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Preface
Have you ever had an itch you can’t scratch? Or experienced an all-consuming state of self-imposed insanity while trying to answer a question that defies all logic and conscious reason? Of course, we all have. But my itch, and my answers, would elude me for an insufferable twenty-six years of blind obedience before finally being satisfied. The tenuous conclusion to my unrelenting quest had to be literally thrown in my face, and shoved down my throat until I saw the truth of it. I didn’t always like what I found, but I’m a better person today because of it. It changed my outlook on life forever, and I couldn’t be more thankful for it in the long run.

The definition of a slave is as follows: 1. A person held in servitude as the chattel of another. 2. One that is completely subservient to a dominating influence. The sheltered scholars that wrote such dribble couldn’t be more wrong in their definitions. You see I’ve experienced both of those things firsthand, and they’re only partially correct from the viewpoint of an uneducated outsider.

I was a slave long before meeting the Master, but then again we all are, every man woman and child whether they realize it or not. I was a slave to the conforming ritual of proper society my parents tried to chain me down with. I was a slave to the wheels of the machine, going through life obliviously with the drudgery of paychecks and stoplights guiding my actions. I was a slave to my own ignorance of self-restraint and foolish delusions, while my body sought the intangible freedom of something that dwelt in the world of shadows. But more importantly, I was a slave to the fear of humiliation and cultural prosecution from people that would never understand the joy I now feel.

The dictionaries are wrong; true slavery has nothing to do with chains and collars, or whip wielding fellows that force their more often than not, demented will upon another individual that happens to fall under their control. These are instruments of visual masturbation, a meaningless testament for the benefit of the ignorant and misinformed. True slavery isn’t something you can hold in your hand, or a device of human making that a tentative sadist uses to convince himself of temporary and misguided control over the physical manifestation of his own twisted misperceptions. Oh no, I learned that lesson very quickly when presented with the truth of it. Real slavery is a much simpler creature for those graced with the wonder of actually experiencing it, and I pity those who will never know the indescribable pleasure that comes with earning the right to be called a slave.



 























Chapter one
So here it was another Friday night, and my day, not to mention a week of culminating restlessness was about to come to another sought after, yet temporary end. I glanced up at the wall clock of my small overly crowded office, willing the hands to move just a little faster. Oh come on… hurry up already! The last hour of the workday was always the hardest to get through. Some people looked forward to getting home for dinner with the family, or taking a hot shower and watching T.V. All I could think about was playing with myself until I passed out from rapturous exhaustion amid damp, sex stained sheets.

It still blew my mind to think I’d survived another eight hours of agonizing abstinence since my last moment of release. I’d done that one on the way to work, barely finishing before I’d pulled into the parking lot. Oh what a rush! And people wondered why I had so many air fresheners hanging from my rear view mirror. I have to admit that I’ve gotten pretty good at masturbating while I drive, only one minor fender bender, three speeding tickets and a failure to yield the right of way to an emergency vehicle thus far. Not bad, but it could be worse. Thank god for cruise control on the highway is all I can say.

 The same unruly, and disobedient lock of butterscotch blonde hair that always gave me trouble, threatened to obscure the vision of my right eye again. I silently chastised my relentless adversary, brushing it back into place with the flick of my French manicured nails. Most of the time I wore my hair down, or in a high ponytail with sashaying bangs; it was a habit I’d gotten into years ago. I liked to give my partners something to grab hold of during sex, and reveled in the appetizing sensation of painful surrender that came along with it. But it had been a long time since either of those things had happened. 

I tried in vain to focus on the marketing report sitting in front of me, but just as expected, my mind continued to wonder. I wish that order of Astroglide would come in… It really wasn’t hard for me to get distracted at work; I didn’t like my job, I didn’t like working at all in fact. …And my new dildo. Jeez, am I going to be able to take that thing without killing myself, it’s humongous! I might have bit off more than I can swallow with a monster like that.


In this day and age, I should just consider myself lucky I’d found anything at all after college with no work experience in a floundering economy. Sure, I’d done my undergraduate in Business Law at the University of California, Berkeley, with a minor in General Accounting, but that didn’t mean much today unless I wanted to start out at the bottom of the food chain working for peanuts. Let’s just say a career in advertising and marketing hadn’t been anywhere on my list of hopeful professions. A sex toy tester would be a fun job; companies pay people to do that right?

It didn’t help my current financial situation that I hadn’t seen a single dime out of mom and dad after our falling out over my choice of schools. Even a temper tantrum, expertly flowing into daddy’s little girl with pleading puppy dog eyes, had failed to sway them in the least this time. They both pretty much disowned me after I decided on UC instead of a more ‘proper school’ like Yale or Harvard. 

From the time of my birth, it had been a foregone conclusion that I would follow in their footsteps, marrying a man that came from a family of old money and proper standing to continue their legacy of stuffy, socialite conformity. Surprise! That wasn’t going to happen, because there wasn’t very much proper about me anymore. Come to think about it, there never had been. I really should break down and order an anal hook sometime. A bit of rope over the door in my bedroom…Sure, that would work, I could do that to myself no problem.

You could say my parents are straight-laced ultra-conservatives, not to mention loaded if you hadn’t figured that out by now. Dad would probably have had me shot by one of his CIA friends if he knew I’d been on birth control since I was sixteen. I had to go out of state with a fake I.D to get that prescription. Both my parents still thought I was a virgin, dutifully waiting for my wedding night like any other respectable daughter would. Of course the only acceptable position for such a distasteful necessity as procreation was missionary. I’m sure if you bothered to ask them, they’d tell you that I wasn’t supposed to enjoy it either. 

I’d left a boring, yet comfortable world of elegant dinner gowns, wine-tasting parties and courteous house staff behind me years ago. After college, I’d decided to stay in California and start my life over, living like a normal person for a change. I even got my driver’s license without a bribe to the DMV tester. Yea me! Well, the short skirt with stockings and garter belt might have helped a little. I’m so bad… I just wanted to prove to my parents that I could actually do something for myself, and make it on my own without their help. I almost did too.

I’d only asked them for a messily $100,000 to pay off some bills and get back on my feet again. Based on the cold shoulder they gave me, you’d think that I asked for the keys to the estate in Virginia or something. There was no way I could go crawling home to them at this point, not after that, and suffer through the inevitable ‘I told you so’ speeches for who knows how long. Oh well, so much for the spoiled little rich girl getting her way all the time I guess. It looks like I’m going to have to rely on my crappy $55,000 a year job, plus commissions, to pay off the mountain of student loans and credit card bills currently hanging over my head.

After a few minutes of trying to make sense of the numbers and bar graphs I gave up, taking off my glasses, rubbing methodically at my sore and tired eyes. I could think of only one thing now, and it had nothing to do with the stack of paperwork sitting in front of me. All I wanted to do was change into something more comfortable, like being naked, and start my weekend-long web surfing binge. I ground my thighs together, relishing the sensation of warm soggy fabric. The G-string thongs I tended to wear more often than not beneath my conservative business attire, were rarely adequate to absorb the continual arousal that leaked from me like the slow trickle of a mountain spring. Soon very soon… 

I decided to burn up the last ten minutes of my day with straightening out my desk. Besides, I was pretty much burned out after a week from hell that seemed like it would never end. It was the same old thing every time we picked up a new client, jump through your ass board meetings and deadlines one right after another. Since I just so happened to be the departmental assistant manager, the majority of the shlep work fell on my shoulders, and I had a head full of mush at the moment to prove it. 

 I have to say that the teasing sensation of a hot wax at the moment sounds simply yummy. I loved the feeling of being pampered like that, of having another person’s hands roam about my body, taunting my flesh with anticipation, and the building arousal it created while I fought against the culminating urge to spontaneously climax. I’ll have to wait for that little slice of heaven until tomorrow; the appointment at Rafael’s to get my hair done, a hot mud bath and Shiatsu massage, not to mention the weekly Brazilian Hollywood that I looked forward to more than I actually needed, wasn’t until 1:30. Sure a trip to the salon every week got expensive, but sometimes you just can’t put a price tag on the fulfillment of decadent self-indulgence.

“Hey Cherry, still at it?” I looked up, slipping my glasses back into place as one of the few friends I had left stuck her head through the door. “You’re going to make the rest of us look bad. C’mon girl, get your jacket. Jenny and I are going out for a drink, why don’t you join us?” I let out a slow breath of procrastination, rolling my eyes.

“I don’t think so Kel, I…ah…I really need to finish up this report before I leave.” I opened a random manila folder from the stack on my desk, spreading its contents back out again.

“It can wait until Monday, besides, Donald isn’t going to give you a bonus for working late.”

I picked up my pen, pretending to skim through the projected expense report of our newest ad campaign. “I know, but…” Kelly stepped closer, lowering her voice while the Espresso brown of her stylishly short hair filled my nose with the lingering traces of generic shampoo and flowery conditioner. 

“You need to get out and start living again, it’s been what, well over a year since what’s-his-name? Every time I ask you to go out, you come up with some silly excuse why you can’t. What was it last week, your cat was sick?”

“Well, she was,” I replied defensively. “I couldn’t leave her alone like that, she needed me.”

“You have needs too Cherry, you’re a twenty-six year-old hottie in her prime, and you’re wasting it away by sitting in your apartment playing with yourself because you’re too afraid to take a chance on another relationship.”

“I’m not afraid! And by the way, I’m over Todd. In case you forgot, I broke up with him. And besides, it’s really none of your business what I do with myself.” Kelly raised her hands in surrender, backing off. 

“Sorry I asked, no need to go psycho bitch on me? I was only-” 

I dropped my pen, eyes growing soft as I pushed my unjustified anger born from impending sexual eagerness and torturous self-restraint aside. Kelly was only trying to help me out of the perceived depression of failed relationships she thought I still wallowed in. She had no idea. 

“I’m sorry for snapping at you, okay? It just been a long week and I’m pulling my hair out over this new Nakamura account.”

“Sounds like you need some stress relief to me,” Kelly’s voice turned saucy and playful. “Why don’t you come out with us, who knows, you might get lucky tonight?” I couldn’t help but smile. No one would guess that the heart of a wild party girl resided beneath her prudish attire of subdued long sleeve sweater jackets and full length, loose fitting dresses. 

“Thanks for the offer, but I don’t think so.” All I wanted to do was get home to ‘Mr. Reliable,’ my alpha dildo. He never let me down. I could do anything I wanted with him without fear of embarrassment; I could be anything I wanted. 

Kelly shook her head sympathetically. “Suit yourself.” 

“Look, maybe I’ll meet you guys later. I suppose one drink wouldn’t hurt?” She smiled with a sorrowful expression in her doe-brown eyes that said she knew I wouldn’t be there.

“Sure, whatever. If you don’t make it, I’ll see you on Monday. Hasta Cherry.”

“Hasta Kelly.” I waited for her to leave, removing my glasses, burying my face in my hands. 

What the hell’s my problem? There’s no reason why I shouldn’t get out for a bit of fun with the girls tonight. Maybe that’s what I need right now, just to cut loose and let my hair down again for a change? I knew what my problem was though, and Kelly was much closer to the truth than she would ever know. It had all started my freshman year of high school. Who was I kidding, it had started long before that. It had started the day I was born. I just so happened to be one of those women, that no matter how hard I tired, I couldn’t find the right guy that actually ‘did it’ for me, ever. 

Going home with someone for the night during my hopeless search had never been a problem in the past. I’ve always had a natural, effortless beauty that made me stand out in the crowd, and after my upgrade from an ‘A’ to a ‘C’ cup four years ago, I pretty much had the pick of the litter wherever I went. At a 110 pounds and a little over the five-foot mark with a gymnast build and a boob job? Yeah, I was a real prick tease all right. I used to enjoy the subtle attention of leering men, but recently it had become nothing more than a bothersome annoyance that I tried to ignore. 

I haven’t had sex with a real person in almost two years. I used to find fun, sort of, if I wanted to settle for another one-night fling, followed by another disappointing and unsatisfying twenty minutes in my life. Not surprisingly, I quickly grew bored with the monotonous routine of predictable blandness, and the rut of inadequate partners I’d fallen into. If all I was looking for was a stiff dick to ride from time to time, my boss Donald, despite company sexual harassment policy, had made his desires quite clear to me over the years. 

In time this deficiency led me to look elsewhere to satisfy my confused and shameful cravings. I relied exclusively on my toys and imagination now. My habitual masturbation had progressed to the point of being obsessive-compulsive, as I evolved into a hermit-like closet nympho with an insatiable addiction to Internet porn, primarily in the area of ‘socially unacceptable’ fetishes. That’s right, my hidden tastes dwelled someplace in the unspeakable nether region that proper society dared only to speak about in hushed whispers. 

I’d considered counseling for my problem at one time; I knew I was a hopeless addict by now, and there was professional help for me people like me if I wanted it. I could never follow through with it though, to shy too bear my soul, and too ashamed to divulge my dirty little secret even to a licensed therapist. I guess maybe in a way I didn’t really want the help. I enjoyed my addiction that allowed me to become lost in a world of solitary bondage and erotic submission too much to even consider curbing it at this point. 

I looked at the clock again, deeming it safe at last to sneak out to my car unmolested. With purse and jacket in hand, I strode down the deserted hallway with the echoing click of my high-heels snapping out behind me. I started to pass the stairwell and skidding to a halt. The three flights down passed in my wake at a breakneck pace; I wasn’t about to wait for that slow-ass elevator tonight, no way. I burst into the lobby, startling our aging security guard. My skirt billowed out behind me, as I passed his desk with a pearly white smile and innocently mischievous eyes.

“Goodnight Leonard, see ya next week!” 

“You’re in a hurry; big plans tonight Miss Clark?” 

I gave him a teasing laugh over my shoulder. “You have no idea.”

“Any chance they might include me?” I pushed the front door open with a provocative bump from him hip.

“Maybe next time Leonard, see ya.”

“Have a good weekend Miss Clark.” 

Leonard was a sweet old man, but I got the impression he was a real womanizer back in the day. He flirted with me like that from time to time, which I couldn’t take seriously of course, but it was cute and somewhat flattering nonetheless.

The blast of cool autumn air hit my warm cheeks like a slap in the face as I entered the dimming light of rush-hour commuters heading home on 15th street. You could almost sense the desperate yearning in my footfalls that pushed me across the parking lot like a starved animal. I slowed beside my car, fumbling with my keys, frowning down at the windshield and the bright red flyer beneath one of my wipers. It was illegal for people to pass stuff like that out on private property. I reached for the flyer, squinting, holding it up to the yellow glow of overhead lights.



“Sheol’s Fringe”
Tonight only, no cover charge! Two-dollar mixed drinks until Ten P.M, Live music and Entertainment!



Meet new friends Cherry Clark, and start living life … Blah, blah, blah…
I tossed the flyer on the seat beside me starting the car. I’d never heard of the place, which actually surprised me. It was on the West Side, down on Lancaster Avenue and I didn’t recall any clubs being in that area. Maybe it’s new; it has been a while since I was out clubbing?


I was about to shift into reverse when an alarm bell went off in my head. I reached for the flyer again, studying it closely this time. It looked like your run of the mill unsolicited advertisement for any business, with the authenticity of actually being mass-produced by a reputable printing company. The thing was, this one had been specially targeted at me. My name was also in print, not handwritten or added in after a standard production run. I looked up suddenly, eyes sweeping the artificially lit night in a desperate circle. It felt like I was being watched.

“This is just too weird. Kelly, it had to be her,” I proclaimed with a note of confident finality. She was always pulling stunts like this to trick me into going out with her. I chuckled softly, folding the flyer in half, slipping it into my purse. “Nice one girl, you almost had me going this time.” 

I pulled up to the intersection, turning on my left turn single, pensively chewing at my bottom lip. A touch of red continued to tease the corner of my vision. “Oh what the hell, I might as well check the place out at least?” Besides, I had a few choice words for Kelly. She knew how stuff like this freaked me out. 

I backed up, pulling into the right hand lane waiting for the traffic to clear. I figured it would be about a thirty-minute drive at this time of night, but at least the club shouldn’t be too busy yet. It got old really quick trying to fend off the all drunken, and more often than not, lame advances once the rampaging hoard of ‘God’s gift to women’ finally made their appearance.

I turned on the radio, pushing my favorite pre-set metal station. An evil smile deformed my normally perfect lips of female sensuality. I couldn’t have stopped my head from rhythmically bobbing up and down to the heavy bass and guitar riffs of Saliva’s ‘Click Click Boom’ even if I’d wanted to. 

“Just one drink, maybe two, an hour at most, and then maybe Kelly might leave me alone for awhile.” 

 

***

 

The place wasn’t hard to miss, not with the angry red glow of decadent neon shining brightly on the rooftop to guide me the last mile or so. My brow creased as I pulled into the rather large parking lot dotted with cars, finding an out of the way stall. I sat quietly in my surprisingly modest two-door Ford Focus for several moments, trying to decide what to do. I didn’t see Kelly or Jen’s cars anywhere. They wouldn’t have left yet, not unless the place was a real dive, or something? Naw, they were just running late, probably just stopped off for a bite to eat first. I was in the mood for a drink, and the rain of testosterone fueled music had me a bit pumped at the moment. Suppose it couldn’t hurt to wait for a little while, could it? The place did look kind of neat actually. 

I knew I was going to like the club before I even stepped foot through the front door. The heavy thumping beat of aggressive metal coming from inside was right up my alley. In fact, it was like I’d never turned off the car radio. The dim, undecorated foyer looked pretty typical for an establishment that wasn’t concerned with impressing its patrons with gaudy niceties, and echoed even louder with the ‘fuck me music’ that my body intuitively responded to. I stopped in front of the grim-faced burly doorman dressed in a two piece black suit, reaching into my purse for my I.D.

“Good evening Miss, do you have your invitation?” His voice was incredibly deep, yet dull, hinting on the edges of annoyed boredom. I blinked back at him, lost for a moment.

“Excuse me?”

“Your invitation, no one is allowed inside unless they’ve receive one.”

I smiled innocently, batting my baby blues up at him. Oh this was getting good. Kelly was really going to get it this time; she even had the goon of a doorman in on her little joke. 

“You mean this?” I pulled out the flyer, handing it over. “Did my friends put you up to this?” I asked softly. He looked it over, matching my smile with forced pleasantry.

“I’m not sure what you’re talking about Miss, but welcome to Sheol. If you have friends waiting, I’m sure you’ll find them inside.”

“S-u-r-e you don’t.” I winked over my shoulder, wiggling my fingers in a teasing goodbye as I started down the dimly lit hallway behind him. 

I slowed with a frown, shuffling to a stop in front of a row of thick, yet supple leather straps that blocked my view of the room beyond. My nose wrinkled in a flicker of hesitancy. I could smell cigarette smoke mixed with the overpowering odor of rich leather and… Smoking was banned in clubs now, not to mention I’d quit about six months ago, but I could have sworn I smelled hashish as well. Not like I knew what that was from my party days. What kind of place was this? 

My pulse raced and goose pimples unexpectedly bristled across my skin, joining the raised hair on the back of my neck. I glanced over my shoulder, mouth suddenly dry. The doorman was watching me like a statue and I considered leaving. I don’t know; there was some sort of hidden danger lurking behind his dark eyes that gave me the creeps. My body moved forward of its own accord though, and the wave of delicious smelling leather brush my face, swallowing me in its embrace. It may have been my imagination, but I swore I heard the sigh-like moan of a bliss-filled orgasm tickle my ears as I crossed the threshold. 

The room beyond was warm to the point of being stuffy after coming in from outside. There was a long bar to my left with a brightly lit counter top, tended by a tall square-shouldered bartender wearing a white shirt and black slacks. The multitude of tables and booths filling the establishment were lightly scattered with patrons, shrouded in shadow-like darkness except for the flickering of small candles. I couldn’t tell for sure, but it looked like there was large dance floor and elevated stage near the back of the room that was currently dark and empty. Figures… I thought there was suppose to be a band tonight? I did a double take though, after seeing what looked like numerous cages, all human sized, hanging from the ceiling above it. 

I took my first step forward, lost in a daze, riveted to the massive wall mounted flat-screen T.V to my right. It was filled with the jumping images of a man and women scantily clad in revealing leather and restrictive hood masks. It was an ever-changing kaleidoscope of flesh and depravity as their bodies twisted and turned against one another, dancing intimately until the woman dropped to her knees and… 

My breath came in quick, shallow pants as the image changed. A small blonde, not unlike myself, was now the center of attention. She was bent slightly at the waist, spread eagle and shackled to a stone wall with heavy iron manacles. Her moaning felt hypnotic, and her face was contorted somewhere between euphoric pleasure and erotic pain. The tall muscular black man behind her pulled firmly at the metal leash connected to her collar, while fucking her with one of the biggest cocks I’d ever seen. 

“Whoa…this place is insane,” I whispered, nearly tripping over a step, heading up to the bar. How could they get away with staying open? Smoking, pornography and I knew I smelled drugs now in the light cloud of smoke hanging below the gloom filled ceiling. The thundering beat of Metallica’s, ‘The Judas Kiss’ reverberated from the speakers now, carrying me even further away from reality with its power-driven sound and lyrics. 

A tall voluptuous waitress with raven black hair and cotton candy highlights, slipped by me in a provocative blur; she was wearing a cupless teddy and crotchless vinyl thong. I began to feel a little self-conscious about my appearance. It seemed I was slightly overdressed for a place like this in my cream-colored blouse and knee-length business skirt. I had some clothes that I only wore in the privacy of my bedroom that would fit in perfectly though. There weren’t any public places that I knew of, that you could dress in lace-up thigh-high boots, a see-through fishnet top and leather panties with a zipper front, without being arrested for indecent exposure or prostitution. Until now…

“Hi, my name’s Sameal and I’ll be your bartender for this evening. Can I get you something to drink Miss…?” 

I looked around, squinting at several of the darkened, hazy forms seated at the tables behind me. I needed to find Kel and Jen, but I wasn’t about to go wandering just yet. They’d make an appearance sooner or later; I’m sure they were just letting me stew for the moment. I wondered if either of them had ever been here before. Neither one of them struck me as the type that would frequent a place like this. They were party girls plain and simple, but not a freak like I was.

“Oh…ah hi! My name is Cherry, Cherry Clark.” I replied quickly, extended my hand to Sameal out of habit. His grip was firm, yet warm and inviting. He smiled back at me with bottomless brown eyes that made me weak in the knees, forcing me to take a seat in one of the stylishly padded bar stools.

Sameal had short medium-brown hair that looked sexually tussled in a way and a ruggedly handsome face that could have easily graced the cover of GQ, or Playgirl magazine. He was solidly built but not overly muscled, with the kind of tall physique that definitely got my juices flowing. Like I need any help in that department… And his voice, oh my god, I just wanted to melt from the pussy outward. I couldn’t remember the last time a man had made me feel like this…maybe never.

He reached for an empty glass, giving me a cute loop-sided grin. “Cherry,” he said slowly, tasting it on his tongue. “An interesting name. You don’t hear that one very often. I’m sure you’ve had a lot to live up to over the years?”

I rolled my eyes in a wave of embarrassment. I don’t know what my parents were thinking when they named me. I couldn’t wait to see what stupid line he was about to pull on me. I sure wouldn’t mind a piece of Cherry pie right now? That one was my favorites. Another good one was how about some whipped cream, with a Cherry on top?
Cherry tart; can I pop your cherry, Cherry? Yeah, I’d heard it all by now. Unfortunately after learning my name, and based on the way I looked, most guys automatically assumed that I was a dingy airhead and treated me accordingly.

“Sorry, this one’s on the house; it looks like you could use it.” A dark drink with ice, set upon a house napkin, appeared in front of me with breathtaking speed.

“Thanks, it’s just…well, the jokes get old after awhile, you know?” 

“Sure, I understand. How do you think I fared growing up with a name like Sameal?” 

I couldn’t help but chuckle from his very realistic, yet highly exaggerated impression of a French accent. It took about a half a second for the blood to rush to my cheeks, and I lowered my eyes focusing on my drink. I was afraid that if I didn’t look away, I might just keep ogling him like some kind of love-struck teenager. Damn, this guy is smooth without even trying to be.

I sniffed lightly at the glass of fizzing bubbles and my head shook with an involuntarily tremor from the incredibly strong odor of alcohol tickling my nose.

“Wow, you know how to make a drink don’t you, rum and coke right?” How did he know that was one of my favorites?

“Only the best for one of my valued customers. So, what brings you here tonight?”

I took a sip of my drink and my throat tightened, breathing out the fumes to cool a familiar burn. “Wow, that’s good! Actually I’m supposed to meet a few of my friends here; I guess they haven’t shown up yet.” Sameal smiled, wiping the counter down with a rag.

“Well, I’m sure they’ll be here sooner or later. Everyone that comes in here eventually finds what they’re looking for.” 

As hard as I tried, I couldn’t keep my eyes from drifting to the large mirror above the bar. The reflection from the T.V behind me was now filled with a tall redhead tied to a Saint Andrew’s cross. A dark figure, I couldn’t tell if it was a man or a woman, was whipping her buxom chest with a cat-of-nine tails. Her breasts were already scored red, crossed with a liberal amount of raised welts as they bounced lightly under the relentless rain of wonderful abuse. Despite her cries of pain, she was enjoying it, I could tell. I’d enjoy it… I’d been hot between the legs all day, and watching this constant display of sexual vulgarity assaulting me wasn’t helping any. My empty hand started to claw lightly at the top of my thigh, slowly pulling up my skirt without even realizing it.

“Do you enjoy that sort of thing?” Sameal asked, motioning behind me with the glass he was drying. My face blazed and I lowered my eyes again, taking another drink.

“Have you been open long, I’ve never heard of this place before?” I stammered, changing the subject, buying time in an effort to regain my wavering composer. I may have to take a trip to the bathroom before too long. 

“Yes, years in fact. It’s not surprising you’ve never heard of Sheol though. As you can tell by now, we cater to a very specific type of clientele, the underworld type if you catch my drift. No one comes here unless they’ve receive an invitation to join my club; we can’t have the wrong sort ruining it for everyone else, now can we?”

“Oh…well I guess that means I was invited then, huh? Did my friends have to, you know, like pay for a membership or something for us to get in?” 

“No, it’s nothing like that. And yes, you were invited.” Sameal turned oddly quiet with an expression I couldn’t quite read. “I can tell you’re still a bit uncomfortable with the surroundings, but that’ll pass with time. Actually, I have something that might help you with that. I’ll be back in just a minute.” 

I held up my hands in a hurried combination of polite resistance and nervous caution. A guy never gives you something for nothing, I’d learned that one the hard way. “Look, I can’t take anything from you Sameal. I appreciate it, really, and it’s awfully nice of you but-”

“Nonsense! It’s not that big of a deal. It’s just a small token of appreciation I give to all my first time customers. Just sit tight, I’ll be back in a moment.” Any further protest on my part was cut short by the turn of his back. Great…I hated it when a guy pulled this kind of shit with me. It made me feel like I owed him something in return, and we all know what that is, don’t we? 

No sooner had Sameal leave, then my eyes went right back to the reflection in the mirror. The woman was bent over a sawhorse now, arms pulled tightly to either side and tied in place. Her legs were held open by a spreader bar, and her ankle cuffs were secured to eyebolts on the floor with small chains. Her beautifully stretched asshole was wrapped tautly around the incredible girth of a well-lubricated inflatable dildo. 

I’d seen this sort of thing before courtesy of my computer monitor; bazaar insertions, giant cocks and the unbelievable act of deformation called fisting. I was terrified of it yet… That’s why I ordered my new dildo in the first place. I doubted if I would ever have the courage to use it though; the primeval act of allowing my body to experience this irreversible state of rapture was the vestigial Rubicon of my sexual exploration that I dared not cross for my own selfish reasons. 

I may be worn, but I wasn’t worn out in the least. I valued the sight of my delicate feminine aesthetics, and dreaded the inevitable loss of it that would eventually came with old age and excess ware. Even my taste in men in the past, and more recently my toys, reflected this fear. Average, all I needed was an average size dick, five or six inches, with a less than average thickness to get me off. Size isn’t everything with me, not by a long shot.

The woman in the mirror screamed, begging pitifully for mercy from her newly identifiable antagonist. It was a man, and his dick was leaking with the stringy teardrops of anticipation. He alternated between working four fingers deep into her helplessly battered cunt, while relentlessly teasing her clit and inner thighs with the cyan-blue jolt from an electric cattle prod. I can’t take it any longer, I just can’t!

I spread my knees, sliding forward in the chair, running my hand along the inside of my thigh. Dammit, I’d forgotten I had pantyhose on. With a hidden display of desperate irritation, I ripped a hole through them with my fingernail as discreetly as possible. I took one last nervous look around before my fingertips slid beneath the damp, elastic hem of my panties. 

They slid teasingly across the slick, hairless lips that I’d been dying to touch all day, so humidly wet that it felt like I’d cum a few times already. I focused on the image of the girl in the mirror again; she was being fisted now and none too gently either. Oh my god…
maybe someday… I started working at my throbbing clit with maniacal speed. It wasn’t going to take much until I popped, not as worked up as I was. If I hurried, I may be able to get off before Sameal returned. 

My breath escaped me in rapid gasps, barely able to hide the tremors that racked my body from the other patrons. I hadn’t played with myself in public in a long time. I didn’t consider masturbating in my car or hiding in the bathroom when I was out running errands, as being ‘in public.’ I’d forgotten how exhilarating it could be though, knowing that at any second I may be… 

I nearly jumped out of my seat, trying to free my hand from between my legs. The same waitress that I’d seen earlier stopped beside me, noisily unloading her tray of empty glasses and beer bottles. My ring was snagged on my hose, and I drew more unwanted attention to myself as I swiveled away from her frantically trying to free it. 

“Son of a bitch!” I screeched in desperation, and my flailing hand came free with the distinct ripping sound of fabric. I looked down in my lap, arousal laden perspiration beading my forehead and upper lip, praying she would just go away while I smoothed my skirt back into some semblance of normalcy. 

“It’s okay hon, you can do whatever you want here, no reason to be ashamed.” She said soothingly. “No one’s going to say a thing to you if you want to finger yourself. This must be your first time here, what’s your name?”

“Cherry.” I replied tight-lipped while my cheeks continued to burn beneath sex-filled eyes. Dammit, I’d been so close!

“Aw, such a sweet name, and you’re a cute little thing too. Look,” she pointed towards a darkened corner. There were two dim figures moving in time; a woman sitting in a man’s lap, riding him slowly. “They’re having sex and no one cares? And there, those two are smoking a bong, taking a break from their pony play in one of the private rooms. And that man there, he’s masturbating for the third time tonight. Actually, he’s watching you right now. If you’d like, I can introduce you to him? He has an unbelievable sex drive, trust me.” 

I stole a careful glance in the direction she was pointing. I could barely see him sitting in a dim corner; his unseen eyes fixed in my direction while the shadow of his arm moved rapidly in his lap. I spun away ashamed and excited. 

“Doesn’t it just make you all hot and tingly knowing that there’s a guy jerking off while he’s thinking of you, watching you, fucking you with his mind? Can you imagine all the naughty things he’s doing to you right now?” She cooed softly in my ear. The sweat on my hot forehead turned cold, and I found it harder and harder to catch my breath. Yes, I can…

“Don’t you understand Cherry; you’re among friends now, among people just like yourself? No one is going to judge you, or tell you that you can’t do anything you want here. If you stay long enough tonight,” her long black nails came to rest on my shoulder, curling a lock of my hair seductively around her finger. “You can see my performance later. And maybe after that,” she leaned in so close that I smelled her perfume, tainted with inflammatory desire. “We can have some one-on-one fun together. Tell me love, have you ever been fucked by a woman with a double strap-on before? I bet you have such a delicious little -” 

She abruptly drew away, hissing quietly under her breath. Sameal was behind the bar again, his eyes hard, pitch black with pinpoint sparkles of light that bore into the woman backing away from me. He held a book in his hand.

“What are doing Marisa?” Sameal’s voice was several octaves lower and held a dangerous note. I wrung my hands together, wiping the sweaty filth of my mind on my suit-skirt. I have to get out of here; this place is getting just a bit too weird even for me. So why wasn’t I getting up to leave?

“Nothing! She…I was only trying to explain… I didn’t do anything to her, Sir!” I knew fear when I heard it. The woman was terrified of Sameal for some reason.

“Then I suggest you carry on with your duties; you have customers waiting.” Sameal sounded nothing like he did before. His voice was commanding, domineering, and I felt every shivering nerve swoon under his masculine power.

“Yes Sir.” 

Sameal stepped in front of me with a kind smile, turning his attention from the cowering waitress behind me. A flick of his normal looking brown eyes told me he’d dismissed her just as casually. I must be imagining things, I would have sworn…

“Look, I…ah…really need to get going, it’s getting late and…my cat! I need to feed my cat.” I said apologetically starting to rise. Sameal reached out, gently grasping my arm, stopping me like I’d slammed face first into a brick wall. He wasn’t holding on very tight, but… I began to tremble and had no idea why.

“I just wanted to apologize for Marisa; she can be a trifle overzealous at times, and cross the boundaries of acceptable behavior with a customer.” I timidly settled back into my seat. “She frightened you didn’t she? What happened, did she say or do anything inappropriate while I was gone? If you like, I could discipline her?”

“Don’t you mean fire her?” I breathed out like a faltering sigh. 

“Yes, of course that’s what I meant. What else would I do to an employee?” Sameal smiled, laughing innocently, but I knew exactly what he meant. There was something really odd going on here.

“Ah, look Sameal? I do need to get going. Thanks for the drink; you have a really snapping place here and the music is spot on.” He nodded slowly and his grin began to fade.

“Sure, glad you enjoyed it, and feel free to stop by any time. Remember you’re always welcome here Miss Clark. Oh here, you don’t want to forget this before you go?”

 Sameal held a blood-red hardbound book out to me. A wide button down strap, covered with a wax seal, kept it closed and a matching pen rested in a small pouch near the spine. The earlier reluctance I’d felt about accepting anything from him replaced with curiosity. He wants to give me a book?

“What is it?”

 “Something for you to write in actually. It’s a journal.” My confusion manifested in the form of a blank stare. 

 “Take it. More people than I can remember, no different than yourself have come through my front door over the years. Many of them are misfits or loners, social outcasts that have nowhere else to turn, while others are politicians and doctors, people that hold the respect and admiration of countless peers and followers. They all have one thing in common though.”

“And what’s that?” I was shaking again, strangely excited to hear the answer.

“They’re lost, searching to find themselves; looking for the one piece of the puzzle in their lives that continues to elude them.” Sameal ran his fingers reverentially across the cover. “This will allow you to find the thing you desire more than anything else in the world Miss Clark.” Slowly, with inquisitive reluctance, I reached for the promise of self-enlightenment that was apparently mine for the taking, if I chose to accept it. 

The journal slipped into my fingers, heavy and pulsing with a life all its own. “I don’t understand, what will it help me find?”

“That’s for you to discover; this is only a key and it’s up to you to determine what it unlocks.” 

I licked my lips, turning the unadorned two-inch thick book over in my clammy fingers. “What do I have to do?” I looked into Sameal’s mesmerizing eyes, hopefully pleading. If what he said were true…I wanted to believe…

Sameal gave me a comforting smile, coming out from behind the bar. “Go home, relax and see to your beloved cat.” Sameal took me by the elbow as he spoke, and I numbly allowed him to lead me towards the entrance. “When you’re ready to begin your journey, break the seal; there’s instructions inside. Read through them carefully though, I can’t stress that enough.” 

The air around me seemed to change, growing numb and lifeless when we passed through the leather-strap barrier of the foyer. I felt strangely empty somehow; I wanted to turn around and go back inside.

 “Look at this as a form of therapy in a way? What were you thinking when you watched those women on the T.V behind you tonight? How did it make you feel?” I hid my face, heart pounding. I wanted to switch places with them; I wanted to be them. 

“All you have to do is write your thoughts down, nothing more. Is that so hard?”

“No, it’s not… Look, I have to go, okay?” It came out sounding more like a child’s request than a statement of adulthood. My God, I’m asking his permission to leave?


Sameal took my hand, shaking it lightly. “I hope you enjoyed yourself tonight Miss Clark and once again, thank you for gracing my club with your beautiful presence. Good night and pleasant dreams.” 

I burst through the front door in a daze, walking as quickly to my car as my wobbly knees would carry me. I couldn’t describe how frazzled I was at the moment, and had no idea why; I could barely even get my key in the door lock I was trembling so badly. I fell into the front seat with my purse and the journal landing beside me, popping open the glove compartment to get at the emergency pack of cigarettes I’d stashed there months ago. So much for quitting…

The drive home was a blur of chain-smoking anxiety and blinding headlights. I kept glancing at the journal beside me while the memory of Sheol’s debauchery, and delicious perversion replayed itself over and over in my mind. And then there was Sameal... I could almost taste the thick, mouthwatering fog of manly power that seeped from his pores, smothering me beneath it. Just being near him filled me with an overpowering sense of intimidation, excitement, and nervous surrender all rolled into one general package of an amazing turn-on.

I still couldn’t figure out what he had to gain by giving me the journal though? None of the pieces really seemed to fit together like they should, and I was still in no condition to figure them out by the time I pulled into the parking lot of my ground floor, two-bedroom suburban condo an hour later. 

“A hot bath, a stiff drink and some serious playtime on the computer; that’s what I need to get my head back on straight again.”



 






























Chapter Two
My thigh-length, dark green football jersey nightshirt clung tightly to my damp body as I threw myself facedown in bed, bouncing with childlike frustration. I rolled over staring blankly at the ceiling fan, pounding my fists beside me. Nothing’s going right! First off, Dawson my female Siamese wouldn’t come near me, and I’d received a vicious scratch on the top of my hand as a reward for trying to pet her. All she would do is stare at me from under the dining room table with those crazy blue eyes of hers, and hiss loudly whenever I came near. I’d never seen her act like that before. Even a kitty treat wouldn’t coax her out of hiding. 

My bath had started fine enough with loads of bubbles, a Bacardi and coke and lots of aromatherapy scented candles flickering in the darkness around me. I’d finally settled on my Chiasm CD for some relaxing background music, but it kept skipping, replaying the same song over and over. I liked the song ‘Cold,’ but the male voice hinting in the background started to sound an awful like Sameal after awhile. Born into bondage…that was all it said from time to time and it started to give me the creeps, forcing me to turn it off. 

I did the best I could to salvage my bath after that, and had gotten so close again with the aid of a small waterproof vibrator. I’d finally slipped into that sought after, dreamlike space between waking reality and daydreaming bliss while I moaned softly, kneading my breast roughly, occasionally pinching the hard knot of my chocolate brown nipples until it hurt. Sometimes, I liked it to hurt. 

The vibrator had tormented my clit with a skill perfected long ago. I’d learned how to alternate its power between a teasing caress and the wonderful agony of over stimulation. It always made my orgasms ebb and flow when I did it like that, rising higher, more powerful, like an approaching storm before the explosion of release finally came. I’d been in the zone, I was almost there…That was until I’d screeched, jumping out of the tub after my glass of ice and watered-down rum slipped from the edge of the tub, spilling across my breasts. That pretty much ruined the mood right then and there.

Okay, no big deal, I still had my computer and the host of sites I frequented to get the powerful engine between my legs running. I was a member of five different porn sites that varied with my mood, not counting at least four more free ones that I’d found to my liking over the years. I could still turn this near disaster into a night of pleasure filled fantasies with Mr. Reliable right? Nada, the server was down for the first time I could remember, and no matter what I tried, I kept getting that infuriating white-screen message of ‘failure to connect’ that made my blood boil after fifteen minutes of trying. I needed the web; it always helped if I could see an object of my fantasy, a vicarious woman to immerse myself in, envisioning whatever disgusting act she was forced to endure, happening to me instead. 

I closed my eyes, combing nimble fingers through damp hair. This was almost too much to bear after a night, not to mention a week like I’d had. It wasn’t fair; all I wanted was some ‘me’ time to unwind with the help of a few teensy orgasms. Was that too much to ask for? Dammit, I needed my fix; I needed to cum! It had gone well past the point of ‘wanting’ long ago. Normal people couldn’t understand what it was like, the gnawing hunger that ate you from the inside out like a voracious animal until it was temporarily satisfied until the next time…and the next time…and the next time…

I sat up suddenly, reaching for my glasses on the nightstand beside the journal. Maybe it would work? It had been a long time since I’d written my dreams of desire, or fantasies down on paper? Of course back then it was about Tommy so-in-so, and how cute I thought he was, and what it would be like to marry him one day just to spite my snobbish parents. Through most of my childhood, a fantasy world was all I had as a buffer against the harsh reality of a loveless life. I was an only child, and always got the impression that even that had been a mistake on my parent’s part. Sometimes I felt like an inconvenient distraction, that had done nothing but take mom away from work for nearly a week, until they found a suitable wet-nurse to care for me after I was born. But it had always been that way, even when I was older. After that it was a nanny to occupy my time and as I continued to grow, a substantial allowance to keep me happily out of their hair. Of course they had both been too busy with their fast paced lives to come to the Olympic gymnastics tryouts that I’d qualified for. Richard, one of the firm’s drivers, and a small gathering of my equally pampered friends, were my cheering section. 

I propped my pillows up against the headboard, settling in for what I hoped wouldn’t be a waste of time. A tube of K-Y jelly and Mr. Reliable lay patently waiting beside me. He was a bit bigger than my normal toys, a seven-inch life-like dong that would leave me sore if I wasn’t careful. Besides the dildo, I had a rabbit vibrating-bullet as back up for that little extra ‘kick’ over the top if necessary. I wasn’t taking any more chances tonight; if those two couldn’t do the trick tonight, nothing would.

I took a deep breath, hesitating as I reached for the journal. It felt even heavier than I remembered as I worked the pen that came with it under the wax seal, breaking it open with a noticeable snap. A shiver ran down my spine, nipples growing hard with eager desire that bordered on exhilarating trepidation. It was almost like the frosty touch of an unseen fingernail slowly grazing the inside of my thigh. 

I threw the cover open, heart pounding, to reveal the empty inside cover and first page in an almost anti-climatic conclusion to my deliberation. A folded slip of paper fell in my lap. I set the journal aside, unfolding it, eyes darting about the stylistic handwritten script.

Cherry, 

Read through the instructions carefully before you begin, because once you take the first step there’s no going back. Write about your desires, about your wildest dreams; write Cherry, all that’s all you need to do to free yourself.  

Sameal

 

Okay, that seemed a bit melodramatic to say the least. I thumbed quickly through the journal from back to front, frowning as the musty smell of paper brushed my face with a gentle breeze. The first page stopped in front of me again. What was he talking about, it’s empty? Whatever, I’d wasted enough time tonight already.

I bent my knees moving into playtime position; feet flat on the bed, spread slightly apart with my jersey pulled up above the smooth line of my stomach to reveal a tiny diamond stud sparkling in the center of it. Unfortunately, all my piercings had to be hidden in my line of work. One of my outer labia had three evenly spaced small piercings in it, that I generally wore studs or other jewelry in during playtime to make myself look pretty. I couldn’t help it; I’d always liked playing dress up, especially with jewelry. At some point I wanted to get the hood of my clit pierced, but that was still up in the air. There were still my nipples to think about too; I’d procrastinated long enough with those I think. Some nice little rings with tear drop weights maybe?  That would be perfect. Note to self, next payday it was nipple piercing time!

Of course I had a classic tribal style ‘tramp stamp’ tattoo that flared upwards from the crack of ass, proclaiming my naughty nature to the world whenever I had a chance to show it off. I’d always liked how it spread over the top of my hips, extenuating its firm heart-shape all the more. I giggled softly, Mom and dad had almost had a coronary when they saw it sticking out under my shirt for the first time. It had been a high school graduation gift to myself that I’d manage to hide from them until my second year of college. They’d really freak if they ever found out where my other one was at. 

I thumbed past a score of blank pages, until coming to the first page of lined paper. My hand crept over the smooth mound of my pubic bone, index finger flicking absentmindedly at my clit, teasing at the opening of my pussy. I doubted hair would ever grow there again, or the crack of my ass after how many times they’d had been waxed over the years.

Now, what to write about… My tongue bounced in deliberation from cheek to cheek, as I tapped the end of the pen against my front teeth. I had so many fantasies, so many dirty thoughts swirling in the depths of my wickedly impish imagination, but where to start? This is actually kind of fun; maybe Sameal has something with this journal thing after all? 

I propped the book against my thighs as a warm, salty finger slipped casually into my mouth. Mmmm, yummy… The pen moved into action and I began to write.

 

***

 

The room was cold, but I was burning up inside. I knelt on thick kneepads, patiently waiting on the large padded mat not unlike the ones I remembered from gymnastics. I was naked, and occasionally blinded from the bright lights surrounding me on large tripod stands.

My teeth began to chatter from the uncontrollable twitching of my lower jaw. A shudder passed through me just as unexpectedly. I looked down at my hands resting atop tone muscular thighs. A pair of stiff leather cuffs, inlayed with small red hearts and a single stainless steel D-rings adorned my wrists. I could feel the matching ankle cuffs beneath me, pressing into the soft flesh of my rear. My eyes grew wide in confused panic before squinting around the brightly-lit room. 

What happened? Where am I? The warm comfort of my bed was gone. Had I fallen asleep, was I dreaming? No, I couldn’t be, I’d only started writing a few moments ago. The plastic mat felt tacky against my skin, while the strange sensation of intermittent, radiant heat from the lights spaced evenly around me periodically cut the chill. My nipples ached, hard as granite from prolonged arousal and I was wet, oozing with anticipation. I could feel it all. 

Cameras! There were several high quality cameras spaced strategically around me with power and fiber-optic cables snaking back to… The Master had his back to me, talking with a man seated before a bank of computers and monitors. He was tall, and a hard medium build was clothed in a loose fitting black satin shirt and matching slacks. I couldn’t remember his name, only that I loved and obeyed him without question in situations like this. 

He held a small chain-link leash, and a long crop with a broad heart shaped head in his hands. The design matched my cuffs, and the two-inch wide leather slave collar around my neck. I almost reached up to fondle the small dog-bone shaped ID tag jingling from the D-ring that legally proclaimed my undeniable ownership to him within the community. 

What’s happening! I screamed in silent panic, fighting to breathe. I couldn’t speak, I knew better. The Master would punish me if I broke the rules during scene-play; he had plenty of times in the past when I was first learning to behave. What was I saying? I was thinking of things that had never happened, but I remembered them in a distant sort of way.

“We about ready Al?” The Master asked the other man. I liked his voice; it was deep and melodious, and had an immediate calming effect on me. I shuddered, melting inside from the sound of it. It was the kind of voice I’d always imagined coming from the man that would command my body and soul one-day. 

“Just about, but is your pet ready? Remember, we’re going to be live, and if she blows it we won’t get another chance like this?” The Master turned to me with a loving expression of trust that made my heart flutter. I looked back down at my hands, giving him the respectful submission he deserved from me. 

“She’s ready, she’s a good girl and won’t disappoint me. She never does.” 

I remembered now; the Master trained slaves and pets for a living. Tonight he’d decided to use his prize pet and alpha bitch for a live video-feed demonstration to a group of prospective international clients. There would be a lot of important people watching my every move, rich and powerful people, ready to spend upwards of $100,000 to have their pets trained by the Master if I did well enough tonight. I couldn’t disappoint him, I wouldn’t! His reputation, not to mention a lot of money was riding on my performance.

“I sure hope so,” Al scowled. “Remember what happened the last time with that other girl?” 

I heard the Master approach, stopping next to me. I could see his boots out of the corner of my eye. He reached down petting my head, scratching me affectionately behind the ear. My hair was slicked back now, and tied with a blue bow at the base of my neck. I nuzzled his touch, whimpering softly under the caressing heat of his dominance.

“Not my Cherry, not my precious Cherry girl. She’s a one of a kind Al, you should know that?” 

The Master clipped the leash to my collar, lifting my face to his. He was wearing a cordless headset and mike now, and his face vaguely reminded me of someone. Oh my god, his eyes! I never got tired of looking into their depth whenever he allows me the privilege of doing so.

“You can do it girl, I have faith in you, but remember, ” he leaned down slightly and I strained intuitively upwards to meet him. Our lips touched in such a tender display of warmth that I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. “This could turn rough at some point, and I’ll understand if you want to stop. Same safe words apply as always.” The Master and I were long past the point of safe words in our relationship; we’d learned the boundaries of my emotional and physical limits together long ago. But the fact that he had brought them up during such a critical moment filled my heart with a roar of emotion.

I didn’t speak even though the Master would have allowed it. I wagged my ‘tail’ and smiled instead, with the complete loyalty and docility in my eyes that any good pup would have. I inched closer, sniffing his groin and the heavenly aroma of his masculine superiority engulfed me. I shied away, rolling over on my back to expose my defenseless belly as a sign of my trusting subservience.

Life was so simple as a pup, and I reveled in it once again by clearing my mind of everything but the here and now. I had no bills’, no worries and no responsibilities any longer. For the present, I relied completely on the Master to providing me with all I needed. In return, I give him my obedience, combined with joyful, yet unquestioning servitude. There was a reason why a dog was man’s best friend, and I always stove to be the embodiment of what it meant to be a loving pet.

I’d actually confessed the truth of my secret lifestyle to a good friend of mine several years ago. She’d been shocked and mortified, unable to understand why I would lower myself to the point of being a slave to a man, of being his dog. She couldn’t understand the simple pleasure I found in her perceived ill treatment and humiliation, or why I so desperately craved and needed the strength of a man’s hand to keep me in my place. It was sad really; people like her would never truly understand the unprecedented joy found in a relationship like this, or the sexual pleasure that both the Master I gained by such an arrangement. But it didn’t matter if she understood, or anyone else for that matter. I’d finally found my calling in life, and it was kneeling at the feet of a man who loved me, just as much as I loved him. 

“You ready?” Al asked.

“Let’s do it.” 

A slight tug took up the slack in my leash, and I assumed my place at the Master’s side. I took extra care with my posture tonight, head up and forward, back straight while puffing out my chest and hands on the tops of my closed thighs. This was my normal ‘show pup’ position, and I froze in it like a statue of living subservience. I would have to be a very good girl if everything were to go well for the Master tonight. I didn’t want to see him fail because of me; he deserved better than that.

 “Okay, live in three…two…”

“It’s show time pet,” The Master whispered

“…one.”

“Good evening Ladies and Gentlemen, and welcome to my training center. My name is…”

I kept my eyes lowered, watching the surroundings through my peripheral vision. That was a trick I’d mastered long ago. My chest rose and fell in a steady pattern, breasts puffing, nipples jutting for the camera. I liked to show off, I always had, and the idea of all those people watching me at the moment was nothing short of a phenomenal rush. I started breathing through my mouth in soft pants, tongue slightly extended. I wonder why the Master didn’t put my tail in? I liked the feel of it sticking out of my ass, just as much as he enjoyed watching me wag it. 

The Master continued with his introduction speech, but I didn’t listen to it, not really anyway. Dogs had no reason to concern themselves with human speech, other than the few simple commands that we’re able to comprehend. A subtle tug on my leash was the only cue I needed to let me know the demonstration was about to begin.

He started by walking me in a slow lazy circle, parading me around the different camera angles as I slinked beside him on hands and knees. I had to concentrate at first until muscle memory, and the lingering dreams of a life I’d never lived, finally took over. Exaggerating the movement of my ass, wagging my tail, while trying to look as erotically sexy, yet meek as possible was harder than it looked. This is crazy! It was like a strange sense of Déjà vu, of the continuation of a life that wasn’t my own but it was, I knew it! I had memories of things, of a secret life that had never happened. 

After several minutes of being shown off in front of the cameras, I ended my little promenade beside a long table covered with a dark cloth.

“As you’re aware from the information packets each of you received last week, part of my basic training program consists of both rudimentary furniture and server training.” The Master removed the cloth from the table, reaching for my head harness. 

Ok, I was going to be a serving puppy now. He slipped it over my head while I opened my mouth to accept the hollow, dildo like attachment. I bit down on it, breathing loudly through my nose as he tightened the straps’ snuggly about my head. 

“I don’t use this specific pet for furniture, she’s far too valuable for that, but I have used her as a server on numerous occasions in the past while entertaining guests.” 

His cool fingers spread my ass cheeks, causing me to instinctively relax my pelvic muscles. Moments later the growing pressure of a thick teardrop anal plug began to stretch me open. The heavily lubed plug popped in with only minor resistance and I groaned in silent ecstasy through fluttering eyelids, when my sphincter clamped tightly around the narrow base. I was ready for the trays with matching handles now.

“This will be a display of both the poise and grace that a trainee learns under my instruction.” 

My heart began to pound, as the weight on both trays gradually increased with every glass of water being set upon them. The Master had left only a half-inch margin of space from the lip for spillage on my part. This is going to be tricky, but then again, it always was.

I clenched my butt, arching my back, locking the anal plug in place to keep the tray as level as possible. The muscles of my neck began to bunch, and I clenched my jaw to keep my head stiffly erect. Being a server was a hell of a lot harder than in looked, especially with a tray bouncing slightly from your rear. Needless to say, I had an asshole like a steel trap now. 

A tug on my leash heralded the beginning of another slow procession in front of the cameras. I was starting to get a little nervous; the weight of the drinks was already beginning to shift slightly, threatening to topple the tray in my ass and I hadn’t even gone ten feet yet. I locked my back, trying to restrain the natural swaying motion of my hips, slowly regaining control of it again. It hadn’t been easy, but I did it; I managed to make the entire agonizingly long circle that ended back at the table without spilling so much as a drop from any of the glasses. In the process of removing my headgear, the Master’s finger deliberately caressed my cheek; he was silently praising me for a job well done. His praise was immediately followed with a commanding expression, ordering me to ‘stay’ before returning to the center of the room.

“Heel!” The Master boomed, and I burst into motion, barking excitedly as I slid to a stop in front of him presenting my leash. It’s a good thing I have these kneepads on… There wouldn’t be much left of the by now if I didn’t.

“Up!” I sat up on my knees, ramrod straight, arms at my sides. “And now for a small demonstration of obedience and control.” The Master’s crop slapped against one of my breasts, bouncing it lightly, but I didn’t move a muscle. I knew a raised mark in the shape of a heart would soon appear, showing the world a physical manifestation of his love for me. It cut the air again, this time landing on one of my ass cheeks with a lightning sharp crack. 

The burning sting passed though me, but I remained silent and immobile. I swallowed loudly, focusing to maintain a normal breathing pattern, staring straight ahead. I couldn’t move or make a sound. I couldn’t so much as flinch in anticipation of the next blow. The last time I had, he’d paddled my ass for real, and I’d slept on the floor at the foot of the bed. The crop fell seven more times across my ass, each blow with the exact same measuring of intensity that the Master knew excited me, while making my backside blaze with the wonderful sensation of molten heat. 

“Yes Mrs. Phillips, all my trainees are taught to withstand and control pain within reason. What you’re seeing now is only a minor example of cropping; it’s a method of foreplay for this particular pet and not punishment.” 

Oh yes, the moist warmth of arousal was already starting to spread, forming on the tender silkiness of my labia like morning dew on an anxiously waiting flower. The crop landed across my breast again, directly on my nipple this time, making it harden and throb all the more. A single breath caught in my throat, but that was it. 

There were many levels of pain in my life now. Some forms were physical and very much welcome, fueling my desire and the growing sense of welcome sogginess between my legs like a high-octane car. Other times it was the mental pain of anguish that pushed me to edge of human sanity. If I were bad, I mean really bad, the Master would make me watch while his trainees practiced sucking his dick, or were flogged, or any other part of their training that he knew I enjoyed. Afterwards, as a final slap in the face, he would brazenly give the honor a firm and resounding fuck to one of them right in front of me. After that I was then fitted with my hated chastity device and made to sleep in my old cage for up to a week of inner contemplation for whatever crime I’d committed. By the end of my punishment, I was a quivering mess of sexually neglected abasement, as I begged his forgiveness before eventually knowing the privilege of his loving touch again. This sort of punishment didn’t happen often any more, not after I’d been thoroughly broken years ago and earned the right to kneel at the Master’s side as his one and only puppy slut. 

The Master released my leash, walking back to the table. He returned with my food and a bowl of water setting them several feet in front of me. 

“Go ahead girl, it’s okay. Are you hungry?”

“Arf, arf!” I barked excitedly looking from him to the dish. 

I crept forward as the odor of canned dog food grew stronger. I wrinkled my nose, lowering my face into the wide-rimmed bowl beginning to eat. It had taken a lot of experimentation on our part to find a brand that wouldn’t make me sick to my stomach during playtime. The Master, bless his heart, had insisted that I substitute it with something else like beef stew, as was the norm for his other pets in training, but I’d put my foot down on the issue. I was his pup, and would act accordingly in the role. Either way I didn’t eat very much of it, I wasn’t stupid.

“Yes it’s real, my pet has acquired a taste for this particular brand over time. I must remind you though, that this is not a normal practice among my trainees. As I’m sure most of you are aware, that contrary to popular belief, dog food is not suitable for normal human consumption and I will not force my trainees into eating it under any circumstances.” 

I finished about half of it, moving to the water, lapping at it noisily as my mind continued to wonder with simple animal thoughts: eat, sleep, play and oh yes, lots of sex. Doggy style, when I was in a mindset like this, was especially satisfying for the both of us.



“All done girl?” My head came up and I licked at my lips clean. “Was it good?”
 “Arf!”



“That’s my girl.” He reached down petting my head playfully, before his hand appeared in front of my face.

“Arf...arf, arf!” My tongue rolled from my mouth, licking his palm.

“How about some fetch, does that sound fun?”

“Arf!” 

My favorite squeaky toy began to chirp noisily from behind his back, flying through the air moments later. Even before it landed, I was after it, barking up a storm. I picked up the rubber bone in my mouth, wagging my tail, returning it to him as quickly as possible. 

I sat back on my haunches, paws up, patiently waiting. I knew the Master was pleased with me from the look on his face. He reached into his front pocket, producing a square dog treat that I ate right from his hand. It was a Cheese-It actually; I never did find an actual dog treat that I liked, or that didn’t give me the runs afterwards.

“Yes, Mr. Fuller. I like to assign every pet, whether pup or kitten, a specific toy during his or her training. I’ve found that it gives them a sense of ownership in a small way, and fosters the desire to play more often. You can either send it along or I can buy it locally, whichever you prefer. 

“Yes Mrs. Peterson, I oversee the training of male pups, but my associate Mistress Linda, handles most of it. I will personally vouch for her skill though; she’s a truly talented Mistress when it comes to training males in any fashion.” The Master threw my bone again, and I scampered after it while he continued to speak.

“I believe play time is a very important aspect of a pet’s life. It gives them a sense of purpose, fostering the desire to instinctively please their owner. Of course I teach them all the basic tricks; rollover, play dead and catch, and all the basic submissive positions, but I can also teach them more advanced tricks as stated in the information packet. Cherry, come!” I promptly returned my bone, awaiting my next command.

“Arf?” 

“Stay.” The Master took my toy, returning it to the table. I had to admit I was a little disappointed, although I’d never show it in front of him. I simple loved playing fetch. 

I was starting to work up a pretty good sweat by now despite the chilly air. My tongue roll from my mouth, panting in deep, lung-filling breaths as I showed off my tits to the cameras again. The full jutting shape of my boob-job only enhanced the firm, perkiness of them all the more. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the Master placing three large hoops, supported upright on narrow legs in a rough semi-circle about ten feet apart. He was holding a much smaller one in his hand though, when he stopped in front of me.

“All of them Cherry girl, and you will be back at my side in fifteen seconds, understand?” The Master stated for the benefit of those watching. I already knew the rules of this game by heart. He held the first hoop out at arm’s length, suspended about four feet in the air.

“Arf!” I crouched like a runner at the starting blocks on the balls of my feet, ass wiggled in the air as my fingertips tensed like coiled springs. 

“Begin!” 

I leapt with cheetah-like grace through the first hoop, ending in a gymnast roll. My eyes fixed on the next one and I ran on all fours, leaping through it just the same. I was making good time, well under how much I would need to finish all of them in fifteen seconds. The next two hoops passed me by just as quickly, but I slipped on sweaty palms during my last recovery, rolling into a disorganized ball. My mistake was going to cost me; I wasn’t going to make it in the allotted time now. My eyes flashed wide in fear as they met the Masters; he knew it as well. I stood, running, leaping through the air, rolling heavily to his side. I was shaking; gasping for breath as beads of perspiration trickled nervously from my brow. I was afraid to look up at him.

“No, Miss Quinn,” I hung my head whimpering in shame; he was disappointed with me. “My pets are not allowed to stand during scene play without permission. No, she won’t be punished.” My ears twitched and I lifted my head slightly. “Why? Because she knows full well the penalty for disobedience, but her desire to please overrode any fear she had of breaking my rules. My pets’ fear disappointing me more than any amount of physical pain I could administer. For this fact alone, she’s suffered enough already.” 

His hand came to rest on my head, tenderly stroking it. “Besides, she did well, and I’m proud of her. That was no easy trick she just accomplished, and unforeseeable mistakes happen from time to time.” I scooted closer, letting my shoulder come in contact with his leg. Thank you Master. “Yes, that’s correct. I frequently use positive reinforcement during training, even if they fail at times, and the fruit it bears is currently kneeling beside me with unquestionable loyalty. Let me remind you that any failing of the pet, or slave is ultimately due to the Master’s own shortcomings. We must hold ourselves to a higher standard, accountable before any piece of property.” The warm glow of submission filled my soul and I lowered myself further, resting my chin upon the Master’s boot. 

“Thank you sir, she is fine slave stock, and in exquisite physical shape as you’ve noticed. All my trainees learn proper dietary habits during their stay, in addition to being put through a rigorous physical training program. A healthy pet is the key to a happy one, Mr. Nakamura.” Nakamura? The name sounded familiar for some reason. “That’s correct, she’s had special training and yes, for the right price I can ensure any slave you send me will be able to do that trick, plus more.” The Master took a few steps back. 

“Stand!” I was caught off guard by his unexpected command, but obeyed instantly, springing to my feet. He whispered in my ear and I nodded lightly in responds.

My right leg went straight out in front of me with the ball and toes touching the mat for balance. I finished assuming the classic ‘mountain climb’ stance I’d used thousands of times in the past during gymnastics: arms over my head, palms out, fingers open. In one fluid and graceful motion, I bent backward at the waist, pushing off with my left leg until the palms of my hands touched the mat forming a bridge. I completed the maneuver of a back walkover by kicking my legs up and over, regaining a standing position. I got my footing again, before I did three more in rapid succession. I was nearing the edge of camera range now and stopped.

I took several steps back toward the center of my stage, assuming my mountain climb stance again, before whipping my body around in two consecutive front aerials. This is amazing! It’d been years since I’d performed in front of an audience, and being naked only made it feel that much more delicious. I liked the way my boobs jiggled; it kind of tickled. 

I stole a forbidden glance at the Master. He was smiling, beaming with pride from my impromptu display of acrobatic skill. Then he nodded in my direction; I knew what to do next. 

I went into a handstand; legs held ramrod straight above me. With a tap from his crop, I slowly scissor them, one leg in front and one behind forming a perfect T in another display of flexibility and strength. My legs began to spread again, this time to the sides in a traditional split until they were nearly parallel to the floor. The Master loved how flexible I was, and it led to a score of new and interesting positions more often than not. The Kama Sutra had nothing on us. 

I began to close my legs again. “Stay!” The slowly glided back into my previous position, unmoving, ridged as stone. My god, I felt so exposed, so free being on display for everyone to see. I could feel the pent up excitement literally dripping from every pore, as the cool air teased lightly across my exposed and vulnerable pussy. 

“Domo arigato Nakamura-san, hai, my puppy is indeed a splendid creature, but I’m afraid she’s not for sale.” Someone wanted to buy me?


“Hai, I’m aware that it’s a very generous offer on your part, but I’m not in the slave trade business, I’m a trainer. Besides, my Cherry girl is tailor made for my needs. I’ve found that retraining such a simple minded creature as a female pup for a new Master, tends to end in failure more often than not.” Simple minded? Hardly! I’d held a 3.6 GPA my entire way through college. I knew why he’d said it though; he was on display as much as I was. It’s not like he would actually sell me anyway, it was all a show for the prospective clients.

The Master’s cool fingers began to probe at me, entering my hot velvet crevice like a shard of ice splitting me in two. I closed my eyes, shuddering with controlled sensation.

“As you can see,” he walked closer to the cameras showing off his fingers. “She’s fully aroused and ready to be used sexually at a moment’s notice. In fact, all of my trainees are conditioned to respond favorably to acts of exhibitionism, whether it’s public nudity, sex or performing in front of an audience.” I hadn’t needed one bit of conditioning in that area. Exhibitionism had been one of my biggest turn-ons long before I’d met the Master. 

“Al, can you zoom in on Cherry? Good, yes between her legs.” I felt an exciting chill, as I concentrated on remaining extra still. “Since she’s presented like this, I thought I’d point out the neat and trim appearance of her genitalia. This is the result of a relatively new technique in cosmetic surgery called Vaginal Rejuvenation, as in her case. If you can believe it, this pup has actually born a litter in the past.”

What? Born a litter… but that would mean…

“Yes, I’m a close acquaintance of an excellent plastic surgeon, and for an additional fee your pet can undergo the same procedure, along with any others during their stay with me. Although adverse side effects are rare, the both of you will have to sign an additional release and waiver of liability for each and every procedure before arriving. Believe me though,” the Master chuckled, lovingly patting my… I mean his pink little pussy. “The benefits from it are well worth it in my opinion.” 

He laughed again, louder this time from some unheard comment. “That’s correct sir, the rejuv takes years off the appearance, not to mention the renewed stimulation from a tightened vaginal canal.” 

I was starting to feel the first sign of strain in my arms and shoulders from the prolonged handstand. It wouldn’t be much longer before it started to show, regardless of how hard I tried to maintain my poise. 

“I have one more thing I wish to show you tonight. As you recall, you saw a brief demonstration of my pup’s obedience, and the level of bodily control all of my trainees learn, but that was nothing compared to what I’m about to show you.” The Master leaned close to my ear, switching off his mike. “Prepare yourself to be disciplined,” he whispered and I closed my eyes, feeling a sliver of giddy anticipation. 

It had been nearly a week since my last dose of wonderful punishment. In many instances I intentionally misbehaved, or came without permission to bring on a sound paddling. I always had been a mouthy little brat, and all it took was an intentional relapse on my part for the Master to quickly remind me of the penalty for disrespect. That’s okay, he enjoyed whipping me back into shape as much as I enjoyed having my ass turned a nice glowing shade of excruciating red. 

The Master took his position behind me, and a multi-tailed flogger descended with vicious proficiency between my legs. The falls were stiff and rough, with the single intended purpose of maintaining unquestionable dominance over a slave. My ass, my pussy, my inner thighs; nothing was spared tonight. Perfect… I bit the inside of my cheek, stifling a moan as the wonderful agony began to shear my flesh and electrify my body. My nails dug into the stiff plastic of the mat, clawing at it white knuckled as the flogger descended again and again. I didn’t bother to try and count the blows; there was really no point in it. The Master would whip me for as long as he felt necessary to get the point across to the clients, but even with my tolerance and affinity to pain, I had limits. Just like dropping a stone in a pool of calm water, my arms began to tremble, rippling upwards as I fought gravity, my wavering balance and the blissful anguish that mercilessly continued to rip me to shreds.

“Note her level of control as she maintains a nearly perfect stance.” 

I wanted to cry out, to whine in pleasure filled misery, to beg him to stop and to continue at the same time. It felt like a red-hot iron was smoldering between my legs, causing my vision to blur with tears that wet my cheeks for the whole world to see. I was so fixated on remaining quiet and immobile, of suffering my punishment in devoted silence, that I didn’t even notice he’d stopped flogging me. 

“Pet, cum!” 

My toes curled and my arms and legs began to shake. A soft mew broke from my gasping lips as my stomach tightened, rippling violently. A light shower of warm musk erupted upward, cascading down my quivering body, sprinkling my breasts and face. I had just willed myself to cum. That trick had taken nearly a year to learn; months on end of relentlessly being teased and restrained, of being conditioned to hearing those two little words of permission that I valued more than life itself sometimes. 

“As you can see, she’s been trained to cum on command despite the show of disciplining she just underwent. This is another technique that some of my trainees learn to develop with little to no physical contact or stimulation when already aroused. It takes a substantial amount of time for them to master this trick of course, with approximately a sixty percent success rate.” His hand brushed my lips, and another treat slipped between them. 

“Again? As you wish. Pet, cum!” My legs began to wobble above my weakening arms. Several rapid intakes of breath exploded from my chest, becoming a drawn out snivel of ecstasy. This one was even larger than the one before it. 

“Ugh…Ugh…Ugh…” My soft feminine grunts of release came in time to the silence of the cameras. I’d never had a multiple orgasm so intense, so powerful before and I did it simply because I was commanded to… again. I began to shiver as the strong smelling, salty liquid covered my body, dotting my face. My tongue snaked out tasting it, while I swam in a misty fog of my own passion. 

The blood began to pound in my head from the prolonged handstand and strain inflicted on my body. I was quickly nearing the limits of my resolve. The Master sensed the end drawing close, much as I did.

“You may relax pet.” I collapsed in a gasping heap like a limp noodle. My body was temporarily my own again for the first time in nearly an hour. I lay there panting for air, trying to regain my composure after the most memorable and exciting experience of my life. 

The Master was talking with the clients, answering their questions, as I slowly pulled myself to my knees, dragging myself closer to him. By the sound of it, he would have several new slaves to train very soon. I lifted my chin as he knelt down clipping my leash back in place, and with a gentle tug I wearily drew myself erect, sitting painfully, yet proudly beside him with the knowledge that I’d performed so well tonight. 

The video feed was cut and he gazed down at me with warm eyes. Al, the man behind the computers had taken over now. 

“You did well; I’m proud of you. Would you like your bone now?” 

“Arf.” I barked faintly, sitting up stiffly with my paws out in front of me. The scorching heat of tight, swollen skin across my ass was all consuming, having grown in intensity with my sudden weariness. 

The Master undid his belt, pulling his cock from his pants as I leaned forward and opened my mouth to accept him. His eyes suddenly grew soft and filled with concern.

“Are you okay, Cherry girl?” 

I lowered my gaze. “Arf…arf,” I replied meekly, ashamed to admit my weakness to him. Then he frowned, pushing his partial erection back into his pants. 

“No you’re not. C’mon, let’s get you home girl. How does a nice cool bath with Epsom salt sound? Maybe a relaxing message after that?” I was speechless; the Master was hard, he needed my body to relieve himself. It was my duty to please him, especially after he’d rewarded me with not just one, but two wonderful orgasms tonight. I reached for his pants, starting to undo the buttons again that would unleash the instrument of my ultimate surrender. His hands stopped me, gently pulling me to my feet.

“No, you’ve done enough for one night. You’re such a good girl, you know that Cherry?” He unclipped my leash, and dropped it into his pocket. “Here,” the Master reached into his other pocket handing me my wedding ring. I gazed at its wondrous splendor for a moment before slipping it on. “Let’s go pick up the kids from the sitter and head home, Al can finish up here.” Kids? I had kids…two boys, Mark and Skyler ages four and six. 

His arm wrapped protectively around my shoulder, pulling me closer as we headed for the door. I looked up into his kind face, returning his smile with a happiness I’d never known in the past. “I’ll take care of dinner tonight while you soak in the tub, how’s that?” 

“That sounds wonderful, thank you Master,” I whispered humbly, speaking for the first time since we’d left home. He was going to make dinner for me? I must have been a very good girl; the Master hated cooking. Besides he really wasn’t that good at it; he must be the only man alive that can actually burn water, but it was the thought that counts. It was always the small things he did that made loving him worthwhile.

 

***

 

My eyes cracked with gummy resistance as the annoying buzz of the alarm clock drove the darkness from my mind. Damn, is it time to get up already? I sighed in disappointing surrender, slapping blinding for the snooze button. I had my appointment at Rafael’s in little over an hour, but another ten minutes wouldn’t make a difference.

“Owww…” The long, whimpering moan that oozed from my dry throat and cracked lips reminded me of my high-school days. My shoulders and arms were killing me; I barely had the strength to reach for the alarm, knocking it off the nightstand in the process. I always hurt like this after I pushed myself to hard at practice. I started to roll over and let out a yelp of surprise when my butt scraped across the sheets.

“Ouch! Damn, Ow, Ow!” I twisted and turned frantically, jumping like a cat on a hot tin roof. “What the hell?” I settled back on my stomach, straining my neck, looking over my shoulder. “O’my god…” 

My upturned ass glared back at me with a dull red complexion, plastered with a liberal amount of slightly raised welts. I sucked in a long painful breath, spreading the tacky burn of my thighs, while reaching under my body for the next source of my discomfort. My fingers probed lightly between my legs, drawing instantly away from the blistering moistness. 

“Ow… What the hell?” They crept forward again, slower this time. My fingers felt like icicles against the deep burn of my inflamed pussy. I gradually covered it with the palm of my hand, letting the soothing chill seep into my battered skin. 

“Ahhh…does that feel good…” I groaned delightfully. The dream like remembrance of last night slithered into my fuzzy mind, and I smiled in delightful recollection. Despite the excruciating pain, I couldn’t help but run a finger gently between my slick, hungry lips. Misery had never felt so wonderful before. 

My mind was shocked alive with a jolt of electric fear. I rolled out of bed, arms flailing wildly. One of my legs caught in the twisted mess of covers, dumping me unceremoniously on the floor with a loud thump. I tore myself free from the sheets with a growl, staggering in a half crouch that ended before the standing floor mirror in my room. My hair was a mess, hard and brittle looking, sticking up at weird angles, and I ran my hand over the coarse texture of dried jell. It came in contact with something foreign that I pinched between shaking fingers, yanking it out along with a thick coating of hair tangled in the elastic tie. It was my puppy bow. I dropped it at my feet, eyes dancing over my shoulder as I twisted my hips awkwardly to get a better look at my ass. It was a mess, plain and simple. That was when I noticed the diamond ring with matching band on my finger. I still had my wedding ring on. 

I frantically yanked it off, immediately noticing the indent in my skin along with the borderline callous it caused from years of wear. This couldn’t be happening! It had been a dream, a fantasy; it couldn’t be real! I started to run for the nightstand before realizing that was a very stupid thing to do. 

“Ow…Ow…Ow!” 

My strides quickly turned into a lopping, bowlegged dance to keep my thighs from rubbing together. I paused, eyes growing wide. Sitting beside the journal on my nightstand was the cuffs and collar I’d worn last night. I grabbed the journal, throwing the cover open, flipping hastily through the pages filled with my distinctive style of cursive. I shook my head, confused, scared and excited. It was all there. 

“I ate dog food? Yuck!” I could still taste the greasy scum coating the inside of my mouth. I paled, throat tightening, mouth flooding with saliva. I barely reached the trashcan in time before throwing up the remains of my meal with watering eyes of terror. 

“This can’t be happening,” I moaned, climbing slowly to feet. “I have to call and cancel my appointment, I can’t let anyone see me like this!” I screeched hysterically. What would everyone think? My pussy looked like it had been the recipient of an all night drunken orgy of rampaging cavemen and my ass was even worse. And I was supposed to get waxed in little over an hour? I don’t think so!

“Okay Cherry, breathe…in…out…in…out. Just relax, there has to be a reasonable explanation for this.” I threw on my nightshirt, discarded at some point, before duck walking slowly down the hall. In a stroke of sheer guineas I’d left my cell phone in my purse sitting on the kitchen table. 

“Dammit,” I cursed softly, peeking from around the corner into the brightly-lit living room. I’d left the blinds open too. “Living on the first floor can be a real pain in the ass sometimes; like I didn’t have enough of that already.” No pun intended.

I started to make a dash for it, jumping back suddenly when two teenage boys walked past with skateboards in hand. I wasn’t about to let anyone see me waddling across my apartment like a frizzy blonde-headed chimp. My head kept ducking back and forth around the corner, hesitating. I knew that beyond a shadow of a doubt now, as soon as I reached the middle of my living room, someone would walk by. That was just the kind of luck I usually had, but standing in the hallway was getting me nowhere fast.

I eventually worked up the courage to brave the treacherously open expanse. “Ow, Ow, Ow, Ow…” Every silly looking bouncing step I took, was accompanied with a face etched in an almost comical distortion of stinging distress. ‘Ow’ was quickly becoming the word of the day for me it seemed. Thankfully, I made it to my kitchen unseen, rummaging through my purse for my phone. 

“Hi Maurice? This is Cherry Clark…yeah I need to cancel my appointment for today? No, I’ll reschedule sometime next week. Thanks, bye.” I took a deep breath, closing my eyes, finger hovering over the keypad for a moment before hitting my next quick dial. It rang at least a dozen times before the blurry sounding voice of a woman finally answered.

“…’ello?”

“Kel, it’s me. Hey, what happened to you guys last night? I waited around at the club for awhile, but you didn’t show?”

“Cherry? What time is it…what are you talking about?”

“It’s noon.” I heard the faint whisper of another voice in the background. 

“Who’s that hon? Tell them to call back later.” It sounded like Jenny. I’d always had my suspicions about those two. I knew Kel was a lesbian, but I didn’t know Jen was bi-sexual. She’d had plenty of boyfriends in the past, so I just assumed she was straight. The loud rustle of a hand covering the receiver blocked out her muffled responds.

“Cherry,” Kelly sounded a bit more awake now, and the faint click of a lighter made me habitually reach for my own cigarettes. “What are you talking about? We closed the place down. We watched for you though, what time were you there?”

“Right after work, oh yeah, nice touch with the flyer. You had me going for awhile with that one. How long have you known about that place, it’s wild! I need to know something though; did the bartender give you guys a journal too? Did it come as part of the membership package?” I was greeted by silence for several heartbeats.

“Cherry, you’re not making any sense. What flyer, what journal, what are you talking about? You don’t need a membership to get into the Pacific Club; you should know that? I think someone’s trying to pull a fast on you girl.” Now it was my turn to look stupidly at the phone, wondering what the hell she was talking about.

“I’m talking about the invitation you left under my wiper for Sheol’s Fringe. Didn’t you go there last night?” I started to get that same creepy feeling again that I’d felt in my car last night. 

“Cherry, I didn’t put anything on your car. I’ve never even heard of the place, where is it?”

“Down on Lancaster just off of Highway 6. So you’ve never been there, you didn’t get me the membership?”

“Noooo...sounds to me like you have a secret admirer. So tell me about it, was it snapping, or what? Maybe you can take us there tonight, since you’re a member now?”

“Umm…I…ah don’t know. I’m not feeling too well this morning. Think I ah…got food poisoning from something I ate last night.” Yeah, dog food poisoning…

“Don’t give me that shit,” Kelly’s voice was animate now. “You got your brains fucked out last night, didn’t you? Come on, what’s his name?”

“No I didn’t!”

“Sure… come one, spill it, and don’t leave out any of the spicy details.” I heard Jen speaking quietly in the background, and the embarrassing reply Kelly gave her. “Yeah, Cherry finally got her pipes cleaned out by some hunk she picked up at a club.” 

“I didn’t have sex with anyone last night!” Well, not exactly anyway… “Look, I gotta go, okay?”

“He’s still there, isn’t he?”

“No, bye!”

“Call me after he leaves!” She blurted quickly as I hung up. 

Okay, things were really getting weird now. If it wasn’t Kelly, than who had put the invitation on my car? Maybe I do have a secret admirer, but if that’s the case, then why hadn’t he shown last night? Nothing made sense, and I couldn’t come up with a reasonable explanation for what had happened. I kept praying that this was all a continuation of a strange dream, and that I would wake up, returning to the complacent normalcy of my day to day life. 

I limped down the hall towards the bathroom, one hand rubbing at my shoulder, the other alternating between the tops of my thighs. Guess that’s what I get for not stretching first before a routine…
and damn my ass hurt!
Epsom salt, the Master had said Epson salt would help. I was willing to try anything at this point. 

“I think I have…Ugh, this is insane!” I was talking in the past tense about things that hadn’t actually happened, had they? 

With a slow, painful squat, I began pawing through the mess of cleaning supplies, and around the plastic container of bathroom ‘toys,’ then over the jumbled collection of hair care products under my bathroom sink. “Oh thank you!” I reached for the old, worn container of salt hiding in the back, struggling to my feet. “I hope this works or I’m going to have a very long and miserable weekend to look forward to.” 

I smacked my lips together with a scowl, when the tub was filling. My mind had finally started to slow down enough to notice the horrible smell emanating from my mouth. First things first… I brushed my teeth and tongue three separate times, followed with mouthwash before the foul taste and smell of regurgitated mystery meat, and who knew what else, finally disappeared. 

I carefully eased into the tub of lukewarm water, letting the healing properties of Epsom salt and cool water sooth my battered rear. The Master had been right…One thing I couldn’t deny was the strange, lingering remembrance of joy that tickled my subconscious mind. The history of a life I’d created with this fantasy Master, and the memory of what it had been like to be loved so deeply, while returning that same love in a way I’d always wanted to, left nothing but the sense of utter fulfillment in my soul. Not to mention, I’d experienced the most satisfying sexual experience of my life, despite the presence of traditional sex. For once, I actually felt somewhat content in my insatiable cravings. The bath also gave me some time to try and sort out the more mundane aspects of my experience. 

What the hell had happened to me last night, and why did I wake up this morning with my ass plastered in welts? That was the thing that really blew my mind, the physical evidence that had manifested itself in a manner of speaking. Everything else I could chalk up to a delusion, or possibly a hallucination or something. I could even attribute the condition of my body to some form of freaky stigmata if I stretched my imagination enough. But the collar, the bow and let’s not to forget a very expensive looking diamond ring? Some really weird shit was going on in my life at the moment, the kind of stuff you see on T.V or in movies, and it just plain scared the hell out of me. 

I finally shook my head in surrender, everything last night had actually happened; there was no other explanation. Either that or I was going crazy, which was a very good possibility at this point? The way I saw it, I only had one choice now if I wanted some answers. Sameal gave me the journal; he must have known what would happen when I wrote in it. He’d encouraged me to use it in fact, with his tempting words of hinted obscurity. It looked like I was going to have to take a trip back to the Sheol’s Fringe later, and have a little talk with him before my sanity drifted any further into the abyss of inconceivability.



 





































Chapter Three
The bath did wonders for my superbly abused rear, and in a way, I was almost sorry to see the pain fade; it always had an arousing effect on me for some reason. I’d never been flogged, whipped, spanked or anything even similar to those things, but it wasn’t for lack of want; I’d just never found a guy that I was comfortable enough around to try those kinds of things with before. For my first time, even if it was in some sort of dream world, I have to say that I enjoyed it immensely. I may have overdone it a teeny bit though. Naw…


At least I could almost walk normally again after putting on an old pair of loose-fitting cotton granny panties, overtop a liberal coating of medicated powder. A few more baths like that and I may be fine for work on Monday?
Hmm…Maybe I won’t take anymore baths. Sitting on a battered ass and raw pussy all day, with no one at work being the wiser as to my discomfort, would make an exciting challenge. 

I stumbled into the kitchen rethinking my options. The more I debated, the less enthusiastic I became about actually taking another trip to the club later tonight. That place was weird, but very cool for more reasons than one. But my real reason for hesitation was Sameal. It was scary how I felt being around him, so powerless and… I gave an involuntary shudder as a spark of latent rapture whispered between my legs. In the end I chickened out, and decided to take the safe route instead to get the answers I needed. 

I tried looking the club up in the phone book, but there was no listing. After that I tried information with the same disappointing, yet mysterious result. There was no listing for Sheol’s Fringe anywhere that I could find. I even tried the city zoning office and the liquor authority in my desperation. The club had to have a liquor license, right? Both came back with the same result, nothing. After a little sweet-talking coercion, the man at the zoning office did tell me the address was listed as an empty lot, owned my parties unknown. That made no sense whatsoever, I’d been there last night, it wasn’t empty. What the hell…It’s like the club doesn’t exist or something? I guess that meant I was resigned to a face to face Sameal, while immersing myself in the insane perversion of his club again. Gee, what a shame… I giggled softly.

I closed the refrigerator door for the second time, rummaging through the cabinets for the third time, while my stomach continued to growl in protest. I hadn’t eaten anything since lunch yesterday, but nothing sounded good either. On top of that, I still felt a little queasy after my dog food dinner last night. In the end, I finally settled on a plain old can of chicken noodle soup to get me by for now. 


I noticed Dawson’s bowl was empty, while waiting for the microwave to finish cooking my gourmet meal. I still hadn’t seen her since she scratched me, and that in itself was odd. Dawson had always been a lap-kitty and liked to snuggle. She even slept with me most every night. Maybe a little bribe on my part would help pull her out of hiding. I refilled her bowl with a fresh can of tuna, walking into the hallway.

“Dawson? Here kitty, kitty! D-a-w-s-o-n…I have a treat for y-o-u?” Nothing. The microwave dinged in the background, and I shook my head giving up on her for now. What the hell’s wrong with that silly cat? I set her bowl on the counter, reaching for the door handle on the microwave. My hand froze and my eyes darted back to the bowl of tuna. No, I couldn’t! I chewed my lip, feeling a rush of playful giddiness. 

“Okay, just this once.” I set the bowl at my feet and stripped off my clothes, throwing them on the counter. I took one last look around before I knelt down, closing my eyes, envisioning my fantasy Master hovering above me. “I can’t believe I’m actually going to do this,” I whispered in disbelief. 

“Are you hungry girl?”

“Arf…Arf,” I barked tentatively, wagging my yet trim little tail. This is sooo much fun! I felt so delectably wicked at the moment, that I literally shook from the anticipation trying to claw its way through my skin.

“Arf, arf…arf!” My barking grew enthusiastic, just like an excited pup, while watching my breasts jiggle back and forth beneath me. My nipples were so hard, that I think I could have poked someone’s eye out. This is crazy; I’m actually getting off on this shit! I sat up, carefully leaning back on my feet, paws held up in front of me.

“Would my puppy like her bone now?” 

“Arf!” Did I ever… a nice, hard bone. Oh no, I wasn’t sore on the inside one little bit. Fucking myself doggy style, with a suction cup dildo stuck to the wall, was a looming inevitability in my future now.

“If I’d known I was going to get such an animated reception,” I screamed, scattering the bowl of tuna across the floor, scrambling away from the startling sound of male mockery behind me. “I would have come over hours ago.” I rolled over, scrambling to me feet. My hip hit the edge of the kitchen table and I spun about, slamming into the far wall. It was Sameal. 

I didn’t know what to do first, scream for help, try to run or to cover myself. Either way I was trapped at the moment, so I did the only thing that came to mind; I froze and did nothing. Sameal calmly took a cup from my cupboard, filling it with cold coffee. 

“You want some?” I half shook my head, pressing harder against the wall. 

“Suit yourself,” he shrugged indifferently, taking a seat at my kitchen table like it was the most natural thing in the world. He grimaced at his first sip. “There, that’s better. Never did see what people got out of drinking it cold.” There were small tendrils of steam coming off the top of the cup now. 

“Get out of my apartment! I’m warning you, I know how to defend myself! So help me, if you lay one hand on me, I’ll kick your balls through the fucking ceiling!” I screeched in wavering defiance. Sameal took another sip, watching me over the lip of the cup with shinning eyes.

“That would be a first; I wasn’t aware that Step Aerobics and Pilates were part of an effective self-defense program?”

“How did you…?” My mouth snapped shut. Somehow, he knew damn well that I’d never thrown a punch at someone in my entire life. Not to mention the extent of my at home, exercise program.

“What are you, some kind of a sick peeping-Tom? How did you get in… what do you want? There’s money in my purse…I have a ring on my nightstand, it’s expensive, take it, it’s yours!” 

Sameal rolled his eyes nonchalantly. “Well, I guess you could call me a peeping Tom in one sense, I have been watching you for awhile now. But don’t be ditz; as for how I got in, it was through the front door, and for what I want, it isn’t your money or jewelry. Give me some credit, I’m not a thief. The only thing I want from you, for the time being, is just a moment of your time. Why don’t you sit down so we can discuss a few things?” I slowly shook my head, bewildered and too afraid to move.

“That’s right, I forgot about the beating your tender little ass took last night. You really need to learn to show some restraint at times. Most first timers aren’t usually as recklessly indulgent as you were. Interesting though, you’re proving to be a bit of a surprise, even to me?” Sameal held out his hand, and a red journal appeared in it out of thin air. I jumped back, riveted in shock as he opened it, flipping through the pages.

“Oh yes, you’re going to be a fun one to play with Cherry girl.” I hesitantly crept forward as he continued to skim through the pages. It looked like…

“Hey, that’s private, give me that!” I tried to snatch it out of his hand, and he stood up suddenly. I backed away in fear again. “How did you do that, the journal was in my bedroom?” I asked cautiously, letting my eyes roam over Sameal’s exquisite black business suit and tie, overtop a vibrantly red dress shirt. His hair was meticulously combed in place now, and he had the freshly shaven appearance of a corporate executive about him. He looked like a completely different person in fact. There was something in his demeanor that put me on edge though; he seemed arrogantly cocky this morning, and his voice held the sarcastic air of unquestionable superiority in the underlying edges.

“Do you really want to know how I did it? Let’s just say,” he began wiggling his fingers in the air, making a silly ghost-like noise. “It was M-A-G-I-C!” The ghost howl eventually tapered off to become a chiding bark of laughter. “You really are a hopeless addict, aren’t you? I’d be willing to bet if I hadn’t of shown up, you’d be barking up a storm as you slammed a dildo nuts deep in yourself for the rest of the day, wouldn’t you?” 

My ears flared, accompanied by smoldering slits of growing anger. He was right, I probably would be diddling myself for hours on end, but that was really none of his business. All thoughts of how he’d done his ‘trick,’ or what he was doing here, were quickly pushed aside with anger-born embarrassment. 

“Give me the damn journal and get out of my apartment right now. I’m done playing around, you understand? Give me my journal back, you asshole!”

“M’mm…You are a feisty one, aren’t you? I like that in a woman.” My fists balled in rage at his mischievously condescending tone. That was when I pretty much snapped, charging him against my better judgment.

Sameal dropped the journal, catching both my wrists, pushing me back against the wall with surprising deftness. I still had the strong legs of a near-professional gymnast after all these years, and I had every intention of following through with my earlier threat. I began kicking at him wildly, but he turned to the side, easily shielding his groin. All I managed to do was hit his outer leg every so often with a few ineffectual, glancing blows. 

Sameal pinned me immobile with a strength that belied him, easily locking both my wrists above my head with one hand. His other one clamped around my throat with just enough pressure to shock me back to the here and now. He wasn’t even winded, and still had a grinning sneer on his face. My brief moment of bravery faded like dust in the wind, and I went limp closing my eyes.

“Please…I’m sorry. I’ll do anything you want, just don’t hurt me.” I began to tremble, lips quivering. The silken material of his suit brushed against my defenseless nudity, followed by his warm breath tickling my ear. 

“I’m not here to be your enemy or to hurt you; that’s the furthest thing from my mind in fact. As for raping you, that won’t be necessary for two reasons. You see Cherry girl,” Sameal turned my head to the side, sniffing lightly at the crook of my neck. His grip tightened, reminding me I was completely at his mercy. “You can’t rape the willing, not technically anyway. Being a puppy isn’t your only fantasy, is it? How many men do you fantasize about being helplessly ravaged by, over… and over… and over again? Five, ten, a hundred even?”  He knows about that? “Oh yes, I know all about the twisted shit that lurks in that pretty little noggin of yours; that’s why you received an invitation to join my club, that’s why I gave you the journal.” 

Sameal’s hand slowly left my neck, teasing my skin, trailing over my right breast. “I could take you right now, and you know what? You wouldn’t raise a finger to stop me except in a pathetic show of token resistance for fending off something you want. As for the other reason, you’ve entered into a contract with me; services rendered awaiting payment. The nature of the payment is entirely up to me of course.” His hand continued its exploration over my twitching stomach, ending between my legs, pushing between them.

“Please…don’t…” O’my God, I’m so scared!

“Please don’t what; stop or don’t stop? You don’t even know the answer, do you?” I flinched when he gripped my aching pussy in his strong hand. “You’re such a naughty girl, aren’t you Cherry?

“Yes!”

“And you wouldn’t try to stop me in the least if I did decide to bend you over the table right now, would you?”

“No!” 

I’d never experienced the sensation of terrified arousal before, not for real, but this exact same scenario was something I’d fantasized endlessly about in the past; to be taken against my will by an incredibly strong and desirable man I hardly even knew. There was a part of me that wanted Sameal in a display of one-sided rough sex, where I had nothing to gain by it except the knowledge of being used.

“Maybe later Cherry girl, we still have business to attend to first.” A bout of spontaneous, hysterical laughter consumed me, while I jerked and twisted in his grip to alleviate the tickling that spread outward from between my legs. 

“Ah! Stop it…tickles! What…what are you doing…S-T-O-P!” And just as suddenly it did stop. Sameal released my hands, letting me collapse in a gasping ball, as I tried to recover from the maddening tickle torture I’d just endured. 

He calmly took his seat again, returning to his cup of coffee, watching me. Strangely enough, I began to notice something; I didn’t hurt anymore. I climbed to my feet, running my hands over my butt. It didn’t hurt anymore! I was so surprised I forgot all about Sameal, as I strained to get a look at my ass, turning in circles before bending down to look between my legs. No more welts, no more swelling, no more pain!

“If you’re finished playing peek-a-boo with yourself, sit down. I only have a few more minutes until I have to leave.”

“How did you do that?” I was in awe and strangely excited. I should be scared if anything but I wasn’t, not any longer. I don’t know, maybe I was growing numb to reason due to an overload of weird shit happening to me?

“I don’t have the time to explain the whole process of transcendental cellular regeneration to you at the moment. Let’s just say it was more magic, all right? Just be more careful in the future, I won’t always be around to fix you up after playtime. And no more fantasies about children either; you might just wake up with a pack of screaming rug-rats if you’re not careful. Now please, sit down, I’m sure you have questions before I need to leave for my next appointment?” Yes, that’s what I wanted, answers! I promptly took my seat, oblivious to the fact I was naked any longer.

“Sameal, what happened last night? I want to know about the journal. How could all those things actually happen to me? Does that happen every time I write in it? Why-” He held up his hands to ease the flurry to rapid-fire questions, but I was on a dizzying roll, overcome with exuberant curiosity. “How did you know all those things about me? Can I bring other things back with me? What happens if I get hurt, I mean really hurt? What happens if-” 

“Lucifer’s great hairy balls, would you shut-up!” I balked at his outburst, shocked into silence. “How typical,” Sameal scowled, “So many questions and not one of them are the ones you should be asking. You didn’t read the terms of the contract, did you? I thought you were smarter than that.”

I blinked back stupidly, shaking my head. “All I saw was the note you-”

“I didn’t think so. I was right when I fingered you as the impulsive type, but I guess that’s what happens when you grow up a spoiled brat with someone spoon feeding you your whole life. Well guess what Cherry girl, daddy’s not going to be around to bail you out of trouble this time.” Sameal handed me the journal. “Open it.”

I paged through it until my writing came into view. I went through it again from back to front with the same result. “I don’t see anything, what contract, what instructions? What’s going on Sameal, this isn’t funny!” He took one of my smokes from the open pack in front of him, letting the ominously loud click of my hissing lighter break the silence. Sameal peered at me through a haze and my heart froze. His eyes had taken on that same eerie pitch-black color from last night.

“Turn the lights off.” I didn’t like the sound of his voice any longer; it reminded me that I was naked, and my arm crept across my breasts trying to cover them.

“Why?

“Just do it Cherry, no more questions.” 

I turned in my chair, reaching for the light switch on the wall. My kitchen grew dim with the turn of a knob, shrouding us in a murky shadow. His eyes! Two bright specks of silver beamed back at me from across the table. I couldn’t breathe. The sudden renewal of fear ripped through me like a shock wave as the pieces started falling into place. The club, all the things Sameal had said, all the things I had seen him do. He’d healed me, Sameal had fucking healed me! He wasn’t human, he couldn’t be.

“What are you?” I whispered.

“Just open the journal.”

A faint red glow came from within it now, and I trembled, cracking the cover. The first several pages, the ones that had been blank before, were now filled with fiery script that seethed with a life. The heading at the top of the first page nearly stopped my heart. Devil Corp? What in the hell have I gotten myself into this time? 

I frantically flipped through the first ten pages; it was all there, the terms of my membership to Club Sheol, as well as the contract and the rules for using the journal while engaged in my virtual reality dreamworld. Worse yet, the last page of the contract held a balance sheet with my name in the subheading. The first line of the accounts receivable column was now ominously filled in. ‘1st use, puppy submissive fantasy.’ 

“This wasn’t here before? Why couldn’t I see this before!” 

“It’s Dark Script; sorry, I guess I forgot to tell you that it can only be seen in the dark.”

“Sorry? You…you tricked me!” Always trust your gut, Cherry. A guy never gives you something for nothing. I hate it when I’m right. “This isn’t fare; I never got a chance to read through this before, well before I…”

“Before you what, used our services to actually live out a lifelong fantasy? I’m a businessman Miss Clark, plain and simple. I, along with others like me, provide people like you with a service, and in turn you pay for said service. It’s a simple concept that you’re quite familiar with. Maybe if you hadn’t of been so anxious to show off as a cart wheeling puppy in front of a camera, and have your ass whipped by Mr. Perfect, you would have-”

“I would never have agreed to this contract if given the chance to review it first! Making a deal with the devil? Selling my soul for a night of-”

“What are you talking about, read the contract, Cherry! Nowhere does it say anything about using your precious soul as legal tender. He,” The pinpoint eyes of light jumped upward towards the ceiling. “Can have that for all I care. Our soul collection department deals with an entirely different set of rules. I broker in more mundane things, such as flesh and pleasure. And by the way, I’m not thee Devil; I’m a devil. There is no singular devil that rules over hell, it’s all propaganda and brainwashing by the other side. I’m a member of the board of directors if you really want to know.” Sameal stood, briskly stubbing out his cigarette and I followed him to my feet.

“Read through the contract and the rules governing any further use of the journal, and remember to be careful the next time you use it. It’s a wonderful tool for sexual fulfillment if used correctly, but you better be sure of what you want. Now if you’ll excuse me Miss Clark, I have to leave for my next appointment. Rest assured though, that I’ll be back at a later date to collect on my payment.”

“I don’t think so! There’s no way in…” I couldn’t bring myself to say hell, it just didn’t seem fitting any longer. “There’s no way I’m letting you collect anything from me, and you can take the damn journal with you, because I won’t be using it again!” Sameal let out a long breath, blinking back at me through the darkness.

“For one thing I can’t take the journal, it belongs to you now. It takes a certain kind of person to be eligible to receive a dream journal, and you happen to be one of them. You’re not fooling anyone though; you’ll use it again whether you want to or not. As for attempting a breach of contract,” his voice turned threateningly grim, forcing me up against the wall again. “I wouldn’t advise it. The law is on my side; this is a binding contract and even the Trinity can’t interfere on your behalf because of the ‘free will’ clause. Trust me, you will pay for your fantasies Miss Clark; corporate debt collectors have their ways, and none of them are very pleasant. Demonic possession happens to be a widely used technique, and has proved quite effective over the years.”

“You can’t do this, it’s…it’s just wrong.” 

“I can and I do, every day. Read through the contract and the terms governing your membership. I do hope we can continue this budding relationship; you’re already becoming a favorite at the club. You wouldn’t believe how many of other members have made requests to spend a little ‘quality time’ with you.” 

“When are you coming back? You can’t just pop in here whenever you like?” His slow, deep chuckle wasn’t very reassuring. 

“You want to bet on that? I can demand payment from you anytime, anywhere, without prior notice while it’s pending. As for when exactly, I think I’ll keep that a surprise. The not knowing always seems to add just a bit of spice to a day to day routine, don’t you agree? See you soon Cherry girl.” Sameal disappeared in another display of ‘magic,’ leaving me dazed and confused. Through the front door my lily-white ass… I just remembered it was locked and dead bolted.

I quickly turned up the lights, hoping that it would push the spinning insanity from my mind with the fading darkness. This can’t be happening! I was locked into an apparently legal and binding contract with the Devil, or at least a Devil as Sameal called himself. And for how long, forever? Until I died, and then what? I didn’t want this… All I wanted was to have a little fun. 

I ran for the kitchen sink as my stomach revolted again. While I hovered over it retching and coughing, I knew I was pretty much screwed. Sameal had been right; I’d taken my first step down a road that few people dared to tread, and there was no turning back now. I’d tasted of the forbidden fruit, and had been changed by it forever. 

 

***
 

I sat on the couch, taking another sip of coffee, engulfed in darkness except for the red glow of the Dark Script illuminating my face. I’d been at it now for about an hour, immersed completely in the terms of my contract once I was able to think coherently again. I’d given up trying to tell myself that this wasn’t happening, or that Sameal wasn’t exactly what he claimed to be. I was now a member of the few, yet privileged fraternity that knew beyond a shadow of a doubt, that there was actually a Heaven and a Hell. The proof of one of them was currently resting in my hands.

I shook my head, slamming the journal shut in disgust. What a scam! I’d never read such one-sided, open-ended bullshit in my life. You’d have to be an idiot to agree to these terms, either that or just really desperate. Well, at least I knew what category I fell in to. 

One thing that really got my panties in a bunch, other than my ass literally belonged to Sameal for the time being, was that my journal fantasies wouldn’t anywhere close to being private. “Any and all material, written or implied within a client’s dream journal, becomes the exclusive property of Devil Corp now and forever, to include reproduction, distribution, etc.” That’s what Sameal had meant in regards to my popularity at the club. The wide screen T.V on the wall? Yeah, those were all client fantasies on display for the other club members. I’d had much more than a make-believe audience during my performance on camera last night. How humiliating!

And then there was this whole method of payment that pretty much sucked. It was a one for one exchange, which was understandable, but the fact that there were really no guidelines governing time, conditions or what sort of sexually despicable act I would have to perform, didn’t sit well with me at all. Apparently, repayment could also included working at the club, live performances and ‘customer service’ as deemed appropriate by my lien holder, or one Sameal Devil in my case. Needless to say, the entire situation made me want to throw up, again.

The only part in the contract that supposedly protected my rights, were so vague and wishy-washy, that it worked more to Sameal’s advantage than my own. “All methods of repayment must be reasonably appropriate for the fantasy service provided, but method of repayment is ultimately at the discretion of the lien holder. Any grievances in regards to said repayment, must be submitted in writing to the complaints department no later than three business days after such payment is collected upon.” I couldn’t believe it; hell was beginning to remind me of nothing more than a large and unscrupulous corporation that brokered in human beings. Devil Corp indeed!

It looked like I was stuck for the time being with no way out. I couldn’t refuse Sameal when he came for me, that would be a breach of contract just like he’d said, and I had no desire to experience a demonic possession, repeated instances of violent entity rape or residential haunting until I finally broke and submitted to rendering payment regardless. I closed my eyes, head falling back against the couch. 

“This sucks!” I screamed into the darkness. Or did it?

It still blew my mind, the reality of it all. Things made a bit more sense though after glancing over some of the journal’s instructions. It was my mind, along with a bit of magic as Sameal called it, which made it real for me. It seemed that such a simple creature as the human brain wasn’t able to differentiate between reality and fantasy. It was just like the old wife’s tale that if you die in your dreams, you die for real. In this case it was true, that’s how the physical repercussions of my fantasy manifested themselves…I think. If I was correct in my understanding, the neatest thing about my fantasy world inside the journal was that I controlled every aspect of it. It wasn’t like REM sleep with random, haphazard dreams that you swayed mercilessly to. I dictated the terms, and the outcome of it from start to finish. It was perfect.

My phone rang for the umpteenth time tonight; it was Kelly, again. I flipped on the lights, glancing up at the clock, running a hand through my hair. It was nearly eight. Guess I better get this over with; I can’t hide in the dark forever.

“Hi Kelly.”

“Cherry? I’ve been trying to get a hold of you all night! Are you okay; I was about ready to call the cops to come check on you? Is he still there?” Kelly was almost yelling into the phone with hysterical worry, and I had to hold it away from my ear to keep from going deaf.

“No everything’s fine, he’s gone now.”

“Uh oh, I know that voice. What happened, are you okay? That prick didn’t do anything to you, did he?”

“No, no I’m just tired. It’s been a pretty rough day is all.” 

“He dumped you didn’t he? The old wham-bam-thank-you ma’am thing again, huh? I’m so sorry, hon; you seem to have the worst luck with guys at times. You want me to come over and we can talk for awhile?”

“Thanks, but I’m fine,” Kel could be a real sweetheart when she wanted to be. “He didn’t dump me, as a matter of fact, I’ll be seeing Sameal again soon, I think.” Like I had a choice in the matter any longer. “I’m just beat, and need some chill time is all.”

“Why you little tramp! You’ve been holed up at your place, screwing your brains out non-stop with this guy since last night, haven’t you? And here I was worried sick; I can’t believe you Cherry.” I groaned, shutting my eyes. Nothing I could say was going to make her think otherwise at this point.

“Yeah, you got me, we’ve been at it like a couple of rabbits.”

“What’s he like, is he cute? You said his name was Sameal; it sounds foreign.”

“I’m not sure where he’s from, Spain or maybe France, but he lost his accent years ago.” This is easier than I thought.

“Sooo, what’s he like, c’mon, spill it.”

“Well,” I leaned back envisioning Sameal. “He’s tall, about six feet and must exercise a lot; he’s in great shape. Dark eyes, short brown hair and a really sexy voice.”

“And?” I knew what Kelly was hinting at, and I smiled wickedly in return.

“And he’s hung like a horse!” I blurted, scissoring my feet rapidly, giggling hysterically like I was a teenager again. I could hear the same result on Kelly’s end. 

“He popped you, didn’t he? How many did you have?” 

“O’my god did he, I came so many times I lost count! He’s an animal; I’ve never met a guy that could keep it up for that long. I may not be walking very well at work Monday.” This was fun; I’d never really talked with Kelly so candidly about sex before. It didn’t matter if it was real or not, because it made me forget all about my recent dilemma, as the visions I was describing flowed effortlessly from my imagination. 

Sameal was good looking, and under normal circumstances, like him being human for example, we may have hit it off together. When he had me pinned against the wall with his hand between my legs… Fear, lurid desire and vulnerable excitement; I’d felt it all in the span of a breath, and I liked it. He must have some sort of innate ‘devil’ power flowing in his veins that made me want him like a bitch in heat, regardless of the consequences.

My fingers were between my legs, running absentmindedly through the slick, warm folds of my pussy. What would it be like? Would it be rough and demanding like he’d hinted at in the kitchen? Would he just bend me over, kicking my legs apart and fuck me? He must be impressively well endowed; he was a devil after all. Images of myself quivering in unimaginable ecstasy, while I was grossly stretched to accept him, then fucked like a dirty little slut for hours on end, twisted like a treacherous snake in the murky filth of my mind.

“So when are you going to see him again?” 

“I ahhh…ugh…soon I think,” I stuttered, voice catching in my throat as an involuntary convolution rippled through my entire body. I had two fingers inside myself going for a painful third, while Sameal fucked me in my mind to collect on his payment of flesh. Yes, he was big and it was rough. He had a firm grip on my hair, pulling my body back in a painful arch as I rode his cock to the hilt. I was a tool of his desire and nothing more at this point. “You feel so good… yeah, fuck my pussy harder…” 

“Did you say something?”

“No…yes! I mean…I…I can’t talk right now, I have to go… later.” 

I snapped the cover shut on my cell, letting out a restrained groan that vaguely resembled human speech, putting my newly freed hand to good use. My clit was really going to get it now. 

“Yeah…fuck yeah, harder, give it to me…” Sameal was so deep inside me that his cock was bouncing off my tonsils. He was the biggest and hardest man I’d ever been with, and I was so close. Oh god yes, here it comes…


I jumped from the couch with a muffled squeal of surprise at the heavy, echoing thump behind the full-length curtain that hid my sliding glass door to the outside world. In the background, I heard the faint shrieks of jubilant children. 

“What now?” I crept to the sliding door, nervously peeking out around the edge of the curtain. Somehow, one of my musk-covered fingers had found its way in my mouth. A group of five kids, two of which I knew were playing kickball in the dimming courtyard bathed in an iridescent glow of overhead lights. I jumped back with a girlish squeak when the ball came straight at my face, thumping off my transparent shield again. “Damn kids,” I growled in frustration, throwing the door open while hiding my partial nudity behind flowery shades of lilac.

“Andrew Bell!” The kids froze at one, staring in my direction with faces stricken in pure horror. “You take your friends somewhere else and play or…or I’m going to tell your dad what you and Missy Johnson where doing behind the bushes last week!” They stared at me for the briefest of seconds before one of them snatched up the ball, and the entire group scattered like a pack of terrified mice.

“Stupid kids.” Just when I was about to shut the door, a screeching cry ripped the silence behind me. I screamed in turn as Dawson leapt past my feet, bolting through the narrow gap of the door. “Dawson, come back…Dawson!” She was gone, lost in the darkness of neatly trimmed hedgerows. “Dawson!” 

I couldn’t go after her, not dressed like this. She’d be back when she got hungry though. “Stupid cat, stupid kids,” I cursed under my breath, slamming the door and pulling the curtain shut behind me. I was so wound up at this point, that I’d had it with the world by now. The feeling of impending climax was gone, replaced by skittish anger and sexual frustration. 

“Ugh, not again!” I whined, stomping my foot in a display of adolescent fury. Maybe it was for the best. What was I doing anyway, fantasizing about having sex with a man, no not a man, a Devil? I’m going crazy; I know it! Even as I tried to rationalize my reason for what I’d been doing, I knew the answer; Sameal excited me. Maybe it was dangerous unpredictability of the entire situation that did? There was a sinister and vile part of me rearing its head that couldn’t wait to see him again.

I glanced at the journal sitting on my coffee table, while a silent battle raged within turbulent mind. I felt tensely anxious, ready to snap. I need my fix! I only owed him for one fantasy, what could one more hurt? After that I’ll stop, just one more, that’s all. I snatched the journal off the table, heading for my bedroom with quick angry strides. 

I couldn’t believe I was going to use it again, not after reading the terms of the contract. It was worth it though; anything was worth the price of having my ultimate fantasies fulfilled with no repercussions other than paying for them with more sex.

I turned on the lamp beside my bed, glancing down at the items from last night’s puppyplay. They disappeared into the open top drawer with a sweep of my hand. Tonight was going to be different; no loving Master and tender kisses, no play scenes dressed in leather and no holding back my voracious hunger any longer. I was pissed off with one thing on my mind; I wanted dick, and lots of it. I wanted to be fucked like a dirty whore, and if the real world wouldn’t let me have my fun, then I’d let a make believe one do it for me.

 My nightshirt dropped to the floor, followed by my panties sliding down over legs eager to be spread. As crazy as it sounds, I had every reason to believe that if I had unprotected sex in my fantasy, which I fully intended to do, I very well risked the chance of getting pregnant. That was unless I wanted them to be sterile? No, I wanted that extra dose of danger. There was something erotic in the idea of a group of men pumping me full of live, and very potent of cum. I could just picture the horde of little buggers competing against one another in a battle to the death to impregnate me. I shivered again, feeling the looming pressure within me growing stronger.

I was on birth control to regulate my period, but that wasn’t enough, not for what I had planned. I dug through the nightstand drawer filled with toys and bottles of lubricant, until finding the packet of long neglected morning after pills I’d used in the past. The first one, the one meant to be taken within seventy two hours of unprotected sex disappeared in my mouth. The other one stood ready to complete the process when I woke up.

I still hadn’t figured out how items like the collar and wedding ring came back with me though; there wasn’t anything in the instructions about it at all, so I decided it was time to do ‘a little’ experiment. If things worked out the way I planned, I may have found the answer to the unending quest that’s plagued humanity since the dawn of time. 

With journal in hand, I took my place in bed, propped up no different than I’d been the night before. Flipping open the cover, I paged through it until coming to the first available page. Oh yeah, this was going to be a good one. Tonight I’m going to be Cherry, the bitterly disgruntled and down on her luck pizza delivery girl that will do anything for a quick buck. Tonight I planned on coming home with more than just the average tip, for making a delivery in thirty minutes or less.

 

***

 

I squinted into the oncoming headlights, with the eternal smell of pepperoni and onions that permeated my car growing stronger with yet another delivery. My eyes met the glossy, sweat and grease covered reflection in the rearview mirror scowling back at me. No matter what I did, I couldn’t get rid of the speckling of acne that dotted my scared and imperfect skin. Three lukewarm showers a week just wasn’t cutting it, but I could barely pay the bills as it was without racking up the utilities by spoiling myself. I looked away with a snort of apathy, letting my mind slip further into the uncaring world of perpetual anger and depression that had consumed me years ago. Gripping the steering wheel harder, I stubbed out my cigarette in the overflowing mountain of butts in the ashtray, spilling half of them to the grungy floor of my car. 

“That asshole,” I muttered sulkily. “Who does he think he is anyway, treating me like I’m his personal fuck toy all the time?” Images of kicking the shit out of my boss filled my mind. What a scumbag… I was tired of getting felt up by that fat pig every night. I was tired of being threatened with losing my crappy job if I didn’t put out for him in the back room after closing time. I was tired of never getting a damn break in my life!

My ancient two-door hatchback, well on its way to the bone-yard, rocked to a stop in front of the Sigma Phi house. He knew how much I hated to deliver to these damn places. All it did was remind me of the life I could have had, if not for my accident twelve years ago. Instead, I was a twenty-eight year old looser on the fast track to nowhere, trying to scrape by day to day by living off the generosity of others and my fading youth. 

The car door creaked open in rusting protest, and I set the giant stack of warming bags on the roof, straightening my uniform. I’d already taken my bra off, letting my breasts hang heavy beneath my red company tee shirt that was two sizes too small for me. I tucked it into my teen-sized khaki shorts, stretching the material until it hugged my waif-thin frame. I was down to ninety pounds now, and ten of that was from fake tits. At least I might get a decent tip for showing off some cleavage this time?

I straightened my ball cap with a tail of greasy hair sticking out the back, before clipping my fanny pack about my waist and sliding the warming bags into my hands. My first several steps were winces of limping agony toward the source of muted party music, and wild shouts of carefree intoxication. The nasty scar running from mid-thigh to my upper calf from a compound fracture to my right leg, and two failed knee surgeries, was the reward and trophy I’d earned for all my years of devotion to gymnastics. I’d broken much more than my leg that day at the Olympic tryouts, I’d broken my life.

I tried ringing the doorbell three times, waiting in growing annoyance before beating on the door with my bony fist. “C’mon you assholes, I haven’t got all fucking night.” The door swung open as if on command, and a wave of drunken chaos drowned me beneath it.

“Hey, it’s the pizza girl!” A wobbly frat boy boomed, spilling half his plastic cup of beer while beckoning me inside.

“I can’t, it’s-” he was already gone, lost in the sea of bodies that bounced in time to the crashing roar from some unknown industrial house band. “-Against company policy!” Dammit, I was supposed to collect payment at the door. That was the first thing you learned in this line of work, never go inside, not ever. My friend Cara learned that lesson the hard way.

I continued to stand in the doorway, ignored and unsure. It was a big group; a massive rave and I did need to get paid. If I went back to the shop empty-handed with an order this big, Rick would take it out of my ass, literally. It should be safe enough though…


Stepping inside, I tried to make eye contact with anyone that looked sober enough to dial a phone. I wasn’t having very good luck. Just as I was about ready to call it quits, a hand waved at me overtop the writhing mass of heads. Finally! I pushed my way through the crowd, being jostled and bumped, almost dropping my heavy load of six pizzas more times than once. I finally broke through to a group of eight guys sitting around a card table with a huge mountain of cash sitting in the middle of it.

“Foods here!” One of them yelled, followed by the entire group breaking into a deep chanting toast in my honor. “Pizza girl! Pizza girl! Pizza girl!” Jesus Christ, what a bunch of goons… I knew their type in a heartbeat; over privileged football jocks and rich kids that had grown up with mommy and daddy wiping their noses for them.

“Hi guys, the total’s $116.70!” I yelled over the chaos, handing the receipt to a sandy haired linebacker seated beside me. One of them began taking money out of the pot, and I started to drool, eyeing it like a greedy child in a candy store. There was at least five or six hundred left after paying for the pizza. I should get a decent tip out of this right? I stood up a bit straighter, sticking out my chest a little more. C’mon boys, take the bait…

I couldn’t believe it; they were ignoring me. I’m not going to get a tip! They were too engrossed in devouring the steaming shards of cheese covered goo, to even take notice of my intentionally flaunted body. Did they have any idea how uncomfortable it was to wear shorts this tight, and the constant yeast infections I had to deal with because of it? That’s why I hated these kinds of deliveries; I made less than minimum wage because of tips, and these guys didn’t even seem to care. I glared at them in barely concealed rage, stuffing the money for the order into my fanny pack.

“I hope you choke on it you assholes,” I growled resentfully, turning to leave.

“Hey, wait up babe,” A barrel-chested sack of white meat mumbled through a mouthful of pizza. “Don’t you want your tip?” I turned with a glimmer of hope. “Here’s all the tip you’re ever going to need!” He had is dick in hand, taunting me as the entire table burst into guttural laughter. My lip quivered into a snarl, and I flipped him off. 

“Go fuck yourself.”

“Whoa, chill! I’ll give you twenty bucks to suck my dick, what do you say?” I shook my head turning to leave again. Men were nothing but a bunch of overgrown, immature assholes.

“I’m serious pizza girl, thirty bucks if you suck it in front of everyone.” 

The silence was incredibly loud behind me, and I was greeted by eight pair of anxiously shinning eyes. My gaze darted from his prick to the heap of money sitting on the table. The bastards knew I was going to accept his offer, even before I did.

“Thirty five,” I said taking a reluctant step in his direction. I needed the money more than my sense of false pride at the moment.

“All right, thirty five and you swallow.”

“Fine, give me the money.” 

The entire table broke into a victory cheer, clapping at my defeat of self-respect while I pocketed the money. My eyes grew dim, looking away from their eager faces as I set the warming bag down and knelt between his legs. I always had liked sucking dick, so this was going to be easy money, but the sooner this guy got off the better. I still had a few more hours of delivery work to look forward to before starting my second job.

“Do it nice blondie, and maybe you’ll earn a little extra,” he whispered evilly, setting his hand on top of my head, pulling it closer. And just like a duck taking to water, the pink bulbous tip of his dick disappeared between my lips to another round of exuberant cheering. 

“Let’s hear it for white trash ho’s!” 

Fuck off, I seethed, forcing his shaft deeper into my throat, sucking it like it was the best thing in the world. I fought against the urge to gag for a moment, as the saliva in my mouth grew thick and slimy, mixed with the taste of sweaty cockflesh and the residue of bitter urine. By the taste of it, he hadn’t taken a shower after the game. Oh well… This wasn’t the first time I’d sucked a dirty cock, not by a long shot. The way I figured, I was only getting what I deserved for acting like a filthy slut most of my life anyway. 

My hand worked in a fast circular motion around his rock hard shaft, letting trails of saliva drain from my mouth for ample lubrication, while my tongue rolled over the soft skin of his cock head like a suction pump. I was giving this guy the full treatment in hopes of making a bit more for my few minutes of work. My plan was to get him off in five minutes or less.

“Damn this girl can suck some dick; I think she may be a pro?” I heard the voice above me exclaim proudly to his friends. You got no idea buddy… I wasn’t about to open my eyes and give him the satisfaction of knowing how much I actually enjoyed what I was doing. 

My head bobbed up and down in his lap like an out of control marionette, moving in time to the sounds of wet, slurping-flesh and groans of male pleasure. I let his cock hit the back of my throat, pausing with my nose buried in his thick tuft of musky pubic hair. He was big, but nothing I couldn’t handle. I’d always been good at deep-throating, and was sure this little trick would earn me a few extra bucks in the process. I tea bagged him after that, jerking him off while I rolled his plump balls in my mouth. I gave his throbbing dick my full attention again, and was rewarded with the familiar taste of salty leakage for my efforts. I stole a peek at his face and knew he was getting close. 

“Go, go, go!” The mob chanted while I feverishly worked his dick with my hand, the tip balanced in my mouth, drawing his gooey load from the depths of a pair rapidly bouncing balls. With a groan and a firm grip on my ponytail ‘fuck-handle,’ he exploded in my mouth. I repressed a moan, savoring every blast of salty bliss that I eagerly swallowed like a baby suckling at her mother’s teat. More cheers greeted the undeniable outcome, and I glanced at my watch, smiling. Four minutes and forty-two seconds.... Damn I’m good.

“That was the best goddamn blowjob I’ve ever had. You got it going on girl, no doubt!” My eyes shifted nervously from being the center of so much shameful attention, as I wiped a slimy bead of modesty from the corner of my mouth.

“Thanks but ah…I’ve got to get going.” I had my money and was done as far as I was concerned. I struggled to my feet, reaching for the warming bag.

“Not so fast, what’s your name?” Another of them called out, bringing silence to the table again. This guy had an air of authority about him. He was probably the starting quarterback and chapter president if I were to guess. My voice squeaked back at him in barely a whisper.

“Cherry… That’s fucking cute, isn’t it?” A round of dark chuckling met my frown of embarrassment. 

“Yeah, well…I’ve got to get going, I’m running late already and my boss is-”

“How would you like to make a lot more money tonight, Cherry?” The way he said my name made it sound polluted somehow, like a piece of filth had fallen out of his mouth. “How much money we got left, Pepper?” He asked a dark haired guy two seats down from him.

“I don’t know, after paying for the pizza,” he sorted through the pile of green avarice with relaxed leisure. “Maybe close to $700, why?” They exchanged glances and the one named Pepper leaned back in his seat. “You’re not thinking, what I think you’re thinking, are you Sheeter? Look at her, she’s a fucking bony-ass skank? Don’t tell me you wanna hit that!” 

My cheeks grew hot with humiliated anger. “I’m not a skank!” 

“Sure you’re not sweetheart, you missed a spot on your chin,” Another of ‘boys’ chimed in lightheartedly, pointing to the corner of his mouth.

“Get bent asshole, I don’t have to take this shit.” Once again, I turned to leave.

“Hold on Cherry,” Sheeter, the unproclaimed leader called after me. “Seven-hundred bucks, and it’s sitting right there.” 

“Huh?”

“$700, what do you say?” I couldn’t help but ogle the pile of money.

“Seven hundred for what?” Why did I even bother to ask; I knew damn well what he was talking about.

“All of us.”

 The table exploded in a riot; half of them were talking about pounding the bottom out of my narrow ass, while the other half protested the waste of their money on such a scummy looking tramp. Sheeter promised to make up the difference to any of them that didn’t want a piece of me tonight.

“What do you say pizza girl, you up for a serious party tonight? That kind of cash has to be more than you make in what, two weeks?” It was closer to three actually… Seven hundred bucks to fuck seven guys, eight if the one I’d given a blowjob to got it up again? Hell yeah! My rent was already overdue.

“All right, you’re on tough guy. You got condoms?”

“Nope, we’re riding bareback tonight.” He was smirking again.

“No fucking way, you can take that money and shove it up your ass.” There was no way in hell I was going to let that many guys shoot a hot load inside me unprotected.

“Here’s the final offer, take it or leave it; $850, bareback and anything goes. I’m being generous and you know it. Do you honestly think you’re worth even that much? If you don’t like the offer then get the fuck out, and stop wasting our time. You know where the door’s at.”

I looked around the table, chewing tensely at my lip in fading deliberation. I was sure I could come up with a good enough cover story to keep from getting fired. Besides, if Rick got rid of me he wouldn’t have anyone to fuck before going home to his frigid wife. The thing about not using condoms wasn’t really that big of a deal either, I guess; Shelly could always give me another bathroom abortion if it came to that. What the fuck difference was one more in my life going to make? $850 bucks for a couple hours of work doing something I enjoyed…

“Okay, all of it up front and no freaky, weird shit, got it? Straight sex and that’s it.”

“Deal, but you better be able to take two guys at once?” Sheeter nodded to the two big black guys sitting opposite him. “Anton and Mitchell work as a team.” 

“Hell yeah bitch, you ain’t never been fucked until you’ve got dick from two brothers hitting that shit at the same time. We’re gonna ruin that little white-trash pussy of yours tonight.” One of them growled, anxiously grabbing his bulging crotch.

“O fuck that! C’mon Sheeter, they’re going last, alright?” One of the faceless white guys screeched pathetically. “It’s going to be like fucking a bucket full of mayonnaise after those two are done with her.” The two black guys snickered, bumping knuckles.

“What’s wrong T.J., you ain’t packing enough meat to fill up a little ho like that? How the hell you know what mayo feels like anyway?” The entire table was in stitches, making playful jabs at the size of T.J’s dick and his supposed use of mayonnaise as a suitable alternate for a woman. I couldn’t believe how they were talking about me though, and right in front of my face. It was like I was nothing more than a thing, an object to be used and discarded like one more notch in a long line of girls they’d screwed over the years. Just the thought of it made me even wetter.

I was starting to secretly have my doubts though; more than one guy at once, and two black guys at that? Based on the way Anton and Michel were talking about their size, I just hoped I was up for it. I’d never been with two black guys at the same time, or a gangbang for that matter, but… 

“All right, I’m game.” My prospective ‘clients’ burst into an excited banter of eagerness. 

“You just remember to play by the rules and be the perfect little slut tonight, or we get a refund, understand?” I nodded at Sheeter and he started counting out the money, making up the difference from his wallet filled with a sea of green.

“What room are we going to use?” A random voice called out, and everyone looked to Sheeter. 

“Tom, take her up to one of the plebes rooms. At least strip the bed for them while you’re at it. I’ll be up in a little while for the first go. The rest of you can figure out whatever order you want. Sorry T.J., you’re on your own, buddy.”

“Man, that’s fucked up,” T.J skulked throwing his cards down on the table. It was met with another round of victorious laughter from Anton and Mitchell.

“Don’t worry bro, we’ll leave you some scraps to nibble on after we’re finished.”

“C’mon blondie, follow me,” A tall, shaggy haired guy said starting to wind his way through the crowd towards a flight of stairs in the back of the main room. 

“I have a name ya know,” I whispered under my breath, lowering my eyes while I limped after him. 

Stairs weren’t one of my strong points now, and it took me longer than expected to reach the top, hobbling stiffly as I leaned on the handrail. Tom was waiting, watching my progress. “Your last name is Clark, isn’t it?” He asked as I faltered to a stop, breathing heavily. “Cherry Clark?”

“Yeah, what of it?” I followed behind him down the noisy hallway, and he kept looking back at me with an unsettling expression.

“Thought so, I had a brother that knew you back in high school,” he added mysteriously, entering a room near the end of the hall. I wrinkled my nose from the stuffy smell of unwashed laundry, cluttered living conditions and B.O. from the two pimple-faced geeks poring over textbooks at their desk.

“You two turds go find someplace else to hang out for a few hours, we need your room. Move!” They jumped up with a flurry of scattered papers, eyeing me shyly as if they could already see the inevitable remains that my presence would leave behind in one of their beds. This only made the bile rise higher in the back of my throat. I needed the money, there was no question about that, and the idea of getting laid by a group of burly jocks did sound appealing, but… What the hell’s the matter with me? I’m fucking horny as hell, but something didn’t feel right about the whole situation.

“You remember a guy named Randy Timmons? You know, the kid that blew his brains out with a shotgun?”

“What?” I was pulled back to reality, staring up at Tom’s solemn face.

“Randy Timmons; he was my older brother.” Tom quietly shut the door behind us. If I’d been paying more attention to what he was doing, instead of trying to remember his brother, I may have noticed him locking it as well.

I vaguely remembered Randy as a awkwardly scrawny nerd, and how he had followed me around, doing little things for me here and there like a lovesick puppy for the first couple years of high school. I’d done nothing but ignore him, made fun of him actually, content with excluding him from my own social standing because that was the acceptable thing to do at the time.

“Did you even know that he was there cheering for you that day you fucked up your leg?” I didn’t like the change that was coming over Tom; his voice was starting to scare me, growing heavy with livid hate. The first prickling of gnawing fear made me take a step away from him. This doesn’t feel right at all. “And I bet you never so much as bothered to give him a simple thank you, or ever say a kind word to him for all the shit he did for you? Randy would have done anything for you, treated you like a queen if you’d ever bothered to take the time to notice what a great guy he was. Instead he blew his fucking head off after your boyfriend caught him jerking off while watching you in gym class. You remember that day don’t you? Think real hard about it.” 

I did remember it, and the humiliating shame his brother must have felt. We’d all laughed at Randy, after my boyfriend Shawn had pulled him out from behind the bleachers with his dick still hanging out of his pants. He’d fled the gym in tears, after suffering the ultimate high school embarrassment in front of more than fifty of his peers.

“I don’t know what he ever saw in a tramp like you in the first place,” the back of Tom’s hand shot through the air, knocking me stunned and shaking to the ground. Craze-filled eyes glared down at me now. “And just look what you’ve become today, a burned out crack-whore willing do anything for a dollar. You’re nothing but a piece of shit now, you know that?” I tried to climb to my feet, but my damaged leg kept giving out on me. Incredibly strong hands took hold of my shirt, yanking me up like a rag doll with the sound of ripping fabric. 

“Get your fucking hands off me, help!” I beat my fists helplessly against his chest and he punched me in the face, rocking my head back in stunned disbelief. The asshole punched me! I could taste blood now as I was thrown heavily to the bed.

“It’s your fault he killed himself, and now I’m going to take it out of your ass for old times’ sake, bitch!”

“No… It wasn’t my fault! I’m sorry… I…”

Tom pounced on me like feral tiger, and I kicked wildly at him in a feeble attempt to defend myself. That was when the rain of brutally hard slaps began, and didn’t stop until I’d entered a realm of incapacitated senselessness. Trails of splattered blood covered my bruised and aching cheeks from the steady flow leaking out of my broken nose.

“Please…don’t,” I whimpered in pathetic, unheard mercy. I didn’t like this, it wasn’t supposed to be like this! 

“Shut up you stupid little cock tease, I’m only giving you what you deserve.” 

I vaguely felt the distant sensation of my shorts and dingy panties being violently ripped down around my legs. The fanny pack full of money landed beside my outstretched hand, and I clutched blindly at it, pulling it closer. Tom was above then, bleary and omnipotent through my tear streaked eyes. I couldn’t scream. I couldn’t call for help. He was too strong for me. 

Tom tore at his pants, stripping them off with frantic haste. His cock stood out threateningly in my direction, like a menacing spear of rage-driven lust. He easily pushing his way through my weakening resistance, spreading my scrawny legs, painfully knifing into my drenched and greedy cunt with a single powerful thrust. I cried out in hesitant pleasure, gripping tightly at the sliver of iron that had split me in two. I tried to turn away from his leering face, but he grabbed my chin, forcing me to meet his eyes.

“Looks like every good bitch gets what she deserves in the end doesn’t it, and this is only the start of a long night for you.” 

He grunted, hammering into me like a pile driver, violating my slick, accepting folds. For reasons I couldn’t explain, my jutting pubic bone and hips, thrust upward to meet him. 

“I want to hear you say it bitch, I want to hear you say what a fucking slut you are,” Tom hissed in my ear. “You don’t think I haven’t noticed how you’re getting off on this, have you? Say it!”

“I’m a slut!” I screeched obediently. 

“And what happens to filthy sluts like you, huh?” Tom’s cock seemed to swell with excitement, and god help me, my cunt convulsed in around him, eagerly sucking back.

“They get fucked!”

He spit on my face, mercilessly slapping my burning cheek again. “That’s right, you’re a worthless little whore, and you’re going to be fucked like one all night long. I bet you even think Sheeter’s going to let you walk out of here with all that money, too? Guess again, you aren’t getting jack shit tonight, except fucked raw.” 

Wait… stop…please! I don’t want this! A terrifying sense of panic began to bubble through the haze of forced arousal gripping my body. I began to writhe with frenzied resistance, fighting against the impending climax of something I’d foolishly thought I wanted. 

 “No please, stop! Get off meeeee!”

 

***

 

I jumped from bed, crashing to the floor, screeching in wild panting, terror while searching for my assailant. The journal skidded across the floor beside me. I was dressed in a ripped pizza shirt, ball cap and a pair of sneakers. In my left hand I clutched a black fanny pack like it was the most priceless object in the world. 

I tried to stand, but I staggered when my bad leg gave out from under me. A long moan seeped from my blood-covered lips, and I reaching down to touch the sharp stabbing pain in my ruined leg. The strange sensation of a deep crevasse of a jagged scaring ran nearly its entire length. 

“O’ god no…” 

I felt lost in my strangely familiar surroundings, standing in the middle of a small bedroom that was bathed in a shadow of overcast depression, neglected housekeeping and meaningless sex. The grimy paint chipped walls were pathetically decorated with an assortment of aging rock posters and random cheap artwork. A battered dresser missing two handles stood against one wall with clothing hanging haphazardly out of the drawers. My unmade bed was scattered with dingy, sex stained sheets blatantly laughing in my face. The nightstand beside it was scattered with an assortment of well-used drug paraphernalia and open condom wrappers like the filthy aftermath of a recent crime scene. Fuck me…I’m a burned out secondhand prostitute and a meth addict. I already felt the desperate pull to light up and drown my misery in another drug-induced delirium.

I limped numbly over to a dingy standing mirror, staring in shock with large sunken eyes at the visage of a stranger. I was pitifully skinny, a pale shadow of my normal self, with waxy unhealthy looking skin. My hair was thin, having lost its rich luster long ago. I winced; touching my split lip, probing gently at my broken nose and blood covered face. My cheeks were already puffy and swelling, heavily bruised under a layer of tears. 

“What have I done…” It wasn’t a fantasy this time; I’d made it real somehow. 

“I told you to be careful Cherry,” I spun in terror as visions of my assailant, still fresh in my mind, resurfaced like a vivid nightmare. “I told you to be sure what you wanted before you even starting to write in the journal.”

“Sameal,” I gasped, throwing myself into his comforting arms that hesitantly folded around me. “I don’t want the journal any longer, take it back please! What happened to me, where am I? Look what I’ve done to myself!” Everything from my fantasy life was hauntingly real. I still felt an unlikely sense of excitement from the helpless terror of having a man force himself on me, but the combined feeling of depression, failure, shame and a sense of worthlessness that I’d never known in my life, made it all so fleeting. 

“I already told you I can’t do that.” He stroked my dingy unwashed hair, while I openly wept into his immaculate suit. “I had to break the rules for you Cherry girl, I had to pull you out of the fantasy myself. You’d lost control of it, immersing yourself so deeply in your imaginary reality that it replaced your real life. You have to learn to control it and soon, or in the end, your fantasies will ultimately destroy you.” 

“I’m never touching that fucking thing again, never…what am I going to do?” I choked out, clutching at the only source of unlikely reassurance and stability in my shattered mind.

“Let’s get you in bed, shall we? You need some sleep to heal in more ways than one. Some fantasies,” I met Sameal’s eyes filled with a soothing kindness that I never thought possible coming from a creature like him. “Are best left as that left. Reality tends to be a much harsher mistress when it comes to learning the unspoken truth about yourself.” 

I sniffed back my tears, nodding thankfully. If Sameal hadn’t of rescued me, I would have been brutally raped, possibly for hours, and I would have miserably enjoyed it. And to what end? To come home to turning tricks again to support my out of control drug addiction in a new reality I’d accidentally created for myself? Sameal was right in one sense; some fantasies were best left as that. 

I kicked off my worn tennis shoes, crawling under the dirty covers that still smelled faintly of musty sex from last customer. Sameal tenderly stroked my bangs, and I shivered under his touch. “Sleep Cherry girl, I’ll take care of everything,” his voice was so sincere that I actually forgot who and what he was for a moment. “You’ll be back to your radiantly beautiful self, and your old life when you wake up.” 

I smiled up at him, closing my eyes with the reassurance that everything would be fine, just like he said. I sure hoped so, because I had nothing to look forward to except a lot of explaining to my boss as to why I didn’t show back up to work. Dry fucking me in the ass was his way of teaching me a lesson, and unfortunately the price I’d have to pay keep my worthless job after screwing up this bad again.



 














































Chapter Four
When I woke late Sunday morning, it was just like Sameal had said; I was back in the comfort of my ‘real’ home and my ‘real’ body again. I stared intently at myself in the bathroom mirror for more than ten minutes, scrutinizing every inch of who and what I was just to make sure. Everything was as it should be, at least physically anyway. 

I could still remember it all with brutal clarity; every act of cheap prostitution I’d performed in my desperation to survive, polluted my mind like the rainbow hue of gasoline on a pool of clear water. I’d started tricking right out of high school. I remembered it all like a small glimpse into a possible future; the indignity of countless arrests, all the shameful, yet necessary trips to the free clinic rid myself of another STD, and all the hazy moments of substance abuse that I drowned my misfortunes in. With the occurrence of one unforeseeable accident, that could have been me. That was me…I would have done nothing more with my life, then waste it away as a piece of white trash, spurned and admonished by my parents, delivering pizzas, while spreading my pathetic wares for the temporary pleasure of strangers. Did I have so little confidence and self-esteem in myself that I could slip so low, so easily? Apparently I did. 

The really scary thing was, that there was a part of the entire experience I’d actually gotten off on. Maybe it was the fact of being in a recklessly treacherous situation beyond my control? Could be, but either way I’d panicked, plain and simple. I’d wanted to be violently raped or else it wouldn’t have happened, right? I could have done without being punched; that had hurt, a lot. The slapping was pretty hot… Ugh,
what’s happening to me!

I ran for the shower to immerse my inwardly soiled shame in a steam-filled, healing mist. I don’t know how long I stayed under the pelting heat, a half-hour at least, maybe an hour, maybe even two? The passage of time meant nothing, while I did some serious soul searching. The strange thing was that I wasn’t sure what I’d found out about myself or who I really was any longer.

 The journal was turning out to be a more dangerous venue of pleasure than I’d imagined possible. Part of me wanted to recoil in disgust from the perversion hiding in the depths of my soul, and another part of me only wanted to explore and unearth the dirty truth of it even further. Much to my embarrassment, and despite what had happened to me, the whole notion of being helplessly ravaged still had an erotic air to it that I found inexplicably tantalizing. Not like last night though, not in an uncontrolled environment and definitely not for real. 

I had a pink fluffy towel wrapped protectively about myself, while gathering up the tattered remains of my ‘pizza slut’ fantasy, tossing them in the trash. Those were a few items of clothing that I really had no desire to hang on to for sentimental memories. But now for the moment of truth… I flopped down in bed, pulling the bulging fanny pack into my lap, and was greeted with the lingering smell of pepperoni and beer when I opened it. I meticulously separated all the rumbled bills into neat piles, every well-earned dollar. It was all there, $850 plus the $116 for the pizza and the $35 I’d made sucking dick.

This is insane…If I can bring money back with me, what else can I bring back, or how much money? Was there a limit? I’d never been a greedy person; I’d always had everything I ever wanted until recently, but the prospect of tricking for exorbitant amounts of cash while fulfilling one of my high priced escort girl fantasies, was almost too good to be true. No more student loans, and no more waiting for the next paycheck to get what I wanted any longer. This is righteous!


I’ll just have to be more careful the next time is all; I’ll have to learn to control it better like Sameal had said. So much for the idea of never touching the journal again, I guess? Who was I trying to kid anyway? There was about as much of a chance of me not using the journal again, as a cow jumping over the moon. I think I’d had enough for a few days though, I was still pretty frazzled and didn’t want to take the chance another botched fantasy yet.

The money and fanny pack went in my top dresser drawer until I decided how to pamper myself after such a nerve-racking experience. There were the nipple piercing I’ve been wanting, or possibly some more sexy lingerie? Oh yeah, or maybe a few new toys even? Or better yet all of them. “This is going to be so much fun,” I giggled excitedly, throwing my ‘I love pussy’ tee shirt on with a picture of Dawson on the front. I’m going to have to go out looking for her, or put out a few signs if she doesn’t show back up soon. Stupid cat…

With journal in hand, I headed into the kitchen to do a bit more research. In the dim light, over a turkey and cheese sandwich, chips and a cold glass of milk, I went through the instructions again more carefully. Nothing. I still couldn’t find anything on how I was able to bring things back with me, or why my last fantasy turned out the way it did. Changing my entire appearance and life? That was just frightening.

My expression grew into a slow scowl, as I continued to read. “What the hell is this crap?” I growled softly, wondering how I’d missed this part before. 

“Once under contract with a Devil Corp representative, no forms of real world sexual gratification by the client, to include but not limited to: intentional, accidental, through physical contact with any third party object or during REM sleep, will result in an orgasm. Prior consent for said act, may be requested from the lien holder if submitted in writing no later than seven working days prior to such time. Permission for self-gratification is based solely on the discretion of the lien holder, and is not guaranteed through any contractual obligations of Devil Corp Inc. Said restriction will expire only after the client’s personalized dream journal and account remains inactive for a period of no less than five years. 

You’ve got to be kidding me, I can’t get off by myself for five freaking years without asking permission first?  “Attempted violation of said policy will result in additional credits applied to the accounts payable ledger, and will to be redeemed in whatever manner considered appropriate by the lien holder.” What a crock, no wonder I haven’t been able to…uh oh.

I quickly flipped to my ledger letting out an audible groan. There were several new entries in it now. One was for my ‘gang rape’ fantasy, with a subheading in bold print titled ‘rescue and reconstruction fee.’ That’s not fare, I didn’t even finish it!


“What a rip off…” 

Beneath that a ‘voluntary policy and terms of use violation’ fee was tacked on. Every time I’d tried to masturbate since getting the journal Friday night, had finally caught up with me. Damn…Sameal’s going to own my ass forever at this rate. My cell phone rang, and I answered it with a despondent sigh.

“Hello?”

“Hey Cherry, how you doing? What’s going on, you cut me off pretty quick last night?”

“Oh, hey Kel. No everything’s cool, just been a little preoccupied lately. What’s up?”

“Yeah, I bet,” she snickered. “I was just wondering if you wanted to get together later tonight? You know, just kind of talk and hang out? Maybe order a pizza, or something?” I cringed at the word pizza. I think I was about pizza’d out for the time being. As for getting together later with Kelly, sure why not? I needed to unwind a little anyway, and she was just chomping at the bit to get the inside scoop on Sameal, and everything she assumed we’d been up to for the last several days.

“Sounds fun, but how about Chinese instead?”

“Hey, now that’s a good idea? I’ll pick some up on the way over. How does five-thirty sound?” 

I looked up at the clock; it was a few minutes past one. “Sounds good. I’ll see you then.”

“Cool, Hasta Cherry.”

“Hasta.”

I started to clean up after lunch, and that’s when my doorbell rang. I frowned, shutting off the water, drying my hands. Now what, I wasn’t expecting anyone? This entire weekend was blending into a twisted roller coaster of activity that kept my head spinning without the least bit of respite. 

I looked through the peephole, blanching with a dump of cold adrenaline. It was the cops! There’s no way anyone else could have learned about the money sitting in my dresser and how I’d earned it, is there? Shit, what about the T.V at the club? What if one of the other patrons was a cop, and…

“Who is it?” I hesitantly asked.

“Brinks security Ma’am.” I unlocked the deadbolt, but left the chain in place, cracking the door open.

“Miss Cherry Clark?”

“Yes?”

“I have a signature delivery for you,” there were two armed guards, and two well-dressed porters with their arms full of wrapped packages standing in the hallway. “I’ll need to see some identification before you sign for your delivery Ma’am.” I glanced at the ID clipped to his uniform, then back to his face.

“Um…yeah, sure, hold on a minute.” I retrieved my driver’s license from my purse and opened the door. The guard scrutinized it for several moments before smiling and handing it back. 

“If I could get your signature now, please?”

“Sure,” I said in a daze, waving the two porters inside. “Just set them on the coffee table.” 

I signed the electronic pad and smiled back, growing anxious as the grinning men delivering my parcels gave me a wide berth when they slipped back into the hall. The guard gave me an even wider grin, touching the bill of his uniform cap with a polite nod.

“Thank you Ma’am, have a pleasant day.” I followed his gaze and my cheeks turned crimson. I quickly shut the door with a muted thank you and an odd sense of exhilarating embarrassment. Well, I hope they enjoyed the view… While experiencing one of my rare blonde moments, I just given four strangers a full access peepshow from the waist down. No wonder they were all smiles.

Pushing all thoughts of my impromptu flashing aside, I flopped down on the couch before the array of richly packaged and totally unexpected gifts. I was almost afraid to open the sealed envelope; the last time I had a ‘secret admirer,’ it had landed me in my current predicament. Well, let’s get this over with. Yep that’s what I was afraid of.

 

Cherry girl, 

Consider this your fist repayment. I’ll pick you up for dinner at six-thirty sharp and not one second later. Be ready for me out front when I arrive and make sure you’re presentable; I don’t like to be disappointed.

S.D.

P.S.- And wear your hair up.

 

Sameal’s coming to collect a payment from me already? I wasn’t quite expecting this so soon, and on a Sunday night at that? Dang, I have to get up early for work in the morning. A dinner invitation though…interesting, and not what I expected from him in the least.

I dug excitedly into the first box, anxious and apprehensive. Knowing Sameal, there could be anything inside. As one box after another suffered a ravaging fate from my trembling fingers, my emotions flashed from confusion, to surprise and finally utter disbelief. I shook my head, not really sure what to think of the vast treasures arrayed before me. It had been quite a few years, since I’d been immersed in the world of high fashion and decadent wealth.

The first box held a scorching red, low cut strapless silk dinner dress that flowed like liquid in my hands. It looked about knee length with a provocative slit on one side that ended at my hip, but continued as a five-inch wide crosshatch gap up the side of my body. Sweet…

The next box held a skimpy thong and matching strapless push-up bra of the same material. Just like the dress, the material reminded me of a delicate butterfly teasing my skin, as I held them up checking the appearance and fit. The third box completed the ensemble with a pair of high-heel pumps. Whoa, snapping shoes… I studied the octopus-looking contraptions, twisting my lips into a confused mess from their odd design. They had a set of double-lace straps that wound erotically up my legs, and ended with a buckle just below my knees… I think. These things might be a bit of a challenge to figure out.

My next target was a dark wood case, and I about fainted after opening it. It contained a large crystal baccarat of perfume resting in a sea of emerald velvet, capped was a massive diamond set in gold. Four or five caret maybe, it couldn’t be real…there’s no freaking way. I’d heard of the brand before, but not this specific type. Imperial Majesty signature scent No. 1 by Clive Christian? It had a cool sounding name, if nothing else.

The several small hardcover boxes with Tiffany logos, were what set my mouth to watering though. I had no idea where to even start with how much it all cost. There had to be at least a few hundred thousand dollars in platinum, white gold and faceted diamonds sitting on my coffee table now. Oh yeah, it was real all right. I’d been around enough jewelry in the past to be able to tell the difference. 

There was a pair of large crescent-shaped earrings with teardrop stones that reminded me of a waterfall of precious ice, and a multi-chain necklace that reflected like a million stars in the light of my living room. The three-inch wide flex-bracelet nearly blinded me with sparkling radiance, and there was a large diamond stud about the size of a fingernail that I guessed was for my belly button.

The last piece took me a minute to figure out. The three-loop chain with matching studs was so small and delicate, that I was almost afraid to pick it up. The half-pie shape finally clicked though and I stood, throwing one leg up on the table. It lined up perfectly with my piercings. “Oh Snap!” I simply adored pussy jewelry, and this was definitely the cat’s meow as far as I was concerned. 

I sat in muted shock for several minutes before glancing at the clock. It was one-thirty now. My mind flew into a tizzy. Damn, I have to get ready! I bolted from the couch, scattering the discarded wrappings in an explosion of paper and cardboard, racing for my cell phone. 

I have to get my hair done…and my nails…and waxed… Crap, crap, crap! Rafael’s was always busy on a Sunday, and walk-in appointments usually resulted in at least an hour wait. Sameal told me to make sure I was presentable, so going without any of those things wasn’t an option. If I was ever in need of a break, or a bit of luck, it was right now.

 

***
 

The car door slammed in my wake, and I ran for my apartment. It was 5:52. If I pulled this off, it would be a record-breaking time for me to get ready for a date. Is that what I’m calling this now, a date? It sure felt like one to me for some reason. All I could say was thank you for the last minute cancellation at Rafael’s, or I wouldn’t have had time to get everything done. Not to mention the frat boys who’d paid for it all. My latest trip to the salon had just set me back $587.38.

I burst into my apartment and came to an abrupt, screeching halt. Kelly looked up from my couch with a deer in the headlight’s look, quickly dropping the avarice of wealth she’d been pawing through. In my rush to leave, I’d left my door unlocked with enough jewelry lying out to turn an honest man crooked, and…I’d completely forgotten all about Kelly coming over for a night of Chinese and girl talk.

“Oh, hey. Sorry, I let myself in when you didn’t answer.” 

I dropped my purse and keys on the end table with a neutral face. “Yeah, I see that.” 

“Wow, your hair looks really nice; I’ve never seen you wear it up in a French Braid before?” 

“Thanks.” 

“Where did you get all this stuff? Did you rob a bank, or something recently?” 

She gave way in front of me, and I did a quick inventory of everything before hastily, but carefully, gathering it in my arms. I’d known Kelly for a long time, and had no reason to think she would steal from me, but it wasn’t everyday you found a mountain of riches like this unattended and simply begging to walk off by itself either.

“Of course not, Sameal gave them to me. Look, I’m sorry, I’m going to have to take a raincheck on tonight.” I called over my shoulder on the way to the bedroom with long hurried strides. “He’s going to be here to pick me up for dinner in about a half-hour, and I have to get ready.” Kelly jumped from the couch chasing after me.

“He gave you all this? You must have a magic pussy or something girl; this stuff looks like it should be featured in an episode of ‘The Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous.’ Is this guy loaded, or what?” 

“Look, I don’t know, maybe,” I grunted while shimmying a little painfully out of my skinny-fit stone washed jeans and tee shirt. I was still a bit raw from the full body wax. “I don’t have time to talk about it right now. I can’t be late.” 

My underwear and bra flew through the air, and I began rummaging through the pile starting to redress in my new dinner apparel. I was so caught up in my haste, that I didn’t noticed Kelly staring silently at me for the last few minutes.

“I ah…didn’t know you at any tattoos, or piercing?” She asked coyly.

“Huh? Oh yeah, got most of them back in college,” I replied without looking up, stepping into my dress. “It’s not like I can show them off at work?” 

Dang it! I already had my new bellybutton stud in, but I’d completely forgotten about the stud chains. My thong slipped back down my legs, and I awkwardly tried to thread the holes. I was shaking so badly though… “Give me a break, will ya,” I cried in frustration. “Here, put this in for me, I can’t do it right now.” I handed it to Kelly, cocking my leg up on the nightstand, spreading my rosy pink and freshly waxed pussy to her. 

She stared back at me with a blank expression, gaze darting between the jewelry resting in her palm, my face, and between my legs. 

“Uhm, Cherry? I ah… don’t think I…” It took me a second to figure out the reason for her hesitancy. The wild look in her eyes, and flushed cheeks said it all. She was horny as hell after watching me dress, and now I stood patiently waiting with my legs spread for her. It didn’t help that I’d been gradually priming myself for tonight and the frustrating lack of release on my part lately, was culminating. She could probably see the dew of expectant sex forming on my tender lips already. Well, it wasn’t like I’d planned this, or something?

 “Please Kelly, I’m running out of time,” I pleaded, glancing at my watch. It was ten after six already.

“Okay, okay!” 

She dropped to her knees in front of me, and I repressed a shudder as her cool fingers probed gently at my sensitive skin, pulling at my outer left lip. I placed my hand atop her head for additional balance and she paused, leaning in just a bit closer. Strange… I began having visions of Kelly eating me out, while I looking down at her. I wonder what it would be like? I’d tried red snapper a few times back in college; it was okay, but it just wasn’t my thing. Just because I liked the way I smelled and tasted, didn’t mean I liked pussy in general, but maybe with Kelly… I don’t know; women were soft and cuddly for the most part, gentle and compassionate in their love making from my experience, but I needed the rough and demanding treatment of a man to get my juices flowing. 

I had to admit Kelly was pretty hot though, with a tall curvy figure topped by a cute and misleadingly innocent face. She was a little big in the hips and thighs, an extra ten or fifteen pounds at most, but petite on top. Her narrow waist gave the overall package a very sexy hourglass look in my opinion. When you combine that with her bubbly personality of infectious friendliness… I felt myself growing wetter as her hands delicately moved about my eager flesh. Dammit, snap out of it Cherry! Sometimes I really hated how I could get horny at the drop of a hat.

Kelly gave me an affectionate touch, needlessly smoothing out the chains with a borderline fondle, inching from between my legs. “Thanks Kel.” I whispered timidly, moving back to the mirror to finish putting on my earrings, necklace and bracelet. In the reflection, I saw her sniff lightly at one of her fingers, running it teasingly across her lips. Yeah, it was pretty obvious what was on her mind, but with the terms of the contract hanging over my head, a night of sex with her, even if only exploratory, wasn’t going to happen any time soon. Sorry Kel…

I had exactly twelve minutes to complete my whirlwind application of blush, eyeliner, and ‘fuck me’ red lipstick. I was in such a rush after finally getting the straps of my shoes figured out, that I almost forgot to put my thong back on. In the process I snagged it on one of my heels, slamming my shoulder into the doorjamb, losing my balance, and almost went face first into the sink. Yeah, tonight was starting out pretty much normal for me already. 

Kelly stood behind me the entire time, quietly watching me apply my makeup. It was almost like I could feel her dissecting me in a new light now, and I began to wonder if she hadn’t secretly had me in her sights for some time? She was always asking me to go out with her, or to get together like tonight. If I would have only noticed sooner…

With a few hasty dabs of perfume to my wrists, neck and inner thighs, I stepped into the hallway for a quick once-over. I only had a few minutes to spare until Sameal arrived. “Well?” I held up my hands, spinning in a tight circle of billowing silk. 

The dress itself was a bit of a surprise, the way it hugged my supple curves as if it had been custom-made for me. The push up bra alone made my cleavage look like it was about ready to burst free at any second. I had to say the entire outfit more or less gave me the overall sensation of being naked, and I loved it. 

“Well, how do I look?”

“Cherry…I’m speechless…you’re beautiful.” It was the most genuine complement I’d heard from another person in a long time.

“Thanks. Shit, I have to go! You can wait for me if you want, okay? Maybe we can talk if it’s not too late when I get back?” I did feel bad about inviting her over, and then bailing unexpectedly. I snatched my purse off the table, reaching for the doorknob. “Help yourself to whatever if you decide to stay, if not, lock up before you leave. See you later, Kel!” I was gone in a breeze of sexually awakened air before she could answer. 

No sooner did I hit the parking lot, then a sleek fire-engine red Lamborghini Diablo 6.0 VT screeched to a halt in front of me. “Whoa…nice ride,” I gasped softly. Both doors hissed slightly with their vertical style of opening that signified Italian luxury, but what stepped out of one of them really sent my pulse into overdrive. Sameal was dressed in a midnight black Giorgio Armani tux and bow tie, over top his signature red dress shirt that matched the shade of my own attire. I bit my lip, devouring him like a horny schoolgirl. Damn he looks good… His cute sidelong smirk curled into a shark-like grin.

“I have to say Cherry girl,” Sameal’s smooth voice enveloped me like a tidal wave. “That I can’t remember seeing such a gorgeous specimen of female perfection since Helen of Troy or Marilyn Monroe. You my dear,” he reached for my hand, slowly brushing my knuckles across his lips. “Look simply ravishing.” My knees began to quake, and my thong instantly grew warm and damp against my skin. 

“Thank you Sameal; you look very handsome as well.” Handsome was an understatement. I felt like a hungry tigress and wanted to pounce on my next meal. “And thank you for the gifts, I love them.” He led me to his car with a beckoning smile, and a gentle pull of my hand. 

“You’re welcome. I knew you’d look good in red, and by the way, I very much approve of your hairstyle. You have a exquisitely sexy neck, and should show it off more often.” I scooted into the plush leather passenger seat, carefully folding my dress beneath my rump while the door closed behind me. Sounds like he has some sort of bare-neck fetish? That’s fine by me; it could be worse.

Sameal eased in beside me with the heavenly smell of expensive cologne and manly fragrance. The roaring purr of the Diablo’s six-liter V12 engine rocked me back with nails extended seconds later. I was instantly molded to the seat with the sensation of an exciting downhill free fall. Sameal hit play on the CD player, and the cappella voice of a woman oozed sexily from the Diablo’s awesome sound system. “Darling come here/ Fuck me up the-” 

I gave him a crafty sidelong grin, as the heavily industrialized beat of Lords of Acid, ‘I sit on acid,’ overshadowed the last word of the tantalizing sentence. The pounding beat of electronic sex was like a catalyst against my aroused body that started to move in time with the beat. I loved these guys and their music did nothing but put me in the mood to fuck like a harlot. I wonder if he knows how much I like this band? His next question made the hair on the back of my neck stand on end; it was almost like he could read my mind.

“You like the music?” It came out sounding more like a statement of fact than a question.

 “You have no idea,” I answered with a lust-filled groan. “Their style is just so…it’s just so bad, so naughty.”

“I figured as much. You missed their performance Friday night, but that’s what you get for leaving early.”

“You had Lords of Acid perform at your club? How did you manage that?” My look of shock became a moping frown. “I can’t believe I missed them.” 

“They play at the club every so often, being one of the more popular bands among my clients. If you’re a good girl tonight, you just may get to see them next weekend for an encore performance.”

“Oh really,” I wet my lips, eyes darting across Sameal’s mouthwatering visage with all the subtlety of a dog in heat. “I can be a good girl for a treat like that.”

“I’m sure you can, but we’ll just see though, won’t we?” 

The world outside passed me by in a blur of half-interpreted images, while Sameal threaded his way through the slow moving Sunday traffic like a professional racecar driver. There was no doubt in my mind, that he was just as proficient when manipulating a woman’s body. When manipulating my body… I’d be a liar if I’d said that I wasn’t incredibly turned on by his aggressive driving, mixed with the smell of new car, leather, and audio perversion assaulting me. Everything about tonight was turning into an unbelievable mind-tease that I couldn’t wait to see the outcome to.

“Do you like all the pretty trinkets I picked up for you?” Sameal asked merrily, breaking my wandering thoughts about him.

“Oh yes! But how can you afford…never mind, I suppose you can just ‘magic’ things into existence if you want them, can’t you?” 

“No, it doesn’t work like that,” he snorted back at me. “I purchased everything from this car to the $215,000 baccarat of perfume on the open market. I may be a devil, but there are certain earthly rules that need to be adhered to.” 

My jaw hit my chest with a dumbfounded stare. “Did you say $215,000 for that bottle of perfume?” He’s shitting me, no way! I’d tossed it aside without a second thought. Damn, maybe that humongous diamond on the cap is real?

“That’s right, it’s the most expensive smelly stuff in the world. Clive Christian only put five bottles that large up for sale that I know of, and I bought two of them. Do you like it? I think it accents your natural feminine scent quite well.” I wasn’t really sure if he was complementing me, or stroking his ego at such a blatant display of wealth. Knowing him, as little as I did anyway, it was probably both.

“Uh yeah…it’s nice,” I managed to sputter faintly. 

“Just imagine, you look like a million bucks, and now you’re worth that much too.”

“You’re kidding right? All this stuff…?” He rolled his eyes, smiling innocently.

“Well, not quite that much I guess. Probably closer to three-quarters of a million actually.”

“Why Sameal? Why would you…I don’t get it?” He didn’t have to bribe me to get into my pants; I would have let him screw my brains out at this point, even if he didn’t have the contract hanging over my head. 

Sameal threw the car in third, accelerating onto the McKenzie freeway way like a bullet. His hand came to rest on my knee accompanied with a shrugging smirk. “Well Cherry girl, for some odd reason I’ve decided that I like you. Congratulations, you’re now my new pet, and I wanted your appearance to reflect your new status.”

“Excuse me? I’m your pet, what the hell is that suppose to mean?” My carefree demeanor and sexual anxiousness began to fade.

“It means your pretty little ass, and everything attached to it, are mine now.”

“Hey, I checked my journal this afternoon. I only have a few things to repay, and there’s nothing in the contract saying that I have to be your pet.”

“You sound like you’re disappointed?” Sameal eyes turned dark, with that weird twinkle in the middle of them again. “I thought this was one of your fantasies?”

“Well, yeah but…” I babbled at a loss for words. There was a part of me that warmed to the idea of becoming an actual submissive for someone, but also a tickling fear and lingering shyness as it suddenly became reality. “That’s a fantasy, and you’re talking about me doing it for real. It’s not the same thing.” 

“Isn’t it? You of all people should know there’s a fine line between the two. Regardless, you’re my pet now so you better start acting like it. Take off your panties.”

“What!”

“I said, take-off-your-panties.” I didn’t dare disobey him and risk a breach of contract in any sense of the word. Besides, it wasn’t a request on his part either, not even close. Maybe that’s what excited me the most.

It didn’t take much effort to slip my fingers beneath the sparse covering of my dress, sliding my thong down my legs with a little hump of my butt from the seat. There was a dark spot covering the entire frontal triangle much as I was afraid there would be. I kept my eyes locked on my lap in simmering bashfulness, dangling them out to Sameal on the tip of my finger. I watched him tensely out of the corner of my eye, as he brought the warm material that smelled of my most intimate area, to his nose. I should have taken another shower and douched while I was at it. After several long deep sniffs, he let out an exaggerated breath and smiled. 

“There’s nothing like the intoxicating scent of eager pussy, and I have to say, you smell good enough to eat.” It only took a short stroke of my imagination to envision his innuendo playing itself out in reality. “So tell me, what do you taste like? I bet your sweet and tangy, sassy just like your personality.” I hid my burning cheeks with a half of my body, demurely looking out the window at nothing. This is so embarrassing!

“Oh, please,” Sameal grinned at me like a Cheshire cat, “there’s no room for modesty with me, not any longer. I’ve seen you put that amazing flexibility of yours to use, in ways that would impress a contortionist. It’s not every woman that can lick her own-” Oh give me a break… I could barely reach my pussy, and that took a lot of stretching on my part first. Hey, whatever it takes to get the job done.

I took a wild breath, clit resounding with sexual energy. Horny abashment was an entirely new experience for me. “Do you have to be so vulgar all the time?” I gasped, for nothing else better to say in my half-hearted defense. 

“Of course not, but I am because that’s exactly the kind of talk that sends a naughty little minx like you right off the deep end. And if you taste anything like you smell, I’m definitely looking forward to a slice of hot cherry pie tonight after dinner.” I gave a silent groan, shaking my head. I knew he’d pull a cheesy line on me like that sooner or later. Men…

 “With whip cream on top?” Sarcasm and I went together like, well, whip cream and pussy, but this time I was completely serious.

“Maybe,” I bit my lip, eyes smoldering with lust when he hung my panties on his rearview mirror like some sort of obscene, well-earned trophy. “I think I’m going to keep these as a memento of our first night together; don’t worry though, I’ll comp you a few months of servitude for taking them back.”

“What do you mean ‘comp me’ some time for them?” I scowled from the depth of my libidinous insanity. Sameal met my confusion with an expression of honest surprise.

“What, you didn’t think I was just going to give you all that stuff for free, do you? Come on Cherry girl, don’t be so naive. Everything has a price, and nothing is free in this world, especially from a devil.” 

“What do you mean, they were gifts! You never told me there were conditions for accepting them? You told me to make myself presentable for you and-”

“I didn’t tell you to accept them, did I? I didn’t tell you that you had to wear them, did I? As soon as you put everything on, you accepted the terms that came along with them, namely being my pet for a specified period of time.”

This is unbelievable; he tricked me, again. “And how much does the jewelry and clothes set me back now?” I asked in a clipped voice, fighting to restrain a sense of helpless anger.

“Oh, and don’t forget the perfume, that’s a big one. Not long though,” he waved his hand nonchalantly in the air. “Ten, maybe twelve years, minus the cost of the panties of course.”

“Twelve years!” I screeched. “You snake, you…you…Ugh! You’re nothing but an unscrupulous worm. How can you get away with-” 

The car jerked to the side of the road, skidding to a halt with whiplash ferocity. Sameal got out with a pissed-off look and jet black eyes, walking around the front of the car as my door started to open. Oh shit, I’m in trouble now.


“Get out.” I did as I was told, visibly shrinking. “I’ve been called a snake before and won’t deny it, but I will not tolerate such blatantly rude behavior from a pet. I put up with your mouthy attitude thus far because I find it amusing, but it stops right here, right now.” He undid his belt with a jingle of metal, yanking it from around his waist. “You’re nothing but a spoiled little brat, an impertinent child that has been pampered and catered to her entire life. Well, it’s time to start taking responsibility for your actions, and grow up the hard way, Cherry girl. Turn around, pull up your dress, and bend over. This is something that should have been done years ago, if I were to guess.”

“Huh? Right here?” There were cars passing by almost non-stop, and the brilliant flash of intermittent headlights never left us in the dark for very long. I can’t believe it; he’s going to fuck me right here along the side of the road in plain sight?

“Yes pet, right now.” My mouth filled with vulgar moisture as I met his unwavering gaze. That was when he slapped my cheek, shocking me from my daze. It was just hard enough to get his point across.

“Punctual obedience is something you will give me. Now do as you’re told before your insolent behavior earns you an even harsher punishment.” 

“Yes Sir,” I mouthed quickly, touching my burning cheek, stepping closer to the car and turning around. I’d seen things like this play out on video more times than I could remember, and knew exactly what was expected of me now. I can’t believe he slapped me! I’d never had a man treat me like this before. Strangely enough, the stinging remnants of his hand, and the promise of punishment, only seemed to excite my insolent mind all the more.

I spread my feet bending over slightly at the waist, lifting the long fabric of my dress to expose my bare ass to the night sky. The shotgun snap of leather made me look over my shoulder in surprise. Sameal held his wide belt in his hand like a doubled-band slapper.

“Eyes straight ahead and not a peep out of you my naughty little brat, or it starts over from the beginning.” 

Oh shit, he’s going to whip me?
You’ve got to be kidding? “How many… I mean, how long…” I yelped as the crack of leather resounded off delicate flesh.

“Quiet. You get what you deserve, no more, no less, but if I feel so inclined, I’ll paddle you all damn night in order to get the point across.”

“Yes Sir,” I swallowed hard, turning back to face the dancing glare of headlights. The next blow made me instinctively flinch.

“F is for flincher Cherry girl, and that’s going to earn you a few extra licks from now on.” 

Dammit, it hurts! How am I not supposed to flinch when I’m being whipped? So… I gritting my teeth, jaw clamped tightly shut, whining softly as the searing heat continued to blossom across both my ass cheeks like a slow burning fuse. 

The falls continued hard and steady in a methodical, unending rhythm that made my entire body bounce, writhing under the hand of punishment, but I didn’t flinch. I closed my eyes, lips quivering while I gasped for breath. In the meantime, my bratty ass as Sameal called it, was ruthlessly disciplined by a man’s belt for the first time in my life. 

The pain was excruciating at first, making a rain of tears trickle innocently down my cheeks, but soon my whimpering sorrow turned to heavy moans of what, pleasure? It felt so delectably heinous to have my ass hanging out in plain sight, partially concealed behind the low silhouette of Sameal’s car as it was whipped mercilessly into obedience. There were countless people driving by, no doubt watching and wondering what we were doing parked along the side of the road. If only they knew…And that was the part that inflamed my passion just as much as the surprisingly welcome pain. This was punishment; I wasn’t suppose to enjoy it, Sameal had made that quiet clear to me. So why was there a scorching inferno between my legs that matched molten heat of my blistering rear?

In a way I never wanted it to stop, but in time it did. Sameal stood quietly behind me for a moment while a cool breeze caressed my tautly warmed backside. I didn’t move, waiting for permission first. He’d made it very clear what the rules of the game were going to be from now on.

“We’re not going to have anymore outbursts again like that, are we?”

“No Sir,” I sniffed lightly.

“And you’ll be a good girl for the rest of the night, I assume?”

“Yes Sir.” I looked back over my shoulder with mascara stained cheeks and a pouting look of surrender.

“Good, now get in the car, we’re running late. And take this, keep it with you at all times. You never know when you may require another whipping to get your head back on straight again.” I let my dress fall and his belt was pushed into my hand.

It took me a moment to get settled again, as I winced in silent agony shifting from one cheek to the other. It didn’t matter which one I tried to put more weight on, Sameal had made sure both were equally plastered in what I imagined were blazing racing strips by now. In time I gave up, wiping away the tear-streaked makeup from my under my eyes with a tissue, and neatly folded his belt, shoving it in my purse.

We drove in silence for some time, but Sameal kept glancing periodically in my direction as if to say something. In time he did.

“Does it hurt?” His tone was neutral and I sniffed again, nodding my head in a quick, jerky fashion. 

“Good, maybe that will help you remember your manners from now on.” Guess I’m not going to get any sympathy from him, am I? That’s fine, in truth I didn’t want any. I’d earned every lick of the sudden and unquestionable dominance Sameal held over me now. 

The silence resumed and I struggled against the maddening urge to reach between my legs and play with myself, regardless of Sameal sitting beside me. Grrrr… I couldn’t do that either, that was against the rules of the contract and might earn me an even harsher punishment, one that I may not enjoy this time. But
dammit, I’m so fucking horny!


Oh well, I sighed. I might as well try and get some information out of him to take my mind off things. I still had some unanswered questions about what had happened during my last fantasy.

“Where are we going?”

“I’m taking you out for dinner like I said, that and I want to show you off to some of my business associates. It’s not every day that a gorgeous tramp as twisted as you, falls into my lap to play with.” I’m not a tramp… I scowled, knowing that it was true.

“I uhm…I just wanted to thank you again for saving me last night.”

Sameal sniffed lightly, eyes locked straight ahead. “You have potential Cherry girl, and I didn’t want to see that ruined because of your impulsive stupidity. Besides, I have to protect my investments, and that’s exactly what you are at his point. 

“Oh, okay.” Gee, so much for my silly notion of male gallantry. “I was just wondering if you could tell me a few things? I couldn’t find anything in the journal on it. Why did that happen to me last night? How was I able to, you know, change the way I looked and everything when I came out of my fantasy?”

Sameal was silent for a few moments, staring at me intently from across the meager distance. “You’re a very special woman, you know that? There’s nothing in the rules about it, because human resources thought it best that the less someone like you knew about it, the less trouble you could get into. Apparently they were wrong in your case.”

“Well, a bit of warning would have been-” My anger flashed, but caught in my throat. 

“Watch your tone pet,” Sameal glared dangerously at me again, and I dropped my face. “Do you want me to pull the car over again?”

“No sir.” Actually I did but…

“All right then.”

“I just mean… I wouldn’t have done it otherwise, at least not like that. Besides, what do you mean by someone like me?”

“Well, to answer your first question, our statistics show that roughly 95% of all clients have a completely normal fantasy when using the journal. They go in, do whatever they want, and come back out of it with nothing but the satisfying memory of what they’d just experienced. The remainder are able to make physical manifestations appear such as welts, or bring small personal items back-”

“Like my first one, when I was a puppy?”

“Yes exactly, but it seems that you happen to be among the rare half percent that can go even further by altering reality, your essence in fact, or even manipulate others by bringing them in with you.” Sameal’s clipped tone was bordered with what, nervousness now? “Normally for example, a client is able to take on the likeness of another person, or bring in a vicarious semblance of another person into a fantasy. In your case though it’s different. If for example you wanted to be… oh I don’t know, Gwyneth Paltrow, and have sex with say Bill Clinton, and you immersed yourself in it as deeply as you did last night, you would wake up as Gwen and probably knocked up by old ‘wild Bill’ himself. Your new life would be that of a pregnant movie star that had cheated on her husband, with a different thread of reality from that point on.”

“You’re joking right, I can actually become other people? How’s that even possible?” I gasped. Sameal let out a deep, yet guarded breath.

“To tell you the truth, we’re not really sure. The circumstances have to be perfect I guess; you have to be a sex addict that catches our attention first off, and secondly have some strange ability to completely withdraw from your own reality. You seem to have both the kink, and the imagination to lose yourself, with a bit of devil magic on your side. That’s why you have to be careful from now on, like I said, I already broke the rules by switching you back after the last fantasy.”

“This is insane! How can you even allow someone to…the possibilities are endless…” Sameal’s eyes blazed with brilliant dots of light, and the air around me turned dark and cold.

“Your right, so listen closely because this may be the only warning you’ll receive before it’s too late. A few clients in the past have abused this power, and it ultimately resulted in their termination notice coming down from Corporate. As I said, there are rules that need to be followed. Everything comes from somewhere; every piece of jewelry you’re wearing or even the dog food you puked up is real. Some things, small amounts of cash or items like your collar for example won’t be missed, but if you came back with a few million dollars, or a hundred bars of gold, it would be. If you suddenly decided you wanted to be the president of the United States, or any other famous and powerful personality figure, and began altering the normal course of reality too much? Well, when it comes to that point, the Board of Directors takes it upon themselves to set things right so the treaty with the do-goody angel smucks isn’t violated. This is their world as much as ours, and the balance must be maintained.” 

“No shit…”

“Yeah, no shit. That’s also why there’s nothing in the rules about it. If you have any more questions about a fantasy from now on, make sure you ask first. I would hate to see your essence obliterated, it’s such a terrible way to go.”

“Uh…sure, no problem, thanks for the warning,” I whispered absentmindedly, trying to take it all in. Wow, I could actually become other people and be stuck that way? That damn journal…

“Does this have anything to do with you picking me as your pet?”

“Of course not! What makes you say that?” His quick, defensive reply and guarded features took me a little by surprise. I might play the dingy airhead from time to time, but I was far from it. What are you hiding from me Sameal? “You just happen to have all the traits that I’m a sucker for. What can I say,” he patted my inner thigh with a lingering caress. “I’m nothing but a horny devil for you. Besides, someone of your particular tastes deserves to know the pleasure of being an animated sex toy, and believe me, I have eons of experience to share with you.” 

“Yes, I’m sure you do.” My throat grew tight with a racing pulse, and all thoughts of an illusionary motive on his part faded away. I spread my legs just a little wider, praying that he would tease with my clit, finger me, anything so I could get off by his hand and circumvent the journal’s policy of self-release. I needed to cum so bad right now, that it was almost painful. 

“And you have such a bitching little ass after its been whipped. It turns such a nice shade of red. I can’t wait until the next time when little brat inside of you decides to get mouthy again.” 

Me either… I felt myself quickly tipping over the edge of a bottomless pit of erotic possibilities. All Sameal’s tempting threats and hinting pleasures were about to make me lose total control, and I knew it. 

“I bet. I’ve ah…never had a man do that to me before, but…do it again please!” I reached for Sameal with pleading eyes, desperately clawing at his suit. I’d experienced a small taste of what he could offer me, but I wanted more, so much more from him now. “I loved having my ass whipped, it made me feel so… Do it again, or fuck me if you want? You can do anything you want, please! I need to cum, it’s been days and its tearing me apart!” 

“You’re cute when you beg Cherry girl, so feel free to do so any time, but anticipation is the spice of life. I just may paddle you later until you a quivering pile of horny goo, I haven’t decided yet? But an orgasm is going to cost you.” His words were dark and oily, as they teased me with a sensation that skyrocketed down my spine, ending deep in the bowls of my already drenched pussy. I was leaking like a drippy faucet again. 

“I don’t care, I’ll pay for it any way you want. I’ll…I’ll suck your dick right now, I’m a good cocksucker, you’ll see? I can deep throat and swallow, I like the taste!”

“My, aren’t you the randy little bitch when you’re fired up?” Sameal chuckled with a mischievous grin. “But if I wanted that, you’d give it to me regardless at this point. Try again.” Damn…


“I’ll be your slave, Sir? I’ll…I’ll do anything you want, anything!”

 “You see, I knew we understood one another,” Sameal nodded with a thoughtful expression. “It’s so much better when a woman knows what she wants and how to get it. I accept your offer to be my slave indefinitely, in exchange for a single orgasm tonight,” he stated with a powerfully commanding voice.

“Oh thank you Sir-” Wait a second, indefinitely? Oh not again!

“It’s Master now, so don’t forget it.” 

My neck grew tight and restricted, making me clutch at it, and my fingers played across the stiff, seamless surface of a leather choker. My heart fluttered at the new sensation of confining submission. 

“Yes Master,” I breathed out leaning back in my seat. I knew I was crazy know, I’d just sold myself for a single orgasm. Damn, I’m his salve now, forever? What the hell was I thinking? A strange tickling sensation began to spread across my groin, growing in intensity, quickly becoming a painful, searing heat. I screamed, tearing at my dress, as the sickly sweet smell of burnt flesh tickled my nose.

“Ow…” I seethed, probing gently at the dark banner-like script burned into the smooth skin of my hairless mound. “Property of S.D.,” I mouthed silently, looking up at Sameal in shock.

“That’s right slave, who does that pussy belong to now?”

Uh oh… “You Master?”

“Correct. Just remember, you’re nothing but a walking life support system for that cunt, to use as I see fit.” 

Why wasn’t I scared? I’d just been branded as his property. Why wasn’t all this pissing me off? Why was I still so damn horny? “Yes Master.” It was because I wanted to be his slave that’s why.

I hadn’t really been paying much attention to where we were during the drive. I had more important things to mull over now, like what being a slave actually entitled. The last thing I remembered in my fuzzy, sex-filled mind was driving down the freeway, leaving the city limits and then I pretty much lost track from there. Something didn’t look right though, when Sameal pulled into a large crowded parking lot with a towering building at the center of it. I don’t know, I couldn’t explain it. The air just felt different in some inexplicable way and the architecture of the building almost looked foreign. I don’t even remember leaving the freeway, let alone entering the boundary of another city?

“Sam… I mean Master, where are we? I don’t recognize-” Sameal jerked to a stop in front of the extravagant entryway of the colossal building. ‘The Executive Club’ was embellished in large, glowing block letters above the double-door vestibule. 

“I wouldn’t expect you to Cherry girl, welcome to hell.” 



 























































Chapter Five
I was going to faint or puke, maybe both, and my blank stare only made Sameal smile all the more. My door opened and one of the valets extended his hand to help me out. I’m in hell? I’m in Hell! I mechanically placed my lifeless fingers in his palm like a sleepwalker, slipping from the car.

“Welcome to the Executive Club Miss, enjoy your evening.” The uniformed, and normal looking man as far as I could tell, said pleasantly while I stood in shock on the brightly lit curb. Sameal handed his keys to the valet, gliding up behind me, looping his arm through mine. 

“What’s wrong, you look white as a ghost?” My lips trembled uncontrollably, accompanied by a sudden urge to pee.

“This…this is hell? How?”

“A little upgrade to my car that allows for Trans-Plainer travel, no big deal,” Sameal replied casually, as he led me up the steps towards the front door. “Let me guess, were you expecting fire and brimstone, right?” Sameal nodded at the doorman when he opened it for us. “More brainwashing by the other side to scare humans, but I suppose you could say we look like your interpretation of demons in our natural form. I hope you don’t have an aversion to deliciously perverse sex with a ‘monster,’ the first time I decided to initiate you in the pleasures of devil flesh?” 

“A monster?” I stammered. Shit, shit, shit! I barely noticed the extravagant furnishings and crystal chandeliers of the lobby that pasted overhead in a sparkling blur.

“Well, I’m not really a monster per se, but it’s going to be an experience you’ll never forget. You might be interested to know, that I can alter my appearance and physical shape to any form I desire…or you desire.” I shuddered, catching my breath. The way he said it made visions of rapturous sex explode in my head. 

“Ah, Sameal, how nice to see you again.” We stopped in front of a cheery faced, well-dressed maitre d’ that had an eerie charm about him. He was freakishly tall, and his heavy baritone voice reminded me of Lurch from the Adams family. He may have been just a little better looking, but not much. “It’s been some time. Your old table, I assume?” 

“Good evening Felix, yes that would be perfect. How have you been lately?” Felix took two menus from a hidden stack behind the podium. “Just one menu tonight. This is my new slave, and she won’t be needing one.” I did a double take, looking between the both of them. What, I don’t get to eat?

“I see,” he put one of the menus back, appraising me like a piece of fine art. “You’ve always been a lucky devil, haven’t you Sameal? She’s a real beauty, even more stunning than your last one.”

“Thank you Felix, I came across her completely by accident really, a diamond in the rough in a matter of speaking.” We wound our way through the crowded dining room that was bathed in a romantic twilight, and smelled faintly of cigar smoke. A string orchestra played a relaxing tune in the background, while muted and unintelligible conversation drifted in the air about me. “I intend to keep this one for some time; she’s proving to be a very fine catch.”

“I can see that, but then again you’ve always been fortunate when it comes to attracting human females.” 

Our table was nestled in a dim corner, illuminated by a small lamp and adorned with a vase of red roses. A waiter stood nearby, pulling my chair out for me as I approached. “Thank you,” I muttered with a hidden grimace, trying to comfortably settle in after the brief respite my battered rear had received. A napkin was unfolded and placed in my lap, and a crystal glass filled with ice water, appeared in front of me.

“Enjoy your meal Sameal, and if you need anything at all, please don’t hesitate to ask.” Felix nodded politely, returning to his duties.

“I’d like to start with something light,” Sameal mused pensively over the wine list while I waited patiently ignored. “I’ll have a bottle of Roederer Cristal Rose for now.”

“Yes sir, an excellent choice,” The waiter replied pleasantly with a smile.

Sameal eyed me impishly, handing the wine list back to the waiter. “Oh, and bring a child’s sippy cup and a bib with the champagne, if you would.” Did I just hear him right? He wants a sippy cup and a bib?

The waiter didn’t even bat an eye at the strange request. “Of course sir, I’ll be back in just a moments with your champagne.” Another waiter appeared placing an impressive basket of freshly baked rolls and sliced bread between us, accompanied by a flower shaped design of butter and two small bowls of jam.

“Would you care for some bread?” Sameal offered the basket to me. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was until the heavenly aroma of freshly baked bread, with just a hint of honey beneath it, drifted under my nose.

“Yes, thank you Master.” When I reached for a piece, he pulled the basket away with a wide, apologetic grin.

“Where are my manners this evening? Here, let’s get you ready first.” Sameal stood, and curiously moved behind me. The feel of dark fabric unexpectedly covered my eyes, making me jerk. Dammit, I just flinched again… “No reason to be skittish dear, it’s only a blindfold,” he chuckled, tying it snuggly about my head. His hands came to rest lightly on my shoulders, and the scent of rich cologne, mixed with the warmth of his breath, caressed my ear. “There,” he cooed sensually. “How’s that?” 

“I…I can’t see Master.” I shivered in responds. “How am I suppose to-?”

“That’s the idea. Don’t worry, I’ll take care of everything.” Sameal guided my arms to the armrests, and bound my wrists firmly in place with short lengths of soft rope. His touch moved teasingly down my left calf to my ankle, while the excitement in me continued to boil to the surface. He spread my legs one at a time, and they received the same treatment as my wrists, being tied to each corresponding chair leg. 

“There, you’re almost ready for dinner.” I couldn’t see, I couldn’t move. I was dependently lost in a sea of strange sounds and smells with the heartbeat of a frightened doe. “It’s all about trust Cherry girl, do you trust me?” 

My tongue snaked nervously across my lips. “Yes Master.”

“Don’t lie to me; you’d be a fool to trust a devil, especially after what I’ve done to you.” Oh well, I tried.

His cool finger played across the back of my neck, and the strap that held my dress in place fell away. Before I knew what hit me, the soft material rippled down my torso, leaving me sitting there in nothing but my push-up bra. Just as deftly, his fingers unhooked it, and with a slight bounce of my breasts, I was totally exposed for the entire restaurant to see. I wanted to protest, but stayed silent. Or did I?

“Hmm…there must be a deathly chill in here?” He gave one of my bloated nipples a firm pinch making me gasp. “I told you I was going to show you off tonight, and you can’t very well do that with all those clothes on, now can you? Besides, you don’t want to accidentally spill anything on your dress, do you? Silk can be such a nuisance to clean at times.”

I heard Sameal slide his chair up next to me, followed by the erotically smooth sensation of his trousers brushing against my leg. “Excellent, the champagne’s here just in time.” My world of aroused darkness continued with the soft clunk of a bucket of ice, and the delicate sound of liquid being poured. 

“Yes, put some in her cup please, thank you” My ears twitched at the sound of snapping plastic. 

What was the waiter thinking? I was tied to a chair and blindfolded, with my boobs hanging out. Did he like what he saw? I’m sure he did. I wonder if looking at me is making him hard?


“Yes, put her bib on if you would please.” 

 Strange fingers tied the plate-size piece of coarse material about my neck. I’m wearing a bib…I don’t believe it. A wave of raunchy humiliation made my cheeks glow all the hotter.

“Here, tell me what you think.” 

The taste of plastic touched my lips and I tentatively spread them, letting the icy fizz of exquisite decadence dribbled into my mouth. I leaned my head back a bit more, sucking noisily with fading hesitation. The smooth flavor of hazelnut and apple exploded in my mouth, showering my tongue in silky-textured paradise that warmed the pit of my stomach. The Crystal was simply amazing. The cup slowly left my lips, wetting them with exquisite residue.

“It tastes wonderful Master.”

“I thought you’d approve. Now try some bread, you’re hungry I assume?” 

The warm smell of butter and sweet jam teased my nose, and I opened my mouth waiting. Having to rely on my other senses now, with the blind vulnerability of being bound, made me feel…I don’t know, so tantalizingly powerless in a way.

Sameal was a cruel Master I was coming to realize, but it wasn’t the type of cruelty that I shied away from. The bread would graze my lips, making me open my mouth expectantly wider with my tongue extended, before it drifted away. The bread would touch the corner of my mouth and I moved hungrily to greet it, only to have it disappear again and again. He was leading me with anticipation, incessantly tempting me to the point of profound desire with nothing more than a damn piece of bread. It was all I could think about, becoming the center of my entire universe now. I wanted that simple, enticing bite of the unknown more than anything else in the entire world. 

When it finally came, so did I, and it was a big one. I tore a chunk out of the gooey bliss like an animal, letting the melted butter dribble from the corner of my mouth with a nerve-jolting arch of my back. I grew lightheaded and saw stars in my wonderful bondage of darkness, moaning softly, rocking with serpentine eroticism with each electrifying release of liquid musk between my thighs. Sameal whipped the slippery mess from the corner of my mouth with a napkin and I leaned back, shaking from the resonant energy of my climax. 

“Did you enjoy that; was it worth the price of slavery?” 

“Yes Master, again, please?”

“No. I don’t want you becoming more spoiled than you already are. An orgasm is a gift from me, that you’ll learn to covet more than life itself.” 

I groaned in despair. I’d wanted to cum so bad again. “Please Master,” I begged in the most desperate tone of brat-like innocence I could muster. “I’ll be a good girl, promise? You can…you can spank me again, right here in front of everyone?” Did I just say that?

“An interesting proposal, but what if I decided to fuck you for the amusement of an audience? Or maybe have you pleasure all men in this room with your mouth, instead? Is the complete loss of your dignity and pride, worth the price?” The cup of champagne brushed my lips again, and I greedily sucked at it, throat bobbing with each provocative swallow.

“Yes Master,” I gasped. 

“We’ll see…paying lip service is one thing, but I’m curious to discover what your real boundaries are in private first.” Letting Sameal discover my boundaries was something I eagerly awaited, especially since I didn’t know what they were myself. 

As for me, the remainder of the night was nothing but one horribly unbearable moment after another. Sameal continued to spoon-feed and pamper me in darkness, ruthlessly teasing me with every mouthwatering bite of food throughout our four-course dinner. Crème brulee of foie gras with Tonga beans, Tartar of Kobe beef with Imperial beluga caviar, Lobster Osso Bucco and finished off with Imperial gingerbread pyramid with caramel and salted butter ice cream. I hadn’t eaten so richly in years, and it was an amazing sensation of culinary and sensatory delight, fit for royalty, that I never laid eyes on. 

Throughout dinner Sameal talked in a hushed tone, mostly about himself I might add. My dialogue of silence consisted of a simple ‘Yes Master’ or ‘No Master’ response between greedily devoured bites of food. Despite his unscrupulous methods of doing business with me thus far, Sameal’s hidden charm easily coaxed those two words from my lips without the slightest hint of resistance any longer. The gentle touch of his fingers on my skin was enthralling, while the alluring sound of his voice striped away my meager defenses, pulling me lower and lower into a realm of total obedience. Numerous times, I caught myself forgetting where I was, and not really caring how I’d come to be the personal slave for a devil so unexpectedly.

It was weird though; I couldn’t shake the feeling that he was just enjoying my company in a way, or the simple pleasure of having someone to talk to while passing away the time with somewhat meaningless conversation in my opinion. Actually, it gave me the impression he was lonely, but I don’t know how he could be. He undoubtedly had a willing throng of women just chomping at the bit for a night like I was having.

I was already starting to feel a little tipsy when the champagne was gone, but the bottle of 1885 Romanee-Conti and Chateau d’Yquem that we finished off with desert, left me feeling like a fuzzy blanket was wrapped around my brain. I’m sure my cheeks had taken on the flushed, rosy glow of alcohol long ago, and I was sweating despite the comfortably cool atmosphere of the dining room. And…ugh, I was so fucking horny, again! All I could see in the clouded depravity of my mind, was Sameal and I embraced in imaginary sex. I was prepared to let him do anything, and I mean anything to me by the time we finished eating.

The blindfold slipped from my eyes, with an abruptness that was almost startling. I blinked, trying to focus them after what seemed like hours of neglect. The table had been cleared at some point, except for a few scattered remains of our meal and an empty wine bottle. Sameal leaned back in his chair with a sly grin, lighting up a cigarette. I looked down at my bib with a scattering of small stains, then about the room. Nothing had seemed to change much as far as I could tell. 

“So, did you enjoy dinner this evening?” 

“Yes Master, it was…I’ve never experienced anything like it before, thank you.”

“Good.” He leaned forward removing my bib, then dabbed the corner of my linen napkin in a glass of ice water. “This might be a little cold, but I can’t have my property traipsing about like a mess, can I?” He carefully began wiping the corners of my mouth and a few isolated spots on my neck. My nipples began to ache all the more, jutting in his direction like tiny pebbles of granite invitation. 

Sameal re-moistened the napkin, slowly hand-washing each and every square inch of my breasts. The teasingly deliberate circles he made around my areolas left me quivering like a piece of Jell-O. I glared back at him now with desperately yearning lust, chewing at my bottom lip in a display of open indecency. He met my gaze with a thoughtfully roguishly grin, reaching into the glass for a large ice cube. I’m not sure I liked the way he twirled it in front of my face. Oh shit, I’m in trouble again, aren’t I? I was about to learn exactly why Sameal was called a devil.

“You seem a bit hot under the collar slave, so here’s a little something to help you cool off before we leave.” Sameal leaned forward and forced the cube between my helplessly spread legs. I yelped in frigid misery and the chair thumped under me, as my body instinctively coiling into knots in an effort to escape my bonds. No dice, I wasn’t going anywhere. The ropes that held me fast threatened to cut the tender skin of my wrists and ankles to bloody shreds, if I pulled against them any harder. 

I squirmed; whining pathetically as the shard of white-hot ice was gradually forced between my enflamed pussy lips, heartlessly driven several inches inside of me, courtesy of Sameal’s finger. My pussy was clenched up so tight, that I’m surprised I didn’t amputate his finger in the process. The agony only worsened; I started to shake, frozen to the core, biting my cheek to keep from screaming. It had to be one of the most excruciating, yet breathtaking things I’d ever experienced.

Sameal leaned back in his chair, sucking his finger clean of the viscous glaze with an appraising grin. He lit up another cigarette, intently watching me while I reeled in silent anguish. I sure as hell wasn’t groggy any longer from my overindulgence of food and wine. After what seemed like an eternity, but was likely only a few minutes, Sameal nodded, stubbing out his smoke.

 “Time to go Cherry girl, you’ve been in the underworld long enough. I wouldn’t want to see you inadvertently trapped here because of me?” My jaw twitched with an uncontrollable tick, staring back at him with glossy eyes when he stood, untying my ropes and helped me unsteadily to my feet. I almost blanched, when I saw the dark round stain on my seat that vaguely resembled my ass. It was from a hell of a lot more than just one melted ice cube, or one orgasm. 

When I started to pull up my dress, Sameal stopped me with a click of his tongue and a shake of his head. 

“I don’t think so; take it off the rest of the way. I'm not done showing you off yet.” I almost hesitated…almost. With a look around the room and a forced gulp, my dress slipped down around my ankles. I was naked now except for my lace up heels, jewelry and a liberal coating of welt-like strips across my ass.

“Gather your things and then start walking around the room. I want everyone to see what a little slut you are. When you’re finished, meet me back out front.”

“Yes Master” 

I started walking between the tables with my dress and bra carefully folded in hand. “Slower, savor the moment pet,” Sameal barked and I paused. “And I know you know how to shake your ass better than that. Remember, you’re an advertisement of my property, so you better start acting like it.”

The enticing ‘woman’s’ walk of letting my ass roll erotically from side to side with the natural flow of each high-heeled step, was something I’d mastered long ago. Oh yes, I was showing off all right now, and each deliberately measured step made me feel like a lurid temptress. I kept my head up and back straight, doing exactly as the Master commanded as every gliding bounce of my hips, and gentle bob of my perky breasts, propelled me deeper through the dining room full of people. 

Sameal’s voice had drawn the attention of some of the guests, while others took notice of my beet-red ass, and the hint of glistening pussy that peeked out from the cleft of my inner thighs, when I strolled lazily past their respective tables. 

This was the first chance I’d really got to check the place out, and I tried to keep my attention from the wandering eyes and nods of approval, that in many cases were nothing more than lustful stares devouring my flesh. Most of the ‘people’ I walked by appeared to be just that, and the only clue I had as to whether they were devils or normals as I thought of myself now, was the presence of a collar or some other hinted form of slavery. 

For the most part things looked no different than any other five-star restaurant except for the exceptionally, tall raven-haired woman with subdued red skin and small horns just above her forehead. Her long flowing fishnet dress easily revealed her busty chest bulging desperately to free itself. Rising above her head, and flexing every so often, was a pair of large, bat-like wings. A naked man knelt beside her chair with a leash clipped to his collar. The she-devil’s long, tapering tail was wrapped around his raging hard-on, stroking it slowly with the residue of countless orgasms adorning the top of his sticky white thighs.

I strolled leisurely by a darkened corner that contained a brutally handsome, and exquisitely attired man surrounded by a harem of provocatively displayed, leather-clad women. One of them was between his knees, face buried in an unending pattern of sexual servitude while the others writhed about him, clinging to his legs, pawing desperately for his attention. His eyes blazed with dark smoke and two large fangs protruded slightly from beneath his upper lip in a leering grin, as he watched me pass. 

The lingering feel of icy pain inside me had faded, replaced by the scorching heat of renewed arousal, long before I stopped in front of Sameal at the entrance to the dining room. He smiled, taking my arm in his, leading me into the foyer full of people. 

“You’re quite the little show-off, aren’t you? It seems you have a natural talent for parading about in front of people. By the way, I very much approve” 

“Thank you Master.”

“I think I’ll enjoy a private showing much better though.” The corner of my mouth twitched in anticipation. “Go ahead and get dressed, but make it quick.”

I was almost finished making the final adjustment to my dress, when a very large she-devil stopped right in front of Sameal and I with a look of snooty contempt. If the Incredible Hulk and Scarlett Johansson ever had a daughter, this is exactly what she would look like. This walking steroid with double F-cup boobs had at least two and a half feet in height on me, and her arms were bigger around than my thighs. Her pretty face framed in long auburn hair, and an elegant dinner dress of shimmering silver, looked out of place hugging a body that would put Arnold Schwarzenegger to shame. Of course she had the signature small horns, python thick, yet tapering tail, and matching bat wings I assumed all female devils had now. 

“Well, look what the cat dragged in?” Her deep voice matched the body it came with, but still had an unbelievable sensuality to it. Orange reptile-like eyes, that accented the metallic, coppery hue of her skin, roamed about my body with a look of bored interest. “It looks like you’ve been out slumming again Sameal, but that’s no surprise, is it Peter?”

 She hulk clung to the arm of a male devil dressed in a dinner tux. He was an exact carbon copy of her, minus the wings, boobs and tail of course. There was no mistaking the lengthy bulge in the front of his trousers though. If Sameal’s hung anything like this guy…Woof! In all honesty, I think I’d be hard pressed to take it, but trying sure will be fun. 

Peter looked at me then back to Sameal, smirking. “Of course not dear, but he always did have a weakness for these little human sluts.” I bristled, moving closer to Sameal’s side. Who’s this asshole calling a slut?

Sameal’s eyes turned black as a crypt, swirling with light. “There’s no reason to be rude Peter; now if you will excuse us-“

“What, leaving so soon?” She hulk chided merrily, moving to block Sameal’s path. “You must introduce me to your newest little plaything before you go, that is, unless you’re embarrassed of her?”

The air around me changed like a gathered thunderstorm, and Sameal’s face grew hard and impersonal, concealing something dark and menacing towards our two antagonists. He was not a happy camper any longer. Who’s this bitch anyway, and where does she get off talking to Sameal like that?

“For your information Melinda, this is Cherry, my new slave.”

“Really?” Her sarcasm was thicker than cold crude oil. “Well isn’t she just as cute as a button! Do you have this one trained to your pervasive tastes yet? She reeks of sex, what did you do, fuck her at the dinner table?” 

 “Oh please, don’t start with-”

“No, let me guess, you were whoring her out on a street corner, like the last one?” Melinda took a step closer and I instinctively drew nearer to Sameal, letting my hand find his. 

“Did you know his last slave was so utterly disgusted with him by the time her contract expired, that she actually abstained from sex and using her journal in order to be rid of him for good?”

“Melinda! You have no right-”

“Do yourself a favor, and dump him before it’s too late,” she whispered in my ear loud enough for everyone to hear, then drawing back with a snort, shaking her head at Sameal. “And to think, I was married to you for nearly twenty-thousands years… You’re the only devil I know that can turn a woman, even a human one, to abstinence. You’re such a degenerate Sameal.” 

Did I just hear her right? They were married at one time? Eww… If the thick patches of hair under her arms weren’t bad enough, she had a matching one between her legs that looked like an overgrown conifer bush. What, they don’t have razors in hell?

“Quiet! You’re making a scene and…. I told you before I’m not like that anymore; I’ve changed a lot over the last two thousand years.” 

Melinda rolled her eyes “Sure you have Sameal. Ever since you started screwing around behind my back with that little whore…oh what was her name, Evelyn, Ellen…”

“Eve,” Sameal hissed lightly.

“Oh yes, Eve, how could I forget? Ever since you got a taste of that human pussy, you haven’t been the same, have you?” Melinda let out a harsh snicker. “Peter, do you remember how furious father was after he found out Sameal had seduced that little harlot, and let the cat out of the bag? It’s not every day that the eternal balance is upset, resulting in two angelic wars, because a certain devil doesn’t know how to keep his dick in his pants.”

“You’re so right.”

“That’s enough Melinda, you’ve made your point!” Sameal grabbed my arm, pulling me towards the door with quick, angry steps. “Come on Cherry, let’s go.”

“That’s right, run back to earth and hide with the human filth where you belong. I hope you and your little slut enjoy each other, because you never did know how to satisfy a real woman!” 

This entire time I really wasn’t sure what to make of the rather one-sided conversation that swirled around me, and under most circumstances, I would have numbly followed behind Sameal putting an end to it. The problem was that, the snotty brat in me wanted to come out and play again, and she was rather pissed at the moment. Sameal was my Master now after all. 

I pulled away from him, storming back towards Melinda and Peter and their billowing hail of insults.

“Cherry! What are-”

“Hey bitch,” I didn’t openly curse very often, but when I did, you better watch out. I had a touch of Irish on my mother’s side that had gotten me into pointless trouble more than a few times in the past. Melinda’s smile began to fade. “Yeah, I’m talking to you! Who the fuck do you think you are, talking to Sameal like that?” The entire lobby had grown deathly quiet and Melinda’s sinister eyes grew wide in surprise. A heartbeat later they narrowed menacingly, glowing back at me with fire in their murky depths. 

“What, you want a piece of me, you freak bitch? Let’s see how tough you really-” I gave a yelp, jerked back by the grip on my arm. “Let go of me Sameal, I’m going to teach this-”

“Shut up. We need to leave, now,” he said softly in my ear while I was literally dragged behind him, still giving Melinda the full wrath of my bestial fury.

“Sameal’s a great guy, and you’re just jealous you’re not getting it from him anymore!” I flipped her off before disappearing through the front door. Bitch…

“That was really stupid Cherry girl.” I was hustled down the steps towards Sameal’s waiting car, tripping over my feet the entire time.

“Ow, let go, you’re hurting me!” If I didn’t have a hand sized bruise on my arm after this, I’d be surprised.

“Get in the car, hurry.” I was nearly thrown towards the open and waiting door. What’s gotten into him? It was almost like he was scared, or something? Sameal started the car with a roar, pulling away with a cloud of rubber in our wake. He stared straight ahead, ignoring me as I frowned into my lap, rubbing at my sore bicep.

“I’m sorry; I didn’t know I was doing anything wrong. I…I just didn’t like how she was talking to you, is all.” I let out a slow breath at his continued silence, turning my attention out the window. 

Nighttime in hell didn’t look much different to me than the real world, if there was a night and day at any rate. Cars continued to pass us on the freeway, and we passed others in turn. All the tell-tail signs of a large, heavily populated city filled the horizon and made everything look so normal in my life, but it wasn’t, not any longer. Sameal took an off ramp that dropped into total darkness for a moment, accelerating up an on ramp, emerging into the dusk of streetlights again. He merged back into traffic and it was like nothing had changed, but it had, I could feel it. We were back on earth again. It’s that easy to pass between hell and earth? An on ramp and an off ramp? Crazy…

It wasn’t long before I started to recognize landmarks, and the false security of home drew ever closer. Sameal finally spoke for the first time since leaving the club. 

“You have no idea who that was, do you? It’s going to take some serious ass-kissing on my part for damage control on this one.”

“Should I have? She was just one more mouthy bitch that needs her ass kicked, as far as I’m concerned.”

“Maybe so, and I guess you’re going to be the one to do it, huh?” Sameal chuckled sarcastically. “She would have snapped you like a twig, and that was if you were lucky.”

“Yeah, well at least I didn’t tuck tail and run like you did.” 

My brief confrontation with Melinda had left me infuriated, and Sameal’s inaction to her taunting insults only added insult to injury. I couldn’t deny the fact that I liked Sameal now. He was handsome and charismatic, not to mention being an incredibly sexy and supposedly powerful devil that turned me on like the flick of a light switch. But I couldn’t understand why he’d just stood there and taken a verbal tongue lashing from that walking lump of meat. I’d thought that he was different than most guys, that he actually had a set of balls for a change, but he’d let that mouthy cunt openly badmouth and embarrass not only himself, but me as well, and in front of an entire lobby full of people. I guess that maybe I was wrong about Sameal, and maybe he’s wrong for me. 

I heard a low growl from next to me, but didn’t look up. “Yes I did, and for good reason. That was Melinda D’Artillo Devil, none other than the boss’s daughter. You know, Lucifer himself, the CEO of hell? We’re lucky we made it out of there without a fight, but I think she was too shocked at having someone talk back to her, for it to really sink in at the time.” Uh oh, that doesn’t sound good… “Damn, the boss is really going to have my hide after she tells him what happened.”

Wait a minute… “So let me get this straight, you were married to the boss’s daughter? Somehow that doesn’t surprise me. You really are a piece of work, you know that?” At least that explains why he’d shacked up with her in the first place.

“Yeah well, I thought it would get me back in the game again after…. You know, take her of his hands and make her squeal so I could finally start getting my career back on track again.” 

I gave Sameal a sidelong glance of open disdain. “So you thought by banging her, that it would help your career? Send you right up the ladder to the top? You’re a putz, you know that?” 

Sameal’s head snapped in my direction. “What?”

“You heard me, I said you’re a putz. You’re nothing but another spineless low-life bureaucrat trying to claw his way to the top anyway he can. You wouldn’t even stand up to her when she started bad mouthing me! How do you think that made me feel, Sameal?” Dammit, he should have came to my defense, and it pissed me off that he didn’t. It made me feel worthless, like I wasn’t even worth the effort on his part. And to think, I was actually going to take a swing at hulk bitch for him?

“What the hell’s gotten into you, Cherry? Are you high, or something! Have you forgotten that I’m your-”

“Yeah, yeah,” I snarled with a wave of my hand. “You’re a devil and have my butt in a sling, so what? What are you going to do, pull the car over and beat my ass again for not groveling at your feet? You know what, you’re not a master of anything, especially me, and do you know why? Because my master would have stood up for me like a man was supposed to do. You Sameal, are pathetic; you couldn’t handle it in hell by the sounds of it, so you come slumming as Melinda put it, scaring the crap out of human women with all your funky devil magic shit, before tricking them into becoming your sex slave. What a slime.” 

I crossed my arms with a huff, puffing like a bull through my nose. Damn I’m pissed! No, Sameal wasn’t getting off that easy; I still had a few more choice words for him. “And what’s more, I can’t believe I actually fell for you. If you wanted to buy me off with gifts, that by the way I have to pay for anyway, why didn’t you just say that from the beginning, instead of trying to trick me into thinking that you actually liked me.”  I have what, another twelve more years of his shit to put up with? Great…

“It’s not like that Cherry girl-”

 “Don’t call me that any longer, it makes me sound like a toy poodle or something.” 

The expected outburst of yelling and screaming, or Sameal turning into some kind of monster that would beat me back into a submissive pulp, never materialized. I guess I was just too mad to care what he did to me at the moment. There was no way I could have predicted what happened, when his car gracefully slid to a stop in front of my home.

“Fine, you’re free from your debt. You don’t owe me anything, the journal’s a clean slate again.” There was a tickling around my neck, and I reached up to touch bare skin. The collar was gone, and I would imagine so was the brand above my pubic bone. “Just don’t use the journal and you never have to worry about seeing me again. I’ve permanently lifted the ban on self-gratification until the end of your contract as well, so…so you can go inside and have all the fun you want with your girlfriend. She’s waiting for you.”

“How do you know about Kelly?” I replied mystified, still not sure if I’d heard him correctly. It had to be a trick; he wouldn’t release me from my debt that easily, would he?

“I told you before, I’ve been watching you. I see everything that you do.” My door opened with a mechanical whine, and all I could do was stare mutely back at his unexpected look of despondency. “Goodnight Miss Clark, it was a pleasure meeting you.”

I stood on the sidewalk in a daze, while Sameal’s car fade into the night. Why wasn’t I happy and shouting for joy? I was free now in a manner of speaking. I wasn’t a slave any longer at least, and my body was my own again, but the swirling mess of emotions I suffered from left me even more off balance than ever before. What the hell just happened, and why do I feel like the putz now?



 






























































Chapter Six
Kelly was sitting on the couch watching T.V, feeding her face with a pint of my favorite chocolate chip cookie dough Haagen-Dazs ice cream. I guess I did tell her to help herself, didn’t I? She was wearing one of my nightshirts, and it looked like she’d just gotten out of the shower recently. 

“Ha Charra…” She mumbled with a mouthful, trying to choke it down.

“Hey.” I threw my purse on the counter heading back to change.

“Ow! Damn, brain freeze…I hate it when that happens.” Kelly set the pint down on the coffee table, padding after me. “What happened, why are you back so early?” 

“Huh?” I looked at my watch blinking. It was a quarter after seven. That can’t be right, I’d been gone for hours? I looked at the wall clock and it said the same thing. Weird…

“Did the dinner date fall through, or something?”

“Uhm no, Sameal had to ah… he had to cancel just after we got there. Something with work came up.”

“That sucks,” Kelly flopped down on my bed patting a spot next her. I took my place beside her letting out a long, mournful breath. “Now why don’t you tell me what really happened?”

I let out a sniffle, wondering why there was a tear trickling down my cheek. “It was a disaster Kel! We got in a big argument… actually I did all the arguing, and I said some pretty mean things and…”

“You guys broke up, huh?” I nodded, wiping at my cheek. Her arm pulled me to her shoulder, and I leaned into it sobbing all the louder. Dammit, why did things always have to work out for me like this? I didn’t care if I was Sameal’s slave; I just liked being with him, and I friggin blew it with another stupid and meaningless outburst.

“Did he want all the stuff back?”

“No, he didn’t even mention it, so I guess that means I can keep it.” 

Kelly took my hand in hers, gently stroking the tops of my fingers. “That’s a surprise; kind of cool of him I suppose.”

“Yeah, I guess it was.” 

 “I’m so sorry things didn’t work out for the two you. Do you want me to draw you a bath? Some nice bubbles will help you get your mind off tonight. C’mon, I’ll give you a nice back rub while you soak.” Her free hand came to rest on my upper thigh, teasing the soft inner texture with none too subtle desire.

I couldn’t believe she was trying to put the moves on me right after… what, did she think that I’d fall into her arms on the rebound and crawl between her legs just as quickly? Despite my earlier state of arousal, I could honestly say that I wasn’t in the mood for sex now. I slowly drew away from her, standing, removing my earrings in front of the mirror. 

“Look Kel, I know you mean well… This just kind of blindsided me is all; I just thought Sameal and I were going to be together for a while.”

“That’s okay, I understand. Sorry, I didn’t mean to…” Kelly stood suddenly. “Look, I better get going, five o’clock comes awfully early.”

“It’s not you, just give me a few days to get my head back on straight, okay? Maybe we can go out next weekend or something, I don’t know.” The look of rejected disappointment in her face faded only slightly.

“Sure, no problem, but if you want to get together before that…?”

“We’ll see; I have those board meetings tomorrow and Tuesday, and the presentation to Nakamura is on Wednesday.”

Kelly chuckled, just enough to break the somber mood as she took off my nightshirt and started to dress. “Yeah, no kidding. It’s going to be another long week for you, isn’t it?”

“Yes it is.” I couldn’t help but give Kel a cursory inspection while she was changing. No, not bad at all… I don’t know why she was always acting like a leper, when it came to what she wore. A body like hers screamed to be shown off and admired. Of course she was eyeing me no different when my dress slipped away and went on a hanger to await dry-cleaning.

“Do you want me to help you with your…” She pointed shyly between my legs.

“I think I can manage it, but thanks anyway.”

“Okay, just thought I would… I’ll see you at work in the morning.” Kelly gave me an affectionate hug goodbye, which I willingly returned. 

In all honesty I really don’t know what I felt after Kelly left. I wanted to be alone, but I didn’t. I wanted Kelly to stay, but I was relieved when she left, but more than anything, I missed Sameal. It felt like a piece of me had suddenly been torn away, leaving me empty and void inside. It would have been so much better if he had blown a gasket at my outburst, returning my anger with at least a shred of his own. Instead he had set me free, which made absolutely no sense whatsoever. But that was what I’d ultimately wanted, right? My old life back? 

I couldn’t help but stare blankly at my journal on the nightstand when I crawled into bed, wearily preparing my body for another grueling week of monotonous drudgery. I numbly reached for it, letting the touch of growing familiarity dance across my fingertips, before letting it slip into the upper drawer. All I would have to do is not use it again and I’d be free of Sameal forever. That sounded easy enough, no fuss no muss, and my life can finally go back to normal like none of this ever happened. I guess in a way I didn’t care about living out my fantasies any longer; I’d been there already, and the reality of what I’d so thoughtlessly spurned, had turned out to be been more gratifying than anything I could have ever possibly imagined.

***
The beginning of another week started much as it usually did; too much coffee on an empty stomach, and the nerve racking stop and go traffic to get someplace I’d rather not be. A few things were different about this Monday morning commute than most others in the past; my dismal mood was overshadowed with habitual smoking, and not once did I have the urge to play with myself, despite the ability to do so again. It was almost like my libido had gone into remission or something. I didn’t even feel like putting on a pair of sexy panties this morning, settling for a more mundane pair of cotton briefs instead.

Even my workday progressed outside of the norm; my mood was strangely focused and professional as I went about my tasks. A busy week of meetings, and the all-important presentation to none other than Hideaki Nakamura himself, the CEO and founder of Nakamura International, occupied my every thought. From my understanding, he would arrive from Japan on Tuesday night, then spend much of Wednesday at McAndrews and Stevens while we tried to convince him to choose our firm over one of our numerous competitors, to market his new line of groundbreaking computer software. If he signed with us, it would be the biggest contract I’d seen since starting here almost four years ago, and my commission alone would be more than what I made in a year’s time. This was a big contract for everyone at the firm, not just me, and the nervous strain of frenzied preparedness for it showed. That was a good thing though, I needed to find some way to keep Sameal from popping into my thoughts all the time.

Kelly was the first to pick up on my drastic mood change, and soon Jen knew the reason for my unexplained change of demeanor. They both stopped in to see me from time to time throughout the day to try and cheer me up with small talk, but it didn’t really help much. I even turned down an offer for lunch at TGIF’s, in lieu of a solitary meal consisting of a bland vending machine sandwich that was older than I was, and a bottle of stale water.

My night fared no better after a Greek takeout dinner that I picked up on the way home, followed by a hot shower. I finally decided to go out in search of Dawson for nothing else better to do, and to keep my thoughts of Sameal occupied elsewhere. It was a futile attempt on both parts and I knew it. Sameal was gone and so was Dawson, either hit by a car or picked up as a stray because of my lack of foresight in making her wear the collar and tag that she’d never grown accustomed too. Wearing a collar really wasn’t so bad, but I guess animals see things differently than we do.

***
I dropped my purse and keys on the end table, collapsing into the couch in a state of utter mental exhaustion. Today had been even worse than yesterday. I barely slept a wink last night and the last minute rush of details, combined with a grueling four hour meeting that progressed well past normal office hours, left me feeling brain-dead and physically beat. God I’ll be glad when this Nakamura thing is finished tomorrow… We’d know one way or another whether we had the account, and if all our sweat and tears had been worthwhile or not.

I glanced at the cable box; it was almost eight. I didn’t even feel like eating. A shower and bed was about all I had the energy for. As hard as I tried, I still couldn’t help thinking about Sameal. I just wanted to talk if nothing else, but I had no idea how to contact him. He just kind of showed up whenever he wanted, or if a situation arose that needed his attention. Even if I did know a way, I wasn’t sure if I had the courage to face him again after what I’d done. Breakups had never been an issue for me in the past, if I wanted to call my relationship with Sameal that, but the newfound sense of loss I felt was…well, I really didn’t know how to deal with my emotions over the issue. Maybe if I used the journal again, he would come and see me? Then again, maybe not… 

A light knock at the door brought a frown to may face, followed by a wave of sudden anxiousness. Maybe… No, it wouldn’t him; Sameal had never knocked or used my door in the past. The last thing I expected to see through the peephole though was a middle-aged oriental man dressed in a dark three-piece business suit. I cracked the door cautiously, and was greeted with a stoic smile.

“Yes?”

“Miss Cherry Clark?” His accent was thick, but his English was impeccable.

“Yes?”

He gave me the briefest hint of a polite bow, no more than a Western woman was worthy of. “Good evening, and my apologies for disturbing you so late. My name is Tanjiro Fukushima, and I am the personal assistant to Mr. Nakamura. May I come in?” I chewed my lip, inspecting the authenticity of his claim. I had no reason to doubt he wasn’t anyone other than who he claimed to be, but why… 

“Yes of course Mr. Fukushima, please come in.” He confidently stepped inside, giving a light sniff and a cursory glance about my apartment. I hadn’t had much of a chance to clean lately, even if I did have the urge to do so in my dark mood. 

“Would you care for anything to drink? I have-”

“No, your inadequate attempts at proper etiquette would only insult me, and Mr. Nakamura expects our return within the hour. Sit.” He took a seat stiffly in one of my chairs, crossing his legs. “I said sit!” 

In the past I would have exploded if someone I knew talked to me like that, so arrogantly commanding me in my own home, let alone a complete stranger. But this time I obediently slipped into the couch beside him, reacting on newly awakened instincts without so much as a word of protest. I wasn’t sure what shocked me more; the sudden change on his part to a forcefully dominant personality that made me instantly obey his command, or his mysterious statement of my impending departure.

“Good, it seems as if Mr. Nakamura was correct in his assessment of how to properly deal with you. Now, you have exactly ten minutes to shower and change,” he reached into his inside breast pocket handing me a thick envelope. “$15,000 Miss Clark, and if you accept Mr. Nakamura’s offer of employment, there will be plenty more where that came from.”

“I…I don’t understand.” My mind bounced from side to side as if listening to the punch line, while missing the joke entirely. The envelope felt heavy in my fingers, as I eyed it shaking my head. “Employment? The presentation isn’t until 10:30 and-”

“Mr. Nakamura has already come to a decision regarding the account with McAndrews and Stevens,” Tanjiro’s voice was harsh and cruel, and as sharp as a straight razor. “And whether he accepts the proposal depends entirely on you now. The money is yours regardless, a generous amount for one night of your life, and a pittance to guarantee the contract with your firm. So, you may continue with your deliberation, or you can do as you’re told by attempting to make yourself presentable before you we leave. Decide quickly, the livelihood of your firm and all its employees hang by a thread of your indecisiveness. Forty million dollars is a substantial prize for the coffers of any small firm, such as yours.” 

I rocked back in the couch, head spinning. He didn’t mean… I knew what the money was for now. He doesn’t even know me, how did he find out where I live? At best Nakamura might have seen my signature on paper somewhere, so how my body, and no doubt what would be done with it later, had become the all-important bargaining chip to signing this deal, was a complete mystery to me. 

From what little I knew about Nakamura and influential Japanese businessmen in general, he probably wanted the illusion of a western girlfriend to spend the night with. Okay, no big deal, dinner and a few drinks while I sit politely smiling as his arm candy, followed by a few hours of sex… I can deal with that, I suppose. It was just sex after all, and I’d be stupid to pass up $15,000 in cash to let a man grunt over my body. This wouldn’t be any different than the escort fantasy I had, except for being a little sooner than expected, and for real. If hindsight were twenty-twenty though… 

Besides, I needed this contract, I needed the commission; everyone at the firm did. Kelly and Jen were worse off for cash than I was. That wasn’t counting all the other employees that had families to worry about. Was I ready to accept the blame, even secretly, for possibly being the sole reason of losing it? Not to mention if we picked up the Nakamura account, it would propel McAndrews and Stevens into the glorious spotlight of international marketing for the first time and…

“If silence is your decision then,” Tanjiro stood suddenly, straightening his suit jacket. “I will inform Mr. Nakamura that your firm’s services won’t suit his needs.”

“No, wait! Give me just a few minutes to get ready,” I bolted from the couch nearly colliding with Tanjiro as he took the first step towards my front door. “Just let me get a shower first and-”

“I’m sorry, but your insolence has lost that luxury already. You can bathe at Mr. Nakamura’s suite when you arrive. Now, quickly get the things you need so I can be rid of this squalor surrounding me.” 

“Okay, okay, just…just give me a minute!” I burst into my bedroom, spurred into action by the relentless prodding of surrender. An old gym bag flew off the top shelf of my closet, and I carefully folded the dress Sameal had given me, placing it inside. The matching push up bra followed next, along with a pair of black cheeky panties. Sameal still had my other pair.

“Hurry Miss Clark, Mr. Nakamura doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

“Okay!” Damn, give me a break, will ya?

Everything from my dinner date followed suit; the jewelry, the perfume and even Sameal’s belt went into the bag. As an afterthought, I threw in a studded slave collar I’d picked up some time ago, along with a set of unused cuffs, a hog-tie strap and a small riding crop. I didn’t know what to expect, but I liked to plan ahead when possible. Who knows, maybe Nakamura is into this sort of thing? I can’t believe I’m doing this… why am I even taking all this stuff? Maybe I was just hopeful in a way I was afraid to admit. 

On the way out the door, I prayed the result of my unexpectedly becoming a whore for the night would be worth it for everyone. If I’d known the depth of humiliation and complete degradation that awaited me, and how much I’d shamefully enjoy it, I would never have gone with Tanjiro. Some things just couldn’t be undone, or forgotten, no matter how much you wish for it.



 





































































Chapter Seven
I tried to doze during the hour-long drive in an effort to relieve my growing trepidation and increasing fatigue. I didn’t have anything else to do anyway. The few token efforts on my part to strike up a conversation with Tanjiro, or discover the details of what awaited me tonight, had ended in failure. His only reply was a hissed breath, telling me that all would soon be explained, and that I was to keep quiet until such time. At least he had something productive to occupy his time, typing away at his laptop instead of mulling over the alluding possibilities of what was to come.

It didn’t surprise me in the least, when the limousine pulled to a stop in front of the Windsor Majestic. It was the most expensive luxury hotel in Beverly Hills, and the only place in town that a multi-billionaire like Nakamura would choose to stay at. He could easily afford the decadent cost of a signature suite ranging between eight and twelve thousand a night. The fifteen grand he’d used to purchase my dignity, was nothing but pocket change to a guy like him. I should have demanded more, but the growing sense of unexplained anxiousness in me would have settled for much less.

I slowed, staring about the clinically flawlessly decorum of the Windsor’s lobby with childlike awe: sparkling fountains, crystal prisms and wall to wall mirrors. It felt like I was swimming inside a diamond. Another Japanese man materialized from the blinding grandeur, bowing lightly to Tanjiro. He must have been a bodyguard; the concealed presence of a large caliber automatic pistol bulged faintly under his suit jacket, and he had the unmistakable look of an evil henchman from a James Bond movie. This guy wasn’t an actor though, and looked so much deadlier. He took his place at my side, and I was efficiently hustled closer to the world of consensual degradation that awaited me.

Two more bodyguards stood on either side of the double doors of the presidential suite that spaciously occupied the entire upper floor of the hotel. A firm knock by one of them brought an immediate responds from inside. My breath caught when the doors swung open under the delicate hands of a petit, white-faced oriental girl, dressed and presented as the perfect image of a stunningly beautiful geisha. She gracefully slid to her knees, whispering in the delicate singsong voice of an angle, kowtowing in the epitome of subservient respect to my two escorts.

“Ah, Miss Clark! It’s a pleasure to finally meet you in person.” My gaze was drawn to the soothing deepness of male authority, wrapped around a perfect Oxford English accent. “I have to say that I am most pleased that you decided to accept my offer for this evening.”

Nakamura strode across the expanse of the wastefully large, and equally furnished living room in my direction. His short, stocky frame was clad in a multi-piece kimono of dark blues and grays, and white stockings. Shortly cropped black hair, with distinguished streaks of graying white along the sides, gave an air of aging respect to his chiseled face. Hideaki Nakamura had a much more domineering presence in person than any picture in Forbes magazine could do justice to. I swallowed hard, lowering my eyes under the pricing gaze of obsidian shards that cut my flesh like a knife. My escorts respectfully bowed to him, and the doors to the outside world as I knew it closed behind me.

“Follow me please, I’m sure you would like to know why I had you dragged from the comfort of your home on such short notice?” I stepped off and was immediately stopped with an arm blocking my path. 

“You are not among filthy barbarians any longer Miss Clark,” Tanjiro growled, thick with the borderline anger that I’d come to expect from him. “Shoes off.”

“Now, now, Tanjiro, remember your manners, she is a guest after all? You may keep your shoes on for the time being, if you wish to Miss Clark.” I kicked them off regardless of Nakamura’s lighthearted permission, eyes darting nervously to Tanjiro. His seething glare in my direction was ripe with the shame of being reprimanded by his employer in front of everyone.

I joined Nakamura kitty corner on the plush cushioning of a white, multi-sectional couch with my gym bag beside me. A different, but equally stunning geisha with immaculately groomed coal black hair knelt at his side, lowering her head, presenting him with a short glass of scotch and water. There were at least two other women floating in the periphery of the spacious suite, in addition to several more grim-faced bodyguards placed strategically around the room.

“Would you care for something to drink, Miss Clark?”

“Umm…water would be fine please.”

“An interesting choice, but not surprising from what I know about you.” He spoke softly to the woman in Japanese, and she responded diligently with a bow, raising and leaving the room.

 I wish he would just get on with it. I knew full well why I was here, and the false image of pleasantries was somewhat insulting. “If you don’t mind Sir, I think we should cut to the case. It’s been a long day and I’m very tired, not to mention your presentation begins-”

“It seems that your manners are as impetuous as the spark of empty defiance you hide beneath. The presentation tomorrow is no longer of consequence; as my assistant already told you, my decision now rests with you.” 

I silently began to fume. The more I thought about it, the idea of being blackmailed into having sex to ensure the deal went through, had to be one of the lowest things I’d heard since... Well, I guess in the sleazy world of both Sameal and Nakamura’s unprecedented power, using another person’s weakens against them, must be the natural way of things. 

“Why me?” I asked with a growing sense of boldness. “There are plenty of high-class escort services in L.A to choose from? What is this, some sort of twisted power trip? Coercing me into having sex with you, or my co-workers wallets, not to mention my own, suffer because of it? I don’t know what kind of a woman you think I am Sir, but-”

A twinkle came to Nakamura’s eyes, and he burst into a genuinely hearty laugh. “I know exactly what kind of a woman you are Miss Clark, but did you honestly think that I brought you here tonight to pleasure me sexually with your filthy, untrained body? I have a pure blood concubine of the chosen race to perform that duty. And as for using your co-workers as leverage against you, that was nothing more than an added incentive to make you consider my proposal more thoughtfully.”

The brightly clad geisha, Nakamura’s concubine apparently, reappeared and set a bowl full of water several feet in front of me on the floor. My eyes were deadpan, face growing slack.

 “Do you know what you are, Miss Clark?” Nakamura glared at me with a snide and leering grin. “You are nothing but a filthy gaijin whore with a meaningless existence. America is called the great melting pot, but filled with what? The residue of a pack of stray dogs relieving themselves in a disgusting mix of half-breeds and mongrels that think themselves better than the rest of the world? Just the thought that you had every intention of spreading your legs for me tonight, makes my stomach turn in revulsion.” I shot daggers of ineffectual anger at his contemptuous mockery of everything I was. 

“Then why even bring me here tonight, Sir? If you don’t want sex then-” 

“Because your training has to start somewhere, doesn’t it?” He motioned to the dog dish full of water. “Drink.”

“You must be joking?” My blood turned to ice.

Nakamura’s face was cold and hard now, losing any shred of humanity that it once held. “No, I’m not joking in the least. You could say that we have a mutual friend, and through his acquaintance, I’ve already witnessed two of your wonderful displays of sexual depravity. They weren’t quite as inventive as I am normally accustomed to,” he stood and I came to my feet backing away from his nearing presence. “But you’ll learn your proper place with a man, and how to pleasure him correctly before the night is over.” 

 It hit me like a ton of bricks; he’d seen my puppy and botched rape fantasy. “You know Sameal…you’re a member of the club, aren’t you?”

“And to think you have a brain behind such a ugly round-eye face; such an uncommon trait for an American whore these days. Yes, I’ve been a long-standing client of his for many years. How else would the son of a poor, uneducated fisherman rise to a position of such prestigious power and wealth so quickly? And as usual, luck smiles upon those with the audacity to reach out and take what they want in life. I wanted you, and here you are, but if Sameal hadn’t lifted the ban on you recently, you and your firm may have actually had to go through with the pathetic attempt of selling your wares tomorrow, instead of winning me over with your slavery tonight.” 

“My slavery!” I blurted, backing further away. No, this hadn’t been a good idea at all on my part. Incredibly strong hands grabbed me from behind, locking about my arms with the tenderness of a vice. 

Nakamura stopped in front of me, and I began to tremble. His eyes cut me to ribbons with an air of dominance I hadn’t felt since… “From the moment I first saw you, I sensed your potential: wild and untamed, inexperienced, yet eager to learn and please under the right tutelage. You have the soul of a Japanese woman my little gaijin; your mind an unbroken field, ripe and fertile for cultivating what you will someday become. I can see now why Sameal bestowed the honor of slavery upon such an unworthy creature as yourself.” His hand shot upward, slapping both my cheeks in rapid succession hard enough to make my hair fly. They flared to life with stinging pain, and liquid fire.

“And what did you do? You threw it back in his face like an ungrateful bitch.” I fought back my tears, rage brewing behind eyes of wavering insolence.

“It wasn’t like that at all, I-” He struck me again, cuffing me into silence.

“You have a surprising streak of fire in your soul, and a waning strength that belies your inner feelings, but all strength is fleeting in a creature like yourself. Make no mistake Miss Clark; I will not tolerate your disrespect for one moment tonight. I am in complete control here, and you will speak only when spoken to from this time forth.” 

I saw Nakamura in a new light now; a gleam of perverse pleasure shone brightly in his eyes when he struck me. He was so unlike Sameal…

“This is my proposition, so listen carefully. You have been generously paid for one night with me, and you will provide that service as I see fit. How well you perform will determine if your firm receives the pending contract from me or not. Do we understand one another, thus far?” 

My breath came in quick frightened gulps as I looked nervously about the room finding only aloft contempt and harsh indifference to greet my dilemma. I was beginning to realize the mess that I’d spontaneously fallen into, yet again. Something told me that saying no to him wasn’t an option at this point.

“Yes… yes Sir.”

“Good. Now, if I find your service satisfactory, and you decide to continue in my employment, you will begin making plans to leave for Japan in two weeks. The exact details will be worked out later, but you will be paid an annual salary of $1,000,000 with no other duties whatsoever, other than being a slave at my disposal.” Continued service, almost a million dollars a year to be his slave? That’s a lot of money, but…

“Tanjiro,” Nakamura said sinisterly, stepping around my body while lifting my hair to his nose, sniffing it lightly. “She smells. See that this creature is properly bathed and then give her a lesson in what it means to be polite with a man. Oh, and make sure she gets something to drink. I would hate to see her neglected, of such a basic necessity” 

“Hai, Nakamura-san!” 

I was pushed forward, still held fast by unyielding hands. Tanjiro strode briskly past, leading my helplessness behind him. In his hand he held a three-foot long what…paddle? No, it was wrapped in cruel, black leather and had a six-inch circular gap at the end. Then I remembered; I’d seen the maids using similar instruments when I was growing up. It was a rub beater. My mind screamed in fear, moments before my voice.

“No…please! I’ll be good, I promise!” I pulled in vain in an effort to free myself. “You don’t have to beat me, Sir! I’ll do whatever you say, you’ll see!” Nakamura stopped me again, pinching my chin between his fingers, looking into my distraught face with the expression of emotionless stone.

“If you had every intention of being ‘good’ as you said, then you would have accepted your fate without question, as a slave should? You still have much to learn my little untamed gaijin. This is not a lesson in doing what you’re told, or in proper behavior, it’s about learning your place in a world that you will warm too much quicker than you think. By the way, I just thought you should know that this was Sameal’s idea. He was the one who told me where to find you.” My mind recoiled with shock and sorrowful betrayal. Sameal? He wouldn’t have thrown me to the wolves like this, would he? “You’re nothing but a worthless pile of shit to him now, and he wanted to make sure you suffered appropriately for your arrogant spurning of his unwarranted generosity.” I felt the dam breaking free, and the tears started to fall because of my blind stupidity. Sameal! I’m sorry, please save me!

 “Consider my offer of employment very seriously throughout the night. There is nothing left for you here; Sameal is gone from your life forever now. It wouldn’t surprise me if he hasn’t already sold your lien to a much viler devil, just to be rid of your ugliness for good. Using your journal again may prove to be quite an unexpected and unwelcome surprise.

“I’ve already checked your financial records as well; you will be in debt for the rest of your life because of your impulsive nature, stuck forever in a job that you find very little satisfaction in, if I was to guess. But through your service to me, you will earn the ability to live the kind of life you’ve always wanted, while becoming the very thing you pretend to so desperately shy away from. Consider your options; consider the future carefully as you learn what will be expected of you in my home.” With a nod of his head, I was thrust towards my inevitable fate, forced down a hallway of plush carpet that gave way underfoot like my fading resolve. 

How could he, how could Sameal do this to me? How could he think that about me? How could he sell my lien! How could he sell me! I hadn’t been that bad, had I? I’d done everything he asked. I’d been a good girl, except for my one brief outburst in the car… Shit! My tears continued to fall in futile regret. Nakamura was right, there was nothing left for me here any longer. 

I was led into a warm and modest room with glass walls, scattered with rich tropical fauna, and adjoined to an indoor swimming pool. A large steaming tub of hot water sat in the middle of the room and two naked women waited on their knees, bowing deeply when we entered. I was released by my walking restraint system that took his place in a nearby corner.

“Take off your clothes,” Tanjiro growled from behind me. I screeched, recoiling in stinging pain. Hesitancy had earned my ass a swift reminder of prompt obedience from the rug beater. I quickly did as I was told, from there on out.

I was prodded into the tube of near scalding water, then joined by the two women. They seemed typical of Japanese woman I’d seen in the past, small and petite in stature like myself, but with an uncommonly bleached look to their perfect complexions. Their breasts were small by American standards, reminding me of an elegant hand-filling pear, topped by a virgin-pink nipple. They actually pointed, delicately laughing at the size of mine, like I was some sort of freak of nature, thanks to modern cosmetic surgery. 

Their bodies were angelically smooth and hairless, except for a dark patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair that allowed the hinting view of velvet smooth labia between their creamy thighs. Once again they shyly pointed at my difference, giggling softly at the absence of hair that apparently a ‘real’ woman was supposed to have.

I was instructed to sit motionlessly silent, accepting my fate with the patience of a zoo animal, while they went about their demeaning task of harshly scrubbing my body raw with course bristled, hand brushes. No part of me was spared the abuse either as if I had some sort of communicable disease that needed to be purged from existence. The temperature of the water only compounded the sensation of having my skin raked to the bone as I whimpered and moaned in despair, letting my waning self-respect continued its downward spiral into oblivion. 

My hair came next; washed with the same enthusiasm of dispassionate frenzy that made my scalp just as raw as the rest of me. I continued to sniff back my tears, wiping my nose with the back of my hand like a despondent child, yet something very odd came over me as my bath neared its completion. It was almost like there was a part of me that wanted to enjoy my abusive pampering.

The thing that I didn’t understand at the time, was that during brief pauses in my bath, I was given a glass of water to drink. I was given one right after the other, forced to drink so much, that I eventually became bloated to the point of pregnant nausea. I would be careful of asking for anything else in the future, from here on out.

I stepped from the pool a new woman, letting the forced glow of my rosy cleanliness tingle in the cool air. 

“Did you enjoy yourself, beast?” Tanjiro asked when the two women finished drying me, slipping away to kneeling insignificance. I didn’t hide my feelings very well behind a face just as hot and red as the rest of my body. “I figured as much,” he smirked with a knowing grin. “Follow me, and remember only people are allowed to stand, and you no longer fit into that category.”

“Yes Sir,” I gulped, dropping to my hands and knees.

“Secondly, you will never look a man in the face, especially Mr. Nakamura. Remember that you are nothing but a lowly gaijin animal that offends the senses, to those of the chosen race.”

“Yes Sir.” I felt myself falling…

 Tanjiro led me from the bath area, and I obediently followed. We entered a smaller room down the hall that had been cleared of everything except… I knew what to do without a word being spoken. I crawled up on the spanking bench and across the padded rest that made my ass stick vulnerable high the air. My legs were roughly spread and strapped in place, followed by my wrists. 

How easy it was to accept the surrender being forced on my salacious mind. I’d been halfway there before even meeting Sameal, and he’d done much to complete the job in our pithy time together. When metal is heated, it grows soft and malleable. Then it’s cooled, losing some of its strength forever. When heated again and again, then allowed to cool in turn, it gradually weakens until it can be molded and bent by hand, ultimately breaking altogether. It wasn’t surprising that I broke as completely as I did tonight; the mettle of my core had been heated and cooled too many times in my life already.

A large ball gag was forced into my mouth and buckled behind my frizzy mess of blonde locks. “I’m going to ask you some questions beast, so feel free to bark appropriately whenever you wish.” How am I suppose to answer him if…

My eyes shot wide and I screamed through my gag, when the distinct crack of steadfast leather and rattan, met pliable flesh for the second time tonight. Then a third… and a forth…and a fifth… I moaned and cried like a blubbering baby into the gag, emptying my soul to a soulless and pitiless man who brought me to the brink of maddening pain like never before. Tanjiro’s blows’ were a constant rain of stinging hell that fell without rhyme or reason. Sometimes they were hard and cruel, other times brutal and agonizing, but never soft and caressing. Oh no, that was a quickly fading remembrance, of a time long gone. 

“What is your name?” A disembodied voice broke through the fog, after what seemed like hours. I tried to answer, but I couldn’t. The stinging pain came again.

“What is your name?” I wept in frustration as an all-encompassing throb of swirling sensation engrossed my ass, twisting up through the pit of my stomach while I coiled like a frenzied snake under my lashmaster’s viciousness. But I felt a stirring between the pain, of an awakening animal more primal and gluttonous than anything that walked on two legs. 

“What is your name?” Anything you want! I screamed silently, groaning verbally, as my hips began to buck with desire for something much more carnal in return. Nothing existed in my world except for the cries of pleasure filled agony, the resounding crack of broiling perversion, and the heavy breathing of a small god of discipline. In time the ball gag left my mouth, while I stared at the floor beneath me with distant, unblinking eyes.

“What is your name?” The question that had suffocated my senses for so long came again, but now I could gladly answer it. How should I answer? What would make my god of pain happy? What did he want me to call myself?

“Slut, my name is slut, Sir.” It sounded like a sleepwalking stranger had spoken.

“Wrong.” I moaned, reeling under yet another blow.

“Whore, my…my name is whore, Sir!” I screeched, as a rippling contraction took root deep between my thighs.

“Wrong.” I convulsed in pain again, while the undulating tide inside my body surged closer. He’d called me a beast; that must be the right answer.

“Beast! I’m… my name is beast!” 

“Very good,” the cool pressure of his finger slid easily into the depths of my vicarious pussy. “You learn quicker than most, and will be rewarded for it.” I shuddered, muscles tightening about his fingers with desperate, primordial lust. Tanjiro drove deeper, and my orgasm intensified. He knew precisely how much I was enjoying my painful conditioning now. 

“Oh yes, more…please more Sam…Sir!” I began to fantasize that it was Sameal tormenting me at some point, and the truth of my swirling delusion had almost slipped from my shivering lips.

“No.” His fingers left me, and I groaned again in wanting despair. “A slave, a gaijin beast, never asks for more pleasure, content with receiving only what the graciousness of their Master deems suitable. Remember that you are not a slut or a whore any longer, you must earn those titles; you, my little misguided beast, are much lower than that. Your name is now slave, say it.”

“My name is slave!” 

“Again.” 

“My name is slave,” I to sobbed quietly. The shameful admission of my true nature tore at my mind, just as readily as the words were ripped from my parched throat. 

“Good, and what is the purpose of a filthy, gaijin slave?” Tanjiro’s voice never lost its violent edge, not once throughout my lesson in politeness. What did he want me to say? One false step and… My ass was on fire, sparkling with raw current from the pounding of every excruciating heartbeat.

“To suck cock!”

“And?”

“To be fucked!”

“And?”

“And… and…” The beater fell again, reigniting the fire that had already consumed every shred of my willpower. 

“Your purpose, your only purpose tonight, is to please Mr. Nakamura as he deems fitting. Thoughtless obedience, willing servitude and shameless duty must come to you as natural as breathing. Forget this even once… You can’t hide the fact from me that you enjoy pain, or the humiliation of having it forced on you, but everyone has limits. I can promise you that you will not enjoy my tender mercies the next time. Do you understand me, slave?” I trembled, caught somewhere between mind numbing terror and delirious rapture. I strove to remember a time that I’d been so utterly sordid in desires.

“Yes Sir.”

“Good. I do hope you decide to accept Mr. Nakamura’s proposal of employment; I look forward to continuing your training at some point in the future.” Tanjiro spoke rapidly in Japanese, and a man replied. He switched back to English for my benefit alone. “Inform Mr. Nakamura that his slave will be ready for dinner in a half hour.” 

Tanjiro removed my restraints, and I fell into his domineering hands. The thought of dinner sparked a burning ache in my stomach. Yes, dinner would be nice, even if I do have to eat from a dog dish. I did like doing that in fact. What followed next wasn’t what I had quite envisioned though.

***
I was lying flat on my back, legs together with my arms at my sides, palms up, staring intently at the bland texture of nothingness above me. Despite lying in a bathtub of torturous ice water to lower my body temper a scant fifteen minutes ago, the silken mat beneath me had already grown warm from the smoldering fire of my contained desire. 

I was motionless, made of stone. Only the slight rise and fall of my chest gave any indication that I was alive. I didn’t want to spill the food again, and receive another disciplining from Tanjiro. A small reed switch that was as cruel to my supple flesh as anything I’d experienced thus far, had been the object of my angst this time. 

Despite my outward appearance of calm, a thundering storm of excitement continued to shred me to the core. I was to be used as a beautiful vessel of female submission now, Nyotaimori, or female body presentation as it was called among those with the distinct inclination of enjoying it. I was to become nothing more than the centerpiece of an intricate and eye pleasing meal that currently awaited Nakamura and his dinner guests. Banana leaves, topped with all manners of chilled Sashimi and Sushi, now covered much of my body. Around me, bowls and plates held steamed rice and deep-fried delicacies whose names escaped me. The dapper, elderly man who ‘set me,’ worked with such dizzying speed and skill that it boggled my mind. He’d just recently finished with his task, only a few minutes ago. 

Now I suffered in yet another way. The inciting smell of rice and fish, of seaweed and spicy dipping sauce continued to torment my nose and growling stomach, no different than Tanjiro had used the maddening sensation of discipline to awaken the craving that coated my inner thighs. To make matters worse, I felt the first tickling sensation of having to pee, and I couldn’t move a muscle. Why did they make me drink all that damn water?

Nakamura and his six dinner guests entered the room, talking joyfully in their native language as if nothing out of the ordinary was about to happen. Most of the other men looked around his age, 40’s and 50’s, with the same established air of successful executives about them. They all wore single piece kimonos, and were naked beneath them. So… it’s going to be a gangbang after dinner, is it? Apparently not all Japanese men have the same an aversion to fucking a filthy gaijin, like Nakamura does.

They took their seats around me, sitting akimbo on decorative Tatami mats and Zabuton pillows, marveling and nodding with satisfied appraisal at the spectacle of perfection arrayed before them. Four geisha quickly joined the mix, and the insanity began. For the next agonizing hour and a half I had to remain frozen, ignoring everything around me as chops sticks ticked my skin and the sake flowed like water. Oh my god, the water! I had to pee so bad… 

The food covering my breast and groin were the first to vanish, and during the remainder of the meal, competent chopsticks humorously plucked and pinched at the jutting bullets of my dark nipples and engorged clit, as if the men were intentionally trying to force a forbidden reaction from me. They didn’t succeed though; I was a good beast and bit my cheek, suffering in ecstasy ravaged silence.

I began to sweat near the end, drifting in a sea of mental anguish, drowning in a swell of sexual awakening. I was groped and teased throughout the meal like any other instrument of male appeasement, as more and more of my succulent body came into view. The restless gnawing of imagined sex that I prayed would come soon, continued to chip away at my token inhibitions, growing stronger, growing wild and feral within me. Some of the men were already hard, eyeing me with the same hungry stares as the food that they’d recently devoured. 

After the meal, Nakamura and his guests tediously rolled long, unlit cigars through the slit of my pussy, giving noncommittal grunts of acknowledgement from the sight of my ichorous passion made physical for their smoking enjoyment. I was ready to burst like a torrential river by the time they were finished teasing me; being fucked by any number of the men around me was a godsend that I silently prayed for. I wanted all of them now. My brooding lust was overshadowed by only one thing; I had to pee like a damn racehorse!

The men continued to talk and smoke, completely oblivious to my torment while I squirmed and clenched every muscle in my pelvis, in order to keep my inflated bladder from voiding itself. They drank more sake, becoming blissfully inebriated while I continued to suffer. I couldn’t take it much longer though; I knew it. Nakamura spoke to me for the first time since sending me off for my bath.

“Is something wrong slave; you seem distressed?” It was a rhetorical question; we both knew that. I got the impression the other men did as well, because most of them gave a dark chuckle as they waited for my answer.

“Yes Sir.”

“And what would that be?” His voice was sickly sweet, and viciously taunting.

“I…I need to use the bathroom Sir,” I managed to croak out bashfully.

“Is that all? I think I can accommodate that simple request. Tanjiro, help our guest up so she can relieve herself.” Oh thank you! And maybe afterwards, Nakamura and his guests could finally get on with the main course…Me.

I was briskly hauled to my feet on unsteady knees after nearly two hours of immobility. Tanjiro lent me use his arm for support, leading me from the circle of leering men and carnivorous erections to a square mat of stiff plastic several feet away. My panties were pushed into my hand, and I gave Tanjiro with a blank stare when he told to put them on. At this point I could have cared less if I had to put on a clown suit in order to pee. The soft material slid over the marred flesh of my superbly beaten thighs and ass in a kissing reminder of what eluded my vision. 

I lowered my eyes waiting, shifting nervously from foot to foot in my profound discomfort. Please…hurry! I could already feel a few warm drops dribbling into the fabric of my crotch.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” Nakamura said gleefully, enjoying my distress no different than his other guests. “I’m giving you the opportunity to relieve yourself, so do so.”

“What, right here!” I cringed from another slap of remorseless punishment to the back of my thighs. 

“Yes slave, squat and wet yourself like an animal.” He’s kidding right? No, no he wasn’t, and I couldn’t hold it any longer. My body’s incorrigibility had passed the point of reluctant shame long ago. I began to squat, and the sick aching sensation in my gut started to relax. 

“Turn around so we can see you from behind.” Nakamura sounded like a demented child, and I silently ground my teeth, quickly turning about like a dog pissing in the grass. Anything to ease the torturous pain at this point.

“Ahh… god yes…” My panties ballooned from the sudden gush of hot urine, followed by the euphoric tingling of electrified chills. I closed my eyes in unimaginable bliss; this simple act of animal-like emancipation felt just as good as any orgasm in the past, maybe even better.

“Pull your panties aside, quickly!” Nakamura barked with the furious haste of a man nearing ejaculation. I obeyed instantly, and exposed my sopping hole in its final stage of release. My humiliation reached new heights as the warm spray began to subside, sounding so much louder as it tickled my legs, coating my calves, adding to the growing pool I knelt over. 

 The smell of warm urine wafted upwards, making my nose twitch, bringing me back to reality. The final drops tentatively left me, slowly dribbling from my waterlogged pussy in one last moment of indignity. I couldn’t help but wiggle my ass in an effort to aid in my drip-drying, making me feel dirtier than I already was.

“Stand up and turn around.” I did, focusing on the puddle at my feet. “Are you beginning to learn what it means to be in my service?”

“Yes Sir.” My voice as a meek and broken as a piece of rotting driftwood.

Nakamura grunted in acknowledgement, and I was hustled away by two geisha to be cleaned of my filth. The mess fading behind me was quickly and efficiently removed, being replaced by yet another piece of clear plastic. When I returned, Nakamura’s guests were patiently standing in a haphazard circle of spear-like cocks around the mat. I knew my place and diligently assumed it, going to my knees with a trembling heart. The sudden realization of what was about to happen hit me with brutal clarity. This wasn’t my fantasy world any longer; this was real. My body was about to experience the yearning sensation of real sex for the first time in almost two years, and with at least six men, all of them strangers. Some fantasies do come true…

Nakamura was naked as well, but still seated. His concubine spread herself, mounted his lap. “Now you shall be an American whore for my business associates. Remember your place, and treat them kindly. I’m sure you will have no problem slipping into this role, just be yourself.” His condescending decree was slightly muffled from behind the body of the waif-like girl, but I heard it clear as day.

“Yes Sir.” 

It was amazing how two simple words, and the forced willingness to obey, could bring about such a transformation of carnal desire within me. I’d been teased and tortured, whipped and paddled, humiliated and disgraced to the point of sexual savageness, but now… now I could finally revert to the most basic and wild creature in existence.

I reached for the first cock shoved in my face, and eagerly devoured it. It tasted salty, with a distinctive flavor and smell that I vaguely remembered. The thick odor of musk-filled pubic hair tickled my nose, as I took his somewhat small, yet incredibly hard shaft into the depths of my throat. None of them were very big actually, but that suited me just fine. I would be high on cock tonight like never before, regardless. 

My mouth watered, moving with a skill long held in remission, as I went from one man to the next to satisfy my gluttony. A firm grip on my hair pulled me this way or that, redirecting my mouth while I moaned and sucked with every ounce of sluttiness I could muster. I took two of them at once, distorting my mouth in a drooling mess, lavishing them with my tongue to the barking approval of my sexual wards. Plump, cum-laden balls bounced in my mouth, while I feverishly jerked the shaft above them, seeking the final outcome that would soon follow. One of them bent over and spread his ass cheeks, and I dove between the hair-covered mounds eagerly lapping at his asshole, forcing my tongue into the puckered rim, while jerking off two other men.

I could smell the sexual excitement culminating in the air around me; the men were pleased with my performance, and it drove them to the heights of arousal filled perversion. My hair was pulled, and my nipples were viciously pinched and sucked. And my pussy… I lost count of the fingers that explored my slick tawdry folds, poking into my ass, defiling my body like a new Christmas toy, while I enthusiastically fucked their fingers in return. I was driven to the brink over and over again, and I couldn’t understand why none of them had fucked me yet. Please… someone! I wanted to be fucked and used, but this simple act of my ultimate surrender to the conquest of man, continued to elude me. 

It was as if some unspoken command had been given and the men drew away, leaving me in a tussled mess of unparalleled wanting. Nakamura was breathing hard, watching me from his ‘throne’ with an afterglow of content satisfaction. His little geisha quickly padded through the men, hand clasped tightly over the glistening mound of her fucked femininity.

“You suck Master from cunt now,” she commanded in broken English.

My lips began to quiver, as I eyed the crimson lips of her humid pussy hovering above me, and my nose eagerly twitched from the rich odor of intermingled orgasmic juices. I extended tongue when the heavenly aroma of sweaty lust, the sensation of sticky heat, and the soggy feel of silky flesh, smothered my face. I began to suck, slurping frantically at the woman while she ground down into me, moaning with a whisper of delight. 

The little geisha tasted good, sweet and incredibly clean despite being fucked. Then the salty residue of something thicker teased my desire, and my hands shot to her petite ass, pulling her closer, delving further, ravenously seeking my hidden prize. I’d never eaten cum from a freshly fucked cunt before, and immediately regretted it now. I’d never tasted anything so… so succulently illicit. The result of my craving for more made the woman grind against me, squealing with a high pitch guttural cry. Moments later she shuddered, filling my mouth with a mixture of diluted white and a hot splash of female release, that I gulped down like mother’s milk. My body unexpectedly convulsed, and I came with her like the floodgate within had been blissfully opened at last.

A harsh command yanked the geisha away as if she’d been kicked, and we briefly eyed one another with panting gasps and shaking bodies. What I wouldn’t give for just ten minutes alone with this beautiful oriental woman…Tanjiro cruelly grasped her arm, dragging her from the room in a flurry of stumbling, blubbering resignation.

“I knew you were a skilled,” Nakamura hissed with a mixture of awe and rage, “But making my concubine cum without permission is indeed an unheard of feat for anyone. Rest assure, that she will be severely punished for her shameful lack of restraint.” My eyes went wide with shock, and my mouth moved in silent protest. It’s not her fault!  “Proceed gentlemen, and my apologies for interrupting your defacing of this animal, with such a disgraceful act of my concubine’s weakness.” 

I didn’t have time to dwell on another’s misery for long, quickly slipping back into my role of servicing the men around me. The first warm splash of cum came almost as a surprise. I was sucking another man, bucking my hips slowly with the unveiled desire of a wanton slut, when it hit me from the side. I jerked instinctively from the watery jet before turning to face it, opening my mouth, basking in the warm sensation that sent ripples through the steamy vapor of my loose id existence. More… give me more! And that was exactly what I received.

One by one, the men began to relieve themselves upon my upturned and eager face in a choreographed conclusion of degradation. Some of them gripped my hair, holding me immobile while their thick globs of cum splattered lazily about my cheeks. Others showered me with a blast of forceful proportion that made me marvel at their manly prowess. Two of them let their throbbing shafts rest upon my face, filling the recesses of my closed eyelids amid the downpour of groans and hissed breathes of ecstasy. I’d never experience anything like this before, wallowing in a bath of utter capitulation to male supremacy that left my hair laced with spider web strings, and my face a twisted charade of what it had been. Just as Nakamura had said, I was now defaced as if no longer human in their eyes, or mine.

I was left kneeing in a daze, dripping like a wax mannequin under a heat lamp. The men around me slowly began to disperse, taking their seats as tea was poured, and polite conversation returned along with a surreal level of normalcy. Was that it? I was being seemingly ignored now, but my body still screamed for more with humiliating admission. Oh god, what have I become?

One of Namura’s guards pulled me to my feet, leading me briskly down the hall to a bedroom, dripping the entire way. Four more gun-toting hooligans following quietly behind. The difference in these men was like night and day compared to the proper effigies of respectable businessmen that I’d recently entertained. They were hard men with steel in their eyes, strong and powerful and just as cruel as a hammer would be to eggshells. My night of service wasn’t over yet, oh no, not by a long shot. The door closed softly behind me, and I learned what the meaning of being ravaged truly was.

For more than an hour I was slapped and fucked, as my self-imposed absences from the real world was violently taken away from me. I was tight and they liked it. My misery filled pleasure only spurred them to fuck me harder. I’d forgotten how wonderful it felt to be taken by a man, in addition to the newfound elation of being used as an object of discretionary gratification. I was made to choke on thick powerful cock to the point of retching, and tossed from man to man like a rag doll of flesh. I took three of them at once in a perverted display of surrender; I was airtight, moaning, cumming, reluctantly hating myself because of the unrestrained lust consuming me that knew no bounds. Unobtrusive and oddly quite, Tanjiro watched from the corner of the room as if in deep state of meditation.

My cries were a fusion of pleasure and pain, the two had become one at some point. One of them took off his belt whipping my ass in a flurry of angry blows, while I pleaded for more. Then they took turns ruining my tight dirty hole like a jackhammer abusing acquiescent clay, and I sucked their cocks clean of my shitty-filth after they were finished. 

My breasts and inner thighs now bore the dark and ugly stigmas of cigarette burns that would become permanent scars in time. The men had a habit of stubbing them out in my creamy sensitive areas while fucking me. This only made my tarnished cunt spasm uncontrollably around them, much to their approval, until I nearly fainted from the intense combination of the two extremes. 

Their vileness was a constant mockery, and I groveled before them, weeping and begging to be used like the filthy, American slut they seemed so found of calling me. I satisfied each of them twice in one manner or another, before they finally tired of me and began to dress. As a final act of degradation, and that’s exactly what it was, one of them urinated on my back while I lay quivering at his feet like a beautifully ruined mess, a discarded mound of carnage that still reeled under an onslaught of sexual overload. It made content in a way I’d never experience, or could have possibly ever imagined. I knew exactly who and what I was now.

I wasn’t the same woman, when I was led back into the presence of Hideaki Nakamura. The stranger within my skin was reserved and inwardly humble, filled with a sense of purged emptiness and liberating fulfillment from the memory of being forcibly broken down and remade into an unquestioning object of pleasure. It was as if the thirsty fire in the darkest recesses of my mind, had finally been quenched. Whether I chose to admit it or not, I’d needed this experience to finally kick in the door of my repressed sexuality, and show me the truth that dwelt behind it.

Nakamura was dressed in his multi-piece kimono again, sitting on the living room couch with his concubine kneeling at his feet, once again the shining example of submissive perfection. I secretly envied her place of honor. The dinner guests were gone, and any evidence of what had transpired tonight had been meticulously removed. 

I lowered myself at his feet, forehead touching the ground as I was instructed to do, waiting for permission to raise my face. I’m sure it wasn’t much to look at anymore, puffy with tears and raised finger marks, amid the blanched residue of long lost makeup. The cool air felt good against my aching cunt and asshole as I presented them skyward, oozing with the alluring repercussions of being repeatedly raped by six men. 

“That was a lesson in what happens when you pleasure yourself without permission. You didn’t think that I failed to notice what you did while eating Natsumi, did you?” Nakamura sounded like a god, and I acted accordingly.

“No Nakamura-san.” He grunted approvingly. 

“It seems as if even a ignorant slave can learn proper manners, but you have the poise and grace of a pregnant yak when kneeling. Rest assured, this will be remedied in time.”

“Hai Nakamura-san,” I whispered in such humbleness that it amazed even myself. “Please… I…I respectfully beg that you use my undeserving body to relieve yourself.” I wasn’t sure why I asked; it just seemed like the natural thing to do at the time. This act of total abasement, of pleading concurrence to the man that had so easily manipulated me from the very beginning, felt like the erotic highlight to an uncertain conclusion.

“I told you, I am not a gaijin dog that would so readily taint myself with your foul stench, even if I had the desire to do so. Only after many years of training and reconditioning will you perhaps know the honor of kneeling at my side as a valued concubine, and a human being again. Now stand up Miss Clarke, ” I shakily came to my feet, keeping my eyes lowered, strangely troubled by his refusal to take me. “You are free to leave, and your performance tonight was adequate for an uncouth barbarian such as yourself. As I said before, you have potential, so consider my proposal of employment carefully; it’s not every day I make such an offer to a lowly creature such, as yourself. Tanjiro, please show our guest to the bathroom so she can clean herself and dress.”

I held my bow; oddly reluctant to leave “I will Nakamura-san, and thank you for the honor of letting me please your guests this evening.” 

My period of paid slavery as something more modest than any domesticated beast had regretfully drawn to a close. I had been saddled with many titles tonight and they were all true. I had been beaten into voluntary submission by Tanjiro, and then given the privilege of cumming in his hand at the drop of a hat. I was raw and sore with the biting sting of welts and raising bruises crossing my body, yet I relished the sensation like a warm embrace. Eleven men, I’d been used by eleven men in every conceivable manner and enjoyed it. And in conclusion, I’d prostrated myself before Nakamura, willingly begging for more. 

A newly awoken yearning to be sanctified by the cleansing sting of punishment and humiliation burned stronger than ever within me now, and in a way, I was sorry to see my night of wantonness end. Sometimes, you should be careful what you wish for.

 

***

 

It was late, or early, depending on how you looked at it, and my sleep-deprived mind had finally registered the fact after coming down off a high of endorphins and lust. I could barely walk, completely exhausted as I followed Tanjiro like an automaton to the waiting limo with my unneeded gym bag, full of unneeded items, in my hand. I wasn’t given the chance to shower much as I’d hoped, only allowed to use a washcloth to remove the sweat and obvious leftovers of the night from my body. I’d heard it called a whore’s bath in the past, and the title was fitting. As a result, my clothes stuck to various portions of my body as a vicious reminder of what lay beneath them. I was certain everyone I passed could smell the palatable aroma of sex that clung about me, like a putrid fog of shame.

Strange… Somehow it didn’t feel natural to be standing like a person again, to be graced with the simple honor of walking through the lobby instead of crawling on hands and knees. Had my spirit been so utterly crushed in such a short period of time that I considered it a privilege now? Yes, at least temporarily it had been. 

Tanjiro sat across from me in the limo with a blank expression, while I slumped further into the spreading weariness that gripped my soul.

“Did you enjoy yourself this evening, Miss Clark?” My eyes cracked blearily, meeting his brooding stoicism. I didn’t answer, and he grinned. “I know you better than Mr. Nakamura or even yourself at this point. You’re going to accept his offer, aren’t you?” The tinted shield separating the driver from the passenger compartment hummed closed with the enormity of an iron door slamming in my face.

“Never,” I hissed with a surprising amount of defiance towards my one time omnipotent tyrant. Tanjiro continued to smile darkly, removing his suit jacket and bone-white dress shirt in an agonizingly slow fashion. I recognized the look in his eyes now, and it froze me to the core.

“Never is a long time Miss Clark, but not as long as you might think.” I blanched at the sight of his hard, viscerally lean body that stemmed with raw power; so vile, so sensually enticing… He was blanketed in a cacophony of magnificently intertwining tattoos that started at his neck and disappeared below his belt line, ending at his wrists. It was this same grotesque display of beautiful frightening artwork that gave him an alluring animal-like magnetism.

“What do you… what are you doing? I’ve already done my part for the night, Mr. Nakamura said so.” Tanjiro ignored my rising fear, pulling a pair of blue surgical gloves from his jacket pocket, making a show of letting them snap loudly about his wrists.

“You satisfied everyone tonight except one person, my little beast.” A tube of unidentifiable lubricant was the next item to appear from his pocket. I could only think of one thing that Tanjiro would need them for, as visions of past videos I’d watched, and masturbated endlessly too, crashed into my weakened mind. No, please not that! I slide further into the corner of the seat, curling my arms about my knees in a feeble attempt to ward off the inevitable horror that awaited me.

“Come now, no reason to be coy? You’re well past that point of earthly inhibition with me now, aren’t you?” Tanjiro’s voice was tender and calming, so unlike what I’d come to expect from him. “Get on the floor and turn around Miss Clark, I have one last thing to teach you tonight.” I shook my head slowly, timidity pulling my legs against my shuddering body even tighter. 

 “I find your denial to please me very rude. I would have thought you’d know better with me by now.” His belt uncoiled menacingly from around his waist, like a long dark serpent. “Perhaps another lesson in respect is forthcoming on your part?” 

My heart fluttered, and the sensation of creamy warmth flooded my tender cunt again. Yes, I’d accepted the fact that I had a dirty cunt now. Maybe it was after the fifth man, or perhaps the tenth that used it as such. I’ll probably never know for sure, and it really didn’t matter any longer.

“No,” I screeched in growing panic. “Please don’t whip me again, Sir!” I crawled from the seat more readily than I thought possible, going to my knees on the unyielding floorboard. I began to sob quietly, pulling up my dress, slipping my damp urine and cum soaked panties down around my ankles yet again. That sensation alone made me tingle from the inside out. 

Tanjiro gently caressed my backside with the compassion of a self-indulgent lover. “Very good, I knew you would come to your senses. Now spread yourself, I have such wonderful pain for you to experience before you arrive home. Soon,” I began to shiver, as the gooey smell of my musk-filled panties was forced into my mouth as an improvised gag. “You will thank me for the enlightened awakening of flesh I’m about to bestow upon you.” The icy chill of lube began to coat both of my already tender holes, as the last bastion of my sexual modesty began to vanish forever under Tanjiro’s flawless perversion. 

It started slow at first as he tested the waters, patiently relaxing my giddy apprehension while I timidly protested something I’d always secretly wanted. He knew better though, we both did. Tanjiro was nothing but a skilled fiend hiding within the suit of a gentleman, playing my insatiability with a skill that rivaled biblical proportions. I was continually brought to the tipping point of an orgasm with one finger, then two, three, and four, but the final release I sought was cruelly denied to me for almost an hour. The drive itself took much longer this time; a man like Tanjiro needed time to work his loathsome magic upon my unwholesome soul.

He continued with his uncommon kindness, quietly prompting me, encouraging my progress with the sincerity of a caress to my cheek, or with the touch of his lips upon my moist skin. I hated it, and I hated him. Use me as you wish, but don’t lead me think this is anything more than a twisted game that would eventually make me snap like a dry twig. There was really only one man that I desired such affections from, and he was a forlorn hope now.

I fainted the first time Tanjiro fisted my ass. Heat, pressure, pain and my yielding abandonment to a man infinitely more powerful then myself, followed in the span of several heartbeats. And oh yes, there was unimaginable pleasure as well from such an indescribable experience. In the end, I’d begging for this unknown awareness of amoral ecstasy. 

It was no different when he did the same thing to my luridly wet, and amazingly stretched cunt. In time he was able to fuck me repeatedly with his hand, and I blatantly wiggled my hips, pushing back voraciously for more. I panted and gasped, writhing on his arm like a fish on a hook, as I was swept away by a series of multiple orgasms that hit me with the ferocity of a freight train. It felt like I would come asunder at any second, under the relentless storm of contractions that electrified my tortured body. 

The passenger compartment had grown thick with the smell of sweat and dirty arousal by now, both Tanjiro’s and mine. I whined and cried like a neglected child for him to fuck me, to use any hole he wanted like the vulgar whore I’d become. He refused, and my lamination for want fell on deaf ears. He was hard, I’d seen the distinctive bulge, but he never unleashed it as I’d hoped. The apex of my night would not end with something as commonplace as that.

I lost the ability to cry any longer; my tears of joyous privation had been spent behind a mask of hiccup-like gulping breaths at some point. Tanjiro’s hand was in my ass again, slowly fisting it with meticulous precession. As with every time in the past, I went to pieces the instant my rippled sphincter clamped about his wrist. I was surprised there was even a once of juice left in me any longer. 

Soon, the fingers of his other hand began to probe lightly at my burning asshole, driving steadily deeper, opening me painfully wider amid a new wave of whimpering moans. I knew exactly what Tanjiro was doing when the stretching pressure reached a crescendo like never before. A mew-like sigh of pointless resistance crept from my shivering lips, while I shifted uneasily on the agony in my knees. I’d lost my gag by now, and spoke in an ethereal voice that somehow crawled its way back from the void of absolute submission.

“Please…Sir, “ I’d squeaked timidly. “I can’t…the pain…” I could feel my pelvic bone groaning in protest to accept him. 

“Shush now, you’re almost there,” He whispered lovingly in my ear. “This is your sought after ending with me tonight. Your pain and suffering is such a beautiful thing to behold, and I have enjoyed myself with you, but all good things but come to an end.” My haggard stomach, and molested inner muscles that held one of his hands, and four fingers up to the last knuckle on the other, rebelled with yet another spasmodic emptying.

“Please…” I whimpered pitifully.

“Please what, my little American slut?” It seemed as if I’d finally earned that coveted title from my welcome antagonist. 

And then I saw it clear as day, looming on the horizon like the rising sun. The final frontier that would take me to nirvana was but a hairsbreadth away, if I had the courage to ask for it, and in time I did. 

“Please… both hands Sir. Fist my ass with both hands.” 

In the back of a limo, under the attentions of a cruel and unforgiving sadist, I saw the light of heaven opening before me. It was an elation that defied reason and words, so many emotions and so much pleasure… Yes, pain was pleasure if administered properly; I knew that beyond a shadow of a doubt now. Just as Tanjiro had said, I thanked him for the awakening of my flesh that he had so mercifully bestowed upon me.



 














































































Chapter Eight
I lay in bed sobbing, curled into a fetal ball, hurriedly dressed by the driver that carried me into my apartment less than fifteen minutes ago. I’d been too weak to stand, let alone walk. I felt nauseous with the inability to control my shaking, from the sense of gaping emptiness that resided in my abhorrently defiled body. My cunt still quivered with feeble recollection, throbbing rhythmically, while my despoiled asshole slithered with sharp, painful spasms in a futile effort to right itself again. I felt like a boiling kettle recently been removed from a fire, waiting impatiently to feel the lick of flames consume me again. I’d been violated tonight with deviant proficiently in a way the human body was never meant to know, but I’d survived it with enduring relentlessness. I wasn’t crying in pain, or the humiliation of what Tanjiro had done to me, I was crying because I’d brazenly enjoyed every moment of it.

A hand that looked vaguely familiar moved like an animated corpse, reaching for my cell phone and the business card lying beside it on the nightstand. My call was answered on the third ring.

“Yes, Miss Clark?” Tanjiro sounded satisfied, and not at all surprised in the least to hear from me so soon. A lump filled my throat, and I closed my eyes on the life fading behind me, possible forever. There’s nothing left for me here anymore… a million dollars a year…all the disgusting pleasure I could ever want, or hope for…

“Sir, please inform Mr. Nakamura that I accept his generous offer of employment for an indefinite period of time. I will begin making arrangements to leave for Japan in two weeks as… as the Master instructed me earlier tonight.” The prolonged silence on the other end of the phone coaxed more from me. “And inform the Master that I wish to one day know the honor of kneeling at his side as… as his humble and unworthy concubine.”

“Very good slave, I will inform him of your decision then. Is there anything else you wish to say, to me in particular?” I shuddered as if his words physically invaded my mind, no different than his hands had taken my body. Yes, I had so many things I wanted to say to Tanjiro at the moment, I wanted to call him a sick fucking bastard and…

“Yes Sir. This gaijin beast humbly begs to continue her training under your graciousness.” He must have sensed the change coming over me, as my mind reverted to the creature he had remorselessly created for this predictable outcome.

“As I knew you would. Your body yearns for it like a moth to the flames, but never forget you are now the property of a new Master, and I am only the instrument of his will. Everything that happened to you tonight was with his prior consent.”

“Yes Sir, I understand.”

“Good, now sleep. I will send a car to take you shopping in a few days. Your Master likes a well-dressed slave at his disposal, and you will not neglect his wishes from this point on. Rest assured, you and I will talk again very soon, and perhaps continue with your lessons again before you leave.” The phone went dead in my hand. 

I looked at my clock behind delirious eyes; it was almost seven in the morning. I was supposed to start work in a half-hour. Yeah right, like that’s going to happen. It didn’t matter; I had a new job now, and a new life.

I turned off my phone to avoid the flurry of expected calls from Donald when I didn’t show this morning, and turned out the light. I slept like the dead throughout the day, but my dreams were a haunting, twisted collage of what could have been, that left me weeping into the pillow. If anyone had bothered to watch my twitching, jumbled mess as I slept, they would have heard me calling out the name of a man on numerous occasions, that I was more than willing to give my slavery to for a much lower price than Nakamura.

***
“Cherry!”  I was trapped in a nightmare of men; enormous men whose sexual organs impaled me like a pig on a spit.

“Cherry, wake up!” I thrashed and coiled against them, my body grossly distorted and stuffed with cock like a perverse Thanksgiving turkey. I was cumming in a waterfall of endless profanity that I prayed would never end.

“Cherry, for god’s sake wake-up!” Hands accosted me, demanding hands and I surrendered to them.

“Yes, yes fuck me! F-f-f-f-fuck me, please!” 

“Snap out of it girl, it’s me!” I jolted awake, flailing wildly. Kelly was holding me in her arms, gazing into my sweating, tortured face with open fear and motherly concern. My smut-filled mind was slowly drawn back to the present. The hallway light was on, blinding me with its radiance, making me turn away. I hurt everywhere; the deep penetrating ache of prolonged stretching racked me like a thousand fire ants gnawing upon raw and exposed nerves. The cavernous maw between my legs tingled with life and rampant saliva, inflamed with both distress and desire. I’d cum in my sleep more than once by the feel of soggy heat between my thighs.

“Oh my god Cherry, what happened to you?” Kelly gentle turned my head from side to side, inspecting it in horror. I couldn’t answer her. “Who did this to you, was it that asshole Sameal?” 

What was she talking about? Who did what to me? I slithered from her arms, unsteadily coming to my feet in a wave of gut-wrenching dizziness. My unzipped skirt slipped away, exposing me from the waist down. Kelly gasped in shock.

“Cherry…what…who did this to you, dammit! What happened, were you attacked? I’m calling the cops.”

“No!” I spun about, seething with renewed agony. “No, I’m fine, don’t call the police.”

“I should have come over sooner to check on you,” she was quickly nearing a state of hysterics. “I’m sorry, I tried, but Donald wouldn’t let me leave early! He was furious this morning, after you didn’t-”

“The meeting with the Mas… with Nakamura, how did it go?” I asked hauntingly, closing my eyes against the churning sensation of nausea that threatened to pull me under.

“What! How can you even be thinking of that after-”

“Just tell me what happened; did he sign the contract, or not?” Please don’t tell me everything I’d done had been in vain?

“The presentation never happened. Some of his people showed up this morning, and right out of the blue, they signed without hearing so much as a single word of it! I couldn’t believe it, none of us could. That’s the only reason you have a job right now; Donald was ready to fire you on the spot when Mr. McAndrews and Mr. Stevens starting asking where you were at. That prick didn’t even try to cover for you, and had every intention of making it out to be your fault if the deal fell through.” 

 “Figures,” I snorted. Ungrateful bastard…None of them would ever know how much I’d sacrificed to get that contract for the firm. I breathed a silent sigh of relief though… At least the Master was a man of his word. “It doesn’t matter Kel, I’m quitting anyway. I’ve decided I’m… I’m going home in a few weeks. There’s nothing left here for me anymore.” I had to keep telling myself that, if I was going to convince myself of a lie.

Kelly was at my side, hands on my shoulders in an effort to comfort and understand the darkness that polluted my mind. “Please, tell me what happened to you? Running away isn’t going to make things right again? I only want to help; you can stay with me, Cherry? I’ll always be here for you, you know that right?”

The hint of a pitiful sigh broke from my lips, and my hand covered hers, giving it a gentle squeeze. She was such a darling. “You don’t want me Kel, not now, not after… I was raped last night; I’m soiled now. I was a beaten and raped and forced to do unspeakable things. I’m not the same person anymore.” I couldn’t tell her the truth; she wouldn’t understand my filthy admission, if I told her how much I actually enjoyed it.

“Cherry, you have to call the police! Do you remember-”

“No Kel, what’s done is done and nothing is ever going to change the fact.” I drew away slowly, hobbling stiffly before my standing mirror. My eyes were puffy with the slight trace of bruising beneath them, and my cheeks still burned under the sting of savagely strong hands. I didn’t even want to look over my shoulder to see what the rest of me had become. Kelly padded up behind me, and I saw the moisture forming in her reflected eyes.

“It wasn’t your fault, you can’t blame yourself for what happened? I don’t care what he made you do…I… I’m still here for you. Nothing can ever change that.” If you only knew the truth Kelly…It was my fault, every last bit of it, and I’d wanted it, didn’t I? 

The smothering arousal that had propelled me feet first into my fate last night, not to mention guided my entire life, was gone now. I saw everything so clearly in its absence, like a stage curtain pulled back to reveal an inept performer in the fading moments of a pale lie. What a fool I’d been! I everything going for me, and acted like nothing more than ungrateful child would, in the face of good fortune. I had an aspiring career with the smarts to make it to the top, if I stopped long enough to appreciate it. I had the looks and a body that most women would kill for, and I took it all for granted. I had the love of a dear friend staring me in the face, and I’d spurned it out of my own misguided desires of imaginary perversion. And I had Sameal, reluctantly at first, but I’d grown to love his attentions and how he made me feel special, not like some twisted object of distorted male fabrication. And what did I do? I’d thrown it back in his face, unjustly chastising him with naive stupidity for the same sin that I’d committed last night. Selling myself like a cheap streetwalker to ensure Nakamura signed the contract, what kind of stupid shit is that?

The sniffles started like a hesitant precursor, and covering my face with my hands. Kelly’s arms were around me, and I took solace in her pitying compassion while I wept for a lifetime of lost opportunities fading behind me forever.

***
It was late, nearly midnight and Kelly was gone now. She didn’t want to leave me alone and in a way, I was reluctant to let her go. She’d painstakingly bathed me in the tub with the nurturing sympathy of the mother I never had, then spoon-fed me soup and I let her, to callous to care if I really ate or not at that point. She nearly cried while watching me perform the arduous task of trying to wipe myself after going to the bathroom. Mass quantities of Vagisil and Preparation H were definitely in my near future, and if this was what I had to look forward to from Tanjiro on a regular basis, I might as well buy stock in them both right now.

I sat naked in bed, apathetic and cold, as I stared at the journal in my lap. The well of confused emotions I felt had been slowly culminating since last night. I realize now that I’d been ignorantly content in my sexual exile before the journal came to me, not completely satisfied in my needs, but habitually content. I may have been a sex addict, but there was still hope for me, or so I’d fooled myself into believing. Not any longer though, not after learning the truth about myself. 

There was no going back from what stirred within me now, not ever. Cherry Clark was a thing of the past, an anachronism of flesh and blood if it were. It was true; I’d been reborn last night as a slave in both mind and body to my own demented and visceral cravings that filled me with nothing but self-loathing and disgust. It was because of this journal; it was because of what it had awoken inside me, while haughtily denying the one thing I’d always craved, but never realized until now. 

A feral-like growl clawed its way from my chest, becoming a sound that no human speech could decipher. Rage, revulsion and the blackest of evils were but the tip of the iceberg.

“I hate you…” I snarled at the journal, twisting it in my hands white-knuckled. “I hate you…” The sound of my voice grew in strength like a rising tempest. I was cursing the world in general now, and everyone that had been the cause of my current predicament. “I hate you!” I screamed at myself, eyes misting over, powerless to free myself from my own bonds of depravity. 

I tore feverishly at the pages that wouldn’t tear. I ripped at the words of my fantasies as if to purge them from existence and they laughed back at me unscathed. I howled like a lunatic, throwing the unbreakable semblance of my irreparable downfall against the mirror that held the image of an abomination in all her righteous indignation. The mirror shattered in a hail of splinters, and my self-portrait demon burst asunder, but the journal remained as it would for eternity. I collapsed, spent and entirely drained, face down in the false comfort of my bed.

“Are you all right, Cherry girl?” I didn’t look up, although I was somewhat surprised to hear his voice again.

“What do you what?” I sniffed with a sob of residual anger.

“I ah… corporate always sends a memo down when a client tries to damage or destroy their journal.”

“Oh, is that all? I thought maybe you stopped by to gloat.” Sameal took a few steps closer, followed with a sharp intake of breath.

“By the nine gates of hell, what happened to you! You didn’t use the journal again; I would have-” 

I sat up, glaring back at Sameal behind a mask of scorn. He was dressed in his usual attire, but his hair looked a bit mussed, as if he’d had an unusually hard day at the office. I felt my heart flutter, but immediately reined my emotions back in.

“Oh please, don’t act like you don’t know what happened to me last night? Don’t play fucking games with me Sameal, I’m not stupid. Do you think I’ve forgotten what you said; that you’re always watching me?”

“Cherry, what in the blue blazes are you-” The look of complete surprise on his face was almost convincing, almost. I came off the bed with balled fists of trembling fury.

“What do you expect me to do now, come crawling back to you? You wanted to show me the flip side of the coin so I knew how good I had it with you, is that it?” I did have it good with him, didn’t I? I advanced on Sameal, and he unceremoniously retreated before my ire.

“Please Cherry, I only wanted to-”

“To what, gawk at what I’d become? Did you like watching me suck dick? Did you get off on watching me raped for more than an hour! What about when Tanjiro fist fucked me in the limo, huh? I bet you liked that too didn’t you, you bastard!” I was on a roll now, and nothing was going to hold back my vehemence, born from the pain of a broken heart. I didn’t care what happened in the next few minutes; Sameal could threaten to kill me and I wouldn’t have batted an eye.

“What the hell does Nakamura’s lap dog have to do-” Sameal’s gaze roamed carefully about my lividly molested body. 

“Well I got news for you Mr. Devil Sir, I accepted Nakamura’s offer! I’m his slave now, and you can go fuck yourself with that journal for all I care, because I don’t need it anymore, got it!” 

Sameal’s eyes turned pitch black and his body grew menacingly cold, trembling with anger, as the hazy outline of what he really was started to take shape. Oh my god… I took a step back, but didn’t back down. He made an indecipherable sound like hell made manifest, disappearing in the blink of an eye.

“That’s right, get the fuck out of my apartment and don’t ever come back, you hear me! Never!” I wished I had a door to slam in his face, but he was already gone. Then I panicked, reeling inside my temporary insanity. “Oh Sameal please… please come back, I’m sorry! Come back!” 

He didn’t much as I expected, and I was left to my own dark thoughts and wallowing misery until another bout of restless sleep thankfully took me away from the unending nightmare I’d created for myself.

 

***

 

The knocking at my door wouldn’t stop. I tried to ignore it, but in time the doorbell soon joined the attack on my fitful slumber. I glanced at the clock; it was almost 9:30 in the morning. It’s
probably that dickhead, Donald, coming to chew my ass in person for missing another day without calling in. The hell with that jerk… I crawled stiffly from bed, throwing a pair of loose shorts and a tee shirt on, with the intent of giving that conniving horn-dog a piece of my mind at last. 

I pulled the front door open with blistering wrath and a tangled mess of hair, ready to begin my verbal attack. My face went slack and the color drained from my cheeks. I didn’t recognize the Japanese man; maybe he was the driver that was going to take me out for a day of shopping as Tanjiro had said? Regardless, I knew my place, and quickly dropped to my knees like I’d been pole-axed. 

“My apologies for taking so long to answer the door, Sir, I-” 

“Please Miss Clark,” gentle hands helped me back to my feet. “My name is Jiro Tanaka and I come on the behalf of my employer, Mr. Nakamura.” He gave me a long respectful bow, acting nothing like what I expected from one of the Master’s underlings. He was short in stature, almost diminutive in his expensive suit with matching doublewide briefcase, but it was the fragility in his eyes, and his open modesty that really threw me off kilter. “I only ask for a few minutes of your time, but may I come in please? What I have to say would be better heard in private.”

“Yes, please, Sir” I stuttered, opening the door, stepping aside. 

“There is no need for you to address me with such an undeserving title, Miss Clark.” He stepped into the middle of my living room, slowly and somewhat awkwardly going to his knees, kowtowing no different than I’d seen the geisha do the other night. Jiro’s briefcase was in front of him, and he courteously pushed it towards me.

“A great injustice was done upon you, and Mr. Nakamura humbly begs your forgiveness for his despicable actions, and those of his guests and employees. He understands that no amount of material wealth can fully compensate you for the shameful and revolting treatment you were forced to endure, but he prays these tokens of his most undeserving apology will ease your suffering, in at least some small way.”

Jiro spoke into the carpet while I stared down at him flabbergasted. “I don’t understand…I… what…the Master doesn’t need to apologize what for what happened-” A sharp intake of breath cut me off.

“You are no longer under the employment of Mr. Nakamura, and such a title from a gracious and exquisite woman such as yourself, is unworthy for a man of his lowly stature.”

“I don’t work for him anymore, you mean I’m…I’m not his slave any longer? Why, did I do something wrong? I can try harder whatever-”

“You’ve done nothing wrong Miss Clark, but Mr. Nakamura made a grave mistake in assuming he was worthy of woman like you, even as his slave, and he wishes to make amends for this misunderstanding. Please, open the briefcase so I might explain further.”

I knelt before the thick briefcase, opening it, awash with yet another unexpected twist in the rampant chaos of my life. “Holy shit…” It was full of money.

“Three hundred thousand dollars Miss Clark, and beneath it you will find the deed to a fully furnished waterfront home in the Ventura keys. The property taxes will be paid for as long as you decide to reside there, and Mr. Nakamura has also taken the liberty of paying off all of your current debts. In addition, you will be given an annual stipend for the remainder of your life as previously agreed upon, in the amount of $1 million. The first installment has already been deposited in your account.” My mind went blank and I couldn’t breathe. Reverent fingers pawed lightly at the stacks of money as I blinked mutely, trying to digest everything Jiro had said. This couldn’t be happening, it was a dream come true, everything I had ever wanted was now miraculously arrayed at my fingertips.

“I don’t understand Jiro, why… why is Nakamura doing all this?” He cleared his throat stiffly, as if reluctant to answer.

“As I said, Mr. Nakamura has realized the error of his ways and wishes to make amends to someone he has unjustly wronged. Regretfully, this is all I can tell you; I am but a simple messenger and nothing more.” I knew I wasn’t going to get any more out of him then that, and like Jiro said, he was just the messenger for his Master. But not my Master, not any longer. I was free again, and the elation I felt was indescribable. I threw myself forward, hugging Jiro’s kneeling form with tears of joy.

“Please, Miss Clark!”

“Sorry,” I sniffed happily coming to my feet. Jiro reluctantly followed suit. “Tell Mr. Nakamura that I accept his…his apology.” Oh god did I ever; I’m rich, again! Jiro reached into his pocket handing me a card with a phone number on it and a set of car keys.

“Mr. Nakamura can be reached personally any time, day or night at this number. If there is anything else you may require, anything at all, you may call him and he will do his best to see your demands are promptly met. A BMW 760Li F03 is his final parting gift of forgiveness. It’s waiting in the parking lot, pending title and tags, which will be taken care of today at your convenience.” Jiro bowed low again, holding it even longer this time. “Good day to you Miss Clark.” I closed the door slowly behind him in a state of silent bewilderment.

I sat quietly on the couch with a mountain of delicious smelling money laid out carefully in front of me. Seeing it on paper, or on the balance sheet of a credit card was one thing, but this… I’d never seen this much cash before in the flesh, and it was all mine, every fresh, clean bill of it Not to mention the deed to a 6,200 sq. foot hacienda in Venture California, a new luxury car, and my freedom. Oh yeah, how could I forget about a $1 million dollars a year for the rest of my life? I actually fainted at some point, once I took it all in.

Why, that was the question of the day now. Nakamura had been pleased with me, he’d even said so, not to mention he wouldn’t have made the initial offer of employed slavery in the first place, if he hadn’t of been. So why the change of heart? Why the groveling apology and gratuitous gifts out of the blue? Was it to keep me quiet and avoid a possible lawsuit or investigation by the authorities? Possible, but doubtful. I went to him and accepted the offer just like any other business transaction. Sure, I’d been more or less compelled into a night of raging sex that flowed into a gang rape and physical beating from an outsiders point of view, but that would be an easy enough rap to beat with the DA. I never tried to stop it, not once, not really. I’d been a paid and willing partner every step of the way.

I didn’t think I would be, but I was grateful for my freedom now. My decision had been made in the aftermath of heated passion and the gloom of my breakup with Sameal still fresh in my mind. Besides, it was Tanjiro and his unexpected mastery of my body, and not Nakamura that had prompted me into irrationally accepting in the first place. But what would have come of our twisted, Machiavellian relationship in the long run? Nothing, except my continued downfall into a world of hated ecstasy with a man that I secretly loathed because of his brutal persuasion that I’d so readily bent too. That wasn’t what I wanted in life, not really, but I still felt the shamefully distant stirring within me to experience more, and the tempting element of pornographic pleasure I found in it. 

“What the hell do I do now?” I sat on my couch, staring at the answer to all my problems, and did nothing for almost thirty minutes of brooding indecisiveness. I felt adrift in a turbulent sea after everything I’d been through the last week. It had been nothing but a maddening series of highs and lows, and ups and downs, permeated with ecstatic happiness and unbearable suffering. I’d learned things about myself that I’d rather not know, but felt empty now with their loss. I’d been a slave twice, and given my freedom just as quickly in both cases. I didn’t have a job any longer, but if I were smart about it, I wouldn’t have to work another day in my life anyway. So what the hell do I do now? My life would never go back to being the same again, for good or ill. I knew that the moment I first decided to write in that damn journal in the first place. 

The image of Sameal and our one and only dinner date kept sneaking its way into the forefront of my thoughts. That had been one for the record books; so much more satisfying, in so many different ways than the night at Nakamura’s suite. A shame I’ll never get to experience something like it again.


I had to accept the fact now that I’d pretty much burned my bridges behind me in regards to Sameal, after the triad of profanity laced curses I’d thrown his way last night. Besides, he deserved it after setting me up, didn’t he? I should just consider myself lucky that he didn’t kill me as furious as he was. Now that I look back on everything, I think I got off easy in regards to both my late Masters. Yes, I should consider myself quite fortunate the way things turned out for me in the end. 

 

***

 

I had a mile-wide smile on my face below my new pair of Christian Dior sunglasses, while I waited for Kelly in the parking lot of McAndrews and Stevens. And why shouldn’t I be smiling? I was immersed in the pinnacle of German automotive perfection, and the trunk was full of signature brand name boxes and bags. In my boredom, and to burn up some time until Kelly got off work, I’d decided to do a bit of self-indulgent pampering in the form of a whirlwind-shopping spree on Rodeo Drive. I did show some restraint in my feeding frenzy, only spending a measly thirty grand this afternoon. I remembered now that not having to worry about money was a very good thing in life. 

And there was Kelly, looking just as hectically frazzled as she always did after a stressful day at work. I got out of the car, waving at her in a flurry of excited shouts. I wish she could have seen the expression on her face, as I twirled about to show off my new yellow sundress and sandals beside the gleaming silver-gray of four-wheeled decadence.

“Cherry, what are you doing here?”

“Just thought I would surprise you with dinner tonight. Where’s Jen? Is she working late or, something?”

“No, she took the rest of the week off for-”

“Oh yeah, I forgot.”

“Wow, you look great Cherry, feeling better?” She asked hesitantly concerned, as if eyeing the residual damage beneath my lightly veiled form. 

“Yeah, actually I feel pretty good today. C’mon, let’s go grab a bite. Any place you want, my treat.” Kel just shook her head in disbelief.

“You must be made of rubber of something to bounce back like this after… I’d be a basket case right now if I were you.” Been there, done that already. I really didn’t want to ruin the mood and dwell in the past any longer. All I could see was the future opening wide and free before me, and I wanted Kelly to be a part of it now, one way or another.

“Come on, get in.” I think this weekend I’ll treat her to an all-inclusive babying at Rafael’s: a message, hot wax, hair, pedicure and manicure, the whole nine yards. Yeah, she deserved that much for always being there for me. No, she deserved much more than that, and I intended to pay her back in full anyway I could now.

“Get in where, I don’t see your-” Her jaw about hit the ground, when she saw me open the door to the Beemer. “Oh snap, is your car? Where in the hell did you get this from?” She ran her hand across the slick finish of the roof in open awe.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. How do I explain this one? It’s not every day your best friend shows up with a brand new $140,000 luxury car right out of the blue. “It was…uhm…my parents got it for me as sort of a peace offering after all these years.”

“No shit. Are they adopting any time soon? I’ll tell you what girl; you’ve got some of the best luck at times. What I wouldn’t give to be you.”

I gave her an honestly genuine smile, the first I’d had in days. “Yeah, I guess you’re right Kel, I do live a pretty charmed life the more I think about it.”

Dinner was great. No stress, no expectation and no pretending any longer. It felt nice just to be me for a change, and chat away the time over a bottle of wine with my best friend. After dinner we stopped off at her place so she could get a few things and a change of clothes for tomorrow. She was spending the night, tonight. We weren’t planning anything intimate, just a night of watching T.V, eating popcorn, and hanging out on the couch. I’d finally remembered that’s what best friends were supposed to do.

It’s kind of funny actually; I picked up on Kelly’s dominant streak now like she had a flashing sign around her neck. It wasn’t that strong, nothing like what I’d grown slowly accustomed too, but enough to make me sit up and take notice. Because of it, I found myself instinctively handing off the reins of control to her throughout the night, doing things for her despite her protests. I actually enjoyed it in a way if you can believe it. I guess it was just the way I was wired now.

The more I got to know Kel, the more I wanted to learn about her. It’s funny how you can be acquainted with someone for so many years, without really knowing them at all. We actually had a lot in common despite coming from different sides of the track. Not to mention, she was exactly what I needed in my life at the moment; someone I could talk to and who understood me as a woman should, yet provided a loving, protective shoulder to lean on that would make all my problems go away. I wasn’t about to jump to conclusions, but as Kel and I snuggled up together on the couch a bit closer than necessary, I think we may be destined for a bright future together from here on out.



 























































































Chapter Nine
My head shot from the pillow, wide-awake. I looked at Kelly sleeping peacefully beside me in the darkness, thankful that I hadn’t awoken her. “How could I have been so stupid,” I whispered, slipping carefully from under the covers. I couldn’t help but marvel at the power of dreams, those wonderful slices of uncontrollable chaos that allowed you to see past the smoke and mirrors when our minds deceives us in waking life. I only prayed that it wasn’t too late to set things right, and salvage my ultimate dream of all.

I took my journal from the nightstand, creeping into the living room as quiet as a cat, curling up in my favorite fluffy recliner with a small table lamp to guide my hand. I wasn’t sure if this would even work, but Sameal had said I was special. At this point I had nothing to lose and everything to gain, so what the hell, right?

 

***

 

I was wearing the light flowery sundress and Prada sandals I’d bought before going on vacation to Jamaica. Beneath it was a two-piece turquoise bikini, that revealed much more then it covered. That’s all right, my body was now free of the tainting remnants of scars and abuse it once held, thanks to Nakamura’s goon squad. I was back to normal, or nearly so, with a few minor changes that I prayed would be altered in the near future. 

I sat at the dimly lit open beachfront bar sipping a Pina colada. My legs were crossed, fretfully bouncing one across the other, letting my sandal flop loosely on my foot. The light breeze of dusky air was thick with steamy tropical warmth, giving birth to a light sheen of perspiration on my lightly bronzed body that shimmered seductively in the flickering light of tiki torches. In the distance, the gentle hush of the surf could be heard lapping peacefully at the moonlit white sands. A man dressed in a gaudy, red Hawaiian flower shirt, and a long pair of khaki shorts, eased heavily into the barstool beside me. My heart began to tremble with virgin-like anticipation.

“I do not approve of my attire, Miss Clark,” Sameal huffed like a grouchy old bear. “It makes me look like an extra from a Miami vice episode.” I turned my head so he couldn’t see my barely concealed amusement. 

“I think you just fine. You need to loosen up, you know, chillax a little.”

“Chillax,” he mimicked. “That’s not even a word, is it? And do you have any idea the shit I’ve been dealing with at work lately, not to mention… You really need to stop pulling me into your fantasies like this. I tolerated it the first time, but if corporate ever found out… Clients are not suppose to be able to do this, it’s just too dangerous for everyone, including yourself.”

I took a sip of my drink, smiling inwardly. “I wasn’t sure if I could or not, but I had my suspicions. You did start calling me Cherry girl right after the puppy fantasy. So it’s safe to assume that was you then?”

“Yes, that was me, and I did my best to hide the fact for your own good, but it appears my efforts failed in the long run.” Sameal turned in his chair with a look of professional seriousness. “Now why don’t you tell me what this is all about? I’m busy, and I can’t be torn away at the whim of a client just so she can patronize me, or go off on another raving temper tantrum, if and when the mood strikes her.”

I was enjoying Sameal’s borderline discomfort and clipped, no-nonsense demeanor for some reason. I guess it was just the little brat in me again, feeling saucy and playful with a blank check to do what I wanted with him for a change. This was my fantasy, and if things held true as within the past, he was at my mercy now. With a mischievous grin and my fingertips, I pushed the corners of his mouth up in an exaggerated smile. 

“There, that’s better. You look much nicer when you turn that frown, upside-down.”

“Would you stop playing around,” Sameal growled, but his smile remained even after my fingers left his face. “What do you want, Miss Clark? I gave you your freedom to do what you wish with your life, and now it seems you’re indebted to me again. This is not what I expected from the raving lunatic that told me to get the fuck out of her apartment, and never come back.”

I looked bashfully down at my lap, wringing my hands together. “Sorry about that, I was upset and… I didn’t think you would sell my lien, or pawn me off to Nakamura like he said. I should have realized that after you showed up the other night.”

“Of course I didn’t, and I can’t believe you fell for all that crap he told you, or what’s more, actually accepted his offer. I should have done my research on you more thoroughly; if I would have only known sooner that you were into that kind of stuff… Cherry girl, I would have taken you around the world and back again, until you were putty in my hands.” I could sense the irritation born from painful regret, with his fading admission of lost possibilities.

“I was always putty in your hands Sameal,” I replied as humbly as possible, causing my heart to skip beat. “I was willing to let you mold me into anything you wanted from the very beginning.” 

“Well you have a very strange way of showing it; putty does not turn to stone when it feels the sudden urge to do so.”

“I know,” My hand drifted under his in an attempt at delicate reconciliation. “It just hurt when you didn’t stand up to Melinda for me at the Executive Club, and I snapped. And then the whole thing with Nakamura lying to me about… My temper can get the best of me at times.” His fingers began to curl lightly around mine, and I glowed from his slight grip of reassurance.

“I’ve noticed, but then again, you wouldn’t be near as much fun to be around if your weren’t. The whole groveling submissive thing gets old after a few thousand years, trust me.” Sameal took a labored breath, growing cryptically somber, looking off into space. “It was wrong of me not to stand up to Melinda, I admit that, and I’m sorry. I guess none of that really matters any longer.” 

“Come on,” I said lightheartedly coming to my feet, dragging Sameal with me towards the beach. “Let’s take a walk and get some air.”

“It’s not like I really have a choice, do I?” I bit my tongue, repressing a giggle.

“It really bothers you being at the mercy of another person like this, doesn’t it?”

“What do you think? Dealing with it during your puppy fantasy was bad enough, but a second time as well?” 

“Oh, it’s not so bad when it’s with a person you trust. You do trust me, don’t you Sameal?” I felt a weird sense of Déjà vu, remembering how he’d had asked me the exact same question under similar circumstances.

“Should I? I’m not sure what to expect from you any longer. One minute you’re as tame as a kitten, and the next you’re trying to bite my head off like Cerberus himself. I knew you were a feisty one from the very beginning, but I never imagined the depth of your incorrigibility, hidden behind the eyes of a newborn angel.” The warm tingling in my stomach began to spread outward like the tendrils of a thirsty tree seeking life-sustaining water.

“I’m not that hard to control, it just takes a certain kind of man to-”

“Like Tanjiro?”

“No, not like Tanjiro,” I scowled back at him.

“You could have fooled me, by the sounds of it?” He snipped back in the moonlight. Dammit Sameal, don’t do this to me… I already felt bad enough about what had happened. We continued to walk in brooding silence for several minutes, each of us lost in our own dark thoughts. Sameal finally broke the ice between us.

“You really have this fantasy thing down, now don’t you? The detail is amazing: palm fronds, seashells and look at that, sand crabs. You even have the full range of tropical smells and sounds down pat; it’s like actually being in the Caribbean. Nice work Cherry girl, I’m impressed.”

“Thanks. You’re the one that helped me to learn how to control it.” I guided our path down a dirt trail that wound deeper into the light cover of coconut and banana trees. “I wanted to thank you for getting me out of that mess with Nakamura. I’d forgotten he’d said he was a client of yours. What did you do to him anyway? That guy he sent over the next morning was kissing my ass so much, I still have lip imprints from it.”

Sameal actually laughed, and I liked the sound of it. “Let’s just say Nakamura had a few debts in his own journals that I immediately collected payment on. Customer service can cover a wide scope of duties,” Sameal grinned at me with a twinkle in his dark eyes. “He doesn’t look very good dressed in drag, but the ten guys and four women that took their turns on him didn’t seem to mind much.”

“You whored him out?” I asked amazed.

“Oh yes, and it was real world too, right on stage at the club so everyone could see it. Nakamura’s asshole is going to be sucking buttermilk for at least a week after an experience like that. I made sure each of his ‘lovers’ was endowed like professional porn stars. I think the women were the most ruthless of all though; I didn’t know they made dildos that large.” Yes! I began giggling like an excited kid. The image of Nakamura with a dress pulled up over his back, getting at taste of his own sick medicine for a change, was almost too much to bear. “He’s actually not bad at sucking dick either; has a real knack for it, once he gets into it.” This is just too much; it would seem there’s justice in the world after all.

“I had a little fist to face talk with Tanjiro as well,” Sameal’s voice turned dark and menacing. “He said that you enjoyed yourself, and ultimately begged him to do all those things to you. Is it true?” I simply nodded, ashamed to admit the truth openly, even to Sameal. 

The small single story bungalow, that I’d placed safely hidden from view of the beach, took shape in the shadows before us. I stopped at the door, turning to face him, taking both his hands in mine. There was no place for half measures any longer; it was time for me to bare the truth of my twisted desires if things between us were ever going to work out for us in the long run… I hope.

 “From the first time you whipped my ass in the puppy fantasy, I knew what it would take from a man to keep me in line. I didn’t realize it until then, but I need to be forced into submission, followed by the cleansing sensation of painful punished for my reluctance. I like the feeling of eventually being powerless, of becoming an object at the hands of a sadist. I need those things in my life Sameal, I know that now.” I reached up to stroke his cheek, running my finger across his lips. “But the entire time it was you I was thinking about, wishing it were you doing those things to me instead.”

Sameal shook his head in disbelief. “You are a naughty one Cherry girl, and to think I showed restraint, and gave you what I thought you wanted instead. I just wanted you to be happy; that’s why I gave you your freedom back the other night.”

“Oh I was,” I blurted quickly. “Our dinner date was amazing; I’ll never forget it. I just didn’t know how dark some of my other needs really were, until Tanjiro and Nakamura made me confront them. There is one thing that no other man can give me, that you can though?”

“And that is?”

I took a step back, steeling my resolve. “I want the truth from you, and I know you’re capable of it. You told me I’d be a fool to trust you, but I do anyway. Do you love me?”

“You don’t waste any time, do you? What comes next, a shotgun wedding? I have to admit that trying to force me into admitting I love you is pretty low, and such an uncommon trait for someone who claims to be a submissive.”

“I’m not trying to force you into anything, and don’t put words in my mouth! I just want a straight answer for a change, dammit! And just because I like a man to break me in the bedroom, doesn’t mean I have to be like that all the time, does it? Now answer the question.” Sameal knew exactly how to push my buttons. Ugh, men! They could be so infuriating at times. Why is he smiling like that?

“So even the mighty Tanjiro, couldn’t tame the sassy brat inside you? Interesting… But then again, I don’t think that part of you is ever going to completely vanish.” Sameal looked down at the ground, wistfully pursing his lips. “No, I don’t think I’m going to answer your question.” 

“What!”

“I said no, get used to it. I like seeing you suffer with the expectancy of the unknown truth. I like seeing you squirm on pins and needles as I deny you something you crave. Besides, you’re cute when you get mad, the way your lip curls up and-”

“Sameal, this isn’t a joke! Why can’t you just admit you love me as much as I-” He pulled me into his arms with that devious smile of his, holding me close, stroking my bangs while looking deep into my eyes. I think my knees just turned to mush.

“You’re so much like her… The perfect combination of spirited strength, supple surrender, and innocent naiveté, all wrapped up in a delectable package of vulgar perversion. You my dear Cherry girl,” he brushed my lips with his thumb, and I gasped, growing dizzy under his enthralling power. “Are the perfect contradiction of magnificent wildfire and dazzling ice that epitomizes what a woman should be. I would have placed you on a pedestal in ages past, made you a queen, a Goddess of lust and desire, worshipped and loved my millions. And in turn you would have worshiped me.”

“Who,” my breath caught, weak and timid, “Who am I like?” 

A glimmer of sadness flashed before me. “The very pinnacle of mortal womanhood that I loved long ago; the same woman that I see before me again after a millennia of waiting, even if she is a bit of a klutz.” 

I still had my doubts until now, that the whole episode with Nakamura was nothing more than a well-calculated farce on Sameal’s part. That he had pushed me away, subjecting me to unimaginable horrors of degeneration so I would come crawling back to him broken and defeated. But not any more, not after looking into the fathomless depth of the hidden truth behind his eyes. So what if I reminded him of a past love? He loved me now, and that was all that mattered, even if he wouldn’t openly admit it. 

“I guess I can live with that answer for now,” I cooed sensually, patting his cheek. “Come on, I have a surprise for you.” I opened the door, and in my haste to step inside… “Ow! Shit…shit!” I stubbed my big toe on the doorjamb, hopping on one foot while trying to grab at the excruciating pain in the other.

“See, I told you, you were a klutz,” Sameal smirked.

I glared back at him, trying to be mad, but I couldn’t. I punched him in the arm regardless, growling under my breath. “I’m hurt and all you can do is laugh at me?” 

“Hey, don’t blame me, this is your fantasy!” 

Sameal promptly scooped me up in his arms, throwing his shoulder into the door, turning on the light with his elbow, and carried me inside. I threw my arm around his neck, cuddling warmly into the firmness of his chest. I’d never been carried across the threshold before.

“You’re just lucky you’re so cute, you know that?” I scoffed, nipping at his earlobe.

“Guilty as charged.”

 “And modest I see.”

Sameal lowered me carefully to my feet in the large single room decorated like any other run of the mill tourist retreat. He gave me a crafty sidelong glance, eyeing the king-sized bed with the unneeded mosquito netting hanging loosely from the canopy frame. He was right, this was my fantasy and there sure as hell aren’t going to be any mosquitoes in it.

“I wonder what dastardly fate awaits me tonight in that pretty head of yours, Cherry girl?” Sameal’s rueful tone answered his own question, or so he may think.

“Hold on a minute, I need to go to the bathroom first and then I’ll show you.” I looked up at him teasingly beneath long lashes, slowly pulling away, drawing out the embrace until our fingertips grudgingly broke free. “You’ll like it though, promise.”

It didn’t take me long to get ready. The pre-positioned items I needed were waiting just as I knew they would be. When the bathroom door opened several minutes later, I slinked out on hands and knees to see Sameal sitting patiently in the chair awaiting my return. I was naked except for a pair of kneepads and my cuffs and collar from the puppy fantasy, little red hearts and all. In my mouth I held his belt, and my favorite squeaky toy chirped lightly in my hand when I slithered erotically across the hard wood floor. Sameal came to his feet with an amused expression when I stopped before him, whimpering softly. I went to my knees, sitting up with my paws out in front of me, presenting his belt.

“It seems my pup is in the mood for playtime tonight?” I nodded my head vigorously, wagging my tail excitedly. Sameal took his belt from my mouth. “I have to admit I’m not really surprised; being a pup for a loving Master, was your first fantasy after all?”

“Arf!”

“Nor was the fact that I was that man. You damn near started eye humping me the moment you stepped into the club.” I let out a long sigh, rolling my eyes. You would say something like that, wouldn’t Sameal? Always the romantic… “Okay, I grudgingly admit that I was attracted to you as well, and that being in your fantasy was fun. It was actually the first time I’d been physically involved in a client’s fantasy, to tell you the truth.”

I let out a deep growl, just like an angry pup, promoting him with my hand. What is it with guys? Why is it like trying to squeeze blood form a stone to get a compliment out of them? Sameal let out a long breath of defeat, followed by that sly charming grin of his. “Fine, I found you very attractive; you’re sex on two legs, and I had a hard-on the entire time, better?”

I started waging my tail excitedly with a knowing smirk. “Arf!” Like I hadn’t noticed the fact whenever we were together, duh!

I was about to do something Sameal would never expect. I was going to wait until later, but decided it was best to set the tone for the rest of the night right now. I wanted to show him how much I trusted and loved him, and the willingness I had to place myself under his domination from this time forth. So… I took a leap of faith and gave complete control of the fantasy to him.

Sameal sensed the change immediately, bristling like a horse shaking its flanks, looking down at me speechless. It was his fantasy now; anything goes. I was trapped in a way, powerless to his omnipotent whims, after willingly surrendering the ability to dictate the length and terms of it any longer. I may have initiated things, but only Sameal could end it now.

“Cherry, do you realize what you’ve done?” He whispered in amazement. I abased myself before him, mustering every ounce of subservient desire I could muster.

“Yes Master, I know exactly what I’ve done. I’m yours as it should be. Please accept my apology and my body as a meager token of my undying devotion. I made a terrible mistake; I want to be your pup and slave again, if you’ll have me?” The pounding in my ears grew into a deafening crescendo, while I trembled nervously, anxiously waiting. 

“I have to say this is a bit of an unexpected surprise, but are you sure about this? I won’t hold back any longer; Tanjiro only showed you a glimpse of what awaits you as my slave. I am, and have always been a sadistic devil. I thrive on the psychological and physical anguish of women. So I ask you one last time, are you sure this is what you want?”

Sameal may talk tough, and no doubt he had the potential to be everything he said, but I knew better when it came to his treatment of me. From the very beginning he’d done nothing but pamper me, or ruthlessly tease me at times in a way we both enjoyed. If the dinner date was just a small taste of the torture that awaited me… Not to mention, he’d given me my freedom back at one point, because he thought that was what I’d wanted. That act alone spoke volumes about his true feelings for me. I didn’t try to fool myself too much though; the wonderful suffering I was going to experience in his hands was inconceivable to a mortal mind like my own.

I swallowed hard, shivering with a flood of arousal. “Yes Master, I’m sure. I even offer you something that no other man will ever know again, the gift of my virginity.” Yes, I’d made myself a virgin again for the fantasy. I could think of no greater honor than having my Master deflower, in a simple sacrifice of flesh and blood.

“And what about your friend Kelly? I know you have feeling for her?” I grew apprehensive, hesitant to answer. “I want the truth, no regrets for later on down the road.”

“Master, I… it’s true, I like Kelly, but I’m yours now, and if you wish to keep me for yourself, then I’m willing to accept her as just a friend.”

“Well, let’s just see how thing go before I make my decision on that, shall we? I accept your offer of slavery Cherry Clark,” I clenched my teeth, seething under the pain of fiery branding that sizzled ominously across my pubic bone. “You’re now my property until the day you die.”

“Thank you Master.” And then, just like in my puppy fantasy, he knelt down slightly and I rose to meet him in a tender kiss that sent jolts of lightheaded euphoria rippling through me. It was everything I remembered, yet so much more.

Sameal knew how much I liked to play fetch, and he indulged me for a while. He laughed at my foolish antics, while I scampered about barking like the youthful pup I was. I even rolled at his feet, licking his shoes or his hand when he knelt down to pet me. I’d never been so happy in my life, and I wanted him to know it. I still had much to atone for tonight though; I’d been a bad girl and we both knew it.

“Cherry, come!” My head snapped around in the process of retrieving my bone. I was greeted with a stern, no-nonsense expression. My smile faded, and my skin crawled in expectancy. Sameal was dressed in his signature shirt and slacks, shedding the unwanted garb I’d originally clothed him in. He held a menacing bullwhip in his hand, and a hook swayed gently beside him from one of the overhead rafters. “Forget your toy for now, we have business to attend to.” I lowered my head, creeping timidly to his side.

“We both know you’re a disobedient pet, and these episodes of frequent insolence on your part need to stop. So, how do you suppose we go about remedying the situation? You may speak, playtime is over, if you hadn’t figured that out by now?” I noticed my normal cuffs were gone now, replaced with ones designed for prolonged suspension.

“I should be punished Master. I deserve to be punished because my temper and bitchy mouth always gets me into trouble.”

“That they do pet. Come on, on your feet.” Sameal helped me up and attached my cuffs to the hook, leaving me stretched and vulnerable. The majority of my weight fell on my wrists now, as I spun in tiny circles, toes barely grazing the floor. I tensed, trying to repress the exhilarating sensation of fear while Sameal leisurely paced around me, grazing my shivering form with his fingertips. He stopped behind me, whispering in my ear. “Do you want a gag?”

“No Master, I’ll be a good girl, you’ll see.”

“As you wish.” Sameal took several steps back and the crack of his whip cut the air as effortlessly as the creamy texture of my skin. I bit my tongue, recoiling like a fly caught in a web, gripping my cuffs white knuckled. I whined through trembling lips as the pain began to electrify my body, awakening the fire between my legs, while purging every ounce of my unruly personality from existence.

 It didn’t help matters, that Sameal teased my clit and sopping cunt with his fingers every so often, wetting them with my torrid juice before probing the first inch of my tight asshole that wanted to suckle at him, no different than any other part of my body. I writhed against his touch, praying that he would push his fingers deeper inside me and release the damn of pressure that continued to build. I begged him to let me cum, and of course he mockingly refused by taking me to the breaking point of frustrating elation again and again. He would whip me, then tease my cunt in a repetitive pattern of painful extremes. My body was on autopilot now, and began to correlate the two sensations as one. Pain couldn’t exist without pleasure and pleasure thrived on pain.

Sameal’s blows were falling in a deliberate pattern I couldn’t discern, nor really tied too. My shoulders and arms, my back and ass and the tender skin of my thighs felt the sting of the lash. I was sweating heavily, caught in an unending world of sweet misery, that left my wounds burning under a salty invasion of my own making. I was bleeding now; I knew it. I felt the warm trickle of countless teasing rivers inching down my slithering body, no different than the moisture seeping that coated my quaking pussy in a shimmering tint of vulgarity.

I must have passed out at some point, because Sameal’s bleary, tear filled image slapped me lightly back to consciousness. 

“Please Master,” I sobbed nearing the limits of my resolve. It wasn’t the punishment I was begging mercy from surprisingly; I needed too cum, bad. “I can’t-”

“Silence!” I shivered under his pitch-black gaze that shone brightly with the pleasure he found in my suffering. “This is punishment and it’s meant to be unbearable, lest you forget the lesson of discipline to quickly.”

“I won’t Master, I swear! I can’t take-” The flaming sting of his open palm jolted me into silence at last. Perfect… Sameal understood my needs all too well now.

“Quiet now, or should I put your gag in?” 

I shook my head sadly, sniffing lightly before breaking down in full-blown tears again. “Yes Master, I’m… I am a bad girl, I deserve a gag.”

“As I’ve always know you are.” A ball gag was placed in my open and waiting mouth, strapped snuggly about my head.

My stomached rippled under the lash now, and a muffled cry erupted for the first time in what could have been minutes, or possibly years. My punishment continued for another half-hour, but I staunchly endured every beautifully, agonizing moment of it in relative silence. 

I was finally able to see what Sameal was doing to me, and I stared on in morbid fascination while he continued to write words into my skin, in a display of masterful hedonism. With every skilled flick of his wrist, more letters miraculously flared to life. Some of them were small, only several inches tall, while others were large block letters that I could clearly read despite the angle, and the welling of blood that oozed from my torn flesh. It wasn’t enough for him to brand me as his, he was sending me a clear message now as to exactly who and what I was from this day forth.

‘Mouthy Bitch’ was etched into the skin of my outer left leg. On the inside of both my thighs, in large bold letters, was written ‘Whore.’ The W and H were on one thigh, and the R and E on the other. My sopping cunt made up the O connecting it as a word. ‘Slut’ was embellished across my stomach, and ‘Hopeless Cock Sucker’ played out across my left shoulder, and down my arm. 

“That’s right slave,” Sameal purred in my ear while I inspected myself with admiration filled horror, and renewed excitement. “I’ve permanently marked you with the truth of your soul. Not even using your journal will remove them now. Every time you look at yourself in the mirror, you’ll be reminded of what you truly are.”

Some of the markings were repetitious. I was labeled a slut and a whore no less than four separate times on various points of my body. ‘Fuck toy’ was in large blazing letters that traveled from my left shoulder to the small of my back, and ‘I love devil cock’ was on one of my ass cheeks. He even spelled love in the shape of a little heart. Isn’t that cute? I couldn’t help but smile, when he told me that he’d carved ‘Disobedient Brat’ down the length of my right leg. I guess I was though, wasn’t I? 

When Sameal was finished, he ran his hands loving across my brutalized body. I was numb by this point and barely felt his touch, but I still shivered in the humid air, ripe with the smell of blood and unparalleled female arousal. The blood faded and disappeared, and my wounds healed, leaving behind the deep brown of old faded scars in my once pristine skin. My pain was a distant thing now; diminishing quickly with each caress of his strong hands that left only licentious hunger in their wake.

“There, all finished.” Sameal stepped back to inspect his work, spinning me like in a lazy circle. “No worse for wear either. Since you took your punishment so well, I assume you’re expecting a reward now?”

Sameal removed my gage and my teeth chattered, eyeing him through slits of glazed, steamy lust. “No Master,” I whispered from the other side of the world.

“Really, not even a single orgasm for being so good? This can’t be the same naughty pet, that I remember begging for it just a little while ago?” Sameal stepped away, unbuttoning his shirt to reveal a perfectly chiseled chest that I started to drool over. 

“No Master, I… deserve nothing…” 

“Your right, you don’t,” Sameal’s black slacks whispered down his legs, freeing an erection that I’d envisioned in my dreams more times than I could remember. Nothing could have prepared me for the reality of it though. It was semi-ridged at first, but quickly swelled to a thick, mouthwatering ten-inches. “But we both know you enjoyed that far too much to be punishment. It seems I’m going to have to be more creative in the future when disciplining you, aren’t I?” 

Oh my god, I couldn’t believe the size of his balls! They were as large wrinkled plums, no doubt packed full of delectable loads of cum. I remembered him saying that he could manipulate the appearance of his body, and I wondered if he’d created this delightful treat of male endowment especially for me? 

“Come now, tell me what you what Cherry girl,” Sameal stopped before me, his hand diving between my thighs, grasping my cunt until I whined in distress. “Let’s see what you’ve learned tonight.”

“Nothing Sir! I’m your slave, it doesn’t matter what I want.”

“Very true, but you can’t fool me. I know you better than that.” A set of cloverleaf clamps appeared in his hands, and I groaned under the tormenting stimulation when he attached them to my bulging nipples, followed by a slight tug to ensure a proper fit. I nearly fainted when he attached three more clamps, each of them heavily weighted, to my tender clit and matching inner labia. “There, how’s that?” 

“It hurts,” I wheezed, trying to bring my legs up to alleviate the shooting agony of having my clit squeezed to the point of bursting. It was almost the worst thing I’d experience thus far.

“I can only imagine.” 

A barrage of new and unexpected pain lanced through the three most sensitive parts of my body at nearly the same instant. Sameal took a handful of my hair, yanking my head back with a sharp tug, while simultaneously pulling the chain attached to my nipple clamps making them even tighter. The metal weights on my pussy began to swing lightly, clacking together, torturing my enflamed sensitivity even more. 

“Ow, ow! Shit… Oh god please, oh fuck!” 

“God has nothing to do with this pet, believe me,” Sameal scowled. “It sure as hell wasn’t him who introduced humans to the pleasures of the flesh. Oh no, he wanted to jealously keep that secret from mortals until I came along. There’s a reason why sex is called the ‘Devil’s Dance,’ and where would the fun be if you weren’t suffering as a result of it?”

Sameal spun my body like a top and I closed my eyes, screaming as the weights bounced in a haphazard pattern, tugging wildly at the most densely pack bundle of nerves in the human body. His belt descended against my flesh now, while I spun about; it hit my thighs, my ass, and my back, everywhere but my breast and between my legs. Sameal was skillfully avoiding those areas. Every time I would start to slow, he would agonizingly start my body in motion again courtesy of my nipple chain, making my erotic screams burst anew.

I twitched and moaned under the ravishing, my twirling mind becoming drunk on Endorphins and Dopamine, as the pain crumbled to a dull and distant creature. I felt nothing but insurmountable joy and inexpressible pleasure in a way that I’d never imagined. My body tensed, stomach heaving as electric flashes blinded my closed and teary eyes.

“Yes! Oh yes…yes…yes!” I panted as wave after wave of delirious ecstasy declared itself in a ground shaking orgasm, that I couldn’t have stopped even if I’d wanted to. It seemed to go on forever, emptying all that I was to run teasingly down my thighs, while flooding the room with the scent of virgin desire. I hung limply by my wrists afterwards, breathless. I was still spinning even though my body had finally stopped moving.

“You see, I can be merciful when I choose to be,” Sameal was inches away, caressing my trembling cheek covered in a bright sheen of perspiration. “But always remember, your pleasure is a gift from me, and me alone.”

“Oh thank you Master, thank you. I’ll never be naughty again, I swear,” I groveled, wallowing in the shadows of my fading climax.

“You shouldn’t make promises, that we both know you’ll never keep.” Sameal removed the clamp from my swollen clit and lips, and I visibly sagged, letting out a mew of collapsing relief. His domineering hands were on me, lifting my legs, wrapping them about his waist. My eyes cracked open, glancing down at his eager cock poised and waiting to enter me. A thick glob of shimmering pre-cum dangled provocatively from the tip.

“So tell me, what shall we do now? Say it Cherry girl, you know how much I like to hear you beg.”

“I want you to fuck me Master,” I pleaded shamelessly with vile gluttony. “I want you to use me like a dirty slut.”

“Oh come now, you can do better than that?”

“Fuck me Master, I need you inside me, please!” My screeching voice rent the air, but Sameal still wasn’t persuaded by my raising plea. 

“I may just have to leave you like this for hours, perhaps even days? Unsatisfied and unfulfilled… Imagine the glorious suffering you’d have to endure? Maybe a punishment of eternal denial would finally break that rebellious streak in you?”

My lips began to quiver like a desperate child. “Please Master,” I whispered with a sniff from behind broken and vindicated eyes. “I want you so bad… Please use me…. Please don’t deny me the honor of serving you as your whore.”

Sameal’s finger drew close to my mouth, and I dove hungrily for it, sucking it with the profane desire to serve, and nothing else. “See, was that so hard?” I eyed his cock, waiting impatiently, optimistically, for the battering on my eager cunt to finally begin.

Sameal pulled me closer, gently pushing the head of his cock against me, until my lips began to spread with tightening resistance. “Do it Cherry girl, dance for me, fuck yourself like the hopeless cock whore you are.” It took a moment for me to understand his intent and the waiting excitement that gleamed brightly behind his eyes. So, he’s leaving it up to me then…such an unworthy, yet wonderful gift.


I pulled up on my restraints for a better grip, closing my eyes, letting his shaft sink just a little deeper between my moaning folds. I started to wiggle my hips, bobbing up and down in a series of muted grunts. My movements gradually became an erotic gyration; lips parted in audible bliss as I danced on the tip of Sameal’s cock like a willful extension of it. He was so big, so deliciously thick that it made my virgin pussy gulp in wary acceptance for what was to come. With several heavy breaths of preparedness I dropped, impaling myself in an ever-growing sensation of tearing heat and widening fullness, that tore my barrier asunder like tissue paper. The screeching gasp that rent the air came from someone else, it must have.

Sameal groaned as my tight inner muscles clamped about him, drawing him deeper with increasing fervor. His hands moved to my ass, aiding in the movement, but strangely not forcing it upon me. Once again, his true feelings for me shone through the darkness of my mind like the breaking dawn.

I paused on occasion with huffing pants, spreading my agile legs wider, slowly adjusting to the magnificent delight that continued to travel upwards, cleaving into the silky heat of my flesh like a relentless spike. I’d finally reached my limit, stuffed with cock to the point of obscene inconceivability. The nagging want inside me grew content, while the pressure against my cervix reached an apex of uncomfortable rapture.

“Dance Cherry girl,” Sameal’s mesmeric voice commanded, while the swirling lights of his beguiling, and strangely hypnotic snake-like eyes now, sweep me away in an erotic trance. 

My body began to move from the music that only I could hear, an internal rhapsody of the senses, as the fabric of reality was undone and my body exploded with electrical delight. I was vaguely aware of the movement of my hips, of the coiling desire that gripped my soul while I danced for my Master. My breasts heaved and my head rolled in a wave of blonde frenzy. My frail moans accompanied every downward thrust of my body that tried to pull Sameal deeper into the oblivion of pleasure I’d found. The slurping of drenched and eager flesh wafted up from between my legs, while every cell of my body convulsed with unparalleled harmony. I was lost in myself, lost in a world or orgasmic proportions. I hadn’t stopped cumming since the music took me away hours ago.

In time Sameal bore into me, hard and desperate, driving upward to meet my carnal appetite. My arms were looped around his neck, still shackled together. I didn’t remember him taking me down for the suspension hook. I molded myself to him, legs gripped painfully around his midsection, ankles hooked below his ass, while I bounced under the incessant rain of his powerful thrusting. I could feel it in his tensing body, in his deep and erratic breathing that passed through me like a shockwave; the Master was about to claim me.

It came as a shock regardless, making me whine into the crook of his neck, clawing at his back. The pressure, the indescribable joy of liquid fire filling the end of my gripping cunt that undulated around his torrential release. We came together with the sound of rhythmic breathing and grinding desire, joining in a way that no shackles or physical restraints could hope to rival. I was his, now and forever, I knew that beyond a shadow of a doubt any longer. 

I’m not sure how long Sameal held me in his arms, or how long our mutual orgasm ebbed and flowed like an unabated gale. The human mind wasn’t meant to experience pleasure like I had tonight, and I’d lost the ability to process such trivial information like time and space long ago. Sameal’s hand stroked my matted, sweat-soaked hair, holding me in a comforting embrace that I never wanted to return from. And then he whispered softly in my ear, making me clutch at him all the more. I started to cry again.

“I’ll love you forever Cherry girl, never forget that.”

 

***

 

I awoke early the next morning in my fluffy chair, stretching euphorically to a new day with the thunderous memory of my first time with Sameal still fresh in my mind. I could smell him on my skin, enticingly close with the scent of my own spent arousal. I could still feel him inside me, every heart wrenching inch, and the soggy remembrance between my legs that made my stomach flip-flop with giddy infatuation. My hand trailed downward, covering the sticky heat of my throbbing pussy with reverence. It was still covered with the deep, reddish hue of vaginal blood; a proud testament of what I’d given away to the man that it was meant for, since the time of my birth.

I padded quietly over to a mirror to inspect my newly marked body. Every despicable word tastelessly glared back at me. I was a whore and a slut and so much more now, but I was Sameal’s whore, and Sameal’s slut, and always would be. Or would I? Forever… how long was forever, really? Could I stand the thought that one-day I would grow old, losing my youthful allure or whatever traits had inexplicably drawn his attention? I loathed the thought that he would someday find another pet, someone to replace me in my fading years, but it was inevitable. He was an ageless devil, while I was a human and doomed to mortality. My heart clenched in agony at the thought of losing him, and the elation I’d finally found in my life. Maybe Sameal felt the same way, growing weary of the constant state of flux, of finding a new source of love, only to have it taken away in what must be the blink of an eye to him?

I glanced up at the clock; Kelly would be waking up soon and I still needed to take her to work. “Guess I better get dressed.” Trying to explain my new scars to her would be a tough one. When I got back from dropping her off though, I had one more fantasy to write, and if it played out the way I hoped, Sameal would never be alone again.



 
































































































Chapter Ten




Two years later…
I stood behind the bar at Sheol’s Fringe, dressed in a lazy smile, a conservative pair of black slacks and white, long sleeve shirt. The only testament of my slavery, or anything else out of the ordinary for that matter, was the thin leather choker around my neck that could be construed as nothing more than a simple accessory of my tastes. I had a new client about to arrive at any moment; a skittish nineteen-year-old from some small Midwestern town that had big dreams and false hopes about what awaited her in the promised land of movie stars and high fashion modeling. She was far too young and naive in my opinion, to be left on her own without some much-needed guidance. You aren’t in Kansas anymore, Toto.

The Master was gone, out recruiting again, as was his norm. We’d lost almost all of his old clientele as part of the breakaway settlement from Devil Corp, and a few of the remaining after signing an independent treaty with ‘the enemy.’ Oh please… The Angelic Trinity wasn’t that bad. We had our agenda and they had theirs; it was a different set of interests and nothing more. I handled the negotiations with them, and any client disputes that rarely popped up from time to time, but then again, I’d always been good at dealing with people. Things were smooth as silk between us now, after they accepted the fact I wasn’t out to change the earthy balance or anything. I guess a human has never had both the desire, and the level of control over a fantasy journal before, to became a devil. You heard me right, I’m a devil now, and what a sexy devil I am!

My facade, my earthly appearance didn’t change much, even though I could make myself look like anything I wanted. Sure, my tits were bigger, double D’s, and on a body as small and petite as mine? I pretty much look like a poster child for rampant breast augmentation. Sameal liked it, and so did everyone he loaned me out to on numerous occasions. Okay, I confess; the credit-incentive program for journal use among the clients was my idea actually. I’m such a naughty little devil.

I frequently roam the club wearing nothing but a devious grin and a pair of high-heeled stilettos, giving one of my world famous blowjobs or an immensely coveted lap fuck to a deserving client. All they have to do is rack up enough credits, and I’m theirs for a twenty minute slice of heaven, or hell, whichever they prefer. Either way they couldn’t get enough of me, because once you’ve had devil… Let’s just say my sensational body, coupled with a bit of devil magic, pretty much ensured we’d be in business for a very long time to come.

I finally have the nipple and clitoral hood piercings that I’d always wanted; a little silver ring in each hypersensitive area that gave Sameal something much more… uhm… stimulating to attach his punishment chains too, if and when he was inclined to do so. I don’t have any new tattoos though; there’s a fine line between tasteful art and a trashy appearance, and I didn’t want my clients to get the wrong impression about me. I’m still blonde, but with mocha lowlights now, although on occasion I liked to change things around and go with a billowing mane of deep burgundy. When I’m feeling particularly sassy, I go with some off the wall color like neon blue, or purple. My devil form, or true form as I refer to it now, is something else altogether.

I really had nothing to base my initial assessment on, when I’d used my journal to become a devil those few short years ago, so my appearance is a little stereotypical in some ways; I sure as hell didn’t want to look like she-hulk, that’s for sure. I am taller though, about 6’3, with my boob’s growing to match my new stature. They’re plump and velvet smooth, with the impeccable symmetry for Sameal, and his two monsterishly distorted cocks, to titty-fuck at his leisure. Yes you heard me correctly; I said two dicks. Double the pleasure, double the fun. The singular, pithy ten-inch one he’d introduced me to our first time together was only his ‘small’ training cock, strictly reserved for human consumption. Needless to say, I’ve developed a fetish for being stretched like a piece of taffy, while riding high and tight on devil cock like never before.

I still wanted a tail, but not the thick python-like one I’d seen the other she-devils with. I finally decided on a stereotypically skinny one that ended in a small, multi-use spade with a hidden agenda. It just looked a little sexier in my opinion, and some of the tricks I could do with its prehensile agility, set my pussy to watering in anticipation of playtime. Not to mention, it was fun to tease the clients with as well.

As for my body itself, it’s dimensionally flawless in every way, from my square gymnast shoulders that tapered into a narrow waist and elegantly smooth stomach, to the flaring eroticism of a pair of promiscuous hips and ass that wouldn’t quite. My long shapely legs alone were enough to make Sameal, not to mention my clients, drool like a baby whenever I decided to grace them with the honor of seeing my true form. And why shouldn’t I look perfect? I’m living out a fantasy for the rest of my very long life, so why settle for second best, right?

Bleach white skin, platinum blonde hair with black highlights, and a cute little pair of horns above my forehead complete the package. My long pointed ears, and the subtle slant to my smoky eyes, gives my overall image a very mysterious, and exotic international porn star look. I went with a pair of much more feminine and nimble looking wings, just because I thought they looked cool. It wasn’t like I needed them to fly or anything; why would I, when I can just teleport myself from place to place to get around?

I suppose you’re wondering what Sameal looks like? Sorry, that hidden treasure is for me and me alone. I will give you a little hint though, other than the fact he has two deliciously thick cocks, and a triplet of large balls that can pump me full of more cum than a five-dollar whore on payday. Just imagine nine imposing feet of handsomely dominant power and insurmountable bestial strength made manifest, with an insatiable sex drive. That’s Sameal. M’mm… finger lick’in good.

Sameal was more surprised that I’d decided to become a devil, than me actually having the power to do so in the first place. I guess there wasn’t much I did that surprised him anymore. It was sort of a big leap changing your entire essence, and although Sameal never admitted it, I knew he was deeply touched by my sacrifice of humanity so we could be together in such an intimate way. I’d been right in my initial assessment of his needs, and mine; eternity can be a long time when you spend it alone. I have to say that I take a distinct sense of pride in knowing that I’m the only woman in the world, human or otherwise, that could fill the void in his soulless heart. But then again, we’re perfect for one another in so many unspoken ways. 

Not everyone was as delighted as Sameal was, for me to assume my place in the world as the first devil in existence since the division of Heaven and Hell a few eons ago. You could say I pretty much shook the foundations of both groups from the ground up with that unexpected turn of events. Looking back on it, it still made me laugh how Lucifer, and Devil Corp as a whole, flew into a panic. He actually thought I was trying to initiate a hostile takeover if you can believe it, and because of his paranoid misperception, things got pretty hairy for a while. They wanted to destroy me as an object lesson, before someone else with the gift like I had came up with the same idea, or even worse. Yeah right, like I was going to let that happen. Who did they think they were dealing with anyway, some bubble-headed bimbo? 

To start with, I’d inadvertently, yet thankfully made myself a very powerful, nonaligned she-devil that could go toe to toe with anything in existence. Devil Corp was powerless to even so much as think about laying a finger on me for the rest of eternity, after I slapped them with a restraining order, and an injunction of apprehended violence through the Purgatory Court System. They were a business first and foremost, and had no choice but to obey the law. As you can see, their plans for obliterating me went absolutely nowhere. I’m so devilishly clever aren’t I? The best they could do was put a temporary freeze into effect on all journal use, until a few unforeseeable ‘bugs’ could be worked out of the system. 

Sameal on the other hand received their full wrath. He was in a bit of hot water already despite being Lucifer’s executive officer at one time, and one of the original fallen angels that had founded hell in the first place. It seemed he’d been ‘misappropriating’ company funds for over three thousand years in his efforts too swoon clients, while overindulging in his sinfully extravagant lifestyle on earth. When you combine that with my seemingly out of control and unchecked fantasy’s while under his supervision, the episode at the Executive Club with Melinda, and causing the irremediable downfall of mankind in the first place by seducing Eve, they fired him. He was banished from hell indefinitely, had his assets seized and stripped of his stock options. The only way we could keep the club open was by trading off almost all the active liens in his possession to the other club owners. That was fine with me, I thought it best we start from scratch anyway. It was a new start for a newly married couple. Our six-month anniversary was only a few days, not like time really mattered when you were a devil, but I still kept track of it for sentimental reasons.

 “Hey Mrs. D,” Marisa, the raven-haired waitress I’d met my first night at the club, blew by with a wave and a cheery smile. “Sorry I’m late, traffic was terrible tonight. I’ll be back out in a few, okay?” She hastily wound her way around the bar towards the backroom to change into her uniform for another night of indentured service.

 “No problem. Hey, don’t forget to dress formal, I have a new girl arriving any minute, and stay on your best behavior until she’s gone!” Things were a little more relaxed around here if you hadn’t noticed my now. It just put everyone more at ease from Sameal, to the other employees, and even our clients as a whole.

“Sure thing, Mrs. D!” 

I couldn’t help but snicker as Marisa disappeared in back with the same longing desire that always etched her face when she came in for work. She was simply infatuated with Sameal; she had been for years. But then again, most female clients were. It didn’t bother me in the least that Sameal fucked her on occasion, or any number of his other clients. It was a pleasurable aspect of the business, and nothing more. Besides, it was kind of hypocritical to point my finger and say ‘no, bad Sameal,’ when I did the exact same thing with my clients, both male and female.

What to say about Marisa though… I liked her, she was cool, and I considered her a friend even though she was a client. It was no surprise she wound up at a place like this either. She was a thirty-six year old, thrice divorced, voracious sex addict that worked as a bank teller by day, and a whoring waitress and stage show performer for us at night. She also used her journal frivolously just so her ledger stayed packed with redeemable credits, which she diligently worked off almost every night. Sheol’s Fringe had more or less been her home away from home now, for the last four years. She’s also a wild woman with zero inhibitions, and a damn good time in a threesome.

Marisa was one of the few contracts we were able to hold onto, along with my personal favorite, Hideaki Nakamura. That weasel wasn’t slipping away so easily, and I’d made it my mission in life to ruthlessly torment him until his contract ran out. Hell hath no fury, like a she-devil’s scorn. It had taken some time before he had the courage to show his face among the other patrons again. I guess being the recipient of an ass gangbang and a dick sucking contest, took a few notches out of a megalomaniacs inflated ego. 

At first his torture was nothing more than a little teasing on my part: a tight see-through shirt and mini-skirt with no panties, that taunted him with what he couldn’t have. The dumbshit should have fucked me when he had the chance. His loss, too bad, so sad… Not to mention he’d about creamed his shorts, after seeing the extent of Sameal’s writing about my body. What really got Nakamura’s goat though, was when I first started doing the occasional stage show. I made him sit in the front row, suffering through an agonizing display of depravity, while I whipped and paddled, and endlessly tortured to tears in the glare of profanity filled spotlights. 

I really thought he would appreciate all the effort I put into the lap dances I gave him, cunt dripping with the moisture of a recent orgasm, burying it his face. It was horrible for him, and I reveled in his sexual misery like any good devil would. He didn’t dare think of touching me without my permission, which of course he was never going to hear from my lips. I could fry his ass in a heartbeat if he stepped over the line now. Yeah, I could be a hard-nosed bitch at times, but hey, sometimes that’s what it takes to get ahead in the dirty world of business. I knew he would appreciate that aspect of my ruthlessness.

Nakamura rarely came to the club anymore, and he didn’t dare use his journal for fear of another humiliating form of retaliation on Sameal’s part. The last I’d heard, he wasn’t doing so well, personally or professionally. He’d come to rely on his journal far too much in the past, to gain the edge against his competitors. With that crutch now denied to him… Oh well, shit happens, right? I really didn’t care one way or another what happened to Nakamura, as long as his money was deposited in my bank account annually, and the taxes on our home in Venture were paid on time. 

Since Devil Corp had seized Sameal’s penthouse suite in hell, and neither one of us were allowed entry ever again anyway, we actually used our earthy home more than you would expect. Sameal had been a chronic workaholic until meeting me; the club had stayed open 24/7 to accommodate his old clientele around the world. Now we were closed on Monday’s and Tuesday’s, giving us some much time together to do as we pleased. I was finally able to teach Sameal the meaning of the word chillax. 

All our neighbors knew us as Mr. and Mrs. Sameal Dante, (he couldn’t resist the hinting last name) A couple with a charmed life that had been born into the profligate lifestyle of inherited wealth. We threw massive parties and barbecues, portraying the image of a completely normal rich couple, given the odd circumstances. Let’s just say I’d come up with some pretty good excuses by now, to keep the word scaring of my skin hidden from the mortal world. Sun sensitivity and burn scar’s from when I was a kid, were two of my favorites.

Devils didn’t need to sleep or eat, we just sort of, you know, existed, but in our earthly façade, all the old physiological rules still applied. We still have to eat and sleep, and unfortunately for me, I still get cramps during my period. As you can imagine, a she-devil with PMS is not a nice person to be around. 

I didn’t really see it as a big of a deal, but all those trivial day to day necessities of humanity took some getting used to for Sameal. I guess it was just different for me being born human, because I still enjoyed doing all the old things I used to do, and spent most of my time as human. Things just felt more comfortable to me that way. I still went to the saloon to get my hair done, or chitchatted away an afternoon of shopping with my new covey of equally rich and spoiled girlfriends. Sameal actually took up golf and Nascar racing, if you can believe it. He owns a team now, not to mention a small chain of local retail stores that brings in a substantial amount of earthly cash on the side. Between Sameal’s amazing business sense, and my legal and advertising background, we make quite the economically daunting pair. 

Sameal had never bothered to actually live the life of a human, or enjoy some of its simple pleasures before meeting me. It was a whole new experience for him, and it warmed my heart to see him so happy and relaxed for a change with his newfound human friends, and mundane hobbies like car racing and making earthly money. We went out to dinner just like normals, actually taking the time to drive instead of just ‘popping’ about. It gave us some quality time to be alone and talk, and every so often pull the car over for a steamy session of moderately concealed sex or spanking that he knew I craved like a drug. Sameal still pampers me like that from time to time.

On occasion we enjoy a quiet and relaxing night at the symphony, and on others, the head-banging insanity of a heavy metal mosh pit, before coming home to make love for hours on end. Yes, we actually make love quite frequently now, a new and tender experience for the both of us after a lifetime of frivolous sex with little meaning in the long run. Sex just seemed so much better, so much more significant, after you include that one all-important factor that defies reason. Don’t get me wrong though, sometimes the gloves came off and we simply fuck like rabid animals in devil form, or he treats me to a heavy scene of bondage and torture play. I still liked to be physically broken down and whipped, or partially suspended by my nipples while my ass is beaten to a blazing glow with a wooden paddle. That would never change; it was a part of who and what I was now.

Well, Jessie’s here. I sensed it the moment she timidly strode through the front door, and Max asked her for her invitation. Miss Jessie Caldwell was the epitome of sinless perversion and misguided desires, due to a lack of self-esteem and a fear of rejection. I had yet to determine the source of them though; she had a lot of underlying issues that needed to be confronted before she could move on with her life, like I had. Some of the people I chose to give journals to really didn’t need them, but it was a wonderful tool for self-discovery and personal therapy if used correctly. I learned that firsthand. 

I saw my role in life now as a mentor or counselor in a way, helping people untangle the ropes of sexual confusion in their lives. It wasn’t about racking up journal credits, or building our assets again as in Sameal’s case. I think it was just some sort of motherly instinct in me to want to help people explore, and come to grips with the often times shameful truth about themselves as they often saw it. I guess you could say that I’ve finally grown up after all these years, and started thinking of others, instead of myself for a change.

And as usual, in a situation with a client like that, Sameal would roll his eyes and tell me no. That was until I got down on my knees, batting my baby blues up at him, while taking on the spoiled little brat persona that he found so seductively cute. Then he would put me over his knee, telling me how hopeless I was, while spanking me into a blubbering mess. In the end, he always gave into my fanciful whims though; Sameal was just as much of a slave to my wily charms, as I was to his overpowering dominance. Maybe that’s why we clicked so well as a couple.

Just because Sameal gave in to lavish wants, and indulged my spoiled nature, didn’t mean he was weak handed in dealing with me in the least. He was a ruthless disciplinarian behind a pitiless smile, when I was naughty. Our relationship is a strange cacophony of roles, just as with any normal couple. We’re friends and confidants, we’re husband and wife, arguing about stupid things like Sameal forgetting to put the toilet seat back down after he goes to the bathroom, and we were business partners and lovers. But above all else, he’s my Master. He never let me forget that, ever.

I started a loop of twangy country music over the club sound system that Jessie liked. It definitely wasn’t my cup of tea, but anything to put a potential client more at ease. Then I started a video on the wide screen T.V that would captivate her sexual interest. It was the closest thing we had in the archives that was tolerable, as far as I was concerned. Yeah, I knew all about her sexual taste… poor kid. It’s probably a good thing that she left the farm when she did, before it got too far out of hand. Last I’d heard many of the zoonosis she was playing Russian roulette with didn’t have a cure, and some could be just plain deadly.

Look, it’s not that I’m in a position to pass judgment or push my beliefs on anyone, not in my line of work, and certainly not with my affinity to some of the more outlandishly fetishes out there. But just because I like being a puppy, didn’t mean I wanted to be mounted by a Great Dain, or anything else on four legs. Some things just crossed the line of decency in my opinion, and I wouldn’t allow them in the club, despite Sameal’s infuriating apathy in regards to them. 

Jessie pressed through the dimensional portal, covered by a barrier of leather straps, a sexually enthralled brunette with long curly hair and salutary eyes, set beneath a wide brimmed Stetson. Unlike some of the ‘strays,’ as Sameal was fond of calling the people I took under my wing, Jessie needed a journal to come to grips with her demons. I knew that from the moment I’d first started watching her. I’ll give her this much; she was a stunningly tall vixen in cowboy boots and tightly stretched denim that hugged all her curves, in all the right places. I still couldn’t figure out where her insecurities stemmed from, she was gorgeous, and should have no problem finding a person that could sate her needs, if she gave them half the chance.

I already knew her choice of drinks, starting to make one of those ‘exotic’ tequila sunrises’ with a little umbrella and a slice of pineapple on the rim, that she found so strangely fascinating for some reason. Contributing to the delinquency of a minor, I know, bad she-devil… Guess I’ll have to be spanked for it later. 

 I bit my tongue with a faint smile, when she tripped over the first step on her way up to the bar. Some things never change. Her eyes were wide and fraught with infatuated lust, as she watched the furry scene between a busty redhead, and two men in a horse costume play itself out on T.V. screen behind her.

“Hi, and welcome to Sheol’s Fringe. My names Cherry, and I’ll be your bartender for this evening Miss…”

Jessie wet her lips nervously, eyes darting hungrily up to the mirror behind me. “Uhm… Caldwell, ma name’s Jessie Caldwell,” she replied in a shy, sickly-sweet western accent. Ahh… she was sooo cute! It made me want to reach out and pinch her lightly freckled cheeks.

“It’s nice to meet you Jessie,” I extended my hand to her and she reached out cautiously. The poor thing was even trembling. “Here, this one’s on the house, it looks like you need it.”

“Oh wow,” she gawked at the multi-colored drink I set in front of her. “How’d ya get the neat colors in it like that?”

“It just comes with a little practice. If you stay around for a while I can show you how to make one, if you like?” She took a questing sip from the straw, and her face visibly brightened. 

“That’s good! Ya really mean it, you’ll show me how to make one?”

“Sure, why not? Anything for one of my valued customers.” 

This poor kid needed my help more than she realized. In the process of watching her, I discovered the guy she was staying with, an old collage friend of her brother’s back home, was starting to have his own hidden designs in regards to her. Larry was a scumbag, and Jessie openly trusted what seemed like good intentions on his part, by letting her stay there in the first place. It wouldn’t be long before he forced himself on her, I could see it in his skulking, beady eyes, and she wasn’t into that sort of thing like I was. I wouldn’t put it past him to drug her first, just to make it easier for him. Maybe Kelly will take her in?

Kel and I were still good friends, getting together from time to time, but that was it. It was for the best that way, she just wouldn’t understand if I tried to tell her the truth, especially about me being a devil now. She knew Sameal and I were married, and lived out in Ventura, but I never talked with her about the club. Not to mention, I just didn’t have the time she would demand of me in a long-term relationship. With everything going on in my life now, there would be nothing left for her emotional needs, and I wasn’t about to hurt my best friend like that. 

What I could do for Kel, other than spoiling her with gifts and a vacation every so often, was a fantasy. I still had my journal, and on rare occasions I wrote in it, not for me, but for her. I was long past the point of needing it now, but the gift I gave Kelly made her awaken the next morning with the serene glow of amazing dream sex tickling her mind, while satisfying her bodily cravings that would never be fulfilled in reality. I wish I could give her more sometimes, but sadly things just didn’t work out that way between us.

I think Kelly will be good medicine of Jessie though, a proper mother hen after I explained the situation to her. I needed to get Jessie out of the city anyway, before one of the unscrupulous ‘modeling agents’ or ‘movie directors’ that prowled the streets for beautiful, and foolishly trusting, young woman like her came along. In truth, that was the simple bait I’d used to get her to come in tonight. I could just see her strung out on drugs, forced into doing porn, or abducted into the seedy world of international female slave trade in less than six months, if I hadn’t of found her first.

Jessie was coyly looking around the club now, diverting her attention from the raunchy moans, and imitation neighing of outlandish furry sex behind her. 

“I really like y’alls club, it’s… how can ya stay open though with, ya know…” Her cheeks turned crimson and I smiled lightly.

“No one gets into Sheol’s Fringe without an invitation Jess. You could say we cater to a very specific type of clientele here, the underworld type, if you catch my drift? We can’t have the wrong sort of people ruining it for everyone else, now can we?”

“No, I reckon not,” she replied wistfully, grinding her thighs together no different than I had in her situation to help alleviate the nagging sensation of wanton desire. “Oh yeah-” She reached into her front pocket pulling out the rumpled invitation I’d given her earlier today. “I almost forgot. A fella gave me this on the street today, said he was a modeling scout and I was suppose to meet him here tonight. He said I was pretty and could get me into magazines, or maybe even movies, but I don’t… see him… anywhere.”

“Is that your dream Jess, to be in movies one day?” 

“Yes’um,” she nodded her head ecstatically. “I want to be a famous star and travel the world. Go to fancy places like France and Italy and maybe one day…” I immediately picked up on her newest fantasy, somewhat shocked by the sudden change in her seething carnality. I don’t believe it, she’s a hopeless romantic. The T.V screen changed, becoming a swarthy Mediterranean hunk with a tall brunette. They were on a sunset beach on the French Rivera, tenderly intertwined in each other’s arms while they made love with the surf lapping at their heels. Hollywood couldn’t have staged a more perfect scene of idyllic paradise between two lovers if they tried. What? I didn’t change it… how in the world? Uh oh… She was another special one with the gift like I had. Sameal was not going to be pleased about this. Oh well…


“And one day find a man to share your life with?” I completed the omission of her deepest and most heartfelt fantasy of all. I reached out patting her hand, drawing her sorrowful gaze. What happened to you in the past that would drive you to such sexual extremes, I wonder? “Don’t worry dear, everyone that comes into Sheol’s Fringe eventually finds the happiness they’re looking for in life. I did.”

“I’d like to think so Miss Cherry, but…” Jess sniffed lightly, and my heart went out to her.

“Tell you what, why don’t you just sit tight for a minute. I have something I want to give you, something that might help you with your dreams.” 

“You don’t have to me nothing, Ma’am; I ain’t looking for no handouts.” 

I started towards the office to get her journal, smiling warmly over my shoulder and somewhat taken by her polite mannerisms. She was out of work and broke, living by the seat of her pants, but still proud. Her spirit was nowhere close to being crushed by her plight of dimming hopes. 

“Of course you’re not Jess, it’s just a token of appreciation that I give to all my first time customers. It will help you in a way you won’t believe, promise.” 

“Really?” I saw the gleam of leery, yet hopeful anticipation beaming back at me that all my clients had at this point.

“Of course, scouts honor,” I chimed back honestly. Something’s never change…
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