’t pass that up. Kathy Ann had never really resigned herself to the whole thing and would have split with one word from Zack—interesting how she ended up with Bo that night. Penelope… Penelope just knew, just as I did, that it was time to change. Any one of us might have told him. I happen to think I was the first because I had the first chance. But it’s possible that any of the others had said something to Emerson before the night of the thunderstorm. 

I guess even the great power of the universe was giving us a gift and a message with that storm. The electricity, the fiery display of earthy passion triggered the orgy, which we all needed—my punishment had been just the start, but it wasn’t enough. The storm brought Veronica X into our midst where we could thank her properly and anything else would have been anti-climactic after that. I know that Emerson understood that even as he brought her upstairs and the orgy began. He knew. It was right, perfect, better than perfect, better than any of us could imagine it ending. It was probably more than any of us deserved for what we’d done. 

Sadie shaking her head sadly

I find it sad that you never looked her in the eye.

Daphne

No. I think that was exactly as it should have been. We didn’t have the right to know her better.

***

Bo and Penelope promised to keep Daphne company until Emerson returned, while Kathy Ann split as soon as she heard the news from Emerson—the day after the storm. Kathy said it was just as well, she wanted to return to her sister’s in Maine to finish her book. She was quite elated about both leaving and the book. She and Zack shared a long, tender goodbye that seemed to settle for the moment her ever-present yearning for the man. Although he could never satisfy her completely. Everyone, including Kathy Ann, knew he was just faking the affection. They would never be like this again. If for that reason only, Kathy Ann would never denigrate the weeks and months she was part of the Writers’ Club. 

Emerson and Zack left with Veronica X bound in the back seat of the car they’d used to abduct her. However, her return to the real world would be much different than her taking. 

Before they left, she sat in street clothes blindfolded, on the living room couch, looking a little prissy in the plaid skirt and the pink sweater Emerson gave her to wear.

“I’ll be leaving you at a busy bus station in a large city,” he explained to her. “You’ll have a suitcase of new clothes, nice clothes, and an envelope in your purse with enough money to get you anywhere you want to go. It fact, there should be enough to survive on for several months if you’re reasonably frugal.

“It will be your choice from there. As far as the newspapers go, reports of your disappearance died away after the first three weeks. There was a rash of other crimes in the city, a lot of nasty news about the war, and I guess since you were new in town, without too many friends, according to reports, there were not enough inquiries to keep the investigation active. Interesting there has been some speculation, a tip from someone you worked with, that suggested you’d taken off for Florida. Anyway, you can handle your return to world any way you want. It’s certainly not for me, for us, to decide. But there is a card inside your purse. It has the name of a New York talent agent who I think will treat you very well, if you still want to take your acting somewhere. It’s the least we can do. I have a hunch, Veronica…” he stopped, not sure if he wanted to go further. 

“A hunch about what?” she asked with definite interest.

“A hunch that there are big things in store for you. I’d like to see that happen. I really would. We all would.”

He expected her to say something like, “What? So I won’t try and track you down?” But she didn’t say anything. She just nodded. Her lips were pursed like she was deep in thought. 

Zack drove, while Emerson sat beside him in the front seat and Veronica was tied in backseat out of sight. They changed cars at Zack’s family estate, locking the Dodge in a barn and taking another of the aging vehicles that had been gathering dust. His dad had been somewhat of a collector when Zack was twelve, but after a few years, he abandoned that passion for a better one—chasing women—in the aftermath of his messy divorce. Like many of the family’s extensive holdings, the cars were pretty much Zack’s to do with as he pleased. The pale grey Buick took them West into Pennsylvania. It would eventually be crashed into a brick wall after Veronica was out of the picture. For that, they’d probably take it as far as Ohio before they finished that task and sold the remains to a junk dealer. 

These detailed procedures were Emerson’s. Like all his plans for the days following Veronica X’s return to the world, they were designed to minimize her knowledge of her abductors, and her ability to have them found, should she be so inclined. She hadn’t seen their faces. She hadn’t learned their names—as far as he knew. He’d even thought to handle all her things, the suitcase, the envelope, the money, everything with gloves, so he’d leave no trace of fingerprints. These were insurance measures—for Kathy Ann, Bo, Penelope, Zack and Daphne. They would want to see his efforts to make certain the girl and the police would find it difficult to track them down. Of course, he also had the film of her begging for sex, which he hoped he’d never have to use.

But while he attended to every detail with great care, he knew all this careful planning wouldn’t be necessary. Veronica X would not be turning them in. She wouldn’t be telling a soul. Unless he gravely miscalculated his influence over her and the transformation she’d made during her weeks in captivity, she would live with the memory, finding it chilling, and at the same time sweet and enlightening. As he forecast from the very beginning, on the first day she was in the cellar, she would believe that her time with them was ‘an outstanding moment of her life, the singular experience on which the rest of her life will hinge… the fulcrum between the time before with its wasted, useless years, and the time after, which will be more amazing that she ever could imagine.’

Emerson couldn’t see it any other way than exactly as he so painstakingly designed. 

The Buick pulled up in front of the bus station. In all they’d driven over three hundred miles from the house. According to plan, Zack hopped out of the car and immediately went inside the terminal, losing himself in the crowd so he could spy on the girl after she was finally set free. 

With Zack gone, Emerson reached over the back of the seat and untied her hands.“You can sit up now,” he said. “And I’d take the blindfold off.” 

He turned back, facing forward. He’d worn a dark hooded sweatshirt that he tied tightly around his neck. His hands were gloved; he wore a basic pair of blue jeans; and a good deal of his visible face was covered with sunglasses. The mustache he’d grown over the last few weeks would be shaved off that night. It was disguise enough, still risky, but enough to keep a nervous young woman from recognizing his face. That’s all he cared about. 

Emerson saw just enough in the rear view mirror to know she’d done exactly as he asked. Her eyes were open, and for the first time in months, he glimpsed the vibrant green that attracted him to her in the first place.

“You’ll be fine, girl,” he said. “You’ll have a good life. I believe that. I think it will be even better than you might have imagined before. I do.”

“I’m sorry. It’s hard to believe anything right now,” she said rather cautiously. “I mean I’ve been thinking of things to say all during this ride, but I can’t… I…” she stopped.

He nodded. “Well, maybe there’s nothing to say.”

“Yes. Maybe you’re right…” Still she hesitated. “It’s just that…” she stopped again.

“Just what?”

“Well, just once, please, Emerson, sir…I wish I could see your face. I have so many memories but the pictures in my head are so vague.”

His body took a sudden jolt in his gut. She knew his name? How did that happen; it wasn’t suppose to happen. His heart was beating hard. He could feel hers beating strongly, too. 

He shook his head, trying to remain calm. “No. You can’t see more than you’re seeing now. That’s the way it is.”

She nodded, then sighed rather sadly, her body collapsing into the seat of the car, like she would stay there all night. 

Dammit! Why didn’t she get out of the car? Why did she wait? What was keeping her from breaking loose from her abductor?

He felt as if all his careful planning was about to fall apart, that any minute the sound of sirens would bring a column of police cars to the bus terminal… but then… the girl reached out and touched his shoulder, a gentle touch that was gone almost as soon as it began. In the rearview mirror, he saw her eyes close, and how she took a deep breath, her other hand poised on door handle. 

“You’re right. You’re very right. Better I not see your face.”

As she spoke, she abruptly jerked up on the handle, grabbed the suitcase from the floor and exited the car. She didn’t look back—that was a stroke of luck. She walked head down, disappearing inside the bus terminal. Zack would be somewhere inside waiting for her to appear. But long before he spotted her, Emerson hastily pulled away from the curb and the pale grey Buick slipped into traffic on its way to the agreed upon destination. 


Chapter Twelve

Sadie

So, she knew his name?

Daphne

She must have.

Sadie

And the others?

Daphne

We’ll never know how much she knew. But it would seem after this much time has passed—it’s been over thirty years—that she won’t be surfacing with her story.

Sadie

Unless this interview—the true story—jogs her memory enough to make her talk.

Daphne

It could. But she didn’t say squat when Pygmalion Whore was published. At least, Emerson didn’t hear a word. I think by then, she had too much invested in her life to make that kind of stunning disclosure. The way the media pounces on that kind of thing, would you want the publicity? There’d be no point in it for her. 

Unless, perhaps, she is finally so haunted by the memory—a posttraumatic stress sort of thing—that she needs to excise the demons. I really don’t see her that way, but I could be wrong. 

Sadie

How would you know?

Daphne

She has a career as an actress. She’s not in the spotlight much, but she’s been successful enough that I doubt she’d risk the public scrutiny. I keep tabs on her from time to time. And what I see in her is a lovely woman, with vitality, spirit, and a peaceful sense of herself. It might be just a facade, but I don’t think so. 

No, I believe that what Emerson hoped for took place. He instigated her career for a purpose, and it worked to our advantage. But I think in a broader sense, she came to terms with her captivity, and not in a negative way. Brutal as it was, it did go straight to her sexual core and allowed her an awakening that suited her character, and would never have happened otherwise.  At any rate, this is what I believe.

Sadie

But you didn’t feel this way to begin with…

Daphne

Oh, no! I wanted to, of course. I wanted to believe that day in basement she made peace with me. But I was scared for years that we’d suddenly find ourselves in jail. There were milestones where I expected it…like when the book was released. But time went by and the world moved on and so did she. 

Sadie

And the others in the Writers’ Club. Do they no longer see her as a threat?

Daphne

I’m not sure. But they know about this interview, I wouldn’t have done it without their permission. Of course, you didn’t think I was actually using their real names, did you?

Sadie

By evidence of her expression, she hadn’t realized it until now.

Daphne

I told them I’d be telling the whole story as I saw it, using fictitious names, and with that, they were perfectly content to let me speak my mind. 

Sadie

What can you tell me of them now?

Daphne

Let’s see…Penelope lives abroad. For her Veronica X was one of many extraordinary things that have happened in her eventful life—there’s a book right there, if you need new material. I don’t see her but once in a blue moon, and that’s just as well. She’s not changed much in her ability to annoy people. And she still smokes like a fiend. 

Kathy Ann, on the other hand, has been writing romance novels for some time under several pennames. And Zack… well Zack initially followed Veronica. At first just to see if she planned to go to the police. When it was clear that she wasn’t running off in tears to blab her story, his impetus to check up on her became less necessary. She seemed from the outset to settle herself and move on with her life. She looked up the agent on the business card Emerson gave her and put him to work—it obviously paid off. 

But Zack, even when he didn’t need to follow her anymore, he did stay close. He wanted her badly. He told me a few years ago that he once got close enough to begin a real relationship. He spoke with her several times; there were even some casual dates, but he never could quite make the leap. Every time he started to make a move, he lost his nerve and backed away. The truth about who he was would always prevent him from having her as he wanted. He’s traveled the world as a correspondent, written for many major newspapers and magazines. He’s had a life many men would love. But he’s never had a decent relationship with a woman. I think Veronica X played a part in that… and still does. A few years ago, I talked to him, urged him to move on. He always says the same thing… ‘my life began and ended there and I can’t help that.’

Sadie

Sounds like a modern tragedy.

Daphne

Oh, no! Don’t go down that road. We were not then, nor are we now, heroic enough in our character to make a tragedy of this. I think it’s more like we put into motion with Veronica X events that would reverberate through the rest of our lives. We can’t get away from her. She’s there, like a parent, a child, a close friend, someone we deal with—privately. 

Sadie

We know what happened to Emerson, but what about Bo?

Daphne

She smiles warmly. Bo, my dear, gentle friend… He died while on assignment in Vietnam. I have no doubt that his involvement with the seduction of Veronica X was responsible for his death. Her face pales and she take a deep breath. But I’d rather not talk about that.

Sadie She smiles uncomfortably, but as if she understands.  In Bo’s story, she is positive there is another book!

So that leaves you? What happened to Daphne after Veronica X. You seemed to have bonded with her differently than the others did. I know that your marriage to Emerson Gray didn’t last much after that season, and you’re married again. But I know nothing else. 

***

Emerson drove a yellow VW Beetle convertible to the door of the stone cottage. The tiny house sat in the open near the shores of Lake Michigan, in the middle of sand, shore grasses and scrub trees. Nearby were pine forests, the beachfront and a few other stone edifices—some still as sound as the cottage; some were in ruins. The most remarkable of those still standing was a stone chapel with a vaulted roofline and what was left of a stone spire. The first time Emerson laid eyes on the curious compound, he knew he had to bring Daphne here. She’d love it. 

“So this is the place,” Daphne said, as she climbed from the car and gazed toward the cottage and the other scattered structures, her eyes visored with her hand. “You’re right, it’s beautiful.”

“And you’ll write here,” her husband said with some certainty, almost as if it were an order, not an observation. 

“Yes, I probably will,” she cautiously ventured. “Just as I would have written in the apartment in Boston and the row house in Philadelphia and that cute little house in New Haven.”

“But this is better. There’s a freer air here, Daph. We need that.”

“Maybe.” She did look as though she belonged here. Her blond hair billowed in the breeze, while her white sundress caught the wind and fluttered enough to make her hold it down. She seemed as youthful and beautiful as when he met her, as much like an ethereal spirit as she was a flesh and blood woman. 

She turned to him. “But you’re going to leave me,” she said with some despair. 

She knew this without him saying so. He’d behaved this way for the last year and a half, running, not from a ghost who didn’t care about following him, but from his own inner stirrings—and from those who might have loved him. The last time he let his anxious disquiet speak, he’d perpetrated a heinous crime against an innocent virgin. But that risky business resolved nothing inside his psyche, except that he knew after it was over that he would not saddle anyone else with his dangerous schemes again. He couldn’t even talk to Zack anymore; with him, his fear was the worst. Zack just might be the one foolish enough to listen to him again. Of course, the others had split, all but Daphne. And Daphne was his wife. He had to make her safe, which was another of his schemes. 

But it was a good scheme this time. One that would take care of her forever. He saw it happening clearly the day he drove by the stone cottage and noticed the ‘For Rent’ sign in front. He’d stopped the car, surveyed the unique landscape and sought out the man who owned the place. Once his eyes rested on the owner, McGill, everything came clear as glass inside his mind. He rented the cottage for the summer, for Daphne. 

“I have work, darling. You have work. And it can’t be in the same place, at least not right now. We both know that.” He moved close, stared her in the eyes and put his hands on her shoulders so she’d be sure to focus on his every word.

“I am not so sure of that, Emerson,” she said. Her gaze wavered. 

“I am. Trust me. Look at me, please,” he gave her a gentle shake. “This is a really good place for you to pound away at the typewriter and get that novel finished. I’m counting on you. You’ll do it, I know you will.”

He stared at her long enough to believe his message was sinking in. 

“Tell me you’ll do your best to make this work.”

“Of course, I will. That’s what I do—follow your every order.”

He smiled. “That’s my girl.”

Having her promise in place, Emerson let her go and moved quickly, as he always did, depositing suitcases and boxes in the cottage kitchen, while Daphne aimlessly followed him into the building. She gazed around surveying the small homey kitchen—a table, range, refrigerator and the heating stove by the far wall. A pile of freshly chopped wood was stored in the corner. 

“There’s a sitting room, a bedroom and bath. Go look,” Emerson nodded toward the far door. 

Daphne took a quick tour of her new surroundings, finding it perfectly adequate for her essential needs as well as her romantic spirit. She didn’t write romance books, as Kathy Ann would likely do, but she could see the ancient stones, the simple design and the unique location already magically calling up the muse that sometimes had trouble surfacing amidst her worries. 

Emerson watched her closely, seeing the uneasy look on her face change enough to give him hope. It would take a day or two for her to settle but she would. He’d thought about staying to see her start writing again—he worried over her writer’s block—but he knew she’d get out of it soon with the fresh lake air to breathe, and the wonderful winds… the sunsets, even the stone efficiently surrounding her, keeping her safe. 

“You look like you belong here, Daphne,” he said, smiling. 

She raised her eyebrows, glanced around the kitchen again, then laid a hand on a box of her favorite books. “We’re not going to stay together, are we?” she finally said, with little emotion.  

The question was one he didn’t expect. He waited a moment to answer, and was surprised himself by what he finally thought to say, “You think we really should?”

Her face immediately twisted into a wounded grimace. “What does that mean? I still love you, Emerson. Even after everything. But I’m not sure you return that love anymore.”

“I fuck you, don’t I?” he shot right back, obviously annoyed. 

This statement floored her. She slapped her hand to her forehead, demonstratively. “Oh, Emerson! You ass, you bastardly ass!”

“See? That’s what I am, Daphne? I can’t help myself.”

“Yes, a bastard is what you are now, because you won’t stop long enough to be anything else.” She sighed, wearily; being angry wasn’t worth the trouble. 

“I’m not yet ready to settle down, Daph. I’m sorry. I can’t. I worry. I worry a lot…” It was the most that he would ever admit. 

“Then go, Emerson. Leave me be, and if you want to be married, just come back. I’ll be here.”

“But Daphne, understand, you don’t have to wait for me. I’m not asking you to.” He was almost pleading with her. 

“I’ll do what I need to do, Emerson. And I’ll be here.” She gazed around a bit smugly now. “I think I like this place. You chose well.” There was no logical explanation for why she wanted to wait for him, but she couldn’t imagine herself doing anything else. 

Emerson could think of nothing else to say. Instead, he impulsively grabbed her arm, leaned in and kissed her cheek and then her mouth. His smile was terse, troubled, just as it had been for weeks. A moment later, he was out the door and headed to his car. 

Daphne moved from the table to the sink, and looked out the window, where white curtains trimmed with red embroidery, not new but freshly cleaned, swayed in the gentle breeze. She watched as Emerson climbed into the yellow beetle and drove off down the road, kicking up dust, his blonde hair blowing. It was significantly longer than it had been even six months ago. He was a little more in step with the times when it came to his physical appearance, but inside his turbulent soul, he remained the same agitated being, driven by forces that Daphne would never quite understand. 

***

Her feet wet and covered with sand, she moved up the beach path to the stone house, spotting a man hovering around her cottage. Daphne’s heart leapt anxiously but she kept on moving. The man was wearing faded jeans, and a denim work shirt tucked in at the waist. The sleeves were rolled to the elbows. He was tall and lean, with powerful shoulders and bare, tanned arms that hinted at the muscled workingman beneath his clothes. It had been some months since she’d felt the familiar pulse of her nether regions calling up the sexual desire she’d so flagrantly abused the previous summer. But her body stirred now, seeing the big man move in an easy gait. His firm ass drew her focused attention and produced such carnal images in her mind that she had to forcibly stop her imagination from taking flight. She hadn’t seen Emerson in weeks; she was horny, yes. But she was still a married woman and she had no idea who this man was. 

“Sir?” she halting spoke once she approached. He was digging with a shovel at the base of house, in a flower garden that was overgrown with weeds. She was almost afraid to speak. He hadn’t heard her, so she spoke a little louder, “Sir?”

Hearing her this time, the man stood up straight and turned around. A pair of keen brown eyes gazed down at her. He had a mustache, a full beard and longish hair that skimmed his shoulders. She met his eyes with a feeling of awe and stepped back. 

“I’m Daphne,” she said. “May I help you?”

“McGill,” he nodded. “And I know who you are. I’m looking after you for your husband.”

“You are?” This seemed strange. Although she knew that the man McGill was her landlord, she’d been at the cottage for three weeks and hadn’t yet laid eyes on him until now.  “Yes, Emerson Gray asked me to keep you out of trouble.”

“He did now, huh?” This amused her. But thoughts of Emerson quickly disappeared with her attention riveted on her landlord. He made her jittery inside, weak…as if a gust of wind had just passed through her body. His feet, and not just his feet, his whole substance, his physical and emotional energies were set firmly in the dark earth he stood on, as though he sprung from it like a tree, wholly made. He was in his thirties, maybe older; but because his face was untroubled, he seemed ageless. He was handsome, but not exactly handsome… not like Emerson and Zack were handsome, but handsome in a mature and knowing way. She stared at his large, gritty hands, wondering if they were rough to touch. His hands and powerful forearms held her focus, until she again had to forcefully bring her attention back to the moment. 

“You deny you need to be looked after?” he asked. She thought she saw some amusement in his eyes, certainly there was a gentle smirk on his lips. 

“No, I don’t deny that at all. But I suppose it should be my husband taking care of me.”

He nodded, agreeing. “Not a settled man, I’m afraid,” he said of Emerson. 

“It’s been a rough year.”

“Well, you’re here and whether you see me about or not, I have my eye and hand on everything that happens on my property. You’re safe here.”

“Thank you.”

The silence that followed was uncomfortable. The moment was marked for Daphne by a reawakened longing that was both terrible and thrilling. How sad for her, she thought, that the first man she lays her eyes on after her husband leaves turns her body into mush. 

“I really should go,” she finally said, “it was nice meeting you.”

He didn’t try to stop her, but watched her thoughtfully until she disappeared around the side of the cottage. 

McGill and Daphne ran into each other infrequently over the next several weeks—and never because she chose to. She liked to walk the beach and through the ruins, but always looked for her landlord before she stepped out of the cottage. If she saw him about his property, her shyness, and that rumbling force he seemed to generate in her, kept her inside until he finally disappeared from sight. She ventured out cautiously, hoping to avoid him. Sometimes she was successful, on other occasions, and more frequently as the days passed, she stumbled upon him and could not politely avoid speaking. 

One sunny July afternoon, Daphne watched outside the kitchen window as McGill’s truck pulled away from his stone house and traveled down the road and out of sight. Feeling unusually free of worry, she left the cottage and moved toward the stone chapel some fifty feet from her own home. She had initially assumed that the building was either locked up, or too unstable to explore. McGill informed her otherwise, suggesting during one of their brief encounters that she might want to explore the old edifice. “It has a unique character you might appreciate.”

“And was it actually used for church services?” she’d asked him.

“Not in the formal sense. No priest or minister has ever used the chapel for regular worship. Like all the other buildings on my property, it was part of an estate. The main house was located over there.” He pointed to a rise in the landscape where she could imagine a substantial fortress of a building once sitting.

“What happened to it?”

“I tore it down.”

“Why would you do that?”

“My father built it for my mother. We lived here one year and knew nothing but sadness in that house. My stillborn sibling was delivered there, and my mother went a little mad after that happened. She left, my father died… I went to live with my aunt until I was grown. When I inherited this land, I tore the house into rubble—built the wall that lines the property to the north with the stone. Too much unhappiness crowded into one space.” He shook his head sadly as the memory returned to him. 

With permission granted to freely explore the other buildings on the property, Daphne indulged, like indulging in extravagant chocolates. Exploring just one building or ruin a day she moved through the hut, the shed, the campsite and the beach house. She privately named each one. She made herself stand inside the stone walls, or what was now just an embankment and feel the earth beneath her feet. She breathed in the surrounding air as if the events that took place in that spot would suddenly come to her out of the ethers, appearing in her mind so clearly that she could live them in her imagination. She stayed clear of the rise where the house had stood, thinking it was likely spooked, and bad luck. She saved the chapel for last. Other than her own cottage, it was the most significant structure on the property. McGill’s house, while built of the same stone, was trivial in comparison—she couldn’t imagine the tiny abode was more than one room. 

Daphne spent weeks meditating in the rough gardens amidst the stone structures, her bare feet mingling with the sandy dirt. Once she felt comfortable in one spot, as if she’d learned everything there was to learn there, she moved on to another. As soon as she’d explored all of the other buildings and ruins, she was ready for the chapel. 

Seeing McGill’s truck disappear, her excitement peaked realizing that it was finally time for this last special adventure. Moving briskly from her cottage to the edifice, she wanted to run but managed to walk. Reaching the heavy oaken door with its rounded top and austere ironwork, she stopped, breathed in to calm herself, which was a pointless act, and finally took the handle and opened the door.

She stepped inside and carefully closed the door behind her. Facing forward, her eyes took in the sight and she felt a cool draft of air tickle her skin. It was a hot muggy day outside. Inside the air was easier to breathe and there was no sun. But a strange oppressive force made her move cautiously. She tiptoed in, finding with every step, her body thirst increased. A desperate longing rose up in her like an angry creature on the loose.

The chapel was not a brightly decorated temple to any fancy God. The God who lived here was a plain one, and like Him, there were simple wooden pews, a crude baptismal font near the door and toward the front of the chapel was a simple communion rail and altar. From a small stained-glass window to her left, where outside the sun beat down against the stone, a fiery light bled through with shadows of blue and ochre and red staining the floor with their color. McGill had been misinformed. This was a house of God, or sanctity, and she felt like a heathen inside the sacred chamber. 

Her face became flushed, her pulse rose steady. A fire burned in her crotch she could not explain. 

It had been many nights since her hand had strayed between her legs—she too often thought of Emerson when she did, so masturbating made her sad. But this was very different. Oddly, Emerson was nowhere to be found inside a mind filled with images of punishment. She journeyed back to the Dark Ages, before reason made self-flagellation perverse. If there had been a scourge to use, her back would have been bloody by the time she left. But instead of acting out the punishments of another era, she sank to the hard stone floor, banging her knees enough to bruise, and lifted her sundress. Her fingers quickly found her center wet. She rubbed lightly, and a torrent of bodily desire burst from her groin. She moaned, feeling relief and pleasure and shame wash over her. More rubbing and the pangs inside her belly sharpened.

“Ohmygod, yes…” she exclaimed, ever so quietly, over and over again. Her pussy began to forcefully buck against her invading fingers until an orgasm brightened inside the flesh about her pubis, her thighs and her belly. She wrenched to feel the hot warmth of her desire finally sated and then sank back on her heels in a near faint, feeling wasted and dirty. The temple of any God should not be used for sin. 

The obsession fed on itself. The chapel seemed to be the only place she could get off not thinking of Emerson and Veronica X…and Bo, and Zack and Penelope and Kathy Ann. Days passed when she remained chaste. But when she saw McGill leave his property, her physical need rose up, fierce as a lion in heat. Impetuous, dark and rampant, the desire cast off her reason, her will, her own rational power of thought. Only one choice remained for her. 

Sometimes after dark, with McGill snug in his tiny house, she’d wait in the shadows by her bedroom window to see the light extinguished inside his four walls. She’d wait for an hour with the energy building inside her, then would force herself to wait another hour more, until she could be certain her landlord was asleep for the night. Only then would she slip from the cottage. Possessed by her need, she’d make her way in the dark to the chapel for the same savage experience of carnal release she required to soothe the terrible ache. Her fingers flew to the task. It would take just minutes with her fingers exploring the juicy portal between her thighs for the spasms to begin. Two, three, four fingers pushed brutally into the steamy hole and fucked it so hard it hurt. Surrounded by the simple religious icons in the tiny church, she flaunted a voracious and unrepentant lust, always wondering when it was over for one day or night, if she could ever break this cycle of debauchery.

One afternoon, a few weeks after the torrid masturbations began, she was recovering, kneeling as she usually did before the wooden altar, when she heard the sound of the chapel door opening behind her. She practically jumped a foot then instantly scrambled to her feet. 

McGill appeared in the opening, surrounded by a halo of light behind his body, so she couldn’t see his face and could hardly make out his large form. Regardless, she knew it was McGill; she had studied every nuance of his physical movements in the past two months. She knew his body in her imagination. Knowing who it was, she shuddered now feeling like a trapped rat, ashamed of herself for taking such liberties in a house of God.  

McGill stared at her, saying nothing until he stepped inside the chapel and closed the door. As the light from behind him vanished, his physical form emerged from the darkness and she didn’t have to strain her eyes.

“I-I was just …” her tongue felt cottony; her mouth just wouldn’t work. Her brain was far too flustered to spit out any reasonable explanation, even though it was likely that he hadn’t seen her kneeling before the altar with her hand inside her crotch. 

Still, she couldn’t explain herself now. She’d always been a terrible liar. 

“I told you you could come here,” he reminded her.

“Yes, I do, sometimes,” she answered nervously.

“You like to meditate?”

“Yes, exactly,” she was relieved to agree with the explanation he offered her.

He stared at her with knowing eyes. “But…” he cocked his head as his mind worked, “I think you need my chapel for other reasons, don’t you?”

“I-uh…don’t know what you mean.” She started to blush.  

“Something weighs heavily on your shoulders, Mrs. Gray.”

“Mrs. Gray? Oh please don’t call me that.” She fidgeted nervously with her hands, not knowing what to do with them. 

“Marriage not going well?”

“You know how my marriage is going.  He’s never here.”

“Pretty much like what he said.”

“Did Emerson tell you he wasn’t coming back?”

“Not exactly, but he told me that as far as he was concerned, you were a free woman.”

She gazed down despondently, nodding. 

Over the course of the conversation, they’d moved progressively closer, until now, they stood no more than three feet apart. Her entire body was hot and flushed. Sweat from her brow ran in rivulets along her hairline. She looked down, making sure she wasn’t naked—her entire secret seemed written into the pores of her skin. And if not that, the sultry air screamed the truth. Thankfully, she was still wearing her dress—even in the middle of the night she’d not been bold enough to remove her clothes. Not that the desire to masturbate naked hadn’t occurred to her. She pressed her hands against her thighs to smooth the winkles in the paisley granny dress, then shifted from her right leg to her left and modestly pulled a straying dress strap back up on her shoulder. 

McGill moved another step closer and reached out, placing his hand at her neck. His skin was warm, and this gentle touch traveled though her body with lightning speed. 

“You have a powerful pent up need, Daphne Gray.”

“You can tell?”

“I can see it, feel it, almost taste it.”

She breathed deep, wanting to make up the two small steps between them. She hadn’t the courage, and it took McGill firmly drawing her to him to make her petrified body move. 

“The first time, I’d rather take you in your own bed,” he said. 

Oh, my! How easily he skipped from conversation to talk of sex! But she hadn’t the courage to question him or resist. He played to every desire that owned her—lust, security, mystery, darkness. He filled all her needs in a single man. This she finally realized at the moment he made his proposition. But then, it wasn’t really a proposition, was it? It was a statement of what he would do … She wondered when.

Daphne looked up, into his eyes, shivering, feeling bizarrely cold on this Michigan summer afternoon. There was no reason for the cold except fear. 

His hand moved to her hair, tangling his way inside it, tugging it, testing it. Every tug, every yank ripped free another spasm of desire. 

“We’ll take care of this shortly…your need to be here,” he nodded to the spot where minutes ago she masturbated. “But I have some things to take care of first.” He let go of her hair and then stepped aside, indicating that she should leave the chapel. Dazed, she walked away from him, stopping only when she reached the door. She looked back, seeing him still standing there, eyeing her. She bit her lip to feel the pain, to bring back reality, to feel her body again. Lifting the door latch, she fumbled a moment, nervously, snuck a final look at McGill and slipped out the door. 

The sun didn’t set until well after nine o’clock. It was a cloudless night with stars popping out of a dark blue heaven. She sat in the rocker outside the cottage door and looked toward a setting sun, the color of baked pumpkins, hazy and about to vanish from the sky. 

She heard the crushed gravel on the path crunch. Was he coming to her now? She hastily moved inside and waited by the kitchen table. He opened the door without knocking, and as in the chapel, he covered the doorway with a darkness that emanated from his being in a profound swoosh that had Daphne loins fluttering in a maddening frenzy.

He came to her without asking. 

His first kiss was swift and rough, generating an instantaneous pounding in her groin. Then his hand went for her left breast, fondling it crudely. He had none of Emerson’s sensuousness, but he had his own erotic ways. She might need to grow to love it; as this was hardly what she was used to. But for now, his rough style was what she wanted more than she wanted the charming polish of Emerson and his kind. 

When he suddenly broke the clench, he pushed her toward the back of the cottage, to the bedroom and the bed. They fell to the sheets without saying a word, with his arms going around her body, devouringly. He bit into her neck and breasts in a flurry of urgent kisses, then pried her legs apart, with his hand moving under her dress and searching in the nest of curls between her legs. He found her clitoris sensitive to even the slightest touch.

Finally, he backed off long enough to tear her dress away and stare like a conquering warrior at the treasure he’d just claimed. Coming down on her again, his erection stuffed her full, while his big body pressing on her chest made it difficult to breathe. 

After so many dry and lonely weeks, she relished the feeling of being smothered by a man who knew exactly what he wanted. Her body seemed to liquefy within his embrace.

She stopped being afraid and being tentative, as the ticklish flutterings in her belly and crotch grew vicious. It had been too long between men. His earthy aroma, the smells of dirt and coffee and a bit of whiskey were better aphrodisiacs than most. Her legs opened wider as any reservation fled. And he banged her harder just as she hoped he would. 

“Ooph, gawd, yes, yes…” she cried without holding back. “Oh, my, yes!!”

The pummeling was rough and abrasive. His beard scratched her skin. Places that had never been opened in her turned wild. She impulsively bit his shoulder and he slapped her face. She bit him again; he slapped her again. 

Yes! She was starting to come, Yes! Yes! She was ready, was there, was over the edges, spasming crashes going off again and again in her belly, her thighs, her brain, while her pussy sucked him in deeper, deeper, to milk his big muscle with her clenching cavern. 

She could feel his end coming quickly, and the bright burst of energy passing from him to her when he finally shuddered and gave up his body to a grunting, animal climax. 

She quivered; her back arched and the rage within her burst inside her in bright, bold spasms. 

McGill fell away from her body to the cool sheets, while Daphne lay beside him having nearly fainted. Neither talked for a long time as if they’d said everything they had to say in the last raunchy half-hour. 

And yet, the longer the silence, the more uncomfortable she became. Her mind turned back to the confrontation in the chapel as pangs of guilt and shame clouded her thoughts. What had he seen? Did he know she used his chapel for her unholy masturbations? What kind of woman did he think she was? She prayed that he would speak first, but when the silence began to scream in her ears, deafening all sane thought, she couldn’t stop herself from saying:

“I’m sorry about all that.”

“Sorry about what?” he came right back. 

“I mean in the chapel. I feel like I’ve desecrated your private place.”

“Sex is as sacred to me as food and drink and worshipping God. Why not use my chapel to satisfy your physical need?”

Oh, my, he must have seen her! She was terribly embarrassed. “How did you know?”

“Know of your pleasuring? I’d be a fool not to guess the truth, Daphne Gray.”

She couldn’t look at him, but could feel the hot blush rising on her cheeks.

“I’m sorry. I’m terribly self-conscious about private things. I should never…”

“You’ll do it again if that’s what taps your sexual core.”

“Oh, but I couldn’t now.”

“And I say you’re lying.  You’ll get over your embarrassment with me. I suspect there’s a good deal more inside that needs a good confessional.”

“But I could never!”

He turned to her, pulled her his way and forced his eyes on hers. “You’ll do what I tell you to. Make no mistake about that.”

Fear leaped on her like an angry bear. 

“No, no! This is all wrong. I am still a married woman. I love my husband and I’m waiting here for him.”

“And you’ll wait a long time, I’m afraid. You may love him but he doesn’t love you. A man like that probably never did.”

“Oh, but he did!” She started to cry. 

He drew her naked body into his and held her close. Their heated groins pressed together in a passionate unison that raised their sexual heat again. She felt his erection throb against her thigh, demanding, goading, ominous. She tried to push herself away, but he refused to allow it and his hand came down on her bottom with a terrific smack. The force of it reverberated through her body. 

“He gave you to me like he’d give away a worn out coat.” 

“No. He couldn’t have!” Her face contorted with pain. 

“Do you really deny it?”

She wanted to. She wanted to believe that Emerson would come for her, but she could feel truth all through her body. The months and weeks of their shared life as Mrs. and Mrs. Gray flooded into her mind, the memories vivid, from the wildness of their courtship to the odd wedding, to the weeks of Emerson’s craziness as the author of the Writer’s Club, to their profound crime and the desperate aftermath as they ran and ran with no place to settle. She knew the truth from their first vicious moments in bed to their last colorless attempts at sex. She was worse than Kathy Ann believing in her love for Zack. There was never anything in Emerson but lust. It was never real mutual love. It took a long three minutes of memories to reacquaint herself with the truth. 

Daphne finally revived. Her eyes were shut tight; McGill’s were too intense to look at. 

“No. I don’t deny what’s true. To do that would be denying something basic about me. I just hoped…kept hoping,” she opened her eyes at last… “that I might be wrong, that maybe Emerson just needed a few weeks away. But the longer he’s gone, the less I care if he comes back.”

McGill’s hand rested on her ass cheek; his fingers fondled the flesh with some force. She’d never known a man like him. Part of her wanted to tear herself away; the rest of her wanted to stay in his arms forever. 

She shook her head, “I can’t now. I just can’t. I’m not ready to be with any man. Obviously not Emerson, and certainly not you.”

“You’re talking gibberish.”

“You haven’t been where I’ve been in the last two years.”

“Well, how about you tell me what that means,” he stated flatly. 

“Tell you!” She was horrified. Of course, she couldn’t tell him. 

McGill shifted on the bed enough for Daphne to extricate herself from his grasp. She pulled to her feet. Grabbing her robe from a nearby chair, she clung to the two sides, too petrified to do more. 

“You have to go now,” she said.

She watched the man slowly rise up and sit on the edge of the bed. From there, he wordlessly grabbed his pants off the floor and lazily put them one, then finally stood up. He held his shirt in his hand and stared at her. 

“You’ll get used it. You’ll get used to me. But if you think I’m going to let you have your way, Daphne, if you think I’m going to buy a pack of silly excuses for pushing me off, you’re a foolish wench. You’re afraid. I’ll give you that. And I’ll give you some time to sort this out. But you will be confessing to me whatever it is that has you so spooked. And once we’ve handled that, I bet you’ll be ready to continue what began here. 

She stood in the corner of the room, speechless, clutching her bathrobe, shivering in the hot room as if it were twenty below.

When he left the cottage, she could see him out across the property, striding toward his small house without looking back. 

***

Two days later, Daphne was attempting to make a cake in the tiny cottage oven. She had a craving for chocolate, specifically chocolate cake. She had a lot of cravings now. 

She heard a noise in the drive and moved to the kitchen window, looking out, and saw the Emerson’s yellow VW pull up and stop in front of the house. 

***

“It’s all spelled out here, Daphne,” Emerson said as he held the papers open. “I think the alimony is generous, considering. I mean you’ll have your own income shortly with the novel and I haven’t made a dime in two years. I’m thinking of accepting that professorship at Berkeley, although I’m not keen on being in the middle of all the protests going on right now. But I figure I can insulate myself from it and this war won’t last forever. Anyway, I’m sure you’ll agree, we can’t take the marriage any further…” He was too uncomfortable to say more. 

“You just need to sign right here,” he pointed to the bottom of the page. “If you want, you can go over it in detail, but I don’t think there’s much point. It’s pretty standard. We do have to appear in court. But that will be later. I just wanted to get the ball rolling. No contest is the best way to go.”

She stared at him expressionless. “In a rush to marry, a rush to divorce. It’s always that way with you.” Her lips moved into a terse smile. “But I understand how right it is. I’m glad to be done with the problem.”

Emerson looked surprised by this sudden change in her feelings. He’d been afraid that she would lay some emotional trip on him, which was what kept him from coming to her weeks before. Now, without argument, she took the pen and leaned over the table, while he watched her sign the papers. 

“So, you have a new boyfriend?” he wondered aloud, as she flipped through the document.

“No.”

He seemed a little surprised. “Well, yes, you’re right. Probably not a good idea so soon.”

“What? You think I need to get over you more before my next lover?” she countered him. “I’m actually looking forward to having a man in my life.”

“Good. Yes. And you deserve one who loves you the way you need to be loved.”

“I do, Em. But then that really never was your concern, was it?” She didn’t mean to rude. She rarely ever felt this way. But it felt good to her now.

Emerson was the uncomfortable one when it was finally time for him to leave. While he tried making small talk, she virtually ignored him. When the timer on the stove suddenly buzzed, she turned to pull her finished chocolate cake from the oven, not bothering to look back or say goodbye.

The urge to cry was strangely absent. Maybe she was suppressing the need for later, but she had the odd feeling that her grief about the failed marriage was already over. 


Chapter Thirteen

It several days later before Daphne saw McGill again. He was striding toward the chapel—her chapel, was how she thought of it now, although she hadn’t returned to it since the night they made love. She moved out quickly from the cottage, driven by the terrific tempest inside her that had been swirling about since his amazing declarations that amazing night. Emerson’s visit had only made the desire worsen. She had to see McGill now. 

Breathless by the time she reached the chapel, she flung the door wide enough for it to bang back against the wall. 

“Could I talk to you?” she called to him. He was sweeping the floor. She suspected that he had a reason to keep the place clean, although it didn’t seem as if he actually used it. Hearing the loud noise and her question, he stopped working and gazed down the aisle at her approaching form. 

“You have my ear,” he said. 

Daphne’s heart was pounding so hard that she could hear it in her temples. She was afraid, terrifically afraid. As afraid as she’d been that night. But she had to speak. She had to tell him. Tell him now. “I need to make that confession, McGill,” she practically shouted. She stopped speaking as quickly as she started. Stopped in her tracks, she waited for him. 

McGill did nothing for at least thirty seconds, then he nodded first and finally said, “All right.”

***

Daphne knelt on the chapel floor, while McGill sat on a stool on the raised altar. His legs were spread in a masculine way and he leaned forward with his forearms resting on his open thighs…the position casual, open but authoritative. 

McGill wanted her to tell him everything, but even though she’d called this meeting driven by the pressing need, it took some minutes before Daphne could finally spit out the facts. Her mind was filled with good beginnings, but still she didn’t know the right way to tell him the awful truth about her life. 

“I’m not waiting all day,” he finally had to prompt her.

She looked up, forced her eyes on him. “Yes, I know.  This is extremely difficult,” she whispered softly. She licked her lips, felt the words clutch inside her throat again, and then finally, feeling desperate to get this over, boldly blurted out, “We kidnapped a girl.”

To her surprise, he didn’t even raise a brow. But he also didn’t reply. 

Waiting was miserable; the silence like a death sentence. With McGill not saying a word, Daphne was forced to move on on her own. “We, that is Emerson and two of his friends, Zack and Bo, kidnapped an anonymous girl. She was held captive in the cellar of a house we were staying in…for nearly four months. In addition to the three guys, there were two other women beside myself. The kidnapped girl was used for whatever kinky purpose we could think up. It was Emerson’s idea to seduce her, so we started slowly, carefully. She was eventually used pretty hard, forced to have sex in whatever way the six of us wanted. There wasn’t much we didn’t do to her. Oddly, she seemed surprisingly compliant the whole time. When we were finally tired of her and ourselves, I think, Emerson and Zack took her back to civilization. We all went on with our lives and we haven’t heard from her since.”

McGill waited for more and when there was nothing forthcoming, he said, “That’s all?”

“That it. A very brief version, but I think it covers all the pertinent basics.”

“Who cooked up this scheme?”

“Emerson. But we all participated. We were all at fault.”

“And how did you feel about it?” he asked. 

“Scared…worried…excited…”

“You enjoyed the sex, didn’t you?”

“I enjoy that kind of sex, McGill.”

“And exactly what kind would that be?”

“Well,” she took a deep breath to gather he courage, “long before we took Veronica X—that was what we called her—Emerson and I were dabbling with sadomasochism. I guess it takes little to figure that I’m pretty submissive. I don’t do well trying to control things. I like to be led. And Emerson did lead, even though I think he’s half crazy. He’s also brilliant, maybe the two go hand in hand.”

“So be more specific.”

“Specific?

“About the sex…”

“Yes, about the sex… you don’t have a problem with what I just told you… about the girl?”

“I never said that. But I do want to know more about the sex.”

She shuddered. Her heart was beating so rapidly that she could hardly think. Two, three, four times, she wiped her sweaty palms on her dress. “Well, she, Veronica… was bound and blindfolded for much of the time. Penelope, Kathy Ann and I… we made love to her, prepared her for the guys, I guess, for being fucked, for the rough stuff we all liked. Oral sex, anal…everything.”

“So, you like the rough stuff too?”

“Yes.”

“What does rough mean?”

“It means…” she paused. Her eyes closed again.

But McGill jumped right on that. “Open your eyes, Daphne, and look at me.”

So like Emerson, she thought, but different.

“It means that I like pain sometimes, and bondage, and being forced, being hurt…” she abruptly stopped. Fear continued to collide with her will to speak.

“What else?”

She couldn’t think of anything else, except the bottom line truth she only now realized. 

“I think…I think, I wanted to be her… Veronica X.”

“You wanted to be her, or do the things she was made to do?”

“Yes,” her voice rose with certainty, “I wanted to be in her place…in that cellar… bound… beaten… raped.”

“And do you think you deserve to be bound, beaten and raped?”

She didn’t answer.

“You feel guilty for the kidnapping?”

“Yes, very guilty.”

“And you want redemption, so you come to my chapel…”

“It looks like that, doesn’t it? But it’s not holy prayer and meditation that bring me here… but then you know that.”

It was McGill’s turn not to answer. He was deep in thought, while still staring at Daphne’s sorrow-filled face. 

“You think I’m unredeemable?” she asked.

“I don’t think redemption is part of any equation. But you do. I think you even want to be punished. And if it’s redemption you need, I can certainly help you find it.”

Daphne stared at him wonderingly. 

“But why? Why do you want me? Why on earth…”

He shrugged. His expression was open, accepting, without any of the judgment she feared. “You landed like a lost soul on my doorstep. I figure there must be a reason, and since you’re here and I’m going nowhere, I figure I might as well see this through. Is that a good enough answer?”

“Sure. But the sex? You don’t find that too absurd?”

He laughed, his smile was broad and knowing, the first emotion of any kind he had conveyed since her confession began. “I have an absurd mind. I think most people do. But it would seem that you and I are at least willing to accept that fact.”

Her whole body was trembling. She wanted to scream and cry at the same time. Was he the best thing that had ever happened to her, or the worst? “So, what happens now?” She spoke carefully, still afraid. 

“Looks like you’ll pay your penance in the cellar.”

Her eyes shot open wide.

McGill smiled devilishly, 

“Yes, there’s a cellar below this altar, a fine one made of stone and dirt. A perfect place for a worthless, sinning penitent to suffer. It will be your home for the next thirty days.”

Her trembling became uncontrollable, she started to cry, and McGill stood up, pulled her by the hair and exited the chapel through a small side door near the altar, which led to the cellar stairs. 

***

Thirty days later, Daphne knelt in the chapel as she had before, although this time she was not alone and she was not surreptitiously enacting a ritual masturbation. Her body was naked and exposed, her arms spread wide in humble supplication. Her wrists had been cuffed and attached to chains that were attached to the walls on either side of her. Her head was bowed and her knees spread and throbbing from the hard stone that dug into her skin. Despite her terrific discomfort, she could feel the molten liquid gathering at her crotch as she waited for the next blow from McGill’s lash. He was beating her from behind—as he had before—although she knew this time would be special. Beatings had been a daily diet in the cellar below this sacred space. Only now had she earned the right to be beaten in the chapel above. 

All thirty days before had led up to this moment, when Daphne gathered her desires together and focused not just on her redemption for her past sins, but on the eroticism that flowed as the man beat her back with hard, stinging blows. 

His technique could be exacting or wild. But today it was very precise, none of the anger that sometimes surfaced and colored their previous sessions in the cellar. Perhaps, he too was working out his demons. She wouldn’t know that, however, until this period of her life was finally over. 

Tonight would end the purgatory she had so longed for. 

The lash came down across her shoulders. Then it traveled lower to her ass, which now burned with heat. She cried, her voice rising into the steamy air, almost joyous as each significant lashing cut with a beautiful pain against her flesh. It resounded through her body, made her crotch wet with sexual glee… she tripped out, nirvana happening all about her. The pain soon turned orgasmic, one swell of lusty heat built on the next. Then she began to soar, with her brutalized body taking her far away, at the same time paradoxically grounding her to this beautiful earth and the man behind her wielding the heavy leather lash. 

She screamed, opening her mouth and venting a cry of exhilaration. “Ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhh,” she panted. Her face screwed up in torment and she thrashed back and forth. The chains rattled and clanged as her body wrenched hard with each attacking spasm.

From out of the mindless trance, McGill was suddenly close, pulling her to her feet, while the chains still weighted her down. He bent her over, her arms out as if she were flying. He stuffed his thick member into her sex from behind and while he fucked her, he grasped her like a flopping rag doll, until he finished her off. His cries joined her lilting, mewling gasps of climax, until they were about to collapse in an exhausted faint.

The redolent essence of their mingling bodies christened the chapel with a potent incense that would linger in the air for hours afterward. They might even pick up the scent the next day when they returned.  

“I’m going to take you home, back to your cottage,” McGill told her, as he quickly unfastened the chains that bound her arms to the wall. Then he turned her inside his embrace. “We’re going to sleep all night together, Daphne. The cellar is over for you; you’re moving on to something new. You’re going to write your books, you’re going to make love to me. You’re going to be happy. That’s going to be your life.”

Daphne stared into his shining eyes; hers were brimming with tears. She figured he must be right. If he said it would happen, she was certain would. 

***

Daphne

Three months later, we got word that Emerson was dead. You know the story, how he was swept off the pier into Lake Michigan. Pygmalian Whore had been released a few months before to rave reviews and some controversy. I didn’t even know he’d been writing it. Of course, it was therapy, even though the story was terribly skewed in some ways and certainly fiction. You would have thought the hoopla surrounding its release would have been enough for him, at least for awhile. But no. That wasn’t like Emerson. 

Frankly, I really think he couldn’t handle the thought of Veronica X anymore. And he always wanted a new rush. I can see him now, as if I were there, standing on the pier in the middle of a raging storm, the water cresting over the rock and cement. He felt the rush, the waves, the pitch and roll of the water. He could never be content to settle for the mundane or ordinary. A powerful wave reached out and grabbed his life away. His death was as extraordinary as the way he lived. 

Sadie speaking in almost a whisper

He was in love with violence.

Daphne

Violence? You think so? I never thought of our months with the Writers’ Club and Veronica X as violent. For me, the sex was all about seduction. 

Sadie

And have you been happy, being married to McGill? Being free of the intensity that was Emerson Gray?

Daphne

McGill is everything that Emerson was not—steady like the Rock of Gibraltar, even-tempered, his footing on solid earth, and he hasn’t needed the exploration of great intellectual concepts. He lives them and that’s all he needs. He is a man to grow old with, of that I’m certain.

Sadie

And you continue to reprise the SM sex?

Daphne

Never in the cellar. But, yes, I still kneel at that old altar with my wrists chained. Sometimes I feel my need to be punished well up inside me—I don’t think it’s about Veronica X anymore, it’s just who I am, the woman I love being. I’m a much freer woman, but the essence of my desire is a river that runs deep in my soul and I wouldn’t for anything separate myself from my truest needs.

Sadie

So, tell me… you loved Emerson Gray, or it was simply lust?

Daphne

I loved him, of course. No matter what he felt for me, I loved him. I’ve loved both of my husbands, not equally but differently. I still do. 

Sadie as she finally prepares to leave

Thank you, Daphne. You’ve made this a very compelling interview, different than I expected. And so much more. I think back over all that you’ve confessed here and I’m honestly not sure what I’ll do with all this information. 

Daphne

Well, I leave that up to you. I am at peace enough to have told you the truth. Maybe it’s only right that Emerson’s admirers and detractors know the facts, rather than think Emerson Gray was something that he was not. I’m sure he’d like that. In that respect, I’ve done this as much for him as I’ve done it for myself.  

Also by Lizbeth Dusseau

SEXUAL MISCHIEF

Bored and restless, Sausony walks away from her patronizing husband and her life of luxury, hitchhiking with anyone who’ll have her. Blonde, beautiful and foolish, she has no clue what risks she takes. Sexual fantasies turn real, when she’s fucked by a trucker in the back of a tavern, and is later spanked before a cheering audience. But when her naïveté is mistaken for solicitation, small town justice sends her to jail. Behind bars, her sentence takes ugly twists when she’s urged to ‘cooperate’ with her sleazy jailers. Later, she lands in LA, and is lured by the leather and dungeon crowd, exploring submissive desires she yearns to experience. But she’s dangerously out of control, until a concerned black S&M Master halts her downward spiral. If she wants to play in his world, she’ll first learn the true meaning of submission. While she may fight his methods, she knows he’s exactly what she needs. Includes both non-consensual and consensual S&M, with heavy training, bondage, gangrape, abuse, punishment, anal sex, public scenes, exhibitionism and a medical exam and enema.

21 SINS

Girls in her position give up their names and their lives… they’re sold as lots. This story is about Lot 21… Brought to the State Detention Center upon the death of her ‘guardian’ and sexual master, will Melinda/Lot 21 be reassigned to another guardian in a lifetime contract of indentured servitude? Or will her counselor, Sydney Wingate, release her to a mainstream life? A devious twist in the law makes virtual slaves of women—some voluntarily. As Sydney interviews Lot 21, she becomes intrigued, even aroused. Tales of sexual debauchery and S&M lure Sydney to the Underground Market for research purposes, where, while play-acting roles of Master and slave, she discovers why Lot 21 loves her slave life, and what her choice for the girl must be. Includes S&M, slave training, humiliation, bondage, discipline, piercing, anal fisting, anal sex, girl/girl and gangbangs.

SOUL CUSTODY

Her obsessive lust drives Hayley into torrid sex in stairwells with a Latin lover, then later wracked with shame, she turns to her friend, Jeremiah, who beats her in his dungeon. Still guilt-ridden, she becomes a Professor’s sinning slut, enacting ritual enema purifications, followed by painful punishment and sex. Still, none of these men gives Hayley what she really needs. Behind her reckless behavior is a sad, naïve and mixed-up girl in need of someone to take control of her life. 

When Jeremiah suddenly refuses Hayley the dungeon scene she wants, Pierre Dysart, volunteers to take her down. Seems, Pierre is always around, rattling her nerves with his sexy brooding looks. The  scholarly, light-skinned black man has her oddly aroused; he’s like no Dom she’s ever known. Their dungeon session leaves her reeling—immobilized in a yoke, a knife slashing through her clothes, the man forcing her to look him in the eye as he brings her to the bitter edge of orgasmic pain. Pierre takes her further than any man has and Hayley wants him bad. But to have him requires she give him not just her body and mind, but custody of her soul. Can she give up the others, submit to him in front of his friends, confess the humiliation of her dark past, and finally open herself to love? It would be the hardest thing she’s ever done. Exploring the far-reaching depths of female sexual fantasy, this novel moves through exhilarating but shocking scenes of female submission including dungeon torture, slave training, bondage, anilingus, enemas, breast and nipple torture.

More Erotic Fiction by Lizbeth Dusseau

Little Savage

Naughty Baby

In The Garden of Lust

Seven Days in Cell Block 7

Memoirs of a Sex Toy

Innocence Defiled

Honeymoon In Bondage

Labyrinth

Carly On Her Knees

Taken Before Dawn

Punishable Offenses

Betrayal of the Virgin Bride

Sexual Mischief

Bounty Hunter

The War of the Remingtons

The Truth About Marianne

Master For A Desperate Slave

Poor Little Rich Slut

The Humiliation of Hannah

The Scandalous Demise of Lily Lake

The Secret Sins of Lizzy Barton

Pagan Dreams, Lesbian

Outer Island

Into the Dark Wilds

Force Me To Obey

These titles and many more!

For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction… write, email or call:

Pink Flamingo Publications

P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051

E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com


On-line:

For Consensual BDSM, Spanking Fiction and General Erotica:

http://www.pinkflamingo.com


For our complete BDSM catalog:

http://www.eroticbooknetwork.com

For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction…

Pink Flamingo Publications

P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051

E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com

Website: http://www.pinkflamingo.com

OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
the-abduction.o,
B

i\






