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Chapter One

She giggled first. Her body trembled from the pleasure. 

Then the clattering sound of the table beneath her, bodies banging, cries, exuberant cries smacking the air – as if everything sane vanished and the whole fucking world had gone awry. 

“Shush! You’re making too much noise!” 

But her whisper hardly fazed him. 

He grunted again, thrusting one more time into the warm, succulent furrow between Randi Savoy’s sweating thighs. Poised over Mike Rushton’s dining room table, Justin pressed in behind his girlfriend, pants and jockeys down to his ankles, his hands clutching her round pink ass cheeks and squeezing without regard to how much it hurt her. By then, she didn’t register anything but the raw pleasure of the moment in her grasping center. 

“Yeah, baby!” he cried for the umpteenth time, as his cock pistoned faster still inside her velvety home. 

The pair hardly noticed the headlights flash across the dining room window…

“Ooo, yeah, baby…” and on and on and on he spoke, as he crescendoed toward his climax.

Nor did they hear the sound of the truck as it came to a halt and the engine died…

She hummed beneath the boy, fanny swaying, feeling the fullness of the inner massage till she was dancing on a delicate high, teetering on the edge, her body ready to spring free of its last inhibitions. Nothing mattered but the banging now, the massage, the way her clitoris bloomed into a powerful, sensitive bud.

“Oh–God–Yes!” she was already whimpering, her voice earthy and mellow, but still girlish. She clung to the table, bearing down against the fleshy impaler, shivering from the inside out. The wild-eyed screaming was about to begin. 

“What the fuck!” 

The sharp, crackling voice that knocked her from the moment did not belong to Justin.

Randi’s body seized up tight, hoping that it was all in her imagination. Meantime, Justin froze inside her with his cock wilting like a plucked flower, before it slid from the furrow with a juicy pop. 

“What the hell are you doing in my house?” Mike Rushton roared.

Slightly tipsy, Justin turned to the intruder, teetering to keep his balance, while gloating, his shit-eating grin a mile wide. “Hey man, I jus fuckin’ my girlfriend.” 

“Oh, please, Justin, no!” Randi gasped. Humiliated, face beaming red, she remained glued with sweat to the top of the table.

Mike pushed the boy at the shoulder a little harder than he planned. “Out!” was all he said to get him running toward the door.

A little fear taking over now, the boy scrambled back into his pants, stumbling as he moved. “Hey, I’ll see you tomorrow!” he called, ever-so-cheerfully to Randi as he slipped into the night.

Randi was too scared to say a word, to open her mouth, to move a muscle. Her naked ass hung out vulnerably, colored a resplendent shade of white, as a streak of moonlight flickered through the curtains against the naked flesh.

Mike saw it all—handsome Mike, the guy next door, the hunky pilot who wore blue jeans and leather with exhilarating grace, who trimmed his hedges with a sexy day’s growth of beard and smiled with a winsome sweetness that made her belly clench up tight. At that moment, he was staring at the moist expanse of her intimate flesh, while she shivered against the table and wondered how in the hell she was going to get out of this embarrassing mess. 

“You little brat!” he accused, as he pulled her up by the nape of her neck. At least she was still wearing a tank-top that sufficiently covered her torso. Although with every breath, her chest heaved dramatically. This, of course, called attention to her nipples, which were poking through her cotton shirt, inviting his response. 

The two stood close enough that she could smell his breath, his aftershave, the leather of his jacket and the hint of sweat on his warm skin. The aroma was enough to make her belly tingle with a familiar but verboten longing—something deeper and more verboten than she ever felt with Justin, or any other guy for that matter. Their close proximity, just inches apart, was enough to make the anxious schoolgirl crush on Mike Rushton come back to her a thousand fold. Her lips were parched and dry. Oh, yes! He was close enough to kiss. And close enough to feel his anger like a turbulent wave washing through her. 

Oh, please, dear God…she silently prayed, as he still held her by the neck. 

Randi Savoy was close enough to kiss—and, for a moment, it was the first thing in Mike’s mind before his better judgment won the battle. Right then, he should have just pushed her off as he’d done with the boy and ordered her home. He could talk to her in the morning when he was calm. Instead, he dropped his hand and gave her ass a sharp smack. 

Another smack followed. And then another. Feeling aroused, even justified, he pushed her back down over his dining room table and held her with a firm hand at the waist. As he smacked her hard with the palm of his hand, he felt his anger surge, a feeling as tactile as her pretty pink flesh.

He let his hand speak where words seemed to fail him, spanking her until that utterly beautiful moonlit butt turned red as a summer rose. He spanked her until she moaned, until she was writhing against the table, until her discomfort was obvious and the disquieting thrill in him alarmed him so that he had to end it fast. 

Oddly enough she didn’t cry. She didn’t dare. Only when his emotion was finally spent and his hand hurt like the devil, did he stop. 

“Get up and get dressed!” he snapped. Then he stepped back. 

She did, this time moving hastily, while with her expression tear-filled and pleading, she cried, “I’m sorry, I am. I’m sorry, Mike…I really didn’t…”

“Can it, Randi.”

“Mike, please…”

By then his anger had abated. He simply shook his head as she turned away in embarrassment and fumbled with the button on her shorts. Once dressed, she pushed the mess of ash-blonde hair from her face and looked at his stern expression, fearful and puzzled.

“What? You think I shouldn’t be fucking him, right?” 

Already the sass was returning to her voice. 

“I really don’t care who you’re screwing, Randi, or even that you are banging the gardener. When I ask you to housesit, I don’t expect you to turn my home into your private brothel. That clear?” 

“Ouch!” she winced feeling his anger flash against her skin. The tiny hairs stood on end. “I’m sorry. It was a dumb idea, I know. I promise it won’t happen again.”

“You’re right, it won’t happen again. You can give me back my key. I’ll find someone else to feed the cat while I’m away.”

As if on cue, Muddy, Mike’s pale yellow tabby cat, grazed against her bare leg and meowed. 

“Really?” She looked so sad. 

“Yeah, really.” 

With her face in a pout, she fished through her pocket to find the key, pulling out a tampon, a condom, bits of paper and finally the shiny brass key to Mike Rushton’s back door. She let her hand linger on his as she regretfully handed it back. “You will forgive me, won’t you, please?” She cocked her head.

“Forgive, maybe.” By then, he looked more tired than disgruntled. 

“Geez, I can’t believe you really spanked me like I was a little kid.” She rubbed her bottom, which was throbbing in the most peculiar way.

“You trying to tell me you didn’t deserve it?”

“No, no…” her face suddenly morphed with a look of horror. “Oh, God, you’re not going to tell my Aunt, are you?”

“Should I tell your Aunt?”

“No, no please. She’d be so…so… well, I don’t know how she’d react. I’d probably have to listen to one of those awful lectures of her hers.” Her face screwed up miserably while contemplating the possibilities of that gravely nail-biting prospect.

“Maybe if you listened to one of her awful lectures, you wouldn’t be screwing around with your life. And maybe, if someone spanked you often enough, you might finally grow up.” He sighed deeply, his face curiously troubled. 

She took note of it. “What? What are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking that I’m really tired right now and I honestly don’t care if you grow up or not.”

Her heart sank as she considered his weary face. 

“I’m sorry, I really am. This was really stupid.” What else could she say?

That said, she turned around and left the house, padding quietly to the property next door where her Aunt Emma would be sleeping soundly. Thank goodness her aunt’s bedroom window was on the other side of the house. 

Mike watched Randi from the window, as she lithely moved through the shadows. Her legs were strong, smooth and sculpted like a dancer’s. She had a narrow waist, the flat tummy of the typical eighteen year old and a chest that was probably not yet fully grown. She was not pubescent any more, womanly but still youthful. Her ripening flesh was difficult to ignore, and those hard nipples poking through her shirts had caused him to stare far too often than was prudent. The fact that she was slightly off center, ditsy, juvenile and naïve made her much easier to dismiss, and yet… her charm did have a lasting effect. 

Randi Savoy hadn’t always been so zany and reckless…

He remembered her right after her parents died when she first moved in with her Aunt Emma. She was a gawky twelve-year-old with braces, braids and a sunny smile. She would talk to him as he did his yard work, while her aunt, no doubt, watched appreciatively on the sidelines. Emma Savoy would say that Randi needed a man in her life now that her Dad was gone. Mike didn’t like the idea of playing daddy to a twelve-year-old, when he was only twenty-four himself, but he was always friendly in an older brother sort of way.

He watched her grow up, the tomboy phase, the make-up phase, the rock and roll years playing her boom box loud enough for the deaf Mrs. Paxon down the street to notice. She went from a kid to a girl to a young woman before his eyes. Suddenly she was sixteen and far too sexy for her own good, capable of attracting boys just by batting her big brown eyes. 

He stopped her once as she bounced out of the house in ‘fuck-me’ clothes—mini-skirt, tiny tank top and high platform shoes. 

“Randi,” he said, calling her into the yard. 

She looked a little flushed to have drawn his attention, but moved directly toward him.

“You behave yourself. I mean don’t cause your aunt any grief now. She’s been very good to you.”

“Oh, no, never! I won’t,” Randi assured him. “We’re just going to the lake for the day. I’ll be home in bed by nine.”

“You’d better be, and I mean that,” he said with his eyes narrowing in on her. 

She looked a little astounded that he’d say such a thing, but then she bounced away with a smile on her face, and he was sure the threat was all but forgotten. Afterwards, he wondered why he even cared to issue the veiled warning. He felt something from her he didn’t understand and something in himself that almost scared him.

Two months later…

The music was wild; the crowd, one big sea of flesh, the atmosphere filled with tobacco smoke, a hint of pot and the constant clink of glass. An air of excitement was all around her as she walked into the crowded bar, clutched to Justin’s arm. She was amazed that the borrowed ID even worked, but then she and the twenty-one year old Heather could pass for sisters. She gazed around, seeing no familiar faces but those of Justin’s friends. This was good. Of course, Sam’s bar wasn’t the kind of place where she expected to see a teacher or a neighbor or one of her Aunt’s friends. Justin, full of mischief as usual, said she should try the wet t-shirt contest. She couldn’t wait. Already the feel of something outrageous was getting inside her flesh, making her belly flutter with the most delightful thrill. A beer or two and she was buzzed, hoping her naughty expectations for the night would be fulfilled. 

She’d dressed the part, knowing in advance what she planned to do. Her jean skirt fit tight and the red halter was low-cut enough that the sides of her breasts drew eyes for long lingering glances. Would she bare a nipple if she moved just right?

“Damn! This is turning me on!” she whispered to Justin. She wiggled her ass, while rubbing her body against his. Justin’s hand fell to her behind right at the bottom of her skirt and inched the fabric up enough so his fingers could slide under and grab her bare skin. She’d worn just the tiniest thong. Her head was swimming and her heart pounded in anticipation, when an hour later the announcement was made for the t-shirt girls to move toward the stage. She followed the line of women, nearly ten, she thought, and all of them looked older—a first clue that maybe she was pushing her luck. But a sensuous, easy inebriation seemed to short-circuit her good judgment. Her libido was charged, and with the adrenalin pumped up high throughout the barroom, there was nothing to stop the girl, even if she was underage. 

Following the other girls, she walked up the ramp, as they listened to a drunken emcee slur his words in announcing the first of the t-shirt dancers to strut her stuff. To claps and catcalls, the buxom blonde, bimbo-ish female in a hot pink skirt and a tiny white tank moved provocatively before her audience, shaking her tits. Randi stood back mesmerized, thinking of moves, of better moves, of how she’d waggle her titties in front of the leering men and smile. She could already feel the quivering tingle in her tiny thong panties. They were wet enough that her pheromones were wafting toward her nose. She could see herself baring everything, everything! Tits, ass, pussy, shoving her privates toward the grasping men. She could imagine her own rape, and the thought almost made her climax right there, as she watched the first girl leave the stage and a long haired brunette with a petite body move out from the runway and begin to dance. 

She gulped a shot of whiskey the emcee handed her, his face grinning happily. “You’re doin’ jus fine, honey,” he purred, while for a moment he fondled her behind. Randi sighed happily. As he moved away, something pressed against her upper arm. Then a body moved in close behind her and she smelled a man’s breath, a familiar scent. 

“You go out on that stage, Randi Savoy, I’ll let Sam know that you’re eighteen.”

She froze for a second, then turned going eye-to-eye with Mike Rushton. The hot, wild scent of him confused her, but her only reaction was pure anger now. 

“You will not!” 

“I will.” He stared so hard into her eyes that she felt them burn, and her skin burned where he still held her arm and her pussy burned with a raw, pulsing hollow need. 

She let him lead her down the ramp, to the back corridor and into the night, which was cool, refreshingly cool, but equally as sobering. 

“What the fuck are you doing, following me?”

“I’m old enough to be here, Randi, you’re not!”

“Leave me alone!” She drunkenly tried to shake him off but his fingers were clamped to her flesh tight as vice grips. 

“You’re hurting me,” she cried, wrenching one more time. 

“Fine. I think you like to be hurt.” He wouldn’t ease up.

“Let go!”

“You’re going home,” he told her. 

“No, I’m not going home!”

“You are going home, or I call the cops and your aunt,” he came back calmly. 

She struggled uselessly, jerking and finally kicking, raising enough of a ruckus so a few malingerers in the back alley took notice and crept closer to watch.

Mike pushed her into the brick wall beside the bar door and tersely whispered in her ear, “You want me to smack your ass right here, I will. Or you can wait until I get you home.”

She looked back at him shocked and quit her fight. 

“Which will it be?”

She licked her lips, suddenly noting the quiet all around them, and the feel of his body as it pressed against hers. Did she give away the spasms grinding in her belly? Could he smell her lust? Did he know how desperately her heart was pounding right now, in spite of her anger? They’d gone about as far as they could go. He wouldn’t budge, wouldn’t give an inch. The next move was hers.

“Five seconds, Randi, and I beat your butt right here.”

She felt the words inside her toes, on the back of her hands, at the bottom of her belly and especially on the quivering flesh of her ass, as he pressed her against the wall behind her. 

“No, no, I’ll go home!” she exclaimed and he finally let up. 

But he didn’t let her go. Like an arresting officer, he led her by the arm from the alley to his truck, which was parked on the street a block away. 

They rode in silence. Once in his driveway, she tried to bolt from the truck only to have him tug her back. 

“You run, I wake your aunt.”

She turned, her eyes flashing brimstone. 

“You are a miserable, mean man!” she roared with a sound that screeched into the night far beyond the parked truck. 

“Hush!” The response was brusque and took her aback. “In the house,” was all the rest he had to say, and she was padding like a faithful lapdog at his side, until they were safely inside his house. 

Mike wasted no time, despite his misgivings about the whole set-up. This wasn’t his battle, but he’d made it his. His threats had sealed the deal, no turning back now. He moved swiftly, pushing Randi to the kitchen table as he removed his leather belt—seemed like the natural tool for punishment, as if the leather held some strange power and nothing else could punish her as sufficiently. He could have pulled a wooden spoon from the kitchen drawer, or even used his hand, but the belt spoke loudly without doing the damage of wood, or carrying the personal intimacy of his hand against her flesh. Nothing sexual could come from this, despite the way his cock was beginning to twitch uncontrollably in his jeans. 

He pushed her down against the kitchen table, just as two months before he pushed her against the dining room table and spanked her when he caught her having sex with her boyfriend. Despite her vehement protestations in the alley, she was curiously compliant now. Maybe she felt cornered, trapped by the threats. Maybe this was what she wanted. Maybe she was wise enough to know what she needed. Or maybe none of his speculations were true—he could hardly know her mind. 

The doubled belt was swift, landing a hard blow across the bare flesh of her up-turned behind. Mike stopped to watch the color on her rear cheeks change, as a distinctive inch wide line appeared from the pearly skin. He could sense his lust again, growing agitated in his stomach and affecting his aroused penis so it was pulsing with a maddening fury.

The next smacks came in succession, blow after blow applied adroitly from the top of his target to the bottom, until her entire bottom glowed red and Randi squirmed ever more fiercely with each stinging strike. She grunted beneath her breath, but was obviously trying to be stoic in response to the blistering pain – stoic only until she could stand no more and blurted out:

“Good God, Mike! Stop it!” 

She jerked, her body taking the next blow around her middle and she dropped to the floor where she sat sprawled, staring up at him through her tousled hair. 

He stared right back. 

“And what if I wasn’t done?” he asked, evenly. 

“Oh, you’re done. Finished. This punishment is over.”

“That so?”

“Yes, that’s so. And you don’t dare tell my Aunt!”

“I wouldn’t be making the threats, Randi. You fuckin pissed me off. You run off and do anything you damn well please, you just go ahead and see what I do.”

“I’ll tell her you whipped me!”

“I punished you and I’ll bet she’d think it was a grand idea after I tell her where you’ve been tonight.”

“You’re heartless, Mike Rushton!” she seethed. 

“Gee, so sorry you think so. If you behaved yourself, I think you’d find that I’m a pretty sweet guy.”

Randi stared at the man in wonder. Her anger was fleeing fast, which was not a good thing at all, considering that what replaced the fire was nothing short of desire, a burning rush of heat that brought back all those childish feelings she’d had when she was young and Mike Rushton messed with her hair, or smiled at her jokes, or pulled her from the tree in the backyard when she climbed too high. 

“So, are you done?” she finally asked simply.

“Yeah, I suppose I’m done,” he replied. “That was a damn fool thing you did in Sam’s bar. You think you won’t get caught.”

“Guess I did get caught.”

“See. Right on the eve of going off to college? You could have screwed up a whole future with that move.”

“Aw, c’mon, you’re making way too much of this. You think I’m not going to live a little when I’m up at State?”

“You’re going to do what you’re going to do, Randi. I can’t stop you. But if you’re in my territory where you don’t belong, I’ll rip you back again and again. You can count on that.”

Something in Mike Rushton’s voice, something in his attitude and in the way he stood over the punished Randi Savoy like a guardian stifled her next snotty remark. She didn’t want to tamper with that something—which was certain to haunt her, maybe even drive her mad as she walked away that night. The feeling would still be there when she packed in the morning for her trip north to State and when she sat in the car beside her aunt while they drove away. 

Her bottom burned in a way that was not at all unpleasant. In fact, she could feel something powerful rise up in her body when she later thought about the embarrassing moment sprawled on the floor at Mike Rushton’s feet. Did he want something from her as much as she wanted something from him? The facts were clouded, the issue vague and even unapproachable. She wasn’t given to lots of introspection, but when it came to Mike, she’d proven to daydream for hours. That was a long time ago, but in the present, she could feel those daydreams advancing on her again, strong as they were before but changed in their unsettling and vivid sexual images.


Chapter Two

The call came like a lightning bolt. How was it possible that someone so close, so always in her world was gone? She thought she’d insulated herself against that possibility when her parents disappeared with their deaths. She decided then that no one else could ever leave her. But she was wrong. Auntie Em was gone. She felt like Dorothy out of Kansas, swept on a whirlwind of emptiness, until she landed in the house, the same old house, her house now, alone. Orphaned and alone. 

“She left me the house, sort of,” she explained to Mike, as she packed her car after the funeral. She was returning to school as swiftly as she could; she’d think about the house and her dead aunt later. “And tuition, of course. But she didn’t leave me anything else, not a red cent. I can’t even sell the house or what’s in it. It’s part of an estate I can’t touch until five years after I’m finished with school.” 

“Your Aunt sounds like a wise woman.”

“Yeah, right. I can see her plan. She wanted me to establish myself.”

“What’s the problem with that? You’re what? A junior now?”

“Yeah, right,” she bit off sarcastically.

He looked at her puzzled. 

“Let’s just say I’m not that good a student. I might…might have enough credits by the end of the year to call myself a junior in the fall. But…that’s kinda doubtful.”

“So, you have inspiration to work hard.”

“Sure, lots of that. But no cash.”

“Cash you get from working.”

“Working. Right. Where am I going to get work?”

“Try the campus employment office.”

“Sure. Maybe for next year. But I’m just weeks away from the end of the term. Like anyone’s going to hire me for three weeks.”

“I could float you a loan,” he said. 

“Oh, no, no, no… I’m fine. I am. I have a little. I’ll get by.”

“You’re sure?”

“Very sure. And I gotta go now.”

“Okay. You take care.”

She smiled. 

Mike observed her as she drove off. Randi had grown up some, he thought. But not enough. Another hard knock with the loss of her aunt could set her back. At the same time, the Randi Savoy he knew had an underlying spirit about her that kept trudging along in the face of adversity. He believed she would rise above the shock and figure out how to survive. After all, she did have the use of the house and money for school. How much more money could she need? When he was a college student he practically lived on air. The girl was resourceful, if nothing else. Shrugging he went back inside his house for a beer. 

***

Months later…

The call came like a lightning bolt. 

“Mike, you there!” The voice was shallow, hoarse and desperate, hardly recognizable. He pulled himself up in bed. It was 3:00 am.

“Please, please! You’ve got to come…” her voice trailed off, strained to a whisper.

“Randi, is that you? Come where?” He could hardly think.

“That old warehouse…south side of town, remember the torn down sign … Auto-body work… I’m hurting, please…”

Three weeks prior …

“Girl, it ain’t like your typical porn,” the pretty black girl drawled. “It’s fun, trust me and the money,” Trina’s dark eyes flashed as she rubbed her fingers together… “Mucho bucks. You need to do this.”

“Sounds worse than porn,” Randi frowned.

“You ain’t gonna get fucked…at least not all that much…” 

“But slapped around?”

“Oh, slapping, a little twisted nipple, maybe a few warm-up smacks on the old behind. That’s the fun of it, sugarpie. You never know what the guys are going to do and anything you do is fine with them. They like it to look spontaneous, they like their girls like the girl next door. And Randi Savoy, you are the girl next door! They’ll probably pay you ten times what they paid me.”

“Yeah, and what if somebody sees the video?”

“So what if somebody sees it? That’s the point.”

“God, it gives me chills.” Her entire body shook.

“’O course it gives you chills, that’s cause it’s a big old nasty turn on.. Any girl who practically gets off when her hunky next door neighbor spanks her butt will be creaming her panties over this. In fact, I bet you even go for seconds. Darling, you’re getting paid!” She shook her head. Trina had the prettiest tawny skin and smoky eyes and no inhibitions that Randi could remember. They became fast friends when they worked together at Dairy Mart two summers before. Trina could get her into scrapes and, best of all, right back out of them, soon as she turned on her Southern black girl charm. But this? Acting in porn flicks was just about the sleaziest thing she could think of. But more than that, it was dangerous, as in really dangerous.  

Randi took a deep breath, then stared up at her sassy friend with a grim expression. 

“No, I’m not! I’m definitely not going to be some virgin slave whore!”

Trina rolled her eyes and shrugged. “Suit yourself. But don’t you go tellin me you don’t got no money, girl. You’ll earn every penny with these guys, trust me. You’ll have enough cash to keep you happy until school starts and then some.” She swayed her sassy ass to the far side of the room and plucked a cigarette from the pack with a long purple fingernail. Then she stood, hip stuck out, her lips pursed.

Randi seemed to melt under her disapproving glare. 

“What did you say they pay?”

Trina’s eyes lit. “At least 500 bucks. I wouldn’t accept nothing less. And you’ll only be working one day, a few measly hours. Short of selling yourself on the street, there’s nowhere you can go and get that kind of pay. Ya wanna go back to Dairy Mart?”

“So, you’re gonna be there, right?”

She shrugged, “Hell, I suppose I could be. But you don’t need me. You’re one of the ass-kinkin’est bitches I know.”

“I am?”

“In your own circle of friends you are. Just keep your head about you and you’ll do jus’ fine. The guys are really pussies, trust me. They just want to make a movie. They get too rough, you tell them to back off. They will. You remind them that you’re Trina’s friend, they’ll behave.”

She had no idea what that comment meant, but she learned a long time ago to let Trina’s shtick slide. Ask no questions. The girl traveled places she wouldn’t dare go. 

But a porno flick? Salvation from starvation was knocking at her door. Why shouldn’t she just take off and run with it? Because it was a damn fool idea! What was this sudden caution? Yes, she actually had a conscience.  Some holdover from the days under Aunt Emma’s reign, maybe, when she still cared how she behaved. Seems she had Mike Rushton riding shotgun in those last months, there to stop her when she went too far. This was definitely too far now and there’d be no Mike Rushton rushing in with his spanking hand and his leather belt ready to bring her up short. Fact was, she’d hardly even seen her neighbor since she’d handed him the spare key to her Aunt’s house when she took off for school two years before, after the funeral was over. 

She was a big girl now, over twenty-one at last. Why not do Trina’s porno shoot? Then she could forget about earning money at the Dairy Mart or Burger Boy. 

***

Randi knew the rundown neighborhood only because she’d passed it on her way to the lake when she was in high school. She hadn’t been anywhere near that broken down area of town in at least two years. Still, she knew the warehouse Trina described. The cement block building had been empty for years, at least until these enterprising fellows purchased it for a cheap place to produce their videos. No one would have ever known that now. The same tattered auto repair sign that had been there since the building was vacated still dangled against the front. It was surprising that a good wind hadn’t snapped it off by now. Vines covered about half of the pink brick walls, as the adjacent woods crept in through the chain link fence, as though they were sneaking in to steal it away. Looking deserted and a little spooky, no one would have ever guessed what went on inside. 

Randi parked her car a few yards from the entrance and climbed out. Already she felt a tingle of excitement as she approached the plain, grey metal door. She pressed her hands against her little black skirt and tugged it down in the back. The red patent platform heels lifted her petite body to nearly five feet seven, making her feel bold though a little silly, maybe like an awkward sixteen-year-old trying to look much older than she was. 

She hesitated briefly, then gave the door a firm knock and waited. 

When the door suddenly swung open on its creaky hinges, she peered in, seeing nothing but a mysterious black space beyond, as if to move inside she’d fall right off the planet. Then a man in jeans and a tan sport shirt appeared. He looked to be in his mid-fifties, his skin ruddy, his arms darkly tanned, and his beard and mustache were a salt and pepper grey. He might have been handsome once, in fact, he still emanated a surprising capacity to engage her, even lure her inside the dark building with the promise of nothing but his smarmy smile and his welcoming arm. When he first put his arm around her, she bristled. She looked around nervously clutching her purse, having the greatest urge to shake him off, but she didn’t dare.

“You must be Honey?” he said as he led her inside.

She looked at him startled, then remembered that Trina was going to call her Honey. “No one goes by their real names.”

“Yeah, that’s me,” she said. 

Her eyes were beginning to adjust to the gloomy interior of the old warehouse, though there was nothing much to see.

The man reached in, gently directing her face back to him. “Look at me, Honey,” he said. “I’m Joey.” She blushed a little and bowed her head, feeling strangely unnerved. “Oh my, you are a pretty girl. Trina said you would be.” 

Joey’s surrounding arm felt warm and comforting as he guided her deeper inside the building. When he finally stopped, he turned toward her, his arms still around her middle, and gently stroked her face. She could see the gears working in his brain as if he were assessing her value, deciding what to do next. He nodded, looking pleased. “You’re going to make a movie for us, Honey. Isn’t that right? You don’t mind me calling you Honey? We all know it’s not your real name, but you look kinda like a Honey, don’t you? Your friend Trina thought so.” He raised his graying brows.

“Yes, maybe… fine. Call me Honey. I like that,” Randi replied.  

“Well then, Honey, you just follow my lead. We have no scripts here, no words to memorize. This is going to be the easiest money you ever made. You just react like Honey would naturally react and you’ll do just fine. You got that?”

“Yes, I got that.”

“There are cameras out there taking it all in, but you don’t need to worry about them, you just be yourself. Stick with me. Okay?”

“Okay.”

They moved from the bleak shadows to where a small set had been arranged to look like a hotel room, complete with a king-sized bed, a sofa, nightstand and a red leatherette easy chair. Stepping to the center of the makeshift space, a bank of lights suddenly flashed on and Randi could see that there were others in the room, at least two bodies shifting in the darkness beyond the blinding floods. 

Joey was right behind her, close enough that she caught a whiff of his cologne. Then they stood facing, angled toward the camera, his one hand on her shoulder, his other holding her face, examining her eyes and mouth and her bewildered wide-eyed expression. As his eyes moved downward, the effect became unsettling. She felt a little drunk without having had a drink, then the realization dawned on her dazed mind that deep in her gut a sexual warmth had spread and was growing aggressively now. His utter command of her held her enthralled; the visual inspection seemed as intimate as a first kiss. But she hoped to God that he wouldn’t kiss her. As much as he claimed her attention and she could not break from his overwhelming power, there was something cloyingly vulgar about his manner. She was as repelled as much as she was attracted and a sudden surge of nausea rose up in her belly.

“You’re going to perform for me, Honey,” he half whispered, half spoke. Then he slapped her face lightly and then again, then back and forth, jarring her senses loose. He worked his way down her body, cupping her breasts in his hands and then squeezing them roughly. Though they were still covered by her thin t-shirt, she felt a shock to her body, the pain sensuous and stirring.

The man backed off. “Take off your shirt.” An order, not a request. 

She trembled miserably, nerves fried to frazzled edges; her brain had ceased to work and her stomach continued to be queasy. 

“Take off your shirt, Honey. My friends want to see your pretty tits.”

What friends? she wondered.

She struggled with the possibility of staying or fleeing the scene, although fleeing hardly seemed an option now. How could she possibly leave? With her eyes glued to the man’s expectant face, she began fingering the hem of the shirt, then finally tugged it up and over her torso exposing her naked breasts. The man reached in right away and slapped her flesh, lightly at first, then harder, going back and forth from one breast to the next until both were stinging and the skin turned pink. Enough of that, he pushed her to the bed, where she sat, staring at Joey’s hovering body.

“Slaves wear collars,” he said. “Even virgin slaves like our Honey here.” Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out what looked like a dog collar and held it up for her to see. Then he buckled it around her neck, loose enough for her to breathe, but tight enough for her to notice the encircling band even when she didn’t move. 

Taking her chin in his hand, he slapped her face gently, then harder, never with an outright slap, but mockingly; the insult breeding in his bullying attitude. Trina said they’re pussies, she remembered, but this man was no pussy. 

He slapped her breasts, back and forth in the same disdainful way he had her face.

“You like your breasts slapped, Honey?” He slapped them some more. “Huh? Tell me. Tell my friends inside the camera. You like your pretty titties slapped?”

“Yes,” she said, though her voice was faint.

“Yes, what?” he spoke more sharply.

“Yes,” she paused, confused by what he wanted.

“Tell my friends you like them slapped.”

“Yes, I like them slapped,” she repeated back.

“No, Honey, not good enough. You call me, sir. That’s what little slaves do, they call their Masters ‘sir’. Isn’t that right?” He slapped her harder as if punishing a mistake. 

“Yes, sir,” she said, faltering and weak.

“Yes, sir, you like your titties slapped,” he went on. “Of course, you like them slapped, you’re a little pain slut, aren’t you? And I’ve got just the thing for pain sluts. We’re going to break you in, Honey. Make you crack. You’re going to get all the nasty treatment you deserve. That’s what we do here. That’s what we show our friends.” He slapped her repeatedly, from her face to her tits and back, until she was delirious from the constant sting, afraid of where the next blow would land. “We show our friends how to take a pretty girl like you and turn her into the kind of groveling slut slave she really is. You’re gonna like that, Honey, aren’t you? You ever grovel at your boyfriend’s feet?”

She shook her head.

He slapped her face again. “Answer when you’re asked a question.”

“No, sir.”

“No, sir, what?”

“No, sir, I’ve never groveled at my boyfriend’s feet.”

“But you’ll grovel at my feet, won’t you?”

She bit her lip, feeling a pair of painful tears gather in her eyes, threatening to expose her. She gulped visibly. “Yes, sir, I’ll grovel at your feet,” she haltingly answered. 

Maybe he smiled, she wasn’t sure. She sat on the bed with him standing over her, strangely mesmerized by his cloying, brutal manner. Her hot, tear-filled molten eyes turned steamy and sensuous as the abuse continued. Something about it took away the immediate fear and let her body linger in the unanticipated afterglow. As if she relished every nasty mocking thing he said. And still, the humiliation stung as badly as his slapping hand.

“I’ll bet you’re a bitchy cock tease, huh?” He slapped her breasts harder still. “Get up! Take off your skirt. Take everything off.”

She gulped, scared, then carefully moved to her feet. Her eyes were glued to him as she stood, wavering on her high heels, trying to balance but needing the bed behind her to stay upright. She pulled the short black skirt down over her hips and then off her feet where it caught on one heel of her platform shoes. As she kicked them off, she almost stumbled. 

Looking up, Randi saw Joey holding a long, thin cane in his hand. He tapped on her legs and hips to keep her moving. 

“Humm. Look at that sexy cock-tease body,” he said, as she went from dressed to naked. “You tease the boys, huh? I’ll bet you really tease the boys, don’t you, Honey?”

She looked at him blankly, fidgeting, jumping every time he rapped her bare flesh with the whippy cane. The cuts began to hurt. Soon each one stung so viciously that she wanted to run away.

“Answer me, Honey. You tease the boys? You flaunt your ass, and your pretty pussy and these slut-girl titties. Hum? Tell me.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes, sir, what? C’mon, let’s get this right.” Goading, blunt, mean.

“Yes, sir, I flaunt my ass, my pussy and my tits,” she repeated the words he wanted, while trying very hard, to hold back the threatening tears. 

“Like a cock tease, huh?”

“Yes, sir, like a cock tease.”

“That’s cause you are a cock tease, Honey. Aren’t you? You like to tease the boys, to make them horny, get them all charged up and dump them cold.”

“Yes, sir, just like that.” What else could she say? 

“But that’s just not gonna do, is it?”

She shook her head, too confused to understand. She kept thinking of Trina. She said it was safe. But there was nothing safe about these terrible minutes. 

“You know, little cock-teases, like Honey here, need to get punished.” Joey spoke as  much to the camera as he did to her. Suddenly, the cane swished against her hip and before she could recoup, he struck the other hip and she nearly toppled off her heels again. “What we do here is punish cock teases like Honey. We punish them real hard, so they hurt really bad. They pay for being bitches. For swishing their asses like they want some. For pushing their titties in front of our eyes.” He hit her back and forth from one hip to the other, from one firm thigh to the next, along her side, then around the back where he caught her ass cheeks with cuts that bit so deeply into the fleshy cushions that she was sure the flesh was broken.

She yelped, jumping away, “Och! Please!” then stumbled back against the bed. 

“Stay on your feet,” he barked, then he waited for her to right herself. “Those are pretty shoes. We want to see you dance in those pretty shoes. Come on, come forward.” He stepped back and motioned her away from the bed, then returned to the driving attack. Some cuts were hard, some soft. Some were meant to tease while others hurt. The erratic thrashing sent her body reeling from side to side. She stumbled only to right herself again, unsure where the next stinging cut would land. The tears she held at bay came streaming down her cheeks in tiny rivers. She tried hanging on, enduring, saying nothing, giving Joey what he wanted. But every second, that was getting harder.

“Please, stop!” she finally blurted out, sobbing. 

Joey stopped that very second—bizarre, she thought, he actually stopped. 

“Hey, what’s this?” – like he didn’t know until now how much she suffered. He moved forward, his behavior suddenly brimming with compassion. His hand worked its way into her hair until he held the back of her neck almost tenderly, making her look him in the eye. “C’mon, Honey. You tease boys, don’t you? Tell me, tell my friends how you tease them.” He pointed to the cameras aimed at their intimate set. 

She didn’t answer.

“C’mon on, tell me, tell them,” he insisted. He gave her face another slap. 

“Yes, sir, I tease the boys.”

“You make them want you, right?”

“Yes, sir, I-I make them want me.” Every word uncertain, awkward. 

“We make little bitches like you pay for being prick teases, Honey. That’s what we do here.” He shook her head as his hand reclaimed her neck in his firm grip. “That thought get you off? You like that? You like getting punished?”

Her eyes filled with tears again. This was too much, way too much to take, not a moment longer… though maybe that was only half the truth. Her mind and body warred. She wanted out as much as she wanted to stay. She wanted to end it now, and at the same time, go on in the same repellant manner.

He smiled derisively, then pushed his hand between her legs, prying her labia apart. The cleaning shaved pubes were the one requirement of her participation in their scheme. Trina told her that they wanted their girls looking virginal like little fountains of youth. Joey held her pubes apart and turned to the whirring camera.

“Honey’s wet. You get that? She’s a cock-tease and a pain-slut and a horny little bitch.” That truth was gleefully written in his every word as if she’d performed for him on cue. He stuck a finger in her snatch and then pulled it out to show it coated in her thick juices. “Lick it, like you’d lick a lollipop,” he said, holding it up to her mouth. Without thinking, her tongue worked his fingers with an automated zeal, as if she couldn’t do anything else but taste her juices and his skin. She breathed in the scent of him and felt more moisture gather at that dewy gateway below.  

“On the floor,” he suddenly pulled his hand away and stepped back. “All fours, cock-tease,” he barked. He hit her with his whippy cane and she dropped to her knees. “That’s right, Honey, slave sluts crawl.” He bent over to hook a leash to her leather collar, then led her around in a circle, smacking her bare ass and bare hips, leaving strips of red and ,with the harder cuts, bright raw welts etched into her flesh. Her tears flowed. “C’mon. Kiss my boot.” He pushed the toe of his boot forward, into her face. A dusty cowboy boot. “Lick it, Honey, like you would my cock. I’ll bet you want to lick my cock, huh?”

She tasted the dirt and felt it take her lower still, far beyond her fantasies, or the lowly places she’d traveled with Mike. Those nights with Mike’s anger had been like spotlights focused on a stage, lighting the scenes of desires she feared and relished with a depraved fascination. She hadn’t played with those desires since she stopped masturbating to the memories of Mike’s firm hand spanking her bottom, and his leather belt slapping against her cheeks. All this happening now brought back the steamy memories of those moments, driving her more deeply into places that she hoped she had abandoned. 

She felt the sensation of leather against her cane-scorched ass. From the corner of her eye, she spotted a riding crop flailing on her ass. Joey beat her erratically, hardly pausing for even a second. She was stupid for being here in the first place; this was what she deserved. 

When Joey finally stopped, he jerked on the leash and pulled her to her feet, although she stumbled on the damn high heels. He held her at the neck again and smacked her cheek as he had before. The sensation of being choked sent fear rifling through her body. She dared not struggle, but dared not try to wrest from his overwhelming grasp. 

“Please, please, can we stop!” she whimpered. He turned her wild-eyed yearning face to the camera. 

“Our Honey wants to stop. Too much?” He turned her face back toward his, speaking gently in his sleazy, slimy way. “Had enough?”

She nodded her head. 

“Okay, you’ve had enough, so we stop for today. That’s all right. You did good.” 

Was that all it took to make him stop?

“But you’re going to come back to me, Honey. We’re going to do this again. We’re going to make another movie. Isn’t that so?” 

She shuddered with the thought of returning to this foul scene, but the sweet-talk got under her skin. It roamed about her tossing logic and good judgment out the window like useless garbage. 

“Yes, sir,” she said, her voice breathless. Good god, what was she saying?

“Yes, sir, what?”

“Yes, sir, I’m, going to come back.” She spouted the words as if she were unable to do anything but parrot back the words he wanted her to say. 

“We’re going to turn you into a slutty slave. Isn’t that right, Honey?”

“Yes, sir, that’s right.”

“You want to be a pain slave?”

“Yes, sir,” she nodded again. And at that moment, that was the honest truth, the beginning and end of her, the only thing she breathed for, desired or needed. 

That was, of course, a trick question. He knew it; even she knew it. But she participated in his hoax. After all, this was just a porn flick, a sleazy slice of perfidious playacting performed for the sake of sexual art and cold hard cash. She wanted the cash. Once he let go of the leash and the tight grip on her throat, once the cameras stopped recording and she had the money safely tucked away, all deals were off. 

Joey smiled, still holding her close to him. Then he slowly eased up on the leash. “You did real good, Honey,” he said. 

From a distance, the cameraman focused on her wet lashes and her trembling chin and her teeth biting down childishly on her lower lip. The terror in her eyes was unmatched. 

Damn! This was excellent stuff! They’d all say that when they ran the raw footage later that night. They’d want her back again, and maybe a third time. Maybe do an entire series of Honey Savoy, their newest porn queen subbie.

As she was dressing to leave, Joey handed her $500.00 cash, in small denominations. Nothing bigger than a twenty. She grabbed the wad from him a bit too quickly and stuffed it in her purse. She was coming around to her normal self again, feeling glad to be leaving the creepy confines of the musty building.

“You did good, kid,” he said. “We’ll do this next week, installment two.”

She shook her head. “I don’t know.” Her entire body was starting to tremble. 

“Sure you know. You don’t make $500.00 an hour, do you?”

“No, Sir.” Dammit, if she couldn’t stop calling him sir – as if he actually owned her and she owed him some respect. 

“Next week, same time. You’ll be here. Wear something sexy like you wore today. And be sure to keep that pussy shaved real clean.”

She cringed realizing how much he took for granted. “What if I can’t come?”

“No, can’t,” he sounded pissed now. “You be here. We got deadlines, and you wouldn’t wanna mess up my schedule. I punish my girls when they get uppity. Don’t do that, Honey.” He eyed her carefully. “You don’t want me to make it real now, do you?”

She stared at him dazed, aware of the power he had to bring her back as if she were invisibly tethered to him. 

“I’m not your Honey,” she said, defiantly.  

He saw her limits, the flash of anger in her eyes and he smiled. 

“I’m not forcing nothing on you, girl. But you were magic, really magic, Honey,” he practically purred now. “There’s another hundred dollars in the kitty if you come back all dressed up pretty. Hum?”

Another hundred. She could do with another hundred. 

But she gave him a lingering stare, and said nothing. 

Turning away, Randi walked out of the building without turning back to see if Joey was looking at her. She felt a tingling at the base of her neck where he’d touched her. Her body ached: ass, shoulders, hips, thighs, breasts. Her cheeks were warm from being slapped—he’d slapped them a hundred times if he slapped them once—and between her thighs, the juices were practically running down her legs. 


Chapter Three

“You said it would be fun!” She raised her voice, but it was hardly noticed over the commotion in the crowded bra. 

Trina slithered down in the vinyl seat across from her. “You didn’t have fun, girl? Why, that’s not what Joey told me.”

“What! You talked to him?”

“Course I talked to him, sugar. I wanted to know how you did. You were all turned on. That’s what he told me.” She smiled jubilantly. 

“That’s not the point. It was gross and it hurt. I mean it really hurt.”

Trina’s eyes suddenly altered, now looking hooded and smoky with a feral darkness. Her voice lowered from her high decibel pitch of excitement. “How about afterwards, huh? You feel your face, your ass, it kinda glows, and you get all squishy between your legs. Girl, I can see it in your eyes. I know you.”

“Trina…”

“No, you don’t ‘Trina’ me. He’s gonna pay you $600, baby. You’re stupid not to. What’s it to you, now that you know what’s gonna happen?”

“I never felt so humiliated in my life.”

“But it makes you glow. Don’t lie to me.”

“It makes me sick to my stomach.”

Trina shook her head. Something warm and sweet always passed between them when Trina was in the process of talking her into one of her crazy schemes. They’d made love some months ago, Randi’s first time with a woman, on a dare from Trina. The girl dared her to take off her clothes while they were sunbathing on the rooftop of Trina’s apartment. The sun was setting making the sky glow pink, bathing the dusk in a mysterious hue. That time of day, everything was a little off kilter with the excitement of night stealing away the daylight, turning out the lights and setting moods, making ready for what came next: a quiet rest, a wild party or, maybe, something more unusual than that. Who would have known what would happen on that bare black asphalt rooftop, on those aluminum lounge chairs, under the canopy of a pink sky. Their skins glowed, Trina’s dark, nearly black, Randi’s bright with the color of the sky seeping into her pores. They turned towards each other when suddenly, Trina kissed her on the mouth. She didn’t ask anything from Randi in return, just kissed her lips, assuming she was welcome to. She pulled away smiling softly, her eyes hooded and full of sexual purpose as she moved down to Randi’s naked breasts, covering each nipple with her thick lips and sucking until the bud turned a brighter pink and stuck out like a twisted knot. The trail of wet kisses moved down the middle of her stomach to her gently heaving belly. 

“Hummm,” the dreamy sounds of Trina’s purring noises fed a flood of juices between Randi’s thighs, high up, where at the apex of her legs, in the ‘V’ behind the muff of furry brown curls, the little aperture showed. Parting her labia revealed the source, a place that Trina drank from, discovering the sweetness of her friend’s sexual arousal. 

“You shouldn’t be doing this!” the white girl exclaimed softly. But already her head had dropped back and her chest was pressed toward the heavens and her legs were widening to allow her friend more easily inside the steamy place. “Ooo, yes, don’t stop!” she heard herself cry breathlessly, quietly, in case the whole wide world was listening to the sexual cries from the flattop roof.

Randi’s belly clenched up tight as a drum. Her thighs quivered. The combined redolence of their hungry bodies wafted all around them, then floated on over the city in a sensuous cloud. Trina’s long burrowing tongue went deep inside the flooding hole, lapping up juices as though they were candy-flavored cream. She licked from near her asshole, along the crevice upward across her clitoris, teasing the hardened bud with her tongue. Small, delighted screams escaped Randi’s lips. Her sighs were ripe. Her entire body hummed. 

Again and again, Trina started at the base of Randi’s body and pleasured the grasping mouth of her friend’s vagina. It took so little to have her over the top of that cresting erotic wave, just two little fingers wiggling their way inside, feeling Randi’s snatch react back, squeezing down, muscles clenching, her body cumming, thrashing back and forth on the lounge, while her soft moaning cries of anguish drifted into the darkness. 

Trina sat on her face afterwards, demanding not the same kind of lovemaking, but enough tongue, teeth and lips to get her off. She held Randi by the hair and bounced against her mouth. Her muscular thighs held her body up just high enough so she wouldn’t suffocate her friend. Randi worked unthinkingly to bring Trina off, not knowing exactly what to do with her mouth, but figuring it out enough to have the girl moaning much louder than she should have been. Suddenly, Trina let loose with an uninhibited cry that must have been heard all over the listening city. By the time they collapsed on the creaky old lounge, Randi no longer felt self-conscious about being naked in their rooftop retreat. All along she’d half expected that the Super of the building had been looking on from the rooftop doorway. But if he did, he kept his voyeuring to himself and didn’t intrude. 

That was what it was like to know Trina, to spend time with Trina. Her rule book was much less crowded with sins than Randi’s. The only sin Randi could imagine in Trina’s book was her not doing exactly what she pleased.  

“You don’t look sick to your stomach now?” Trina said in rebuttal to Randi’s last denial. She took a sip of her drink and smiled. 

“I’m over it. I got my $500.00 and that’s that.”

“You won’t go back, huh?”

“I don’t think so.”

Saying ‘I don’t think so’ to Trina was akin to saying yes, or at least leaving the door cracked. Trina’s mind was like a crowbar, capable of prying out every secret feeling, every hidden thought and exploiting it just because she knew she could, because she truly believed it was her right. What would Trina get for her efforts? Randi didn’t want to know. Another of those many things about her funky friend she’d best not ask about.

“Ooo, baby, there’s doubt written all over your face. You don’t fool me.”

“So,” Randi ventured carefully, “you really think I should go back, huh?”

Trina shrugged like it didn’t matter. “Up to you, girl. But if you ask me, you’re a fool not to. You’ve broken the ice, you’ve done it once. It can’t get any worse than the first time. Trust me, I know that one.”

“You’ve done the same thing? Same kind of movie?”

“Pretty much. They are all a little different. But I figure that as long as it keeps me from cleaning bathrooms for some rich bitch society dame, I’m going for it.”

***

“Ah! My little Honey’s finally here.” 

Randi heard the familiar voice and began to shudder. She hadn’t even closed the door behind her and she wanted to run away, while, at the same time, the desire to fall at Joey’s feet was almost so strong that it drove her there. Why was this? Why did she relish in the humiliation and crave such nasty abuse? She had a hard time admitting that she liked the pain, but she supposed she wanted that too.

“You’re late, huh? Why’s that?” He moved in close to her and put his hand against her cheek in that familiar patronizing gesture of ownership. Then he slapped her gently, as he’d done before and her body responded with a terrified and yearning spasm. 

Joey hadn’t changed one iota between one session before the camera and this one. But maybe, maybe, her physical responses would. Maybe she’d handle him better this time; she wouldn’t become so servile, so turned on. She could hope for that. But even though she loathed him as much as ever, she feared that her tenuous resolve would have little power to change what she would do here.

“Sorry. I had things to do,” she said, bowing her head slightly. 

“Things to do? More important than being here? More important than $500?” 

Her emotions sparked. “I thought it was $600?”

“Yeah, sure. $600. Whatever I said, but you’re wasting my time, being late. Maybe I don’t have 600 bucks to spend on a bratty bitch, huh?”

She bristled. “So, you want me here or not?” she said, as she tried to pull out of his arm. 

Joey scowled. “No, slut, I want you on all fours.” He pushed her down with his heavy hand. The power behind it was too much to resist.

She hit the floor, her knees feeling the concrete under the thin carpeting. 

She’d worn a fishnet body stocking, with garters and a pair of black lace stockings, a purple skirt and a pink top. Her lips were painted bright red and she’d darkened her eyelids with a smoky grey shadow. There were small braids threaded through her hair in a kinky alternative way, the hair wild like straw. Trina’s fast flying fingers made her boldly sluttish. When she was finished, she’d stepped back. “Ooo, my, you’re lookin sexy,” she beamed. “Is he gonna love you!” 

A pair of black high heels lifted her body into an easy feel-good swagger. Confidence. It was confidence she was after. But once back in Joey’s world, that confidence went out the window, as she crawled on hand and knees like a groveling slave. It didn’t take long, or much to settle her down off her high horse into the slavey whore that Joey wanted. 

This time, there was no finesse in the delivery of her punishment, just a straightforward, elemental spanking with a two-foot long frat paddle. She screamed and tried to scurry away after the third hard smack hit. But forgetting that she was tethered by her collar, she got yanked back when she tried to go to far.

“You get five more for that,” Joey announced. The paddle smacked her behind five more times, while every attempt to jerk away seemed to fail.

“Now, come up here,” Joey yanked the leash again and pulled her kneeling upright between his legs. He was sitting on the bed. “You were a bad slave, right?”

She looked up doe-eyed and demurely, with her lower lip trembling in a juvenile manner he would appreciate. He held the leash tightly at her throat so she could barely breathe.

“Yes, sir, I was a bad slave,” she repeated back. 

He slapped her face.

“And now your ass is hurting?”

She nodded.

“So, you’re going to show my friends how you suck cock, Honey.” His free hand fumbled with his pants, then he tugged on the leash and pushed Randi’s face into his crotch. “No hands, Honey, just your mouth. Put your hands behind you.”

Joey’s large organ stuck out from the center of a bush of black, curly hair, emitting smells she hadn’t breathed in some time. She almost felt like an oral virgin, the contact of her lips and her mouth to his penis seemed unnatural, but regardless she went down on him. She was with Joey, after all. Arrogant porn star, don’t-mess-with-me porn star Joey.

Her mouth covered the head and began to suck, while Joey pressed his hand against the back of her neck and shoved his erection deeper. It hit the back of her throat and she gagged. He let her up for just a second then shoved her head back down again. 

She brought her hands around, involuntarily, because she wanted to feel the feral flesh and connect with the man using all her senses. But Joey slapped them back. He slapped her face to wake her up. “I said no hands. Just your mouth.”

Sucking, licking, slurping, tongue and teeth and lips engaged, anything, anything to make him happy, to keep him happy…

Suddenly, he moved to his feet and pulled her upright. 

“Stand there. Hands behind your head. C’mon slave! Show my friends who you really are. You know who that is, don’t you?” He grinned callously. “You know you’re nothing but a slutty little pain slave, coming to Joey to get hurt, huh?” The same cadence of words came back to her. Just like the session before. Same arrogance, same disdain, same mesmerizing power to move her, turn her on. 

Yes, that was it…that was why, mesmerizing, inflicting a spell on her bewildered psyche, the repeated words, the assumptions, the questions, the brainwashing chatter of Joey’s voice, speaking over and over again, while she returned with affirmative answers in response, as if she were a parrot being trained, or a doll, yes! an automated, mindless doll. She stood with her hands behind her head just as he asked her to, and he slapped her face as he had before. “See, that’s what you are. Right, slave? You tell us, you tell my friends in the camera what you are.” He shook her chin and pointed to the camera in the shadows.

“I’m your slave, sir,” she parroted back. 

“You’re good, very good,” he nodded approving. “And you like pain, don’t you, Honey? Tell Joey how much you like pain.”

“Yes, sir, I like pain.”

“Well that’s good. That’s real good, cause I’m gonna give you all the pain you want. How’s that?”

“That’s what I want, sir,” she trembled, tears filling her eyes. 

“So, c’mon, let me see that pretty pussy.”

She hesitated, unsure.

“Go ahead. Use your hands.” He nodded and stood back, waiting.

Staring into his eyes, petrified, she tugged the red skirt off and bared the shaved pussy tucked between the black garters. Moist, the skin glistened. Skin, soft to Joey’s touch. He moved in and patted her pubis lightly then moved away, only to return moments later with a wooden ruler. 

“You want this. Isn’t that right? Right on your pussy, smacking you real hard.”

She stared back panicked, but answered back. “Yes, sir, I like pain a lot.” Her brain was easy now, pliable. 

“Open your legs.”

She opened her legs. 

“A little more.”

She opened them wider. 

He smacked the ruler between her legs against her pussy. Her body lurched, sideways, knocked off balance. 

Joey tugged the leash to bring her around. 

“No, slave, you stand still, you take the pain. That is what we do here. Little newbie slaves like you get taught big lessons, huh?”

The ruler struck again against her pubis, where her legs meet, where the lovely cleft puckered out, plump and sweet, already moistening with her dew. She could already smell her own fragrance, a dead giveaway to the state of her arousal, that unwanted arousal, tainted with terror and coercion.

He struck her again and again and her body swayed from the impact, while she tried to absorb the blows and make them mean something to her, maybe turn her on—really turn her on. So she might come. But some blows were so hard that they were just plain mean. Terrifying and mean. She worried that he wouldn’t stop. Others, though, made up for the meanness by dancing off her skin and reminding her how it ached with arousal, with a dirty terrible need. 

As Joey moved in closer, he held her from behind and urged her legs even wider, smacking between them, underneath her body. At a furious clip, the ruler struck the cleft and her sweet pussy and the plump sweet spot at the base of her body. Feeling dizzy, she began to sway again.

“You think you’re going to faint?” he asked her. 

She nodded. 

“No, slave, you stay with me, you look at my eyes. C’mon, let’s do that. Look at my eyes…”

He hit her again, smacking her burning pussy until big, fat, salty tears ran down her cheeks. Her trembling legs became weak and her knees began to give out.

Joey suddenly stopped beating her and pushed her back against the bed.

“No fainting, Honey. You stay with me.”

“No, sir, no fainting. I promise.”

Randi’s hands naturally fell to her side as she lay back on the bed. But the ruler came down against her hip. “Did I tell you to move your hands?”

“Ouch!” she twisted in pain, but immediately righted herself. “No, Sir.”

“Then don’t move your hands. C’mon, behind your head.”

He taunted her with the ruler until she laced her hands behind her head. 

“Now open your thighs.”

She was afraid not to, though she dreaded being hit. 

“Legs wide apart, all the way.” He patted the insides with the ruler for encouragement, meanwhile, she trembled with the realization of what would happen now. The result was as bad as she feared. Blow after blow rained down on her splayed pussy. Hard, stinging mean strikes. 

She bit her lip, holding back her screams, but she couldn’t hold back the stream of tears that fell from her eyes and dampened the sheets beneath her. 

“Hurt’s huh?” He was pleased.

“Yes, sir, it hurts. Please!” she wailed, unhappily, her face skewed up in pain.

“C’mon now,” his voice turned momentarily kind. “You can do this, Honey. You can take the pain because you want it. You know you want it, isn’t that so? You’re a pain slave, isn’t that so? You remember it now, don’t you, Honey?”

She shook her head no, feeling wholly unable to confirm his claims. But she was afraid to vocalize the repeated no, no, no, no! that now hammered in her brain. 

Joey stopped to feel up her pussy and a savage pain ripped through her body. He fingered her deeply inside the wet portal. With no more pain, her arousal returned. She could sense herself about to ride the waves of a violent come… but then his hand pulled out and the ruler struck again. It came down on her hole, against her inner ass cheeks, punishing her pussy, her bad slavish, whoring pussy. 

“Oooooo, gaawwwd.” Her head thrashed back and forth inside her hands. 

“You’re going to come like this, Honey,” Joey told her. “We want to see you come. You got that? Like a good girl, you come for us.” He didn’t stop the smacking though it seemed less fierce now, like a hard staccato massage, like the feel of a hand slapping her.

She began to come with wrenching spasms joining the fiery sensation in her clit and pussy. The swelling sensation turned orgasmic quickly, until the ruler, the ruler alone in Joey’s hand took her right to the very edge, then dropped her over into an abyss of screaming, a desperately clenching climax. “God, god, god, yes yes yes yes ohmygodyesssssssssssss!”

“That’s it, Honey. You keep coming,” Joey said. 

She barely heard him. 

But she remembered him forcing her legs wide, so the camera could catch a close-up of her bright pink, punished pussy, clenching with the last wave of spasms. 

Randi thought the scene would be over; it must be over; it had to be. After the last of the spasms came and went, she had not an ounce of strength left inside her.

But there was Joey, irrepressible Joey, on her again, not yet ready to give in and let her go. Randi felt his fingers on her asshole, poking there, then prodding deeply, demanding of her what she could hardly bear. One finger, then two, then maybe three, though this was difficult to tell.

“You like my training you, slave,” he said. “You’ll like this too, huh? You think you can fit my big cock inside your asshole, do you?”

She stared back at him dazedly, though she could feel her body responding to the determined penetration of his fingers – and his voice, the perpetual motion machine. 

“Well, you know what? We’re going to make it fit,” he said. Maybe four fingers were now jamming their way inside. He stopped only to pour a slick lubricant over the opening and his fingers, before he stuffed them deeper into her asshole. “Maybe all of my hand can shove its way inside you, huh?”

Doubting that and scared of the possibility, she shook her head. 

“C’mon, tell me. You want it, don’t you?”

“No, no, please.”

“No?” he smiled, full of cunning. “So how about my dick? That a better idea, you think? You want my dick instead of my hand?”

She nodded. 

He offered her a rare smile, although all of his smiles were twisted smiles.

“C’mon, Honey. You know how we do this.” He slapped her cheek with his free hand. “You want my dick up your asshole, your tight little slave asshole. Isn’t that what Honey wants?”

“Yes, sir. Honey wants your dick up my asshole.”

“See. See how easy that was! I’m a good guy here. I’m going to give you everything you want. You’re the slave, so you just lay back and let me take over. I’m here to make a movie, show my friends a good time and make you happy. How’s that?”

“Yes, yes, please,” she spouted back. 

In Joey’s world it all made sense. In Randi’s mind it hardly mattered what she wanted; he’d get his way. She wanted what he wanted; she became what he wanted her to be. He could lead her on, jerk her strings, make her dance to his tune and love it. Love every minute, every craving minute of depravity. 

“That’s good. That’s good.” 

He was pleased and that was all that mattered to her now, pleasing Joey.

His hands kept probing, kept seeking an entrance to that mysterious channel, the loathsome place of strange wants and curious needs. He seemed to know how that was for her, how powerful the urge had become for more. He fed off her as much as she fed off him. 

There were just his fingers in her asshole, just his fingers and it felt like something special was happening between them. He let the camera roll and said nothing as he fished around inside her drawing out the truth, everything she’d dreamed of, every nasty truth about her darkest needs. She wanted to swallow his hand whole inside her, all of it, all of it… She wanted him to disappear within her body, to own her, take possession and never leave her. 

When he pulled his hand free, Joey wiped it on a towel and pulled her body around so her ass was high and her pink cheeks were aimed toward the camera and widely parted. Her asshole appeared in resplendent glory, so everyone could see that he’d primed her. Standing back, Joey dropped his trousers, exposing to the camera the means of Honey’s next defilement.  Then he moved in close, parted her ass cheeks wider still and lunged forward, sinking his member all the way to its base. She barely cried, though the sound of her response was pure pleasure. 

“You want me to fuck you, slave. Tell me. Make me fuck you. I want to hear you say it, Honey. You tell me what you want. Beg for it!”

“Fuck me, sir!” she grasped.

“Not enough. Louder! Tell me louder.”

“Fuck me, sir,” she shouted. “Gawd yes, please…fuck me!” The inflection in her voice was real, so real that even she could hear what she’d just admitted about herself. She was Honey, Joey’s slave. Her lust was real; she could deny herself nothing now. Displaying an enthusiasm that Joey couldn’t script any better if he’d auditioned a long line-up of willing slaves, she gave up any shred of decency and self-respect. 

The man was a sleazy porno scoundrel, but Honey Savoy was as much of a slut as he was. 

He rammed her asshole in long full measured strokes, feeling her entire crotch spasm around him in crunching powerful waves.  Her response was all he needed for him get off inside her. Of course, he was shooting a video here, so he pulled out with his second wave of ejaculation, leaving a gob of steamy cum smeared across her bright pink behind. Evidence.  

His hand fondled her hair, weaving in amongst the braids and the savage tresses. He found her face and her lips with his hand. Her mouth sucked his fingers artlessly, as she would a lover’s probing fingers. Despicable as he was, something about his appeasing manner soothed her desperate guilty ache, a remorse so thick that it seemed to descend on her like a shrouding blanket the moment that both their climaxes were over and the savagery of the fucking calmed. This was nothing like what Trina described for her. 

So fuck Trina! This was hard, cruel, using sex. She’d be damned if she liked it. Obviously, she was damned. Virtue out the window. No way to take this one back now. Off stage, the cameras busily recorded every movement, every nuanced frown, every look of profound pleasure—and there were many of those, for her body couldn’t have been more pleased.

Joey’s fondling massage continued from her face and about her shoulders and down her sides, then across her bottom cheeks. He slapped her ass enough to bring a sting back to her well-worked cheeks; then he drove his fingers deep between her quivering thighs and into her pussy. The gaping hole dripped with all the corroborating evidence any judge would need to convict her of her heinously wicked crimes. These were crimes of circumstance, of bad judgment and poor timing, a weak spirit that could not fight what her body desired—she didn’t even want to fight anymore. 

But she wanted to make it right in her mind. Justify herself… Remorse wasn’t good enough. She wanted reasons she could tell her better self to explain these perverted behaviors. But for the moment, while being aggressively fondled, she was at a loss for explanations. She had hope they’d come to her, later…eventually…in time…when she was away from this place, alone and able to think again. 

Joey didn’t just play with her grasping pussy, he played hard, ramming fingers in the sopping slit. Another kind of orgasmic activity engaged, this one deep, far deeper in her belly than his cock had been in her ass. Her clitoris and that steamy love hole became like one great machine, churning with maddening fury, as it moved against the invader’s hand, demandingly. 

“Ohmygod……yesssssss……!” she started to pant, then screamed, her body bucking hard again. Her face glowed and grimaced, wrenched with pain and the pleasure rippling along her skin.

“That’s it, slut. You come for my friends,” Joey purred. She forgot who he was, whose bed she lay in, and let Joey’s words trickle willingly through her brain. No resistance. No fight. She imagined that crowd of hungry eyes watching. Joey had one hand in her pussy, the other grasping her mass of hair.  His movements jerked her body in erratic fashion; they brought her head up, her face in full view of the cameras that recorded every response, every pained and pleasure filled expression. How many thousands would see the expression of bliss? Or see the wince of pain. She let them have the best of her, while grunting, “Yes, fuck meeeeeeee!” crying, crying now as the anguish of a second climax leapt through her besieged body. 

The climax passed on as Joey’s hands withdrew from her, and she fell against the mattress, wasted.  

The men were keyed up, anxious. Randi lay on the bed and listened to them talk, straining to hear their hushed comments, their murmured exclamations. A sort of ribald joy followed them like a cloud of dust. Then Joey turned to her, moving away from the other men.

“Good girl, Honey.” He gave her a dismissive pat on the leg. “We shoot again next week. And don’t be late, you hear?” He pointed an accusing finger. “I don’t want to have to punish you.”

His words stung on impact. Why did he assume so much? She wanted to defiantly rebuke him, charge off the bed and confront him with the cold hard facts of her disgust for everything he made her do. But she was too damned tired and she knew how false, how phony that would sound in the face of her arousal, the orgasms, the wild screaming climaxes, the way she begged, the sluttish way she displayed herself. 

“What if I can’t?” was all she managed in protest.

He looked at her strangely, remote and critical. Then he snickered and shook his head, giving an exasperated glance to his camera crew. “What is this with these bitches, huh? You give em a good time, then they whine and they weasel, like they were some pristine church girl.” 

Joey turned back to her, staring her down. “Same time, Honey. You be here or I’ll come after you. Don’t make me do that.”

An ominous, forbidding but not unwelcome shudder passed through her body. She took it in—everything. She believed him; she believed the threat. She knew that she’d be back; the matter had been settled. 


Chapter Four

Randi stopped by her Aunt’s house to look in on things. One of the lawyers suggested she do that if she wasn’t planning to live there—though she had no idea why that was so important. A gardener had been hired by the estate to take care of the yard and a maintenance man came through once a month to make sure everything else was okay. Otherwise, the house was locked up tighter than a drum. She could crash there when she wanted, which wasn’t often when she was in school. When she did, she only used her bedroom and the kitchen. The furniture in the rest of the rooms was covered in sheets. Every room looked as though it were filled with ghosts. Every bit of her past came back to haunt her.

Maybe she dropped around from time to time just to see Mike – she might ask herself in a moment of blunt honesty. Maybe her heart beat a little faster when she spotted him washing his truck or trimming the hedges. Maybe she wanted those sexual juices to stir her, the sweetness of her first crush to come washing over her again. The fact was, she rarely saw Mike Rushton during these brief visits. He was a busy man flying the Eastern United States for a charter airlines that had him winging destinations from Florida to Maine to Kentucky to New Mexico. Sometimes she stayed at the house for a few weeks. But often when she did, she parked her car in the garage and practically hid in the house so Mike wouldn’t know that she was there. Dozens of opportunities to let her heart speak to him passed her by, as her gathering fears forced her to avoid him. 

As it had been weeks since she’d looked in on things, she decided to collect the mail. Then she’d go back to Trina’s and stay where there was always a bed waiting for her and none of the memories that made Aunt Emma’s house so unappealing – and, even more importantly, none of the conflict surrounding Mike Rushton.

The front door creaked when she opened it wide. Then she fell to her knees to gather the pile of mail that had been dropped through the slot. She fished through magazines and junk mail, looking for something interesting. But then a tingling premonition at the base of her neck brought her up right. Hearing a shuffling noise behind her, she turned around. 

“Ohmygod!” she clasped a hand to her heart. “You scared me!”

Mike stood above her. “Gathering the mail?”

“What does it look like I’m doing?” She sounded annoyed, but she was truly scared.

“Looks to me like you’re avoiding being around here,” he said. 

“Why would you think that?”

“You finished the school term, right? I expected you back here, maybe sunbathing in the backyard.” He grinned broadly. 

She shrugged like she didn’t care. “I’m staying with friends…” 

“Oh?”

“Yeah, it’s a lot friendlier…I mean living with someone else. Better than living alone.”

“The house spook you?”

“A little.”

“Too much sadness?” He seemed so sweet and understanding.

“Yeah, well.” She struggled here, unable to look him in the eye. Dammit! Why was he going down this road? Why the third degree? “So, why do you care, anyway?”

“I guess it would be nice to see you around.”

Something in her leapt at that. But then she looked him in the eye and knew that he was just being nice for old time’s sake. 

“Well, I’m busy… working.”

“Working where?”

Having no idea she’d have to answer Mike Rushton’s questions, she had no ready answer to this one – of course, she’d laid herself wide open. 

“I-um… I’m working for a friend, a friend of Trina’s…cleaning houses.” 

Mike looked doubtful – he’d think she hedged too much, her story didn’t ring true. He’d know, somehow he always knew the truth behind her stories. But this time, he let the matter drop and she sighed relieved.  “In fact, I’ve got to go now,” she hastily added before Mike could ask her anything else. “After I get the mail together.”

“Trina – the girl you had over her a few times, the black girl with the Southern accent? That Trina?”

“Yeah, that Trina.”

“She live close by?”

“Not really. The other side of town.”

Randi became aware of her fast-beating heart. A nauseating fear rose up in her belly. Mike did this to her with the unguarded honesty written in his being, the expectation of sincerity she couldn’t give him back. He wouldn’t like her in porn flicks; he’d probably even stop her if he knew what she was doing. But he sure as hell wouldn’t know the truth about her working life if she could help it. Next time she’d be more careful. She’d check first. She’d get the mail when he wasn’t around, when there was no chance of a dicey meeting, of her stumbling all over herself for answers she’d refuse to give him. His innocuous questions came out like indictments pasted to her body for all to see. 

“Listen, I gotta go, Mike. Gotta be somewhere,” she said. 

“You still have my number, don’t you?”

“Number?” She didn’t remember.

“My cell phone?”

“Yeah, right. It’s in my phone list…right here.” She patted the cell phone clipped to her shorts. “You think I’ll need it?” she wondered. 

“We’re still neighbors, sort of.”

“Yeah, right.” She smiled, remembering in a quick flash how it used to be when they were younger. 

“I mean, if you need anything regarding the house.”

“Yeah, thanks, I’ll call. I will.” She nodded.

“Good.”

The meeting settled with her strangely; did he want something more from her?

She was beyond needing him now. And but for a small ache in her heart, she was beyond wanting him. They were no matched set. About as different as they could be. He was steady; she was rash and reckless. He’d grown up; she was still sowing the tempestuous seeds of youth, exploring, devising, making up her life. Maybe her life didn’t seem that bad if she thought about it that way. She was making things up. Nothing had to stick. Nothing was forever. 

A smile on her face, she turned from him and stuffed her armload of mail into the carryall pack she’d brought. She locked the big oak door without actually stepping foot inside the house—almost regretting that. The cool dampness had seemed to beckon her on this warm day. But she had to leave, leave now. 

“Gotta go,” she said, turning back to Mike. Then she scooted down the steps and waved as she went. She knew her exit was much too fast, but if she stayed, the results could spell disaster. Mike just wouldn’t understand. 


Chapter Five

Joey postponed the filming of her third movie twice. He’d told Trina to pass on the message to Randi. Regardless of the delay, Joey expected Randi to be at the warehouse when he was finally ready to do the shoot. 

She’d heard his voice over the telephone as he talked to Trina, the black girl slouching on one hip, looking bored and annoyed as the man babbled on. When Trina finally hung up the phone, she delivered the message Randi already heard. 

“Postponed, hon,” Trina said. “But he wants you there tomorrow.”

Randi’s anger surfaced fast. “Right. Like I’m going to wait around with bated breath until he finally decides he wants to do the shoot.” She was nervous, edgy with pent-up sexual energy she wouldn’t admit to. She was also a little scared. 

“Tomorrow, girl. For sure tomorrow,” Trina said. “Ten o’clock—that’s ten in the evening.”

Randi looked back surprised. “What? You mean after dark?”

“Like it’s any safer during the day?” Trina quipped. 

Randi brooded, sighing. “He’ll probably cancel anyway.” 

“Not this time,” she came right back. “He was waiting for props and they finally arrived.”

“Props? What kind of props?”

She shrugged like she didn’t know.

Randi had her suspicions that Trina knew everything; it wasn’t like the girl to be clueless about details. Cunningly coaxing her way into inner circles seemed to be Trina’s forte, and she certainly wouldn’t be on the outside of this scam. She had instincts, foresight, street-smarts and guts. She knew, too, when she needed answers, she would get those answers or she’d back away, take her marbles and walk off. Well, maybe… 

“Oh, I’ll bet you know what they’re going to do to me.”

“Why should I know, girl? That’s your scene, not mine.”

Randi shook her head. “You’re a lousy liar, Trina.”

Trina’s broad purple lips broke into a sly grin. “You just think that,” she drawled. “Your problem is, Randi, you can’t tell the difference when I lie and when I don’t. You jus be sure you get your sweet ass to the shoot, or you’re not gonna like what happens.”

“Like Joey’s really going to come after me?”

“You think he won’t, you’re just plain dumb.”

“That so?” 

Trina stood back, hands on hips and waggled a single finger in front of Randi’s eyes. “Hey, don’t sass me. He done it to one girl on his list and, boy, if she didn’t regret her attitude.”

Randi’s interest piqued. “So, what exactly did he do?” she ventured carefully.

Trina was just itching to tell the story… “Tawny – cute little brown-skinned girl, lot lighter than me – she was giving it up, you know, the hardcore porn. She had some big black boyfriend she planned to elope with. All set too. Had her bags packed and her traveling clothes on when Joey and Leonard show up at her apartment. I was there. I watched…like I couldn’t ‘ave budged if I wanted to. I thought they’d come after me for spite.” Trina’s big eyes got bigger still. 

“What happened?”

“You know how Joey is… start out all nice, real cool. He just inches his way toward her, askin questions and getting all the wrong answers. He didn’t say nuthin to start, just keeps his cool and moves in real slow. Finally says, ‘You know what I’m doing, don’t you?’ Tawny is all freaked out by then, cause you can feel it when Joey’s mad, like really mad. He’s a force of nature, pushy, glowering, not so nice anymore. And he was really mad that day, smoldering like a keg of dynamite.

“Big ole Leonard—you know big ole Leonard, don’t you?”

Randi shook her head, no, but she could feel a thumping between her legs like it was Joey after her. 

“Well, let’s just say Len’s about six-feet four, towers over everyone, muscled, dark, rich, black muscles. Um, um…hell of a man to spread your legs for. But tough. He ain’t too pretty, less ‘o course, you’re a girl like me.” She sighed. “Well, he moves in behind Tawny, grabs her by the arms and holds her to his chest. Little Tawny is practically lifted off the floor. Feet wiggling—like she could get away. Ha! Poor thing didn’t know, she just didn’t know. 

“Joey starts ripping at her clothes with a switch-blade. She’s shivering like he’s going to kill her. Kill her? Never. Just scare her, sober her up. He bares her pretty titties—she’s still got those really juvenile kind, pretty buds with pink centers and puckering nipples smack in the middle. I sucked them more than once. Joey runs the knife over them. He has her scared but her heart is beating like outta control. Her chest is heaving, all hot and bothered. Don’t know if she scared or excited, but she looked damn scared. Then Joey slices up the skirt. Rips it right off. He starts to play with her sweet pink flesh, leaving all kinds of lines and scratches. You know he’s just doing it to scare her, and you know that she’s getting turned on. She has one of those drippy pussies that creams all over the place long before she fucks. The little hairs at her snatch are glistening. She’s panting so badly, I think she’s gonna come.”

Trina grasped the fabric of her tight skirt and squeezed it in her fist.

“Joey grins, like he knows all along what the girl wants. So, then he stops, jus for spite. He and Leonard tie her over the kitchen table and start working over her ass. Leather, wood, anything they can get a hand on. Oh, she’s coming, coming hard, but she’s miserable while she’s doing it because she’s really hurting. I mean you never seen such bruises all over that pretty butt of hers. I was cringing in the corner trying not to be seen. Damn! If that wasn’t something. They left her like that, jus before she starts to come, jus left her, squirmin, wantin it in the worst way. But she couldn’t come without them giving her more. That’s how they left her. All tied up. That’s when Joey tells her that she’ll be on the set in the morning, eight sharp.”

Trina stopped talking, looking haughtily at Randi as if her tale should have taught the girl a lesson.

“Maybe she liked being threatened. Maybe it was just a game for her,” Randi said. 

“Maybe. And maybe they’d do a lot worse things. You just don’t let them down, girl. You don’t want to let them down. They’ll treat you real fair, but you don’t let them down. They counting on you.”

Trina stopped with her big eyes shooting darts Randi’s way.  She could hardly look at her friend.

“Okay, so I’ll go,” she conceded. “I could use the money anyway. But it’s the last time, Trina. I mean it! It has to be. I have other things to do with my life.”

“Like what?”

“Like get back in school, finish what I started.”

“You can still do this on the side.”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

Trina smiled like she knew things, like she knew Randi better than Randi knew herself. Maybe that was so. Maybe not. 

***

That part of town wasn’t at all as spooky as Randi thought it would be. The night was clear and starry. The moon was on the rise, rather pretty, actually.  But when she walked in the door of the old pink building, she felt the world inside close all around her. The smell of it, same as before, Joey’s cologne, mixed with the remnant smell of sex some hours before, maybe days before, a sour stench, though it immediately kicked off a feeling in her body she remembered. Arousal, a little titillating fear, expectation and repulsion all rolled into one pungent combination.

She put her purse on the floor in the corner as she had before and watched as Joey conferred with the cameramen. Someone new was there. Leonard, maybe. He certainly fit Trina’s description. Tall, black as midnight and a little scary. 

“You been bound before?” Joey turned, approaching her with the question. 

Geez. What a thing to ask!

She shook her head. She suspiciously wondered if Trina’s little monologue about Tawny was only to set her up, make her mind pliable and able to accept Joey’s newest scheme. Giving up her body was one thing. Getting fucked another. Getting bound riskier still. What ifs pummeled her brain in a sudden bout with sanity. But it was too late for backing off and running. She knew that.

“I don’t think I want to do that,” she weakly answered. She could already hear the whir of the video camera, just like she’d heard it twice before. And Leonard was there, behind her, hands real gentle, although his body felt like steel as he pulled her close to him. Wasn’t that how Trina described the start of Tawny’s punishment? She faced out, looking at Joey’s surly smile. 

“Sure you do. Sure you want to get bound,” Joey countered her, just as she expected he would. A long length of white rope was coiled inside his hand. Then by some intriguing magic, the rope unfurled, and Joey began to wrap her body, winding the long cord around her torso, her arms and breasts in some thoughtful design that made no sense to her but was obvious to him. Right overtop her clothes – she was dressed just the way Joey liked her. Her flirty flowered skirt was short and the t-shirt thin and barely there. The tight rope accentuated her braless tits; making the nipples poking through the fabric all the more noticeable. She felt her physical arousal soar and at the same time her fear magnify. Worrying that she’d be left bound in this remote, empty building trussed up like a Thanksgiving bird made any sexual high suspect at best. 

When Joey finished with his first efforts, he bound her legs together in a strange sort of hobble that allowed her to shuffle precariously, in tiny baby steps.

“Go on. Under the hook,” he ordered. He stepped back and watched.

Shuffling was difficult, her balance tenuous, but she managed after several difficult minutes to move a few feet. A fair accomplishment considering the humiliating stares of Joey and a vigilant Leonard.

“C’mon, now, faster, slave,” Joey prompted her impatiently. He’d plucked his cane from the tabletop and began smacking her thighs. She almost lost her balance and was sent plunging to her side. But Leonard reached in with a steadying hand before she landed on the floor.

“You do that again, Honey, I’ll let you fall. You want that?” the black man’s gruff threat almost toppled her by itself.

She shook her head to answer him, head bowed. She was afraid to look at his face.

“So, you take it easy, slut,” Joey jumped in. “Get to the hook and you get a reward. Huh? You do want my reward, don’t you?”

Randi was too intently focused on not falling against the concrete floor to care about what the man was saying. And yet, the constant jibes, the ready refrain of humiliation that he heaped on her as if it were sexual candy, she greedily consumed to fuel her lust. 

“Come on, that’s it. Do it.” 

Inching her way forward, she kept on moving until her bound body stood directly underneath a dangling hook, a meat hook maybe, a hook that lifted bodies into the air. Attached to the wall nearby was a winch, ready to crank, ready to lift her up above the ground. Her imagination fed her with pictures of the impending scene, her body suspended high and tortured, spinning frantically, while trying to free herself; this was Joey’s most repugnant scheme. Her mind spun out, centering on the danger and the stupidity of her plight, while her body continued to heave with erotic anticipation.

But there were sounds, terrible sounds – sirens approaching from some distance fed the air with ominous shrieks, the noise, jarring, rasping, clawing at her brain. And moving closer. Much closer. She wanted to clamp her hands over her ears. 

A cell phone rang somewhere off the set and Joey stopped abruptly to hear what was going on. He walked away, uneasy, restless. Anxious whispers followed. Then whispered shouts, an argument. Randi heard only pieces of the heated exchange, but more than that, she felt the fear rising all around the room. Now it was gnawing at her gut. Something was wrong, terribly wrong.

The next thing she knew, all hell broke loose of its moorings and rose up like some terrible plague, driving the men from the scene with astounding speed.

“Leave her!” one of the cameramen shouted. Whispers followed. “No, dammit, Joey,” the angry voice followed, “we don’t leave ourselves open to that one. Besides, we got no time. Leave her Let her talk. She’s got nothing…” the voice trailed away as the men moved quickly toward the back of the building. She didn’t hear the rest over the fast scramble of feet and the scraping of metal equipment being dragged against the concrete floor. She could see nothing without turning around, but that was too difficult to do while tightly bound. Besides, it was nearly pitch black inside the building. What was there to see?

The sounds of sirens became louder as the seconds ticked by. Then the deafening sound of gunning engines behind the building added to the terrible clamor, the squealing brakes, the mind-numbing roar of an abrupt departure.

Joey, Leonard and the cameramen had split, leaving her bound with rope, standing immobile in the empty building, in shock. How could they do that? Her mind could barely compute what had just happened. In sixty seconds gone…

Alone, afraid, she shivered nervously, though a chilling panic made her powerless to move.

Sirens, yes… she tried to focus. Rescue, yes! Of course. Any minute she’d be rescued from the rope and the building, maybe her whole goddam life! She saw it clearly, long before it happened… the front door bursting open, the police flooding into the building. She’d be safe, safe at last. 

She was afraid to think about how that moment of rescue would play out. What would she say? How could she explain herself? She’d signed Joey’s paper, giving her release, volunteering to be abused—and that laid blame on her. She twisted miserably with remorse, feeling the ropes cut ever deeper into her flesh. And all the while, she smelled the terrible scent of her arousal rising from her steamy crotch. 

The sirens, the squad cars, the heavy hand of law enforcement was on the road, just outside the door, so close she could feel the powerful force of their movement, their commanding authority settle inside her bones. Adrenalin high, waiting, expectant … any moment, any moment, crashing through the door …

Strange things happen when fear grips the body, things far worse than the straight-jacket bondage that immobilized her under the meat hook. She began to cry; her tears streamed down her cheeks. Then her bladder let go and hot urine ran down her thighs … but more bizarre still, in a curious twist of fate, the noisy clamor of sirens began to change. The sound swooped in; the air bristled. Then it, so very strangely, moved off and the noisy shrieking began to fade, disappearing to God knows where. 

No, that couldn’t be! She could feel a huge sob overtake her. 

But it was true. They weren’t coming for her…but were moving on in answer to another desperate situation, not hers. The sound of the sirens became more distant and less distinct as the parade of vehicles raced elsewhere. Then the realization hit that they were never focused on the pink brick, ivy-covered building, on Joey and Leonard and the cameramen, who’d run like scared rabbits… pussies she remembered Trina calling them. Maybe Trina was right. 

The rope was tight, so tight that she could barely move. She didn’t dare move an inch for fear of falling. Staving off the rising panic, she took a deep breath and tried to collect her thoughts.

What would she do now? It took some time, some long torturous minutes to have an answer.

Yes, maybe…if she were careful she could make it to the bed. Maybe make it to the bed … she looked around through the darkness, barely able to see a thing. Suddenly, she remembered her purse in the corner by the wall. Yes, her purse, inside her purse the cell phone. If she figured it right, the wall was much closer to her than the bed. Moving in any direction could prove perilous, but she had no other choice. She’d crawl if she had to…

Randi scooted slowly, much too slowly for her anxious heart, for the fear in her gut and the bad taste in her mouth she couldn’t swallow away. Her skin, her arms, her legs hurt, everything hurt. Every body part seemed to scream with pain. 

Soon exhausted and too dizzy to stay on her feet, she effected a controlled drop to the floor, landing on her hip, hurt but okay. Gulping the cool air to revive her strength, she began to scoot on her side, on her throbbing hip, inching her way to the side wall, to her purse and the cell phone inside her purse. She could use her teeth to open the clasp…and her fingers were free enough to make the call…somehow she’d manage, she promised herself… then the worst would be over.


Chapter Six

The call came like a lightning bolt. The voice was shallow, hoarse and desperate, hardly recognizable. He pulled himself up in bed. It was 3:00 am.

From the first pleading, “Please, please!” to the halting, “I’m hurting, please…” Randi Savoy couldn’t have sounded any less like herself, but there was no mistaking who it was. Mike Rushton leapt from bed before his brain started working. 

911. He should call 911… Right … or maybe not… he gazed around frantically, his mind a crazed mess at this hour. He grabbed for his clothes, knowing he had to leave, had to find Randi. Minutes later, he was out the door, cell phone in hand, gunning the engine of his pickup and roaring off down the street. 

On the outskirts of town, off the old lake road, Mike saw Randi’s car by moonlight, tucked in against a pink brick building, which was half covered by ivy, giving it an eerie look in the dead of night. “What the hell had she gotten herself into!” he muttered under his breath. He also spotted two squad cars parked next to her silver Camry. Mike stopped his truck behind them, just as a pair of uniformed police officers opened their doors. He jumped out and walked their way while they eyed him suspiciously. 

“You got business here?” one asked him.

“I’m that one that called you. I gotta a call… from the girl inside the building,” Mike said. “I need to get in there now!”

“You go in when we know it’s safe. Wait in your car.” They made no other offer. 

Mike paced about outside while the two cops entered the building. In less than five minutes, one of them appeared in the doorway and waved to Mike. 

“Your girlfriend needs some help,” he said as Mike rushed in, hearing the sound of a voice emerging from the shadowy space before him, though he could barely see a thing.

“Mike…” the female voice was small and strained.

He moved toward the sound. Although the lights were on, they provided only meager light, making it difficult to see to the far side of the large space. 

“She’s there.” The officer pointed toward the shadows, where the other policeman stooped over a figure lying on the floor. 

Mike rushed past the empty tableau: bed, the abandoned tripod, and a mean-looking meat hook dangling from the ceiling. Just beyond he spotted Randi still bound with rope, struggling to free herself as the policeman worked on the knots. 

“Let me, please…” He knelt down at her side. 

An officer stood over them taking pictures of Randi’s scantily clad, half bound body as Mike’s fast working fingers freed her. 

“Do you have to do that?” she said miserably as she peered up at the man. 

“Whether you like it or not, this is evidence we need to prosecute this case,” he explained. 

What did pictures of her have to do with anything? Why couldn’t they just leave her alone?

***

Randi sat sullenly beside Mike in his truck—released, no charges; that was about the best news of the night. The rest wasn’t good…

Extortion, slave trafficking, child porn, kidnapping, imprisonment, pimping, tax evasion were the charges pending in the case of Trina’s porn friends. But they’d all skipped out and vanished into thin air. She was the only witness to their most recent crimes, a girl from the good side of the town gone bad…

The incident had created quite a stir. Bored reporters advanced on the pink building and the makeshift porn set even before the initial investigation was over. A good half dozen followed close at the heels of the squad car that carried the girl away. The newswires hummed with news of a busted crime ring. A notorious underground porn syndicate. Underage girls. Prostitution. X-rated movies. There’d be cops, FBI and a hungry press swarming the place, all looking for answers. It was nearly 3:00 am when the squad car finally pulled into the police station. 

“But I’m not underage,” Randi reported. “Just stupid,” she told the police. 

“Those men are wanted on charges that would fill a book,” she was told. 

Several hours of intense interrogation by two zealous detectives was as brutal as her hours of bondage. Speculation ran high; the implications alone condemned her. But the police had no solid evidence to press charges against her. After her face was photographed a dozen times more, she was finally released to a fitful Mike Rushton. 

On the way home from the station, Randi sat glumly beside her rescuer.

“Couldn’t you have just released me and forgotten about calling the police?” she finally blurted out.

“Maybe. But I didn’t,” Mike said. 

“What is it? You always do the right thing?” Her words were laced with sarcasm.

“Hey, don’t you get all pissy with me, Randi Savoy. I got out of bed in the middle of the night to rescue you. Or maybe you’re forgetting that.” 

He looked tired and was definitely grumpy. 

“Sorry.”

“Thanks,” he said flatly. “So, where do you want to go? My house or yours?”

They were just pulling onto the neighborhood street where two blocks down, their houses sat side by side. Already there were cars parked at the curb, and a small crowd of press waiting on the sidewalk for Randi to appear. Mike steered the car into his driveway, barely threading his way through the eager reporters that peered through the windows. 

“I guess it’ll be my house,” he said, while engaging the garage door opener and finally slipping the truck inside. The door closed behind them and the truck engine died. They could enter the house directly from the garage, a big advantage over her Aunt’s house next door.

Not a half hour later, Randi lay snuggled into a bed in one of Mike’s upstairs bedrooms, crashed to the world. It was 7:00 am. Press cars and noisy neighbors were still milling on the sidewalk below, waiting, waiting like vultures ready to swarm in on their prey. 

As soon as his houseguest was slumbering peacefully, Mike returned to the garage and opened his glove box, pulling out a videotape. 

Everything that Joey and his friends left in the building was confiscated and cataloged as evidence – that is, all but this one lone video, labeled with a hasty scrawl…Honey Savoy in bold black lettering. In their haste, this one must have been kicked across the floor, out of sight. While the police were exploring the far side of the building, Mike spotted the stray tape, picked it up, and seeing the name on the label, tucked the videotape into his coat. When he left the building, he locked it in his truck. 

Back in his living room with the throng of people outside getting larger by the minute, he stared at the black box, wondering if it had been a mistake to steal it from the crime scene. Maybe he didn’t want to know what Randi was into. Then again…

He popped the tape into his machine, sat down and hit play. 

***

“Up, get up!” Mike’s voice was sharp and determined. 

“Whaa—” Randi could barely move. It hurt to open her eyes, but what was worse was that every muscle, every bone in her body ached. She pulled up on one elbow and stared around at the strange room, then at Mike Rushton peering down from above. Suddenly, she remembered the night before, the horrible night before. “Oh, God,” she vented a breathless sigh and fell back on the bed.

“Get up!” his rasping voice more urgent this time.

“Why? Why do I have to get up?”

“Because I said so.”

She groaned, knowing that she should be grateful for the man’s role in her rescue, but she didn’t want to face the day… if she could only fall back asleep. 

“If I have to haul you out of bed, Randi, you’re going over my knee and it won’t be pretty!”

Randi jumped on that. No more hurt, please no more hurt. 

“Wait, just wait, I’m getting up!” She pulled from bed and stared down at herself, seeing the same clothes she’d wore when she started her fateful night: a rumpled floral skirt and a twisted t-shirt that just about showed off her tits for Mike. She tried to straighten the t-shirt with little success. 

Mike gazed around the room, looking for something in particular. Then he went to the closet—empty. He left the room for a minute and then returned with a pair of running shorts, a little baggy but nearly her size and a man’s large t-shirt. 

“How about these, they’re clean. They should get you where you’re going.”

“Sure, but where are we going?”

“I’ve got to go to work, so you have to go somewhere.”

“Can’t I stay here? Go next door?”

“Yeah, you could to that, if you want to face the crowd of reporters outside. You have no idea how much fuss this whole mess stirred up. This is the kind of scandal the press eats for lunch and spits out in the evening papers. Besides, I ran into Trina this morning.”

“Trina?”

“She gave me this note.”

He held a slim blue envelope to her. 

“You read it?”

“Didn’t have to, Trina pretty much told me what’s inside.”

“Hey, girl, you might want to split for a while. The guys are talking about shaking you down. I mean after last night…just be safe. T.”

Randi sunk down to the bed, reading the message over and over again. Then she handed it to Mike. “Is that what she said.”

“She said you better split.”

A sudden cold chill rattled her to the bone. 

“This is creepy, Mike. I mean, it’s really creepy. I don’t think those guys were all that nice.”

“Not if you believe what’s in the papers – or the police. You heard what they said. You were walking on dangerous ground there. I suppose the police are going to want this note.”

“Yeah, sure, give it to them.”

She stared up at him blankly, trying to figure out what he was thinking, but like the rest of her last twenty-four hours, her mind was one big blur. Nothing made sense, least of all Mike Rushton.

“We’ll see,” Mike said. Meantime, he pocketed the note.

Randi looked lost, surprisingly lost. Her whole being seemed diminished as the truth began to shake her nerves.  She shook her head. 

“You know, I’m not so strong as I talk.”

“Yeah, I know that,” he was quick to agree. 

A sullen silence fell between them, until Mike finally spoke again. “I can fly you down to Florida. I have a friend there, Hector, nice villa, plenty of room for you. He can take care of you, keep you safe.”

“Really? You really think I should leave? Skip town, just like that?”

“Why not? You let this mess die down with the press first, let the police do the investigation and see what they find. Right now, it looks like a pretty dangerous situation. You’ll be better off with Hector. His villa is right on the gulf, part of a big estate. If nothing else, you can lie on the beach, go fishing, take a break.”

“And he’s going to do this because he’s your friend?”

“That’s right. Because he’s my friend. Don’t worry. He’ll keep close tabs on you.”

“Close tabs?” she looked suspicious. “What’s that mean?”

“It means that Hector won’t take your shit. In fact, he’d probably be more apt to give you hell – as in spank your ass – if you rile him. Trust me; the two of you will be a perfect match.”

“You’re not trying to set me up, are you?”

“Set you up?” He almost laughed. “I don’t think so. Hector is old enough to be your father and then some. Though I think a father figure is exactly what you need right now.”

“You think so?” she said, trying to smile. “What about the DA?”

“What about him?”

“He said I was supposed to stay around.”

“The DA is a friend of mine, if you can believe that,” Mike said. “Went to school with him. I promised him you’d be around to testify, if it comes to that. But I have a feeling it will be a long time.”

***

Their exit from Mike’s house, down Mike’s driveway in Mike’s truck felt a whole lot like a ‘B’ movie plot. A small crowd of gawkers and press still hung out on the lawn, spilling over onto Aunt Emma’s front yard. There were even a few protesters with placards, crudely lettered, ‘No whores in our neighborhood!’

Earlier that morning, Randi had peeked out from the upstairs windows and cringed at what she saw. She realized that those ghouls were there for a piece of her, a glimpse of her face, or a word from her…either that, or to castigate her for spreading the plague of pornography against the backdrop of neat front lawns and lives of respectable, upstanding citizens in their Middle American community. She was just one tiny drop in the bucket of a huge industry, but over night, it seemed she’d become the poster girl for all the filth that oozed from the underbelly of their sleepy town. 

Geez, she was just a girl needing to make a buck. 

In the privacy of the garage, Mike put Randi in the jumpseat behind him with a tarp covering her completely. She was damned uncomfortable scrunched up in the tiny space, but she wasn’t about to complain. Though she resisted his efforts at first, the thought of facing her messed up life just didn’t go down well right now. A few weeks on the beach though? Maybe she should count herself lucky. 

Mike lost the two reporters that were following them when he reached the executive entrance to the airport. Unable to move beyond the security gate, his tails were left stymied and finally Randi pulled out of the backseat. 

“For all they know, you’re still in my house,” he told her with a pleased grin. “Maybe after a few days of no activity, they’ll give up. You think?”

An intense excitement filled her belly with a warm feeling as the plane lifted off the ground. As if she’d been suddenly transported into a dream, all her fear and hopeless feelings seemed to drop away. She was sitting next to Mike Rushton…handsome, authoritative Mike Rushton…rescuer, friend, who from the kindness of his own heart… Ah! she sighed silently,  if only…

The sigh was brief. Letting reality settle back in, she knew that the next few months might not be as easy as this flight to Florida. 


Chapter Seven

Randi gazed around at the lanai house – Mike had called it that. She wasn’t exactly sure what that meant, other than it sounded like a beautiful word to describe a beautiful place. The entire day had been a shock, but perhaps seeing her hideout from Trina’s bad boy friends was the biggest shock of all. She’d never seen such luxury… from the cool easy colors of Hector’s villa to the white cushiony sofas to the enormous potted palms and exotic plants. Moving about the verandas with their gulf breezes and expansive views, she felt more at peace than she’d ever felt in her life. A feeling of relief set in. She slept for nearly two days, seeing no one but a sweet-faced housekeeper who brought her trays of delicious food. She’d never eaten so well.  

When she and Mike arrived, they were told that Hector had to take off on business before they got there. Then soon after their arrival, Mike left too, keeping a schedule of flights that he said might bring him back in a couple of days, if he was lucky.

“We’ll do the formal introductions then,” he told her. “Meanwhile, you just take it easy.”

“Like that’s gonna be hard,” she’d smiled broadly, trying not to look too gleeful. 

Maybe she should pinch herself, see if this was real. Oh, but maybe not. The grand hallucination might just disappear. Wouldn’t that be a trip if she were dreaming this inside a jail cell in the county lockup? 

“No, I’m sure this place won’t be hard to take. I really bailed you out this time. But,” his eyebrows narrowed in that meaningful way he had – she could see his jaw harden in anticipation of his message. “You’d better get your head on straight while you’re down here. You’re not going back to that life, selling yourself to a bunch of crooks. You got that?” He actually pointed an accusing finger her way. “And, you might not be going back to school either. When they get wind of the story, which I’m sure they will…” he shook his head. “Just think of this as a nice in-between, a time to think. Use it to get your life straight. Maybe when Hector gets here, he can help you with that.” 

Mike couldn’t have been more grim. Just the look in his eyes made her shudder. Why couldn’t those storybook romances with the boy next door come true? Why couldn’t he have just swept her away, and all the ugly pieces of herself just stayed buried and forgotten? She needed a man like Mike, a strong, reasonable, no-nonsense kind of guy just like Mike to keep her sane. But she knew that the possibility of something special between them went astray a long time ago. Could that little spark between them be rekindled? Likely not. 

“Hey, Mike,” she called to him as he was walking out the door. “Thanks. Really. Thanks.” She meant it with her whole heart. 

He just nodded and closed the door behind him, leaving Randi to enjoy the luxury of the beach and this beautiful house, wondering how she got so lucky. 

***

Mike and Hector sat on the private veranda outside his studio, sipping rum. 

Hector was much older, maybe fifty-five, a robust Latin man, a Spaniard, with thick black hair, hardly a hint of gray and a black goatee, appropriate for his square face. Tanned from the sun, his ruddy handsomeness matched his solid build, his large hands, and clear, sharp eyes, the color of stone. The wealthy shipping tycoon was semi-retired, living in his Florida paradise, occasionally writing, occasionally painting seascapes and more frequently sculpting the human figure, primarily the nude female. He was quite good at his art. Enough to have a collection of his sculptures featured at a gallery in New York for eight months running. 

Hector’s sculptures went beyond the simple unadorned nude. Most of his figures were in some way bound, some closed in on themselves like cocoons with hands bound behind them. One was surrounded in a shroud of rope, another weighted down with thick chains – in this case, he actually used real metal chains, with shiny silver links to put the marble nude in bondage. The art world interpreted his work as a statement on the condition of women, bound by history, weighted down by the slow process of female evolution, women attempting to free themselves from their rigid, conditioned lives. 

These common theories, however, in no way matched the true inspiration of Hector Ruiz Valdez. His work was not intended as a statement of female angst over an historic plight. Rather, his thought-provoking sculptures were a testimonial to the submissive female. Simply put, Hector liked his women in chains. He liked slavish women who were willing servants of his powerful masculine sentiments. He was an old-fashioned Spanish patriarch, practicing dominance and submission as an art, as finely crafted as his visual, tactile statues. What appeared in clay and stone and marble and brass directly reflected the reality of the creator and his bluntly candid personal truth.

But, of course, no one believed such things of the seemingly magnanimous if not enigmatic Hector Ruis-Valdez. He hosted lavish parties for his close friends and was known by them to be kind and generous. When it came to a discussion of his art, he would only smile amusedly as the critics wrote their rave reviews, expounding their erudite philosophies about the true power behind the man’s genius. Hector never corroborated nor denied their claims. In fact, he never gave interviews or wrote articles. He remained reclusive, a remote force in the art world, and thus mysterious to the establishment that touted his virtues and a public awed by his talent. His repeated comment when he was forced to attend a gallery opening and speak about the latest of his sculptures: “I don’t talk so well. I let the work speak for me. That is enough.” He would then smile broadly and walk away. 

The enigma of Hector Ruiz-Valdez was his public persona. In private, with his friends, friends like Mike Rushton, there were few secrets regarding his opinions about male female relationships or the way he lived his life. These intimate associates wisely kept the fact of Hector’s chosen lifestyle private. Hector’s dark side was renowned among them; they’d seen work; they knew he had some curious connections with an underworld many of them could only guess at. Others, even tighter in his circle, knew first hand what temporal power he wielded, and were grateful that they were friends, not enemies of this unusual man. 

After a long and relaxing dinner, Hector and Mike moved to Hector’s favorite veranda, his favorite garden. The lavishly landscaped patio was enclosed on two sides by the stucco walls of the house and tropical plants on the third side. It overlooked the warm gulf waters, while the lovely sound from a small fountain seemed to settle the mind. 

The rum gave both men a pleasant buzz as they stared silently outward enjoying the magnificent view. Hector finally turned to Mike, asking: “Did you see the videotape?” 

Mike nodded his head in the affirmative. “Yes, I did.” He blew out, sighing. “A shock to me.”

“You find it uncomfortable, I imagine?”

“A little. She’s been my next door neighbor of sorts for nearly ten years.”

“Of sorts?”

“When she’s there…when I’m there. Our paths don’t cross much anymore.” He leaned forward, his hands resting on his knees while he fingered his drink. “It just seems when they do cross, there’s some ugly mess surrounding Randi. And I’m the one who has to fix it. It’s a whole lot different than lifting her out of trees when she was a twelve-year-old in pigtails.”

“She’s a mixed up girl, Mike, that’s obvious. But, I wonder, did you see what I saw in those clips?”

Mike looked at Hector, puzzled by the question.

“No woman can act the way she did in those circumstances without it being natural to her personality.”

Mike nodded, “Yeah, I was kinda thinking that too. But I’m not one to judge these things.”

“No? Hum…No whips or floggers in your house? No tales of bondage to tell?”

Mike chuckled. “’Fraid not. I have spanked Randi Savoy twice. She earned both of those. But the other stuff…” he shook his head as if the subject was distasteful. “Not anymore.”

“I’ll bet she wants more.”

“I don’t know.” He thought a moment and sat up. “You don’t think she set me up with this, do you?”

The man shook his head. “No. No I don’t. She was lured, I imagine. Women like Randi love to be lured into the danger, the terrible thrill of risk, the titillation of the unknown. Suddenly, they become like my clay, moldable to the touch, responsive to a man with an agenda. You have a ruthless bastard in that film, humiliating her with his arrogance – powerfully so. Randi took to that. I think because he strikes a strong chord in her basic make up. His utter dismissal of her as a person of consequence was an extraordinary piece of playacting – if it was playacting. It wouldn’t surprise me if the man’s relationships with women had the same kind of character that his onscreen ones do.”

“Is it all that different with your women?”

“Oh, I think so. I celebrate their submissive needs. I don’t denigrate them, unless, of course, that is the path they choose to follow. If they thrive on abuse, I can accommodate that need, too.”

A long, thoughtful silence followed while Mike absorbed Hector’s words. His host waited patiently, as if he had all the time in the world. Then he finally broke the silence, “You want me to close in on her, raise this lust she toys with?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know if it’s my call to make. Seems like a private thing.”

“By her own choice, she made what’s private into a very public activity. You think she would have reservations about exposing herself to me?”

“Yes, I think she might. Randi’s not an easy girl to figure… one minute I think I have her pegged, then she pulls a stunt like this one. I think she got suckered in by her friend Trina… a quick buck, probably. Had no idea what she was getting into. Then she gets there and can’t back out. The set-up they created touches her just deeply enough that she became too shocked, maybe too turned on, to stop. Once it started, she was doomed to play it out to the finish.”

“You may well be right,” Hector returned. “And what I think you also know, my friend, is that the girl will never have a life that’s stable or a relationship that is solid, until she faces the deep yearning in her soul. It is profound. Trust me. I’m a man used to dealing with women of such a nature. You do her no favors to ignore what is in that movie. It is fortunate that you found the film and had the courage and impudence to snatch it from the grasp of fools who would never have understood its meaning.

“At some point, Randi needs to see it herself,” Hector went on. “She needs to confront the woman in that film who so willingly let herself be abused. Of course, you can do that for her…”

Mike shook his head, vehemently. “No, Hector, not me. I won’t.”

“But you punished her?”

“That was in the heat of anger, justified, but I’m not in the business of mastering women. I like them. I think I could even dominant one like Randi, but I’m not the kind of maestro who knows their minds, never was…”

“Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure of that?” 

Mike shook his head, clamming up. 

“Well then, with your permission…” Hector started then waited for Mike’s reaction. “Or not.”

Hector settled back in his seat and took another sip from his glass as if he didn’t give a wit about the outcome of the conversation. But of course, he did care greatly about what happened next. The girl was ripe, prime and just a girl still. The most moldable kind. Oh, the young ones were unpredictable, sometimes stubborn and most certainly confused. But they were a challenge. And one right here on his doorstep.”

“I don’t take responsibility for Randi,” Mike said. “I’m not her parent, not her boyfriend, not her lover… she’d resent me if I set her up. In fact, I can just hear her now …”

“So? So what if she balks,” Hector said, arrogantly.

Mike chuckled. “You know, nothing fazes you.

“I confront women. If your permission is not necessary, I will confront Randi Savoy in my own way. You can trust that. I’ll even let you watch if you like.”

It took a long time before Mike offered up his final reply. “To me she’s just the girl next door. Maybe I don’t want to see anything else in her. You do what you will, whatever you choose.”

“I think that’s why you brought her here. Huh?”

“Maybe. Although there aren’t too many places I could go where I can enjoy this.” He smiled as he raised his glass toward the view of the gulf and took another gulp of his rum. 


Chapter Eight

“You really have to leave in the morning?” Randi asked Mike as they were eating dinner on the big veranda just off Hector’s plush great room. They’d been served fresh gulf shrimp over a bed of arugula, a savory risotto and fresh asparagus on the side. Randi had never had such delicious food in her life. 

So far, her stay inside Hector’s private compound felt like a wonderful holiday that would never end. But it was ending, at least in part. Mike had flown in just when her missing host finally showed up; though he warned her that it was a quick trip. He planned to leave in the morning, returning to a flight schedule that would keep him busy for at least a month if not two. Randi wished he would stay. Snorkeling in the ocean, walks on the beach, hours in the endless sunshine, a place where she could dream in peace – the romantic interlude she imagined could make her giddy with hope. 

But, of course, that was just a pipe dream fantasy… More true to the situation was the great chasm that had developed between them over the last couple years. She figured that neither of them would cross that treacherous abyss. Randi wouldn’t talk about that awful night, or her stint as Joey’s dream submissive. Likewise, Mike didn’t ask for details or explanations. Randi decided that he really didn’t want to know anymore than he already did. She had broached the subject with him just once on the plane ride down.  

“Aren’t you going to ask?” she’d said, assuming that he’d expect an explanation of the late night fiasco.

“No,” he’d said flatly. “I’m not going to ask. I assume you did it for the money…or maybe I hope it was the money and nothing else. But even if you have other reasons, it’s not my business to interfere.” So cool, so neatly put, as if he were writing her off as much as remaining neutral. 

“Oh dammit, Mike! You’ve already interfered. I made you interfere.”

“So? Still doesn’t mean I have to listen to you confess, tell me your sob story of excuses. Frankly, Randi, that’s more than I want to know.”

This answer dissatisfied her now as much as upset her then. But while they were together enjoying Hector’s generous hospitality, she didn’t say another word about the reasons for her rescue. It seemed only the right thing to do to keep that horrible night a thing of the past.

Now that Mike was leaving for good, Randi realized that things would change. First, she’d have to face her host, which she had yet to do. Although he’d returned to his villa the same day Mike arrived, he’d spent the entire time hold up in his private quarters. Apparently, Mike saw him several times, but so far, Randi had only a few glimpses of Hector. He’d become more ghost than real, which was why when she heard his voice, unexpectedly snap her out of the blissful reverie of her quiet dinner, she jumped inches in her chair and spilled her wine on the tablecloth. 

“Oh, shit! I’m sorry!” she gasped. She turned a moment later, not fully recovered and froze at the sight of Hector Ruiz-Valdez in the flesh, standing over her left shoulder. “I-I am so sorry,” she stammered. She tried to blot the red stain from the white cloth. 

“Not to worry,” Hector said, evenly. “Luna will take care of that in tomorrow’s laundry.”

She was half-standing, suddenly feeling her legs weaken and buckle under her. She let her butt land safely in the chair and took a deep breath.

“So, this is the girl,” Hector turned to Mike.

“Yes, this is Randi Savoy. Randi, this is Hector Valdez.”

She looked up and smiled thinly, by now strangely tongue-tied. Not that Hector Valdez’ appearance shocked her – after all, she had glimpsed the man from afar several times. But none of those brief moments could match the intensity of Hector’s startling appearance. This was a matter of charisma, power, a distinctive authority emanating from her host. A feral sexual beingness seemed written in his every move, producing a response in her, not unlike the way she responded to Mike. Certainly this was more compelling coming at this unguarded moment. 

She instantly panicked as Hector’s stony eyes cut through her like knives. His manner being so coolly critical made her wonder if she was actually welcome. 

“You’ve been here five days, enjoying my home,” he remarked.

“Yes, sir. It’s very lovely.” She choked out the words. 

He sat down in the chair across from her and leaned back comfortably, while she was suddenly at the edge of her seat and anxious. If she’d only known the effect the man would have on her, she would have gulped down her drink to settle her nerves, but now she was too afraid to move. 

“I understand you were not arrested.”

“No, sir.”

“That is good. I don’t harbor criminals.”

She had no answer for that remark. 

“You seem to have an exhibitionist character, don’t you? As well as a submissive one.”

She thought through his questions. “Yes, I suppose so,” she said. 

“But you lack good judgment when it comes to your personal safety. I wonder what that says about you, and how you conduct your life.”

What was this? Was she supposed to defend herself?

She shook her head, biting her lip and unable to speak. This was hardly what she expected of her host – would have been nice if Mike had warned her. And yet, she couldn’t rightly remember now what he’d said about the man. Perhaps she just assumed things about him, which were, as it turned out, drastically off target. He was handsome, yes, in a finely aged way. She guessed he might be as old as sixty, though it was difficult to tell. His build was sturdy and grounded, his jet black hair and trimmed goatee showed little gray, and his tanned, weathered face gave off a healthy glow.

“I understand that my villa has become your safety net until the heat dies down at home.”

“Yes, sir, I really appreciate your taking me in.”

He nodded. “It’s always interesting to put a scare in the locals, don’t you think?”

She didn’t follow. 

“These days the morally righteous seem to have a way of jumping on the bandwagon of decency in face of the least little affront. Do you like offending people, Randi?”

“No, no I don’t think so.” She shook her head, bewildered. 

He smiled. “You’re probably too self-involved for that. You suppose?”

“I-I wouldn’t really know.”

“It seems you shocked poor Mike here with the show you made of yourself in the video.”

Eyes wide in horror, she glanced Mike’s way.

“Don’t look at him, look at me, Randi,” Hector said gently. 

She turned back, shuddering deeply.

“Oh? Didn’t you know? Mike salvaged a stray videotape of your first two meetings with Frankie Alito.”

“Frankie Alito?”

“Of course, he didn’t give you his real name, but I’d recognize this face anywhere. You call him Joey.”

“You know him?”

“My contacts reach far and wide, Randi. Even into circles where young women like yourself have no business playing. 

“I-I – ” she wanted to say, I can explain, but Hector jumped right back in.

“But let’s get to the point, hum? That was a graphic video of you in a sexually charged situation. From what I could see you enjoyed what he did to you?”

She opened her mouth to speak, but again Hector trumped her. 

“You were wet, turned on, playing a game of chance, I’d say, in a world you had no clue about how to navigate inside. Yet it aroused you so deeply that you couldn’t stop the action, even when it was clear you had the power to do so. Even when you wanted to stop it because it disgusted you, you couldn’t put an end to that exhibition in humiliation. Alito is an expert. He loves to show off, and he pulled off the scam with you just barely fighting back. I find that fact fascinating.”

The man at last stopped talking. He sat back staring into Randi’s appalled expression, watching as a pair of tears spilled from her eyes and slowly dampened her cheeks. She attempted to gather her thoughts, but the explanations and excuses for her behavior she might have once carefully practiced escaped her now. 

She looked from one man to the next, although she was unable to tolerate Mike’s curious expression so she looked back at her accuser. “What am I supposed to say?”

Hector shook his head. “No need to say anything.”

“Then why—”

“Time to lay the cards on the table, Randi. You’ve had it easy the last few days. But that ends tonight. You start by being honest; you can’t stay here unless you’re willing to be truthful about yourself.”

She felt nailed to the wall with his words, his eyes. “You’re judging me,” she blurted out.

“Of course, I’m judging you. I’m human. No different than anyone else. Let’s face it: we’re always judging people, with every action we observe, everything we do. But I doubt that you have any idea where my judgment leads me.”

“Well then, maybe you could tell me that because…because right now, I’m thinking I should get on the plane with Mike tomorrow.”

“You’re just scared,” Hector came back directly. “And that’s not a bad thing.”

More tears streamed down her cheeks and her eyes burned with the salty liquid. “What do you want from me?”

He considered the question a moment, then spoke, being very careful with his words. He wanted her to understand him clearly. “I want you to live with me in my paradise for as long as it takes to understand what Randi Savoy is really about. You won’t be captive here; you’ll be free to walk away from me anytime. I cannot, will not, hold you here against your will. But I can show you a safer way to fall under the spell of your sexual nature. One that skirts the danger you seem to attract.”

“I don’t understand.” She looked dazed and uncertain.

“Yes, you do. You’re just scared of me now. You’re scared because maybe you realize that I can do to you what Frankie, excuse me, Joey, did to you, and so…much… more.” Slowly, deliberately, uttering every word in a mellifluous, sexual voice, he made his case, while Randi shuddered, scared. “You returned to him, twice, because you wanted what he could give you, what no other man had the guts to give you. If that night hadn’t turned out to be such a disaster, you would have gone back again…and again…and again,” Hector’s lip turned up in disgust as he spoke, “and before long, you would have been his slave, not just a slave before the camera, but a slave with collar and brand, leashed and beholden to a world that would use you up and spit you out when they were done with you.”

She took a breath and held it, closing her eyes and bowing her head. The spell he wound about her tied her with invisible ropes; she wasn’t sure she could fight it anymore. Afraid. Alone. Duped. Betrayed. This was Joey all over again but more than Joey could ever be. 

Did Mike do this knowingly! 

“You expected Mike would punish you after he rescued you from those goons. You were upset when he didn’t, isn’t that so?” Hector went on. “Absolution in the form of pain; that is so typical of girls like you.” 

She suddenly looked up, eyes in shock, her heart suddenly beating with maddening fury.

“You may have hidden that fact from Mike, but it’s clear to me. I’ve dealt, loved, cherished and taken down submissive females all my life. You’re as transparent as glass, Randi Savoy. If that scoundrel porn star could see the truth in you, you can be sure that I can see your whole soul stripped of the finery you place around yourself, those barriers that have been proven not to be as impenetrable as you hoped.”

He stopped again and waited this time.

Her emotions rose, furiously screaming at her for attention. She looked to Mike, seeing his passive though interested face with increasing anger. She could no longer hold back the emotion.

“What the hell did you think you were doing bringing me here?” she spouted at the man. She looked as if she was ready to jump from her seat and claw out his eyes.

While she emoted, Mike stared at her calmly, and not missing a beat said: “I was saving you from yourself, Randi.”

“Like I need to be saved!” Chest heaving, eyes spitting fire. 

“Don’t you? Don’t you, Randi?” He nearly smiled, his handsome face, strong and bold, his blue eyes full of fire. “You were left bound in a warehouse. You could have died there if you hadn’t had your cell phone. If they’d tied you just a little more effectively, you would still be there, maybe dead by now and rotting. I make no apologies for this one, Randi. Not one.” He stood up, disgusted, then pointed a finger at her face. “If you’re planning to leave tomorrow, you’ll have to hitch a ride with someone else. You’re not taking off with me. I’m flying to Sante Fe in the morning. I suppose you could take the bus back home. Your choice.”

He walked off, hands in his pockets, while Randi watched him. 

“What kind of choice is this!” she shouted after him. 

But he’d reached the edge of the veranda, and without looking back, he took the steps that led to the beach and disappeared. Randi stared at the open sky long after Mike vanished from sight.

“He betrayed you?” Hector brought her back.

She turned to him, dazed. “Yes, I guess it feels that way,” she said. “I feel like I’ve been stabbed in the heart. Set up…” 

“I don’t ask you to jump into anything without thinking it over. You have until morning; that should be enough time. Breakfast will be at 6:30, Mike flies out at 7:00.”

Hector smiled, and for just a second, he laid his warm palm over Randi’s hand where it lay limply on the table. Then rising to his feet, he started to walk away. 

She felt as if the wind had been knocked out of her, but just as quickly, her emotions engaged again. Her heart beat with fury, refusing to calm. And all the same crude sexual stirrings she felt in Joey’s presence made her belly wrench in terrible spasms. Could he be right, could Hector be right?

“Wait, please!” she suddenly called out, when he was nearly at the door leading to his private quarters. 

He turned. “That is, ‘Please, sir,’” he said coldly. Any warmth had vanished.

“Please, sir,” she repeated with proper emphasis. She knew this routine well.

“Something more you want to say?”

“I have made up my mind.”

“Is that so? That quick, huh?” He looked surprised.

“Yes, sir. I think I should stay.” Though she could barely hear herself speak, Hector seemed to hear her just fine.

“Well, then, that is something we can talk about.” He nodded his head and turned back, continuing the ambling retreat to his bedroom. 

***

Hector had one fine whipping post; in fact, there he had two matching whipping posts, standing side by side, several feet apart at one end of his great room. The elegant marble columns were embedded with rings for bondage if that was necessary. At the moment, two long chains dangled from the rings. A subject could be tied a number of ways for punishment, facing forward on the column or facing out, or perhaps bound between the two, tethered to both with arms extended to the side. 

Randi stood between the columns, shivering with the magnitude of her feelings. Regret, embarrassment and shame consumed her thoughts, although they seemed to drive her body into the strangest erotic place. Her chest heaved with all the anguish that flooded her now, while her thighs and crotch and cunt burned hot. Such arousal, such vicious dread, and the reality of her impending punishment all conspired to ignite the crudest sexual desire within her belly.

Like the man said, she needed absolution in the form of pain to put her gross mistakes to rest and move on. This she’d reasoned during her long night of waiting for the sun to rise; it was now just barely over the Eastern horizon. For most of the night, she hardly slept, and oddly enough, she masturbated twice to relieve herself of the enormous energy that swelled aggressively within her. She thought mostly about Mike and the irreparable rupture in their relationship. If only she had called someone else to rescue her. But it was Mike’s number that was programmed first into her cell phone—he just happened to be there when she set up her cell phone mail box that first time. How ironic!

But truthfully? She had to admit, he was the one person, the only person she wanted in a crisis. His judgment of her, his criticism be damned. What connected her to him seemed to rise above her lack of good sense – though she was sure that connection would not last forever.

Hector eyed Randi passively as she stood waiting between the marble columns. She could take his unflagging gaze since she hardly knew the man. Mike, on the other hand, watched her from some fifteen feet away with an attitude so casual that she would have thought he’d seen this sort of thing before. Perhaps he had. 

She burned with embarrassment, face blushing, hands hot and sweaty. The deep humiliation, the chilling regret that burned in her now was because of him. She’d disappointed someone who’d been an important piece of her past. At one time in her life, she had so wanted to impress him, but that effort was foolishly bungled. Now he saw her for the deviant slut she was. He’d seen the videotape, the humiliation and submission to Joey, to Frankie Alito, in all its depraved glory. He’d seen her grovel like an animal at the feet of a man she despised. What could he possibly think of her now? 

It tore her apart to face him, to have him watch, to have his interest, for lord knows what reason. What could he possibly be thinking as he stood coolly by?

Afraid of the truth, she focused her thoughts on the other man now. Despite his intimidating ways, Hector was easier for her to deal with than Mike. Though Hector was still a stranger to her, there seemed to be a bond between them, springing from the lust they shared. Concentrate on that, she repeated silently. Let him lead you… let him take you where you want to go. Let Mike go. He’s a lost cause…the time for him has passed. He can no longer matter to you now. 

Oh, if only she really believed that was true, it might have made the next hour easier to bear. 

“Take off your clothes,” Hector said. 

Take off your clothes. The words repeated in her mind several times before the meaning finally took. 

Yes, of course, take off my clothes. 

Yes, this is punishment. What else could she expect? Her shame redoubled. Her cheeks reddened hotter still and she hid her head as she removed the peach-colored sundress she’d taken from the closet in her bedroom. That nice housekeeper’s suggestion. It was all she wore. 

Why should this be so difficult? she wondered to herself. After all, both men had seen her naked in the video, and she was barely dressed when Mike found her in the pink brick building. Twice, he’d bared her ass for punishment.

Still, her shame renewed as she stood naked in their midst. She wanted to clutch her breasts and her pubic mound to hide them from their attentive eyes. She wanted to run from the room, but run where? What a stupid idea! There was no where for her to hide, no escape from the decision she’d made. 

Unsteady and shaking miserably, Randi stood with her arms at her side and bit her lip, as she often did when embarrassed. It was a habit, maybe a bad habit, maybe it made her look conniving, as if she hoped to gain their sympathy. 

Oh! Goddammit! Stop! She wanted to shout to her fevered brain. But her wild thoughts just wouldn’t stop!

Hector moved in close and placed his hand at her waist. She jumped, frightened. His energy leapt into her body, making her tremble even more. As if to soothe her, he smoothed his open palm down her hip, then he drew a line with his finger up her belly all the way to her chin. Cupping her chin firmly in his hand, he peered into her eyes. 

This wasn’t punishment; it was seduction. She’d already been seduced by the ruthless things he said of her, by the way he grilled her with a cunning that seemed far too profound for a virtual stranger. That sort of insight from a man always aroused her. Funny, it had been Mike Rushton who first gave her that kind of thrill. And now, he simply watched impassively as she revealed herself to this new man. Why her handsome, sexy next door neighbor would arouse her in such mysterious ways, she could understand. But Hector’s keen grasp of her character caused an explicable sexual excitement that made no sense to her.

His touch was soft and easy, not at all like the stinging slaps of Joey’s hand. But she could feel the force behind his touch. She knew that any instant, he could jar her with the same stinging fire as his palm connected with her cheek. Perhaps that’s what she hoped for, what she truly craved. Did Hector know that? Could he read her mind that closely? 

She waited for his next move with her body so turned on that just one brief touch would set her off. Hector led her to that sweet precipice, giving her hope. Her body begged for release but he only toyed with her. He stretched the moment like a bowstring till it was taut and about to break. Then, as if he knew exactly how aroused she was, he backed off, saying: “Turn around.”

Randi’s heart fluttered, excitedly. Her crotch felt so heavy with arousal she could hardly hold back the desire to grind it on the empty air.  

“Grab the chains and bend over,” he ordered. 

Anxious and needy, she reached to her left and right and grabbed for the dangling chains, wrapping them around her small hands. Bending at her waist, her out-stretched arms were approximately parallel to her bent back and her ass stood out as if painted with a bull’s-eye. She stared back at Hector with her anxiety mounting as she spied a lengthy leather lash, two inches wide, unfurled from his hand. The blunt end touched the floor, where it just barely skimmed the terracotta. Hector’s grim face would remind one of the executioners of old. Trembling, Randi closed her eyes and waited for that first terrible blow to land – trying to breathe, trying so hard to breathe and stay calm.

The leather cut the air like a knife and landed in a violent blow directly on her ass. Randi’s knees buckled for in instant and she grunted in response. 

“Right yourself!” Hector ordered. 

She stood up straight, then bowed herself again, planting her feet firmly on the tile and praying that the next blow would be easier than the first. What followed defied all reason as the smacks came raining down across her ass cheeks with an astounding flourish. Hector leveled at least a dozen – though who would be counting at that point? She suffered through each one. The stinging heat on her behind turned vicious, while the redundancy, the hard beating leather, the smacks so deliberately placed, one over top the previous one, turned her bobbing ass into one horrific ball of fire. 

She screamed. Then she gulped air and let go again. 

Randi stamped her feet, while her wild hair and the kicky braids were tossed against the air. Her white skin turned red as a royal cape, with that vivid color spreading across the expanse of her flesh and down her thighs, when the blows struck there, and around the side of her hips, when an errant blow wrapped the flesh and dug in with a bite. 

Nearly delirious with pain, she bore down for more, praying she could take it all. But then, quite suddenly, Hector stopped. 

The punishment seemed mercifully short; Randi remembered being spanked far longer by an angry Mike, although it was certainly not this severe.

But, yes, this was enough. This settled the score. She needed no more to absolve her of her guilt. But now her legs were weak again and buckling beneath her. She was afraid she’d slump to the floor – the most honest thing she could do at that moment – but would they see that as a scheme to rouse their sympathy? That was the last thing she wanted.

Refusing to look pathetic, she held on and stood her ground, until Hector moved in behind her, pulling her upright, so she stood with her arms still stretched to the side, and her hands still clinging to the chains. With her back to him, she could not see his face, and she dared not look at Mike. Although if she’d attempted to, she would have found him gone. 

“We start fresh here, Randi,” Hector said. She could feel his vibrant energy play with her roused body. 

“Yes, sir,” she said quietly. 

His arms surrounded her with such peace that she didn’t want to leave. He ran his hand through her hair and gracefully stroked her arm. Soon, the terrific heat on her punished behind became an inconsolable turn-on. She dared not press her ass against the man to see if he was hard, but she felt such a strong sensation coming from his loins that there was little doubt in her mind that his cock was firm as a spear. 

At last, he let her go and unwound her hands from the chains. 

“Put on your dress, Randi. We’ll be having breakfast shortly. 

***

While Hector buttered his muffin and ate the frittata, looking as though he were famished, Randi sat at his breakfast table hardly able to eat. 

“What? You’re not hungry?” He looked up from his meal to see her still sitting with her hands in her lap. 

“I’m too nervous.” Truth was: she was also quite uncomfortable sitting on her hurting behind.

“Really?” Hector looked surprised. 

“You think I shouldn’t be?”

“You are what you are, Randi. But I would suggest you get over at least some of that nervousness and eat. It’s not going to poison you.”

She could not suppress the desire to smile. 

“Where’s Mike?” she finally managed to say. His conspicuous absence worried her, even though she knew that he most likely left the estate. 

“He flew out an hour ago.”

“Did he see…” she blushed, “I mean—”

“As much as he needed to see.”

“Oh.”

The long pause that came next was deafening as it grated at her frayed nerves. She had no idea what to do, or say, until Hector finally caught her eye and said bluntly, “Randi, pick up your fork and eat.”

“Yes, sir.” She blushed, but then quickly followed his order, realizing that she was famished and all the queasiness in her stomach immediately fled with that first bite. 

Once Hector was finished eating, he sat back, lit up a cigar and watched her eat. Both were silent. Both absorbed in thought. Again Hector broke the silence. 

“So, my miscreant, how do we take care of your need, huh? What game does Randi Savoy need to play with me?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know what you’re asking.”

“Sure you do, just answer the question.” 

“Maybe I don’t know what you’re offering.”

“Oh?” he sneered. “Is it not clear to you that I’m a sexual master? I would think that would be apparent.”

“Yes, sir, that is clear. Am I to be y-your… your slave?” She winced.

“That is up to you. I can train you for my own use. I can prepare you for another master. Or, I can simply take you deep into pain and depravity, let you revel there safely, and once you leave here, you can decide what to do with your life next. What I can’t accept from you is anything other than a submissive role. As long as you’re in my house, you are my chattel and my responsibility. You will make a gift of yourself to me. While you’re here, you’re bound to serve me and those I demand you serve. Given the ease with which you give yourself to men, that shouldn’t be a problem.”

Submissive…yes, she understood that. But loaned like a whore?

Her brown eyes widened. “Does Mike understand this?” she asked, venting her alarm.

“What does Mike have to do with it? What goes on here now is between you and me.”

“I understand that. But does he know what you’re proposing to me now?”

“I’m quite sure he does.”

She remained silent, giving Hector a chance to add, “You think he was wrong to bring you here?”

“I’m not sure. Maybe I’m surprised that he even knows about you, or would approve of what you do here.”

“I think you underestimate your friend. But I also believe that you should worry less about what Mike thinks and more about what’s in Randi’s heart. Why are you here? That’s the question you should ask.”

She bowed her head, still embarrassed by her own thoughts. When she said nothing for several minutes, Hector rose from his chair. 

“I’m having a few friends over for supper this evening. I’ll expect you’ll be ready to serve me then.”

The beach sand was warm between her toes. The air was brisk and a breeze blowing in off the gulf filled her lungs with fresh air. She should have been soothed. Those elements had worked like a magic tonic in her first days here. But nothing was soothed in her now, nothing settled, nothing peaceful. Her body was alive with energy but it had no direction, no place to land. Mike was lost to her, Joey was too far away – and she despised him now more than ever, and Hector? Hector was a complete mystery. Ruthless one minute, kind and reasoned the next. She had no idea what she wanted from the man. 

Overriding all of her considerations was the ache within her body. What did she want? he’d asked her. The answer was there, but difficult to accept. 

Randi returned to the house as the servants were bustling about getting ready for Hector’s dinner party. Since they asked nothing of her, she went to her room to rest, figuring that Hector would let her know when he wanted her. She moved down the hallway of Hector’s guestrooms, hearing a noise at the far end beyond her room. Curious, she tiptoed quietly toward the commotion and stopped just before she reached the open door. Carefully circumspect, she peered inside seeing a man and a woman, a master and slave. The slave knelt at the man’s feet and sobbed, her words repentant and wanting. 

Although Randi had never been in quite this situation, the scene felt familiar, the images stirring. The chemistry between the two ignited all around them, emotion spilling over; this slave had failed her master. But it was not so much remorse that filled the slave but gratitude that he still accepted her, still wanted her. His tenderness thrilled the voyeuring Randi as much as it seemed to thrill the slave. 

Randi allowed the feelings bathe her body until she finally pulled out of the trance, realizing that she didn’t belong watching these strangers. She started to back off in retreat only to stumble against a body standing directly behind her.

“Oh!” The quick gasp gave her away, but she didn’t know if the couple broke their furious stares to look her way.

“You always spy on people?” Hector’s lips were at her ear. 

He came on her savagely, pulling Randi’s right arm around and holding it to her back. Then turning her around, he marched her down the hallway to her room. Shoving her inside, his body pressed against hers, her arm still uncomfortably twisted. Once inside, he closed the door behind them. 

The moment, weighty and sexually charged, her heart seemed to thunder in her chest. 

“What did you think of my guests?” he whispered. His breath was heavy and warm.

“I don’t know.”

The intensity of his grasp increased as he pulled her even closer still. His free hand went for her throat and held her there. She shook with fear. 

“Please!”

“What? Am I hurting you?” She could barely breathe.

“Yes, you’re hurting me.”

“But that’s what you enjoy, is it not?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What do you think of my guests – and don’t tell me you don’t know. I know you do.”

“I-uh, I know there’s something special between them.”

“Yes, there is. What is that special thing you see?”

He wouldn’t let up, and her twisted arm began to ache.

“Um… love, yes it was love, and uh… intimacy maybe…”

“Yes, and what else?”

“Respect?”

“Good. And what else?”

“I don’t know.”

“Of course, you do.”

“Perhaps, sir,” she struggled with this, “she is his slave.”

“Ah, yes! Exactly, Miranda is Marius’ slave. She bows at his feet, she serves his whims, she obeys him, lets him lead her life. Isn’t that what you’ve wanted, Randi? What you’ve dreamed of? Haven’t you just been dancing around the truth here, playing games with Mike and me. Be honest. Tell me.”

“Yes. Yes, sir, maybe you’re right.”

“Maybe?”

“Well…”

“Say it, if it’s so.”

There were shades of Joey in this man, which made her want and fear him with the same zeal she wanted and feared Joey. 

“Say so, Randi. No more dancing. No more half truths, no more lies.”

“Okay, yes, goddammit yes,” she finally blurted out. “I’ve always wanted to be some man’s …” She stopped, unable to finish. 

“Some man’s what?”

“No,” she shook her head. “I can’t. I hate the word.”

“Slave? Is that it? Hum? Say it, Randi.”

“Slave…yes. But maybe submissive is better.”

“Oh, slave is something very different than a submissive, trust me.”

“No, no!” she shook her head, again trying to wrestle from the man’s steely grasp. He pulled her up tight again. 

“Can’t you let me go?”

“Of course, I can let you go, but I won’t. Not till I hear the truth, all of it. You’ve wanted to be Mike Rushton’s slave for a long time.”

“NO! That’s not true. Not Mike. Never with Mike.”

“Are you so sure of that?”

“I am. I’m very sure,” she answered without wavering. 

“So then, some anonymous man. Is that it?”

“Yes,” she sighed, “some anonymous man I don’t care about and I can’t love. I can’t explain it, but it’s true. I swear.”

“So then, some man like me.” Only then could she feel some of the pressure in her twisted arm begin to ease. 

“Yes, maybe. Some man like you.”

“Ah! At last.” Hector’s turn to sigh. He suddenly let her go and she stumbled forward landing on the bed, looking up at a pair of fiery eyes. She’d not seen this expression on Hector’s face until now.

“Open your legs,” he ordered.

Now mesmerized, it was easy for him to order her and have her instantaneous response. Splayed wide, her pussy thrummed hotly and in need of cock. His would do, any man’s would do, but Hector’s would do just fine. She was back in the t-shirt bar, in Joey’s studio, in Mike’s dining room with that old boyfriend banging her cunt. She was all sex. Savage. Turned on. Willing. 

Hector came to her, thrusting a fully erect penis deep into her love hole with the first lunging stab. His member was thick and all consuming, taking up all the space inside her, filling her so full that she could not be wanting more. Holding her hair in his fist, he attacked her mouth with his. 

God yes! She screamed, unaware if she vented the words aloud or they only roared inside her mind. Her hips bucked off the bed and into his attacking groin. Everything that had been pent-up inside her for days savagely poured from her now as Hector plunged beyond her imagination, where no man had taken her before. Opening her body, mind and her inner spirit, inhibitions fell away. She let him use her. Not even realizing if she’d come herself, once the powerful force of Hector’s climax left her panting and breathless. 

As he pulled out, he moved up, straddling her body and insisting that she lick their shared remnants from his cock. His expression filled with the hot-blooded passion of sex, he ordered, “Clean me,” and she did.

When Hector finally climbed off, she wished he’d stayed. She needed more. 

Only when he finally moved to the bedroom door was she aware of several men standing there, peering inside. She even recognized the face of the master down the hall. 

“I want her taken hard and used up,” Hector told them. “She’s long overdue for a gangbang, my friends. Leave her wasted. And don’t worry about pleasing her, or causing her pain.”

Filling the room were men hungry for her body. Her apricot dress was still bunched around her middle and twisted at the waist. With her breasts bared and her wet pussy still dripping with Hector’s spunk, she appeared to the men like an offering of pure sensual pleasure. Her eyes gave off the iridescent glow of a feral animal, brighter, lighter than her natural brown color. She urged them in with hips gyrating to the piped-in music that now filled the room with the subtle sound, sounds like sex and heaving breath, the music of a lethargic saxophone.

A cloud of male pheromones settled around her as the men surrounded the bed. 

The first anonymous man wanted her mouth to start, which left her pussy open for Mr. Anonymous #2. Randi licked the pink erection at her mouth, running her tongue along the meaty thing, hungering to drink its cum. Grasping the stalk with her hand, she worked with a near sadistic passion to bring the man to orgasm. Her wet lips slurped over the head, tongue gliding around the rim, her hands jerking down on the foreskin, sliding up and down. The man sat up groaning, hanging on to her hair, her ears, her face. 

“Yeah, baby, that’s it,” he purred from a distinctly bestial place. 

Meanwhile, she felt something hard pressing against the love hole that Hector just vacated. Slipping inside her, Mr. Anonymous #2, filled her again—although less fully this time. That would not dampen her arousal. She liked this one slipping around inside, pulling out to tease her clit, then as it rammed back inside for more of her throbbing home.

Pleasing two men at once, her brain didn’t have to work now. Perfect. Just like with Joey, perfect. No remorse, no dismay. And, this time, there was no sleazy bad talk to torment her. #3 rolled her body over after the other two left the room, and after coating her asshole with her juices and perhaps some slick lubricant, he took her ass in his hands, digging into her fleshy cheeks.

“Love the bruises!” he exclaimed, a hand running across the splotchy skin.

It hadn’t even registered that there must be bruises left from Hector’s strap. What she couldn’t see, she didn’t have to care about, though she felt the pain in her bottom renew inside the man’s tight-fisted grasp.  

“Oh, God, yes harder!” she heard herself scream. Yes, yes. This was all she wanted. “YES, YES, FUCK ME! MAKE ME HURT!” 

Hurt? Was that her word? 

She got spanked more after that needy cry, by #3 and #4 – who quickly replaced her first anal assailant once that man had left a flood of sperm floating deep in her entrails. 

Some man, #5, if she was still counting accurately, pulled himself underneath her body. She climbed on his hips, adjusting positions with the man still working her bottom hole. Face to face with her new lover, the bearded man drew her to him and covered her mouth; his lips and tongue were all over her face. She felt his wet saliva all along her cheeks and neck. She felt him bite like a blood-sucking vampire – an enormous hickey would remain for days as a visible confirmation of getting gangbanged.  

For some time after her biting lover left, for perhaps an hour or two, Randi lay alone in the room. At first, she tried to fend off sleep, then at last gave in to a sensuous slumber.

When another lover needed her body, he flipped her languid body from her stomach to her back, and took her in the missionary position. Loving hands stroked her hair, while she kissed a pair of thick, black, luxuriant lips. She thought of Trina’s thick lips first. But these were different, not like a woman’s at all. Overpowering her, making the kissing sweeter, making forgetting easier, taking her mind from her lover’s slow moving cock and focusing it squarely on his face, his large flat nose, the black and white of his shiny eyes, the boldness of this lover, #6… maybe… or had she lost count?

His sweat would cling to her afterwards, so sweet and musty smelling, recalling every tender touch – she never wanted to wash it away. She would remember him, the black satiny skin, the languid lips, the kisses and his large grasping hands. 

After the black man, there were another two that used her, both forgettable men. She swore they’d only used her to pollute the pheromones of her dark-skinned lover. She’d remember him best of all and she’d want him back. 

No one left Randi’s room without being sated by her whorish body. And after the lights in the hallway went out for the night and the voices died away, she lay in the darkness of her room, smelling the breezes off the gulf floating in her air space, and remembered, remembered it all, every last one of her lovers, until she fell asleep. 


Chapter Nine 

There were no more questions after that night. Hector’s new slave was less in her mind and more in her body. No need to be beaten or slapped to provoke the answers. She’d answered all the pertinent questions. She knew the cold facts, the honest truth about herself and there was no remorse. 

Hector ruled her like a magical being. Left hopelessly without a clue how all this happened, Randi gave up, gave in and calmed the restlessness she’d suffered with too long. She hardly thought of Mike now. 

Hector’s life was not as calm a one as Randi was first led to believe. Despite the tranquility of his paradise estate, on any given day, the place teamed with lust and kinky sex. Kissing, groping, penetration and the expectation of obedience defined her languid days. She never knew where she’d wake up, in whose bed she’d at last fallen exhausted. Often it was her own, but just as often, she wound up in Hector’s with her body entwined in several others, males, females, even Hector on occasion. 

Someone would give her arm a strong tug and she’d be taken elsewhere, where she was needed. Even the cook claimed her services when she needed onions chopped or a salad made for dinner. Between parties, she scrubbed floors, disinfected toilets, dusted, vacuumed, polished silver and dipped crystals from the chandelier into a basin of warm water to clean them. 

Hector liked to grab, maul her, arouse her body, then leave her desiring more of his aggressive assault. Sometimes he kissed with tender affection. Sometimes, he used her ass or cunt on the spur of the moment, taking her away from the onions or scrubbing the floors to pleasure in whatever hole he desired at that moment. 

He said she could use some lessons in oral technique, so she made an extra effort to be more orally willing, even though the act of sucking a strange man’s dick disgusted her. Hector’s cock was especially difficult because of its size. 

Her slight revulsion for oral sex worked especially well for the men who found pleasure force-fucking a woman’s mouth. They liked her squirming, gagging, coughing when they plunged too deeply. Those were the only times her face might be slapped. Perhaps the slapping clicked off her inhibitions because it was always easier afterwards to allow the erection to plummet toward her throat.

She rarely thought of Joey now; he was far far in her past. Not even in her daydreams. Even Mike escaped her fantasies. If she had day dreams at all, they centered around her life at Hector’s estate… on Hector’s next move, or the inconstant black man who seemed to be her perpetual favorite, or that next horny lover needing a willing sex slave to satisfy their feral need.

When she wasn’t being used herself, Randi watched slaves being beaten, often at the marble columns, but sometimes on the beach tied to a whipping post where they were hung naked, the wind from the gulf whipping fiercely against their bodies. She saw many tears; she felt her own. She let them bathe her when the punishment she suffered truly hurt. Those times were common. 

Hector insisted that she suffer for him. It’s a slave’s duty to accept the pain a sadistic master inflicts. He used clothespins often, and clamps and glass suction devices that could be fixed to any part of her body, though they were most often used on her nipples and breasts, sometimes on her belly and even lower. 

One night she lay on the grand dining room table like a sacrifice. Her body was pinned in position, tied elaborately with rope so she could not move, not even a wiggle. Glass suction bells sucked her nipples and breast flesh into the cups. The sensation became more intense as the minutes passed. She wanted to scream—an unwise move though, especially with Hector in the room. And he was that night. He stood over her, looking down on her face as he stroked it kindly. The pain of the suction intensified until it became unbearable and she wanted to beg him to stop the torture.

“For me, Randi,” he said, smiling. “You’re doing this for me. You hurt for me. Your pain belongs to me.”

That night, he used a third bell on her clit to double its size. When all the bells were in place, he used the highest setting on his violet wand and tapped the glass instrument lightly across her flesh. He knew how much she hated his electric gadgets, and understood how much she suffered, how much restraint this demanded of her. The pain became her gift to him.

The zap. The sizzle. Her gasping breath as the electricity shot through her. 

Every nerve reacted, seizing up. 

Hector’s guests watched her, viewing her grimaces, hearing her moaning and the jarring screams, their interest piqued. She was toyed with like an eighth grade science project, as Hector ran the wand’s glass rake across her pubis and down her thigh, while listening for her anguished response. She absolutely could not move inside the tight bondage, which only made the terrifying prickle of electrical energy magnify in her body.

Randi sobbed as successive wands floated lightly over skin, sparking everywhere, feeling evil on every bit of skin they touched. 

She wanted to scream, “I hate you!”

But she didn’t scream; she bit her tongue and suffered.

Minutes later, Hector gagged her with a gagging ball wedged between her teeth.

“Better not to scream,” he advised her.

She tried to shake her head no, but still couldn’t move her head. 

“You suffer for me, slave.”

His words were kind, but the activity was monstrous. 

No way out. No way out. Her mind reeled. She wanted out, for the first time, Randi wanted out. 

Oh, yes! She was determined. When this ended, she would flee. She’d leave the house. She’d pack her bags and be gone, fleeing in the dead of night. No one would know. Even Hector would be unaware of her departure. And at last, at last, the pain would pass and the torture end. 

Every time the master tortured her and the pain became unbearable as it was this night, these were the thoughts that filled her mind. She was sure, always dead sure, resolved and determined to end her stay in Hector’s villa. 

But when the pain ended, when Hector placed his fingers in her crotch and found her sopping, or fucked her mouth or ass or cunt, she forgot about that terrible paid, like childbirth forgot each dreadful minute. Everything painful vanished because the pleasure was so pure. Unadulterated. Pure. 

She slept peacefully at night and woke renewed. 


Chapter Ten

Seeing the thunderheads building overhead as she stared into the darkening sky, Randi imagined it would be raining soon. A cool shiver of excitement raced through her at the thought of the impending storm. In a life filled with so much sexual excitement, every sense opened wide to even the tiniest stimulation. The colors of the sky and sand, the brisk breeze across her skin, the perfume of the salty waters, the sounds: yapping gulls, waves lapping and, strangely, the purr of Hector’s Jeep, making its way to the airstrip. She took a moment to watch as it whizzed past, the Jeep open to the air, Hector at the wheel.

She gazed briefly, turned away, then immediately turned back, focusing on the familiar figure sitting next to Hector. She stared baffled, her solar plexus kicking in with a huge wallop. Her body refused to move until the Jeep was over the crest of the hill, then she raced up the bluff until she stood high enough to spot the landing strip spread out before her. She jogged closer, and though still some distance away from the small jet parked on the runway, she knew for sure. No mistaking him, moving with that well-remembered earthy grace, hands in his pockets as he casually walked toward the plane, while speaking with Hector Ruiz-Valdez. The outline of Mike’s familiar form nearly put her in tears. She wanted to run full speed toward the jet – he was climbing inside, leaving. 

Those keen senses, cultivated in the sexual brothel that had become her life in the last two months, filled with despair. The smell of him, his careful touch, even the sound of his voice as if he were actually there speaking to her now; those sensuous memories of the man returned to her, vivid and disturbing.

If he’d been staying at the villa, why hadn’t she seen him?

Why?

Dammit! Why!

Her chin trembled; her heart ached as if ready to shatter into pieces. 

How could he? How could he? 

Walking back off the bluff and out of sight, she slumped to the sand, covering her face in her hands, weeping. Minutes later, after the plane roared overhead and turned north, the sky opened and it began to rain. 

Lord knows why such despondency should overtake her now. She hadn’t thought about Mike in weeks. His name was never spoken. The image of him rarely appeared in her mind. And when it did, the fleeting glimpse carried no enormous longing, not even a hint of the heaviness or desperation she felt as she cried alone on the beach. Everything in her former life paled in comparison to the way she spent her days now. 

Oddly, being Hector’s slave had made her more self-absorbed than ever, though not introspective. She focused solely on giving and receiving physical pleasure. That had been enough for her the last nine weeks. Even the close intimacy with Hector seemed to produce little real emotion between them. Perhaps he was her favorite lover, although the tender black man, who came to the villa from time to time, stirred up more emotion and excitement than Hector commonly would. But then, she was Hector’s slave and giving herself was a duty. The black man loved her – at least she wanted to believe he did.

All that aside, her emotions engaged now. Her despair was real, and so too her anger. 

With the rain beating down, soaking her to the skin, she raced back to the villa.

***

“Mike was here!” she said as she stormed straight into Hector’s private office and confronted her Master.

“Yes, he was.” He looked at her surprised. “How did you know?”

“I saw him with you in the Jeep not an hour ago.”

“Ahh.”

“Why didn’t he see me?” She could not help sounding hurt; her voice nearly cracked as she spoke.

“That was my decision.”

Her hurt and anger ruled her now. “How dare you make a decision like that for me?”

He sat back, amused.

“I see you’re still in love with him.”

She jerked up, shocked. “I never said I was…”

“Just look at you, Randi!” He laughed, mockingly, “The woman in love is spurned. How sad!” He effected a bleak expression, sighing wearily.  

“I’m not in love with him!” she exploded. “But he’s my friend. Certainly he was here to see me.”

“Well, of course he asked. But I didn’t think it was a good idea for you to see him right now.”

“Why the hell not! What gives you reason…”

Suddenly, Hector’s eyes were shooting darts to match hers. He brought her up short with a glare that went straight to the bone. “You are in my house. And you belong to me. I shouldn’t have to remind you.” He enunciated carefully, though his perfect English seemed to slip into a thick Spanish accent. 

Confrontations always gave her chills. She shivered cold now, while trying not to think how sexually aroused she was. She preferred her anger to her arousal. 

“You may be the master, this may be your house, but you’re a lousy master to deny me, Hector.” She fumed silently, while he looked at her impassively. “You know, I think it’s time for me to leave,” she said. Saying the words gave her courage. “Yes, I think it’s time.”

“So, fine. Leave,” Hector replied, unruffled by her declaration. He paused briefly, then added, “Just not tonight.”

“Yes, tonight,” she shot back. “I’m leaving tonight whether you like it or not.”

He shook his head. “My dear Randi, I will gladly push you out the door in the morning, but you will be here tonight, if I have to hogtie and suspend you with ropes.” 

“Well, maybe that’s exactly what you’ll have to do!” She stamped her feet and stormed out.

She shouldn’t have made that threat. It was much too rash a comment when speaking to a Master who took his authority seriously. 

Even before she returned to her room to retrieve her things, Randi was accosted in the hallway by two thuggish brutes, a tall one and a short one, who often hung around the parties. Randi suspected they were bouncers, there to keep the peace should things get too rowdy. They never did, perhaps because of their hawkish, watchful presence. They had her now by the arms with a brute strength she could never match. 

As much as she had been serious in her threat to leave, Hector was as serious in his threat to hogtie and suspend her. Randi was taken to the bondage room where one of the thugs, the small Mexican, who spoke very little English, stripped away her small sundress and began to dress her body with ropes. Fingers moving with amazing dexterity, he bound her breasts and torso, then moved down to her thighs and lower legs. Her hands were pulled tightly behind her, then attached to the knots in the back of the rope dress. An effective rope hobble connecting her ankles reduced her ability to walk to mere baby steps. All this was strangely reminiscent of her last night with Joey. 

But being able to walk turned out to be the least of her concerns. The larger man, a 300 pound behemoth with a soft pudgy face, hoisted her over his shoulder, while the other man followed. 

As the trio moved into Hector’s large great room, Randi could foresee what was about to happen. 

“Oh, please, no,” she moaned as she spotted the twin columns.

The two men said nothing; they didn’t need words to speak their peace. But then, Hector made up for their silence, miraculously appearing at the moment of her protest. The big man stopped, while Hector approached and patted her cheek reproachfully, a cruel smile on his lips while addressing her. 

“You think this is just a game I play for a little sexual fun. But you are wrong there. I am the master of this house, you are a slave, nothing more. You’ll see tonight that I take my lifestyle here seriously, and you’ve seriously breached my trust. You will pay for your outburst before you leave, slave. Pay hard and long. If you still have it in you to take off in the morning, you go right ahead. There’s a bus stop not far from here, you may be able to walk the five miles…or maybe not.” His smirk was laced with contempt. “It’s too bad that Mike can’t see you like this tonight.” He turned to the smaller of his thugs. “String her up and let her swing. Just be sure not to hurt her permanently.” He started to walk away but turned back. “And no blood.”

Hector turned on his heel and walked away, while her captors proceeded toward the two marble columns, from which Randi imagined that she’d soon be hanging. However, instead of stopping there, they passed right through them, moving out to the veranda, down the beach stairs, and stopping halfway down the cliff where a twelve foot deep ledge of rock and sand created the perfect stage for a torture scene. Randi had often passed by the 6x6 posts that were deeply embedded in the sand. She knew they’d been used for tying slaves, but had effectively dismissed the idea that she would ever hang there. The spot looked as if it hadn’t been used in some time. 

The burly behemoth dumped her in the sand with little grace. She fell a foot onto her shoulder, which began to throb immediately. The man laughed seeing the grimace on her face. 

“Wasn’t that far,” he said. The first words she’d heard him speak.

The other man attended to the rest of the bindings. While she lay on her stomach, he bent her legs back against themselves, and affixed the ropes that wound around her feet to the knot that secured the rope dress at the back. A sturdy bridle and collar were fitted around her throat and over her head. That done, the man attached several points of the rope bondage to large hooks and fixed them to the suspension chains.  

It took little time to have her hoisted into the air between the four posts where she would swing freely – if someone decided to give her body a push. The bridle and collar were used to keep her head afloat. In this position, her bent knees were spread wide and individually tied to the posts, exposing her entire crotch.

Once she was securely suspended, the big man’s hand moved deep into her crotch. He assumed he’d find her wet, then smiled when he removed his hand and showed the digits glistening with her juices. 

Randi closed her eyes when she saw the frightful evidence of her arousal. To be truthful, she couldn’t feel one sexual thing in her body now. Every muscle in her screamed with pain. Hector would say it was resistance; if she only relaxed. 

Damn relaxing!

A strange internal dialogue beset her now. For so many weeks she’d lived without its annoying presence. Now the loving, hating, desiring, craving and, most of all, the indecision was upon her once again as her brain reeled out of control.

No, no, no! She screamed to herself, trying to make the incessant prattling stop. She couldn’t let her inner masochist keep her in Hector’s paradise. No. She had to leave. She must. She would. She wouldn’t back down. As soon as this was over, she’d be gone.

Before she awakened to the reality of her vulnerable position, hogtied and suspended on that rocky ledge, her two captors vanished, leaving her utterly alone. Or so she thought. 

For a time her mind played tricks on her. She imagined that there was someone there behind her, in that blind spot where she couldn’t see. She could only barely turn her head and the bridle messed with her peripheral vision. She had just her intuition to guide her, but with so much discomfort overtaking her senses, it was difficult to read her thoughts, much less her sixth sense. She could only assume that Hector wouldn’t actually leave her there alone…that would be reckless, dangerous… no…never…he wouldn’t dare. 

Then again, he dared to do a lot of things that other men could never imagine, let alone do. 

Trying to let her panic settle, Randi waited, listening, taking deep breaths, and repeating to herself, I’ll be all right. I’ll be all right. He’s just punishing me. Men like Hector punish belligerent slaves like me. That is what they love.  

The sound of the gulls squawking overhead and the small waves at the shoreline could be a comfort. But there were other sounds that were no comfort at all. The revelry in the house above, the music and laughter, the sounds of sex and torture became a torment that was difficult to bear. She hated that she wasn’t in the midst of Hector’s party, laughing with the horny crowd and wiggling her body against some lecherous man’s cock, even sucking some huge erection until it spewed all over her face. She wanted to be there in the midst of the party, just as she’d been since Hector’s villa had become her home.

The thought of Mike Rushton had intruded on that beautiful bliss. Maybe Hector was right, maybe seeing Mike was a bad idea. But this was a hard one to swallow and to think of it only fueled her gnawing anger. 

Though she tried letting go of the ache in her bound body, though she tried to rest, that would prove impossible. 

The revelers came in a group of maybe twenty, gaily running down beach steps, when they spotted her hanging between the posts. Maybe a half hour had passed, maybe more, in her solitary confinement, when she was surrounded by giggling subbies and the brutal faces of the masters Hector invited for the night. The slaves and subbies sat on the ground, while their masters, at least six of them, began to play with the delinquent slave. A lot of nipple torture followed and the pinching fingers soon became unbearable. Randi screamed when she couldn’t stand it anymore. Such a waste of effort, though; her screams were lifted by the wind and died away.

One man beat her ass, another assaulted her pussy with a knife, scowling as he did, taunting her in a manner so terrifying that she finally begged him to stop. 

“Oh, but I could cut this and you’d deserve it,” he answered her plea, exhibiting the same kind of mocking anger that Hector earlier displayed.

“Please no,” she cried.

“Ah! You want my mercy.” He laughed. “I’m not a merciful man, but your master said no blood, so, no blood. Too bad. It would have been so nice to have made a permanent mark on this pretty body.” He slapped her ass hard, which only made her bound body rock inside the difficult suspension. The ropes strained against her skin, cutting into her flesh. Her muscles grew taut. 

“Oh, please,” she strained, crying. 

“Please what?” he mocked. “You’re being punished, slave. The whipping is glorious to you pain-sluts, but this kind of torture reserved for rebellious slaves. Trust me, yours will be a long night.” 

There were more taunting masters to abuse her. Not one of them showed her any kindness, although there were a few sympathetic smiles from other slaves, when their masters were done with her and they continued their journey to the beach, leading their slaves on leashes to the warm waters below.

Randi was suspended like a swinging hammock for nearly an hour like, when the two thugs who brought her there, suddenly reappeared and took her down. 

She was not released, however, but repositioned between the posts, this time standing with her arms chained to her sides. There was enough slack in the chains to allow her to kneel, and it wasn’t long before her legs gave out and she slumped to the sand where her knees dug painfully into the pebbly ground. The torture continued in new ways by more of the debauched partygoers. Her mouth was used for sex, and she was treated like a worthless beast, spat on, peed on, and her breasts ejaculated on until her body stunk. 

Later in the night, the chains attached to her arms were lowered even further, so she could slump against the ground and rest. Her limbs had grown weary and were nearly numb by then. She prayed for mercy – if only she could just pass out till morning. In time, the revelry of Hector’s party died down and the masters stopped coming. The floodlights above the ridge went out, leaving only the tiny lights on the beach steps to see by. There were stars that night. No moon. Just those tiny incandescent lights and a gloomy seascape all around her. The only bright spot in the ordeal came shortly after the lights were extinguished. From out of the shadows, she saw the figure of her behemoth captor moving onto the ledge. He carried a beach chair that he shoved into the sand some distance from her. After checking to see if she was still okay and the bondage secure, he seated himself, stretched out his legs, folded his hands over his big belly and looked as though he would fall asleep. Her night watchman. 

***

Under the dark canopy of the starry night, they sat together on his private veranda, as they had before. Both deeply thoughtful, the conversation was sparse, up to a point.

“I don’t think she’ll leave,” Mike finally said, after a long silence. “She’s just feeling a lot of emotion she’s denied herself since she got here.” He fingered his bottle of beer then took a swig.

“You know she loves you,” Hector rejoined.  

Mike winced immediately and he shook his head. “No, you’re wrong there. At least, I don’t think so. I imagine by now she hates me for bringing her to you.”

“Oh, but you’re wrong there, my man. You may never get together, but there’s a great deal of desire sparking between you two. You’re as guilty of that as she is.”

“Maybe. But I think that’s a product of her past. I can’t satisfy her, Hector. Not the girl you tortured tonight. That kind of cruelty is not in me.”

“You’re so sure of that?” He looked skeptical.

“I am sure. If I have a woman in my life, it’s going to be because I love her. Not because I can abuse her.”

“Oh, I have seen you…” Hector nodded, knowingly. 

“Yeah, well, that was a while ago.”

“And it could be you again.”

“No. It’s not going to happen. Trust me.”

“Ah, but it could. It could, my friend. You could be just what your Miss Savoy needs in a man. Don’t fight it.”

“Fight it? Who’s fighting it? We seem further apart than we ever have been.”

“You give her no hope, that’s why.”

“Why should I give her hope? It’s not right, at least not now while she’s so mixed up, so crazed and discontent. Serena was enough of a slave to me to get that out of my system. And right now, Randi Savoy and I just keep missing, crossing signals, I don’t know what it is we have, but it’s not enough to take seriously.”

***

About sunrise, the clouds began to melt away and a brilliant golden dawn lit Randi’s ledge. She awakened, wondering when she fell asleep. For a long time, she lay conscious, trying to reason with herself, though the effort was useless. Her mind simply refused to function; she was much too tired. On waking fully, she turned to see that the behemoth was gone, so was his chair. But like some apparition from out of the mist, she thought she saw the familiar figure of Mike Rushton approaching her from the beach steps. 

“Mike!” she called weakly, stirred by hope.

Yes, it was him! He moved close enough to touch her, squatting down and taking her chin in his hand. His warm thumb ran gently along the line of her jaw. 

“You know you stink pretty badly,” he said.

“Oh, Mike, you did come! Please, can you take me away from here?”

He looked into her eyes, then shook his head. “I’m sorry. I can’t do that, Randi. I have a flight to Phoenix in about an hour.”

“I thought you’d already left?”

“Your mistake, I was just testing the plane yesterday when you saw me at the airstrip.”

“So, you did come to see me.”

“To check up on you, yes.”

“And you can see that I’m miserable.”

“Are you?”

“Yes, I am. Can’t you see that?”

He shook his head. “No. I can’t see that. I see a woman who, at the moment, is being punished for being a belligerent ingrate. But more than that, I see a woman who is having her dreams fulfilled in a way I could never do. You can’t lie, Randi. The pictures in the video clips don’t lie.”

“Video clips?”

“Yeah, Hector has recorded a few of your better moments in your stay here.”

“Oh, God no! He didn’t do that!” 

“Why should that be such a problem? You’ve done it before.”

“You… you…” she seethed angrily. 

“Stop it!” He put his finger to her mouth. “You’re still fighting yourself, Randi.”

“No, I’m not!”

“I think you’ll feel differently when you’re back in the house, and face your master.”

“I hate my master. I HATE Hector.”

“I don’t believe that.” He stood up. 

“Mike please. You can’t leave me here.”

“If it’s so bad then, leave. You’re free to go.”

“Oh! You don’t care!”

“Don’t be dramatic, Randi. Don’t you see it’s time you got beyond all this silly confusion?”

She pouted miserably.

He shook his head, baffled. “I think you better stay here. You’re safe with Hector and you know that. Hate him all you want. But use him; after all, he’s using you for what he wants. You let him give you the things you crave. And when you’re really sure you’ve had enough, then you should think about leaving.” 

He started to move off. “Mike…” she cried out, jerking the miserable clanging chains in anger.

He turned back. “Shush. I told you, I can’t stay. I’ve got to go. I just wanted to satisfy myself that you’re all right. Now that I have, I can leave.”

“Oh, how can you say that I’m all right!” she cried.

“It’s not what you say, but what I know to be true about you, Randi Savoy.”

He waved as he turned away again. This time he didn’t look back, despite the clatter of chains and her angry bellowing. 

“I hate you, Mike Rushton!” she shouted, believing that with all her heart. But her cries, like every other impassioned cry the night before, fell victim to the wind and the sound of the gulls and the inconstant waves on the gulf lapping against the sandy shore.

Not long after Mike disappeared, the behemoth thug returned to the ledge and released Randi from the chains. She fell into his arms and allowed him to lift her over his shoulder and carry her to the house, just as he had carried her down the cliff.

Once inside the villa, the aromas of fresh-brewed coffee and bacon greeted her immediately. Sounds coming from the breakfast room soon followed. It was always a lively meal after a party like the one the previous night. The revelers awoke refreshed for the most part. Although some, usually those that had a lot to drink, pulled themselves out of bed and groggily joined the others. They drank champagne mimosas until they revived and were soon as jocular as the others. 

Carried over the behemoth’s shoulder, Randi passed right by the breakfast room, with its luxuriant sounds of laughter and delicious food. She’d have given anything for a piece of toast, a muffin, a scrambled egg, anything to offset the gnawing hunger in her belly. Moving down the corridor and to her assigned room in the guest wing, the man finally halted and tossed her to the bed. 

“You sleep here,” the big oaf said. “I’ll have someone bring you a tray.”

***

Randi stayed just long enough for that breakfast tray to arrive. Playing possum in bed, she waited, finally hearing the door open briefly and the soft sound of a metal tray sliding along the surface of her nightstand. She opened her eyes just as the housekeeper retreated from her room. 

She shot up immediately, taking care of first things first. 

After gobbling down her breakfast and swilling the mug of steaming coffee, Randi practically flew to the shower room and washed off the dreadful remnants of her pervious night. She hadn’t realized quite how much she stunk until the smell rose up in the cloud of steam. She scrubbed her body until her skin felt as raw as the tender wounds on her behind.

Dressing in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, Randi went quickly through the room, stuffing her few personal belongings into her backpack. She wrapped an extra muffin from her breakfast tray inside a napkin and popped it in on top of her clothes. She added an unpeeled orange, thinking she might need the food before the day was over. 

Quietly moving into the corridor, Randi could hear the sounds of Hector’s guests in the distance – the same light-hearted laughter, the same subtle sense of sexual arousal, picking up where it left off the night before. Having no desire to join that party, or explain herself, she took off toward the other end of the corridor, where the unlocked doorway opened into a portico. Off that was the driveway. She didn’t imagine she’d be noticed leaving, but just in case, she kept to the side of the driveway, tucked into the bushes for the nearly half a mile, until she finally reached the road. Hector had told her there was a bus coming through that area – highly unlikely, she thought. Regardless, she was on her way to freedom in little more than twenty minutes. Stepping out on the two lane highway, she headed north, in the direction of the nearest town. Randi knew it might be quite a hike back to civilization, but that was exactly what she wanted most. Civilization. Cars. Truckers. Fast food. A four lane highway. Cheap bars and cold beer. The smell of hot asphalt. Ah, yes!

She imagined the buzz of the city in her brain. Yes, this was what she wanted. Headed north, she’d eventually find what she was looking for. It might have to be a job, if she planned to get very far. No money… maybe ten dollars in her purse. She’d been through that before. And a job would do just fine now, anything that paid her cash. Anything but Hector’s Pandora’s box of evil, pain and slavery. Anything to ease the terrific sexual ache she carried with her, that somewhere along the way she’d lose, she would have to lose it if this new scheme was ever going to work. 

About noon, Randi was hot, tired and barely able to move along the hot Florida roadway. She’d do anything for a Coke or a slushy. Maybe in a mile or so, when she reached the next gas station, she’d break down and buy something cool to drink.

Not more than sixty seconds after she made that promise to herself, she got something altogether different and even better than a slushy, when a big-rig trucker suddenly slowed to a crawl and pulled over. She stopped, looked up and cocked her head, blocking the glaring sun with her hand. 

“You want a ride?” a respectable man in a plaid, short-sleeved shirt leaned over and asked her.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“North as far as Boston,” he said with a sunny grin. 

She smiled. “Yeah, sure,” she answered. “That will do just fine.”


Chapter Eleven

He’d been watching the video tapes.  The ones with Frankie Alito and the handful that Hector recorded of her and handed to him before he left that morning. His mind was quick enough to have them memorized, not the dialogue, not even the action, but the look in Randi’s eyes and the inflections in her voice, the quivering, trembling nuances that spoke so forcefully. 

His hand had been in his pants half the time and he’d smoked nearly a pack of cigarettes while he moved from scene to scene. He did that watching porn, jacked off and smoked. The two addictions seemed to go together, if you could call them addictions. He only fell into that muddled hole of perversion about once a year now, if that. Now the harsh feel of the smoke in his throat, and the stroke of his hand against the bare flesh of his erection combined to put him into that down and dirty place where only one solution worked. 

Get off. He had to get off. At least his little slut next door neighbor could get him off in seconds, he thought – though not without a twinge of guilt. No, he wouldn’t belabor the activity of watching Randi Savoy in every possible sexual position. But she sure made first rate porn. 

Mike wondered if Hector would sell the DVDs to a collector – there was too much sex, too much pain and bondage to be legal. How many more men would see her groveling, beaten, the sweet pout on her pretty lips, the steamy bedroom eyes of a porn queen in the making? How many more men would get off to that sad and slutty anguish, the come hither expression of wanton lust she poured into every moment. She was more than good T&A; that nicely rounded ass, the well-packaged breasts. The hips, the cunt, her shapely legs, and the way she wiggled her fanny before a camera – that would always spell danger. Men would want her just for that special quality she had in spades: a look of innocence mixed with utter depravity. He wanted to use her like the other men did, the way Hector used her. The way Hector hurt her and made no apologies for his beastly behavior. 

Often enough in his past, it had been him wielding a whip and turning a shameless female into a puddle of tears and pleas for mercy. 

But then, this was his next door neighbor, the girl in pigtails caught in a tree for him to rescue, the Randi Savoy of the neighborhood, the once bright, cheery girl who’d let her life go to waste. Was it fair? Was it even fair that she would taunt him this way? And was it right for him to respond with such lurid fascination?

He couldn’t help looking, flipping through scenes, smoking cigarettes until he was sick and jacking his dick with the frenzied craving of a man possessed. Dammit! Why did he ever start this in the first place? Why did he ever put the damn disc into his machine? 

Fuck it! Fuck it all. Fuck Hector, and that bastard Frankie, and Randi… yes, fuck Randi Savoy! Fuck em all for bringing that nightmare back to him.

***

The nice Mr. Demming took her all the way to Trina’s doorstep. And he hardly preached at all.

When they were a good hundred miles down the road, she asked him why he bothered to stop. 

“I don’t like to see nice girls like you get hurt,” he said, simple as that. 

Of course, she worried that any minute he’d flip on her and turn into a serial rapist. 

But he never did. Never laid a hand on her. Never gave her a sleazy look. Never asked her to explain herself. He talked about music and politics. His kids in Boston and his beach house in Virginia. He paid for her food – the little that she ate; she was far too embarrassed to wolf down as much as she would have liked to have eaten. Two days: a whole lot of miles and conversation and just plain quiet, when she stared out the window and he listened to 60’s oldies on cassette tape. When they slept, he let her have the cabin, while he slept in the cab. A real gentleman. 

Genuine article that one. Genuinely nice and honest, a little boring, but the perfect guy in a pinch for a runaway like Randi Savoy.  

The nice Mr. Demming took her all the way to Trina’s doorstep and let her off with a cheery wave. 

“You’re sure this is where you’re going?” He looked a little suspicious of the rundown apartment house. 

“Yep, this is it,” she said. “My sister’s got three kids. I’m here to help.”

“Okay then, you be good,” he said. Mr. Demming seemed to like the idea that she was helping someone out. Although, Randi figured he probably knew that story was a lie. At least she had two harm free days, traveling high above the rocky road of her life. At least she had that before she’d be dumped back into the thick of things again. 

***

“Randi, honey, where the hell have you been!” Trina only opened the door a crack. She barely spoke above a whisper.

“You don’t want to know. I just need to crash here.”

Trina shook her head, doubtfully. “No, girl, not here,” she glanced behind her briefly, then looked back and shook her head again, “You crash at that house o’ yours, you hear?”

“I can’t, Trina. I mean it. I can’t.” She was desperate. She’d claw her way in if she had to. 

“Oh, yes you can, hon.”

“No, Trin… you owe me this one. I practically died cause of those men…”

Randi wouldn’t take no for an answer and pushed her way inside, while the reluctant Trina had little choice but to step back. Randi slipped inside before the door slammed closed behind her. 

Once inside, she stared into the murky light, picking up the pungent aroma of weed and cigarettes, and the sour smell of liquor. Air close and tepid, hardly a light turned on, something strange was going on here. She stopped, thinking that maybe she better turn back after all. Her skin had that prickly sensitive feeling and there was that aroma – something she remembered, something not right that made her oddly dizzy. While following Trina’s sashaying ass down the dark hallway, her eyes began to adjust and then she knew. She stepped into Trina’s living room and she knew. 

“Well, well, well.” 

She’d recognize that voice anywhere. Her stomach instantly clenched as it had before when she’d been accosted by the man. But just like before, her pussy turned warm and wet in seconds. “Look what we have here, Len. If it ain’t that pretty slut girl, Honey. Come on over here, Honey, and greet me, will you?”

Joey … Frankie Alito, whoever the hell he was, held out his hand and motioned her into the cocoon of his arm. She couldn’t move. He kept it up, kept drawing her his way, insistent, not taking no for an answer, as he waved her toward him.

“C’mon, girl. This is Joey, huh? You remember me.”

She turned to Trina with scared eyes. 

“Hey, girl,” she didn’t sound like the Trina she knew, “you not gonna let Joey leave without a kiss.” All bright and bubbly.

Randi’s mouth dropped open – what kind of dope was this girl smoking!

“Honey, you come right here to Joey.”

She turned back, baffled, lured, frightened, aroused, yes aroused…

Oh, this couldn’t be happening again!

She moved a little closer without thinking; like this was what she was supposed to do, as if she couldn’t stop herself. 

By then, she was close enough. Joey reached a little further and grabbed her. With his hand closing around her wrist, he drew her to him, until she smelled the cheap cologne and the aroma of his liquored, smoky breath. She fell with her ass landing on his lap, his arm tight around her middle, and looked into his hooded eyes.

Just like old times. Joey slapped her face. 

“You didn’t tell them anything, did you? Huh? Come on, tell me, tell Joey what you told them.”

***

“So, we figured wrong,” Hector nonchalantly quipped.

Damn him. Nothing fazed the man, Mike thought. No woman would ever matter to that bastard. 

He stood in his Phoenix hotel room, his back to the windows, facing the bed where he was packing for his next flight. He listened as Hector rattled on about how Randi disappeared after breakfast.

“And what day was that?”

“Hum… let me think. Yesterday? No wait… probably Sunday morning, just after you flew out.”

“What? You didn’t call? You’re calling now. What have you been doing for three days, Hector?”

“Sorry, my friend, I told her she could leave. She knew that. In fact, she warned us that she wanted to leave. I suppose we shouldn’t be surprised.”

“No, Hector. Sorry’s not enough this time. You have no idea where she’s gone?”

“These girls, Mike, they come and go,” he came back glibly. Mike imagined his passive shrug. “Come in here, tossed up in the wind, unsure where to land. I do my best. But my heart won’t ache for her anymore than it would for the rest of them. You’d be wise to follow my lead.”

In the days of slamming down phones, this would have been a good time for that. Instead, the cell phone quietly clicked off. 

Mike looked at his watch. He had a half hour to get to the airport. He’d be in the San Juans by sunset, in Bermuda the next night. Then he’d be flying to central Florida before returning to home base. Meanwhile, Randi Savory would be God knows where.

***

So, so tight around her throat, she could hardly breathe with the thick leather collar. And her hands, tucked behind her back and bound with rope, just as they’d been for three days. She lay on a hard cot in a narrow broom closet. She’d peed in the can provided, then was let out twice a day to walk the hall and exercise her legs. She used the bathroom then and later ate from a dog dish on the floor, while one of several men stood over her. Some just watched her lap food like an animal. Others taunted her abusively. Her pussy burned with unmet need. And her dreadful ache returned. 

“Come on, crawl, girl,” the man coaxed her, while she knelt in the doorway, unsteady and unsure. 

They’d stripped her of her shorts soon after she arrived, but, miraculously, she still wore the pink t-shirt she had worn on her flight from Hector’s villa. By now, the soft pastel color was a dingy grey and the neck was torn so it fell off one shoulder. The braided hair she’d once so prized – that even Hector liked – was now matted and clinging to her face. 

“Bret Deacon wants to see you,” the man informed her.

Bret Deacon, like she should know him. 

She crawled listlessly, too slow for the man above her, who tugged the leash, pulling her every step of the way, even when she choked. 

“This the girl?”

She heard a new voice, crisp and cold. Looking up, Randi observed the smooth-looking fellow in the polished designer suit: a manicured, exacting man with a strong Aryan bearing, blond hair, an aristocratic, sculptured face.

To her surprise, he squatted down and taking her hair in his fist, he forced her eyes on him. His cold grey eyes chilled her. Strangely, a fluttering warmth rose in her belly as he appraised her. She wanted him to approve of her, although she couldn’t say why. Survival maybe. Maybe if she pleased the man. She had little doubt that he was the man in charge, the one she must impress.

Without saying a word, the blond man pushed back up, and dragging her with him by her hair, he tossed her to a couch. From there, Randi gazed around; this was the first real look at her new surroundings. Sometime in the middle of the night three days ago, she’d been shoved into a body bag and was removed from Trina’s grubby, foul-smelling apartment. Now her surroundings were clean, the air fresh, the room sleek and modern, decorated as she imagined a fancy, high-rise penthouse in a big city would be decorated. 

“That more comfortable than the cot?” the blond man asked her.

“Yes, sir,” she answered right back. 

“Yes, sir,” he smirked. “I like that.”

She didn’t reply, though her eyes remained fixed on the man, alert, afraid, bewildered. 

“You’re going to tell us what you told the police, Miss Savoy,” he said. He then sat back in an easy chair as though they were in for a long conversation. 

“I’ve already done that,” Randi said.

“Yes, I realize that’s what you said, Miss Savoy. But I contend that you have left out some important details. You need to think back, be perfectly clear. And in case you need some assistance, my friends here will see if they can extract those missing pieces.”

He abruptly stood up, turned away from her and nodded toward two men who stood like guards near the doorway. 

“I want her broken; I want the truth. Be sure you film the scenes of the breaking. Make them good ones. I got creeps that’ll pay thousands for stuff like this. They’ll want what they can’t find anywhere else. You go that?”

“Yes, sir,” the one man answered for them both.

“In the white room first then take her into the dungeon. You know what I want there.”

The other man she knew as Nino answered, “Yes, sir.” Then he moved toward Randi. 

“Frankie called her Honey, let’s do that, gentlemen. That’s a good name for a painslut.” He seemed to take pleasure in being so cold. 

But then preoccupied with something else, Bret Deacon didn’t look back as he left the room.

Randi was hustled into the white room, which had the surreal look of a spaceship medical facility. White, bleached walls and chrome fixtures –  chillingly cold. All it needed was a crazed despot at the helm of some ingenious science project for which she would be the guinea pig. 

In the center of the room was a sculpted platform with a chrome base and a white leather cushion across the flat surface, about waist high. Her bonds released, the collar removed, Randi was laid on top, facing the boundless ceiling above her. Two men worked with expert ease, fixing shiny cuffs on her wrists and ankles. The cuffs were then attached to wires embedded into the walls and pulled tight, restraining any movement.

A dirty pink t-shirt. A naked crotch. A hungry, bewildered expression. 

Randi looked aghast. 

“I was told that she stays wet no matter what you do to her. Let’s see if that’s true.”

Iago – his name like that of a Shakespearean character Randi remembered from high school – came on her with latex gloves covering his hands and a pair of metal pinchers snapping like a crocodile’s mouth. They fixed on her nipples with razor-like teeth biting into the flesh. 

She shrieked, but the men just laughed. 

The two small metal hooks dropped from the ceiling and attached to the pinchers’ long chains.

Randi shrieked again when the chains were pulled up tight and her breasts were luridly, painfully stretched toward the ceiling.

“So, you want to tell me what you told the police?” Nino asked. Standing over her, he held her chin, making her look in his direction with her wide, scared eyes. 

“Nothing,” she spit out. “I couldn’t tell them anything.” Her head shook, her eyes dampened, pleading for mercy.

A sudden electric shock sizzled through her body and she jerked in response. Then a hand moved in between her thighs, fingers toying with her pussy. Another electric shock struck right at her asshole. She seemed to jump a mile this time.

“Answer’s no good,” Nino said, shaking his head. “Try again. Go over it again, slut. We have all day, all night. I’m here for you, ready to hear everything you have to tell me. So you just start talking, pretty girl.”

“I don’t know what to say!” she cried. 

“Sure you do. From the top. Tell me from the top.” He gave her body another sharp electric shock. “They took you into custody and what happened?”

This was more than she could do; thinking back to months before, the scenes with Joey and that horrible night. How could she remember it now?

“I don’t know – they took me away…” she started. 

“Right. And what happened then?”

“I-I,” she winced with pain as the ache in her nipples became more intense, “I was in the police station in a big grey room.”

“Yeah, good, that’s right. Think back.” He hovered over her face, goading her on while Iago set off the sparks. In her cunt, in her ass…reverberating through her tattered nerves. 

“Oh, please no more!” she squealed.

“Sorry, Honey, it just doesn’t work that way with me,” Nino said. “But you tell Nino what he wants to know, I’ll make Iago be nice. How’s that?”

Her face twisted into a pained grimace. She knew the message behind his words. The fire in her taut, tugged nipples burned all through her body. But this was not enough for them; they wanted more.

Iago pulled out her plump labial lip and poked it through with a needle. 

The sudden pain rifled through her body. 

“Yeeeeeeeeeahhhh!!!!!!” And again… and again. The sound of her screams blanketed the air, filling all the known space and reaching on beyond the white, stark room. 

And again, the second labia. The piercing repeated there, the needle thread through her flesh, through a half inch of molten lava female flesh. Aroused flesh. Masochistic flesh.  

Her pussy flooded – the effect of pain, as though every nerve had suddenly been set afire. 

“Oh, please God stop!” she wailed. 

More wires, more chain, more strain was heaped on her suffering body, as her pierced lips were stretched far above her and fixed to the ceiling over head. Pain, unrelenting pain followed. And sexual torment, unending torment that she could not squelch.

Between her freshly pierced sexual lips a hand played in the valley of her love hole, teasing her swollen clit, “This will be the next to suffer…” inserting a finger in the hole, reaching her “G” spot and dabbling with it sadistically. Her juices flowed out over his hand while her belly clenched up in a throbbing sexual spasm. 

“You could come like this. We know that. You like the pain, but you don’t want to make it worse. You tell us what we want to know and you won’t suffer. What did you tell them, slut? What did you tell the police?”

“I don’t know!” she cried. “Believe me, I didn’t know a thing. I called him Joey, he’s the only one I know. He liked teasing me.”

“Like I’m teasing you now?” Nino asked. 

“Yes, but this is worse.”

Numbing, gnawing, aching pain. She’d give anything now for Joey’s hands slapping her face or his cane cutting against her bottom cheeks.

A shock of electricity forced her body inches off the bed, then it seemed to settle. Randi’s mind delirious. 

“Oh, dear God, please make it stop!”

Iago’s hand resumed its play. He opened the pierced lips wide and went down between them with his tongue, licking her clitoris with a skill that sent her pain-riddled body into fits of pleasure. She seized up tight, belly clenched, while her flowing juices covered his mouth. His tongue worked quickly, bringing the crescendoing arousal to an imminent climax. He brought her close, she was almost there…then he stopped. 

Abruptly stopped. 

Randi twisted side to side, unable to stop, knowing that every movement would only hurt her more. 

“Please, let me go.”

“No, Honey, not until you talk to me,” Nino said very quietly. He stroked her face, then every now and again he would wiggle a tit and the pain there would redouble, the ache return. “Tell me more.”

“I told them Trina set it up,” she managed to spit out. 

“And you told them where she lived?”

“No, no. I didn’t tell them where she lived. I said I hardly knew her. I swear. I swear I did that,” she cried out through a painful sob. “Please, you have to believe me… I said they split, everyone split when we heard the sirens. They got some warning so they left. Please, you have to believe me, that’s all I told them. That’s all I knew. I swear.” And then crying out through her sobs, “Oh, please, make it stop!”

A roused Iago began to slap her ass cheeks. Right at the surface of the platform where they touched the leather, he lifted one plump cheek and then another to redden the flesh with his sharp hitting palm. Each forced act strained her pierced skin and the nipple clamps. Pain in her stretched-taut labia mounted far beyond measure. 

She screamed uncontrollably, jerking wildly and unable to stop herself. Every movement torture. Every movement amplified the terror and her pain, expanding the burning excitement in her belly. 

Excitement everywhere around her. In Nino’s eyes and Iago’s eyes. And lust. Sadistic lust. More lust than anyone could remember, like it was bouncing off the cruel white walls. 

The trio became like inseparable lovers, joined in sexual battle, all one inside her pain.

Randi could feel her come start slowly as the pain increased with every new torture, and the old ones renewed every time she jerked and the chains tugged at her flesh. Coming slowly, driving her mad to start, soon the sensations rose up much faster until she was at the crest. When she hardly believed she could survive more, Iago was back at her center increasing the pleasure and she cried out again. This time, the cry was for the thundering climax that overtook her every sense, that made her body shake, the bottom drop out of her misery and the explicit sensation of pleasure soar through her pain-riddled body. 

Everything in her universe exploded. 

Randi lost consciousness for a time, and when she came to some minutes later, the clamps and piercings were gone, the pain vanished. 

At first she was aware of her body moving, a sucking downward slide – a freaky sensation until she became aware of what was actually taking place. The platform bed was lowered into the floor until she was reduced to the height for fucking and the two men turned her over. 

Iago was at her crotch and Nino at her mouth with their cocks erect and filling her cunt and mouth. They put on quite a show as cameras hidden in the ceiling recorded this latest in a series of collector’s films. Randi wouldn’t know about the filming, but she would wonder if as the sex went on if this long night of torture would ever end.

***

Bret Deacon sat on the edge of her cot, stroking her face calmly. The last she remembered was her languid body lifted off the platform bed and removed from the white room. While everything outside that stark space paled by comparison, the broom closet where she was bound to the bed felt like a moldy unclean basement. 

Randi opened her eyes when she felt a hand on her face, and half expected to see Joey – Frankie Alito – sitting with her. 

“I am so not done with you, Honey…Miss Savoy,” the handsome blond man said. “You are the queen here, the perfect queen of my porn world. That face, like the girl next door, pretty, simple, the sweetheart, all American face of innocence. You know that? Even when you scream, even when you beg for mercy. Even when you come. Doesn’t matter, that is you. Maybe someday, you’ll like being used the way I use you…

“You have another scene to record here, Miss Savoy.” He smiled thinly. There was something perverse and unnerving about that smile. “Then you’re going away with me.”

“Going away, where?” she asked. Like this was all a dream and he was suddenly her knight in shining armor there to rescue her.

“A place where you can never be found. How would that be? Safe. Tucked away. You can work your sexual magic in peace. Would you like that?”

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said. Her quiet voice was little more than a whimper.

“That’s all right,” he said, as he gently stroked her face. “You’ll know in time. Hum?”

He pulled his hand away and stood, then left the room without another word. 

After a time, she’d believe the incident was just a dream. She’d even see Mike Rushton’s face in place of Bret Deacon’s. The scene would alter a dozen times inside her mind, which would only make her believe that it never really happened. 


Chapter Twelve

Mike banged on the apartment door. It may have been late in the evening, but he didn’t care – not even when the neighbor’s doors opened and their scowling, sleepy faces peered out. He banged again, feeling absolutely sure that someone was inside. 

At last he heard a click and after a long pause, the door opened just a crack. 

The black girl, Randi’s friend, looked out, eyes a little bloodshot. She’d been sleeping. 

“What you want?”

“I’m looking for Randi. Randi Savoy.”

“Sorry, she ain’t here.” She started to turn away. 

“Then where is she?” Mike put his hand on the door, using enough force to prevent her from closing it.

Trina jumped back startled, at the same time she came back into her flesh, feeling her sass return. She began to grin in that disarmingly seductive way she had when she came on to men. And this guy was a hot one, even when he was pissed. “Hey, hon, how the hell duyah expect me ta know, when the girl split on me?”

“But she came here, a few days ago. Right?”

“Yeah, so, she came here. I told her she couldn’t stay. I did.”

“So, where is she now?”

“I told you, handsome,” she reached out and stroked his chin, “I don’t know.”

Mike wasn’t phased. “Why don’t you let me come inside?”

Trina shrugged, body swaying a little lewdly. “Sure. You come right on in.”

She opened the door to the darkened room beyond her, then flipped on the light switch in the hall.

Mike moved in, gazing around. “So, she was here?”

“Yeah. Sure enuf, she was here.”

“And you have no idea where she is now?” He turned staring her in the face.

“No idea?” A little question in her voice. “Well…” Trina stood leaning on one hip as she considered the question, feeling just a little guilty now. Mike’s piercing eyes gave her the willies. 

“You know, don’t you?” he asked.

“No, sir. I don’t know,” she answered truthfully but then rushed on, “I told her not to come inside, I did. But…” she stopped. 

“But what?”

She shrugged.

“My friends. My friends were here. And she…she took off with them.”

Mike surveyed the rundown apartment. A mess of fast food wrappers and beer cans cluttered the tables and spilled out on the floor. He moved on, searching the place, the bedroom, the bathroom, the galley kitchen, peeking in closets while Trina waited for him to return. 

“So, what friends were those she left with?” he finally asked her. 

His eyes were strange, Trina decided. Hot one minute, cold the next. She hadn’t said a word, hadn’t confessed a thing. Okay so far, but she could feel her mettle failing, maybe melting, like the bad witch drowning in a bath of water. That stare, that implacable stare. Something pitiless and cruel, like he’d lost something rare. 

She shook her head slowly. “Hey, sugar, I’m sorry. I tried to make her leave, I did. But this is Randi. You know Randi. You her neighbor, huh? From the fancy neighborhood, right? I met you, you know after that night…”

“That’s right. So, where’d she go?”

“Hey, I don’t know. I mean that. They don’t tell me nuthin but she went with Joey and Len.”

“You mean Joey from the movie?”

“That’s him. But I swear, I have no idea where they took her. They don’t tell me things like that. They jus make me do things, you know, I’m like their girl Friday… make em happy. That’s all I do.”

His hard stare picked up on Trina’s fear. Sure, she was a fearless kind of street-smart girl, but she was frightened now. 

“Randi’s with them, somewhere. But I don’t know where. Please, Mister Rushton, you don’t go blabbing that I said that. Go find her, but jus don’t mentioned me.”

Mike believed her. Oh, maybe she’d pulled a fast one. Maybe she was that good a liar, but he didn’t think that was the case this time. “No, I won’t go blabbing anything, Trina. But maybe you want to lose those guys. You can do better than that.” He made it meaningful, like he actually cared. 

“Yeah, sure,” she said. Although by then, much of the fear was gone from her expression. She was same old Trina.

***

“Hector, I don’t ask you many favors. But I’m asking you this last one. Find her.”

“What? Find Randi?”

“She’s with Frankie Alito. I got that much from her friend, Trina. You have the contacts. You know the playground these guys play in. Go after her. Dammit, Hector, send someone after her. I know you can do that?”

“And what do I do with her if I find her?”

“I don’t know. I really don’t know. But I know she’s in danger now. I can feel it in my gut.”

Mike heard nothing on the other end of the phone for nearly a minute. But he waited. “You still there?” he finally asked. 

“Oh, I’m still here, Mike. Don’t worry about that.”

***

Nino was just a thug. Iago was something different, almost passable as a man. Randi had so much imput in three days, too much imput to be rational, and the tiny broom closet where she survived for hours in the dark could make anyone a little insane. But if she knew anything, she knew that Iago was different than the rest of the men. She learned that when he came to the closet and hauled her out. 

Randi guessed it was the fifth day of her captivity. At least a day had passed since the episode in the white room. Iago held her to him as they made their way to the room where she’d first met Bret Deacon. He was there now, motioning to Iago, indicating he move on with her to some place else. Then Bret tossed the man a blindfold. 

The black cloth dropped over her eyes. Maybe this was better, maybe if she couldn’t see. There were the familiar ropes to bind her hands behind her. And she was naked now. Somewhere toward the end of the white room scene, the last of her clothes had been discarded. That dirty pink t-shirt gone. Bound, naked, blindfolded, she felt like a body, not a women. 

Senses heightened, her sexual engines engaged. The roar in her belly was just like it was at Hector’s. Maybe she was more fearful now as she faced something frightening, something unseen and unknown. Yes, maybe she was safe with Hector, but she was certainly not safe with these men. 

Randi moved with Iago into an elevator that took them down a dozen stories, maybe more. His one hand firmly grasped her arm as they exited the elevator. Deep in the bowels of the building, where it seemed dark and the sounds of grinding machines made it hard to hear their footsteps, they finally stopped and Iago pulled the blindfold from Randi’s eyes. 

This was no white room, no fancy modern penthouse. 

She felt a nasty coldness enter her. But for Iago’s warm body next to hers, she might have froze to death in fear. She huddled into him, staring around, seeing what could pass for a dungeon. Or maybe it was the boiler room. There was the sound, a deafening roar, a churning, moving, surging sound. Machines grinding without stopping. And the erratic clanking of pipes.

Walls of concrete closed in around her. Her body quaked as Iago pushed her, not hard but gently, toward a crude wooden rack. 

“It’s going to hurt like hell for a while. But it will pass,” he said.

“What’s going to hurt?” she asked. “What are you doing?” She looked at him, trying to read his thoughts, but couldn’t.

“I’m making you ready for Mr. Deacon,” he said simply.

“Ready for what?”

“He’s going to brand you,” like this was not so uncommon.

She shot up, darting back toward the door, only to be pulled right back by Iago’s strong hand. 

“NO! No, he won’t do that to me!” she shouted. She turned inside his arms. “Please, let me go. Get me out of here! God, please no, he can’t do this!”

Iago stroked her face and ran his hand through her hair. None of that sleazy nonsense of Joey’s in the gesture. This was truly, genuinely, kind. 

“It’s not that bad. You can trust that. It hurts, but mostly that’s just fear. Then you’ll be his and that won’t be so bad either.”

“What do you mean I’ll be his?”

Another voice rang out from the oppressive gloom. “He means, you’ll be owned by me, Miss Savoy.”

Randi spun around inside Iago’s grasp, seeing Bret Deacon standing at the door ready to take charge. 

“Oh, please. There’s been some mistake.” She pulled out of Iago’s arms and slumped at Bret’s feet. “Please. This is not me. This is not my life!”

Bret grabbed her by the hair. “Oh, but it is your life. It’s all you have, Miss Savoy. You have me now, and Iago and Nino when I want them to have you. And anyone else that I let have you. Life doesn’t get any simpler than that. You willed this, don’t you understand that? You opened the door and walked inside. You hardly balked and you didn’t run. So this is what you get.” Something about him seemed insane. “It could be worse.”

“No, you can’t be serious!” she began to weep “Please, tell me this is just another movie, another one of your nasty plays.”

“Oh, it is all that, Miss Savoy. But it’s also real, as real as life gets.” He was quite earnest. “Some say that slaves don’t exist in this century. But you know now that they do. After awhile, you’ll realize just how lucky you are to have me as your master.” He looked up. “Iago, tie her to the rack.”

She felt Iago’s powerful hands lift her even as she struggled, though something in those hands calmed her. She even stopped kicking, her resistance sliding away as she let the man pull her over the crude wooden slats and bind her feet and hands into leather cuffs. A strap about her middle and others on her upper thighs held her firm. 

The branding bench. Tied to a branding bench. 

A forceful Bret Deacon spanked her ass once she was in place. 

“Punishment, Miss Savoy, for that rude outburst,” he explained, evenly, as though a punishment were truly justified.

His hand seemed hard as nails. His spirit charged; his will inflamed. Iago spanked her next with a force just as powerful, but by the time his mean hand struck, Randi had stopped screaming and almost stopped crying. 

She felt the ache in her belly rise again; the need to come was strong. Iago’s hands, those remarkable hands, massaged deep where he might have drawn from her exactly what she most desired. 

Then she saw the molten rod with Deacon’s brand red hot and glowing before her eyes. 

While Iago massaged her steamy love hole, Bret Deacon spoke to her. 

“Can you tell me you don’t want this? Hum? Think about it, Miss Savoy.” He bent down, so his lips were close to her ear. “Think about slavery, the fact of being owned. Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted? Isn’t that what you’ve dreamed of? Don’t answer me, just think. Just think of this burning brand searing my imprint into your flesh. You don’t know me now, but you’ll come to know me. You’ll come to know me and cherish the life I can give to you. All your troubles will be over, Randi Savoy. No more worries. No more fears. Owned. Think about it, Randi…owned, my property, all mine.” 

The hum of his words and the churning of the machines behind her wound a diabolical trance about her brain. Iago’s hands played at her pussy, in the gaping hole and even the one above it where his thumb lodged firmly and turned everything scary into pleasure.  

The branding iron was taken away, while Iago continued to work her, and Deacon’s steadying palm rested on her back. 

“Owned, Randi… owned.” He kept saying it over and over, and soon her body seemed to burn for it. She was about to explode, a climax about to crash along her flesh. 

When she saw the branding iron again, the reality hit her gut like the blade of a knife and sunk into her deep. 

Maybe he was right. Maybe this was all she would ever be, some man’s slave. 

“Tell me you want it, Miss Savoy. Just tell me and it will be done. I can feel your desire rising. Tell me…just give the word.”

Her head pounded hot and her lips were parched as if blistered from the sun. Her mind reeled, but yes, the words were there, right on the tip of her tongue.

“Tell me…just give me the word,” the man repeated.

Her belly heaved as the arousal soared, the coming was practically on her.

“Tell me…it’s just that simple… Brand me, sir…”

Her whole being vibrated from the lust and this savage fantasy.

Her voice breathy but clear enough, she finally sputtered, “Oh, brand me, sir!” 

Later, she would hardly believe she begged for it. But she’d have the brand to prove it. Moments after she gave her word, the fiery metal pressed against her skin. The sizzle. The smell of burning flesh. A pain that made her shriek at first and then was gone when the nerve endings died. 

Iago’s hand kept working her arousal, now at a frenzy, until something in her belly let go. Her body seized up and sex rained down through her in fiery waves. She howled as loudly as the machines in the background howled, and rode Iago’s hand as though it was the last come she’d ever have.


Chapter Thirteen

For the next week, the branded Randi was lost in subspace heaven. Knocked around. Fucked. Beaten, abused. A mindless stupor gathered around her brain. She heard the whirring of cameras, always there, somewhere in the back of her mind. She thought about the fact of her slave life recorded in every lowly nuance, the meals eaten like an animal, the invasion of the camera in the bathroom, the sessions of pain and the wild grinding climax, fucking the steady Iago and the cocky Nino. Nino liked her ass and mouth. Iago wanted her pussy and he used his mouth, his cock and his hands to bring her off. No question there, she always loved him best – though a very strange love it was. Even when he beat her, she justified it in her brain. He had the right to, more than Deacon did, even though it was Bret Deacon’s brand on her flank. Iago beat the guilt from her; they both knew that. 

Her days went by in a thoughtless stupor from which she never really woke up. As if drugged on liquor, she was drugged on sex, an addict of pain, a pleasure junkie. Delirious, happy maybe, but delirious. 

Would this go on forever? she took the time to wonder at least some time every day. She flashed back to her past, so distant now, she could hardly remember anything. The faces were a blur, the events like something from a dream.

Then, all without warning, her new world swiftly disappeared, so fast, so remarkably, that she never had a chance to find out if this new dream would last forever.

Early morning, she could see that from the dim light in Bret Deacon’s bedroom. He’d fucked her all night long as an angry, restless, miserable man. He used her as his whipping girl. After all, she was his slave. He tied her over the end of his bed, locking her in chains to the footboard. Then he tied a rope to the headboard above and threaded it underneath her body and through her crotch. He used the thick, prickly sisal to lift her ass into the air, then he tied the loose end to the rail on the canopy that surrounded the bed, six feet above them. While her arms and legs were tied down, her ass was tied high, so it dangled in the air. So suspended, the position was immediately grueling as the rope cut into the soft flesh of her tender cunt, making it impossible to rest in the position as her toes just barely skimmed the floor.   

Bret beat her ass to add to her torment, revealing a viciously sadist side that bloomed the more he saw her squirm and struggle. The more she twisted, the harder she lurched to get away from the blows – impossible to do – the more the rope cut and her crotch hurt. 

“Please no more!” she wailed at him repeatedly… to no avail. The man was reckless, mindless in his cruelty, perhaps unable to stop himself. Perhaps he didn’t know how much he hurt her. 

A surge of panic rose up in her wounded body just before he finally eased her down and removed the rope from between her legs. He moved in behind her and, after inserting a dildo into her ass, grabbed her ass cheeks and plunged his cock into the valley below, striking deeply into her wet cunt. 

Her angry, pain-filled howls turned into moans of pleasure. She almost came that instant; her body had been trained for this. Iago, Nino had done their work. She was ready for the worst her master could give her. 

Randi took the beatings and the hard, hard fucking, knowing that this would be her life. For reasons that still escaped her, Bret Deacon now owned her as rightfully as he owned his cars and boat and the high-rise apartment and the loyalty of Nino and Iago. In moments of greatest lucidity, she mused that there was likely money exchanged in some deal with Frankie Alito. But the details were fuzzy, perhaps hidden somewhere deep in her psyche, for she had no conscious recollection of any underground transaction that made her into a slave, a real slave. 

Behind the scenes, the cameras recorded the events of her life – she would never know how much because they weren’t for her to see.

Strangely, through all the many moments they shared, Bret Deacon, the cold and cruelly brutal Bret Deacon, never slapped her. Not once did he slap her across the face. Never. No one did that she remembered. Not since Joey. And Joey was no more than a bad memory now. 

Randi was just coming around, surfacing from the hard fuck and still aching from the brutality of Bret’s latest means of torture, when some commotion outside the room sent Bret to the door, while grabbing for his robe. Opening the door to the sounds of yelling voices and clipped commands, he moved into the corridor. Then seconds later, like déjà vu, the arms of the law swooped through the penthouse, through every room, gathering up evidence and people, leaving nothing sacred and the place in ruins – at least the last that Randi saw. 

Iago, Nino, Bret, the household staff and the hangers-on were led away in cuffs, heads bowed, maybe afraid, maybe not, except for Iago, who stared into the bedroom at Randi where she was left to lay. He nodded, smiling complacently, as he was led away with the others and disappeared from sight.


Chapter Fourteen 

How Hector came to be in possession of the tapes was never quite clear to Randi. But he seemed to have a fair number from her days in slavery to Bret Duncan, even the one of the branding, richly detailed and filmed in perfect Technicolor. How they did that in that dank, noise-ridden basement, she’ll never know. 

Hector insisted that she watch the tapes; this was evidence, as graphic as he could make it, of the dark stirrings of her sexual nature. The dreadful brand on her upper thigh was enough of a reminder. She had no desire to see the images of her debasement, so graphic, so very real, clearer than she remembered the sessions actually being. Images of Nino, Bret and Iago abusing her with everything from whips to clamps to electric shock, followed by the brutally efficient gang-rape of her young body became almost unbearable to see.

She sat in Hector’s small private theatre and squirmed to the big screen images that played before her eyes. Hector sat some seats back, watching the way she moved in her seat, noting when she seemed most uncomfortable. Sometimes, it was difficult for him to tell. 

They both understood how aroused the watching made her. One scene with Iago was perhaps the worst because, of course, she’d made Iago into a benevolent devil, not the villain he actually was. On hearing him talk on film when she was not in the room, Randi realized that Iago was quite different when he was not with her. He and Nino had their strategy: Good cop, bad cop, maybe. Iago would be kind to her, while Nino would abuse her miserably. Bret, well Bret was out to purge his demons on her; that was why he bought her from Alito’s boss – the unknown man, no one had yet tracked down. Randi swallowed down the truth in big gulps until she was gasping for breath and hardly able to see another scene of her depraved slavery.

More than once, Hector sent her to her bedroom to relieve herself, which she gladly did. After these masturbations, she felt sleazy, used and guilty, just as she should feel after reviewing scenes of the vacant and listless woman she’d become. The drugs they had given her were potent, leaving her mind blank, while her physical senses were heightened and her libido seethed with an unquenchable thirst for sex.

In this altered state, Randi not only served her master’s desperate sexual needs, but she produced the illegal videotapes sought after by private collectors, worldwide. A neat and tidy operation. All that was required was the sacrifice of a horny woman with few ties to anyone. Bret found that woman in Randi Savoy. With a few drugs to short-circuit her inhibitions, it was certain that she’d give them no trouble and she never did. 

Her small rebellions were easy to crush and looked good on film. 

At least it showed the audience that she had some spirit left. The collectors liked that.

Until she saw the videos in Hector’s private studio, Randi had no real comprehension of what her slave life looked like. 

After the amazing rescue, Randi had agreed to return to Hector’s Florida villa. Mike Rushton wasn’t even there to offer her an alternative. 

“Did he see these videotapes?” she asked Hector, when they completed their first day reviewing the films. They’d left a terrible taste in her mouth and her stomach a little queasy.

“Some of them,” he replied.

She turned her face away and groaned, “Oh, what he must think of me!” It was enough to make her cry, but she was still too numb to feel much of anything. 

“You would be surprised.”

“Why surprised?”

“I’m sure he’d judge you far less harshly than you think.”

“And why do you say that?”

“I’ll leave it to him to tell you that.”

“If I ever see him again.”

“He suggested to me that you should call him. Of course, only when you’re ready.”

“I can’t do that!” She stared back at him, shocked. 

Hector laughed. “What is this game of cat and mouse you two play?” he said, perplexed but obviously amused.

Randi had no idea what he meant. 

At first, she resisted seeing the videotape and put up quite a fuss until Hector promised that he’d punish her until she relented. Knowing that he’d live up to his word, she had consented to the viewing, though throughout the process, she remained suspicious of Hector’s motives. Oddly enough, after the first terrible days something curious happened inside her. Although she was still felt queasy as the images of her shameful behavior played before her eyes, she vowed to see every last one of them… all that Hector had in his possession. Even she didn’t know why this was so important. Not until the very last one had played on the screen before her. 

It dawned on her then that she had to know what she had done in her penthouse captivity; she had to see to what extent she had descended into the pit of her depravity – all with the hope, the silly hope, that she might find some redeeming value in her behavior.

Randi had been surprised to have Hector join her in the theatre, although he didn’t say a word before, during or after the viewings. He was there to watch with her, a few seats away, there to help, maybe? Was that the point? 

But she didn’t need his help.

Days later, when there were no more to view, she asked him the burning question: “You stayed for them all. Why?” 

“I think you needed someone here with you,” was his explanation.

Was that true?

“Do you think I’m as horrible as I look there, as wasted and immoral?”

“I make no judgments, Randi. I’m a perpetrator of such crimes, you know that.”

“Not crimes like these. I know what you do and it is nothing like what plays inside Bret Deacon’s dark heart.”

“Bret Deacon is a felon and a fool. He played a good game on the surface, but he allowed his faults and his rather creepy psychosis to be filmed. You were lucky.”

“I know that and I thank you for saving me… I mean that.” There was more in her mind, but those private thoughts were too difficult to voice. 

“But you want Mike. I know that,” Hector said.

“I just don’t know why he hasn’t come.”

“He hasn’t come because you haven’t asked him to be here.”

“Like he would be here if I did?”

“This is what he told me. The only way you’ll know is if you call him.”

Much to consider. It would take Randi another ten days to gather up her courage and make the phone call she so desperately wanted to make. Even then, she could barely spit out what was on her mind.

Her “I wish you were here,” came out coolly stilted, not at all like she meant it.

“You don’t need me, you need Hector,” Mike replied, much to her surprise.

“I don’t think so, Mike.” So much to say, but he sounded so distant; the phone too impersonal. “Could you fly here sometime? I mean when you don’t have anything else to do? I know you’re busy, I understand that, but I’d really like to see you. I’m ready to get back to the world again, but I want to see you first.”

A long paused was followed by: “I’m not so sure that’s a good idea. But we’ll see, Randi. We’ll see.” And that was it. 

She’d have given anything to know what he was thinking. But that was the extent of the conversation. He’d just arrived at the airport in Atlanta and was gearing up for another flight.

“I did my best, damn you! Damn the both of you!” she blared at Hector when the phone conversation was over. She was left with a bleeding heart. “Why didn’t you just leave me with Bret Deacon?” She was in tears. “At least I knew what my life would be with him. Now it’s just in shambles and I have no where to go.” 

“Maybe you do, Randi. Maybe it’s time to think beyond the present,” Hector suggested. “Get back in school. Start over.”

“How am I going to do that?”

“Good lord, girl, it’s not like South Florida is in the middle of nowhere. We do have colleges. There are jobs. You don’t even have to stay here if you don’t want to, but you can. My house is yours.”

She fixed on him through her wet lashes, a tiny shudder making her whole body shake. 

“Why are you offering me this? Last time I had to be your slave. Why not now?”

“Haven’t you had your fill of that?”

She almost smiled, her wariness replaced by gratitude. “Sometimes, Hector, you are so wise.”


Chapter Fifteen

Randi returned to school when the next term began, taking classes in art and interior design. She figured these choices surfaced from her days in Hector’s villa. She wanted beauty like his around her all the time, order and structure, a world of her own creation. 

What rumbled inside her, she left to stew. Hector would have his parties without her, while she would hide in her room and study. For the first few months, she wasn’t even tempted to view the wild goings-on from the sidelines. She turned her music on, put on her headphones and studied, letting the rest of the world fall away. She almost forgot that there were sex parties going on in the house, even though the activity was all around her: the giggling women, the rash dictatorial men, the wild S&M, the orgies, the naked debauchery. Nothing could top what she’d already been through. What was the point of more?

“I guess I’m jaded,” she laughed when Hector offered up one of his invitations. They were at the breakfast table before his Saturday night guests came down for Sunday brunch. “Think about it…I’m practically still a babe, and I’ve seen it all. It doesn’t make me feel all that good, but it’s the way it is. I’m learning to accept it.” Maybe she was able to put the past in a reasonable perspective. Maybe.

“There’s no pressure, Randi,” Hector replied. “I’m simply guessing that this current state of detachment from your sexuality might not last forever.”

“Yes, and when my sexuality comes back, maybe it will come back in another form, maybe a more normal one.” She liked to spar with Hector. He played her devil’s advocate now and she his. How times had changed in just a few short months. “Right now, I like being studious. I think it gives me an older look, don’t you?” 

Hector stared at her. No more wild hair, crazy make-up and sexy clothes. Her hair was long now, clipped in back in a ponytail, her face plain, no make-up She dressed in shorts and tanks, but nothing too risqué. With a pair of glasses at the tip of her nose as she read her thick textbooks, she could pass for a typical college coed on any campus. 

“You know, I’m thinking I might move out soon,” she added. “There’s a waitress job in the university village, and maybe an apartment in town. And, the scholarship money from my Aunt’s estate is still available. I just need to call her attorney.”

Hector gave her a studied look, then said, “Suit yourself. Just remember, I’m here to help, if you need it.”

“Of course, I’m not leaving right away, not yet. Maybe another month?”

“Whatever you want, Randi, whatever you want.” He was beginning to feel more like her father than a friend, certainly not her lover. 

Despite the pains she took to look demure, she still had a glimmer of sexual eroticism Hector hoped she’d never lose. He loved being in its presence. 

***

Two months later – after eight months of living with Hector – Randi made plans to move from the villa into town. She’d share an apartment with a young woman she’d met on campus who shared her design major. They both were serious about their studies.

Once she zeroed in on a plan, it was come hell or high-water, I’m going to move! Dammit!, despite an increasing unrest that invaded her dreams first, then her waking life. She began to think about sex again – for the first time in months. This was an uneasy re-acquaintance to start; she was scared. Was it possible to be sexually normal? To not want the nasty extremes that almost cost her her life? The closer she came to moving day, the more her mind returned to the troubling questions, as if that auspicious date was the deadline for her answers. 

One early morning, just days before her planned departure, Randi lay in bed, her hand straying to her forgotten pussy, her long fingers pushing through the growth of silky hair. Shaving would be admitting her sexuality, so she hadn’t shaved since Iago shaved her last, the day before the rescue. Pussy pulsing, her crotch squirming against her invading hand, her body suddenly billowed with energy rising through every vein, every nerve.

Slipping her fingers between her sensitive labia, she began to rub her fingertips against the clitoris hiding dormant. It sprung to life, asking the question: Why had she ever stopped the pleasure? Sweet sensations drifted across her hot skin and she tore away the sheet that covered her, leaving her body exposed to a titillating breeze. Still not good enough, she tore off the t-shirt covering her breasts and stopped the pussy play long enough to focus on her nipples. Squeezing them brought them back to life. Like running water through an unused hose, the fire she remembered trickled through the barren passageways, until once again, it became a full fledged river of lust. 

Her hands returned to the hot, wet flesh between her thighs. Rubbing her fingers hard against her clitoris, the need rose quick. Then like lightning, it seemed to flash in one fatal bolt. Bucking against her hand, the dam burst through its walls and she lay gasping on the bed for several minutes until the sensation passed and sanity returned.

It was Friday. She’d be moving on Monday, and Hector was having another one of his parties over the weekend. The dreadful parties. She endured them because she was still a guest in his house and had no say about what he did with his time. But she’d come to despise the intrusion they made on their otherwise easygoing life together. Hector worked in his studio; she studied wherever she wanted to. Some evenings, they met for drinks and dinner. Sometimes they shared breakfast. Their life couldn’t have been anymore pleasant – except for the parties. Reminders of her past. And from a practical point of view, if it hadn’t been for this particular party on the eve of her move, she would have had a friend over to help her pack, maybe snagged one of the servants to carry boxes to her car. But none of that would happen while the house was crawling with sexual perverts. 

She’d told herself, that Hector’s parties were one reason why she finally decided to leave the man’s protective care.

Ironic, though, that on the eve of this particular party, the sudden and very unexpected masturbation left something burning in her gut. Perhaps more ironic still that this curious and unrequited desire would lure her down the hall that Friday night where she watched the pretty, but very bitchy, brunette Dana being tied between the marble columns. Punishment. That was painfully obvious considering the way her master spoke to her. 

Why he allowed the haughty tease to be such a bitch was a wonder to Randi…

Maybe it wasn’t so ironic, or strange that this was taking place. Maybe it was simply poetic that as she was about to sever the last tie to her scurrilous past, those scurrilous activities would suddenly lure her back.

None of Randi’s speculations mattered now as her eyes fixed on the scene between the marble columns where she herself had first been punished in Hector’s house. She felt the first strike of the lash as if the leather had smacked against her own back. And the second jolted her ass as much as it jolted Dana’s pretty round behind. The twin globes glowed red just as she imagined that hers once glowed scarlet.

Randi watched transfixed, even when she felt someone standing behind her, running a finger down her spine. She shuddered, for a moment relishing the way that finger sent a pleasurable shiver through her body. She suddenly turned to confront that unknown someone, then shook her head, bewildered. No one was there. Was it just her imagination? 

Dana was a pain-slut, just like Randi had been a pain-slut. She liked being beaten; she liked the wailing subspace. Her body seemed to fly as the master lashed her with the leather strap, then used his braided cat, etching her skin until her entire backside from her shoulders to her thighs was hotly scorched. As the welts began to show, Randi’s hand found its way to her crotch. She wouldn’t rub herself, no, no, no… But temptation made her move lightly against the doorjamb where she watched with such focus that, for several minutes, she didn’t see Hector staring at her.  

In time, however, she felt a shivering premonition, and forced her eyes away from the scene to survey the room. They lighted on Hector, who had not stopped his silent vigil. Soon as she caught his glance, he smiled and moved on, disappearing so she couldn’t see him anymore. 

Early Saturday morning, Randi was at the breakfast table before Hector’s houseguests came down to brunch – the typical ritual. She could have taken a tray to her room, but on this morning she purposefully sat down next to her host. 

“You saw last night…” she questioned him.

“I did.”

“It’s the first time, you know, since, well… since I came back here.”

“Was it?”

“Yes.”

“And?”

“And, well.” Her entire body burst with desire. All night long, hardly a moment of sleep, her body preyed on her, drawing her back. “Maybe … maybe, I might want to … sometime…” she could hardly say it, but Hector would not make the confession any easier by completing her thought.

“Maybe what, Randi?” 

“Maybe, I might want to … play again,” she finally spit it out.

He smiled, but only briefly. “Lights coming back on?”

She nodded, biting her lip like she might have months ago when she was nervous. 

“There’s no time to play today, Randi,” he said, coolly. “Perhaps tomorrow.” 

She was just about to plead her case when his cell phone rang, and he turned to answer it, rising from the table and moving off into another room. 

Randi spent the rest of the day avoiding the raunchy household activities, but regardless of how furiously she packed her belongings in boxes, her mind kept returning to the scenes, the present, the past, the sound of the cracking whip, the screams, the laughter that went long into the night. Perhaps it would have helped if she closed her bedroom door, but couldn’t bring herself to do it. She wanted those feelings again, the mystery, the thrill, the subtle and not-so-subtle shivers that turned her body into a sensation-seeking vessel. 

Again, she barely slept. Though when her hand strayed again to her juicy love hole, she resisted. She resisted again and again until she finally fell asleep. What sleep she had was restless, even frightening. She saw Bret in her dreams and Joey coming at her, all at once and woke to shake off those unwanted pictures. When some prescient fear appeared on awakening, she was quick to run toward the breakfast room, hoping to find Hector there, alone. She’d demand his attention this time, beg if she had to.

Hector was there, all right. But he was not alone. She stared around, puzzled. It must be later than she thought. There were at least six of maybe twenty guests dining on champagne and Dotty’s muffins. And there was Mike Rushton, sitting with Hector drinking coffee. 

Though his back was toward her, she knew the man too well not to recognize his familiar form and the familiar way he moved. 

Startled, she stopped in the doorway, practically tripping over her feet. 

“Randi?” Hector looked up from his seat and called to her.

Mike turned but only slightly, hardly enough to actually see her. Their eyes didn’t meet. 

Her emotions rushed on her strangely, and she started to turn away. 

“Randi!” Hector’s voice drilled her with the sharp sound of her name.

She halted her flight and turned back, “Yes, sir.”

“In here now.”

By then, all eyes in the room were on her, watching the intriguing confrontation with knowing interest.

If this were only a dream now, but it was not. The glaring reality of the moment made her feel weak, immediately putting her back in those days of submission. No, it wasn’t so very long ago and now those horrible mixed-up feelings returned like the schoolyard bully and she couldn’t fight back. Randi moved toward her Master. She was unable not to. And of course, toward Mike, the last man she wanted to see now. 

Mike. Damn him! Why now?

For months, she’d longed for him to be there, but right now, he was as unwelcome as all of Hector’s other guests.

“I thought you would join us,” Hector said pleasantly when she stepped beside their table. “I was sure you’d want to see your old neighbor.” He looked positively triumphant. 

“You didn’t call him, did you?” she accused. 

“My, what a welcome,” Mike said, trying to smile. His handsome face, his pure blue eyes, the look of sincerity, were the same as she remembered them, as fearless and as kind.

“Hi. I’m sorry… I’m just, well you know I’m moving. I’m kind of busy.” She turned back to Hector, “If you don’t mind, I’d really like to get back to my room.”

“You know, Randi, I stopped you once from leaving… if only briefly,” Hector reminded her. “You remember that? I was thinking I might do that now.”

“What?”

Hector laughed. 

“Dammit, Hector. You’re playing games with me,” she accused him.

While the conversation was a personal one, the entire room was focused on the curious verbal sparring. After all, these people were a species of pervert that thrived on dominant submissive confrontations, and this sounded like a good one. For Randi, the scene was turning into a nightmare to match her unsettling dreams. 

“Randi, you remember Randi!” To her further horror, Hector was suddenly speaking to the entire room. “Randi tells me that she wants to slave for me again.”

“No, sir! I never said that!” she declared.

“Didn’t you say you wanted to play?”

“I said I wanted a scene.”

“Well, you’re certainly making one now,” he chuckled. 

“You vermin!” 

“Ouch!” He laughed again.

Although, she hadn’t been invited to sit down, she couldn’t move. Hector’s hand was on her wrist, holding on so hard that she would not be able to wrest from his grasp unless he wanted her to. 

She breathed raggedly and tried to calm. But through that steely hand, she felt the powerful demand for submission overtake the barriers she’d placed around those feelings. It was all rushing in, coming back too fast. Another dam broken, and all too quickly her desires collided against her resistance and broke through.

“Please…” she closed her eyes, pleading.

“I think it’s time you went back between my marble columns, Randi. That’s what you want. When we’re done, you can worship at my alter for a night and we’ll call it even. Until then, yes, you are the slave again and I am your master.” 

She could feel herself about to break down sobbing, but strangely enough, she held back her emotions and responded with a behavior she knew so very well. The amazing sensation of total abdication replaced all her fight…and letting go at last, she answered, simply, “Yes, sir,” astounding everyone, but maybe the self-assured Hector. 

When Hector rose from his chair and pulled the scared Randi into the big room with the smooth marble columns and their rings of steel, they left Mike sitting at the table. At that moment, he was all but forgotten. 

When Hector cuffed her wrists and ankles, Randi’s tummy fluttered excitedly. How odd it was to feel such strong feelings for the man she’d lived with these months. Not once in that time had she allowed herself to daydream of him as her master again. Perhaps she’d been denying herself what she wanted? Could that possibly be true?

A crowd of guests gathered around them now, watching as Hector’s large hand grazed against her pussy, feeling the heat of her even through the cloth of her small nightshift. 

“Someone cut this off,” he tugged, annoyed by the impediment to her bare body. 

A knife instantly flashed behind her, but Randi had closed her eyes so she couldn’t see whose knife was cutting through the thin material. She felt the fabric give way and a bit of a morning breeze skirt about her wet cleft and across her breasts. She felt her nipples stiffen and her body clench when the knife blade briefly grazed her right nipple. By now, she was little more than her hungry crotch and her raging hormones, her raw nerves and her crushing desires. She could hardly bear to wait for the first cut of Hector’s instrument to land against her body. She wanted it hard; she wanted to hurt again. 

Hector would start the session hard as he was prone to do when punishing a bad slave. He must have thought she was bad now, rebellious, into denial, a ‘stupid little slut’ for having ignored her truth all these months with him. He’d been so patient, but he was not patient now. Moving in against her backside, he made his feelings known. “You have waited for this, haven’t you, slut? A long time?”

“Oh, yes!” she silently replied. 

“Sometimes lovers wait too long and time passes them by,” his whisper breathy and sensuous, “a time when they might have captured what they desired so much, but then it slips away and is lost forever and they are left with regret. If it is in my power, I will not allow this moment to slip away from you, Randi. Maybe the time was not ripe before, but it is now.”

Never had she been more united with a man than she was with Hector now. As he spoke, she could feel his breath upon her hair, tickling the nape of her neck. Even as he piled her hair on top of her head, she felt a shiver of joy pass through her. He poked the little bun with a chopstick. That too was right there ready for him, as if he had this all perfectly planned. The expanse of her backside was now ready for him to punish, to mark, to beat with no impediments. Her flesh, his leather…one.

When he stepped back, she saw from the corner of her eye a cat ‘o nine tails dangling from his hand. Then, she looked back just long enough to see Mike leaning against the door where she had watched Dana’s beating on Friday night. For just an instant, her eyes caught his and something terrible rumbled within her, but that feeling was doused by the first strike of the cat against her shoulders. 

She bowed her head and closed her eyes, and felt the blows come raining down against her. She moved with them thoughtlessly, as though she and Hector were dancing some savage tango. Not one blow actually hurt her. They all stung in their own way, but she was back now in the physical place she yearned for most. Some uncommon joy turned everything into a beautiful dream of submission. Her endorphins were ready for this moment, taking her back…taking her back.

How could she have denied herself this bliss? 

She felt her body about to come, but let the sensations move through her, as she had so many times in the past. She would not come until she had permission from her master.

Unlike her first punishment between these marble columns, this was not a brief one. Hector altered his typically hard-driving style, taking her on a rollercoaster ride of highs and lows. Just when she thought she would explode, a sudden shift sent her spiraling downward. The darkness was heavy in that place, as heavy as her weighty crotch, as filled with sensation as her grasping pussy. She moaned in a musical way, while her hips bucked on air, speaking for her as they told Hector’s guests her story. 

She wanted them to see everything; she wanted them to know how much she needed this act of contrition and sexual reawakening. But she was still embarrassed, knowing that she was under the watchful eye of that one unexpected guest. 

When Hector briefly stopped the beating, he moved into her punished backside. His hands roved her redden ass cheeks and grazed her cat-scorched shoulders. When her head fell back against him, she drank in the scent of the man…pheromones of lust, of testosterone and domination, and something else, curious but unclear to her. A hand was in her crotch from behind, inserted deeply between her cheeks, roving downward and pinching her clitoris, then tugging at her labia. More pain jarred her tattered nerves, and yet, the sensation swiftly changed, like all the other sensations of pain transformed.  

Again, the endorphin high she prayed for. 

“Ah, yes!” she gasped.

The handle of Hector’s cat ‘o nine tails made a perfect dildo when rubbed between a pair of hungry thighs. Randi felt that hard prick now, rubbed along her crevice, then deeper, against her labia and clit. Suddenly, the rounded end slid deep into her vagina, and she felt a muscled arm wrap around her body while the groin of a man pressed against her ass. 

“Fuck it, Randi,” the man whispered. 

She expected Hector’s voice. But she knew the truth now. This was not Hector behind her. No… please…she heard her mind react with a terrible scream, even though her voice was silent. 

“Fuck it.” He pinched a nipple and shoved the dildo end even deeper into her love hole. “Fuck it, Randi!” Oh, the way he said her name!

Warm tears bathed her eyes. “Oh…my…God!” her head fell back against Mike’s firm chest and she cried, while the powerful climax shook her body. She strained against the chain and cuffs. Twisting, grinding on that fake prick. Coming. Coming hard, feeling the sensations roll through her, again and again and again… and that virile steadying arm holding her within its powerful grasp. 

When Mike released her from the cuffs, Randi slumped against the terracotta floor, sobbing.

She sensed him crouching at her side, with a hand laid gently on her shoulder.

“What is this?” she whined for him, at last looking into his face. Wanting answers. 

She’d given herself to Hector again, wanting Hector, being Hector’s slave, ready to pledge herself to the man forever. And now this?

“I don’t know,” Mike said. 

“What do mean, you don’t know!!!” she practically screamed, though she was still too weak to make much noise at all.

“Shush,” he tried to calm her. 

“Don’t shush me! Why are you here?”

“You calm down and we’ll talk. How would that be? Right now you need to rest.”

“No, I don’t want to rest.” She tried to charge up, but was much too spent. 

“Yes, you do.” He lifted her in his arms and her body cringed. But then, quite naturally, her head fell against his chest, as though it belonged there. She was too tired to resist him. Oh, and this was just morning… the day had just begun. 


Chapter Sixteen  

“That was a rotten thing you did to me,” she accused. After all the powerful feelings of the morning passed through her, she felt empty and her emotions abused when she finally confronted Mike. 

“I’m sorry you feel that way,” he returned, “it was hardly what I intended.”

“Although, I shouldn’t blame you entirely. Hector obviously set the whole thing up.”

“I suppose he did, but I think it was to a good end. And we can surely move beyond it,” he said with some certainty. 

“No, I’m not sure I can move beyond it,” she returned coolly. “You could have showed up a long time ago and been straight with me. Why now? You didn’t come to me after I was rescued,” she said. 

“Do I need to apologize, Randi?” he asked, without looking particularly apologetic. 

“I don’t know what you need to do. I’m too confused. You backed away from me so many times, and I just don’t understand.” She shook her head, feeling completely stupid for even saying that, and what she’d put him through… “Or maybe I do understand. I just figured that you and I… that there wasn’t any future for us. I start to think that’s exactly as it’s supposed to be, then you come down here. I don’t know. I just don’t know.”

“How about you just listen to what I have to say? You think you could do that?”

She wanted so badly to say yes. But his cool air of dominance made a feeling of panic rise up in her. She shook her head, unable to speak. Such sudden terror gripping her, she took off out the door and moved across the veranda, heading toward the beach. By the time she hit the stairs, she was running full speed.

***

After slowing her furious pace, Randi walked for miles along the shore, so far that when she turned back, the sun was beginning to move toward the horizon, daylight growing short. 

What if she just kept walking? she asked herself. 

Of course, she didn’t dare. She wasn’t that reckless. For all she knew Hector would be on her with cane in hand when she finally resurfaced. Her body still ached from the morning’s punishment; as wonderful as that had been, she didn’t want more. Nothing could ever come close to the extraordinary moments of surrender earlier in the day, the memory sweet and troubling.

Gazing back toward the villa, not even a small dot on the landscape, she knew she had no choice but to retreat and face her life. Whatever awaited her couldn’t be as difficult as what she suffered in her last crazy year.

By the time she returned to the beach steps leading to Hector’s villa, Randi was exhausted and hungry. All she wanted to do was slip into her room, maybe sneak some food from the kitchen, and fall asleep. Trudging to the top of the hill, she heard the voices of several men talking to Hector on the veranda. She could make out Hector’s voice, but was unsure if Mike was there. With no intention of finding out, she made a quick right turn and headed toward the side entrance of the villa, out of their line of vision. 

If she were lucky, she could hold up in the sanctuary of her room, safe from whatever was going on elsewhere in the house. At least until they found her. Slipping into the side door unseen, she crept down the corridor and carefully opened her bedroom door. The room was nearly dark when she moved inside, and with the window open, a cool evening breeze made the feathery curtains flutter. That lovely draft of air felt pleasant against her sweaty face. 

She breathed in, relieved at first, but then she felt some strange tingling on her left arm. 

A quick movement…a subtle noise…a flash of something from the corner of her eye. She was not alone… 

She jumped back and turned toward her bed.

“Oh, God! You scared me!” she gasped, clutching her heart.

“Hey, sorry, I guess I fell asleep,” Mike said, as he wiggled upright on the mattress.

“What are you doing?” she asked. 

“I’m waiting for you…” He swung his feet to the floor and turned on the bedside lamp so she could see his face. “In fact, I should be pissed that you ran off for so long. What three hours?” he looked at his watch. Then he smiled. “But I’ll forgive you.”

While on the surface, she managed to stay calm, inside, she felt torn apart, as if the man had suddenly marched right inside her body and ripped everything to shreds. 

“What? You were worried?”

“Maybe, but seeing as I fell asleep, maybe not all that much.” He rose to his feet. “How about let’s talk.” He nodded toward the door. “But on neutral ground. Not here.”

Randi stood unmoving, trying to grasp the meaning of the moment, what it meant to her. But she was not quick enough to react to suit an apparently impatient Mike Ruston. His casual air of bemusement had faded by the time he spoke again.

“Listen, girl, it’s my guess that game time is over between us. It’s either make something of the feelings we have for each other, or forget it altogether,” he said bluntly. “I’m here to give it one last try, put my cards on the table, since I guess I’ve never actually done that. Hector thought it might be a good idea. But I’ll be damned if I’ll put up with your moods and your fears, or wait another three hours for you to finally return from a beach walk. If you want to know why I shy away from you…and at the same time dare rescue you, why I put you in the hands of another man, but still come back to you…well, now’s the time to find out.” He paused, taking a breath and added, “But then, it’s up to you…”

She looked back at him stunned. “Okay…sure,” she finally managed.

Mike walked out and Randi followed.

***

Randi listened to him dazed. In one of Hector’s private rooms, she sat on a leather sofa, while Mike sat in a chair, a safe distance from her. She listened transfixed as he wove a story, she would never in a million years have believed.

“Contrary to what you probably believe about me, I am not all that nice a guy, Randi. I know Hector because I used to bring women to his parties – like the one over this last weekend. I used to play hard. I used his dungeons, the tools of the trade. I enslaved women the way he still does. There were three of them in particular. Two of them lasted a month or two, if that. But the last one, Serena…that relationship lasted over a year. She was submissive and I was cruel. I kept taking her down and she kept on with me every step of the way. 

“In her real life, she was the administrative assistant to some company president. A damn good one, far as I know. When she was with me, though, she was a slut. About three months into it, things got pretty intense. I made her give up her job and the fat paycheck and rent a tiny studio apartment, about as cheap a place as she could get. I financed her life, but I didn’t finance much. After all, she was my slave. She lived for me, for every time I was home, which was maybe once or twice a month, a few days here and there, maybe a week when we’d take off for Hector’s and the big show. She loved that. Otherwise, she slept with my friends when I told her to, or got beaten in a local dungeon by a proxy master I’d appoint to take her. I controlled every damn thing she did, every thought in her mind, every emotion she dare have. That’s exactly what she wanted, or at least said she wanted. 

“Of course, I fucked around on her. In fact, I fucked my one-night stands in front of her. Sometimes, I tied her up and made her watch us. I coveted her and despised her. The best and worst year of my goddamn life. 

“Then, for reasons I honestly don’t understand, I finally woke up one morning with her lying in a cage beside my bed. She was whimpering. I was pissed. She’d done that before, whimper like that and I’d beat her for it. But I realized that morning, like I’d been struck by lightning, that I had nothing but a shell of a woman with me. I didn’t even know what her real name was, or where she was raised, or who her parents were, did she have anyone who would wonder why she never stopped by to see them anymore, never wrote a letter. I felt like a selfish, degenerate ass. And I didn’t like that. 

“I stopped cold turkey. I made Serena stop too and think about what she’d done to herself. What I’d done to her. By that time, she didn’t want to change. She hardly had the will to be anything but my bound slave. But I made her do it anyway. I forced her back into the world. Hardest thing I’ve ever done; took us nearly eight months, and she was always crying to go back to the way it was. But I insisted. She had to get her life back. If nothing else but to make me feel better. 

“I know, Randi, you think that I’m just the mild-mannered boy next door, but I’m not. Not in my heart. I’ve been a villain just like Hector, just like Frankie and however many other men you’ve known who use women up and spit them out. I can’t do that anymore. I can’t. I won’t let myself do that. That’s why I’ve thrust you at Hector, hoping he could help you settle down.”

He stopped for a moment, as if he was unsure what to say next.  

“Of course, Hector has other ideas. He thinks – can you believe this? – that we’re in love?”

Up to that point, Randi kept her head bowed as she heard Mike tell his story. Looking into his eyes would have distracted her. But at the mention of the word love, her face shot up.

“He really thinks that?”

“Yes, he does. But what does he know, huh?” He smirked. 

“You’re scaring me,” she said, now squirming inside the creaky leather. She loved the fragrance of the couch, like a cocoon of whips, cradling her body. 

“Scares me too,” he said. 

“Is that why you…you were there at the end of the scene this morning?”

“I wanted to take you all the way from beginning to end. You probably don’t know this but Hector offered me the cat at the start of the scene, after you closed your eyes. I didn’t accept it then. But when he offered it to me twenty minutes later, when you were just about to get off, I did. The last blows were from me.” Randi quaked hearing this. She let the memory of that blissful moment wash over her again. “For the first time in maybe seven years, I took a woman to the edge of herself and let myself enjoy it. 

“If I ever go there again, Randi, you’re the one I want to take with me. So, maybe,” he shrugged, “I guess that means that I love you.”

“Oh, my God…” she quietly gasped, her face pale with shock. She shook her head. 

“Is loving you so bad?” he said.

“No, it’s not bad. It’s just not right, is it?”

“What?”

“I mean, it’s not supposed to happen. Not after everything I’ve put you through. Mike, this is the weirdest thing …”

“So? What is it? Am I wasting my time? Have I spilled my guts and you’re going to stomp all over them?”

“No, no, I’m not going to stomp all over them. Never. I’d never do that to you. I just never imagined that you’d ever say anything like this to me…” she stopped, reconsidering, “well, maybe that’s not quite right either. Fact is, I’ve imagined it a thousand times, you have no idea how many times…but that was all in my dreams. You my knight in shining armor, I your…” 

“This is no dream, Randi. This is real. This is Mike Rushton, your next door neighbor.”

This couldn’t be happening; it was not for real. Any second she expected the scene would fade and Mike would disappear…

“So, why don’t you come home with me,” he interrupted the thought, “where you belong. We’ll work it out together. You and me and no one else. I promise. How about that?”

She stared at him blankly. 

“Randi?” He cocked his head. 

She shook her head in disbelief. “You’re sure this isn’t a dream?”

“No, this isn’t a dream, Randi. Trust me.”

“Well, then… sure…” she was stumbling all over her words, the emotion, the fear… this was happening much too fast. “I mean, if you’re really sure…”

“I’m really sure.”

She wanted to smile, but she was still too dazed. “Okay then.”

Mike looked pleased as he pulled out of the chair and headed toward the door. “I guess it’s a good thing that you’re already packed.” 

***

Returning home was nothing like Randi imagined it would be. While Mike was pleasant, they talked very little on the trip, so that by the time they pulled up into the driveway of her house, she was freaked, her imagination having run wild with all sorts of horrible scenarios. Mike couldn’t be serious, really serious about a relationship with her… how could that be possible?. 

“Home at last,” he announced, as he drove toward the garage of her Aunt’s house. “You have the key?”

“Yes, I think I do.” She fished around in her purse and found her key ring. Clutching it in her hand, she started to open the truck’s door. Hot, angry tears were collecting in her eyes; this was not what she thought would happen.

“I’ll bring your things over tomorrow,” Mike said. “You can rest tonight.”

Too filled with emotion to let the moment slide, she suddenly exploded, “Aren’t we going to talk? I mean you said we’d work this out together.”

“And we will, Randi.”

“How do we do that if I’m here and you’re next door?”

“We take our time,” he said, patiently. 

“But I don’t want to take my time. I want this handled now!”

“Well, then, that’s going to be a problem for you, isn’t it?”

She grimaced painfully, her face screwing into a terrible glower. “You said you loved me.”

“And I do.” He gently pushed her hair back off her face, and wiped her tear-stained cheek. “You have to give it time.”

“A little time for what?”

He chuckled to himself. “My, you are impatient. Seems you haven’t learned a thing.”

“Of course, I’m impatient. What do you expect me to be?” 

“How about you trust me to lead this relationship. Put me in charge? Isn’t that the point? You have to let go, Randi, stop trying to create things and be the submissive woman you are.”

“Right. While you’re living over there and I’m here?” She looked positively despondent. 

“It’s not going to kill you.”

“But why bother?”

“Because that’s what is right. We’re going to take it slowly. I’m going to court you. We’re going to date. We’re going to get to know each other in situations that aren’t a major crisis. That way we’ll both know if how we feel will last. Whether you like it or not, that’s the way it’s going to be. When it’s time to change, you’ll know.”

“This is going to drive me batty.”

“No, it’s not,” he said evenly. “You’re going to remain sane; you’re going to behave yourself; and you’re not going anywhere near Trina or her friends. You’ll talk to your Aunt’s lawyer tomorrow and get some money to live on until you can start back to school. If you want to get a job, get a job, but you’ll spend your nights at home tucked safe inside your own house, unless you hear from me otherwise. Is that enough to keep you sane for now?”

She could feel herself warm to him again, and answered with a seductive pout, “You know I like it when you tell me what to do?”

“Yeah, I know you like that. It’s exactly what you need. But we’re still not going to rush into anything. But, if you need help, you let me know. Got that?”

“I got that.”

“I mean that. I want your solemn vow.”

Randi tittered excitedly. This was not exactly how she imagined her return home, but the way Mike was taking charge was certainly arousing her in all the right ways. Her sudden arousal made her blush. 

“I want your promise, Randi,” he said tersely.

“Yes, I promise. I’ll be a good girl for you.”

“Good. That’s what I want to hear.”

At last, she opened the truck door and moved toward the back of the old house. They wouldn’t be spending the night in bed as she hoped, but she’d be dreaming about it every night until it finally happened. 

Maybe Mike was right. Maybe. But at this point she had no other choice but to let him lead her. 

***

Four weeks. Four fucking weeks! The bizarre stalemate was driving her mad by the end of the fourth week. Mike Rushton was driving her mad. He was too damned level-headed, too passive, too easy-going – except those times when he reminded her of her promise – yes, she’d be the sweet little goody-two-shoes. Never went anywhere. Never did anything but study and work part-time at the college library. What kind of life was that! she exclaimed to herself a good hundred times over. She’d stare out the window, watching Mike work in his yard or on his truck and feel the full force of his sexual power attack her. Worse yet, were those silly platonic dates, when they went for pizza or to the movies. They’d sit in a bar afterwards or on her living room couch; she had to answer his questions and listen to him talk when all she wanted to do was jump in bed and fuck the sexy man she’d finally allowed herself to love. It was damned painful; she’d rather take a beating than go through this… but for him, for Mike, she suffered. If this was what it took to have him. 

When Randi wasn’t obsessing on her enigmatic next door neighbor, she reacquainted herself with her Aunt’s house. Living there wasn’t so bad, especially since Mike was so close by – when he wasn’t flying. She planned to make the renovation of the old house a project for her interior design class. What could be more perfect than having her own built-in laboratory to experiment with her creations? At least, this was a safe, ‘Mike Rushton approved’ diversion for her overactive mind. If only her libido would cooperate, she might just survive this dreadfully loathsome waiting. 

Four weeks, she was stark raving mad. The walls of the house were closing in around her. Sexually frustrated and a little angry, she wanted out – at least for one evening. She didn’t dare look up Trina for a little verboten fun, but she did call her friend Marcia from school and they arranged to go dancing at a local bar. Mike was out of town; he’d never know. According to his schedule, he wouldn’t be home for another two days. 

Was she looking for sex? Did she want to get laid by a stranger? Or was she just hoping for a little excitement? She wasn’t sure herself. But the urge was strong enough for her to break her promise and take off that evening dressed in her signature tiny t-shirt, a short skirt and a brand new pair of heels she bought for the occasion. Quite a look, she’d thought when she gazed in the mirror at her reflection, admiring the way her tiny waist accentuated her well-rounded tits and the contours of her shapely ass.

With the first whiff of bar smoke and liquor, she felt a wonderful warm feeling in her belly. Sexy music went straight to her pent-up groin and she was on the dance floor with Marcia in a matter of minutes… long before the Long Island Iced Tea worked its way through her system, making her a little tipsy.

She danced with Marcia, then with several flirting males. A few more drinks and their hands were all over her body, massaging everywhere Mike Rushton wouldn’t. She wanted them all, wanted their lips to kiss her mouth, wanted their cocks to play with, to fuck, to stick up her hungering pussy until it was worn out. She wanted to dance on stage, go back to that thwarted wet t-shirt contest night, when Mike interrupted her good times. Was he always doing that? Was he just a killjoy? Isn’t that what he was doing to her now in the last four weeks? Holding her hostage? Making her wait? Giving her no relief for the need that she finally resurrected at Hector’s villa. The liquor was talking; in fact, it began shouting obscenities about the fucking bastard Mike, and then orders to her libido. Get on it, Randi. You need a guy and a hard dick real bad! How about the one with the goatee and the shaved head? Maybe a little sex in the back of a van or a quickie in the stairwell. Maybe the alley behind the bar where it was dark, a little rank, a little dirty for the dirty kind of sex she wanted. 

Randi worked her wiles with several men her age, turning them on as much as she was turned on. That was easy for her to do. But as she was about to suggest a grand finale that would find her in the back alley with a hot cock in her backdoor, the image of her next door neighbor came to life inside her brain. His sincere face, the blue eyes, the sly, sexy grin…

“Damn him!” she actually voiced aloud, to the curious glances of her latest dance partner. 

“You know,” she moved toward the slightly tipsy Marcia, “I really hafta go home.”

“Oh, c’mon,” Marcia groaned. 

“No, I really have to go…” Her head was pounding, stomach turning sour from too much liquor; she had to get away from all the smoke, the noise…she had to get away now, or she’d never leave.

Marcia smiled and let her go, leaving Randi to catch a taxi or walk a good ten blocks. She elected to walk. 

Until she saw the empty streets, Randi hadn’t realized it was so late. She stopped short at the bar door and wondered if she should go back inside and wait for Marcia… no, no, she shook her head, feeling the wooziness make her a little dizzy. She didn’t want to wait for Marcia, she needed to be home; it wasn’t safe inside that bar. She’d be fine, she told herself. She’d take the busy streets until she reached her neighborhood. Ten minutes, maybe. Yes, that was the right thing to do, the only thing to do. Go home, Randi. Go home.

With her decision made, she breathed in a long breath of sobering air and marched on into the night, taking the ten blocks at a brisk pace, until she finally turned on her street with a sigh of relief. She was almost sober when she arrived safely at her driveway. 

Starting toward the house, she searched for her backdoor key, when she noticed with a pained wince that Mike was actually home. The light was on in his window and in fact, she saw in the shadows to her left that he just happened to be walking from his back door to his truck, which was still parked in his driveway. She stopped short and stared at him petrified.

“So, where have you been?” he asked.

“Out.”

He nodded, though he didn’t look terribly displeased. “Out where?”

She was tempted to lie, but couldn’t think of one soon enough. Suddenly, she just blurted out the truth: “Dancing. I was out dancing.”

He shook his head, looking oddly amused. “Well, you know this is amazing, Randi.”

“Amazing how?” she came back, totally baffled by his reaction.

“I was wondering how long it would take.”

“What do you mean? Take for what?”

“How long it would take for those old demons to rise up in you again. Now we know.”

“They aren’t demons!” she said, almost shouting. The force behind her words surprised her. Oh, yes, she was pent-up, and all that stifled emotion was about to burst out in one ugly explosion. She’d been practically numb the last four weeks, but she wasn’t numb now. Her spit and fire revived, her eyes sparked with anger. 

But before she could put her emotion into words, Mike jumped in: “You get in the house, your house, Randi. I’ll be over shortly. Leave the back door unlocked.”

For all her spit and fire, Mike’s words suddenly flattened her will to fight him. Instead, she felt that burning in her solar plexus move down, deep into her groin. She could feel his cock moving inside her. Damn! She could feel him working her over…in every way a good Dominant works a rebellious submissive. Maybe it was this that she was waiting for. 

Taking too long to obey Mike’s clipped command, she watched his eyes narrow. She could see a flash of anger there and maybe for the first time ever, she allowed her body to react to him the way she wanted to, with all the lust and desire she felt for him. 

“I said, get in the house!” He raised his voice, speaking in a terse monotone that got her moving. 

“Yes, sir,” came right out of her mouth, for the first time in four weeks. Scooting into the house, she left the back door ajar and moved into the living room, anxious but so elated by this turn of events that she could feel a climax about to spontaneously erupt.  

Oh, please, don’t take forever, Mike please! She gave up her silent prayer. I’ve waited much too long!

Mike crept in the backdoor, realizing that he had no idea where Randi would be in the big house. He should have sent her to her room. But maybe that was too juvenile; she was a woman, after all, and needed to act like one. This was a relationship of adults, not a horny man and the teenage girl next door.

Mike’s immediate dilemma was short-lived when he found Randi in the living room, sitting almost primly in one of her Aunt’s old easy chairs. Her breathing was already a bit labored, her chest heaving as she sought to keep her emotions in check. He appreciated the effort. 

He stared around the room, getting his bearings and deciding what to do next, then, looked directly at the shivering Randi. Tiny t-shirt, sensuous breasts, a skirt that rode almost up to her crotch, and those shapely legs tucked neatly into her four inch heels. He could feel his response almost immediately, his penis pressing against the zipper of his blue jeans. He knew now exactly what they’d do – in fact, he’d planned it for some time. “I’ll bet this house has one hell of a basement,” he said. “I think it’s time we explored there, don’t you?”

The basement was a dark and humid cavern. Randi hated it there and rarely went into the pit of the house unless she absolutely had to. Occasionally an electrical breaker would kick off and she had no choice but to make that uneasy trek.

She couldn’t answer; she was much too scared by the thought of taking those basement stairs with Mike behind her. Oddly enough, the oft forgotten brand on her flank started to throb with a mean reminder of what happens in those underground spaces.

“Go down there and wait for me,” Mike ordered.

“What?”

“You heard me.”

“But I-I…”

“What? You’re afraid of the dark?”

“Maybe a little.”

She thought she saw a look of amusement on his face. “I’m sure there’s nothing to be afraid of. Now go.”

Everything shuddered inside her, nerves, bones, blood, sexual excitement and her overactive emotions. She didn’t know if she wanted to break into a sob, or shout for joy, or curl up in a corner in fear. Yet, at the sound of the words, ‘Now go’, she moved quickly to the basement stairs and turned on the light switch. Before she had a chance to change her mind, she quickly took the stairs, entering the dark and spooky place where nightmares seemed to feed. Right now, they fed her lusty thoughts. 

Standing alone in the midst of boxes, packing crates and old furniture, Randi heard Mike’s footsteps overhead, moving into the kitchen where he ran water and might have opened the cabinets, but it was difficult to tell. Just minutes later, she heard those footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned her back to the staircase, afraid to look at Mike’s face.

What would he be like? What would it feel like to have him start to finish, his hands on her, taking charge of her body? This was what she’d been waiting for, forever. Forever finally realized now. Right now.

She waited, shoulders clenched and shivering, her mouth parched with thirst, then when it seemed that she couldn’t wait a second longer, she felt his hand, no a single finger, tracing a line up her back while he whispered in her ear. His breath warm, his scent filling her nostrils with that sexy perfume. “This is what you want. The fireworks. The sparks. The hard action.”

His voice was so firm now. So sure. 

“Yes, sir.”

“You know, I will beat you hard? Punish you until you scream… although you will not scream out loud. This is not Hector’s private villa. This is home. This is our neighborhood. You’ll scream all you want, silently.” 

Oh, dear, how could she do that?

That subtle finger along her back made her want to scream all by itself; how could she stand more? 

Suddenly, Mike pushed her forward to a cleared out space along the cement wall. The wall had once been painted white, but that white paint was peeling now, making the basement look a little seedy, a little more dungeon-like.

“Arms above you,” he ordered. “Stretch up high.” 

She did so, realizing only then that there were cuffs hanging there that she’d never seen before. Oh, dear lord, he must have had this planned in advance.

With her wrists tightly bound, he proceeded to fix her ankles in a similar set of cuffs, these some two feet apart, leaving her body completely vulnerable. 

Then he ripped off her clothes. What he couldn’t tear, he ran through with a knife until the t-shirt and the skirt were just useless shreds on the cement floor. He pulled off her high-heels so her feet were bare, then pressed her naked body against the wall, insuring that the cold would sink deep into her body. 

Wasting no time, Mike began to lash her with a flogger to warm her skin and make it sting for what came next. 

When she heard the first crack of the bullwhip cutting against the empty air, she practically screamed out loud. She knew then what was coming; what awful possibilities awaited her. Nothing was quite as ominous in a submissive’s mind as a plaited whip wielded by a sadistic master.

He began slowly with the dangerous single tail. He’d gauged her positioning carefully so he could get the full effect of whip’s six foot length. There were those cuts that danced like a feather across the surface of her skin, and those that welted her ass cheeks and her upper shoulders. Her entire body cried out; she whimpered and gasped. But she held back the worst of her screams because this was what he ordered her to do.

As Randi swooned from the rigorous punishment, her body began to sway. She could feel her endorphins start to rush and that delirious body joy take off. 

When the pain became extreme, she hugged the wall for protection only to find that the uneven surface caressed her flesh in another astonishing torment. Mike finessed his way about her body, filleting her skin, leaving tiny welts and deeper cuts that would last for days. Sometimes the hard snaps jerked her like a dancing puppet and she strained to contain her natural response. This was Mike whipping her now; she remembered that fact with each cut of the whip. Yes, at last, this was Mike…this was the man she loved. Their present and their future, with all of its promise, seemed to converge at this moment, teasing her as much as the unpredictable strike of his bullwhip. 

When finally he pulled in behind her wounded back, Randi’s body swooned with a surge of orgasmic energy. “Oh, dear God,” she quietly breathed out. 

“I know you want to come,” he whispered tersely, as his hand ran lightly down her shoulder, “but you will wait.” This was a command she understood, even though she hated what it meant. When she didn’t respond to him verbally, he forced her to speak, “Answer me, slut!” 

“Yes, sir, I will wait for you,” she gulped, out of breath. “Of course, I’ll wait for you.”

“Always wait for me. You have your pleasure when I grant it. You take nothing for yourself that I don’t give you. We’ll do this right, Randi. The only way it will work is if you belong to me completely. No reservations. And you have to be certain. You have to know. Because once I start, I will not make it easy to go back. I want you with me, loving me and being the slave at my side, being my lover and my friend, my companion, the woman I own. I want the sparks to fly as much as you do, and they will, but only if you give yourself to me.”

“Oh, Mike, I do, I swear I do.”

He grabbed her neck and held tight. “Really? Can I trust you?”

“Oh, please, you have to trust me! This is what I want. I’ve wanted you forever, I mean it, forever…”

“No schoolgirl crush, anymore. We’re no longer children.”

“I know that. I know what I want! Please…” she was desperate for him to believe what she said. And being so terribly aroused, she was desperate to come with him again.

She got much more than a simple come. Soon, she was free of the cuffs, and he’d thrown her to an old mattress on the floor where he moved down against her, as naked as she was. For the first time, she could see and touch and feel the muscled body that had so inspired her lust. As her arms went around him, she brought his face to her mouth and opened hers wide. Their tongues moved with longing, firing loins ready to couple. Then his erection slid inside her vacant, wanting cavity. She was nearly in tears. This was what she’d waited for, hoped for and craved, what, for so very long, she thought was just a useless pipe dream. Seemed like a miracle. Did she even dare to believe that this was really happening? 

They made love with their hands and mouths exploring the familiar but unvisited places where their flesh had never met. She took his cock into her mouth, swallowing the erection deep into her throat, and allowed him to fuck her there, where with other men it had been so difficult to let go. This was Mike, different from all those other men, where letting go was as natural as breathing. Later, they changed positions and his tongue danced about the wet folds of her sensitive cunt. He circled the hard and swollen bud of her sex, drawing it into his mouth and sucking it with a loving demanding sort of love. 

She climaxed quickly, as the first powerful rush of erotic energy rifled through her body in one great burst of physical joy. 

She came down her exuberant high, panting and spent. But she was not yet finished. This was just the first of many comes, the first of the coming grunts and savage kisses, the rough play and the tenderness – as if they were making up, not just for the last four weeks, but for the years they waited to consummate what began as just a youthful infatuation. 

Finally exhausting themselves, they emerged from the basement and made their way to her upstairs bedroom where they slept a while, then woke, continuing to make love. She was fucked and used there in her own bed. And there they slept what was left of the night in each other’s arms. 

In the morning, Randi made them breakfast in her Aunt’s half remodeled kitchen. No table, just one stool, which he insisted she use. A little too anxious to eat, Randi found herself twisting nervously on the stool and staring at Mike as he drank his coffee and ate his scrambled eggs while standing up at the sink. As she watched him stare out the window at the sunny day, she could hardly believe that he was there, that they’d spent the night together and would spend a whole lot more in the days ahead – at least she hoped so.

When Mike finally looked back at her, he put down his fork and smiled. 

“So, Randi Savoy, how was last night for a start?” he asked. He took another sip of coffee, waiting for her reply.

How was that for a start? What a perfectly low key ‘Mike’ thing to say.

Randi just smiled broadly, shaking her head, too astounded to speak. 

Moving in close, Mike grabbed her hair in his fist, pulled her head back and leaned down, kissing her softly on the lips. 

“You know, I love you, Randi Savoy,” he whispered.

And I love you… she silently repeated. All she could do was smile back at him. 

“I have a flight out in two hours, so I have to get going. But while I’m gone, how about you pack your things and move them next door. We’ll be living there.”

Now she could hardly suppress her giggle of delight. “Yes, sir,” she said, her whole being oozing with renewed desire.

Letting her go, Mike moved toward the back door. She wanted in the worst way to shout to him as he walked out, ‘I love you, too!’

But then, she was sure that he already knew that. 


Chapter Seventeen

Months later…

The front door slammed and Randi jumped. Then she shot out of the upstairs room she used as her study and scooted quickly down the steps. Mike held her for a good thirty welcoming seconds and then pushed her away. 

He was dressed in his pilot clothes…damn sexy, she thought with a suppressed giggle. 

“You’re looking happy,” he said.

“I am. I finished that decorating project and got an A, how about that?”

He looked pleased. 

“Next, I’ll redecorate your office,” she answered with a smirk. 

“Oh, no you don’t! Not my office. I like it just the way it is.”

“Please!” she cocked her head, whining. 

“No, you’re not going to decorate my office. Now turn around and march into the kitchen!” He pushed her around and smacked her butt to get her going. She started off ahead of him, where, when he entered the kitchen, he moved to the glass cabinet and pulled out two tall wine glasses and poured from the bottle of champagne he brought with him. He handed one glass to her and lifted his to toast.

“What’s the occasion?” she asked. 

He smiled. “The occasion is – tomorrow we’re flying to someplace very romantic and very beautiful…”

“Really?”

“Yep. We’re getting married.”

“Married…” Her hand covered her gaping mouth. 

“Unless you have some objection.” Part of his sadistic pleasure was dropping surprises on her out of nowhere. He grinned at her shell-shocked response.

“No, no, not at all, sir,” she finally found her voice. “You’ll get no objection from me.” 

“And that’s not all.”

“Oh?”

“About that annoying brand you have on your leg?”

“Oh, no… please…” she could already feel her body clenching up. 

“Don’t. Shush!”

“But you’re not going to…”

“I said, hush! You have nothing to be afraid of. Before the wedding, we’ll be flying off to this little island I know of where you’ll have the brand altered to my liking.”

At this she paled, her legs weakening, she slumped into the chair behind her. “Oh, good god, no!”

“Scares you, huh?”

“You have no idea.” She quickly flashed back to that terrifying moment in Bret Deacon’s spooky dungeon. 

Mike set his wine glass on the table and pulled her from the chair, his arms around her waist. “You have nothing to fear. I’ll be there to hold your hand all the way. I want that brand changed, Randi. You belong to me and no one else. Let’s put that demon to rest.”

She was too scared to reply, though words weren’t important now. 

He backed her into the kitchen counter and moved in close, his mouth opening on hers for a long, wet kiss. His surrounding arms consumed her, while she melted into his muscled flesh. Running his palm along her thigh, he pushed her dress up, feeling the ugly brand deeply embedded in her flesh. Even now, when he pressed his fingers against the spot, a wild feeling rose up in her and her tummy fluttered with excited fear. More so now that he’d actually mentioned it. Until then, Bret Deacon’s mark loomed like an ill-omened shadow over their new relationship, as if it had the power to destroy what they knew was strong and sure. She never wanted him to mention it and he’d been kind enough not to… but now…

Mike’s hand moved from the brand to her crotch where he found her pussy wet. He tugged her clit while kissing her, while looking into her eyes. His were steamy and excited, hers replied, filled with expectation. He turned her about and pushed her to the kitchen table, laying her out against it and, after dislodging his erection, plunged it deep into the velvety love hole. 

Pushing her dress up off her ass, Mike watched her body writhe before his eyes, as his cock moved in and out of the slick, wet channel. The thrill of their coupling made their hot bodies sweat and their moaning sounds fill the room. Inspired by her grasping pussy, he grabbed her ass cheeks from below, and lifting them, twisted the twin orbs cruelly in his hands. In response, her body squeezed down on his anxious cock as it pistoned even faster inside her liquid center.

“That’s it, you bitch!” she heard him seethe. She was pleasing him and that seemed like the perfect trigger for her. Everything in her was poised to climax.

“Oh, Mike, please, may I come?” she cried.  

“No, you slut, you wait for me!” He slapped her flank again. 

She held on, grabbing the tabletop with her hands so tightly that her knuckles turned white from the strain. Creaking beneath them in time to their erratic rhythm, the vintage linoleum dinette table shook as if it would fall apart. 

“Ohmygod…please, Mike, please!”

She could feel his erection press even deeper. He was about to come, and she would explode on him when he did.

“Oh, honey, please!”

“Come, bitch!” he suddenly roared. 

She sucked in, her climax gathering in her body, then let go, hissing, “Yesssssssssssss yes, gawd yessssssss …” her lithe body twisting savagely, as the sharp spasms came like a raging wind.

He grunted as he released in a steady stream of coming, “YES FUCK ME, DAMN FUCK!!!” Hands pulling her ass into him tightly. 

After several lazy moments of quiet, Mike finally pulled out and wiped his dripping cock-head on her inner thigh. 

Another minute passed as Randi lay against the table. Then with a sudden jerk, Mike lifted her from the table and turned her over his knee, spanking her ass with the palm of his hand until it was red hot and she was screaming for him to stop. “Mike, what the fuck…please… please…”

At last, he set the exhausted Randi on her feet. 

“What hell did you do that for?” she snapped, as she turned on him while trying to catch her breath. 

He was totally calm now, but his eyes narrowed on her. “That’s just a reminder; you stay away from my study… you hear? You have the rest of the house, and the one next door to fancy up any way you want…that should be enough.

“Besides,” his expression lightened, “I like your ass all hot and sore.” He gave it a squeeze, then he grinned, his blue eyes twinkling.

Exhausted from the sex and spanking, she looked at him too dazed to speak. So many possible rebuttals disappeared from her mind as she remembered who she was with and why. 

This was love, not just sex. This was love. Finally, after eight rocky months together, with its fights and bruises and some of the damnedest scenes of depraved surrender she’d ever submitted to, she was beginning to believe their unlikely relationship might just last. This was just another installment, another moment of pleasure to savor. Being in his arms, laughing and giggling afterward… would make this another one of those special moments that would separate this man from all the others in her memory.

Randi Savoy would be shocked, almost speechless, when the plane landed at Mike’s ‘romantic’ destination. She’d been expecting that they’d return to Hector’s Florida villa for the wedding and that fateful meeting with the branding iron. But she would learn that once again her lover, her master and that sexy next door neighbor, Mike Rushton would surprise her again. On a beach on some Caribbean Isle, she would kneel in the sand naked, over a wine barrel. Mike would hold her down with no more than his firm, deciding hands to keep her still. Then, when she was settled, and the iron was ready, Mike’s friend would, with great care, press the glowing metal to her already branded flank. With that first rush of pain, she would feel a little more of her fear fall away in this astounding gesture of ownership. The brand would be transformed from Bret Deacon’s to Mike Rushton’s. She’d belong to Mike at last, for good, exactly as it should be.

***

Randi Savoy had come a long way to find herself back on the neighborhood street where the two old houses sat side by side. But despite the twisted route she’d taken to get there, despite the wildly kinky life they shared now, to Mike Rushston, Randi was still the same old Randi Savoy he had grown to love in secret so many years before. Though she might be his slut, his slave, his wife, and a one time porn star princess, at the bottom of it all, he would always think of her as his sexy neighbor, that naughty little girl next door. 
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