
        
            
                
            
        

    
THREESOME

[image: A picture containing person, indoor, man, clothing  Description automatically generated]

THREE SEXY THRILLERS

Copyright © 2014 – 2020 By Natasha Stevens. Contains the books BOUND BY THE BURGLAR, STEPBROTHER BRUTE, and THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT, all previously published.


TABLE OF LINKED CONTENTS

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

COPYRIGHT AND LICENSING


[image: A person wearing a suit and tie  Description automatically generated]

A DARK ROMANCE RUSSIAN MAFIA THRILLER

Copyright © 2016 by Natasha Stevens

All rights reserved.

Trigger Warning: Contains graphic content, including sex and violence.


PART ONE

[image: ]


Chastity

One of my clients recently joked that I was the best, highest-paid escort in the world.

I don’t know how you’d figure out something like that, though.

First of all there are no official listings of rates and people understandably keep such numbers as private as they can. Plus, my hourly or nightly rate doesn’t reflect the gifts that I get from my clients, or the airfares, and so forth.

Okay, there are some websites and forums with unofficial anonymous ratings, of course.

And I am very highly rated, there, it seems.

But, I mean really, what’s an escort, or a whore, when you come right down to it?

I mean, do trophy wives count? They end up with far more money than me.

But then again, if you average out it by the hour, maybe not. When I’m not working, I’m not working, you know?

And there have been a few people who auctioned off their virginity, for bids of hundreds of thousands of dollars. I never got offered anything like that for one night, but then again those were probably mostly hoaxes, scams, and marketing ploys.

Suffice it to say I’m paid well for what I do, which is not just fucking.

It’s spending time with people – men and women, of course – and making them feel good for a while. Being good company.

And then fucking them.

But I make people feel good any way I can.

And I mean, how would you judge who is the best escort in the world otherwise? Best at sex?

I mean, I’m good, but I don’t think I have supernatural abilities or anything.

People fuck for all kinds of reasons, most of them for no money. The talented amateurs, the semi-pro party girls, and everything in between. 

But I enjoy it, and that’s more that a lot of escorts can say. It’s not just an act with me.

Not all of it, anyway.

More of my clients joke about the name Chastity, in relation to my job involving so much sex.

I’ve learned to smile and make clients think it’s the first time I’ve heard that joke.

I’m good at my job.

Vladimir

One of my victims recently joked that I was the best hit man in the world.

I don’t know how you’d figure out something like that, or even why you’d want to.

People kill other people for all kinds of reasons, good and bad, and most don’t make money from it. Extremely accomplished professional killers in the military and intelligence services, as well as in crime organizations and mafia groups, commit highly skilled assassinations and don’t get paid much of anything.

And there are people who kill their wives or husbands or parents, and manage to make it look like an accident or whatever, and end up with millions of dollars.

I’ve never made THAT kind of money for a hit.

But of course, I am well paid for what I do.

But the best?

How should I know?

I mean, I’m a good marksman, excellent at hand-to-hand combat, skilled at all kinds of surveillance and counter—surveillance and intelligence gathering.

But the best in the world? I mean, by the nature of the business, the best assassins in the world are the ones nobody knows about at all.

Really, it’s not exactly rocket science to walk up behind somebody and shoot them in the head.

It’s the stuff after the killing that gets complicated.

You make sure you get rid of the weapon, make sure that there were no witnesses, and try to minimize any other physical evidence. (Most of the stuff you see on TV about Crime Scene Investigation is exaggerated – there are DNA and hair fibers from everybody laying everywhere. Unless they already know who might have done it, it doesn’t help much.)

But I do have a few other specialized skills, I should say.

I’m the guy you call – or rather my contract organizer calls – when you DON’T want it to look like an accident.

When you want somebody to die unpleasantly.

The guy that joked about me being the best assassin in the world was an acquaintance, a guy who provided computer-related technical support for my contract organizer.

Nonetheless, I was paid to kill him, so I did.

I strangled him.

It takes about four minutes to kill somebody by strangulation, but I choked him for a couple minutes at a time, and then let him regain consciousness, before repeating the process.

He was brain-dead, and shit and pissed himself before he died, just as my employer requested.

Apparently the guy was trying to blackmail my contract manager.

Bad idea.

Anyway. I’m good at my job.

Chastity

Tonight I’m going to fuck a Russian billionaire.

Russian billionaires are some of the better kind of billionaires to fuck. They tend to be in good shape and not bad-looking, with high cheekbones and a nice tough Alpha-dog manner about them.

(As opposed to American tech billionaires, who are big blubbery babies in my experience, or Middle Eastern billionaires, who are big slobs of the first order.)

Of course, fucking Russians brings back a few bad memories.

But that’s nothing I can’t deal with.

I’ve fucked this one a few times before. With his close-cropped grey hair, Arctic wolf eyes and the finest suits, he’s everything an escort could want in a Russian billionaire.

Clean. Polite. Generous. Well-hung, but not so well-hung as to be … problematic.

To my surprise, he’s brought his trophy wife with him. She’s only a few years older than me – a former Miss Russia, if I remember correctly from the new stories. They hired a bunch of popular singers to play at their wedding, paying them millions of dollars a song. That made the news.

I look her over, smiling, and she looks back, with crystal blue eyes and beautiful fair skin, platinum jewelry and precious stones dangling in her deep cleavage. She’s a true beauty.

But then so am I. I’m not intimidated.

Like all too many Russian beauty-queen whores, she has the eyes of a predatory animal and the seething sexuality of a predatory animal, as well.

But then my own sexuality begins to turn on, the scent of money and power and hot hot sex filling my nose and brain, and making my pussy and nipples tingle.

I’m going to enjoy this.

I’m sitting across the table from them, in a private booth in a corner of the restaurant connected to a monumentally expensive hotel, making small talk. I just finished a salad – I never eat much of anything when I’m with clients beyond salad, nothing oily, heavy, or stinky -- and I’m drinking a club soda. I haven’t had a drop of alcohol in nearly ten years, and I consider being sober a matter of professionalism as well as just a plain matter of staying healthy and sane.

Speaking of bad memories.

But then again, I don’t ACT completely sober. A little giddy giggly behavior goes a long way.

But only a little.

Unlike the Russian bitch, my smile is warm and genuine, and my panties are already wet. I lick my full lips as I look over at her.

The security guards are sitting a couple tables away. Two of them. I’ve been with enough rich guys that I’ve gotten pretty good at spotting security. It’s not their fitness or their size, it’s their eyes, which are checking out the room – and checking out everybody, not just the women.

His wife is wearing a short silver dress and my eyes are again drawn to her high firm tits cleft deeply in the décolletage of it. They’re real, or they’re as expensive and high-quality as everything else she wears.

The billionaire notices where I’m looking and he loosens his tie a bit.

Vladimir

Tonight I’m going to kill a Russian billionaire.

Fucking Russians.

My countrymen.

Although it’s been a while since I lived there.

I think I’ve killed more of them than any other.

But if you must kill people for money, let it be Russian billionaires.

They are more insect than human, in my experience. They live to feed on the world, and that’s about it. Businesses, products, resources, women, men. Everything is there only for them to use.

Oh sure, they might sponsor a charity project or two to make sure they’ve got some support in their home town, maybe. Or to make sure there are good roads and sanitation and schools in the cities where their mistresses, baby mommas, and relatives live.

Otherwise, their vacuous lust for consumption is matched only by vampire bats and lamprey eels.

This guy is a particularly vile specimen, having made his fortune in buying up privatized state industries cheaply in Russia’s bad old days, with money he made from various illegal acts which included sex trafficking of Russia’s most abundant natural resource, hot and slender young women.

When the government finally started to turn on him, he fled the country, buying residence in America and investing in various vapid attention-seeking pastimes like sports teams as well as investment houses that figured out ways to steal money that were only legal because they were so complicated nobody had figured out how to make them illegal yet.

I’m going to enjoy killing him.

He’s been on TV a lot recently, talking about the corruption in the Russian government. Maybe that had something to do with the contract on him, I don’t know.

Of course he has security out his ass, but that probably makes him overconfident. He likes to fuck girls in his limo, while driving around the city, and that’s a big vulnerability. If he was doing it in a well-guarded house or apartment, or even a hotel, I wouldn’t be able to get him.

But the limo, while armored, has several advantages for me which are disadvantages for his security.

Obviously he doesn’t want his security in the back of the limo with him watching him fuck. He’s not THAT kind of a kink.

So there are two guys in the front seat, one driving. Both highly-trained armed security, and the limo is bulletproof and rigged up with the usual alarms and such.

There’s a rotating team of four of them, and I’ve been watching them for a week or so.

Chastity

Of course I’m a great conversationalist.

I have to be.

But that’s not hard, with most guys.

Smiling and nodding appreciatively is about all that’s required. And telling them how big their cocks are, of course.

Tonight, the conversation, as often with Russians, revolves around expensive shit they’ve bought recently. It’s not a subject of world-shattering interest to me, but I like clothes and shoes and handbags as much as the next girl and I make it my professional business to keep up with the latest information about it. Her high-heeled pumps cost more than our waiter makes in a month, probably.

Underneath the table, the former Miss Russia is rubbing her feet against my bare legs.

And fuck is it turning me on!

I mean, rubbing legs under the table, that’s so high school right?

Maybe that’s why I’m enjoying it.

She’s kicked off her expensive top-dollar spike-heeled pumps and is running her delicate little well-manicured toes, clad in expensive silk stockings, up and down my bare calf.

After she finishes her second bottle of champagne, she asks me if I’m worth what they’re paying me.

“Your husband buys only the finest things, so why should I be any different?” I say, batting my eyes at her.

She smiles at me for the first time.

Her little foot is rubbing between my knees now; I slide my dress up a bit, and spread my legs, and she slides her warm silky foot down my thigh until it’s pressing against my moist, black lace panties.

The billionaire is too much of a … well, too much of a billionaire to bend down under the table and look, although I’m sure he can tell by looking down at his wife’s legs what she’s doing.

“And do you like that, Chastity?” he asks.

I blink my eyes and lick my lips, letting a look of barely-contained lust be my answer. I squeeze my thighs together around her foot as she gently pulsates it against the lace covered mound between my legs.

He smiles with his even white teeth. Unlike his wife’s tits, I’m sure they’re not real, but I’m sure they’re top quality and very expensive.

Like everything else he owns.

Vladimir

It doesn’t take much effort to poison two of his security guys.

I put a toxin on the door handle of the tail car, while it was parked in the parking area nearby. That was easy enough. Getting close to the limousine was harder, but I managed to do it during the dinner hour rush.

Nothing deadly; just a botulism-derived toxin embedded in an emulsifying agent, DMSO, to spread it into their bloodstream from contact. They’ll all be coming down with symptoms similar to food poisoning in a couple of hours. Fever, diarrhea, that kind of thing.

The limo is parked in front of the hotel while the billionaire has dinner. Two are inside with him – probably just beginning to feel feverish and nauseous -- and two are waiting in the limo.

I’m in a simple disguise – a curly wig and glasses. I’ve grown a short beard for the occasion. I have a drink alone in the bar near the restaurant, pretending like I’m doing important stuff with my tablet computer, but I’m using it to occasionally access the live video feed to the camera I’ve installed outside near the limo.

It’s not even the stupid wig and glasses that make me blend in. I’m very good at disappearing. At 6’0 and 180 pounds I’m just average-sized enough to not stand out, and I disdain the pumped-up chemically-enhanced muscles so many men strive for these days. My strength is what it needs to be, built of thousands of reps of sit-ups, pull-ups, and push-ups, but I’m not swollen like a circus attraction.

Also, I’m good at appearing clumsy, uncoordinated, and ultimately forgettable. Perhaps because that’s what I was as a child. Who’d have thought it would come in handy?

I see the billionaire and his trophy wife, and then her. The escort, blonde hair spilling down her bare shoulders.

That’s all I dare to let myself see of her.

I make a point of not giving them more than a cursory glance, because his two guys in the restaurant will be looking to make sure nobody is checking out the boss. Or his women.

But the escort, I have other reasons for not wanting to look at.

I push that distraction from my mind and concentrate on work, and try not to think of her bare shoulders.

Finally one of the security guys gets out of the limo to use the toilet – which he is surely going to do in the bathroom of the lobby of the hotel. I’ve seen him do it a couple of times before, and I gave both of them a slightly less-concentrated dose of the same toxin I used on the others. I knew one of them would have to go eventually.

I go into the toilet first. This toilet is usually empty, as it accommodates only one at a time – this is a classy place, after all, and there’s another larger one in the bar and restaurant area. It’s perfect for my purposes; first you walk into a large room with a sink, and then there’s another door to the toilet.

I go into the toilet, past the second door, and wait.

When the security guy comes in, he has the usual reaction anybody has when they walk in on an occupied toilet: He looks away and tries to close the door.

And that kills him.

I hit him in the throat with the edge of my hand before he can close the door and pull him by his collar into the toilet stall, closing the door behind him. He gurgles and chokes, but doesn’t make much noise.

I lock my forearm around his neck and lock my hand in the crook of my elbow, cutting off his oxygen as well as the blood flow to his brain, and he begins to lose consciousness within a few seconds.

I hold him for the full four minutes until he’s dead.

I always feel a little twinge about killing security guys, but they knew the risks when they took the job.

And no telling what this guy had done for his boss.

Or his bitch wife.

I let the body settle onto the very clean marble floor of the toilet, and put on his uniform. It’s just a black jacket over a white shirt; but he does have a fucking chauffer cap.

How stupid.

The guy was a bit taller than me, but we’re about the same shoulder width. It’ll work just fine.

Have to ditch my beard quickly, though, and a few passes with a battery-powered electric razor from my computer bag does that easily enough.

I leave him there, and go out, locking the door with a copy of a key which I’d stolen from the maintenance department a few days previously.

Just to complicate the matter a bit, I take a tube of super glue from my pocket and inject some into the lock.

No cameras on the entrance to the bathroom; this is a classy joint, like I said.

I go back to the limo, get inside it, and as the driver turns to me I shoot him twice in the head with my silenced 9mm handgun.

Now silencers, or suppressors as they are more accurately called, are not as quiet as they look in movies. They’d don’t make that little pneumatic PHUT PHUT noise.

It sounds more like a hand clapping.

And then the sound of a bullet cracking through skull, that’s pretty loud, too.

Inside the confines of the limo driver’s cockpit, it’s loud enough that I’m glad I’m wearing earplugs, but I know nobody will hear it through the armor of the car, or see it through the tinted windows.

The body slumps against the far window, blood trickling from the holes in the side of his head, and his feet kick a bit, and then he’s still.

I take out the earplugs. I have a bit of tinnitus, a ringing in my right ear, from being in too many gunfights. Though I admit that there are far worse injuries that can result from gunfights.

And I’ve had those, also.

Chastity

I’m riding her foot, squeezing my legs together around it, and she pushes it against my wetness.

I look around the restaurant nervously, and the billionaire laughs a bit. “Do you want her to stop, Chastity?”

I shake my head and bite my lip.

The beauty queen is looking me right in the eye, smiling, as she rubs my pussy with her foot, and her fingertips are tracing over the slopes of her breasts, revealed in the low cut silver dress.

She dips one finger inside the neckline of her dress, inside her bra, and licks her lips.

“Shall we get the check?” asks the billionaire.

Oooh, this is going to be a good night.

Vladimir

When the two other security guards bring the billionaire out and deposit him, his trophy wife, and his slut for the evening in the back of the limo, they check in by radio but don’t bother to open the door and say hello. I gave the right radio call signal in my perfect Russian. Why should they even look in the tinted windows?

I’d monitored their radio communications for the week I’d watched them, so I knew exactly what to say and when. I hear the door in the back close and I pull the car out into traffic and drive into the streets of the city.

Chastity

It’s a bit different than you’d imagine, being a highly-paid escort.

I mean, I am with men more nights than not. And they are often kind and affectionate and treat me well.

But still, I remain a thing they pay for.

Do they think of me much differently than their expensive cars?

We both give them pleasure, but…

When I’m alone, however, I’m really alone.

I mean I have a few acquaintances. Girls at the gym and the salon.

But I don’t really hang around with other escorts, really. I know a few, of course. We work together occasionally. We tend not to hang out together when we’re not working because we’re all, at the end of the day, competition for each other.

And we want to get away from work in our free time, I suppose.

So I don’t have anybody in my life at the moment who I can discuss my job with, so I can’t really be honest with anybody.

That’s a very special kind of loneliness, having a big secret like that.

But I’m philosophical about it.

I’m certainly not the only one with secrets.

Vladimir

It’s a bit different being a highly-paid assassin than you’d think.

I watch movies and it’s always the lone assassin cleaning guns in his room or playing the cello alone on the dock of his lake house or something like that.

I do my jobs alone, apart from some intelligence support from my contract arranger, and that’s one reason why I’m so in demand. It would be a lot easier to work with a team, but with me, you get no witnesses, and no accomplices.

But when I’m not working?

I socialize like any 28-year-old guy, I guess.

I have a few buddies from the gym, guys who also work in security and military contracting who also can’t talk about their jobs much.

Girls?

Well. That just wouldn’t work, for reasons which will be clear soon enough. Fortunately my work gives me certain opportunities to fulfill my needs, and that’s enough. That’s the world I live in.

But I can’t have too many close relationships in this job, for obvious reasons.

I mean, I told you already about the job where I had to strangle my acquaintance. I wouldn’t say I really liked that guy, but he was okay.

I had friends when I was in the Spetznatz, the Russian special forces, and when I worked for a private military contracting company later. They were better friends because there weren’t so many secrets. Or at least, we shared secrets. It’s funny how talking about work is such a big part of friendships and relationships.

You’d think it would be easier to separate work and life, but it isn’t. For anybody.

Least of all for those of us with illegal jobs.

Maybe that’s why crime syndicates are often family based.

But friendship is over-rated in my opinion, anyway.

Family too.

Chastity

I’m sitting across from them in the back of the limo, the leather seats so buttery soft they feel like you could sink into them. The seats run along three sides, and there’s a bar and music center along the right side next to the door.

The billionaire pours himself a scotch.

The billionaire’s wife strips down to her expensive underwear. It’s a silvery-grey lace, matching the dress which now lies on the seat next to her, and her white stockings stop at mid-thigh.

She’s kept on the high heels. 

She’s watching me with those cold blue eyes as she has yet another glass of champagne.

The billionaire has taken off his tie and jacket and begun unbuttoning his white shirt. His wife and he kiss for a bit, surprising me with their tenderness, and then he instructs me to take off my dress.

I do so, as gracefully as I can in the confines of the backseat, and without removing my own high heels, which are expensive if perhaps not so expensive as hers.

My underwear is black, and expensive, if perhaps not so expensive as hers.

And my tits are perhaps not as big as hers, also.

But mine are definitely real.

She is fucking gorgeous, there’s no doubt about that, but I look down at my own flat smooth stomach and full breasts, and can’t resist the urge to take my breasts in my hands and squeeze them, and squeezing my legs together, feeling a warm glow in my pussy, still aroused from her rubbing her foot against it.

The expensive leather feels good on my ass.

God, I love fucking in limos.

“Do you want to kiss my wife’s pussy, Chastity?” asks the billionaire.

I smile. “I do. And do you want to watch me eat your wife’s pussy, Ivan?”

“I do,” he says, taking off his shirt and revealing a muscular shaved chest and some old school Russian prison tattoos, stars and crosses and spider webs. Only a few.

That brings back a short bad memory, but I’m good at putting those in the boxes they belong in.

I look at the ripe mound of his wife’s crotch beneath those expensive panties and I lick my lips.

Vladimir

Security inside the actual limo is a bit of a joke.

There’s an intercom, of course, but no open connection.  He doesn’t want to be disturbed by his security, I guess. He could be dead already back there, for all I know.

The partition is up and there’s a camera for rear view behind the limo but nothing to show what’s actually going on in the back.

The limo is armored, I’d know that even if I couldn’t feel its ponderous added weight as I drive it, and the back door locks automatically, but there are ways around that, as with anything.

Soundproofed, too. I can only hear a bit of faint music and the occasional giggle from the back as I drive in the usual random pattern through the streets. There’s a speaker through which I can hear the traffic around me, but almost nothing in the back.

I look at the camera and I can see the tail car behind me, their solemn faces behind the wheel beginning to twist in discomfort.

Finally I get a radio call from the tail car, saying that they’re both feeling sick and they’re afraid they may have been poisoned.

Chastity

The billionaire’s wife has spread her legs and pulled her panties to the side, revealing her billion-dollar pussy.

And a nice little pussy it is!

Trim and tight and pink, and of course waxed smooth.

She runs her finger over the moist slit, and her labia open a bit, like a flower.

I smile at her, my big open smile that can make even the hardest heart melt a little – one of the things that surely makes me, if not the best escort in the world, than certainly one of the best.

I get on my hands and knees on the limo floor in front of her. The thick carpeting is nice and comfy and soft on my knees.

Her pink tongue protrudes between her full lips for a moment and her eyes are dancing.

“Are you ready?” she asks. She pulls the straps of her bra down off her shoulders, and her hard pink nipples appear above the edge of the cups. She teases the stiff buds with her bright, perfectly manicured fingernails, and then puts one finger in her mouth, then uses the wet finger to stoke each nipple in turn.

I smile at her. “Are you ready?” I ask.

“Yesssss,” she says, drawing out the sound as her husband the billionaire reaches over and cups one of her full breasts in his big hand and pulls her close and kisses her.

I butterfly kiss my way up her inner thigh, in the white creamy flesh above the top of her thigh-high stockings.

“Are you sure?” I ask.

She reaches down and strokes her finger up and down her pussy lips. They’re now glistening – her pussy lips and her fingers -- even in the low light inside the limo.

“I’m sure,” she says.

“Ask her nicely, Nadia,” says Ivan. “She’s our guest for the evening.”

“Kiss it,” she says softly, putting her hand on the side of my face and stroking my cheek. “Kiss it now.”

I slide my tongue slowly up the length of her slit, and she moans loudly.

Vladimir

The tail car warns me that they’re going to pull off, and that I should take the principal to the safe location and call for backup security.

I answer, in my flawless Russian, in the affirmative, with the proper call signals, imitating the clipped cadence of the guy who had been driving. All security guys kind of talk the same anyway. I’d been listening to their radio communications all week and could passably imitate all of them, if I needed to.

Another of my talents.

But they were professional, and Russian, so they didn’t talk much anyway.

In the rear view mirror, the tail car pulls off.

I exit from the crowded city streets and head toward the industrial area.

Chastity

I am sucking on the billionaire’s wife’s clit, and she has her husband’s billion-dollar dick out, jacking him off as he watches me tongue-fuck his wife’s hot tight pussy.

She’s beginning to spasm and jerk as my tongue finds all the right places.

At one point she stabs me in the thigh with one of her spike heels but I let the pain galvanize me and dig my tongue in further, swirling it around her clit, and then slide two fingers into her, and she cries out in Russian. “Bozhemoi!”

That means “Oh my god!” in Russian.

I’ve learned how to say that in various languages, if nothing else.

She grabs my hair and pulls my head up out of her crotch, and kisses me hard. Soon our mouths, our faces, are both covered with her pussy juice and smeared lipstick.

She kisses my neck, making me moan, and hugs against me, the lace of our bras whispering together. She has he legs wrapped around my waist as we make out some more, and she unhooks my bra and eases it off me.

We rub our tits together, back and forth and up and down, and she pulls my hair and kisses me between the breasts, then kisses and sucks my hard nipples, flicking them with her tongue.

I’m enjoying it, moaning and writhing, rubbing my fingers through the silky curls of her hair, until she bites my left nipple, hard. I cry out.

I can’t say I don’t enjoy that a bit, also.

“Now suck my husband’s cock,” says Nadia the trophy wife.

The billionaire’s rich dick is hanging from the fly of his suit trousers, hard and heavy and throbbing in his lap, and I look at it and take it in one small hand, and begin licking the head gently, tentatively, savoring it, like a girl with a popsicle.

Then I take it all the way into my mouth, into my throat.

His crotch is shaved, also; there is a bit of stubble, as silver as the hair on his head, but I like the rough feel of that against my cheeks quite a bit.

“Suck his balls,” she says. “Jack him off while you suck his balls,” she says. Her accent is a bit heavy but her English is really very good.

But I suppose this is a vocabulary set she’s practiced plenty of times.

I gently take each of his nuts, in turn, into my mouth; they’re the size of plums. I massage them with my tongue.

“Now suck it again,” she says. She has her head on her husband’s shoulder, stroking his nipples with her long fingernails while she watches me suck him.

I take his cock all the way into my mouth again, letting it fill my throat, until I gag, and then I wrap my lips tight around it and slide it slowly in and out of my mouth, worshipping it.

He is moaning, also watching me as my head bobs up and down in his lap.

“Touch yourself, whore. I want to watch you touch yourself while you suck my husband’s cock,” she says.

My hand slides into the waistband of my panties and eagerly encounters my hot hard little clit, stroking it in tandem with the rhythm of my cocksucking.

I reach over and put my hand on his wife’s thigh, and she bends down to speak in my ear.              

“You want to fuck my husband, whore?” says Nadia.

“Yes,” I say, between mouthfuls of cock.

“Did I say you could take his cock out of your mouth? Keep his cock in your mouth and tell me again, do you want to fuck him?”

“Mmmm-hmmmm,” I moan around a mouthful of throbbing Russian cock. I’m sliding it in and out slowly, moaning around it.

“Then fuck him now, whore. Let me watch you fuck him.” She leans back in the seat, one hand squeezing one of her breasts and the other sliding into her own panties.

His big cock leaves my mouth with an audible pop of suction, and I climb into his lap, although that’s a little awkward and I’m careful that I don’t poke holes in anything or anyone with my heels, and I’m very wet but I still gasp as he enters me, stretching my wet eager pussy.

Vladimir

The soundproofing is good, but I can hear somebody having an orgasm in the back seat.

I feel my lips press together tightly, and don’t let myself think about that.

Not yet.

There are assassins who won’t kill women or children.

Me?

I won’t kill children.

Women?

No problem.

Women are just as evil as men.

No doubt about that.

My first was a Georgian woman. That would be Georgia, the former Soviet territory, not Georgia the American state.

She was a terrorist of the type known as a “black widow.” To avenge the death of her husband in a Russian military campaign there, she recruited other young widows to work as suicide bombers.

One took down a whole plane.

I abducted her and spent a weekend with her before she died.

I’m not proud of it, but it is what it is.

It became my specialty.

The warehouse that I chose is not far from the highway, of course. I pull into the completely dark back alley that leads to one of the back entrances, which I’ve rigged up with an automatic opener so I can drive right in.

I drive across the empty warehouse floor towards the three boxes.

Chastity

I am fucking the billionaire.

He’s thrusting hard into me and I’m bouncing up and down eagerly in his lap, facing him, straddling him.

His wife is playing with her pussy as she watches me, her bright fingernails dancing, glittering as she toys with her clit.

She reaches over with one hand to squeeze my tits, and I bring my hands up and squeeze her hand to my full, firm breasts, kneading myself, maximizing my own pleasure.

I’m very close.

“Are you going to cum, little whore?” she asks sweetly.

“Oh, god, yes,” I moan and I throw my head back and cry out.

But I don’t cum.

I never do.

I’m close, of course. I’m very close. The pleasure is intense, my whole body is filled with heat, and I’m literally surfing on the edge of one, every muscle right on the verge.

But I don’t cum.

It doesn’t take much art to fake an orgasm, especially when you’re really close. It’s just like… you stop moaning and relax, and people think you’re done.

That’s about all it takes.

I don’t know why it’s always like that.

I enjoy the fucking of course.

But it’s like that last little piece of myself I can’t quite give away, maybe.

I don’t know whether I should be ashamed of that or proud of it.

I collapse off the rich guy’s cock, panting, onto the side seat of the limo, and Nadia climbs onto his still throbbing cock.

And then the side door of the limo begins to slide open.

Vladimir

I open the door and when the billionaire turns towards me his face is already contorting with anger at my interruption.

The handheld Taser weapon that I’m using fires two small darts attached to wires that deliver a shock of 50,000 volts. This is enough to scramble somebody’s brain for a few minutes, and is painful, but doesn’t cause any permanent damage.

One of the darts hits him in the side of the face, and the other hits him in his bare shoulder.

The electricity flows through him … and into his wife, who is bouncing up and down on his dick.

Both of them jolt and shudder, as the electricity crackles and hums through them, and their eyes roll into their heads, and they collapse onto the seat.

And she looks at me.

Her.

Chastity

Him.

His face is chiseled now, and his hair is close cropped. He’s wearing a white shirt and he has a gun tucked into his belt.

His eyes are gleaming in his head like emeralds.

He looks so fucking gorgeous.

I have a moment to think that, before I realize I’m about to piss myself with terror.

He’s the spitting image of what his brother used to look like.

And he’s pointing the gun at me now …

Vladimir.

Her.

Her hair is blonde now. Her face is covered with smeared makeup but is rosy, flushed with sex.

Her beautiful big tits are bouncing as she struggles to stand up, to get out of the way, to cover herself, to take aboard all this new information, this sudden change in the evening.

She looks so fucking gorgeous.

I feel my dick starting to harden.

“Stop,” I say, in a low graveyard voice.

Her face cracks apart as she looks at me; her lips tremble. “You,” she whispers. “Vlad. What … how …”

“Shut up,” I say, and wave the gun at her, my silenced 9mm Glock, waving her to step out of the car.

She fumbles with her dress and I say, “Forget it. Leave it. Out. Now.”

She looks at me and tears are spilling from her eyes now, making more streaks in her streaked makeup.

She looks so hot.

I want to take her in my arms. I want to hold her and tell her not to be afraid.

But telling her that would be a lie.

She awkwardly crawls over the unconscious billionaire and his trophy wife, one of her high heels on, one having fallen off, still wearing nothing but black panties.

“Okay,” I say, waving the gun at her again. “Stand right there. By that post. And don’t move.”

I should box her up, so I don’t have to look at her, but I have to admit it gives me a tremendous rush, seeing her again after all these years.

And I find I want her to see what I am now.

Ten years, and countless bodies behind me, yet still she makes me feel like a helpless adolescent.

Chastity

The warehouse is cold, and I feel like I’m going to piss, vomit, or maybe just plain faint.

I stand shivering, my arms wrapped over my breasts, sore from all the attention they got but nipples still puckered from the cold.

I go ahead and kick off the other high heel.

My heart is hammering in my chest.

Being taken out of a car by a man with a gun would be terrifying enough under any circumstances, but Vlad?

Where the fuck had he been for the last ten years?

And what the fuck is he doing here? With a gun?

All the years I’d imagined running into him somewhere. Every hotel, every restaurant I’d gone into all around the world, some part of me had been looking for him.

And now here he is … with a gun.

He tucks the gun back in his belt, eying me coldly, and reaches into the car and pulls out the former Miss Russia, unconscious, holding her like Frankenstein or the Mummy carry the girl away in old movies. Her thigh-high stocking has rolled down one leg, and her head and curly hair dangle limply, although she moans and tries to raise one arm.

Vladimir puts her in a box nearby.

It’s not exactly coffin size, a little bit wider and a little bit shorter. Maybe some kind of packing crate?

He closes the lid and latches it and shoots the bolt.

When my eyes fall on the other two open boxes nearby, I start to scream.

Vladimir

Her scream simultaneously thrills me and breaks my heart.

Already she’s making me stupid. Again.

The billionaire surprises me.

He’s regained consciousness and he leaps into the open door of the limo as I turn to look at her.

He punches me in the face, and grabs for my gun.

Amazing that he doesn’t have a gun himself, but his hands are empty.

I roll with the punch and hit him in the solar plexus as he climbs out of the car.

He falls backward with a silent exhalation of air, his blue eyes wide.

He’s still shirtless, and he’s well-built and he appears to be in good shape.

For a fifty-year-old billionaire.

But compared to me, he’s a couch potato.

He reaches out again, trying to grab my gun; I grab his arm and keep him from falling, locking his arm under mine and hyper-extending his elbow.

He cries out in pain, having finally caught his breath, and I use my other elbow to slam him in the face.

His head cracks against the side of the limo, and I release him, and he goes to his knees on the concrete.

Her shrill scream is echoing through the warehouse, and I realize I’m showing off for her a bit, as I do a side kick into the billionaire’s face, and he slams flat onto his back, his face now covered with blood from his smashed nose.

The thump of his body on the ground is loud enough to shut her up.

She stands there, trembling, hand clutched over her mouth, her big blue-green eyes wide with terror. Her tits are shaking as she stands there in her panties.

My cock is fully hard now.

Already she’s made me stupid again.

Showing off … like a high-schooler again.

Be a professional, I reminded myself.

He’s groaning but stunned as I lift him – easily enough, though I’m sure he weighs 200 pounds – by the belt and carry him the short trip to the largest box. I toss him in, close the lid and lock it.

Almost done.

I turn to her and she says, “Vlad … I … are you … if this is about the … Ivan … the billionaire … I can just leave, you know I won’t tell anybody. I don’t know what you’re involved in, but I’ll just go. I just need my clothes, that’s all, I’ll just take my clothes and leave …”

“No,” I say. “Get in the box.”

I point the gun at her.

“Don’t hurt me,” she says, softly.

The voice and words of somebody who already knows that saying that very rarely helps.

“I’m not going to tell you again,” I say.

“Please Vlad,” she says, face streaming with tears. “Please, don’t make me get in that box. I’ll go with you, I’ll do anything you want, but please just don’t put me in that box. I’ll do whatever you say, but …”

I tuck my gun in my belt and close the space between us and grab her by the hair; her shriek is cut off by my hand on her throat, causing her to gag.

She tries to pull my hand away, but the pain is intense and her wide blue eyes are dilated with terror.

She can’t speak, she can’t breathe.

Fuck she’s beautiful.

I want to kiss her plump lips, bite them.

But I push those images away and say, “Do exactly what I tell you. Do you understand? Nod your head if you understand.”

She nods, and I release the pressure on her throat.

“I’m a professional killer,” I say. “I was paid to kill the billionaire and his wife, and make them suffer as much as possible.”

She just stares at me.

I’m holding her close now; her big tits are just barely brushing against my chest and her hair wrapped around my fist feels like silk. My cock is throbbing, bulging in my pants, and I press it against her stomach so she can feel it.

She whimpers.

“But you’re not just a witness or an innocent bystander,” I say in her ear, close enough to her to smell her, the same maddening clean smell that has haunted my dreams for all these years. “I was hired to kill you, too.”

And I lift her, around the waist and knees, and she doesn’t say a word, squeezes her eyes tightly shut, as I gently deposit her in the box.

And I close the lid on her beautiful face, her trembling perfect near-naked body, and begin loading the boxes into the van.


PART TWO
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Vladimir

I keep thinking about the expression, “The one that got away.”

It makes me laugh, to think of it.

She sure didn’t get away this time.

Chastity

Being locked in a lightless box gives you a lot of time to think about all the mistakes you’ve made in your life.

At first, I tried to think happy thoughts, to stay positive.

I was thankful that I could breathe, for example.

My hands crept around the padded interior of the coffin-sized box, and I could feel a series of small holes on the right side, through which a slight breeze seemed to be coming in.

Some kind of oxygen supply, or ventilation, at least.

So I lay in the pitch blackness, naked except for my panties, and tried to at least be glad that I wasn’t going to suffocate.

Not yet, anyway.

Vladimir

I kept the speedometer of the van at exactly the speed limit on the four-hour drive to the cabin.

I never speed. I guess I would if I was being chased, but nobody ever chases me.

Not yet, anyway.

When you break as many big laws as I do – namely, murder – you need to obey the small laws.

My fake ID said I was a straight citizen with no record, and if a police man stopped me, I was moving some things out to a country house for a friend.

I had the dumb curly wig on again.

My three guests for the evening were sealed in boxes in the back, mixed in with a variety of furniture and carpets and assorted other junk.

The Russian billionaire, his trophy wife, and Chastity, the world-class professional escort.

It made me smile to think about that, too.

They were used to Bentleys and private jets.

Now they get custom-made coffins.

I call them coffins, but they’re disguised to look like regular packing crates. They have false tops that open and make them appear to be full of books. The compartments underneath are padded and have an air supply that lasts for six hours.

I’ve hidden all kind of stuff in them over the years, not just people. Weapons, of course. Even myself, a few times.

I hardly need to say that it’s not a very pleasant experience being locked in one.

Chastity

At first I was senseless with terror in the dark box. I screamed and beat on the lid.

This didn’t accomplish much other than to bruise my hands.

I tried to relax and take some deep breaths. He hadn’t killed me immediately – maybe that meant he didn’t intend to kill me.

The bottom of the box felt like some kind of rubber mat. It wasn’t comfortable, though I guess it could have been worse.

But maybe it meant that he intended to do worse than kill me.

I started screaming and banging again as I thought about that.

A few broken fingernails later, I stopped. I wasn’t going anywhere, that was clear.

So I just lay in the dark, waiting.

And waiting.

And finally the pressure in my bladder got to be too much and I peed.

I was wearing only string panties, so not too much got on me. It increased the general temperature in the box a little, which was almost comforting, but the smell made my eyes water in the close space.

It seemed to drain quickly out the bottom of the box, however, and I felt some more small holes with my fingers.

This detail particularly chilled me.

How many people had been held in this box so long that they had had to pee?

His face was etched in my mind as if by laser.

His emerald eyes. I remember those eyes from when we were children.

So sad, so kind they were then.

But now?

Now they were as bright and calculating and merciless as a tiger.

And yet, the way he looked at me… had been familiar, for a moment. I recognized him immediately.

His eyes, I mean.

Otherwise, now, he looked very much like his brother.

His brother, the Russian gangster.

Who, ten years previously, I’d fucked.

Vladimir

She didn’t look very different.

Even with the dyed hair, the changed name, the expensive clothes and jewelry, she was still the girl I’d loved practically from the first time I’d seen her.

When they sent me the contract on her life, I had stared at the picture for nearly an hour.

She’d had some plastic surgery; she’d had her nose fixed. It used to have a bump, an irregularity, from the time it had been broken.

By her father, of course.

She also had a scar on her chin, a small one, from the corner of her mouth, back when I knew her.

She’d gotten that taken care of also. I saw no trace of it in pictures.

And her eyes -- she was obviously wearing contacts, because in reality, one of her eyes was blue and the other more greenish-blue, but now they both seemed to be the same shade of deep blue-green.

I’d loved both those things about her. Every irregularity made her beautiful face more real and human, more unique and dear.

But a few minor changes aside, she still had a real face, a real figure.

She looked like a living breathing beautiful young woman, not a plastic Barbie doll or a thing that only came to life with makeup and hair extensions and pushup bras.

And her smile.

Radiant. The beautiful smile of a child.

Full of delight.

I had tried not to think about her for so many years.

I literally used to punch myself, when I first joined the Spetznatz, the Russian special forces.

When I would think of her, while waiting in dirty trenches or on long stakeouts tracking terrorists, while sleeping in freezing mountain camps in Chechnya, Georgia, and South Ossetia, I would hit myself. I would ball my fist up and slam it into the side of my head.

Or occasionally into my groin.

And force myself to think about something else.

Of course, soon there was so much death and bloodshed and suffering around me, there wasn’t much room to think of her.

Chastity

I remember the first time I saw him.

He moved next door to us when I was 13.

He was 15. He had come from Russia after his parents died, to live with his brother, who was 20 and lived with a Estonian “dancer” who was of course a stripper, although I didn’t know that so much at the time.

I knew his brother worked at some nightclub, but I also knew he was a tough and scary-looking guy, with his shaved head and his ropy muscles. Handsome though, with cheekbones that looked carved out of rock.

You may have guessed we didn’t live in a particularly nice neighborhood.

He looked so sad, Vladimir, a skinny kid with dark hair hanging in his face.

He was reading a book, and I think that might have been the first time I saw somebody do that outside of school.

I thought it was really exotic. Nobody read books in my house. Magazines, the newspaper, occasionally. Books?

Those were for rich people.

Vladimir

My parents were both dead by the time I was 13.

A drunk driving accident. They’d gone to meet some friends and come home drunk on vodka.

But they’d never made it.

I lived with a grandparent for a couple years while my brother arranged for me to come to America.

My brother Igor had gone to America to study at a university on a hockey scholarship, but he’d dropped out fairly quickly after he found he could make a lot more money breaking heads for the local Russian mobsters.

And skull-breakers got more pussy than hockey players, too. And no boring classes to sit through.

I didn’t know much about that at the time, though. He just said he worked security at a couple of nightclubs.

Which was true enough -- when he wasn’t cracking skulls, dealing drugs at the nightclubs, and extorting money from shopkeepers in the neighborhood.

I remember I was impressed by the airport when I got to America, but that was pretty much the end of my good impressions. Igor, my athletic and boisterous brother, was now quiet and flat-eyed. He was dressed in an expensive tracksuit and a thick gold chain.

The streets were full of the worst-looking people I’d ever seen; the people in Russia, poor as they were, at least cared about their clothes, their weight, their posture. People in America – even the immigrants, especially the immigrants -- wore sloppy, ugly clothes, were grossly obese, were loud and angry, stooped shouldered

I remember thinking that a lot of people in America had clearly just about given up on being human.

Igor had given up on being human, also, but it took me longer to find that out.

Chastity

I know, I know, it’s such a sex worker cliché: my Daddy was an asshole and he abused me.

He was a Ukrainian immigrant, and my mother was apparently from Poland, though I was born in America and mom left Dad before I was two. I barely remember her.

Can’t say I blame her, but I wish she’d have taken me with her.

So I was raised by my father with help from a couple of his sisters and a variety of girlfriends.

I can’t help but think Dad would be proud of me though, being one of the top call girls in the world.

My clients have included billionaires, superstar athletes, ultra-famous actors and rock stars. Royalty, even.

I can imagine him kind of thinking that was impressive.

But then I can also imagine him saying:

And look what it got you in the end. Locked in a fucking box.

By the next door neighbor!

That, he might not have been surprised by.

Vladimir

I remember the first time I saw her.

Sitting on the front steps of the little row house next to ours.

Crying.

I heard the yelling and the shouting a lot from that house.

There was yelling and shouting from our house on occasion, too, of course. My brother and that Estonian bitch he lived with the first couple of years.

And of course him yelling at me.

The cops never came though. It was that kind of neighborhood.

I watched her for a while and then finally I went out and said hello to her, in my English which was still far from perfect.

She stopped crying, interested to hear I was from Russia, and we went for a walk down to the corner shop and got two sodas.

Her questions made me smile.

Did I miss the snow?

Not much.

Were the Russian cats any different from America cats that I’d seen?

I said that I thought Russian cats were fatter, but I couldn’t imagine why that was true, because they didn’t have nearly as many kinds of cat food over there.

She considered that, and asked, do they have rainbows in Russia?

I thought about that, and said, yes, sure. Lots.

I bet you’ve never seen a bear, she said.

Sure I have, I said. In the zoo.

She insisted on paying me back for the 7-up I bought her, and she did, with change. Pennies and nickels and quarters.

I heard her father yelling at her when she came back inside.

Chastity

I helped him with English, and he helped me with math.

Believe it or not, I wanted to be a good student.

While the kids around us were fucking in vacant lots and abandoned buildings, smoking pot and taking Molly and acid and dancing all night at warehouse parties and underground clubs – clubs operated by his brother’s bosses, the Russian mobsters, incidentally – we studied together.

The other kids called us dorks.

We didn’t care.

And we did other stuff.

We went on trips to the beach and through the park, where he told me things I’d never known about plants and bugs. He loved that stuff; he was a fiend for Animal Planet and National Geographic.

The first year passed. Like they do. 

He got taller. He filled out. He’d started lifting weights with his brother.

I started to get tits. Rather embarrassingly quickly, I filled out, too.

And one day, a bit more than a year after I met him, I had the hiccups, and he was trying to tickle me to make me stop hiccupping.

And we were giggling and wrestling in the park, and then we were kissing.

It was like one minute, we were kids, walking along, and then we were suddenly young adults.

Young adults full of lust.

We were making out awkwardly but passionately, and our hearts were pounding in our young chests as he held me tight, tight.

And I realized I loved him, that he was the absolute best thing in my life.

I mean, sex is dangerous enough, right?

But love?

Might as well let kids play with nuclear weapons.

And I suddenly backed off. And I looked at him, tears spilling out of my eyes, and shook my head, and I ran away.

I took my first drink that night.

Vladimir

We were both the walking wounded, of course.

My brother and her father. Two mean drunks.

They fought us, they fought each other, they fought their girlfriends, they fought their male friends, and they fought the other neighbors.

I guess my brother was luckier than her father though.

My brother got paid for beating people, sometimes.

We never had black eyes or bruised faces though.

They knew to hit you where there were no marks.

And the words, of course, hurt more. They lingered long after the lumps and bruises went away.

The first time she and I kissed is something I can still taste, still smell.

It tasted like rain in the summer.

I wasn’t angry at her, when she ran away.

But it was like losing a piece of myself. The good piece. There wasn’t even regret, there was just absence.

She went off the rails, like a lot of kids in the neighborhood.

She got drunk. She partied. She wore skin-tight tops that displayed those wonderful new breasts.

And I wasn’t angry.

She had kissed me, there had been that brief moment, and it had been so powerful I could understand how she’d been scared.

Like seeing the sun after a life underground.

I tried to talk to her a couple times at school, and she went in the opposite direction.

So I didn’t follow.

I never stopped thinking about her, that time.

I said hello to her if we passed, and she would nod and scurry away.

I thought about that kiss, and I was just glad that I’d had that moment.

I felt like I could die happily, actually.

I studied, and I worked out. Time passed by, like it does.

I became big enough to almost hold my own against my brother, even.

Almost.

He had a lot more experience fighting than I did, of course. But I was getting better.

I thought about her.

Constantly.

I went to work for my brother, something I’d never wanted to do, because I knew I’d need the money.

For her.

I delivered drugs. Drugs which I never took myself.

Every day, as the second winter progressed, I drew a heart in the frost on the window of her bedroom, as I walked by it on the way to the bus stop.

Chastity

I lost it. I panicked.

That moment of sweetness and light made me feel tiny and worthless in comparison.

I didn’t deserve that kind of goodness in my life.

So I filled my life with badness.

It wasn’t hard to find some girls to party with.

I got drunk and smoked pot and tried other drugs and made out with a couple of other guys, but mainly I was a terrible tease. Everybody thought I was a slut – certainly I wore slutty clothes and lots of slutty pictures of me appeared on social media, doing all kind of slutty things.

But I didn’t fuck anybody.

Nobody even touched my new tits or between my legs, not for more than a few seconds. I’d squirm off and run away.

Or act like I was going to vomit. That always stopped them following me.

Of course, sometimes I really did have to vomit.

And every day I saw those hearts.

The hearts he would draw on my bedroom window.

And most days at school, or in the neighborhood, I saw him.

Getting taller and more handsome by the day.

So clear-eyed and straight-backed, quiet and noble at an age when most boys are slobbering foul-mouthed idiots, frazzled from too much internet porn and too many videogames, crazed with hormones and the cheap drugs flooding the streets of the city.

One night I had another screaming match with my father and then went to an all-night rave, and I took MDA and was making out with one of the security guys at the club, and he was sticking his hand up my short skirt.

As he got a finger in the string of my panties, I broke off and ran away, staggered through crowds, and then finally found myself in the bathroom.

Unlike a lot of such places, there was a mirror in the bathroom.

I looked in the mirror and looked at myself.

For a long time.

I drew a heart on the mirror with my finger, and I ran out of that place.

And I knew where I was going.

I went to his house and walked around to the side and climbed up on the fence near the back courtyard and knocked on his window – his bedroom was on the second floor.

He got out of bed, wearing nothing but black boxer-briefs, and my heart was going like a jackhammer as I saw his flat stomach – not quite a six-pack, but getting there, and well-defined chest.

He opened the window and smiled.

“You don’t look surprised,” I said, hoarse, starting to cry.

“I’m not. I’ve been waiting,” he said, and offered his hand and helped me climb in the window.

Vladimir

I finally arrived at my cabin in the woods. It’s about an hour from the nearest town, in 50 acres of forest full of motion detectors and cameras. It’s one of five pretty much identical places I own across the country.

The top part is a pretty simple three-room cabin retreat, with the usual stuff a person might expect.

It’s off the grid and hooked up with solar and has a large water storage tank. My cover story, should I get visitors, is that I am a writer and need a secluded place to write.

And indeed, if the police or someone else care to look, they will find a writer’s cabin, with a lot of books and a laptop computer with an uncompleted novel about the zombie apocalypse.

I have fun with that occasionally during my down periods.

Maybe I’ll actually publish it someday.

But there’s a secret door in the back of a closet in my cabin, and it opens to a series of doors that lock with keypads combinations and a ramp that leads down into a concrete-lined disaster-proof bunker.

That’s where I do my real work.

There are several rooms and a lot of things down there. A years’ worth of food.

Weapons, explosives, and poisons.

A safe full of cash, from many different countries. Gold and diamonds.

And cells. And cages.

And restraints, of all kinds.

I check the security system and all the cameras on my tablet computer before I drive up to the house, and there are no signs of disturbance.

I open the back of the van and walk around to the back of the house to get an industrial dolly cart and begin unloading the boxes.

Chastity

I’m being moved.

It pulls me out of my memories, and I wonder if I’d actually been asleep. I’m bumping and moving forward and sliding and now the box seems to have been put in a vertical position, because I’m standing on my feet.

My heart begins to pound as panic fills me again. Something is going to happen. But what?

The thought that he might just leave me in this box and bury me occurs to me.

And I scream some more and bang some more, but I can tell the screams aren’t anywhere except inside my head.

There’s more movement.

I remember his eyes.

His kind, sad eyes.

And then I’m on my back again. The movement ceases.

I wait. I have to remind myself to breathe.

But then the lid opens.

And air – fresh, if only by comparison to the smell of my own terror, sweat, and urine – and light floods into my face and I scream some more.

Vladimir

I open her box first.

Chastity.

Although of course that’s not her real name.

It’s okay. I don’t use my real name much anymore, either.

She’s screaming.

I’m used to screaming, but the memories of her screams, the last time I saw her, send shivers through my heart.

I turn away from her and change clothes, putting on a pair of shorts, my favorite cross-trainers, and a tight black compression top.

Time for a workout.

Chastity

I sit up.

I’m in a large windowless room with white walls.

My eyes are burning, and I rub them and look around, my back aching, and my screams dry up as I see the other two boxes.

There’s a long table on one side of the room, and he’s standing in front of it, his back to me, changing into a pair of shorts.

I see the muscles rippling in his back, and see the large ugly scars there. Three round ones, which I assume are bullet holes, and a vertical ridge of scar tissue that I guess is a cut.

He turns towards me. There are bright fluorescent lights overhead.

His green eyes meet mine with such flat, powerful intensity that I can’t look at him. I look down.

“Vladimir,” I say. “Please.”

He doesn’t answer, his eyes moving down my body as I climb out of the box.

“You said you were paid to kill me,” I say. “There has to be some kind of mistake. Why would anybody want to kill me? You can’t kill me. You couldn’t kill me, could you?”

He takes a deep breath.

Finally, he smiles. “Well, I shot my own brother,” he says. “Don’t you think I could kill you?”

Vladimir

She came to me in the night, and I held her, our hearts beating together, as she cried, and told me she was sorry, that she was just so, so scared.

I told her I knew it and she didn’t have to say it.

I knew about fear.

She trembled in my arms like a little bird, seeming so fragile and delicate despite the fact that she was nearly as tall as me.

She asked me to make love to her.

I kissed her and told her no, that we would wait until she was sober.

She cried harder.

Chastity

I find I have backed into a corner, and I’m shaking uncontrollably even though it’s not particularly cold in the underground bunker.

My bare ass and back are pressing against the wall, which is white-painted cement.

He turns to the boxes, and selects one and opens it.

The billionaire’s trophy wife, Nadia, is screaming hoarsely from the inside.

He steps back and watches her, a flicker of amusement in his green eyes.

The former Miss Russia climbs out of the box, still wearing her panties and thigh-high stockings and expensive platinum jewelry, holding her hands over her big firm tits, and she clumsily runs, staggering away, and Vladimir steps back and folds his arms and watches her.

She looks around, sees me, sees him, sees the table, sees the door, and runs for the door. There’s no knob, just a keypad.

She screams and bangs on it, screaming in Russian, some words I recognize. “Suka!” Bitch. “Blyatz!” Fuck.

Finally she collapses on the floor, crying.

Vladimir chuckles, and walks over to her, speaking low in Russian to her. Some more words I recognize. “Girl” and “Be calm.” Devoshka, spakoyate.

She turns around and looks at him and says in English. “What do you want? Money? You can have all the money you want, just let us go. Do you know who you’re dealing with here? Do you know the connections we have? If you hurt us, you won’t be safe anywhere on the planet.”

He chuckles again. “Now, Nadia, are you going to beg, or are you going to threaten? It’s not good technique to do both at the same time.”

She doesn’t answer.

He opens a drawer on the table, and selects a large knife. It’s a very wicked looking knife, with a long black serrated blade.

I find myself wanting to scream again, but I just clutch my hands over my mouth.

Vladimir

I let the billionaire out of the box.

He’s not screaming. He climbs out slowly, looking around the room and then eyeing me with cold flinty grey eyes.

“Whoever is paying you,” he finally says, in English, “I can pay you more.”

I smile at him, pleased to see his suit trousers are stained with piss. His face and nose are swollen from my kick, and covered with dried blood.

I’m sure he’s been in tight spots before – a Russian prison when he was young, to name only one – but he hasn’t been in a tight spot recently, and the terror is bubbling just beneath his tough Russian billionaire surface.

“Tell me,” I say, “who you think I am.” 

I’m speaking English, although Russian would probably be better.

He looks at me. Choosing his words.

“A professional killer,” he says, finally, circling to put the coffin between me and him, and moving towards his wife, who is still cowering on the floor.

“Yes, but which professional killer? A well-connected individual like yourself must have heard some stories.”

“Prizrak,” he spits, finally.

I smile and nod. Prizrak.

Russian for ghost.

“And tell me what you’ve heard about the Ghosts, rich man?”

He shakes his head and moves towards his wife, puts his hand on her hair. Protective alpha male, or still trying to be.

“They’re the most sadistic and violent hired killers money can buy,” he says between clenched teeth. “The ones you call when you want somebody to suffer.”

I smile. “And have you used my organization before, old rich man? Is that how you know about it?”

He just stares at me as he strokes his wife’s hair and says some consoling words in Russian.

“So,” I say. “Here’s my second question. Do you think you deserve to die?”

He looks at me again and then stands up. “I don’t deserve to die anymore than you do, a man who kills and tortures for money.”

I smile. “Oh, you’ve never killed for money? It’s funny, because I remember all the news stories about you when I was young in Russia. A little Google searching about your early days refreshed my memory. Rivals disappearing. People who owned businesses or property you wanted getting killed. I mean, I’m sure you haven’t killed that many people personally, but how many have you had killed?”

He looks at me, draws himself up to his full height and puffs out his chest. He puts his hand on the old school Russian mafia prison tattoos on his chest.  “I did what I had to do.”

“And then I was reading about your bootleg vodka business, in the early days. How many people did you poison? And more recently, how many pensions did you investment fund destroy when it went under?”

He is circling warily, eying me now, his eyes fixed on the blade I’m carrying. Like most Russian billionaires, he’s athletic, and I’m sure he’s boxed and done judo or whatever.

“Are you killing me for some principal,” he finally says, “or for money? Because as I said, I can pay you more. Name a price.”

I shake my head. “Unlike you, when somebody buys my services, they get results.”

“At least let my wife go. If you’re such a man of honor, let my wife go.”

“Your wife here, who recruited girls to work as whores? Do you think she deserves to live?”

He looks at her; she’s still curled up on the floor, head in her hands.

“She’s not just collateral damage, rich man. The contract is on her, too. Somebody wants you both dead.” I say. “And why was it you left Europe, anyway? She ran over a child when she was drunk, wasn’t it, something like that? And those rumors of escorts visiting your villa in Cyprus and disappearing, what’s all that about?” I ask.

“We may deserve to die, but that doesn’t mean you deserve to get to kill us,” he says.

I shake my head. “Everybody deserves a fair fight, right?”

I reverse the blade and lay it on top of the coffin. “Pick it up,” I say. “Kill me. The codes for the keypads are in my pocket.” I take the piece of paper out of the pocket of my shorts to show him.

I am telling him the truth, but of course there’s no chance he’ll get to use them. 

He looks at me, then at the blade, and there’s a flash of hope in his eyes.

A flash of hope, like the flash of light off the knife as he picks it up and raises it.

Chastity

Vladimir seems so calm and … rational.

The billionaire picks up the knife, and he rushes at Vladimir with a shout of fury.

Vladimir barely moves.

He sweeps his hand down on the elbow of Ivan’s knife hand, and the knife clatters on the ground; his other hand flashes up in a simultaneous swift, straight punch to Ivan’s face.

The billionaire staggers backwards.

Vladimir steps back, still holding his hands at the ready, and says, “Again.”

I’m a big fan of MMA and boxing; I’ve had clients from both worlds. I’ve watched plenty of bouts both on TV and in real life.

But the calm grace with which Vladimir is like nothing I’ve seen before, even in kung-fu movies.

The billionaire, twenty years older, is in good shape, but he might as well be moving in slow-motion.

This time he comes slowly, assuming a caution fencer’s stance, jabbing the knife experimentally a few times while watching the way Vladimir moves.

Vladimir is on his toes, but he’s not even breathing heavily.

The billionaire crashes forward again, this time leading with a left-handed punch, which Vladimir casually deflects with his right hand as he then steps aside to let the knife thrust pass him by, and he grabs the billionaire’s thick wrist and twists the hand upwards and back, using his foot to trip Ivan and throw him backwards.

Ivan crashes on the ground, a painful flat breathless thud, the knife clattering away.

His wife screams and clutches her face.

The billionaire, still breathless, gets up again, and this time ignores the knife and rushes forward like a boxer, throwing straight lefts and then a big looping right.

Vladimir nimbly dances away from all of them, his hands held in front of him, swatting the jabs aside.

Ivan throws another big right handed punch, and Vladimir smashes his elbow into the Vladimir’s fist.

Vladimir howls with pain, clutching his hand.

Vladimir steps back again, letting the billionaire catch his breath.

I spare a glance at Nadia. She’s watching, silent, hyperventilating, wide-eyed, her expensive hairdo now hanging in limp strands in her eyes.

Ivan scoops up the knife and rushes forward again, trying to grab Vladimir with his left hand before stabbing downward with the knife; he clearly broke a finger or two when he hit Vlad’s elbow, so he can’t hold it very well.

Vladimir deflects the left hand and then kicks Ivan with a straight kick in the stomach before he can get close enough to bring the knife down.

Ivan’s breath leaves him again and he falls to his knees. The knife again clatters on the floor.

The expression on Vladimir’s face never changes during any of this. He seems … mildly interested. That’s all.

I wonder with numb horror how many times he’s done this.

The trophy wife starts screaming for him to stop, stop, stop, until she’s hoarse.

Vladimir

It’s not a bad workout.

He’s in decent shape. Not enough to save him, of course, but enough to at least make me break a sweat.

I practice my knife disarms for a while, but finally I’ve broken fingers on both of his hands and he can’t hold the knife.

So I kick it into a corner – wouldn’t want him to fall on it.

Not yet.

He doesn’t give up easily.

I didn’t think he would. Russians are bastards and bitches, but they aren’t quitters.

He keeps swinging at me.

I practice my boxing for a while, quick jabs to rattle him, practicing slipping and dodging his punches, taking a few shots on the shoulders and forearm.

I keep dancing around him, staying on my toes, and then as he’s tiring and his guard is faltering, I practice my pressure points, aiming at the nerve clusters on his arms and shoulders. I strike them hard and fast, with focus.

His face twists in pain and his eyes begin to glaze, and he’s clearly exhausted, beginning to trip over his own feet.

Then I practice some kicks, not hard enough to break anything, just trying to concentrate on speed and good form, mostly on his legs and into his side.

His face is streaming with blood now; one of his brows opened up, and though I wasn’t trying to, I think I broke his nose.

Finally I do some knife-hand strikes, at low force at first, just chopping at his shoulders and inner elbows, knocking him around.

Finally, I aim at the brachial cluster on the neck to stun him.

He collapses like he’s been shot.

Supposedly you can kill somebody if you hit them there hard enough, but I’ve never managed to do it.

Not yet.

He shivers on the ground; he takes in a big snore and his legs kick, so I know he’s alive.

I sigh, and turn to Nadia.

I walk over to her. I say hello in Russian and offer her my hand.

Take away a billionaire’s money, or at least his access to it, and his cars and guards and nice houses, and what is he?

He’s another middle-aged dude.

But a beautiful woman remains a beautiful woman, no matter where she is.

And, it must be said, her helplessness does arouse me.

Chastity

I should do something.

But I feel like I can’t think, much less move.

My body and mind are in complete shutdown.

The man I loved, my first kiss, the first guy I made love to, is beating the shit out of a billionaire in front of me, and he’s apparently a professional killer who is so good at his job he’s referred to as a ghost.

The first time we had sex was as magical as the first kiss.

People speak about being transported, and that’s a good description of it. We weren’t on this painful, ugly planet anymore.

It happened a week after the first night I went back to him. I spent every night of that week with him. My father was on a night shift at a factory then.

Vladimir and I spent all that time, all those nights exploring each other, starting with the lips and necks, clothes on, and finally on the second night we got out shirts off and saw how much pleasure we could bring each other with our mouths on each others’ nipples.

He liked it too, which surprised me; I’d never known guys did.

The next night of course, we got down to our underwear, and I got on top of him and we dry humped for what seemed like hours, and finally he came. I was close, but didn’t quite. I was fascinated by the sticky stuff in his underwear.

The next night I got to see it up close.

It was oral sex for both of us, and I was first. He eased my panties off and, after licking my nipples and neck and stomach in all the ways he knew I liked, he played with my wet pussy with his fingers, finding all the right spots, until he finally kissed his way down to it and thoroughly explored it with his tongue.

I came that time. I couldn’t stop cumming. My whole body shook with it.

Then it was his turn; I worshipped him with my mouth, licking every inch of his sweet salty shaft and his balls before easing him in and out of my mouth, filling my throat with him.

We both walked around that week with big goofy smiles on our faces.

When we finally had sex, it was like thunder and lightning striking.

He tried to take it slow, but we couldn’t, and he fucked me hard and fast, my heels banging into his muscular butt, squeezing his trim waist as he drove into me, stretched me out, my whole body shuddering in time with his thrusts, feeling helpless with lust but completely safe in his arms.

We did it again and again, until we were unconscious with exhaustion.

I don’t let myself think about that too often.

The feeling of being fucked is a familiar one, but the feeling of being loved?

Not so much.

The memory feels like something precious and fragile, almost as if I could break it, ruin it, if I played with it too often.

And now that man is back in my life.

And he’s holding his hand out to the nearly-naked wife of the barely-conscious billionaire in an underground bunker.

Vladimir

I offer Nadia my hand and she takes it. Her face is streaked with tears and makeup; her hair hangs in curly strands around her face.

Her plump lips are trembling.

She looks fucking gorgeous.

She tries to stand up, but her legs are shaking, and I help her.

“Please don’t hurt me,” she says softly. “Don’t hit me. I’ll do anything.”

I smile gently at her. “Of course you will. You’ve always gone for the alpha male, right? And obviously I’m the last alpha male standing in this room.”

“Yes,” she said. She was holding her hands over her breasts, tears trickling down her face and splashing on them.

“And what does that mean, Nadia?”

“I’m … yours. You can do anything to me. Just please, please …”

“Please what?”

“I don’t want to die,” she says, voice cracking. “I don’t want you to hurt me.”

He smiles.

“I won’t kill you,” he says.

Chastity

He puts his arm around her trembling shoulder and kisses her on the lips.

She kisses him back, leaving a mascara stain on his cheek.

“What if I told you that I’ll spare your life? And keep you here, as my personal sex slave?” he says.

Dear god. My heart nearly stops.

She looks at him, and she can’t hide the look of hope. “I … yes, yes, that would be … good. Please, just don’t … kill me.”

He puts his hands on her thin elegant neck, and she trembles as he smoothes her hair back and lifts it out of her face.

“And what if I told you that I’d let you go, if you kill Ivan?” he asks her, eyes gleaming.

They both look over at Ivan, bloody-faced, in his urine-stained expensive trousers, which are now as worthless as everything else in his life. He is struggling to stand.

“Do you … want me to do it?” she asks. “Is that what your … do you want me to … please, just tell me what you want me to do!” she says and begins sobbing again.

“Shhhh, shhh,” says Vladimir, stroking her hair some more. “Let’s start with something simple. Do what you’ve always done when you wanted something.”

Trembling, she reaches down and touches his cock, which is a hard, visible bulge in the front of his running shorts.

Ivan gasps, “No, no,” and moves forward, unsteadily, lurching.

Vladimir kisses Elena on the lips again, and then moves forward with two leaping steps and then launches a high round kick that connects low on the side of the billionaire’s head, slamming him backwards with a loud crack of bone on bone.

The billionaire stagger backwards, wobbles on his feet, and then falls back against the wall and slides down to the ground in a sitting position, the side of his face swelling rapidly and fresh blood pooling from his lips.

Vladimir spares a look in my direction, and returns to Elena.

“Who’s the alpha male?” he asks her, pulling down his shorts a bit.

His cock, thick and long and throbbing, pops free, standing out in front of him, fully erect.

“You are,” she says, getting shakily to her knees before him, and taking it into her mouth.

Vladimir

She pops my cock into her mouth, tightening her plump lips around it, and I gasp with pleasure as she sucks it in, hard.

To the victor belong the spoils.

“Slow down there, my pet,” I say, and grab her by the hair and pull her head back. “Give it a good licking first. Like a little girl with an ice cream. Savor it. I want your husband to see you enjoying my dick. I think he’s … just barely conscious.”

She begins licking it slowly, making whimpering noises as she does so, up and down the underside of the shaft, then swirling her tongue expertly around the head.

That makes me shiver.

And I love the whimpering noises.

“Good,” I say, and pat her head, taking a fistful of her blonde hair.

I look over at her husband, the billionaire lying against the wall, semi-conscious but watching with glazed eyes, and I force my dick into his wife’s mouth, all the way to the root.

She gags, but then takes it out of her mouth and takes a deep breath and deep throats me again, and I grab her hair and begin fucking her face, slowly, but very deep, as far into her throat as I can get it.

I can feel her legs shaking. She’s weak from terror and probably dehydration, but she gets on her knees on the clean linoleum floor, and I reach down and feel her tits and hard nipples while she sucks me.

“Good, so good,” I say. “You suck cock just like a good little whore should.” I pinch one of her nipples hard to emphasize my point.

She nods her head and makes an affirmative sound around my cock, saliva dripping out around it and falling on her tits, which are already wet with her tears.

I cover my finger with her drool and tears, and rub the wet finger against her nipples.

She moans around my cock.

Chastity

I should be doing something.

It occurs to me that if we all three rushed him, maybe we could knock him down and hold him.

But … no.

We’re all so scared and weak; he’s broken us all with comparatively little effort on his part.

I watch the trophy wife worshipping his cock with her mouth, still red with smeared lipstick, and she has her own hand in her panties as she does so.

She’s probably had some pretty extreme sexual experiences, but I doubt she’s had one as intense as this before.

Easy to confuse intense and enjoyable.

And as if the nightmare in front of me isn’t enough, I can’t help but remember getting raped by his brother.

It happened not a month after we started making love.

I spent most nights there for that month. It was the best month of my life, of course.

My father hated Vladimir and his brother, of course. There’s no love lost between Russians and Ukrainians at the best of times, but this was more personal.

And then my father lost his factory job and went on a week-long drinking binge that ended with him knocking me over the kitchen table.

Vladimir heard it, and he came over, and he beat my father senseless.

It was much worse than the rather calm and technical beating that he gave the billionaire. That was a furious attack, Vladimir spitting and screaming, his face purple.

Father was no small guy, and he’d worked hard manual labor jobs all his life, but Vladimir pounded him until he was bloody.

For once, the cops came.

And took both of them away.

My dad went to the hospital, and Vladimir went to jail.

I didn’t understand why.

I tried to tell them what had happened, but they told me to shut up or they’d arrest me, too.

And I ran out and ran away, and found an all-night party, and started doing shots. And somebody gave me some pills, and I took them.

I don’t remember most of that evening, but everybody told me I was a lot of fun.

When I came home in the morning, I found that the cops still held Vladimir.

My father was still in the hospital.

A neighbor filled me in on what was happening. 

The cops had been having a conflict with the Russian gang that Vladimir’s brother worked for. I suppose bribes weren’t getting paid on time, or whatever.

They searched Vladimir’s house and didn’t find anything, so they searched their cars and found drugs in Vladimir’s car.

Vladimir had been carrying drugs for his brother occasionally. He hated it, but he did it.

He had been trying to save enough money for us to get a separate place of our own.

Vladimir’s brother was nowhere to be seen.

Vladimir

I fuck Nadia’s throat until she’s gagging, and finally I pick her up by the hair.

Her face is slack with lust, her lips swollen and covered with drool and precum, and I look at the billionaire and smile.

I pick her up and push her against the wall, and she wraps her legs around my waist and I rip her panties off with a casual flick of my wrist.  I move my cock so the head is pressing against her wet lips.

“Ohhhh,” she moans, eyes rolling back in her head.

“Who’s the alpha?” I ask.

“You, oh god you, you’re the alpha.”

“How does it feel to get raped by the man who’s going to kill your husband?”

“Oh, god, it feels so good, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” she cries.

I enter her and she screams, biting into my shoulder, and I fuck her against the wall for a while, thrusting hard, and she screams her pleasure and claws at me.

I choke her until she’s nearly unconscious, as I slam my cock into her, all the while thinking of Chastity.

Of my brother. Of how I watched them fuck, how I watched them finish, before I shot him.

Chastity

I spent the day drinking beer and smoking pot with kids I knew in the park, crying nonstop.

In the evening, high as a kite, I went back to Vladimir’s house and used a copy of a key he’d given me and went in and went up to his room and lay down in his bed and cried myself to sleep.

I woke up with something touching my leg, my upper thigh.

Something warm.

I was wearing a short skirt and one of my super-tight tops.

It was like armor to me; I put things like that on when I was feeling defenseless.

I looked up. “Vlad?” I whispered.

“Shhh,” said a whisper. It was dark in the room and somebody was sitting on the edge of the bed.

The edge of a hand pressed against the crotch of my panties, and rubbed gently, and I gasped and arched my back.

“Vlad,” I said. I was surrounded by his smell in the pillows.

The room was spinning gently around me and there were sparkles in the shadows; the weed I’d smoked had been supercharged with something.

The finger moved gently inside the legging of my panties, and into my wet pussy.

I groaned and thrust against the hand, and another finger joined the first.

A hand moved inside of my shirt, squeezing my breasts through the black push-up bra I wore.

And then I put my hand on the leg of the guy sitting next to me, and thought for a second, and realized the hand was bigger than Vlad’s. And so was the leg.

Rougher. Colder.

And there was a smell of cigarettes and alcohol.

“Shhhh,” said Vladimir’s brother. “It’s okay. Everything is okay.” His face hung in the darkness like that of a phantom.

“What are you doing? Stop,” I said weakly, and he pushed two fingers into me, making me moan again.

I grabbed his hand and tried to pull it out, but it wouldn’t budge. His other hand was squeezing my breasts hard.

My heart was pounding. “Stop,” I said again.

“Shhh,” he said. “Lay there. Just lay still.”

“Don’t!” I said again, and tried to sit up, but he was holding me down, holding my tits, and I felt like I was impaled on his fingers, and I was aware I was panting.

“If you lay still,” he whispered, “I’ll tell the cops they were my drugs. I’ll get him out tonight. I’ll pay his bail. Just … lay still.”

I whimpered as he used one hand to peel my bra up off my big sensitive tits, and his head dived down and took one nipple roughly in his mouth, his razor stubble rubbing against my soft skin, and I moaned in pleasure and pulled his head tight against my breasts, squeezing my legs together around his probing fingers.

The room was spinning around me and I was aware I was panting and moaning loudly, my hips bucking against his hand, and I said, “Oh, god, do it now, please do it, now, just do it and finish, please, for Vladimir, please get him out of jail.”

“Yes,” he said, unzipping his jeans and pulling out a stiff throbbing prick, and I pulled my little skirt up and pulled off my panties, and he fell on me, heavier and more muscular even than Vlad, and he thrust his cock into me.

And I wrapped my legs around him and raked my fingernails down his back as he fucked me, hard and fast.

And I came hard, in fear and anger and humiliation.

He came at the same time, and he was kind enough to pull out.

It sprayed all over my bare stomach, stained my little short black skirt.

The room was still spinning, and I felt like I was suffocating with fear and humiliation.

He got off me and stood up, pulling his jeans up.

And then bright light spilled all over everything.

Vladimir was standing in the bedroom doorway. He raised his hand, and there was something dark in his hand.

A gun.

And then there was an explosion, and another explosion.

Vladimir had shot his brother, and he was moving into the room now, and shooting him again.

And again.

His brother crumpled on the floor. There were more flashes, but I couldn’t hear anything. Just a ringing.

I don’t remember any blood.

I remember Vladimir’s eyes. Those sad emerald eyes.

Our eyes locked one final time, and then I was running, running past him, out the door and down the steps and out the front door, and I just kept running.

Running.

Vladimir

I make sure the billionaire is watching us.

He is. His eyes are glazed with the look of the completely broken.

I don’t dare look back at Chastity.

I’m still choking Nadia and her eyes are rolling up in her head and she’s beginning to twitch from oxygen starvation, her pussy spasming around my dick, and I let out a lion’s roar as I unload my cock into her.

I feel my balls draining.

But my anger is not remotely sated.

I look in her eyes, which are glazed and empty. Hopeless.

Then I let her drop on the floor.

She’s barely conscious, gasping for breath.

She looks up weakly.

The billionaire, his nose broken and his face swollen and purple, has his eyes closed and his hands folded in his lap.

I go to the corner and get the knife and kick his leg lightly to get him to look up.

I drop the knife in his lap.

“Go ahead,” I say. “Kill her.”

Chastity

It’s a nightmare I can’t wake up from.

I can’t move.

I can’t scream.

I can’t breathe.

The billionaire – now a beaten, bloody, broken man, crawls across the floor towards his former trophy wife.

His prize for a life of greed and lies.

Vladimir stands over them, hands on hips, looking down at them with all the arrogant scorn of a god.

“No,” whispers Nadia, and tries to crawl away.

The billionaire is weeping steadily, sobbing, as he grabs her ankle and pulls her towards him.

She kicks, but she’s even weaker than he is.

He brings the knife down into her side, and her shriek of pain is heart-rending, shattering. 

I wish I could close my eyes.

Vladimir

I knew he would do it.

His pet had betrayed him. What else can he do but put it to sleep?

Predictable, these scum.

She screams and beats at him, but he puts his weight on her and drives the knife into her repeatedly, sobbing and calling out her name as he does so.

She scratches and claws.

Finally he drives the knife into the side of her neck.

She bleeds a great deal, and then she’s still.

I step to the table, and the weapons case above it, and I hit the keypad and take the gun out, the same silenced 9mm automatic I used earlier.

The billionaire is lying in the pool of blood. His blood and her blood.

His eyes aren’t flinty and cold anymore; they’re the confounded, blank, amazed eyes of a child.

He looks up at me and says, “Ubit mne. Pazhalasta.”

Kill me.

Please.

I put two bullets into the billionaire’s head.

He collapses on the bloody floor and is still.

Chastity

I look up with the muffled gunshots. My ears are ringing again, roaring with the rushing blood. 

Vladimir then walks over to me, and for the first time, the cold and the calculating, the flat and professional eyes are gone and I’m looking into the sad green eyes of the Vladimir I remember.

The sad little orphan boy.

He has the gun by his side, and I manage to choke out his name. 

He looks down at me and says, “I’m a monster. You see that now.”

I can’t breathe.

And I finally faint.

Vladimir

I look at the gun.

I look at her. In unconsciousness, her face has relaxed. She looks like a child again.

My heart lurches in my chest.

I want to make her safe.

I want to kill her.

I want to love her forever.

I want to destroy her.

I take a deep breath.

The room smells like dead meat.

I tuck the gun in my shorts and lift her, her beautiful body cool and damp with sweat, and I carry her to the door, tap the keypad lock, and carry her out of the slaughterhouse I have created.


PART THREE
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Chastity

I was wrenched out of the darkness by the pressure on my arms as a rope wrapped around them. Around me.

I tried to assure myself it had all been some kind of bad dream, but of course I knew better.

The billionaire. His beauty queen wife. We’d all been abducted out of his limo.

By my first love, Vladimir.

The quiet bookish kid.

The hired killer. 

Talk about a ghost from the past.

Vladimir

She’s regaining consciousness.

Good.

I finish winding the ropes around her wrists, and inspect my work.

Of course, I’m very good with knots.

I’ve had a lot of experience.

I attach the heavy duty carabineer clip to the hoist on the suspension rack overhead.

Chastity

I struggle to turn my head around.

He’s behind me, as I lay on my tits and stomach on the floor, which is something like a foam gym mat.

I’m being bound, and bound tightly and elaborately.

As a highly-paid escort of course I’d done a few bondage things like this in the past, but I’d had surprisingly little experience with it. I was not a specialist in it, and men who were into such things preferred specialists.

A thick rope was wrapped around my waist, and my arms were pulled behind me, so tight that my elbows were almost touching; each arm wrapped multiple times above and below the elbow and then bound to the other. A couple loops came around my shoulder and neck, also.

“Vladimir,” I say, weakly. “Please, please. Wait. Wait. Just wait.”

And then I am being hoisted into the air by the ropes holding me, facedown, pulling my elbows back until they are touching, and I can see the room around me, and I scream.

Vladimir

I hoist her up using the pulleys on the overhead rack and let her see the room, letting her rotate from the ropes attached to her waist.

I suppose I think of it as the torture room.

The other room, where I let them out of the boxes, where the billionaire and his wife lie dead, I think of as the workout room.

She sees the table with all the straps and the drain in the middle. She sees the enema equipment next to the table.

She sees the wall with a Plexiglas-fronted case behind which are numerous whips, knives, paddles, canes, and so forth.

And the camera of course.

The camera on a tripod is pointed right at her.

She screams.

I’ve heard so many screams over the years, I stopped paying much attention to them.

But hers cut right through me.

So I put the ball gag in her mouth and fasten it into place.

Chastity

The room fills me with overwhelming terror.

I’ve been through a few mild bondage scenarios, and known a few girls that worked in that field, but it always seemed like Halloween-style fun.

This place reminds me of an operating room in its cold sterility. Nothing fun about it. 

And the camera.

Is that for him, or for somebody else?

Then I see him.

Vladimir, my first love. The kind, gangly kid who loved books and chess.

And he’s completely naked except for a leather mask covering his face.

His body is lean and taught and sinewy, every muscle etched in stark relief. It looks like he has not an ounce of fat on him.

But I can still see his eyes. His bright green eyes.

And they are just as they were on the last night I saw him.

The night his brother raped me, and I begged for more.

The eyes of a killer.

So full of hate.

Did I do this to him?

He gave me love like I’d never felt.

And the bright glory of it terrified me.

But now there’s no love in his eyes. No humanity.

After I ran for a decade, he’s finally found me.

And he’s not just going to kill me.

He’s going to hurt me.

His eyes …

He sticks a ball gag in my mouth during my screams.

He then goes to the video camera and adjusts it.

He turns on a monitor on the far wall, so I can see myself, suspended horizontally, face down, my breasts and hard nipples pointing downwards, ropes criss-crossing between them and around me.

My breath is whistling in and out of my nose quickly and I begin to feel like I might vomit.

And of course that would be a very bad thing, with a gag in my mouth.

Vladimir

I make sure the video is capturing everything, and turn on the monitor.

That’s a bit of a dick move on my part, all things considered, but I can’t resist it.

I think of that night – the smell of gunpowder and pussy and my brother’s cum and his sweaty stink – and I feel rage coming up again.

I remember the metallic smell of his blood.

I remember the smoke. The flames consuming the living room as I walked out, gun in hand.

Looking for her.

I take a deep breath and look at the camera.

They’re watching.

I have to do this right.

Chastity

He bends down and whispers in my ear, “Don’t be afraid, Chastity.”

I close my eyes and turn my head away, the thick ball and taste of rubber heavy in my mouth. 

Don’t be afraid.

I’ve never been anything but afraid.

I was afraid of his love, and now I’m afraid of his hate.

He finishes binding my legs, tying my knees together and then my ankles. His hands come up and caress my ass.

My whole body aches dully from the bondage, especially my shoulders.

He reaches under me to feel my breasts, squeezing them with both hands, and I can’t hold back the little sigh of pleasure as he gently kneads them, and then begins playing with the hard nipples with his thumbs.

I close my eyes.

Then he releases them, and walks back around to the front of me.

He opens the glass-fronted case, and takes out a couple of plastic clothespins.

I shake my head, wide-eyed, but he puts one clothespin on each hard nipple, and I draw in breath through my nose.

The glorious pain is exquisite, and it shoots through me, making me gasp against the gag, my face flush and sweat break out on my forehead.

Then he takes out a large white candle, and lights it.

He walks around behind me and in the monitor, I see him tilt the candle over me.

I murmur into the gag, and close my eyes.

Then I scream into the ball gag as hot wax drips on my ass, on my lower back, like wasp bites, little electric shocks.

I writhe and squirm against the bonds, and a thrill of pain zips through me, making me shiver, making my nipples and clit tingle.

More wax, hot hot stinging drops, on my ass, and I squeal into the gag.

My pussy is growing hot and wet.

“Shhhh,” he says. I look into the monitor. I can’t see his mouth through the leather mask, but his eyes are dancing with light.

I feel him spreading me, spreading my ass cheeks, and his eyes are full of lunatic glee as he drips hot wax into my ass-crack, on my tingling asshole, and onto my engorged wet pussy.

I scream into the gag again. My heart is pounding.

Vladimir

I think my cock is harder than it’s ever been. It’s feels like it’s going to burst. It’s bouncing in time with my heartbeat.

Harder than it’s been for years, anyway.

Since the first nights she and I spent together.

Those nights were full of love and tenderness.

This moment is full of hate and violence.

But the lust part of it, well, that’s remarkably similar.

Chastity

He’s slipping his cock into me, slowly, and oh god, I almost cum immediately.

My pussy stretches and swells around him, oh god, he fits so good, and I whip my head back and forth, moaning my pleasure into the ball gag.

I’m so glad he’s going to give me pleasure before he gives me death.

That will be something, at least.

Perhaps the knowledge that he’s going to kill me makes it that much sweeter.

If I have to die, let it be at his hands.

Vladimir

I almost cum the moment I slip into her.

Oh god, it’s what I remember, the feel of her, the smell of her, that has haunted my dreams, that has not just left me unsatisfied with other women, but made me actively hate them for not being her.

I grip her hips, pulling her back against my cock as she swings from the ropes suspending her.

She’s mine.

I slip my cock in and out of her, slowly at first, until her whole body is quivering, and I’m enjoying her garbled pleasure sounds around the ball gag.

I throw my head back and howl at the ceiling as I force myself into her, pounding, hammering.

Chastity

I cum, and I cum again, and my mind is reeling.

There’s nothing left. No past and future. Just this pleasure. I’m suspended from the ceiling, helpless, and I’m his, and he’s fucking me like I need to be fucked, and I can barely breathe.

I haven’t cum like that from anybody else.

There’s nobody except him.

Now, then, forever.

And then his hands close around my throat, and I can’t breathe at all.

His cock seems to drive all the way into me, all the way through me, all the way up into my heart and soul.

My orgasm is enormous, my whole body shaking and flushing, huge swelling balloons of pleasure, with blackness around the edges, and then the blackness ebbs in …

And I’m carried away on a tide of peace, falling, drowning in pleasure.

Vladimir

I close my hands around her neck and choke her.

I’m cutting off the blood to her brain, not just her breathing.

It’s faster.

Her pussy spasms and clenches around me, turning red hot, and I begin to cum, my whole body shaking, huge spasms of pleasure and there’s nothing but me and her, everything else gone.

I choke her until her face is purple and she hangs still in the ropes.

Chastity

I sink into the blackness.

Vladimir. My Vladimir.

He’s given me what I want.

Finally.

At peace.

Darkness.

Vladimir

I walk to the camera and turn it off.

I turn it towards the wall.

It looks good, her limp and purple faced, still bound up and hanging from the rack by the ropes.

But it won’t fool them for long.

I lift her head and kiss her, blowing into her mouth to make sure she’s still breathing.

She is.

Her breathing is steady, though shallow.

I take off the leather mask.

I’m aware I’m crying.

Chastity

I swim up out of the darkness again.

I gasp, sucking in air greedily, as I wake up and realize I’m still alive. 

My hands fly up, striking out at the air in front of me, and my legs kick.

My legs kick against nothing but the heavy quilt over me, and my sore back realizes it is in a very comfortable bed.

Nothing but a rasping squeak comes out when I try to scream. My throat hurts.

I look around the room; it’s a bedroom, not terribly big or lavish, but comfortable, and there is a big window flooding the room with light. A beautiful view outside the window. The sun rising over pine trees sloping on a clear cloudless morning.

It’s a bit chilly; my nipples are hard – and sore-- and I pull the quilt back over me.

Still completely naked.

What the fuck!

And then Vladimir sticks his head into the doorway.

I realize I’m holding my breath.

He doesn’t smile when he sees me, but the corner of his mouth twitches.

He speaks. “Of all the underground bunkers in all the towns, in all the world, you had to walk into mine.”

I look back up at him, trembling.

He frowns. “Casablanca?” he says.

“I … I don’t know what that is,” I say.

He sighs. “It’s an old movie.”

“Jesus, Vladimir! What the fuck. I’m not in the mood for jokes! Are you going to kill me?” I say, my voice a high squeak, clutching my hands over my naked breasts.

“No. Do you eat eggs?” he asks.

I just stare at him, clutching the quilt across my sore breasts.

“I’m making breakfast, and I didn’t know if you’re a vegetarian or anything,” he clarifies. “You must be hungry. Do you eat eggs?”

I nod.

“Scrambled okay?” he asks.

I nod again, and I try to say something else, but can only squeak with pain.

His head disappears again.

Abducted, raped, tortured, strangled, and then fed a healthy breakfast.

A squawk of laughter that sounded like a hysterical bark escaped me, and I clutched my hands over my eyes.

Vladimir

I crack some eggs in a bowl and whisk them while the butter heats.

It’s strange that I feel kind of nervous, like I felt the first time I ever talked to her.

I mean, I just strangled her to within an inch of her life.

She gained consciousness briefly before I brought her upstairs, but looked at me, eyes wide, and then went into a deep sleep again, twitching a bit form oxygen starvation.

Her breathing was deep and even, despite the bruises on her throat.

She would be okay.

I took her down, gently, from the bondage rack and untied her. Then I carried her upstairs and tucked her in, and slept a few hours myself on the sofa outside the room.

My dreams were about her, of course.

Chastity

Is he playing with me? Kindness just to offset the terror and torture?

A game, like he played with the billionaire and his wife before he killed them?

I try to stand up, but my legs are too weak. My back hurts, too. 

Vladimir, looking rested and relaxed in a white t-shirt and grey fleece sweatpants, comes back into the room carrying a tray of scrambled eggs with a large mug next to it.

“I figure your throat hurts, so I just brought some green tea,” he says. “And there’s some honey here. It will help the pain. But I have some coffee, too, if you want some. There are some aspirin there, too.”

I look at him, and when our eyes meet, I see none of the empty hatred in his eyes.

Now, he looks like the old Vlad, the young guy who liked to read and play chess, and I feel myself starting to tear up and my lips starting to tremble.

“Are you going to kill me?” I ask in a whisper.

He looks away. “I’m not going to kill you, Chastity. I’m not going to hurt you anymore. I did that to … buy us some time. But I’m not going to … hurt you again.”

I feel my heart rising my throat, the dizzying vertigo, and I think of that feeling that you get when you almost tip over in a chair but manage to catch yourself at the last minute.

I deserve your hate, I think to myself.

He sets the tray full of food on the bedside table and without looking at me says, “I’ll let you eat by yourself and recover your voice. We have a lot to talk about but I’m sure you need a little time to … get oriented.”

Oriented.

He walks out of the room again, and I clutch my hands over my face and cry.

Vladimir

I did that to buy us time, I told her.

Of course that’s true.

But of course I also wanted to do it.

I’d been aching to do it.

Burning to do it.

I go back to the living room and finish my workout, trying not to think about the sound of her tears.

I put on some classical music. Rachmaninoff’s Piano Concerto No. 3.

One hundred push-ups, two hundred sit-ups, one hundred pull-ups, and then I skip rope for five minutes and go through a yoga routine.

I try not to think of the sound of her muffled screams the night before.

I try not to think of the dead billionaire and his wife, dead in my basement room, and the cleanup job I performed while she was sleeping.

I soaked them both in bleach and left them in the freezer. The client asked for the heads, so I’ll have to take care of that later.

Not something I’m looking forward to.

I try not to think about the fact that this is, very probably, the last few days of my life.

I try not to think about how, in spite of everything, it’s just … nice to see her again.

Chastity

I manage to get the eggs down and the green tea does help my throat feel better.

When he comes back into the room, my throat closes with emotion and I nearly start to cry again.

“I’m glad you could eat,” he says.

“Vladimir,” I say. So many thoughts are spinning around in my head I have no idea where to begin, and I’m struggling to get something, anything out.

“The first thing you’re wondering about,” he says, “is probably your … safety.”

I take a deep breath and nod.

“I’m not going to hurt you, again, I told you that.  But there is still … a price on your head.”

I shake my head. “Who would want to kill me? I’m not anyone important!”

He shrugs. “You are a high-priced and exclusive escort. You have dealings with important people, dealings of a very compromising nature. You have probably always been in more … danger than you thought.”

“Do you know who put this … price on my head?” I ask.

He shrugs again. He’s looking out the window at the sunrise, sipping from a large mug of coffee.

Finally he speaks. “Don’t you think that it’s a pretty big coincidence, me being hired to kill you? Add a third aspect to that coincidence, that I was hired by somebody who knew neither of us, and it becomes not just a coincidence, but an astronomical improbability.”

He still talks the same way. He always liked big words.

“So who would know about both of us?” I ask. “I don’t understand any of this. You … disappeared. I’ve changed my name and my face …”

“You’re still recognizable as you,” he says, with a gentle smile, and my heart again lurches into my throat as our eyes meet.

“So who knows both of us?” I ask. “Somebody … Russian? The billionaire that you … killed … or … somebody else? Who knows both of us?”

“You’re getting warmer,” he said.

“I don’t know!” I cry, throwing my hands over my face. I’m as exhausted mentally as I am physically.

“I don’t get contracts directly from clients, of course. My arranger does all of that and contacts me. So I don’t know for sure. But I have an idea.” He is still staring intently out the window at the golden sun rising over the trees.

The world seems to be whirling around me. As an escort, I worked with sports figures, music stars, billionaires and financial executives, and while some of them were most certainly involved with crime, it wasn’t like I had a lot of connections with murderers.

I shake my head. “Vladimir, I don’t know anything about this. My interactions with these people were … shallow. I knew which topics to avoid. They came to me to forget about their problems, not discuss crime.”

“I’ll give you a hint,” he says, shining a cold smile at the dawn. “Somebody we both know. And I shot him five times, 10 years ago.”

Vladimir

It’s hard to look at her, but I do, and her big eyes fill with horror as she remembers that night.

“Oh god,” she breathes. “He’s still alive? How?”

“I shot him and he didn’t die. It happens.” I don’t point out that I would know how to finish the job now.

I’d make sure to put two in his chest and two in his head at close range.

But that was my first time using a gun on somebody.

“Okay,” she breathes. “Tell me what happened to you, and I’ll tell you what happened to me.”

I close my eyes, and for a moment, for the first time in a long, long time, I allow myself to think of that night. Fear surges up into me, and I take a deep breath. I can smell the gunpowder, and I can smell my brother’s blood.

And I can smell the sex in the room.

The red rage begins to overwhelm me again, and I open my eyes and look out at the dawn, and try to breathe it away.

“I shot him and I went outside and I ran around trying to find you,” I say.

She sobs.

“There were police cars and helicopters filling up the neighborhood, but I was still looking for you.”

“But your brother … was alive?” she asks.

“Not … as far as I knew. I set the house on fire when I left.”

She sobs again.

I remember the flashing lights. Red and blue. Bright white from the helicopters spearing through the darkness. “I ended up hiding in a dumpster. They even looked for me with dogs, but the amount of piss and garbage in the alley covered up my scent, I guess.”

She is looking down, the heavy quilt clutched over her breasts. “I ran right to the highway. That restaurant where the truckers would stop. The first guy I asked gave me a ride to the next city.”

Chastity

That was the first guy I ever performed a sex act with for money.

Just a quick hand job, though.

Not really a big deal. I was still crying for most of the ride, and I think that turned him on. I told him I was running from my abusive stepfather.

Like I said, I didn’t mind. It seemed natural.

I was still basically in shock from everything that had happened. I felt like I was watching it from a million miles away.

I felt like that for a long, long time.

A couple more rides and one more hand job took me to a beach town, and I found a group of kids my age living on the beach, and that’s where I did heroin for the first time.

“How did you … escape?” she asks.

“I guess they were watching the bus stations but not the airports, or maybe I just got lucky and fell through a crack. Maybe they thought I died in the fire.” said Vladimir. “I got on a plane back to Russia and nobody stopped me. Once I was there, it wasn’t hard to get another identity.”

“And … what happened to your brother?” I ask.

“You really didn’t even read the newspaper to find out?” he asks.

“Vlad, I was totally fucked up on drugs for two or three years. If I read it in the newspaper, I completely forgot it.”

Vladimir

I remember throwing the gun against the wall and falling to my knees and screaming to the ceiling.

He certainly looked dead when I left, crumpled in the corner of the room, blood seething out onto his dark cheap tracksuit.

“He survived the gunshots and he crawled out of the back of the burning house,” I say. “He was in a coma for a while, but he survived. He woke up just in time to deal with a massive federal drug prosecution against him and the gang he worked with. He’s been in prison most of the last ten years.”

“Oh,” she says softly.

“But he was very … successful there. He made a deal between the Russians and the Aryan Brotherhood in prison. Territory.  Drugs. The gang he worked with became very very wealthy shipping meth into Russia and some surrounding countries. When he got out, he was a rich man.”

“Oh,” she says again.

I want to yell, “Why? Why did you run from me?” 

But I just take a deep breath and watch the sun rise.

Chastity

“You went back to Russia … and … how did you …?” she asks quietly.

“How did I become a ghost?” he asks with that thin smile again. “I joined the army, and then the Russian Spetznatz special forces. Private military contracting company, after that. That led to this.”

He looks down at his hands and then out the window.

My stomach roils as I think of all the death and bloodshed that led him to this point.

And that night in his bedroom was the beginning of that trail.

I remember the gunshots, but not as gunshots. It was just a loud ringing after the first one. And the bright lights in my drug-dilated eyes.

His brother’s cum drying on me.

And I remember the look in Vladimir’s eyes.

The hate.

Vladimir

“Were you in … war? Afghanistan or Iraq?” she asks.

“First Russian conflicts in Georgia and Ossetia. Then … Afghanistan and other places.”

Many other places.

The first decades of the 21st century had offered plenty of choices for hired guns. In addition to the lucrative and never-ending conflicts in the Middle East, there was the drug cartel violence in Mexico and South America.

Plenty of places, and plenty of fights to get in. Plenty of murders to commit. Quiet ones and loud ones. Quick ones and ones that lingered for much too long.

My specialty.

I turn to her. “And you? You … went back on drugs, you said?”

She nods.

“How did you go from being a homeless drug addict to … become …?”

“A high-priced whore?” she says.

I nod.

Chastity

The hate didn’t stop after he shot his brother.

He turned his bright green eyes on me, and I saw so much hate there, totally eclipsing the lovely sad eyes of the boy I loved.

I thought he was going to kill me, next.

And I ran.

I heard him screaming, behind me, in the house where his brother lay on the floor.

No panties on, his brother’s cum on my stomach, I ran into the night. I ran until I was breathless, until I fell and scraped my knees, until I finally puked.

But I kept running.

The hate.

But it that really what I was afraid of?

I realize now, I was just as afraid of the love as I was of the hate.

“I ended up living on the beach with some young people I met,” I say. “The years on the beach were nothing but drugs. Parties, drugs, and more parties. I started … having sex for money.”

Yes, a long long road. Filled with a lot of fucking. Straight fucking, lesbian fucking, kinky fucking, fucking in groups.

“Finally I met a … I guess you would call him a high-class pimp, and he was on a sort of talent scouting mission, and he started connecting me with a better class of client. Cleaned me up. Taught me some things. That led me here.”

He got me cleaned up; I guess that’s the nicest thing I can say about him. He’d quit drugs, too.

He helped me get a new identity. He quit drugs but he couldn’t quit a sex life that was very adventurous, and he eventually died of AIDS.

But I’d learned enough to go to work for myself.

I moved to another coast. Discreet ads on websites at first, and then a client base fed by enthusiastic word of mouth. The “bro culture” climate of the times was such that going to escorts became the “in” thing to do, for everybody from Google execs to secret service agents.

I travelled. I ate at the best restaurants. I wore fine clothes.

I created myself again as every man’s dream.

A nice clean beautiful respectful girl who would nonetheless fuck for money.

The 21st century offered a lot of lucrative opportunities to a good whore. 

Vladimir

I wanted to ask her why she had run, but of course, I know the reason, now.

Because I had turned into a monster.

Or really, that’s not correct.

I had let my monster out. The hateful thing that had always been just under the surface.

Protecting her from her father. Protecting her from my brother. These were just convenient excuses to let my own monster out.

There would have been other ways to do it, and if I had been a man, I would have used my brain instead of my fists, my gun.

But I was still a boy.

An angry boy with a monster.

She and I could have just walked away together.

But I chose to solve my problems with violence.

And I never stopped.

So I found a home for myself in a world that needed monsters. That paid monsters well.

I look in her eyes, and I want to fall into them. Every part of me wants the world to turn backwards, for time to reverse itself, to give me another chance, a chance to choose again.

But that chance is long gone.

Chastity

He sits down, letting out a deep sigh, and despite everything, despite the murders I have watched him commit, I want to take him in my arms and tell him that everything is going to be all right.

I could have done that ten years ago.

Instead I ran away, and used drugs and fucking to bury my problems.

But is it too late now?

“Vlad,” I say, throat thick with emotion. “What do we need to do now?”

He shakes his head. “The organization I work for will not allow me to cancel this contract. If I refuse to do it, they will send others after you, and they will send others after me.”

“Can we … hide?” she asks. “I have … money.”

He shakes his head. “They know your identity. My organization gave me all of my false identities, so they know them. All my contacts are their contacts. They have access to government databases, police records, they can monitor phone and internet traffic …”

“What can we … do?” I ask again. “How much time do we have?”

“The video that I made will put them off for a while. But they paid for a body to be found. No more than a few weeks,” he says.

“What can we do?” I repeat.

He shakes his head again, looking out the window. “I have a few ideas. But it will be nearly impossible.”

I sit in silence for a while.

Finally I ask, “Vladimir, do you have any warm clothes here that would fit me?”

He looks at me and nods his head. “I think we can find something. You’re almost as tall as I am.”

“Can we go for a walk?”

He smiles at me, and for the first time it almost looks like a genuine smile.

Vladimir

I give her some sweat pants and t-shirts that are big on her, and one of my coats that hands off her, and we go outside.

It’s a beautiful crisp morning, clear and cold. Not a cloud in the sky.

We don’t speak much as we stroll the trails around the house, enjoying the fresh air and breeze whispering through the pines.

“Ever seen any … bears up here?” she asks.

I smile. “Only in the zoo.”

“Bet you have some nice rainbows, though.”

“Sometimes.”

She reaches over and takes my hand and it’s like a shock for a moment and I jerk away.

But then I look at her, and carefully, take her small hand in mine and hold it.


PART FOUR
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Vladimir

I park my SUV at the rest stop.

It’s twilight, but the sun is hidden behind clouds already. It’s beginning to snow.

I had arranged to meet a guy named Alan, a computer hacker and documents guy, one of the few guys I knew who didn’t have any direct connections to the Russians.

He was going to bring me two passports.

Expensive, real passports, new identities, stolen from dead people but developed with credit histories and now using our biometric data.

I scan the whole area and I don’t see anything off the baseline.

But then, I wouldn’t, if the Ghosts are waiting for me.

There’s forest across the road and on both sides of the rest stop, and the road, two-lanes, stretches empty in both directions.

A million places to hide.

There’s a family of four, classic Americana, in a big white van. They’re all overweight, even the kids.

They pull out of the rest stop and get back on the road.

And I see Alan’s car, a new model Mustang.

And another car. A Lexus with tinted windows.

I know whose car it is.

My heart freezes and I scan the tree line, the roof of the building in the rest stop that houses a toilet and a passageway with a few vending machines.

No cameras.

Vassily steps out of the car, wearing an expensive-looking wool trench coat. He is holding his hands at shoulder level, palms facing me. His stern face and grey hair match his grey eyes and the grey clouds.

My contract arranger. My former commander.

The boss.

The Major. 

“We can talk, Vladimir,” he says, a note of warning in his voice. “I didn’t need to come at all. You know that.”

Fuck it.

I step out of my own car, a non-descript Toyota SUV. My leather jacket is unzipped to allow me access to the Sig Sauer 227 .45 ACP in my belt holster. Of course I have a few more goodies hidden on me, and in the car.

And I’ll probably need every one of them.

Chastity

The cabin is so pleasant and homey, although I’m wondering if that’s just compared with the sex dungeon beneath it.

It’s got a fireplace, and I sit in front of it with a glass of wine.

Like a normal person, almost.

We’ve been living together like normal people for a week.

Almost.

We didn’t talk about death, or prostitution. We talked about movies, about food, about travel.

But it seemed natural. We were both honestly curious about some of the logistical parts of each other’s lives.

After the long walk in the woods, I went back to bed, and asked him if he’d sleep next to me.

He said no, because he didn’t want to wake up in the night and hurt me.

I nodded and slept alone. I missed him.

I woke up early the next day and cooked breakfast for him.

He told me he had an idea.

Vladimir

The Major’s grey eyes are watching my hands, at first, but finally they meet mine.

He’s waiting for me to speak.

“My brother,” I say. A question, a statement, a threat.

He nods.

“You knew it?” I say.

He shakes his head. “No. You think he arranged for a billionaire to be killed just to get at you? His group is very powerful now, Vladimir. And they want a seat at the table. Billionaires don’t die because of one man, or five men. It’s an agreement of dozens of powerful people. Extremely powerful people.”

I shake my head now. “We’re the most dangerous killers in the world, and you’re scared?”

He spits a laugh. “This isn’t the schoolyard, Vladimir. Not even the prison yard. It’s not about who’s toughest.”

“And you want a seat at the table, too,” I say.

He nods. “And you know what you need to do. You think of going to kill your brother, I’m sure, but that wouldn’t stop it.”

“Alan. He gave me to you?”

He shakes his head again. “He’s in the trunk, dead. You still think of this as a schoolyard fight. We’re not talking about crime gangs, or even soldiers. These are governments. They have access to satellites, Vladimir. Satellite photos of your place. They saw two figures walking. They knew you wouldn’t be out walking with a prisoner.”

“You told them where my …”

“Get it through your head, Vladimir! These people are at the top. Do I need to say it? FSB. Russian government. They followed you with satellites from the moment you drove off in the billionaire’s limo.”

“A fucking … meth dealer, my brother is a meth dealer, who made deals with Skinheads,” I say, beginning to tremble with rage. “How does he connect with these people?”

“He’s very rich and he’s now dealing with one of the biggest arms dealers in Russia,” he says. “You don’t need to use your imagination why the death of the billionaire that criticized the Russian government might make certain people very grateful.”

“And he’s dead. And so is his wife. But the girl isn’t going to die,” I say.

“I was afraid you would say that. I know that there’s no changing your mind.”

He looks into my eyes, and I know then that he’s there to kill me.              

I guess I knew from the beginning.

My brother might have suspected I was one of the Ghosts, but it would have to be the Major who confirmed that.

Nobody else could do that.

Chastity and I are both sacrificial offerings.

Chastity

We walked in the woods and watched movies together and talked of innocent and trivial things while he made arrangements to get some fake identities for us.

There would be plenty of time to talk of serious things later.

He doesn’t smile or laugh much, but I found myself laughing a lot.

Maybe I’m just so fucking glad I’m not dead.

And glad to see him again, no matter what.

He doesn’t want to sleep in the same bed as me; he sleeps on the sofa.

“Why?” I asked.

“I might hurt you,” he says matter-of-factly.

On the third day, I got up in the middle of the night and crawled under the blanket with him on the sofa and he didn’t even seem to wake as he wrapped his arms around me and our hearts beat together all night.

For once both of us slept peacefully all night. 

The next night we slept in the bed, and I swear I felt him trembling a little. We kissed, but that’s all, and drifted off together.

The next night I took his clothes off.

“I might hurt you,” he says.

“It doesn’t matter,” I tell him. I sit on top of him, and take his hard cock in my mouth, loving it and worshipping it with all the love of the first time. My heart was pounding.

It felt like the first time.

The next night I made love to him.

He lay flat, his hands spread over his head, holding on to the headboard.

There were quiet tears flowing down his face as I climbed on top of him and made gentle love to him, my hair falling over my face, and it felt like a prayer.

It was just a beautiful as the first time, the first week we were together.

Together we made time run backwards. Both of us were innocent kids in love again, if only for a few precious precious moments.

And as the sun goes down on a grey day outside, I’m lost in a daydream about it, staring into the fire, so I don’t notice that the electricity has gone off until I hear the alarms.

Vladimir

The Major had been like a father to me.

A mentor, a friend, a teacher.

They’d been counting on that reaction in me. Some hesitation in doing what I would need to do. 

I smile at him. “Vassily, when they called us Ghosts, they were more right than they knew. We barely exist. We’re seen and heard occasionally. But we’re dead.”

He nods, and as he steps back and pulls his handgun out of his belt and fires, a blindingly precise and practiced and smooth motion, and I close the space between us with an effortless leap, pushing the gun barrel down with one hand and I hit him in the throat as hard as I can with the other hand, crushing his trachea.

He makes a wheezing, rattling noise as he starts the process of asphyxiation.

The shot echoes up and down the empty road and birds flap out of the trees.

That’s how quickly death comes.

I grab him by the collar of his coat and pull him between me and the building with the toilets as a guy in a black-and-grey flannel coat peers out from the corner, fifteen yards away, handgun in front of him, and opens fire.

The bullets hit Vassily’s body and I fall behind the car and I fire back around him.

The guy ducks behind the building.

I know he’s going to do one of two things; duck lower to change his position and then pop back out to shoot again, or run around the building.

I aim my gun at the wall at the approximate position of a man squatting.

He ducks lower and pops back out again, and I shoot him in the head twice.

He disappears behind the corner again for a moment, and then crumples onto the pavement.

Someone with a rifle opens fire at me from the trees across the road. I roll and crawl forward, putting the car between me and the gunner.

Another bullet thunks into the doors of the Lexus, which probably has a moderate level of bulletproofing. I’m squatting behind the wheel and engine block.

I search Vassily’s pockets for his keys, and find them.

The shooting stops and I open the driver’s side door and get in, sliding into the driver’s seat, keeping ducked low as more bullets hit the windows, and I start the engine and leave scorched rubber and blood behind me as I peel out over Vassily’s body.

The side window stars but doesn’t break as a bullet hits it.

I speed back towards the cabin.

Chastity

Alarms.

He told me what to do.

I get up, still wearing nothing but a pair of panties and one of his t-shirts, and run down to the closet, pulling open the secret panel, hitting the keypad.

I hear something that sounds like a thunderclap, but I guess it’s just the front door being smashed open.

I take a deep breath to make sure I don’t screw up the keypad combination, and the door is closing behind me just as several men rush into the cabin.

Vladimir

I use my cell to call the number of the phone at the cabin, but there’s no connection.

I concentrate on driving as fast as I can.

The roads are starting to get slick with snow. The Lexus has a full tank, anyway. It had taken me two hours to get to the rest stop, but I’d gone slowly, paying careful attention to the cars around me and the things I passed.

Looking for the trap which I’d then walked right into.

I look down at the blood staining my jeans, draining out of me over the expensive leather seats and onto the floorboard.

Shit.

Chastity

I go past the second door and down the ramp and into the room he described as the Panic Room.

I make sure the door is sealed behind me, and turn on the ventilation system. There’s bottled water, dehydrated food, energy bars, blankets, weapons here. A person could hold out here for a long time.

I don’t know anything about guns, but I pick one of them, a pistol, up out of the wall rack. I remember people in movies pulling the top part back, and I try to do that and it won’t move.

I put the gun back in the rack.

He’d offered to show me how to shoot but I’d just shook my head.

The room is basically a big closet, steel lined. There are monitors and a telephone line to the outside.

The thought of calling 911 under the circumstances seems a little silly, but I pick up the phone anyway, and am not terribly surprised to find it’s dead.

The screens are operational still; cameras show me the woods around the house.

And there are men everywhere.

Men with helmets, bulletproof vests, and big rifles.

Vladimir

I’m not very surprised to find that the Major’s car has an excellent medical kit in the glove compartment.

There’s a high end field dressing, self-adhesive with anti-microbial and quick-clotting substances on it, and I open my jeans and slap that on the bullet hole in my upper leg.

It’s a big hole. It will slow me down, but the femoral artery wasn’t hit.

Thankfully.

And then I get back on the road.

I can’t drive as fast as I like, because the snow is starting to come down harder now as the sun goes down.

But this gives me some time to focus.

Forget about all the extraneous emotions that have been distracting me recently.

I think of how happy I’ve been for the last week, with her, and then I put that in a box and close it.

Happiness won’t be necessary tonight.

I forget about emotion and concentrate on doing the job I will need to do.

Chastity

I can’t stop shaking.

So many men!

It’s difficult to count them, because the different cameras might be showing men from different angles.

I see at least seven or eight outside the house, and several trying to break through the doorway down to the underground bunker.

I can’t hear anything. It’s very quiet in the shelter room. There seems to be a speaker but maybe it’s turned off.

How could I have gotten involved in this?

And more significantly: how can Vladimir get me out of this? 

I should hope that he sees what’s going on and just drives in the other direction and keeps going and gets away.

But I don’t hope that.

I hope that he comes and gets me.

I hope he doesn’t run away, like I ran away.

I wait, and I pull a blanket over me.

And then I see a face on the video monitor:

Vladimir’s brother.

He’s even bigger than he used to be, bodybuilder big, but he has the same shaven head and bright cruel eyes.

He’s dressed a little nicer, I find myself thinking stupidly. Sportswear, still, but … more expensive. A black sweater and I can see a Rolex gleaming on his wrist. And a bulletproof vest on over it.

And he looks at the screen and smiles a smile full of teeth that have obviously been replaced and capped, and then the screen goes blank.

Vladimir

I park the car at the end of one of the trails that leads to the cabin.

I use my phone to check all the security cameras but most – although not all – have been disabled.

On the ones that still work, I see more men than I could possibly deal with.

The snow will help though.

I strip off my leather jacket, not wanting to be a black silhouette. I get down to my jeans and two layers of grey wool shirt and my bullet-proof vest. I have wool long underwear, too.

I have my own Sig Sauer, and I found a suppressed HK-5 submachine gun in the trunk of the Major’s car, and several extra magazines of 9mm ammo, next to the corpse of Alan, who appears to have died of a broken neck.

And of course I have my knives.

I find a package on Alan’s body, too.

The passports.

Chastity

After an eternity of waiting, the door to the panic room is opened by some kind of small controlled explosion.

A flash and concussive blast throws me to the floor.

I can’t breathe or move or hear. For a moment I think I’ve been killed.

But no such luck.

Because somebody is dragging me by my hair.

The pain is enough to cut through the dull ache, the searing dizzy pain of concussion behind my eyes that is keeping me immobile and I start breathing again with a scream.

Vladimir

I slip into the woods, moving silently and invisibly from tree to tree as the snow falls harder.

I relax and breathe as my body temperature begins to drop. I slow my breathing so I don’t produce so much visible fog of breath. 

I don’t mind it. The cold is like a friend to me.

It always has been.

It fills me.

It will help me do what needs to be done.

Chastity

Vladimir’s brother, Igor, dragged me out of the Panic Room, and through the smoke and ringing in my head I tried to focus.

The metal door was bent and twisted off its hinges, and I saw there were two other men with him, one dressed in bulky battle gear and helmet, boots and rifles, and the other looking more like your typical Russian mafia thug, with a leather jacket, a shaved head, and a gold chain.

I’m painfully aware of the fact that I’m wearing nothing but panties and a t-shirt as my ass and legs drag over the cold concrete floor of the hallway.

He drags me to the right, and I shriek.

He’s taking me into the torture room.

Vladimir

I come across two of them, as I near the house.

They’re holding positions, but not close enough together that I could kill them with a grenade. They’re not bad, keeping their weapons and heads down and not moving. Not moving much.

They’re good, but they’re not Ghosts.

I only regret that it takes up a lot of time doing it right.

The snow is coming down harder now.

I crawl up behind one of them and then slam onto his back, forcing his helmet into the snow and stabbing him in the kidneys, under his vest, and then pull his helmet back and slice his exposed neck, then slice the other side just for good measure, and I can feel my knife grate against his spine.

The snow is turning red as I roll backward and off him.

The other guy gets up into a crouch and is turning, trying to see what’s happening, raising his rifle, but I transition to the suppressed HK-5, pulling it up smoothly after I sheathe the knife, and I shoot him in his legs, below the bullet-proof vest, and he goes down.

The suppressed subsonic bullets are quieter than usual gunshots, and the blanketing snow is muffling everything, but it still sounds like tree limbs cracking.

I move forward, aiming at the faceplate on his helmet, and squeeze the trigger five more times, hitting him in the face and neck and he’s finally still.

More red snow.

I see two more men coming through the trees and the snow.

I disappear into the trees, into the snow, into the night.

Chastity

“I couldn’t believe my luck!” says Igor, as he pulls me into the center of the room. “Such an amazing coincidence. When they sent me pictures of that billionaire having dinner with you, it was like winning the lottery.”

“After being shot and spending nearly ten years in prison, I guess something good had to happen eventually,” I say, weakly, looking up at him. He’s enormous, his massive back and shoulders seeming to fill the room.

He laughs. “Prison? Oh that wasn’t so bad. My higher education of crime. And I did very well for myself, of course. Did a lot of good networking, as the Americans say.”

He laughs again. His eyes are positively dancing with glee. Or maybe drugs.

Green eyes, so much like Vlad’s eyes, but so flat and flinty, like cheap imitation jade.

He reaches down and pulls the t-shirt off of me, and I’m naked except for my panties.

He looks around at the table and all its straps, the trapeze, the leather mask on the wall, the whips and crops and says, “My god, look at all this shit. I heard my brother was insane, but this …”

I don’t say anything.

“I’ve never used anything like this, but I can see that might be convenient,” he says thoughtfully. “I mean, girls are usually smart enough not to scratch or bite when I rape them, but this stuff could be useful.”

He lifts me by the hair and I shriek again, and he puts me on the table, and the guy in the leather jacket holds my arms and the guy in soldier stuff holds my legs as they fasten the straps into place.

Igor is smiling down at me, his huge rough scarred hands on my tits. “You see, whore? You can run, but you’ll always end up right back where you started.”

I turn my head to the side as the tears begin to come.

Vladimir

Of course I have a secret tunnel in and out of the bunker.

I mean, of course I do.

It took a long while to dig, but it was good exercise as well as an interesting exercise in engineering. It’s not big enough to walk upright or even crouch; most of it I need to crawl through on my belly.

I find the hidden door and I crawl for ten minutes or so and then it puts me in the bunker.

I watch through the hidden peephole; nobody’s in the workout room.

Nobody except the dead billionaire and his wife in the freezer, of course.

I enter, walking past the three freshly-washed boxes and scrubbed concrete floor.

I look through the peephole into the hallway and see a guy in full tactical gear waiting outside the door to the torture room. Idiotically he has his head turned to the side, and seems to be listening to what’s happening in the room.

Idiot has enough chance to gasp when I pop through the door and drive my knife into his anterior jugular, and then across the bottom of his stomach under the tactical vest he wears, and then slice an artery in his arm, and then drive the knife into the brachial cluster of his shoulder, and then into then up into his neck under the mandible of his jaw.

It takes about three seconds, and by the time he collapses onto the ground, unconscious from blood loss, I’ve already tossed him aside and pulled out my Sig-Sauer .45 and entered the torture room.

Chastity

He rips my panties off slowly. Splitting them right down the middle. 

I am naked, spread eagled on the table, my wrists and ankles secured.

His huge rough fingers pry apart the lips of my pussy and enter me.

His fingers are inside of me.

Again.

“You don’t have to tell me you like that shit, bitch,” Igor says. “I know you do. You told me so ten years ago.”

“I was drugged and I hated myself and I felt like I deserved to be raped by a scum like you,” I spit. “That’s all.”

He looks down at me, his eyes flat.

“I can’t believe my own brother shot me … over a cunt,” he says.

He pulls a long knife off his belt, and presses the tip against one of my nipples.

“I think I won’t kill you,” he says. “I’ll cut you up, take your beauty away from you, and keep you around to fuck. Maybe I’ll cut your arms and legs off so you can’t scratch and bite and cut that evil tongue of yours out, too.”

“You’re nothing,” I spit.

And then explosions fill the room.

Vladimir

I step into the room, and shoot the guy in the leather jacket twice in the head.

He’s falling as my brother turns towards me.

Igor.

Huge, now, muscles like a bodybuilder.

Igor smiles with big white capped American-style teeth.

I put the front site on him and fire into his center mass as he charges across the room at me.

I register that he’s wearing a vest and raise the gun to shoot into his head, and blood sprays as a bullet passes through his cheek and ear, and he crashes into me.

His knife stabs down into the top of my right shoulder, into the collarbone, severing one of the straps of my vest, seeking the sub clavicle artery.

He must have learned a little about stabbing people in prison.

Agony jolts through me and blood shoots up into both our faces.

We both slam back against the far wall and I dig the fingers of my left hand into his face, his eyes, and manage to hold onto the gun and twist it sideways and down and drive it into his crotch.

And I pull the trigger again and again until the slide locks back and the trigger won’t pull anymore.

Chastity

I can’t hear anything but I know I’m screaming.

I’m struggling to raise my head to see.

Bright flashes in the dim room as Vladimir pushes the gun into Igor’s groin and fires.

Both of them collapse, and I see with horror that Vladimir has a knife stuck into the top of his shoulder, near his neck.

Blood, oh god, he’s bleeding.

The smell of smoke.

The smell of blood and gunpowder.

Vladimir

Shooting somebody in the crotch is not just psychologically debilitating, it’s anatomically very destructive.

Huge blood vessels and arteries there, and also the big bones of the hip and the base of the spine.

I gasp and get back to my feet.

Igor is lying in a heap in a widening pool of blood, struggling to stand, but he won’t be able to.

I double-check to make sure the other guy, the guy in the leather jacket is not moving, and then I stand.

Pain lances through my neck and arm, and there’s a lot of blood flowing down the inside of my shirt and vest.

Igor is reaching for a gun.

My Sig Sauer is empty. I can reload with one hand – it’s a basic, necessary move that all operators practice – but I don’t bother.

I just pick up the gun that Igor is reaching for, the one that fell from the hands of the guy in the leather jacket.

A Glock .40 caliber.

Not my favorite caliber, but it will do.

I hold it in my left hand, the one that’s not covered with blood. I can’t feel the right one much.

Igor looks me in the eyes. His cheek is ripped open, furrowed and bleeding from the bullet I put there. I see more teeth.

“Put the gun down,” he rasps through a mouth full of blood. “Fight me like a man.”

His spine is probably shattered, or at least his hips, so he wouldn’t be able to fight like a man anyway.

But I say, “We’re not men. We’re killers.”

I raise the gun.

“And ghosts,” I say.

And I shoot him in the face until the gun is empty.

Chastity

Vladimir gets the straps off of me.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say. “But you’re cut, you’re bleeding …”

“Yes,” he says, and staggers out into the hallway, into the panic room, and gets a big red first aid kit and pulls out a thing that looks like a big maxi-pad tampon and pushes it down gently on the side of the knife, and then another on the other side of it.

I follow him naked, also limping.

I’m still dizzy and feel nauseous from the explosion in the danger room and my ears are still ringing.

“Shouldn’t we … take that out?” I say, and burst into tears.

“If I take it out I’d probably bleed to death,” he says.

He’s so pale. And I see a large bloodstain on his jeans as well.

“Get dressed,” he says. “There are sweatpants and a sweatshirt that will fit you in the panic room,” he says. “The boots will be big but they’ll have to do.”

He picks up the large rifle next to the man in the soldier clothes who is dead in the hallway and watches the ramp up the stairs while I get dressed.

Then we go into the other room, the room where I’d been in the box, and he closes the door and types in a code on the keypad.

He points at an open panel in the wall. “That’s a tunnel,” he says. “Go out and follow the trail down the hill and there’s a car there. I hope it’s still there. Keys are in it. And your new passport, in a package in the glove compartment.”

In the rack on the wall, behind the Plexiglas, there are guns and body armor and other things. He opens the case with another keypad and pulls out an ordinary-looking small backpack, the kind of thing a student would carry.

“There’s $5000 in cash in small bills in an envelope in the front pocket and $75,000 more in hundreds hidden inside those books in there. There’s some other stuff there, like an untraceable cell phone.” He hands it to me and takes out a very large and wicked looking rifle and the boxes with bullets in them, the clips or whatever they’re called.

“I’m not leaving you,” I say, tears streaming down my face. “I can’t leave you again.”

“You have to,” he says, and his eyes are dead serious. The kind eyes again. “I’m begging you. Please leave. You can get away if I stay here and keep them busy.”

“How can I do it without you?” I say. “How can I do anything without you?”

“I’ll … be with you.”

“I don’t want to go,” I cry.

“We don’t have time to argue,” he says.

There’s banging at the door.

Vladimir

“Go out. Survive. Wait for me. I’ll join you when I can. I’ll handle these guys,” I lie.

There’s no chance I’ll survive this.

But she gave me a week of life.

Real life, not the life of a ghost.

For a week, finally, I felt like a real person again.

And I don’t want to spoil that knowing that she died here, like this.

“Go,” I say, and kiss her. I see my blood on her lips. “I have the number of the phone. Keep it with you. I’ll call when I can.”

And she looks me in the eyes, tears streaming down her beautiful face, and she nods.

Chastity

And I run.

Again.

Hating to leave him.

But this time, I’m not running away.

I’m running to something.

Even if it’s only a dream, I’m running to something.

A dream of a life where the two of us can live together, in peace, outside of the living hells we created for ourselves.

I go out the tunnel and crawl outside, and stagger through the snow.

I’m crying hysterically, snot running down my face, but I find the car and get in and drive away, through the quiet dark snow-filled night.

And I think of Vladimir, and I take a deep breath, and I look at the road ahead, and I start to feel calm.

Vladimir

The blood is pooling around me. The field dressings have sopped up as much as they can.

How much blood do I have left?

They’ll be through the door soon.

I crawl behind one of the metal transport boxes – they’ll definitely stop most bullets – and prop the rifle on top of it.

I check the magazine in the weapon and line a couple more magazines up next to me.

It’s cold in here.

But I think of her, and I take a deep breath, and I close my eyes, and I feel at peace.


EPILOGUE – SIX MONTHS LATER
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Chastity

Costa Rica.

I go to bed early and wake up early now.

I drove to the next city and got on a bus and rode all night, and then got a sleeper compartment in the train and rode it all the way down to the Mexican border.

I crossed with a few dozen drunken tourists; nobody even asked to see my new passport.

I kept taking buses, staying at small hotels, traveling down through Mexico and into Nicaragua and ended up in a beach city in Costa Rica and I figured it’s as good a place as any. I live at a small beachside hotel, with a nice garden full of flowers and hammocks.

Vladimir would like it here, I’m sure.

I pay cash weekly, a very reasonable price, but last week the owner told me I could stay for free if I gave him English lessons – he has the student books, he asks most of the questions – and if I help out at the front desk when he needs it. 

It’s a nice life.

I find I like teaching, and he says he can find me some more students.

I wonder idly if my new ID had a university degree. I’d have to check that.

It’s rainy season now in Costa Rica, so there aren’t a lot of tourists around. I walk on empty beaches, and enjoy lying in the hammocks listening to the rain fall.

Sometimes the local Casanovas hit on me, but I’m polite and manage to fend them off without hurting their feelings.

My pregnancy is really starting to show, so I guess they won’t be hitting on me much longer.

He’s with me, all right.

In ways he didn’t even think of.

The doctor says it’s unusual. I’d stopped taking my birth control pills for only about a week, but I still got pregnant. A month or two later would be much more common.

Kind of a miracle, he says.

I have the phone, still; it’s a little, square, old-fashioned-looking thing, not a sleek smart phone, but it gets a signal everywhere.

I’m never without it, but it hasn’t rung yet.

I eat healthy food and go to a yoga class; I read a lot.

I don’t drink or do drugs.

Of course I checked the news. The massacre at the cabin is called a Russian mafia gang war.

The whole place burned, and there were a dozen bodies found.

Many of them couldn’t be identified, but they identified his brother and a handful of other Russian mafia figures, as well as some connected to the Aryan Brotherhood.

Nothing about him.

I haven’t given up hope.

He could be alive, waiting, biding his time, hiding, until he can contact me.

Until he can be with me.

I’m alive again, and I haven’t given up hope.

And he’s with me, whether he comes and finds me or not.

And I have a reason to live now, and a reason to be a woman who my child can be proud of.

I’m alive.

What more do I need to say?

The End … for now! 
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PART ONE: VALUABLES
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Elena felt something gently touch her cheek, and she stirred from sleep in the darkness.

It was a hand, a warm soft hand.

She murmured and nuzzled it and it caressed her cheek and neck. She’d been dreaming. Was she still dreaming? She was lying in her big comfortable bed …

Alone.

Alone because her husband was away on a business trip.

She started, rousing herself from the fuzziness of sleep, and saw that there was a man standing in her bedroom.

She switched on the light next to the bed and the stranger said, “Good evening, Elena, sorry to disturb you.”

She shrieked and clutched the covers around herself, an instinctive but useless gesture.

The man smiled down at her. He was young – in his mid-twenties – and had sandy hair and green eyes. He wore jeans and a black hoody over a black t-shirt.

“Who the fuck are you! Get the fuck out of here!” she screamed.

He held his finger to his lips. “Shhhhh,” he said.  “Don’t scream, okay? I mean, there’s not any chance anybody’s going to hear you, around here, but …” he said, putting his hand in his pocket.

Did he have a gun? A knife?  She began hyperventilating with terror, her eyes filling with tears.

“Shhhh,” he said. “Shhhh, calm down. Just calm down. I’m just a thief. A burglar. I’m here to rob you. That’s all. I’m not going to hurt you. Okay?”

She nodded her head, her breath still whistling raggedly and rapidly through her nose.

“Okay? Say that you understand I’m not going to hurt you.” He spoke in a low, soft voice.

“I understand that you’re not going to hurt me,” she said quickly. But did she believe it? He certainly didn’t look violent, but the news was full of pictures of men who didn’t look violent. “How did you get in here?”

“Shit, the kitchen door wasn’t even locked.”

“I mean, past the gate?”

“These gated communities are amazingly easy to get into. And if you’re white, it’s unlikely anybody will even ask you a question. Those rent-a-cops are probably sleeping anyway.”

“What do you want?” she asked again.

“I’m robbing you, I told you. I didn’t know you were here – I knew your husband was away on a business trip, and I thought you went with him.”

“I wasn’t feeling well,” she said.

“I just need to tie you up, and then I’m going to take some stuff, and I’ll leave. “

“Tie me up?” she said in a small voice, and pulled the covers around her again.

“Yeah,” he said, patiently. “I’m just going to tie you up, so you don’t call anybody, and sort through some things to take, and then I’ll be gone.”

She looked around; could she make a run for it? Could she make it to her phone, and out of the room?

“Don’t try it,” he said, again patiently, but with a cold confidence that suggested she wouldn’t have much of a chance of escaping if she ran.

“How are you going to tie me up?” she asked, timidly.

“To the bed posts,” he said. “Just right there; you can lie there comfortably while I look around. Go back to sleep, even.”

“But ... I’ll ... how long will I be tied up?”

“Look, relax. Before I leave, I’ll untie one of your arms. By the time you untie yourself, I’ll be long gone.”

She looked at him, her huge blue eyes wide. “Do you promise you won’t hurt me?” she said in a small voice.

He said, “I already promised I wouldn’t hurt you.” And he gave her a warm smile.

He pulled a coil of thin green rope from his coat pocket.  “Nylon paracord. Tie the end to your left ankle.”

She looked fearfully at it, flinching as if he’d thrown a snake on the bed.

“Come on,” he said, putting his hand in his coat pocket again. “Do it,” he said, a little more firmly.

“Okay!” she said hurriedly. “I will … but, I, I’m only wearing my nightie … can I, can I get dressed?” she asked weakly.

He grabbed the covers and pulled them off her, throwing the heavy duvet on the floor. She shrieked again and pulled her legs up and grabbed them, instinctively curling into a ball. She was wearing nothing but a short, mint green spaghetti-strap camisole and a pair of white cotton panties.

“Look,” he said. “I’ve seen plenty of pictures of you in underwear and bikinis in magazines and on the internet. I want to get out of here quickly, okay? So, let’s get moving here. Tie that cord around your ankle, now.” He was speaking more crisply and firmly now, gazing down at her steadily.

“Okay! All right!” she said. “Okay, I’ll do it, just … okay, hold on.”

She unraveled the green cord; her hands were shaking. There was about five feet of it. She wrapped one end of it around her slim pale ankle.

“Wrap it around twice, and then tie a knot.”

“I don’t ... I don’t know how,” she whined, and felt tears rolling down her face.

“You’re doing fine,” he said. “I’m sure you at least tie your own shoes occasionally,” he said mockingly.

She tied a knot in the cord and he quickly moved forward and grabbed the other end of it, and pulled it taut and wrapped the other end around the bedpost.

“Nooo,” she whined, starting to sniffle and cry. “I don’t want to be tied up,” she said weakly, as her leg stretched out straight towards the bedpost.

“Okay, now the other ankle,” he said. He tossed another small coil of paracord down on the bed.

“No,” she said petulantly. “One ankle is enough!”

“Let me show you what I found already,” he said, and removed his hand from his pocket. In it was a black plastic square that she recognized: her stun gun. She’d always carried it in her purse; the two electrodes could administer 50,000 volts, which would immediately incapacitate anyone unfortunate enough to touch them.

She sobbed and wrapped the second length of paracord around her other ankle.

He quickly grabbed the other end and stretched it to the other bedpost, pulling her legs apart; she instinctively screamed as her legs spread, covering her crotch with her hands and trying to pull her leg back; but he pulled the paracord taut and tied it firmly to the other bedpost.

“Shhh,” he said. “It’ll be okay. Almost there.” He bent and checked the knots. “Doesn’t hurt? Not too tight?” He checked the ropes and the knots, and seemed pleased with them.

“No, it doesn’t hurt,” she sniffled. Not yet, anyway. “I ... just, okay, just get your stuff and go, okay?”

“I haven’t tied your hands yet,” he said patiently.

“No, don’t tie my hands! Please! Look, I’m tied up enough! I can’t get out of these knots without an hour of picking at them with my fingernails! And I can barely reach them!” she pleaded.

He didn’t respond, just grabbed her left wrist and wrapped a loop of paracord around it. She screamed again and started to try to twist free of his grasp, and this time he slapped a hand over her mouth.

“Look,” he said coldly. “I told you not to scream.” He was sitting on the bed now, over her, imposing, his fingers digging into the side of her face. “Just let me tie you up and soon this will all be over. I said I wouldn’t hurt you. So don’t make me do that, okay?” He was staring down at her now without any of the good humor she’d seen in his eyes before.

She nodded her head and made an affirmative sound, muffled by his hand. Her auburn hair was falling in her eyes now.

His grip was firm but rather gentle – he had strong hands but they were very soft – and wrapped her left wrist with the paracord, then tied it to the headboard of the bed. He took her right wrist and did the same, and now she was tied spread-eagled on the bed.

She started sobbing again, feeling completely helpless. Without the duvet the air conditioning seemed too high; it was chilly in the room. She was aware her nipples were hard and her skin was buzzing with gooseflesh.

It wasn’t the first time she’d ever felt helpless and vulnerable, but it was the first time in many years.

“There,” he said, and stepped back and looked down at her; he was smiling again. “Okay. Going to go do some work now. I’ll be back to check on you shortly.”

Thirty minutes later, he returned into the room.

She’d tried to escape from the cord; but the more she struggled, the more it seemed to bite into her flesh, and on her back with her limbs spread, she seemed to lack the leverage to pull strongly in any direction.

She lay in the dark thinking and crying for a while, shuddering with fear.

He was now carrying two of her husband’s expensive suitcases. One of them seemed to be full; she assumed it was now filled with some of her husband’s expensive things.

“So,” he said. “Now the hardest part for you. I’m going to steal some of your stuff.”

She made a whimpering noise.

“Are you okay? Do you want something to drink?” he asked. He looked honestly concerned. Such a nice, cute, innocent-looking guy.

She considered it. “No,” she finally said. She didn’t know how long she’d be here and didn’t want to need to use the bathroom. “But, please, do you have to steal my things? My husband has plenty of things here for you to take, very valuable things!”

He looked at her, looking bemused. “Oh, poor little rich girl doesn’t want to lose her things? Well, your husband will buy you more, won’t he.”

She started to speak, and then stopped.

“Oh?” said the stranger, looking at her, amused. “He won’t buy you more stuff?”

She looked away, turning her face to her arm.

“Hmmm,” said the stranger. “Some kind of trouble in paradise? The life of a trophy wife not all it’s cracked up to be? Your fat rich husband turns out to be a stingy bastard, after all?”

She closed her eyes and said, “The economic crisis affected all of us.”

“Hmf,” he said, opening her walk-in closet, and looking critically at all the expensive designer clothes and shoes.  “Yeah, I can see that. This closet is bigger than some apartments I’ve lived in.”

“So that gives you a right to tie people up and steal their stuff?” she said, finding some anger burning beneath the helpless vulnerability she felt.

“Hmm, no, of course it doesn’t,” he said absently. “No right about it. Just like you don’t have any right to all this stuff. He just gave you all this shit, right?”

“They were gifts!” she said.

“Well, easy come, easy go,” he said casually.

He removed some handfuls of clothes and tossed them on the floor.

“You know it’s not the first time I’ve been in here,” he said. “I’ve been in here twice before.”

She just looked at him. She thought she had noticed a few things missing recently – some jewelry, some clothes -- but she had so much stuff, it was actually hard to keep track of it all. She’d assumed that visiting friends, some of whom came and went as they pleased, had borrowed the things.

He opened one of the drawers that contained her underwear and she said, “Hey! No!”

He came back towards the bed, carrying a big double handful of her underwear. “Are you kidding? This is the best part.”

She looked at him, eyes wide with terror, as he dropped the underwear on the bed and began sorting through it. He selected a few panties – he seemed to prefer the light colors – and tossed them in the heap of clothes he was collecting. He then chose a few bras, and threw them in the growing pile.

She bit her lips. What was he going to do with those? Somehow she didn’t think he was going to sell them on eBay.

He seemed to read her thoughts and turned to her, smiling. “Just souvenirs. Of course, I’ve seen you in underwear many times in magazines and stuff, but it is a real treat to see you live and in person,” he said, now beginning to sort through her jewelry.

“I don’t even have makeup on,” she said, softly.

“Don’t worry, I prefer the natural look.”

He lifted something. “Wow!” he said. “There’s a lot of nice jewelry here, but this is something outstanding.”

He was examining her favorite – a platinum necklace with an emerald pendant that was worth more than her Mercedes.

“No!” she cried. “Don’t take that.”

“Fatass will buy you a new one,” he said.

“No, look … okay, he’s … we’re going to be getting a divorce soon. “

“Isn’t this thing insured?” he asked.

“I … I don’t know. Please, take all the other stuff, but leave that.”

“Awww, poor baby,” he said.

He sat down on the edge of the bed.

“Well, what doI get if I leave it?” he asked.

She looked fearfully at him. “What do you mean? What do you want? Do you want money? There’s $50,000 cash in the safe in his office!”

“Yeah, I know,” he said. “There was, anyway. I took it already. I mean, what are you going to give me that’s yours, if I leave this necklace?”

“I … I don’t know …” she said softly and looked away from him. “What do you want?”

“Hmm,” he said. “What do I want. Well, seeing you tied up in your nightie on the bed is quite a treat, but there are … other possibilities.” He smiled that wry grin at her.

She sobbed and looked away, and began crying again. “This is a nightmare,” she sniffled.

“Hey! Shhhh, shhhh, it’s okay,” he said, and touched her cheek; she flinched from his touch, then relaxed and he stroked her cheek gently. “I’m not going to do anything, I already told you that. I’m not going to hurt you. I told you, I ‘m just here to rob you.”

He stood up and took the platinum necklace. “Anyway, this thing will look great on this stripper I know,” he said and winked at her.

“No!” she said. “Okay, please, look what do you want from me?”

“Hmm, well, I’ll leave that up to you. Make me an offer, maybe I’ll reconsider what I steal.”

He stepped back into the closet and emerged a moment later carrying her white sable coat. “Hey, this is nice too. Of course it’s way too warm around here to wear them, but there’s a good resale value on these, to the Russian gangsters.”

She made a moan of unhappiness. She loved that sable coat.

“Yeah, you’re Russian, aren’t you? You women love to wear dead animals,” he said disdainfully.

“I’m Ukrainian,” she said softly. “If you knew what it was like there where I lived, you wouldn’t think it so strange that I like nice things. Or warm coats.”

“What, you grew up on a farm, had to eat fresh vegetables and stuff? Boo hoo.”

“It wasn’t like that!” she said sharply. “It was an industrial city, and there was nothing there but pollution and alcoholics.”

He picked up her MacBook Air and her Iphone from the nightstand and she cried out as if he’d struck her.

“Don’t take those! Please! There’s a lot of material on there that can’t be replaced!”

“Where? On the phone or on the computer?” he asked.

“Both!”

“Hmmm,” he said. He sat down on the edge of the bed and opened the phone, looking through it. “Pictures of you and your dumb friends at clubs … dopey apps ... a few episodes of dopey reality shows. Kind of hard to believe none of this can be replaced,” he said. “Aha! Here we are. A bunch of naked pictures of you. What’s the big deal? You think it’ll ruin your career?”

“No, it’s just ...” she whined.

He looked at her craftily. “Ah ha ... and who took these pictures?”

She looked away again.

He opened her computer; she started to protest and then bit her lip.

“Some valuable stuff here, that can’t be replaced. Hmmm …”

She turned her head to the side and tried to bury her face in her arm.

He found it quickly enough; she’d just made it two days before.

“Aha! Well, Elena, you are a bad girl! A sex tape! Who is this muscular gentleman? He is ripped!” said the burglar, smiling at her.

“My personal trainer,” she said, miserably. 

“Well, that’s not very original. Anyway, it all becomes clear. You’re afraid that if I take all this stuff, these pictures and videos will be made public, and that will be the end of whatever huge divorce settlement you hope to get out of your fatass husband.”

She just made a whimpering noise.

“So what are you going to do for me, hmmm?” he said, looking frankly at her.

She started weeping again. “I don’t know.” 

“I think you know,” he said. “I think we both know how you usually get what you want.”

She nodded, more tears spilling down her face.

“All right,” he said. “We’ll start with a fair trade. Let’s see – the platinum necklace. I’ll trade it for the camisole you’re wearing now.”

Her breathing quickened as her heart leapt in her chest. She couldn’t look at him as she nodded.

“Hmm? Tell me it’s okay, Elena.”

“It’s okay,” she said in a small voice.

“What’s okay? Tell me,” he said.

“You can take my camisole if you let me keep the platinum necklace,” she moaned miserably, tears sliding down her face.

He smiled. “Good girl. Lift your head a little,” he said, and gently slipped the necklace over her head and settled it around her neck, carefully positioning the emerald pendant between her breasts, which were heaving as she tried to catch her breath. She felt like she was going to hyperventilate again.

“Shhh,” said the stranger. “Just calm down. It’ll be okay. I’m going to take out a knife now, please don’t be afraid.” 

She made a high-pitched whimpering noise as her eyes fixed on the short shiny blade he flicked out of his pocket.

“Are you going to cut me loose?” she asked warily.

“No,” he said. “I’m going to cut the camisole straps to get it off you.”

She made another high-pitched noise in her throat and turned her head to the side, trying to bury her face against her left arm, which was still stretched out to the headboard of the bed.

“Please don’t hurt me,” she wailed.

“Listen, Elena, you’re going to hurt my feelings! I told you very clearly that I’m not going to hurt you. But we just made a deal – the platinum necklace for the camisole. Do you want to change your mind?” he said.

“Noooo,” she moaned, drawing the word out.

“No, you don’t want to change your mind, or no, you don’t want me to take your camisole?”

“No, I don’t want to change my mind,” she sniffled.

“Say it again – do you want me to cut the camisole off you now?”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I want you to cut the camisole off me now,” she whimpered.

“I mean, I’m sorry to cut it,” he said, as he lifted one thin strap and placed the knife blade underneath it.  “But it’s mine now, right? I can do anything I want with it, right?”

“Yes,” she said, sniffling again. She was aware her back was arched a bit and her breasts were thrust forward.

He cut the left strap, but didn’t pull the thin lacy material off her breast yet.

He then cut the other strap, and again left the material lying on her breast.

“Are you ready, Elena?” he asked, quietly.

“Yessssss,” she groaned, beginning to weep harder.

He pulled the two thin straps down and exposed her breasts; the pink nipples were already stiff and tingling.

The camisole was just a puddle of fabric around her waist now. She felt her breath rasping through her open mouth now.

He then deftly sawed through the side of the camisole with his knife and pulled it from beneath her, and tossed it on the pile of clothes he was collecting.

He was admiring her breasts. “And they’re real, too?”

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Please, please don’t hurt me.”

“Shhh, Elena, shhh, I’m not going to hurt you,” he said. “Where did you get this idea? I’m not going to do anything to you that you don’t want me to do.” His face was close to hers now.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh my god, please let me go, please just leave.”

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll just take the sable and your phone and the computer and go.” He stood up. “Nice meeting you, Elena.” 

“Wait! No!” she said, crying. “Please, please don’t.”

“Listen,” he said. “I’m getting tired of this. You just keep crying, don’t, don’t. You better tell me what you do want me to do.”

“Don’t make me say it!” she said.

“Say what? There’s nothing to say yet. I offered you one fair trade, would you like to make another?”

“Yes!” she said desperately.

“And what do you want to offer?” He was still smiling.

“Okay,” she said, sniffling again, blinking her eyes. “My panties. My panties for the sable.” 

“Now you’re thinking!” he said. “Good girl. And you don’t mind if I cut them off?”

“No,” she said tearfully. “Just cut them off me, it’s okay.”

“Okay,” he said, examining her legs and waist. He deftly cut through the side of the waistband of her panties, and began tugging them off her.

He paused. “Ready, Elena?”

“Yes,” she whimpered.

In one easy motion he completely removed them.

She was now completely naked, shuddering, trembling, gasping and writhing against her bonds, spread-eagled on the bed.

“How do you feel now, Elena?” he asked, smiling down at her. He held the panties under his nose and the stroked his cheek with them.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Helpless. Vulnerable.”

“Excited?”

She made a whimpering noise again and tried again to hide her face against her arm.

“I should confess,” he said, moving his face close to hers again, speaking softly into her ear. “I kind of did know that you were here tonight.”

“You did?” she asked, her voice soft with fear.

“Yes I did. And one other thing – on one of the other occasions I was here, I stole your Kindle.”

She’d wondered what had happened to that thing.

“And of course I saw the kind of stuff you read, and I guess that means I know what your fantasies are, too,” he said, and she whimpered again.

“If I put my hand between your legs,” he said, now breathing into her ear, “would it be wet down there already? I think this turns you on even more than it turns me on.”

“Yes,” she admitted, weakly, feeling the tears start again but feeling great relief in surrendering.

“Okay then, I’ll give you the phone if I can touch you down there and see how wet you are.”

She nodded immediately and said “Uh-huh” breathlessly.

“Uh-huh what?”

“Give me the phone and you can touch me there,” she said quickly.

“Sure,” he said, moving his hand gently down her thigh. Her legs were straining against the bonds in excitement but she relaxed a little at the gentleness of his touch.

His forefinger traced very lightly over the slick, swollen lips of her vagina. She gasped with pleasure and threw her head back against the pillow. He slid his finger teasingly up and down her wet slit.

She moaned and looked into his eyes. “Please,” she said. “Put your finger in me.”

“You’re sure it won’t hurt?” he asked, taunting. “I promised not to hurt you.”

“No, it won’t hurt,” she murmured, “it’ll feel good, please put your finger in my pussy.” She was practically whispering.

She cried out in pleasure and threw her head back when he inserted his finger slowly into her wet vagina, and she thrust her hips forward onto it – but then, maddeningly, he withdrew it.

“Wet down there, but not wet enough,” he said.

He brought the wet finger up and licked it, and then held it in front of her face, and she eagerly sucked it into her mouth, tasting her own juices. 

His face was hovering over her breast now and she felt herself pushing it towards him.

“Do you want me to lick your nipples, Elena? They’re so hard now, I guess a nice hot wet tongue on them will feel very nice. Your nipples are so hard, I guess they’re very sensitive.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “They are. Very sensitive.”

“Do you want me to bite it?”

“No,” she murmured, “don’t bite it. Please don’t bite it.”

“Just lick it? Kiss it?”

“Yes ... just be gentle, lick it gently, please, just lick it gently.” 

His tongue swirled around her hard pink nipple, and she gasped and moaned.

“Can I touch them?” he asked.

“Oh god, of course, yes, please, touch me, touch my tits, hold them, I want to feel your hands on them,” she moaned.

Both his hands came up and covered her breasts, as his mouth moved from nipple to nipple, licking and kissing and sucking, kissing her between the breasts while he squeezed them, luxuriating in them.

She was gasping and moaning, “Oh, oh, that feels so good, your tongue feels so good on my nipples.”

His mouth was moving down her stomach now, blazing a moist hot trail.

“Oh, yes, please, please,” she said, whimpering and panting, her body undulating against his kisses.

“Please what?” he asked, looking up at her and smiling.

She strained her neck to look at him. “Kiss my pussy,” she whimpered. “Kiss it, suck my clit …”

He gently pulled her pussy lips open with his fingers and licked her clit gently, in the same way he’d done her nipple.

She bit her lips and tried to stifle the vulgar moans emerging from her mouth.

He put her clit between his lips and began sucking and tonguing it, gently at first but then harder.

She cried out. “Oh, put your finger in me,” she moaned. “Put your finger back inside me.”

He slid his finger back into her, thrusting it in as he continued to suck her clit and she bucked her hips and began gurgling and moaning in pleasure.

She was whipping her head back and forth on the pillow, babbling “yes, please, please, please, please, please, PLEASE . . .” and he eased two fingers into her and curled them until he touched her g-spot and she felt herself having an orgasm, crying out hoarsely, her body spasming and bucking against the ropes that held her.

“Good girl, good girl,” said the stranger, raising his head from between her legs.

“Kiss me,” she moaned, and their lips met, their tongues caressing, and she licked her own wetness off his chin.

“Okay,” he said, opening his jeans and removing his long thick cock. “Now we need to negotiate for the computer.”

“Oh, god,” she moaned, eyes down, still trying to catch her breath. “Please just give it to me, I’ll suck your cock, don’t make me beg you to fuck my mouth …”

“Okay, open wide,” he said, taking her head in both hands and straddling her as he slowly inserted his cock into her wide open mouth. She formed her lips around it, making a moaning noise of pleasure and acquiescence.

She eagerly sucked it, moaning and murmuring her enjoyment around it, as he thrust into her face; occasionally he pulled out and she chased it with her tongue, swirling her moist pink tongue around the purple head and over the shaft as he caressed her face with it.

“All right,” he said breathlessly, pulling away. “Do you want me to fuck you now, Elena?”

“Please,” she said, looking into his eyes. “Please fuck me, don’t tease me anymore.”

“Do you want me to untie you?”

“No,” she moaned. “I love it, I love being tied up and helpless like this, I love being vulnerable …” She was aware she was babbling but she’d never felt quite like this before.

“All right, I’ll fuck you now ...”

They both cried out as he slid his cock into her silky wet pussy. He supported himself over her with his arms, so he could look into her face while he thrust rhythmically into her, slowly at first.

The pressure and heat was building inside her and she strained at her bonds. “Please, please, more, faster,” she moaned.

“Are you sure?”

“YES!”

He began thrusting harder, lowering himself to kiss her breasts and neck while he did so. She screamed her pleasure at the ceiling.

Soon they were both gasping for breath, trembling, as he sped up until he was pounding into her, driving into her with all his lust, breathlessly, and the heat and pressure ballooned up uncontrollably through her and she had another orgasm, her mouth slack and her head thrown back.

She felt him begin to tremble as he withdrew, stroking his big wet cock.

“Where do you want me to cum,” he said, panting. “On your tits, or on your face?”

“Oh on my face!” she said, hungrily. “I want it all over my face!”

“All right, I’ll cum on your face,” he grunted, pulling out and pushing his swollen cock into her face as he stroked it.

She extended her tongue and when the tip of her tongue touched the tip of his cock, a hot spray of semen exploded into her face, covering her cheeks and forehead and eyelids. “Oh god,” she cried in pleasure, loving the hot sticky feel of it.

He collapsed on the bed next to her, gasping for breath.

But he quickly got to his feet.

“That was great, Elena, but I’ve got to run,” he said. “Do you want me to clean you off?”

“No,” she said, shamefully, exhausted, closing her eyes, feeling tears come again, feeling the semen drying to scales on her face. “Will you untie me, though?” she asked in a small voice.

He pulled out his knife and quickly cut through the paracord holding her left wrist.  “As I promised,” he said.

He covered her naked body with the sable and she murmured her thanks.

He was gathering the valuables.  “Okay, I’ll leave the computer here on the dresser,” he said. “After I make a copy,” he said, and inserted a flash memory stick into the computer, quickly copying the video to it.

She was so exhausted it took her a moment to realize what he was doing. “What!? No! You promised!”

“I promised I’d leave the computer, and I will. But I’ll keep a copy of the video.” He finished quickly and pulled the memory stick out and stuck it in his pocket. 

As he turned to exit the bedroom, carrying the two bags, he looked back at her. “We can negotiate about the return of the video sometime later.”

“Oh my god,” she said, horrified, struggling to free her other arm but knowing she’d never get free in time. 

“See you soon, Elena,” he said, and closed the bedroom door.


PART TWO: THE DEAL
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Elena stood in the clearing on the hilltop near the abandoned hotel, looking down at the city spread out below her in the darkness. She thought it looked deceptively clean and peaceful from up here.

Headlights flashed on somewhere behind her; she turned and was blinded by their bright white glare.

“Hello, Elena,” said the deep, relaxed voice.

She remembered it clearly.

It was him; the burglar.

The man who had broken into her home, tied her to her own bed, robbed her house and then extorted sex from her.

“Hello,” said Elena. She struggled not to avert her eyes, but the lights were too bright.

“I’m glad to see you again. You look very good.” She thought she could see a shadow moving behind the headlights. “Turn around for me. Do a little modeling. That’s what you do, isn’t it?”

She wore her sable coat, the one he’d wanted to steal when he’d broken into her home a few weeks previously. It was long and came to her calf; high heels and stockings were visible on her legs.

She looked around at the darkness around her – there wasn’t a light or a person for miles. The abandoned hotel loomed to the left, empty windows like gouged-out eyes, and nothing but trees to the right.

“I’m waiting, Elena,” said the burglar.

She raised her head and marched forward, closed her eyes and did a little pirouette, then marched back. The soft ground was not the best, with her high heels, but she managed to make it look graceful and confident.

“Perfect. Now open the coat up. Show me that you followed my instructions.”

She opened the coat and her white lace bra and panties shone brightly in the halogen glare of the headlights. She also wore a lace garter belt and white stockings. Her eyes still downward, she held the coat open and let herself be examined, trembling a little.

“You’re shaking, Elena,” said the voice from behind the lights. “You’re an underwear model, you shouldn’t be nervous doing something like this.”

“I’m a professional model. You’re not paying me, you’re blackmailing me.”

He laughed. “Well, I’m an amateur blackmailer. It’s the first time. But your divorce is going through soon, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“So this video I took from your house of you fucking your trainer, it will be worthless … when?”

“In a couple of weeks,” said Elena softly. “Three weeks at the most.”

“Hate to ruin the big divorce payday with something like this,” he said. “Especially in the last two weeks. All those years you let that fat slob fuck you would be wasted.”

He was moving in front of the headlights. His shadow – broad shoulders and slim waist, spiked hair – fell in front of the glare. Ten feet away? Fifteen? She tried to estimate.

“Yes,” she said. “It would,” said Elena, still looking down.

“And you’ll do anything to stop me putting that tape on the internet,” he said, voice full of confidence.

“Yes,” she said.

Then she pulled the 9mm Glock handgun from the pocket of her $30,000 sable coat, smoothly, as she had practiced many time, raised it in a perfect two handed grip , and fired two shots.

The left headlight went out, and he screamed “WHAT THE FUCK!” and dropped to the ground.

She backed up, quickly, moving to the side, out of the glare of the remaining headlight; now she could see him clearly, and she shouted, “DON’T MOVE! STAY ON YOUR KNEES!”

He was on his hands and knees, and she could see that his body was coiled like a spring, turning, about to leap, his head turning towards her, and she shouted again, “I WILL SHOOT YOU! STAY WHERE YOU ARE! ON YOUR KNEES!”

He hesitated. He raised his eyes and looked at her, standing in her open sable coat, white bra and panties visible, gun raised.

He said, “You won’t shoot.”

“I just did.” She kept the gun trained on him as she moved backwards a bit.

“You won’t shoot me.”

“I won’t shoot you, unless you jump at me or try to take this gun from me. I’m about twenty feet away from you. I know about the twenty-foot rule, have you heard of it?”

He squinted at her, trying to make her out in the shadows where she stood. “Yeah, I’m familiar with it. If I’m less than twenty feet away from you, I have a good chance of getting to you before you can shoot me. More than twenty feet, not so much.

“But I want you to know, I spent the last week at a firing range doing an intensive class in close quarters pistol use. I’d taken classes before, but this one was pretty intense. We fired thousands of rounds. And one of the things we practiced was covering suspects and dealing with people running at us. If you stand up or run at me, I will shoot you.”

“All right,” he said, his familiar insolent smirk crawling back across his face. “Anyway I believe the twenty-foot rule usually refers to somebody whose gun is in the holster already, not somebody with a gun at the ready.”

She nodded. “Put your hands on your head. On your knees. I suppose you know the position.”

He was on his knees and he placed his hands on his head, turning towards her, in the glare of the one remaining headlight. “So you’re not going to shoot me. What is this, a citizen’s arrest?”

She looked at him over the sites of the gun. His short brownish-blonde hair was mussed by the light breeze blowing. The razor stubble, the high cheekbones, the smirk. Just as she remembered him.

“Shut up. Right now, I’m going to ask the questions.”

“Okay,” he said. “Ask away.”

“What’s your name?”

He smirked. “The name on my driver’s license, or my real name, or both?”

“Just tell me something to call you.”

“Joshua. You can call me Joshua.”

“So Joshua, have you been jacking off watching the video of me fucking my trainer?” She circled out of his line of vision, keeping the gun at the ready.

He laughed. “Once or twice.”

“I’ve been thinking about you, too,” she said sweetly. “When you raped me.”

“Was it a rape?” he said. “You consented. I didn’t record it or anything, but you consented. I offered to stop several times.”

“And you offered to steal things that meant a great deal to me.”

He shrugged his powerful shoulders. “They’re just things. Things shouldn’t mean a great deal to people.”

“That’s something that people say when they’ve always has access to nice things.”

He seemed to hesitate, seemed to think of something. A scowl crossed his face. “I had access to nice things. But the people who gave them to me were fucking assholes. I value people, not things.”

“So if you don’t care about nice things, why did you want to take mine?”

“You have enough stuff to spare,” he said.

“Oh, you’re a communist. Nice. I’m not old enough to remember much about communism, but back in Ukraine I can tell you we had nothing when I was a child. My parents worked in a factory there that made some kind of chemicals or oil products, I don’t know, the whole place stank. They stank. I owned nothing. They drank up whatever money they made.”

“Yeah, you mentioned that.”

“Before you fucked me,” she said, and fired another shot at the ground.

He jumped and for the first time, he looked scared. Or at least un-nerved.

“Yeah,” he finally said. “Before I asked you if you’d rather me fuck you, or steal your sable coat. You chose for me to fuck you. And I must say, you seemed to enjoy it.”

She let out a sharp laugh. “Yes. I did. Now, you tell me, Joshua. Do you enjoy feeling helpless?”

The scowl crossed his face again. “I don’t feel helpless. Not yet.”

“Take off your shirt.”

“What? Really?” he said, smiling.

“Yes. Take it off.”

He slipped the black t-shirt he wore over his head, and tossed it casually on the hood of the car.

“Now put your hands back over your head. Let me see you.” She moved in a semi-circle around him, gun still at the ready, keeping her distance. He still looked like he might jump up at any moment. “No tattoos. That’s … kind of a surprise.”

He smiled. “Yeah. I don’t want to be a walking comic book. And I never cared much for logos.”

“But every person’s body tells some stories. The scars there, on your side and stomach …”

He said nothing, but his smile faded a bit.

“Were you in … the military? “she asked.

“Yes.”

“How did you get those scars?”

“Iraq.”

“Not gunshot wounds?”

“Improvised explosive device.”

She continued to circle. “Did you feel scared and helpless, when that happened?”

He didn’t answer. He wasn’t smiling now.

“You think I enjoyed how you made me feel? When you broke into my house? When you tied me to my bed?”

Again, he didn’t say anything.

She moved in front of him so she could see his face and so he could see the gun that was still pointed at his chest. “Now … unzip your pants.”

He didn’t smile or laugh this time.

“Do it,” she said.

He opened the top button and unzipped them.

“Now push them down around your knees.”

“Fuck you,” he said.

She fired another shot into the ground in front of him.

Her ears were ringing now, even though she had pieces of wax in them as earplugs, and she spoke loudly because she knew his would be ringing even worse. “I SAID, PUSH THEM DOWN AROUND YOUR KNEES. I could shoot you, and say you tried to rape me, I think I’d get away with it.”

“I … if anything happens to me, that video goes out on the internet.”

She smiled at him. “Somehow I doubt that you made those arrangements, because I have a feel you terribly underestimated me. Who I am, and where I come from. Now, I ask you again. Push your pants down.”

He pushed the pants down around his knees, and he was shaking now, veins standing out in his neck, and she guessed it was humiliation and anger more than fear.

All the familiar emotions.

“Now take your cock out. Take your cock out and jack off for me,” she said, casually, smiling, but still holding the gun pointed at his chest, and moving again to his side.

He turned his head to look at her, and she yelled, “Don’t look at me! Do what I tell you.”

There was a pause, and she thought he was going to leap up.

She said, “Joshua … don’t you want me to see your cock? You liked fucking me, so why don’t you want to jack off for me?”

He didn’t answer.

“Just do it, Joshua. Take it out and stroke it for me. That’s all I want.”

He took his cock out. It was already hard, and it was a beautiful straight hard cock, circumcised with a nicely-shaped purple head, throbbing visibly.

“Wow, Josh. Very good. Very nice. It’s fine. Maybe you do like being helpless a little?”

“Maybe I like your underwear,” he said.

She laughed. “I hope so. Such a good-looking guy, why did you turn to crime? You could have been a model. Oh, those scars, I guess. Anyway, such a beautiful cock. Now, wrap your hand around it and stroke it.”

He did, and he shivered.

“Do you jack off a lot, Josh? I’m guessing you don’t. You strike me as the type who doesn’t need to jack off too much.”

“Well, not … too much.”

“Every week? Have you done it this week?”

“I … yes, I’ve done it this week.”

“You usually use internet porn, or …?”

“Sometimes.” He was looking down at it, thoughtfully, stroking it. “I like to do it in the shower, actually.”

“See, good. Now we’re getting to know each other.”

“Is that why you’re doing this? To get to know me better?”

She pointed the gun at his face. “I’m asking the questions. Anyway, you’ll know soon enough why I’m doing this. Keep rubbing your cock, Joshua.”

He did so. A light rain, a mist had begun to fall, and she could see goose bumps on his bare chest and his nipples were hard little pebbles. She was still pretty cozy in the sable coat.

“So you think about girls, huh? In the shower? Sometimes you just think about girls you’ve had sex with.”

“Yes.”

“Girls you’ve tied up and fucked. Girls whose houses you’ve robbed?”

He didn’t answer.

“How many girls have you tied up and fucked like that, Joshua? Girls whose houses you have broken into.” 

He shook his head.

“I somehow didn’t feel I was the first.” 

“I … you were. The first.” He blurted it out in an embarrassed way, all the confidence gone from his voice now. “I’ve tied girls up before, but … never like that, never during a burglary.”

“Keep stroking you cock, Josh. Can I call you Josh, or do you prefer Joshua?”

“Josh,” he nodded, and she saw his chest moving as he began breathing more quickly.

“You stole my Kindle. You’d been in my house before.”

“Yes,” he said.

“You knew my fantasies. You’d been watching me, Josh? Did you spy on me?”

“I … not … I watched your house.”

“You never watched me?”

“Yes, once. I watched through the window.”

“Were you stalking me, Josh?”

He paused, seemed about to speak, and then shook his head.

“You broke into my house … stole my underwear huh? You dirty little pervert. You sniffed my panties like a sick little schoolboy, didn’t you?’

He didn’t answer.

“You told me you waited until my husband was gone … and you knew I didn’t go with him. That sounds like stalking to me. Don’t you think?”

He didn’t answer.

“Answer me!” she yelled.

“Yes!” he said, stroking his cock more quickly. “I did. I’d seen you in magazines. You were … amazing. Your body and …”

“And?”

“Your eyes.”

That’s sweet, she thought. “So you planned it all out. To tie me up and fuck me?”

“I … it was like a wild fantasy. When I was there it … just happened. I had imagined it but … I didn’t have any idea it would work out like that.”

“And you loved it, didn’t you? My tits … my little panties, cutting them off me. My body …”

“Oh god yes,” he said, and he was stroking his cock quicker now, and his other hand strayed up and touched one of his nipples.

She felt herself growing wet between the legs as she watched him; all her senses felt heightened and her heart was fairly pounding in her chest now. How long had it been since she’d felt like this? The cool rain felt good on her face and her arms were beginning to feel a burn from holding the gun up. “And you loved how helpless and scared I was, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, beginning to shake.

“Because you’ve felt helpless before … and you love to feel powerful.”

“I … it wasn’t just that …” he seemed flustered now, eyes darting around, between the ground and her.

“But you know you’re just a dirty little pervert. You’ve been breaking into houses all your life, haven’t you?”

He bit his bottom lip, not looking at her.

“You can admit it. You don’t even need to admit it. I know it’s true.”

“Yes,” he said quickly. “Yes.”

“Stealing panties? Underwear? Little things. It made you feel powerful.”

“Yes,” he said, his whole body shaking as he pumped his cock through his fist.

“I know it because I did it myself,” she said, speaking softly. “Stole things. Not the same circumstances, of course, but … taking what you want, how can that feel bad?”

“Sometimes it does,” he said.

“Oh, sometimes, afterwards. But at the time, it’s always a rush.”

He nodded, stroking his cock.

“I used to let guys take me home, in Ukraine, and then I’d steal their things. Rich guys, then when I moved to the capital, from tourists. Watching them sleeping, after I’d fucked them … although not always, sometimes they’d just fall asleep, or sometimes I’d do it when they were in the toilet. The feeling of opening their wallets, finding their phones … it made me wet. I loved it.”

She lowered the gun to her side, spreading her coat open, arching her back so he could see her white lace underwear and garter belt. She arched her back and cocked one leg. “That’s it you dirty little thief. Bad little boy. Jack off for me. Cum for me, you dirty little panty-sniffing thief. Sniveling little boy.”

“Oh, god!” he yelled, throwing his head back, and jets of hot cum shot out of his thick pulsing cock, glistening in the one remaining headlight.

“Good little pervert,” she said. “Good little thief.”

He looked up at her as she moved closer, his face a mixture of humiliation and arousal and blazing anger.

She looked him in the eyes. She took the gun and ejected the magazine from it, then detached the top part of the slide expertly and tossed the pieces on the ground.

She took off her sable coat and spread it on the hood of the car – his car – an older car, an older sports car, a model she didn’t know. She stood in front of him, and cupped her breasts in the white lace bra. “You like my bra and panties, Joshua?”

“Yeah,” he growled.

“You want to tear them off me and fuck me? Fuck me on the sable, on the hood of your car.”

“No,” he growled, standing up, veins standing out in his arms and neck now, his eyes full of fury. “I want to fuck you on the ground, like the dirty trashy bitch you are.”

She tossed her auburn hair back, and said, “Do it.”

He grabbed her by the hair and wrapped his powerful arms around her waist and pulled her close and kissed her and bit her lip hard enough to draw blood.

She cried out, as he began to kiss her neck, and she threw her head back.

“Suck my tits,” she said, as his mouth moved to her cleavage. “Tear my bra off.”

He grabbed her full firm breasts, his strong hands covering them, squeezing them, kneading them, her heart hammering, and she could feel his heart beating through his bare chest, slick with rain, and then his fingers hooked around the lacy cups of her bra and he yanked hard and ripped it apart at the wire between the cups.

“Oh,” she said, as he lowered his head and roughly sucked at her hard pink left nipple, and she yanked his head over to the right one and he bit her nipple, bit her hard, and she cried out.

It began to rain harder. He pushed his legs out of his jeans, now standing naked as she stood wearing nothing but her high heels, panties, and the garter belt, and he let out a roar of anger and lifted her. He slammed her to the ground, falling with her, knocking the breath out of her, and she was aware that his big erection had barely wilted at all after his ejaculation, and it was pressing against her leg and crotch.

His hands wrapped in the side of the waistband of her panties and she was aware of them pulling tight into her ass crack and the wet slit of her pussy, and then aware of them tearing away completely.

She wrapped her legs, the white stockings now stained with dirt, around him, and she bit into his neck as he drove his big cock into her. Her pussy was so wet from watching him jack off, from the thrill of holding him in her control, that she felt like she was going to cum almost immediately, and she slapped him on the ass hard and whispered into his ear, “Fuck me hard! Make me cum! God, FASTER! HARDER!”

He wrapped his hands around her throat and choked her as he drove it into her, again and again, fast and hard, and he bent his head to suck and bite her nipples again, her eyes squeezed closed as he choked her and she gasped and rattled as spots bloomed in front of her eye and the red-hot pressure between her leg and the pain in her nipples all joined together and she came, came like she’d never cum before, through her whole body, a tremor that shook her to the very core of her being.

“Oh, god,” she moaned and coughed, as he released the grip on her throat, and he pulled out and turned her over. “Oh god, oh god, oh god,” she continued to moan as she felt him probing her wet pussy with his fingers.

And then she felt them touching her asshole.

“Oh,” she whimpered, “yeah, fuck my ass,” she said, snapping into a slave-pose on her hands and knees on the muddy ground, aware of the dirt and mud and even some blood from her bit lip on the formerly pristine white stockings and garter. 

She felt his big dick pushing against her anus, and she pushed back against it, whimpering softly and he slapped her ass cheeks hard.

“Oh, god, give it to me!” she cried out.

He slapped her ass hard, again, and then drove the head of his cock past her sphincter.

She screamed and felt the rain falling on her back as he slapped her ass again, and then he grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head up as he drove his cock into her core.

“Oh my god,” she whimpered, letting out a long low loud moan of pleasure and pain and pure sensation.

“You fucking bitch, if you ever point a gun at me again, I’ll fucking kill you,” he shouted, hoarsely, breathlessly.

“Yes! Oh god, yes, fuck me, I’ll never do it again!” She forced her ass back against him, face slack with lust, crying out again.

He pulled her hair violently. “Get your hand up there and rub that pussy while I fuck your ass!” he yelled, finding a smooth stroke as he drove into her welcoming, unresisting asshole.

“Oh, god, fuck me!” she cried. “I love it when you fuck me, oh god, fuck my ass …” She used one hand to tickle her clit and she felt the pressure in her rectum growing and building and another tidal wave of heat began to build and swell and she tickled her own clit, then slipped one finger into her own pussy, feeling his cock on the other side of the slick silky walls, and she felt herself cumming again, moaning and spasming helplessly.

He pulled out of her and, still holding her hair, pushed her face into the dirt, and then held it up, turning her around as he stood.

He forced his cock into her mouth, choking her with it. She tasted her own essence on it, as well as his, and she’d never tasted anything like it.

She eagerly gulped his cock, sliding it in and out, and then relaxed her throat and took as much of it into her as she could, filling her throat with it until she couldn’t breathe.

She was aware of the hungry animal noises she was making, and aware of him groaning above her, and aware of the blood rushing in her ears. She reached up and squeezed her own tits as she sucked him, kneading and jiggling them, and her head eagerly bobbed back and forth on his hard straight cock, worshipping it with her lips and tongue.

Finally she felt him begin to tremble and the cock was swelling and pulsing in her mouth, and she looked up at him, a halo of light from the headlight surrounding his head, and he looked down and she looked deep into his eyes and he began to cum, and the hot salty ejaculation filled her whole mouth.

She swallowed most of it, but some of it slid out and was rolling down her chin; she felt it splash on her breasts.

Knees trembling she stood up, their eyes still locked.

He put his arms around her and pulled her close and kissed her on the lips, a long tender kiss, and their tongues danced gently together, the last bits of thick salty semen dancing around from her mouth to his and back, and they held each other tightly in the rain.

After they’d both caught their breath and stopped shaking, she suggested they get inside his car.

She spread the sable coat on the back seat and sat on it with her bare wet ass; he started to gather up his jeans and underwear but she took him by the hand and pulled him in with her, both of them wet and muddy and naked.

“This coat will be ruined,” he said.

“Maybe. It’s worth it, though,” she said.

They put their arms around each other, sharing their heat and wetness on the soft fur of the coat. They kissed again.

“So … you want the video back, Elena? I’ll give it to you right now. I have it here, on a USB drive. There aren’t any other copies, and nothing would happen if you … killed me. You were definitely right that I … underestimated you. In some ways.”

She kissed him again and said, “That’s not why I did this. Or not the only reason. I have … an offer for you.”

He just looked at her in the dim light, waiting for her to continue.

“You’re not the only … blackmailer. The personal trainer has also asked me for money.”

He uttered a short sharp bark of a laugh. “So why am I the lucky one who gets held at gunpoint?”

“I think you can get it back from him. It’s on his phone, maybe on his laptop. You can break into his place and steal them, can’t you?”

He nodded. “Undoubtedly. He might have put it in a cloud storage …”

She shook her head. “I don’t think so. He’s not that clever.”

“I guess he probably underestimated you too. Anyway if he did, I know somebody who could probably find it, especially if I have the phone or the laptop he used to upload it. But … what else? Is there more to this?”

She kissed him, long and hard, and his hands felt her firm breasts.

“Yes, of course there’s more. Think of it as … an audition. If you give me back that video, and get the other copies and destroy them, then I can direct you to a place where my husband has hidden about a million dollars’ worth of gold and jewelry.”

In the soft moonlight streaming in through the window, she saw his wry grin turn into a big and genuine smile.


PART THREE: THE GANG
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Elena was handcuffed, hands above her head, to a pipe in a large cold room, naked except for black lace bra and panties, her high heels clacking on the concrete below when she moved.  A thin black crepe bag covered her head, blocking her vision and muffling her hearing.

She was calm, though.

Whatever they were going to do to her, whatever they were going to throw at her … 

She knew she could take it.

About an hour previously, she had driven to the abandoned hotel to meet the burglar again.

The only name he had given her was Joshua.

The lean and handsome sandy-haired young man had broken into her home to steal her things, two weeks previously.

Before she consented to sex with him, while tightly bound to her own bed.

And a week after that, she had held him at gunpoint.

Before he had again given her some of the best orgasms of her life, on the muddy ground.

Before he had agreed to help her rob her husband.

She considered that she’d had some dysfunctional relationships before, but this was certainly one of the strangest.

And best.

She’d gotten out of the car in the lightless field, the abandoned hotel looming ominously above her. Dressed, again as he’d instructed her, in lingerie – this time a black lace bra and panties, again with a garter belt and stockings and heels – under her sable coat. 

She saw nothing, and heard nothing except the wind blowing through the abandoned building.

But something solid and thick – an arm – encircled her neck and suddenly she couldn’t breathe as she was pulled back against a very large and very solid male torso.

It didn’t hurt; the arm was solid but oddly gentle as it settled into immovable place around her throat, as her mind clouded and her vision filled with spots.

She had time to realize the arm was probably not Joshua’s – too wide, and too dark – before she lost consciousness.

She’d woken up with the bag over her head, arms handcuffed behind her back, her legs folded beneath her. She could feel her own high heels digging into her thighs. She was in the trunk of a car … somehow she knew it was the trunk of her own car. Her sable coat was beneath her; it had been taken off her and she lay on it like a blanket. That felt nice, actually.

She struggled to control her breathing, trying to keep calm. She didn’t think the burglar wanted to hurt her, although she couldn’t be sure of that  – but she figured that he did want to scare her badly.

But she’d been through worse. She kept reminding herself of that.

Then the car stopped and there was a rush of fresh air as the trunk was opened and she was lifted by very large muscular arms. Not Joshua, she realized again. A much bigger man, bigger than Joshua’s lean six feet tall and 180 or 190 pounds. The man lifting her was a veritable giant. She felt tiny in his arms. She didn’t fight, though she could probably have given him a painful gouge with her spike heels if she had wanted to.

She did not speak, and no one spoke, though she heard movement – footsteps – around her. She didn’t want to open her mouth. She’d let them speak first. Questions would reveal her weakness. “Who are you? Why are you doing this to me?” It would just make her sound like a victim.

She needed to keep it together, she knew.

This was an important test.

She was carried by the big strong man who smelled like peppermint soap – no cologne, nothing like that – and then stood carefully on her high heels and the handcuffs were released – her wrists held by a hand that seemed large enough to cover most of her forearm – and then her hands were cuffed again above her head. She could feel the smooth metal pipe with her hands, about the width of a broom-stick.

Not that she’d touched too many broom-sticks. Not recently, anyway.

She waited, quietly, concentrating on her breathing, shifting occasionally from foot to foot. She heard movement around her. Breathing, soft steps. At least three people in the room, she thought.

Finally somebody spoke. “She is cool, I’ll give you that. I expected her to be in hysterics by now.”

A female voice.

Elena’s heart sped up. A female?

Then she heard his voice. Joshua. The calm, smooth voice that she’d first heard in her bedroom.

The burglar.

“She is very cool,” he said. “And good-looking, of course, you must admit. Look at that body.”

“Oh, well, I didn’t even think that was worth mentioning, it was so obvious,” said the female voice. “Her looks were never in question.”

Elena thought the woman’s voice was not as annoying and nasal as most American voices; low and sexy. There was a lot of smoke and late nights in it, though.

Elena continued to stay silent.

There was a deep baritone laugh and the sound of movement and she felt the body heat of somebody coming nearer in the big room, big heat from a big presence. A very deep voice spoke: “I’m kind of disappointed. I’d heard she was a submissive, but I was hoping for a little please don’t to spice things up a bit.”

“Well, maybe we ought to apply a little more pressure?” said the female voice.

Elena couldn’t stop herself from shifting on her feet, crossing her legs a little. An instinctive protective reaction.

There was laughter in the room; three different laughs. She didn’t hear a fourth, and that relieved her.

“What did you have in mind?” asked the deepest voice.

“Oh, I don’t know, start with a little good old fashioned spanking,” said Joshua’s voice.

Elena felt a sudden, searing pain as something slashed down across her left ass cheek.

A riding crop. She recognized it immediately.

It wasn’t the first time one had been used on her.

The pain galvanized her. “Take this fucking bag off my head, Joshua!” she yelled. “Let me see your face and stop this fucking around!”

There was a moment of silence, and then a few chuckles.

“All right,” said Joshua, and the bag was lifted from her head.

It took a few moments for her eyes to adjust, and for her to orient, but she finally saw Joshua’s handsome, unshaven face, standing with that omnipresent smirk, arms crossed in front of him, wearing jeans and a t-shirt.

They were indeed in a giant empty room, as she’d guessed; the windows were boarded up, and the walls were covered with graffiti.

The giant was standing to his side, and he was perhaps even larger than she’d realized. He had to be close to seven feet tall. His head was shaved as slick as a cue-ball and his skin was coffee-colored. He wore a stylized plastic skull mask over his face, and baggy gym shorts and a black sleeveless t-shirt.

The woman, who stood behind Joshua on the other side … Elena wasn’t too surprised to see her naked, for some reason. Joshua had mentioned a stripper friend when he had first visited her home, threatening to steal an emerald pendant she loved and give it to a stripper, Elena remembered. The woman was tall, as tall as Joshua even without high heels, and her tits were huge – and natural -- and her waist tiny, and her hips equally big and ripe. The woman wore a green-feathered carnival mask, but her lips were bright red beneath it. She was stark naked except for a transparent pair of spike heels.

They all stood staring at her, as if waiting for her to speak again.

She looked around at them, one to the other, and the silence lengthened.

Finally she said, “Jesus, you three are right out of Hollywood production. Am I captive to the most beautiful kidnappers in town, or is there something else to this?”

The three looked at each other and appreciative nods and smiles were exchanged.

“Well, Elena, since we’re getting to know each other so well, and since you came to me with such an interesting business proposition, I thought I should bring you home to meet the family.” Joshua indicated the two on each side of him.

The giant smiled and bowed; the stripper waved cheerfully.

“Family,” said Elena doubtfully.

Joshua looked at her. “Yes, my family. These are the most important people in my life.”

“A family of choice,” said the giant, “but a family nonetheless.”

The stripper crossed her arms beneath her big breasts, the big pink nipples pointing accusingly, and just looked at Elena from behind her feathered mask.

Elena just looked back at them and said nothing. Finally, she said, “What about the issue we talked about last week?”

“We talked about several things last week. Anything you have to say to me, regarding the things that have happened between us, you can say to them. I assume you’re referring to the video?”

She nodded.

“The video of you having sex with your personal trainer, the video which could very well cost you much of her divorce settlement.”

“That’s right,” she said, raising her head.

Joshua smiled. “Now I’ve got two copies of it. So you want to explain again to me and my two family members why we shouldn’t just sell it to your husband, or TMZ, or make our own website called lingeriemodelwhore.com and make a fortune?”

She looked at him. “Tell me how you got it.”

He looked back at her, his gaze steady. “Well, hypothetically, without admitting to a crime, it wouldn’t have been too difficult to pick the lock on your trainer’s apartment and get in there to look for it. But even easier to steal his house key from the locker at the gym where he works, make a copy, and then get in there at my leisure.”

“But he could have copies anywhere, it’s a digital file. How do you know you found them all?”

“I installed something on his computer that gave us complete access to it through the internet. It wasn’t hard to locate the file and corrupt his copy, and even see that he’d put one copy in a cloud storage account and one copy on a thumb drive.” Joshua pulled a thumb drive from his pocket. “It was hidden in a plastic bag in his big tub of protein powder at his house. Clever-ish hiding place, I guess. Also a couple of seasons of HOW I MET YOUR MOTHER on here, if you want those.”

“You’re a computer expert as well?” she asked wryly.

The giant took another bow. “He doesn’t know much beyond internet porn and Tinder, ma’am. I am in charge of the technical aspects of our operations.”

The surprise must have shown on Elena’s face, because the stripper laughed. “Now that’s what I’d call a doubtful look. She thinks all large muscular men are stupid, I guess. Shallow little bitch thinks all of us are as stupid as her friends.”

The giant smiled, unruffled. “I did two years at MIT before dropping out for personal reasons. Afterwards, I worked for various duplicitous agencies, both governmental and private, that taught me even more dirty tricks with computers. Rest assured I know what I’m doing.”

“And the … cloud storage? You got the copy there?” Elena asked.

“Easy as pie, ma’am,” said the giant.

“He could have cracked it, but he guessed his password in about ten minutes,” said Joshua.

“The word TESTOSTERONE plus his birthdate,” said the giant, shaking his head.

“I was betting it would be the word CROSSFIT,” said the stripper.

“And just to show you that we can be subtle, we simply corrupted the files there, so he wouldn’t know we stole them. I replaced the thumb drive in his protein powder with a damaged one. He might suspect someone did it, but he won’t know for sure.” Joshua was circling behind her as he spoke.

She nodded her head.

“Now, I believe there was the little mention you made of … a million dollars’ worth of gold and jewelry?”

“Only a million?” scoffed the stripper. “This bitch probably has lunches that cost more than that.”

“Oh that’s not true,” said Joshua from behind her. “She’s just a poor little farm girl from the Ukraine, isn’t that right Elena?”

“And you’re just a panty bandit,” she shot back.

The giant chuckled and the stripper laughed out loud. “She’s got your number, Josh,” said the girl.

“Yes, she certainly does,” said Joshua from behind her, his voice still calm and relaxed, and there was another hot stinging slash of pain across her ass, this time across the other buttock.

Elena hissed in pain and bit her lip.

“She’s got some fire in her,” said the giant. “Some spite.”

“Very much so,” said Joshua, and slashed the riding crop across her ass again. The waves of hot pain exploded up through Elena’s body, making her nipples tingle and her face burn … and her panties dampen.

“So why should you be interested in some gold and jewelry, if you’re getting a juicy divorce settlement?” asked Joshua.

“It … won’t be that … juicy,” she said. “My husband had a contract, one of those contracts before marriage, what are they called …”

“A prenuptial agreement,” said the giant.

“I’ll get some money, but combined with the losses he suffered in the real estate crash … it won’t be a lot.”

“Not enough to make up for all the years of that fat bastard fucking you?” asked the stripper.

She didn’t answer. “I send a lot of money back to my family in the Ukraine,” she said.

“Boo-hoo,” said the stripper.

“And getting that sable coat cleaned after we fucked on it last week, that must have cost a few bucks,” said Joshua, and swatted her on the ass again. More lightly this time, almost playfully, and she let out a little exasperated sound of combined pain and pleasure.

Joshua took the bag and pulled it over her head again, and then swatted her three times quickly on her left ass cheek with the crop, and then three times, a bit harder on the right ass cheek. She yelped, then let out a pouty sigh and shifted back and forth on her high heels.

“So a million dollars in gold and jewelry, just lying around waiting to be taken?” asked the stripper, and Elena felt a hand gently cup one of her breasts, around the lace bra she wore. “Why don’t you go take it yourself?”

“It’s in a … safe. And there’s other security there. I can tell you where the security is, but I don’t know how to deactivate it myself. And … he’ll suspect me. I’ll need a good alibi at the time it happens.” Both of the stripper’s hands were on Elena’s breasts now, gently kneading them. A slim cool finger felt inside the edge of the lace cup and touched one of Elena’s tender hard nipples, making her shiver.

“And what percentage of this score will you be expecting, ma’am?” asked the giant.

Elena hesitated, then spoke loudly. “25 percent.”

There was laughter, and the riding crop cracked across her ass again, making her cry out with pain, and then one of her nipples was pinched hard through the lace.

“And what if we just beat the information out of you and go get it ourselves?” asked the stripper.

Elena said quickly, “I know … others. People who keep cash and jewelry and drugs in their houses. I can get you information you’d need. Let’s think of this as a … test run. It could be a very profitable relationship.”

Joshua laughed. “You make good cash as an underwear model, don’t you? What’s this sudden urge for larceny?”

She shrugged. “I’m not getting any younger. I’m only 27, but modeling is for teenagers, basically. And let’s just say I’m not too fond of some of the things I had to do to get the jobs, or some of the people I had to do them to.”

There were some more laughs at that, especially from the stripper.

“How do we know you’re not working with the police?” said Joshua.

“Would an undercover cop do what I did to you last week?”

“Which part are you referring to, shooting at me, or the ass to mouth we did afterwards?” asked Joshua. The giant and the stripper laughed. 

“Neither,” said Elena.

She felt something cold and metallic touch the skin of her chest, between her breasts. A knife, she thought. Her heart raced. The flat of the blade traced over her cleavage.

“You held my friend … my brother … at gunpoint, bitch,” said the stripper in a low, dangerous voice. “Why should we trust you? Why shouldn’t I just cut your tits off?”

“We can … make money, together. Why should I trust you? Just that we have … similar goals.”

“We make money just fine by ourselves,” said the smoky voice of the stripper, and then the knife dipped between her tits and Elena felt the wire between the cups of her bra slice through.

The cups fell away, dangling from the shoulder straps, and her breasts were now bare in the cool room, and her nipples were hard as rubies, tingling. Now the edge of the knife was rubbing over her tits, the edge lightly scraping over her skin, as if shaving her, sending a delicious thrill of terror and lust through her. Elena couldn’t stop herself from moaning.

Then that stopped, and the point of the knife teased her stiff nipples, and Elena threw back her head and gasped in pleasure, rubbing her legs together.

The stripper laughed and the knife moved away. Elena felt the blade slip under the edge of her panties on the side and then her panties were sliced off her, too.

Elena gasped in pleasure and spread her legs, naked now except for her high heels, her garter belt and her black stockings. And the bag over her head.

“25 percent, though, that’s fucking ridiculous,” said Joshua.

“We’re taking all the risk here, ma’am,” said the giant from behind her, and she felt his large hands on her hips, then covering and rubbing the skin of her ass, which was still burning from the spanks from the riding crop. “The usual share for the person providing the plan and information is more like 10 or 15 percent.”

The giant’s huge hands were engulfing and squeezing her ass cheeks now, while the stripper’s smaller cooler hands squeezed and jiggled Elena’s breasts.

Elena’s breath was coming faster now, as the pressure of lust began building in her loins.

“Twenty percent,” said Elena.

“And if you’re not going to be there, how do you know you’ll even get that twenty percent?” said Joshua from somewhere off to the side.

“I think you know that I’m telling you the truth when I say that I know some good future possibilities. And … I don’t think you’ve … had enough of me, yet,” said Elena, breathless with pleasure now, her chest heaving.

There was some more laughter. “You’re definitely right about that,” said Joshua.

The giant was reaching between her legs and rubbing the moist outer lips of her pussy with his huge fingers. Elena moaned.

“Oh, you like that?” asked the stripper. “Little model bitch likes that.”

“Yes,” said Elena, squirming her hips and grinding her pussy against the giant’s hand.

Elena then cried out in pleasure as she felt the warm wet suction of a mouth wrapping around one of her nipples; the stripper’s long soft silky hair fell against Elena’s stomach and chest as the stripper’s tongue and mouth flicked over her nipples, first the left one and then the right one.

“Put your finger inside me,” whispered Elena, and the giant immediately obliged, squirming one of his huge fingers easily into Elena’s soaking wet pussy, and Elena thrust hard against it, arching her back, the handcuffs rattling against the pipe she was still chained to.

“So what do you think? Can we trust her?” asked Joshua, his voice full of amusement.

“She seems like a very nice young lady,” said the giant, pulling Elena against his huge torso as he fingered her from behind. “I think, as she said, this could be the beginning of a mutually beneficial relationship that would provide countless good opportunities for profits.”

Elena was gasping now as the stripper sucked her tits harder, squeezing them restlessly. “I think the bitch has a chip on her shoulder and we better watch her closely, but I think she’s a greedy bitch and that’s a personality trait I can easily relate to,” said the stripper. She punctuated her sentence by biting Elena’s left nipple and pinching the right one at the same time. Not too hard, but not too lightly, and Elena convulsed with pleasure.

The giant now pushed two fingers into Elena’s pussy from behind and began moving them in and out with agonizing slowness, but speeding up to meet Elena’s hip thrusts.

Her head was still in the bag, of course, but Elena turned her head as much as she could and said, “Oh, god, finger me faster, your big fingers feel so good inside me.”

The mouth on her nipples moved lower, feathering kisses down towards her crotch, and Elena moaned, “Oh, yeah, suck my clit, get down there and suck it.”

The stripper laughed, pausing at Elena’s belly button. “Will it make you cum if I suck your clit you little bitch?”

“Oh, god yeah,” said Elena, pushing back against the giant’s fingers.

Elena felt the stripper’s finger find her clit and tickle it gently, and Elena cried out in pleasure again. Then the stripper’s wet tongue and mouth, so expert, more expert than any before, found her clit and began sucking and licking it as the giant’s fingers plumbed the salty, sticky depths of her hole.

Suspended from the handcuffs, her hips bucking uncontrollably now, wobbling on her high heels, Elena cried out and had an orgasm, her whole body shaking, balloons of heat and pressure rising up through her.

When she stopped shaking, the bag was removed from her head.

She looked at the three gorgeous bandits standing in front of her. Still wearing her mask, which covered only her eyes, the stripper was rubbing her own erect nipples with one index finger and sucking lightly on the other one. The giant had his two fingers under the nose of the skull mask, smelling them like a wine connoisseur.

“Well,” said Elena. “Was that the initiation into the gang?”

Joshua smiled. “Oh no, sweetheart. That was only the beginning.”

He reached up and uncuffed her hands from the pipe, and she clicked forward on her high heels, naked except for the garter belt and stockings, rubbing her wrists.

“They made you come,” said Joshua. “Now you have to return the favor.”

“Me first,” said the stripper, sitting on an old pool table that was one of the few pieces of furniture in the room.

Elena licked her lips and moved forward, throwing her shoulders back, prowling towards the stripper with all the confidence that had made her one of the most popular underwear models on the catwalk when she was 18.

The stripper was on her back on the pool table with her lean, powerful legs spread, and the stripper was squeezing her own generous breasts, kneading them and purring with pleasure.

“Ever eat pussy before, bitch?” asked the stripper.

Elena just smirked back at her. “I doubt I’m as good at it as you are.”

“Then stop talking and start eating.”

Elena bent down and kissed the stripper’s smooth, silky-toned inner thigh. The stripper let out a little moan.

“Don’t dilly dally with it! Get in there and eat it!” said the stripper, tugging on her own hard pink nipples.

Elena move her face to the slick pink labia and rubbed her finger over the wet swollen flesh, eliciting another moan from the stripper.

“Get in there,” moaned the stripper again, raising her head to look at Elena.

“Are you begging?” asked Elena sweetly, looking up over the flat stomach over the heaving, swollen breasts at the stripper’s face, still mostly covered by the green feathered mask, her bright red lipstick smeared by Elena’s own pussy juice.

“Yes,” hissed the stripper, and Elena buried her face in the wet pussy in front of her, driving her tongue as far as she could into the hot wet hole.

“Yeah!” said Josh. “That’s the fucking spirit!”

Elena French-kissed the stripper’s pussy, her neck muscles straining, and the stripper’s hips bucked and rose in response, as the stripper continued to feel her own tits. Her moans – lower pitched, more guttural and primal than Elena’s – filled the air.

“Go south, man,” said Joshua, and Elena was soon aware of the giant grabbing her around the hips again. She felt something – the unmistakable feeling of a dick, a very big and hard cock – brushing against the round cheeks of her ass as she pushed it out in welcome, using her hands to brace herself against the pool table and moaning in anticipation as she forced her head between the stripper’s legs.

“Oh fuck!” yelled the stripper at the slurping, moaning suction on her clit. “Eat my fucking pussy you fucking model whore!”

Bent over at a 90 degree angle, Elena felt the big head of the cock tease her own pussy lips, the head pushing inside. She felt herself clench and spasm around it, and gasped her pleasure, all the while tonguing and sucking the pussy in front of her.

The stripper was moving her hips wildly, thrusting against Elena’s face, and Elena looked up for a moment when she felt something brush her hair, and Joshua was sitting on the edge of the table, helping the stripper squeeze her breasts with one hand and stroking Elena’s hair with the other. “Good girl, such a good girl, oh you look so hot eating that pussy,” he said.

“MMM-mmmmm,” moaned Elena in affirmation.

“You ready to get fucked? Hmm? Ready to join our little group?”

“MMMM-hmmmm,” said Elena, the muffled sound again one of unmistakable affirmation.

The giant slid his big dick all the way inside of her, and Elena’s whole body shivered and she moaned a low, drawn-out sound of pure pleasure, humming into the stripper’s pussy and making her also cry out.

The big cock began to slowly withdraw, and she felt every inch of it, felt her pussy clenching and trying to keep it, trying to milk every inch of it. Simultaneously, Elena sucked on the stripper’s clit, hungrily, desperately, like a starving child.

The giant took some of Elena’s hair in one hand, gently, and slapped her ass hard, and then drove his cock all the way into her again. It was definitely one of the biggest cocks she’d experienced, perhaps the biggest, but her wet pussy eagerly took all of it.

Then he found his stroke and began fucking her faster, and Elena’s whole body began to shake again. The stripper sat up on her elbows so she could watch, still toying with the nipples of her own big breasts, and Elena was vaguely aware that the giant and the stripper did a fist bump over her head and back.

“Yeah, let’s go,” said the stripper. “Give it to her good and let’s get this done!”

Joshua said, “You heard her, man.” He bent and kissed the stripper on the lips, and she eagerly tongued him back.

The giant began fucking her harder, driving his cock into her with deep and even thrusts, like a machine, and Elena renewed her oral assault on the stripper’s pussy, moaning her pleasure into it and tonguing it deeply in between sucks and little bites on the throbbing clit before her.

Soon Elena felt her whole body shaking, as all three of them moved together in a smooth fast rhythm, and the big cock began pulsing inside her as the giant grabbed her around the hips, and Elena’s cunt spasmed around it again, and she felt herself cumming, moaning and sucking desperately on the stripper’s clit as the stripper also began to cum, wrapping her legs around Elena’s shoulders.

The giant let loose a low moan like a lion’s roar, and he pulled out his cock – Elena was aware of a condom being removed and slapping to the concrete floor – and then a jet of hot viscous liquid sprayed across Elena’s back, and she whimpered in pleasure into the stripper’s pussy as the giant unloaded endless amounts of hot jizz on her back and ass cheeks, as Elena pushed her ass eagerly back against him.

They all just stood stunned, exhausted for a moment.

Then Elena raised her face, slick with the stripper’s juices, and looked at Joshua, still sitting on the edge of table. He reached over and stroked her hair gently and took her hand, and drew her close to him and kissed her on the mouth, tenderly.

Then he drew back and looked at her, his insolent smirk seeming more warm now.

“Welcome to the gang,” he said.


PART FOUR: THE ASSASSIN
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“What, no bag over my head, this time?” said Elena, smiling, as Joshua appeared out of the darkness surrounding the abandoned hotel.

“Well, you’re one of us now,” he said, putting his arm around her waist and kissing her.

She’d never met a man who kissed better, and she thrust her tongue into his mouth, seeking his, throwing her arms around him and enjoying the feel of the lean muscles shifting under his t-shirt. Hard to believe that the first time she’d seen him, he’d broken into her house and tied her to her own bed, before burglarizing her house.

And then he’d fucked her until she could barely breathe.

When the kiss broke, she said, “So then … I gather the … robbery went well?”

He just smiled his wry grin at her, and led her by the hand into the front of the abandoned hotel. The moonlight streaming through the windows illuminated rubbish, broken furniture and  graffiti-strewn walls, and some things even less savory, but he led her quickly into another room , large and dark but cleaner, and closed a reinforced door behind her.

She recognized the room. It was the room where she’d been initiated into the gang the previous week. She saw the pipe where she’d been handcuffed … and the old pool table where she’d been fucked. There were two large canvas duffle bags on it. The room was lit dimly by a few candles scattered around.

The other two members of the gang stood near the pool table – the tall blonde large-breasted stripper and the seven-foot –tall black man. The blonde wore a tight black sweater and black jeans, and the giant wore camo pants and a black hooded sweatshirt. They each held a bottle of champagne – expensive stuff, she noticed – and were drinking it directly from the necks of the bottle without glasses.

They didn’t wear masks, this time. Even after fucking her the week before, after she’d explained the robbery she wanted them to commit and given them more details, they hadn’t let her see their faces. She’d been bagged again and driven out by Joshua. She’d understood the idea – their identities would be protected even if Joshua’s wasn’t.

She’d seen both of them naked, of course, but surprisingly, like Joshua, the two had no tattoos.

She said, “So last time you just … put the bag on my head and put me in the trunk, and then … what? Drove around the block a few times?”

“Yeah, something like that. Just making sure you weren’t being followed, you know. And we checked your car for bugs and other listening devices.”

The tall beautiful black man smiled at her. “But now we can get to know each other, as this seems to be the beginning of a beautiful friendship, as the man said in the classic film.” He stepped over and took her small hand in his and raised it to his lips. “My name is Ezekiel, ma’am. You can call me Zeke, if Ezekiel is too much of a mouthful.”

“You’re always too much of a mouthful, boo,” said the stripper, and stepped forward and shook Elena’s hand. The blonde’s bright green eyes shone even in the dim light of the room. Her beautiful features were somehow made even more striking by an aquiline nose which looked like it had been broken at least once. “You can call me Dahlia.”

Elena took her hand and shook it firmly.

Joshua said, “And, Elena, I’d also like to introduce you to … a lot of fucking money.”

He unzipped one of the large black canvas bags on the pool table and upended it, spilling out a seemingly endless stream of gold coins and one-ounce gold ingots, combined with some thick gold chains and larger 100-gram bars.

“Oh my fucking god, it’s beautiful,” said Dahlia, hugging herself, pushing her large breasts together.

And then he opened the other bag, and poured forth more. More gold coins and bars. Chains. Gold watches, medallions, bracelets.

Elena was awe-struck. “But this … is … isn’t it … more?”

Joshua smiled. “Each bag weighed about 100 pounds. At a conservative estimate, there’s about $4,000,000 worth of gold here. Given that there are watches and jewelry here, the value might be closer to $5,000,000 over and above the base value of the gold.”

Elena’s husband – the husband she would be divorcing soon -- had, as the year 2012 approached, worried about the end of the world, and after watching numerous documentaries about survivalism and “prepping” on cable TV, had outfitted their mountain cabin with an underground bunker, and installed a safe in which, she knew, he had put nearly a million dollars’ worth of gold. He had not discussed this with her in great detail, but she had overheard enough phone calls to know it was there.

She knew she’d never be able to get it out of the safe herself, and if she did, she’d be the primary suspect.

So she’d arranged it with Joshua’s gang.

She’d told them as much as she knew about security for the cabin – motion detectors and an armed response security patrol from a nearby town about thirty minutes away -- and Ezekiel had hacked into her soon-to-be-ex-husband’s e-mail accounts to find additional information. They’d even managed to find the make and model of the safe, which apparently would help them a great deal in opening it.

She’d arranged with them to do it tonight, when she was doing an appearance at a lingerie show unveiling a new collection.

Afterwards, she’d even clubbed until 3:00am, staying far more sober than she looked, before meeting them at 4:00am as arranged.

“Oh my fucking god. This is … astounding,” said Elena.

And then she thought, where did this come from?

Her husband owned a real estate company, and he had been very rich when Elena met him eight years previously. They had married in 2007, slightly before the crash in housing prices had taken a large bite from his fortune. He had never seemed to recover, as it turned out he had been heavily leveraged in failed projects and still had pending debts.

At least that was what his lawyer said, as she tried to divorce him now, as he provided the papers to prove that her husband was now worth no more than $2,000,000. She would be getting half of that next week when the final settlement was decided, if she was lucky, and after taxes and the money she needed to send her family in the Ukraine, she felt that she not only needed more, she DESERVED more. She’d put up with him for 7 years: his infidelities, his drinking, his bad jokes, his general lack of regard for her. She’d given up a successful career as a lingerie model to be a trophy wife, but she had come to despise both jobs. She’d started to get back into modeling as the divorce loomed, but, at 28, she was already considered a senior citizen by industry standards.

“Did you have any problems?” she asked, eyes still fixed on the gold.

“No ma’am,” said Ezekiel. “We set off the alarm after we left, though, as you instructed. Your alibi is airtight, of course, and we have our own.”

“A nightclub where the bartender and a couple of other patrons are always happy to vouch for our presence,” said Joshua. “For an additional fee they’ll even arrange some foreward-dated security tapes verifying our presence.”

Dahlia was running gold coins through her fingers, and rubbed a handful of them against her face. “Oh, I love the way that feels.”

“At the risk of damaging any of the fine merchandise here, my lady, might I suggest we take advantage of this opportunity to make sweet love on a bed of gold?” said Ezekiel, offering his hand to Dahlia.

“I thought you’d never fucking ask,” she said, and pulled off black sweater she wore, revealing a white lace bra tightly encasing her D-cup breasts.

The giant swept the canvas bags away and spread some of the gold around on the table until the surface was covered by a layer of it. He considered it, then removed a couple of the expensive-looking watches and set them aside, on a smaller table next to their bottles of champagne.

The giant picked Dahlia up and laid her down on the bed of gold coins. She moaned as she settled into the clinking, tinkling bed and cupped her own breasts, kneading them fervently, writhing in the gold debris bed, as Zeke gently removed her black Reeboks and socks, kissing the instep of each foot as he did so, and then unzipped the tight black jeans she wore and pulled them down and off.

She moaned in pleasure and rolled around in the gold a bit, some of the smaller coins sticking to her smooth white flesh.

While she was on her stomach, Zeke took the opportunity to unhook her bra and remove it as he turned her over, and then he pulled off her lacy white panties with one smooth motion.

She scooted to the edge of the table and spread her legs. “I don’t know if you should climb on the table to fuck me, you’re so big we might knock it over.”

“You’re no delicate waif yourself,” said Zeke, smiling. “You’re a big girl too. In all the right places.”

Zeke was pulling the camouflage trousers he wore down, unleashing his own enormous erection. He didn’t bother to take off the tight black t-shirt he wore.

“Are you ready, my lady?” asked Zeke in his deep melodious voice.

“Ohhhhh, give it to me,” she moaned, pinching her own nipples and smiling up at him.

Dahlia moaned as the big black cock entered her, slowly, and she continued to squeeze her own tits as Zeke began to fuck her, his stroke slow and steady.

Joshua smiled and said, “Shall we?”

She fell into his arms and kissed him hard.

She climbed onto the table next to Dahlia – still wearing the short black club dress and her heels – and bent over and helped Dahlia squeeze her own big tits. Elena played with one of Dahlia’s big hard pink nipples and then bent down and sucked it into her mouth, her tongue dancing around it.

Dahlia moaned and grabbed a handful of Elena’s hair, and pulled her head up and kissed her long and hard on the lips, and then pulled Elena’s head back down to her tits, moving her head to the other tit and making her suck it.

“Harder,” hissed Dahlia. Elena opened her mouth as wide as possible and forced as much of Dahlia’s breast into it as she could, and she was rewarded with a moan.

She felt Joshua’s hand going up the short skirt of her dress, feeling her muscular ass, and then she felt a finger sliding under the legging of her thong and sliding into her already-wet pussy, and she gasped her pleasure.

She rolled over, the cold bed of coins beneath her an interesting sensation against her ass and back, not exactly comfortable but when one considered the value, a total fucking turn-on to lay there. A fucking fortune … and she was going to fuck on it.

Elena didn’t bother to take off her dress – she wasn’t wearing a bra, so she just took the straps down as Joshua rubbed her breasts with one hand, and she spread her legs and moaned as he now slid two fingers in and out of her.

“Oh, don’t tease me now, Joshua, fuck me hard and fuck me fast,” she said, grabbing a handful of gold coins and dropping them all over her breasts, squealing in pleasure as the cool metal cascaded over her hard nipples and firm tits.

Joshua pulled out his own cock, without bothering to take off his jeans, and slid it into her slowly and steadily, all the way to the root, and she cried out, looking into his beautiful green eyes in the dim candle light.

“Oh my god that feels so good, your cock feels so good,” she moaned. “I love it so much.”

Dahlia, lying next to her, was getting plowed hard by Zeke now, the coins crunching and clicking rhythmically beneath her, and she also rubbed handfuls of coins on her tits.

Joshua and Zeke began fucking in tandem, the same rhythm, and the girls clasped hands and sucked on each other’s tongues as they got fucked, occasionally stopping to scoop up a handful of gold coins to rain on the other.

Josh and Zeke smiled at each other and gave each other a fist bump, and they sped up their pace until both girls were becoming breathless and beginning to spasm as they approached orgasm.

Dahlia pulled Elena’s head to her and kissed her hard on her ripe lips, and that was enough, Elena began to cum, the hot spasms of orgasm rolling through her, and the sight of it was enough to make Dahlia cum as well, and Josh and Zeke at almost the same time pulled their cocks out and both of them sprayed hot white ropes of semen all over the girls’ stomachs.

* * *

The sun was rising as Elena pulled into the driveway of the small beach house she had rented.

She could barely stop smiling.

After the fucking, after picking the gold coins off their asses and backs, the gang had stoked a fire in an old brick oven – and fed all the clothes they’d been wearing into it, along with the plastic rain suits and boots they’d worn when they’d cut into the safe, to keep from contaminating the scene with forensic evidence that could be linked to them. The car they’d used – a car they’d stolen from a home owning couple on vacation in the Bahamas, as they’d learned from their Facebook page – had already been cleaned of any evidence and returned. The owners would never know it had been stolen, hopefully.

“And you know people who can easily turn this gold into … real money for us?” she’d asked.

Joshua smiled. “Gold, easy. We’ll have to pace ourselves, though. Don’t want to flood the market.”

The fucking rush of it! Elena thought back on her days as a teenager in the Ukraine, the panty-soaking thrill she’d always felt when she relieved the men she went home with of their wallets, their phones, their watches.

God, the rush of it.

But harsh reality returned to Elena’s life like a sudden downpour when she saw her husband’s car, his Porsche, waiting in the driveway.

She considered whether she should just keep driving.

But she took a deep breath and got out of the car anyway.

She wasn’t afraid of him.

He was sitting on the small front porch of the bungalow, obviously drunk, his face red and blotchy, his thinning hair scraped severely back from his forehead. He had lost weight recently but he was still gigantic.

She expected perhaps some kind of glare of naked contempt; instead she saw that his face was covered with tears and his eyes were red. He wasn’t crying at the moment, but his bottom lip was still quivering.

“Elena,” he said in a raspy voice. “You’ve killed me.”

“What?” she said. Whatever she was expecting – snide questions, bald accusations, threats – it hadn’t really been that. “What are you talking about, Harvey?”

“You killed me. I don’t know how you fucking did it … but I can tell. You did it. You stole that gold. All that gold. You bitch. You were fucking spying on me the whole time. What did you do, hire somebody? How did you fucking do it?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Harvey, I was at a show tonight and then I was at a club, hundreds of people saw me, and my lawyer has a restraining order against you so I’d suggest you leave before I have to call …”

Then Elena was aware that somebody stepped out from behind the bushes near the front porch – a dark, thin and vulpine-looking man of about 40, with lively thick salt-and-pepper hair – and pointed a gun at her. He didn’t extend it; it was against his body, protected against wild grabs, in a way she knew from the classes she had taken.

She looked at her car, her legs tensing as adrenalin flooded her system and her heart hammered, in the microsecond it took her to decide to run – but the man stepped forward and hit her in the side of the head with something in his other hand, and the world went fuzzy as she felt her legs buckling.

Her head felt like it was going to split.

She was aware she was lying on the light blue carpet in the living room of the beach house she had rented.

Her almost-ex-husband was lying on the carpet next to her.

On his back. Not moving.

There was a lump on his forehead and his face was covered with blood now, and he stared up at the ceiling. He was still breathing though –she could hear it rasping and gurgling.

She rolled over – more glass shards of pain in her skull – and saw the man, the thin dark man with the salt-and-pepper hair – sitting on the sofa watching her.

He still held the gun, and in his other hand, the black thing he’d hit her with.

“These things can be dangerous,” he said, holding up the black object about eight inches long – it had a handle and a bulb at the end and looked to be covered with leather – “I was almost afraid you weren’t going to regain consciousness.”

The morning sun was streaming painfully in the windows. She struggled to focus her eyes, and said, “Who are you?”

He just smiled at her. “An acquaintance of your husband’s. I’ve heard a lot about you. Nice to meet you Elena.” The man spoke perfect English, with a British accent.

Elena looked about her for her purse. Her gun was there. Perhaps she could …

“Looking for this?” said the man, and raised the purse from the sofa next to him. He reached into it and pulled out her Glock, laying the black thing he’d hit her with on the sofa. Now he had a gun in each hand. “Or more likely, looking for this.”

She blinked at him. Her vision was still swimming. “Listen, I don’t know who you are …” she said.

The man stood up and shot her husband in the chest with the Glock. A single bullet, precisely in the center of the chest.

Elena screamed.

Her husband didn’t make a sound. He simply exhaled once more and then his eyes glazed over, dying nearly instantly.

The man put another bullet in her husband’s face.

A single hole appeared, and there was less blood then Elena might have imagined. But then it began to run from his nose and ears, steadily.

Her scream trailed off with a horrified strangle as her horror stole the air from her lungs.

She’s rented the small place because it was remote and private; now she was wishing she’d moved to a gated community in the middle of a city.

“You’re perhaps thinking of your neighbors. The nearest neighbors are already at work. The security patrol will not approach this area again for two hours. I think that’s plenty of time, don’t you?” said the man.

She sobbed silently, and clutched her head, her legs so weak she wouldn’t even try to stand.

“I do wish we could have met under more pleasant circumstances,” he continued. “I’m going to have to ask you some questions. And you will tell me the answers, or I will hurt you a great deal, do you understand?”

She looked at him, and nodded. He’d already hurt her a great deal. She looked at her husband’s body. The face was so white, and the blood on it so dark.

“Did you steal the gold that was in the safe at your mountain cabin?” asked the man.

“No,” she said quickly, her vision still blurry, feeling dizzy and nauseous. She supposed she had a concussion.

“Did you hire somebody to steal the gold that was in the safe?”

“No,” she said again.

The man looked at her, and sighed.

Then he stood up. “You are going to make this difficult, it seems.”

“I’m not trying to make it difficult,” she said. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Listen, I really can’t … my head really hurts, I just need a glass of water and uh …”

He looked down at her, helpless on the carpet, and then extended a hand to her.

“Come on, stand up,” he said. Not unkindly.

She took his hand – it was rough and calloused, the hand of a working man – and he helped her to her feet. She was still wearing her pumps but she noticed she’d lost a heel. Her head throbbed as she stood.

“Can I take my shoes off?” she asked, feeling stupid.

“Yes,” he said.

She bent and got her shoes off, but the pain in her head nearly knocked her back down onto the floor.

“Come on,” he said. He pulled her along with him, holding her hand and elbow, and led her into the bathroom.

He turned on the shower.

“I just want a drink of water,” she said.

Her grabbed her by the hair and pushed her into the shower stall, the cold water immediately soaking her little black dress and shocking her into screaming. It was like being struck with needles.

She shrieked as he rotated his fist clutching her hair and forced her face into the spray. The cold water filled her mouth and she choked and spat.

He turned off the water and released her. She stood shivering, her breasts and nipples aching, looking at him fearfully.

He grabbed her little black dress by the hem and ripped it up and over her head in one surprisingly smooth motion, and then turned on the shower again.

She tried to step away and he grabbed her hair again, and forced her back under the cold spray.

“STOP! STOP! STOP!” she screamed.

He turned off the water.

“Where’s the gold, Elena?” he asked, in the same calm, kindly voice.

“I don’t know!” she screamed, bursting into tears. “I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about!”

He stepped back and looked at her, shivering, wet, her hair hanging in her face, wearing nothing but her soaked panties.

He smiled at her. “How do you feel right now, Elena?”

She just looked at him.

“Answer me,” he said, and put his hand on the cold water tap.

“I feel scared, of course!” she yelled. “I don’t know who you are or what you’re talking about!”

“I notice you didn’t say anything about feeling naked or humiliated. Being naked in front of men is nothing particularly scary to you, is it?”

She just looked at him, her bottom lip trembling. “Of course it is,” she said in a small voice.

“You love it when men look at you, don’t you?”

She looked at him, and said weakly, “It was my job.”

He laughed. “You think I’m going to rape you?”

“I …” she looked down at her feet.

“You what?”

“I don’t know!” she said.

He took a small step towards her and stroked her cheek, and she flinched away.

He laughed.

“No, I’m not going to rape you. It wouldn’t be effective. You’re a whore, and whores don’t mind being raped. They consider it part of the job.”

“I’m not a whore!” she said, looking up at him.

He pulled a small nylon bag from his jacket pocket. “You are a whore. You fucked that fat bastard in there for money.”

“I … I don’t …”

“Don’t fuck him anymore? Well, whatever. You fucked him for money.”

“It wasn’t …” she tried to think of some way to complete that sentence but just let it trail off. She honestly wondered whether money had been all of it. He had been kind and funny, at one time. Lavished her with attention. She could have married many men, but she’d chosen him.

A bad choice, as it turned out.

“Do you know what this is?” he said, opening the bag and taking out a folded rubber bag and a plastic tube.

“Uh … it’s a … douche?” she asked, confused.

“Well, it can be used for that, but also for enemas. I assume your English is good enough to understand the meaning of that word?”

“Oh god,” she moaned, and felt her legs start to tremble and her bowels weaken.

“Have you ever had one before?” he asked pleasantly.

“When I was a child,” she said, shivering, her arms folded over her naked breasts, then let out a sob.

“Why are you crying, Elena?” asked the man. “Are you scared?”

“Yes!” she said.

“Well, aren’t you glad I’m not going to rape you?” he asked, setting the enema kit next to the sink and testing the water flow with his fingers.

She tried to dash out of the shower and run for the door, but her legs were shaking so badly and she was still so dizzy from the concussion that she barely reached the doorway before he had grabbed her by the hair again.

She burst into loud sobs. “Oh god please don’t hurt me!” she yelled.

He took her back to the shower and removed a pair of handcuffs from one of his jacket pockets and used them to secure both her hands to the nozzle of the shower.

He then turned on the cold water again, and Elena screeched and tried to avoid the spray as best she could, but he grabbed the nozzle and turned it onto her as she moved.

Finally it stopped and she stood sobbing and shivering and dripping while he turned back to the enema bottle.

“Who are you!” she screamed. “Why are you asking me these questions? Who the fuck are you?”

Finally he turned back to her. “I told you, a friend of your husbands.”

“You killed him! What friend?” screamed Elena.

The man just shook his head. “Now, I’d like to ask you again. Please tell me where the gold is, and who was involved in stealing it.”

She hesitated. Then she thought of Joshua. What would this maniac do to him if he caught him? Or maybe Joshua could … help her somehow, kill this man … ideas spun in her concussed, panic-stricken head.

“I don’t know!” she finally yelled. “I don’t know what you’re talking about and I don’t know what the fuck you’re doing here and I don’t know who you are!”

The man sighed. He held up the nozzle for the enema kit. “This is an inflatable enema nozzle,” he said, and squeezed one bulb, causing another bulb at the end of the nozzle to inflate. “For maximum control and retention.”

“What are you doing!” she asked. “What the fuck are you going to do with that? Listen to me! I don’t know anything about any gold!”

He smiled at her, again not unkindly. “Enema is an ancient medical procedure, as you might guess. There are various negative side effects, however, including electrolyte imbalance and the possibility of ruptures or infection.” He paused. “I’m not losing you, am I? I understood that your English was very good, but this is a rather advanced vocabulary.”

She just stared at him, shivering.

He slapped her face, and she sobbed loudly.

“I said, do you understand the words I’m using? Do you understand what I’m telling you?”

“Yes! I understand you very well. I just don’t know who the fuck you are or what you’re doing here or what you want to do with that thing!”

He didn’t answer as he filled the rubber bag with warm tap water, and added a bit of liquid soap from the dispenser on the sink.

“What are you going to do with that!” She yelled, rattling her handcuffs. “I told you already, I don’t know anything!”

He pulled on a pair of rubber gloves and attached the rubber bag – now full of tap water – to the top of the shower stall door with a hook.

Then he pulled a small container of petroleum jelly from the bag and dipped two fingers into it, and began smearing it over the nozzle, all the while watching her with a faint smile as she stood shivering and naked in her soaked panties.

“First we’ll need to get those off,” he said, and reached over and pulled them halfway down her thighs. They fell with a wet plop onto the shower floor.

He reached into the shower stall and put his hand on her ass. She turned away from him, sobbing loudly again, and he grabbed her by the hair.

“Don’t move,” he said. “I’d just as soon not rupture your anus with the nozzle. I need to lubricate your ass, that’s all. And I’m sure it’s not the first time.”

He held her hair with one latex-gloved hand and his other hand probed between the cheeks of her ass, and she cried out as one finger found the soft aperture of her asshole.

She sobbed again as he began sliding his slick, latex-and-petroleum-jelly-covered finger into her.

“Spread your legs a little,” he commanded. She felt her sphincter clench against the intrusive finger, and closed her eyes and took a deep breath to try and control her sobs.

She clenched her teeth, grunting in discomfort as the finger wiggled in her asshole, and then she felt the jelly smeared inside her as the finger withdrew.

She closed her eyes and leaned against the cold wall of the shower. Her head still ached and she felt like she was going to vomit and this … maniac was going to give her an enema.

And a few hours ago, she had been fucking on a bed made of more than $4,000,000 worth of gold.

Then she felt something harder than a finger, bigger, touching her asshole.

“Ooohhhh, god, please don’t do this,” she moaned. “I don’t know anything about any gold.”

The hard nozzle began to force its way slowly into her asshole.

She squirmed and felt herself contracting against it. “It hurts!” she yelled.

“Oh, I’m sure it hurts. But only a little,” said the man. “Comparatively speaking.”

“I don’t know anything!” pleaded Elena.

Then she felt the bulb begin to inflate beyond her sphincter, an indescribable pressure, the nozzle planting itself firmly into her.

“Oh god,” she moaned, spreading her legs and arching her back as she felt the water begin to flow into her.

“Where’s the gold, Elena?” asked the stranger.

“Ohhh, god, please, please, I don’t know anything, I don’t know anything about any gold!”

The flow increased, and she cried out.

“Where’s the gold, Elena?”

“Oh, god, I don’t know anything!” she whined. She felt the pressure building inside her, and she looked down and it seemed as if her belly were actually bulging out.

“I don’t know anything!” she said. “Please stop this! Please take that out of me!” she rattled against her handcuffs, but the pain in her skull – and her ass – was less if she stayed still

“All you have to do is tell me where the gold is, Elena. This can stop. Or it can continue, for a long, long time, Elena.”

“Oh, god! Please please please! Please just let me go, I’ll do anything, please just take that out of me!”

“I don’t want you to do anything but tell me where the gold is,” he said.

The pressure was unbearable now. She felt like her belly was going to split. The flow had stopped, but she felt herself straining to release it and the bulb inside her holding it fast.

“Ohhh my god,” she wept.

“It can stop, Elena. Just tell me where it is.”

“I can’t!”

“You can, Elena. What you can’t do is take much more of this. I can keep adding water, Elena.”

“Please don’t do that! Please!”

“I’ll only need to do it if you make me. I think you understand that.”

“Ohhh, god,” she wailed.

“God hasn’t got anything to do with this. It’s just you and me. You can tell me, and I can stop. It’s that simple.”

“Okay,” she sniffled, finally, after a painful cramp that left her speechless.

“Okay, what?”

“Please, I’ll tell you where it is.”

“Where what is?”

“Where the gold is!”

Another cramp ran through her, and the pressure inside her was immense. She thought that this must be what pregnancy was like.

“So you took the gold?” he asked.

“Someone else took it, someone I know, okay, please stop and take that thing out of me! It’s going to kill me!”

He just laughed. “Where’s the gold?” he asked.

“Oh, please, let me go, take this out of me, I’ll show you where the gold is!”

“That’s a good girl,” said the stranger. “But you can first tell me where the gold is.”

“An abandoned hotel!” she screamed.

“Where is it?” he asked.

She told him.

‘All right,” he said, and she felt the bulb contract, and it was withdrawn, and crying out in humiliated pleasure she voided the her full bowels in the bottom of the shower.

The stranger was peeling off his rubber gloves, watching her with an amused look on his face. “Excellent,” he said.

Elena wept in humiliated defeat, leaning her face against the cool wall of the shower.

He unlocked her handcuffs and said, “Clean yourself up. We’re going for a ride.”


PART FIVE: CAPTURED
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Elena, bound and gagged in the trunk of her own car for the second time that month, felt the car stop, and shortly after, heard the gunshots.

She felt her spirit sink and her bladder weaken at the sound, which was still harsh and sharp even through the metal of the body of the Mercedes.

She counted the shots. Three, in rapid succession, and then a fourth.

She’d hoped maybe nobody had been at the abandoned hotel. Maybe Joshua and his gang had already left with the gold, had hidden it and left.

But now she knew: the worst had happened.

Somebody, maybe more than one somebody, was shot.

Maybe it was Joshua shooting the man who had kidnapped her, she thought. The man who had tortured her and killed her husband.

The man who had given her the enema.

The man who had forced her to tell him where the gold they’d stolen was.

It had only been a few hours previously – shortly before dawn – that she’d met Joshua and his two friends there. They’d fucked on a bed of gold.

And then the dark man had been waiting for her at home.

She remembered her husband, when the dark man had shot him. It was all so sudden, and so final. One minute he was crying on her porch, and then next he was dead. Everything gone from his eyes.

And the the dark man had put a hose up her ass and …

She concentrated on controlling her breathing.

Her head throbbed from the blow she’d taken earlier, and she was beginning to realize how exhausted, sick, and thirsty she was. She hadn’t slept in nearly 24 hours now. The adrenaline and probably concussion left her body thrumming with exhaustion.

After the shots, she heard nothing but silence. Then there was some … talking? A few words, a man’s voice but so low and far away she didn’t know whose voice it was.

The first time she’d been in her own trunk, she had been lying on her sable coat; now she was just lying on the felt mats inside the trunk, itchy and uncomfortable, her hands locked behind her back with handcuffs. Her ankles were bound tightly with duct tape. She wore jeans and a t-shirt, no bra or panties, as the man had commanded before binding her and placing her in the trunk. Her mouth was filled with a cotton cloth, which had been taped in place with the same duct tape.

The air in the trunk was becoming increasingly stale, and her breathing increasingly difficult, and her breath whistled harshly and rapidly through her nostrils.

She wondered if she was going to die today, and then pushed the thought away.

Joshua could have killed the man, surely. Joshua was a former soldier, after all. He had training. She hadn’t seen any guns when she’d left them at the abandoned hotel a few hours previously, but … it was possible. Surely …

When the trunk opened, the bright flash of light made her cry out. Her eyes burned with it and it took a moment to adjust and focus …

And her heart sank and she burst into fresh tears when she saw the blank, tanned face, reptile eyes and neatly combed salt-and-pepper hair of the man who had kidnapped her.

And hosed out her ass.

He smiled placidly down at her. He still held her gun in his hand, her Glock, and had his own gun tucked in his belt.

“Come on, whore,” he said.

He reached in and grabbed Elena by the hair and pulled her out of the trunk.

Elena tumbled into the dirt of the lot outside the abandoned hotel. She’d only been here at night before, when it had looked scary; during the day it only looked sad.

He used a pocket knife to slice the tape binding her ankles, and peeled it off slowly, enjoying the cry of pain it elicited.

“Stand up,” he commanded, and marched her into the gaping open doorway at the front of the hotel.

Elena screamed into the gag, tears running down her cheeks, when she saw Ezekiel, the seven-foot-tall chocolate-skinned gentle giant, lying on the dirty floor of the outer room, unmoving, three dark red holes in the front of his t-shirt and a widening pool of it on the ground around him.

The statuesque platinum-blonde stripper, Dahlia, was on the ground also, on her stomach, wearing a black long-sleeved top and a pair of jeans, as she had been earlier, her hands locked behind her back with handcuffs just as Elena’s were. She had a bloody gouge – it looked more like a slice than a hole – in one of her muscular thighs, and blood was seeping from it. She was moving, a little, slowly, barely conscious, and then Elena saw the lump and the blood at her hairline. Dahlia had also gotten hit in the head.

But … no Joshua?

“There we go. Anybody else?” asked the man. “And don’t lie to me.”

Elena looked at him with horror, shaking her head no.

“I looked around already and didn’t see anybody, but if you’re lying to me, the next time I’ll pump your stomach full until you pop like an old condom.” He laughed at his own joke.

Elena shook her head, wide eyed with horror. On the other side of the front room was the reinforced door to the room Elena had been in earlier. It was gaping, wide open.

The room where the gold had been.

The dark man pulled out his phone and spoke in a foreign language briefly. She thought it was a Balkan language, and she though the man might be Serbian.

She’d heard a lot of scary things about Serbians, back in the Ukraine when she was growing up. People told her they were not to be trifled with.

He held her by the hair and used her like a shield as he entered the room with the reinforced door, but the pool table where the gold had been was now empty.

The man held his gun at the ready as he scouted briefly around the mostly-empty room, looking at the graffiti-strewn walls and the old pool table, the old bar – the room had been the bar and restaurant area of the hotel, when it had been operational. A few empty bottles remained.

The man yanked Elena’s hair and pulled her back out into the larger reception area, where Ezekiel and Dahlia lay.

Ezekiel still lay motionless, but Dahlia screamed, “You motherfucker! Cowardly son of a bitch! Take these fucking handcuffs off me and put down that gun and let’s see what kind of man you are!”

The man smirked down at her. “Shut up, whore. Where’s the gold?”

“What fucking gold! If we had gold why would we be in a shithole place like this?” yelled Dahlia.

The man continued to smile patiently. “My colleagues will be here in about ten or fifteen minutes. It would be an advantage if you have already told me where that gold is by that time, believe me. I see the shovels here and dirt on your trousers. You buried it around here somewhere. Tell me where it is, and save yourself some pain.”

“Fuck you!” screamed Dahlia.

So much fire in her, thought Elena. She felt herself starting to sob into the gag again.

The man grabbed Elena’s hair and used the pocket knife to slice the tape holding the gag in, and Elena sobbed aloud, gratefully sucking air into her lungs.

The man walked around the room a bit, still holding Elena’s Glock at the ready, and considered the situation for a few moments before speaking. Dahlia continued to spit obscenities and threats while Elena just stood quietly, weeping.

“Tell her what I did to you back at your house,” said the man finally.

Elena said, “What?”

“Tell her what I did.”

“He killed my husband,” said Elena, still trembling. Dahlia looked up at her, eyes filled with anger.

“Tell her what I did to you, I mean,” said the man.

“He … he put … an enema, in me. He filled me with water. I thought I was going to burst, Dahlia, I had to tell him, I had to, I’m so sorry, I’m so so sorry,” wept Elena.

Dahlia glared at the man and said, “I’ll put worse than water up your ass, you sick motherfucker!”

The man just smiled. He looked around thoughtfully and picked up one of the unopened bottles of champagne from the pool table. He smiled, and then put it on an old table near Dahlia and pulled out his knife again.

“Now hold still, whore, I don’t want to cut you. Not yet, anyway.” The dark man held his gun in one hand and the knife in another and used the razor-sharp blade to slice up the back of the leg of Dahlia’s jeans, and then through the waistband and seat, until he was able to remove the jeans, one piece at a time, leaving her lying on the dirty ground in her white lace panties. Dahlia gritted her teeth and made a keening sound of frustration.

Dahlia’s steam of insults had finally dried up; she tried to look back over her shoulder, her green eyes wide with fear.

“Now, get on your knees and put your ass in the air,” said the dark man.

Dahlia hissed, “Fuck you, you piece of shit.”

The man casually kicked her on the bloody wound on her leg, and Dahlia screamed in pain.

Then she didn’t resist as the man lifted her and arranged her pale white legs under her, her ass in the air and her arms still handcuffed behind her back, her face on the dirty floor.

Elena stood trembling, watching in horror, as the man approached with the knife.

He walked behind her and she felt the handcuffs being released, but they were then fastened again, with her hands in front of her.

Elena sobbed again as the man removed his enema kit from the pocket of his jacket.

“I know we haven’t really had time to clean it off,” said the man, “but under the circumstances, I suppose it doesn’t matter.”

He put the kit on the table, allowing Elena to look at it, and then he popped the cork out of the champagne bottle. “Salut!” he said, and laughed again.

The man took out the red rubber bag, and filled it with champagne from the bottle.

“You motherfucker,” said Dahlia, and also began to cry.

“What? I’m not going to do anything to you. The underwear model is, however.”

Elena shook her head in horror, unable to speak.

“You have two choices. Administer this champagne enema to the ass of the bitch on the floor there, or I will shoot you dead. Your choice, Elena.”

“I can’t!” screamed Elena.

“You can, and you will,” said the man. “Make your choice in the next five seconds, or I will put a bullet from your gun into your brain.”

Dahlia had her eyes squeezed shut and her face pressed against the ground.

“I can’t,” Elena repeated, her voice a harsh whisper of pure horror. She felt like she could barely move or breathe. It was like a nightmare she couldn’t wake from. It didn’t feel real, it couldn’t be real.

“One. Two. Three,” said the man.

“It’s okay, Elena,” sobbed Dahlia. “Do what he wants.”

“Four,” said the man, and pointed his gun at Elena’s head.

“OKAY!” screamed Elena. “I’ll do it! I’ll do it!”

“Good girl,” smirked the man.

He handed her the enema kit.

And she saw movement over his shoulder, someone entering the room behind him from a side door, and she knew it was Joshua and she knew she had a chance, but she could not look at him again, nor think about it, nor hesitate, and she knew she had to do this right.

She was a model, she was used to men looking at her, and she knew she could make men look at her.

But never had it been so important that a man look at her and not take his eyes off her.

Elena took a deep breath and said, “I’ll do it. But I … don’t know how. You’ll have to tell me what to do.” She pitched her voice soft and low.

The man smiled. “Don’t bother with the rubber gloves. You just insert the valve in her anus and then inflate the retention bulb. You saw how it worked, did you?”

“I felt how it worked,” she said, wanly.

The man spit out a short laugh.

Then she straightened her back, the good model posture she had learned from so many shows. Her breasts strained at the tight white top she wore.

“I … I … do you want me to lubricate her ass or … are you going to do it?” asked Elena, eyes downcast. She knew that Joshua had about twenty feet of floor to cross – floor strewn with rubble, old pieces of wood and plaster, broken glass – and he would be proceeding with great care as he crept up on the man. Then she forced any thought of him from her mind and concentrated instead on her own fear and humiliation, surrendering herself to it completely.

The man chuckled. “Oh, I suppose you can do it.”

She took out the small tin of petroleum jelly, and let her lower lip tremble as she opened it and dipped one finger in it. Slowly.

“That’s it,” encouraged the man, his eyes glazing over with lust as Elena bent down to where Dahlia’s round white ass trembled in the air.

She looked at the man, eyes spilling with tears. “What about her panties?” she asked, her voice breaking. “Do you want to …” here she stopped speaking and sniffled, letting more tears fall.

“Want to what?” asked the dark man.

“To … to cut them off?” A sob escaped Elena as she spoke.

The man smiled at her approvingly. “Just pull them down. I like the way they look.”

With a shaky hand, Elena gently took the waistband of Dahlia’s white panties and pulled them slowly down over her round ass.

“Please, Dahlia,” said Elena. “Don’t be afraid, please don’t be afraid. I won’t hurt you.”

“Do this yourself, you motherfucker!” Dahlia said, her voice now thick with tears. “Be a man, don’t make a woman do your job for you!”

She desperately wanted to look to see what Joshua was doing, to simply scream and run, but the man was watching her raptly and Elena gazed down at the winking brown eye of Dahlia’s asshole and licked her lips, then looked up at the man, teary-eyed, letting her face assume a look of terror and humiliation and surrender and maybe just a bit of lust and wonder. All the emotions she knew the man was looking for.

“I … should I do it now?” she asked, holding the lubricated finger up before her. “Please, don’t make me put my finger in her asshole!” she begged.

The man lifted his gun. “I can just shoot her, of course. It’s your decision, Elena.”

“No, please!” said Elena. “Okay… here, I’ll do it. Just don’t shoot her, please don’t hurt us.”

She bent and touched one of Dahlia’s big muscular ass cheeks, and then moved her finger between them. Dahlia let out a hiss of frustrated anger, and another sob.

Elena touched her greased finger to Dahlia’s asshole, and felt it clench.

“Please don’t worry, Dahlia, it’ll be okay,” she said, as she began squirming her slick finger past Dahlia’s tight sphincter.

Dahlia grunted and took deep breaths, gasping on the floor, her eyes squeezed tightly shut.

Elena withdrew her finger and looked up at the man, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Okay,” she said, and sobbed loudly. “It’s …lubricated.”

“Are you sure?” asked the man, smiling.

“Yes,” said Elena, letting her shoulders slump, acting as passive and broken and defeated as she felt. But keeping her back arched so her tits stood out, her hard nipples visible. The man’s eyes danced over her … and over Dahlia’s lubricated asshole.

She took the valve and tested it, inflating and deflating the little balloon on the valve a few times. For maximum retention, she remembered him saying. She attached the rubber tube to it and looked at the other end, the end that needed to be attached to the bag. The man was watching her actions carefully, and Elena could see that the man had an erection in his plain khaki trousers.

“I … do you want me to hold the bag? Or will you? It needs to be … elevated, doesn’t it? I can’t do that as easily, I’m handcuffed. I guess you need to hold it.” Elena heard a car pulling up outside and a horn honking, and knew that she was almost out of time.

“That’s true,” he said, ignoring the horn honking. He moved a bit closer and held the bag over Dahlia’s ass, and tucked the Glock into his belt for a moment and held his hand out to take the end of the tube and attached it, looking hungrily down at Elena’s gleaming asshole.

Then Elena saw a shadow, and heard a loud CLANG noise, as Joshua slammed the shovel into the side of the man’s head.

The man’s body was thrown sideways, his head at an unusual angle, and Joshua let out a cry of rage and lifted the shovel again, and smashed it down into the man’s skull again.

This time blood exploded from the man’s ears and nose. His body collapsed limply, like a broken doll.

The shovel arced down again, this time edge-first, and cracked the man’s skull open.

“STOP! STOP YOU MOTHERFUCKER!” somebody screamed, and Elena saw two men, both dark-haired and wearing expensive sports shoes and tracksuits and carrying guns. They rushed into the front entrance of the hotel.

Joshua turned towards them, face a mask of rage, and wrenched the shovel out of the dead man’s skull.

“DROP IT MOTHERFUCKER! DROP IT!” they both yelled, pointing their guns at him.

Elena pulled the gun from the dead man’s belt, aimed as she had been taught, and began squeezing the trigger.

The first of the men in tracksuits dropped instantly, one of his eyes disappearing in a red blotch. The second man moved sideways into the room and his gun began popping and spitting fire and smoke.

Joshua screamed and threw the shovel at the man like a spear; the man dodged away from it, but he dodged right into Elena’s line of fire, and he didn’t fall but just dropped his gun and stood staring in horror at Joshua and Elena as the bullets penetrated him.

Soon Elena was aware the gun was empty – she kept pulling the trigger, but nothing happened -- and the man fell face first on the ground.

Elena looked up at Joshua, trying to say his name, but she couldn’t hear herself speak; she couldn’t hear anything.

Joshua was at the front door, scooping up the gun of one of the fallen men, and shot each of the fallen men in the head. He then scanned out the front door, gun held at the ready, back and to the side of the doorway.

Tears so fierce consumed her she could barely breathe. She fell on the ground, shaking uncontrollably

Joshua rushed to her and took her in his arms.


EPILOGUE:

COSTA RICA, THREE MONTHS LATER

Elena looked out the window at the blue skies and the waters of the Pacific. She gasped as she felt Josh’s tongue probing her pussy, finding her clit, and she adjusted her position, straddling his head, and grinding her pussy harder into Josh’s face.

Elena looked at Dahlia, who was riding Josh’s cock, facing her, and the three had been in a lusty triangle for nearly a half-hour now.

Dahlia leaned in and kissed Elena gently on the lips. Then she laughed and looked into Elena’s eyes. “I don’t know how he’s still breathing.”

“He loves it,” giggled Elena, and she felt Joshua nodding his head beneath her, and she humped her pussy against his face until she started to cum.

“Ohhh, fuck!” moaned Dahlia as she began bouncing harder on Josh’s cock, bringing herself to a second orgasm as Elena leaned in and began sucking her big hard nipples.

The girls climbed off him and then took turns licking and sucking Joshua’s throbbing cock until it exploded hot white cream, and the two licked it up and swapped mouthfuls of it.

A key rattled in the lock and they tensed for a moment before Ezekiel walked into the room. “My goodness,” he said. “Please ladies, save some energy for me.”

“We’ve always got energy for you, big man,” said Dahlia, standing up and leaping into Ezekiel’s arms. He gasped a bit; he still had more pain from the gunshot wounds then he wanted to admit, but he was as strong as he’d ever been.

It took Elena back to that day at the hotel, which she’d been trying, with some success, not to think about for the last three months.

After making sure Elena was okay, Joshua had seen to Ezekiel, and was amazed to find he was still alive. He declared that Ezekiel had a pneumothorax – which Elena found out later was collapsed lungs – and had gotten a first-aid kit from a bag in the back room. He rushed to pull on rubber gloves and then pulled Zeke’s shirt up and jammed a hollow needle into Zeke’s side, before packing the bloody gunshot wounds with bandages.

“Get me out of these cuffs,” yelled Dahlia, who had turned over and was trying to stand.

Elena forced herself into action. She found handcuffs on the body of the dead man and freed herself and Dahlia, though her hands were shaking so badly it took quite a while. Dahlia slapped a big bandage that looked like a menstrual pad on her leg, declaring it nothing serious.

She felt useless and terrified, and as Joshua and Dahlia loaded Ezekiel – with great difficulty into the Mercedes, she wished she had some skills that could help.

She told Joshua that, weeping.

He shook his head firmly. “You saved us from those gunmen, Elena. You’re in shock, though, so try to stay calm.”

“I’m trying,” she said.

“Listen, Elena,” he said. “Dahlia and I have to leave the country. But you could get through this. Say that man kidnapped you, that he killed your husband, you’ll be okay …”

“I want to go with you,” she said.

“Elena, you could get your life back.”

“I’m going with you!” she yelled.

He looked at the bodies scattered around, looked her in the eyes, gave her a quick hard kiss, and then nodded and put her in the car with Ezekiel and Dahlia.

Joshua grabbed the shovel and told them he’d see them in two days. 

Elena figured she must indeed be in shock; she sat next to the huge, unconscious body of Ezekiel and wept while Dahlia drove, and the next thing she knew they were in a cavernous garage full of old cars in various stages of disrepair and three young men, all heavily muscled and tattooed, were rushing to get Ezekiel out of the car and onto a stretcher. Elena saw they all wore face masks and rubber gloves and she saw hospital things – bottles, bandages, tanks.

Dahlia took Elena’s arm and explained that they were friends, all trained paramedics, and that they would take care of Ezekiel.

They got out of the car and another guy, with a tattoo of a snake on his face, handed Dahlia a set of keys, and she and Elena drove away in a non-descript Nissan sedan.

Elena closed her eyes and tried to concentrate on her breathing, and the next thing Elena knew, they were parked outside a big box store.

“Go inside and buy me some sweat pants or something,” said Dahlia, and then Elena realized the girl was still wearing no pants, her jeans having been cut off by the dark man. Elena couldn’t help but screeching in laughter, but Dahlia just looked at her and handed her two twenty dollar bills.

Elena did it, feeling like it was a dream.

The next thing she knew they were outside the city – the road was empty, lined with trees – and then Dahlia parked the Nissan and got out, and after some time came back and led her into a cheap motel room.

Elena finally climbed into rickety bed and let unconsciousness claim her.

She woke up hungry and disoriented; then the events of the last few days came rushing back at her.

She saw an unfamiliar brunette looking at her, but then realized it was Dahlia with her hair now dyed black and cut shorter.

Dahlia smiled grimly at Elena and handed her a bottle of water and a dye kit. “You get to be the blonde now,” she said.

A day later, Joshua and Dahlia and Elena were in a small eight-seater plane flying to Mexico, the plane piloted by a smuggler friend of Dahlia’s, a young clean-cut guy who looked like a college student.

On the other two seats sat the two canvas bags full of gold.

Joshua explained that he’d arranged the crime scene to look like the robbers fighting with each other.and eliminate any damning evidence. He’d deposited a few gold coins in the pockets of the dead men, he said.

“But not too many,” he continued. “We went through too fucking much for that shit.” He opened a bottle of tequila and began pouring drinks.

They’d waited in Mexico for six weeks, staying in a few different cheaper hotels in the beach resort of Puerto Vallarta, quietly selling a few cold coins. Joshua showed up one days with three passports with their pictures but different names. “Real passports, forged identities,” he said. “They cost a shitload now, with all the facial recognition and biometric shit” he said. “Fortunately we’ve got a shitload of money.”

They partied their asses off and fucked constantly. When she tried to ask about what happened, or about Ezekiel, Josh said, “We’ll tell you when we know everything, try not to think about it until then.”

They’d flown to Costa Rica with another of Dahlia’s drug smuggler acquaintances, and had been there for only two days before Ezekiel, recovered enough to travel, had finally caught up with them.

After the greeting fuck he tossed the two girls, he explained the situation.

“The man who kidnapped Elena and killed her husband was the second-in-command of a gang of Serbians who specialize in gold and jewel theft. They’d done jobs all around Europe and Southeast Asia. This guy was trying to establish a new life in America, and he was going to invest in some property deal through Elena’s husband. Your husband bought some of his gold for doomsday from a guy who bought gold from the Serbians. He was trying to dodge the tax man and he agreed to be the front of a real estate investment for them and accept payment in gold. I doubt he had any idea who he was dealing with. Just thought they were gold merchants from the old country.”

Elena shook her head. “I never heard him mention anything about it.”

Ezekiel shrugged. “It was after your marriage went sour, most of it. He was keeping it secret from you because he didn’t want you getting any claim on it, I suppose. Anyway, he’s dead now, and you are missing and presumed dead.”

“I saw some of the news footage. Dead underwear model, I hope they got some good ratings.” Elena said, smiling.

“The media just had it pegged as a robbery, that they’d killed him and somehow forced you to tell them where some gold was hidden, and then fought over it. About a million in gold was recorded as being purchased, that’s the part you knew about. The rest wasn’t. They found your gun in his hand, of course.There were a few other members of that group that weren’t there that day, the cops are looking for them. They’ve probably blown the country too, though.”

“Are they looking for us?” asked Joshua.

“Who, the cops of the gang? The cops, no. They don’t know anything about us. This gang – they call them the Red Rose -- has a lot of members, dozens, and they operate in many countries,” he explained. “They’ll be coming after us, of course. They’re wired into the global underground gold trade on all kinds of levels. The man in charge lives in Thailand, now, in hiding from an Interpol warrant.”

“Well, I have a way to stop them coming after us,” said Joshua, opening one of the bottles of tequila that Ezekiel had bought to the hotel.

“Do tell,” said Ezekiel.

“We go after them first,” he said, smiling his hard, wry confident smirk.

Elena felt herself beginning to smile, also.
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Chapter 1: Meet Cute


Emma

“What are you doing in here,” I said to my new stepbrother, as I walked into the rec room of our house.

My new stepbrother, Wade.

My new big hot muscular stepbrother.

He was practicing pool by himself when I walked in, the muscles in his arms flexing smoothly as he drew the cue back. He was wearing gym shorts and a blue sleeveless tank top; he was huge, about six and half feet tall his arms were solid muscle and slathered in tattoos.

He’d been away in Iraq, serving in the Navy, when my father married his mother. Then he’d come back and was living in the nearby city, trying to establish himself as some kind of professional fighter. MMA, I guess it’s called. There’d been an injury to his knee, though, recently, and he’d moved back in with us while it healed. Strangely, he’d hurt his knee in a fight at a nightclub, not in the ring.

Wade took his shot, sinking the 6 ball in the corner pocket, and then straightened and looked at me with his cool blue eyes. “I’m playing pool. What does it look like I’m doing?”

“It’s my time to do my yoga workout. I like to watch TV while I do it, and you’ve been in here long enough.”

“Do it in your room,” he said, regarding me with his big blue eyes. “You’ve got a TV in there, don’t you?”

Though our house was huge, his sudden entrance into my family was causing some tension, to say the least. I was just not used to having a guy around, particularly a huge athletic hot guy! 

He checked me out slowly. I was dressed in my yoga outfit – a tight white Lycra top and my tight black knee length leggings. He was staring at my tits, of course. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my 36-C breasts were prominent and my nipples were visible through the thin fabric.

Okay, maybe I wanted him to look a little.

“I always work out in here,” I said, stepping forward.

“Well, I won’t disturb you. Go ahead.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be cleaning up outside by the pool? My daddy won’t like that mess you and your friends made out there last night.”

“Well, it’s a good thing he’s not here then.” said Wade, smiling at me disdainfully.

“Hmf,” I said. “You act like you’re some kind of big shot. You’re just a pit fighter,” I said.

He looked at me sharply. “Don’t talk about stuff you don’t know about.”

“How’d you hurt your knee, anyhow?” I asked.

He shrugged and shook his head.

“I read some stuff online. Some stories,” I said, moving closer.

“Yeah? What stories?” he asked, looking at me disdainfully.

“I heard you were involved with some Russian gangsters. They were trying to pay you to throw a match, or something, and that led to the fight that broke your knee.”

“You Googled me?” he asked with a crooked smile. “Are you cyber-stalking me?”

I shrugged. “I just saw it, that’s all.”

He shrugged his big shoulders and smiled, and now his smile was big and toothy, like a shark. “You read a lot of stuff online. That doesn’t mean it’s true.”

I took a deep breath, aware of my breasts rising … as was the tension between us.

“Listen to you talk,” I said, moving closer to him. “It’s a nice day.  Why don’t you go swim?”

“I felt like playing pool, that’s all,” he said.

“I don’t want you in here watching me exercise!” I said. I was standing about five feet from him now, my arms held behind my back, breasts pointing towards him.

I took a step closer.

“Oh no? Well you sure seem to like showing off your body down at the pool when you’re sunbathing.”

“Hmmmf,” I said. “You shouldn’t look at me when I’m sunbathing like that. It’s my house, I can sunbathe when I want to.” The previous week, I had been sunbathing topless by the pool when Wade arrived. I’d languidly covered my breasts with my hands as he swam fifty laps.

“It’s not your house, is it? It’s your daddy’s house. Funny how you always come out to sunbathe when I’m doing my swimming,” Wade pointed out.

I toyed with a lock of hair with one finger. “I like to work on my tan, that’s all. Don’t talk to me like that.”

“Talk to you like what?”

“Talk to me like I’m…” I let the sentence trail off.

“Like you’re a little tease?”

“I am not!” I said, moving a little closer to him. “Now, I mean it, you have to get out of here. I want to work out.”

“It’s okay, little tease, if you want to show off your body to me, you can do it in here in the air-conditioning. It’s pretty hot out there today.” He straightened up and turned towards me, smiling, and moved a little closer to me. We were less than three feet apart now.

I turned slightly away from him, crossing my arms under my breasts, looking down. “I’m not a little tease, don’t talk to me like that. I mean it.”

“Or what? Or you’ll tell daddy?”

“Yes!” I pouted, still looking down. I turned sideways to him, rocking my body back and forth a little.

“You’ll tell daddy that you were in here teasing me and showing off your body, and I was mean to you?”

“Yes! I mean … no! I’m not teasing you, why are you saying that?” I said, still pouting and looking down, and teasing him.

“Are you kidding me? You come in here in a tight top like that. You might as well just take it off, because I can see your tits clearly. Look at how hard your nipples are.” His voice was soft and low and sexy.

“Don’t talk to me like that!” I said again, turning towards him. “I just came in here to do yoga. You’re my stepbrother! Don’t be a pervert and don’t harass me! That’s illegal!”

“How old are you, anyway?” he asked.

“I just turned 18. And you?”

“I’m 25. Exhibitionism is illegal, too, did you ever think of that? Little rich teases who show themselves off for everybody to see.”

I looked into his blue eyes, then looked away again. “I’m not trying to tease you.”

“You didn’t answer me, why are your nipples so hard?”

“You’re very crude!” I said.

“Rude and crude and socially unacceptable,” he agreed. “But it’s not an answer. I guess it’s the air-conditioning, hmmm?” he reached over and put his arm around my waist. “Want me to put my arm around you and warm you up, hmmm?”

I didn’t move, and raised my eyes to look at him again. “Stop talking to me like that, about nipples and stuff. It’s not polite. You’re my stepbrother.”

“Yeah? And you’re a little brat and a tease.”

“I am not!” I said, my lips still pursed, pouting, looking up at him from under a lock of stray hair. “All the girls wear tops like this when they do yoga. It’s not teasing.” I turned towards him and laid my hand on the arm that was encircling my waist. It was as thick and solid as an oak railing, and finally touching him – the first time-- made my pulse race. My breathing quickened.

“And what about showing me your tits last week, hmm?”

“I just wanted to have an even tan. See?” I pulled one of the straps of my top down to show him that there was no tan line, and then I pulled it back into place. My heart was hammering now.

“I’ve seen you. You really like to oil yourself up when I’m around, too.” He moved closer, tightening the grip around my waist, and I didn’t resist.

“I have to protect my skin,” I said, moving a little closer. One of my breasts brushed against his rock-solid chest, and then I moved back a little. “My skin is very sensitive, that doesn’t make me a tease.”

“Very sensitive, I think. And last week, you started feeling your own tits when I was there.”

“I didn’t!” I said, putting a hand on his huge hard rock-solid chest and pushing backwards, as he tightened his grip around my waist and then added the other arm. “I was just covering them, I didn’t want you to see my…”

“Your tits?”

“My breasts!”

“Then why did you come in here dressed like this today wiith your nipples showing through? Don’t you want me to see them?” he asked in a low voice, pulling me closer at the waist. I squeezed his big hard pectoral muscles. It was like trying to push the wall – he wasn’t going anywhere.

He lifted me easily and sat my ass on the edge of the pool table.

“Okay, I’ll go put on a bra now,” I said. “I’m not a tease.”

He pulled the strap off my shoulder, and then tried to pull it down over my breast; I grabbed it and slipped it back into place, my heart racing. He grabbed the other strap and gently tugged it down, and I pulled it back into place also, shifting closer to him.

I licked my lips and hooked one of my legs around his legs.

“Okay, what color bra do you want to wear for me? Black and lacy? Or your blue one is nice. Although I also like that purple one. That’s hot.”

“You’re been watching me undress?” I asked. “I should tell daddy.”

“You parade through the hallways in your underwear, and expect me to believe that wasn’t for my benefit?”

“I just forget there was a guy here, that’s all, I said, looking into his eyes. He was pulling me closer so that our pelvises were touching now, and I put my hands on his trim hard waist.

“Yeah, you just forgot, three or four times, day and night?” he said. “Just teasing your stepbrother, that’s all. Little rich slut.”

“I’m not!” I said, squirming in his grip and grinding my pelvis against his. I could feel the huge solid bulge in his basketball shorts pushing against the thin fabric of my yoga pants. I whimpered and felt myself growing wet.

“Look at how hard your nipples are. Show them to me. Show me that you don’t have any tan lines again.”

“Noooo,” I said again, pushing against his chest. “Let me go! I’ll tell daddy.”

“I’d like to hear that. ‘Daddy, I’m such a little tease that my stepbrother finally grabbed me!’ You know he doesn’t like you wearing those slutty clothes. I’ve heard him scolding you.”

“They’re yoga clothes! I’m not a slut,” I said.

“No? Have you had anybody suck your nipples before?”

“Stop talking like that!” I said again, pushing harder against his chest as I locked my leg around his. “Stop talking like that and let me go! I’m not a tease or a slut!”

“Let you go?” he said. “Okay.”

He let me go.

I put my arms around him and pulled him back as he started to move away. I was so fucking excited! I couldn’t believe I was doing this but I just couldn’t control myself.

He put his arms around me again as I sat on the pool table. “If you’re not a tease,” he said, “you need to show me your tits then.”

I licked my lips and said, “Listen, let me go. This isn’t right. My Daddy will be very angry with both of us.”

“You think so?” he said. “Show me your nipples or I’ll tell your daddy that you were sunbathing naked.”

He tried to pull the strap off my shoulders again and I pulled his hands away.

I kissed him briefly on the lips, an electric hot moment that made us both gasp, and then pushed him away. “And you said you can see them already, can’t you?” I leaned back on my arms so that my breasts were better displayed. I licked my lips; I could still taste his kiss, and it was fucking delicious!

“I want to suck your tits,” he said and began kissing my throat and cleavage.

I moaned and tilted my head back submissively, rubbing the stubble on the back of his head as he licked my neck.

I tried to push him backwards again. “You can’t! Daddy could home any minute.”

“But you want me to suck them, right?”

“I just wanted you to look at me,” I said as he kissed my neck. “Do you really think I’m a little tease?” I asked in an innocent voice. “Do you think I’m pretty?”

“Yeah, you’re pretty,” he said, straightening up to look into my big green eyes, and I kissed him again, and this time our tongues slid together.  “And I’d fuck you, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Oh, god, stop being crude!” I said, and he tried to put his hand on my breast and I pulled it away quickly. “You like my body, don’t you?” I leaned back on my arms again and looked down at myself.

“Yeah, I like it.”

“Don’t you think I have nice breasts?”

“Nice tits?”

“Nice breasts,” I corrected. “Don’t be crude.” I finally relented and stopped pushing his hands away and I sighed and arched my back, pushing my full breast forward as his huge rough hand engulfed it, sending a thrill through me.

“Yes. Very nice.” He was feeling them through my tight Lycra top with both hands now and I arched my back and moaned.

“So it’s not a bad thing to show my body to you, is it? It doesn’t mean I’m a tease? Or a slut?”  I let my legs be parted and he moved his body between them.

“I’m not sure yet,” he said. He was grinding his crotch against mine now as I sat on the table, legs wrapped around him, rubbing his ass with the back of one thigh, my tight Capri yoga pants growing damp in the crotch.

I made another pouty noise. “I don’t want you to think that I’m a tease or a slut,” I said, and reached up and hooked my thumbs into the straps of my top. “I’ll show you my nipples.”

“But you’re my stepsister,” he smiled.

“Don’t you want to see them?” I asked innocently.

“If you want to show them to me.”

I pouted at him, and then kissed him again.

He leaned back and smiled cockily at me. “Okay, you can show me your nipples,” he said.

I pulled the left strap down, and then the right, both of my breasts bared but cupped at the base by the thin fabric of my top. “See? There they are. Little pink nipples.” I touched them with my thumbs. “They’re hard, you’re right. Do you think it’s the air-conditioning?”

“I don’t know, probably not. It’s pretty hot in here,” he said.

“It’s starting to warm up, it’s true,” I said. I lay completely on my back on the pool table, my crotch still hanging over the edge and pressing against his as he stood over me, dry humping me, my legs still wrapped around him, heels and calves rubbing over his muscular ass.

“Do you want to suck them?” I asked. I pinched my own hard nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, and moaned softly.

“Do you want me to suck them?” he smiled down at me. “It’s not right. Daddy wouldn’t like it. I’m your stepbrother.”

He bent down so that his warm breath was on my chest. I ran my fingers through his hair as he kissed me between the breasts. I moaned and shivered. “Ohhh, that feels nice.”

“You didn’t answer me. Do you want me to suck your nipples, even though your daddy wouldn’t like it?”

“Mmm, yes, I do. I want to feel your tongue on my nipples,” I whispered.  “Put them in your mouth. I want to feel your hot mouth on my nipples, I think that would feel awesome … but then you need to leave, okay? Then you have to stop and go out of here...”

“Your stepbrother sucking your nipples, that’s kind of slutty isn’t it?”

“Ohh, just a little,” I murmured.

“So you’re only a little bit of a slut?”

“Yes,” I moaned.

My stepbrother took one of my nipples in his mouth and I cried out, moaning at the sudden warm electric sensation darting through me as his tongue danced over it. “Oh, I love it,” I moaned.

He pulled my top down over my breasts, the straps pulled down my arms.

He moved to the other breast, sucking more roughly now, using his teeth, eliciting a yelp of pleasure from me.

“Don’t bite it!” I whined. “Just suck it…use your tongue…”

He was grinding his tongue into my nipple while squeezing my breasts with both hands; I had my back arched and both hands were rubbing through his short hair, clutching his head to my chest.

“Stop,” I finally moaned. “You have to stop. Daddy will be back soon.”

He responded only by lifting me momentarily to completely remove the small white top I wore, and then attacked my breasts with his mouth again.

“Ooohhhhh,” I moaned. “Please, stop, you have to stop, Daddy will kill us if he see us!”

He bit the other nipple and I cried out. I tried to push him away, and he grabbed my wrists and held me down on the pool table, and then bit my other nipple, eliciting another cry.

“Don’t bite me!” I whined again. “Please, you have to stop.”

“Shut up,” he said, his mouth muffled by my warm firm breast.

“Please, please” I said. “Please, we can’t! You’re my stepbrother! Daddy will kill us!”

“I can feel how wet your pussy is,” he said. Our crotches were still grinding together, separated only by the thin fabric of my panties and his basketball shorts.

“I can feel your big hard cock,” I moaned. “I love it when you suck my nipples, but please, please stop!” I tried to push him away again but he grabbed both my wrists easily with one huge strong hand.

He moved his head down and began kissing my stomach, and forced my legs apart and thrust his face against my crotch, still covered by the yoga pants, eliciting another cry of pleasure of me. He rubbed his face and mouth against the moist fabric over my pussy and I moaned again.

“Stopppppppp,” I whined. I continued struggling and trying to close my legs, but he used his shoulders to keep my legs spread wide.

And then he took handfuls of the fabric and ripped my yoga pants apart at the crotch.

“Oh god,” I moaned.

His head dove back down between my legs, and pulled my panties to the side and wriggled one huge hot finger into my extremely wet and receptive pussy.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels so good. Do you like it?”

“Ohhh, your pussy is fine, girl. It’s so wet. So smooth and tight, it’s like wet silk in there,” he said.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “You can’t do this, I just told you that you could suck my nipples,” I whined.

“You love it,” he said. “You’re so wet,” he said.

“Ohhhhhh,” I moaned, licking my lips and thrusting my hips as he forced his finger deep into me. “Ohhhhhhh, please, please.”

“Please what?” he asked.

“Daddy won’t like it,” I moaned.

“Yeah, you’re right, Daddy won’t like it at all.” He bent his head down and dug his tongue between my labia and began sucking my clit, as he thrust a second finger into my tight pussy.

“OOOHHHH!” I cried out again. “Ohhh god it feels so good!” I began thrusting my hips against his finger and face more forcefully.

He released my wrists and used his other hand to reach up and squeeze my breasts as he kissed my clit and fingered me. Unable to control myself, I reached up and began pinching my own nipples, rapidly losing my mind with lust. 

“Ohhh, god, I’m going to have an orgasm,” I said. “We can’t do this. Not here! Please, please, please, don’t do this. You’re my stepbrother!”

“Shut up,” he moaned into my pussy.

“Oh god, it feels so good. Oh please you have to stop!” 

He dug in harder with the two fingers, sucking my clit hungrily between his lips, and I bucked and arched my back and cried out as I had a huge orgasm, my whole body shaking with it.

“Ohh, god, please,” I said, when I stopped gasping. “Please stop, please you have to go now!”

“I thought I told you to shut up,” he said, straightening up and grabbing me by the hair. He kissed me long and hard, his lips still slick with my pussy juices. “You like the way your pussy tastes, you little rich tease?”

I whimpered again. “I’m not a tease!” I said.

“I know you’re not. You’re not going to tease me anymore. You’re going to do everything I want you to do.”

“Ohhhh, god,” I said, as he reached down and ripped the front of my white panties apart..  “No, we can’t do this!”

He unzipped his shorts and pulled out his cock, long and thick. “Play with my cock now. Come on, play with it.”

I made another whining noise as he took my hand and wrapped it around his thick pulsing penis. I began pulling it slowly up and down, looking at it with wide eyes and wet lips, mesmerized by the sight of the huge hot dick.

“Ohhh, you’ve done this before,” he said. “You like that nice cock, don’t you? You like to play with a nice big cock, hmmm?”

“Ohhh, please,” I said softly. “No, we can’t do this. Please . . .”

“Please what?” he asked sweetly. “Please what, hmmm?” He reached down and pinched one of my nipples hard, making my again cry out.

“Please give it to me,” I said softly.

“You want me to fuck you, hmmm?”

“Yes,” I said, a plaintive whine, looking up at him.

“You don’t care about your daddy now?” he asked, squeezing my breasts with his rough hand as I stroked his big cock with my small soft hands. “I’m your stepbrother, after all.”

“Noo, please, fuck me, quickly, before he comes back.”

“All right, I’ll fuck you,” he said.

I still lay on the pool table and he moved between my legs again and began rubbing the dark-purple head of his cock against my slick pussy lips.

“Ohhhhhhh,” I said. “It’s so big, it’s too big …” I said.

“You can take it, little tease,” he said, and slid the head of his cock inside of me.

I gasped and made a low growling sound like a hungry animal. My hands clutched at his hips. “More,” I said.

“Oh, my little rich bitch of a stepsister wants more?”

“Yes, please,” I gasped. “I want it inside of me.”

“What do you want inside of you?”

“Your cock!”

“Are you sure? Don’t you think that makes you a little slut? Won’t daddy think you’re a little slut?”

“No, no,” I said, “I don’t care, I don’t care, give it to me,” I panted.

“Tell me that you want your stepbrother’s cock,” he said.

“Oh, god, I want my stepbrother’s cock!” I moaned.

“I’m just some fighter, huh?”

“No! Please, give it to me …”

He thrust his cock all the way into me, all the way to the root, stretching me and filling me completely, and I cried out in pleasure, the room spinning around me.

“You’re not a little tease anymore, are you?” he asked. “Now you’re a little slut.”

“YES!” I cried out, breathless with pleasure, pushing myself against him.

“Say it,” he said.

“I’m a little slut!” I screamed. “Please, fuck me!”

He pulled his cock out and then thrust it into me again, and I screamed my pleasure and rocked my hips against him. “Oh, god, give it to me, I love it, please give me your cock, please fuck me, please fuck your little slut stepsister!”

He thrust violently into my wet pussy, holding my hips and pulling me against him. I raised my head to watch him fucking me, pulling on my own nipples as he slammed his cock into me, hard and rhythmically. I gurgled and moaned, breathless and shaking on the table.

As I felt the heat and pressure of another orgasm approaching, he pulled out of me, and as all the beautiful pressure faded away, I screamed, “Oh god no! Please don’t stop! Don’t stop fucking me!”

He bent down and kissed me again, and grabbed me by the hair. “Come on, little stepsister slut, I want you to suck my cock now. I want to come in that hot little mouth of yours,” he said.

“Ohh, yes, I want to suck your cock,” I said. He pulled me sideways on the pool table so that he had access to my mouth; I opened my mouth obediently and extended my tongue, like a baby bird waiting to be fed.

He reached down between my legs and inserted two fingers into me again; I was so wet that they slipped in easily, and I moaned in pleasure and reached for his pulsing cock, trying to pull it into my mouth.

“Don’t do it till I tell you,” he said, and slapped my flushed cheek with his big thick cock.

I moaned hungrily, and reached down to rub my own clit as he fingered me.

“Are you a good little slut? Are you ready to suck it?” he asked, and slapped my cheek lightly again with it.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Are you gonna suck it good? Hmm? Gonna suck your stepbrother’s cock good?”

“Yes, I promise,” I said.

“Not going to be a little tease?” He punctuated this sentence by slapping my face again with his huge cock, and I shuddered.

“No I’m not,” I moaned. “I promise, I’ll suck it good, stepbrother, please let me suck it.”

“Okay, go ahead and suck it,” he said. “Bitch.”

I hungrily took his big throbbing cock into my mouth, moaning my pleasure around it, caressing the head with my tongue before I took it between my swollen full red lips.

He threw his head back and moaned in pleasure as I eased his cock into my throat. “Ohh, you like to suck that big cock, don’t you?” he asked.

“Mmmmmm,” I moaned my affirmation around it.

“You don’t care if your daddy sees you now, do you?”

“Hmm-mmm” I moaned again, this time negative, my mouth full.

“Such a bad girl, what would daddy think? Little slut sucking her stepbrother’s cock,” he teased me, reaching down to pinch a nipple as I sucked.

“Mmmmm!” I moaned in protest.

He withdrew his cock from my mouth, a string of saliva and pre-cum trailing from the head to my mouth.

“No, please!” I said. “Let me suck your cock, cum in my mouth.”

“In your mouth? Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I said, reaching for it with my tongue as he held it just out of reach, tantalizingly close. “I want it in my mouth, I want your cock in my mouth, I want your cum in my mouth.”

“Not on your tits?”

I made a pouty noise of protest. “I want it everywhere but right now I want it in my mouth.”

“Good girl. Suck it good or I won’t fuck you anymore.”

“I’m sorry I’m such a bad little tease. Please let me suck it.”  He rubbed the tip gently across my forehead and nose and briefly towards my lips.

Panting, I lifted my head to try to suck it and he slapped me across the bridge of the nose with it again.

I whimpered and writhed on the table, still rubbing my own clit and playing with one of my nipples as he teased me with his cock. My mouth was open wide and a stream of saliva was falling from it, my mouth watering as I hungered to taste his dick again.

“Okay, suck it good and make me cum,” he commanded.

I again swallowed his cock, ravenously. He thrust between my hungry swollen lips, growing more frenzied, moaning and grunting in pleasure as I toyed with my clit, as my body began to approach orgasm again, the waves of pleasure rolling off my clit and the pressure and taste as his cock filled my mouth and throat, as he fucked my face.

Finally the wet hot pressure of my tight mouth and eager sucking was too much and his whole body began to shudder; the vibrations caused me to moan more fervently in anticipation and finally he exploded in my mouth, a hot salty mouthful and I came for a second time, my finger quickly stroking my own clit, moaning in pleasure around the mouthful of cum as he pulled his cock out, streams of stricky whiteescaping and running down my chin.

When we caught our breath, he used my Lycra top to clean the semen off my chin.

I sat up and put my arms around him, sighing in pleasure. “You don’t really think I’m a slut, do you?” I asked meekly.

“Not yet,” he said.

“What do you mean?” I murmured into his broad muscular chest.

“You’re not a slut because I haven’t fucked your ass yet,” he whispered in my ear.

I whimpered. “Oh, no, my ass?” I said weakly.

But he was moving my hand down to his cock, which was still semi-hard and slick with my saliva and pussy juice. “Come on, play with my cock. It’s nice and wet now, so it’ll go into your ass more easily.”

“Nooo,” I pleaded, stroking his cock smoothly, looking down at it and licking my lips. But my body and pussy, despite the two orgasms, were already starting to quiver with lust again. “Ohhhh, are you sure? What if Daddy comes in?”

“Well, he’ll just have to wait, if he wants to use the pool table,” he said. He was feeling my breasts as I stroked his cock and we kissed deeply, sucking on each other’s tongues as his cock sprang back to its fully hard state.

“Ohhhh,” I whimpered as he turned my around and bent me over the table, face down, my bare breasts on the smooth green baize of the pool table.

I felt his finger dip into my pussy, briefly and I let out a moan.

“Just to make it wet,” he said, and I felt the finger tickle my asshole. My sphincter clenched and a shiver of pleasure went through me.

“Ohhh, god,” I moaned. “Oh god, are you sure it’s okay? Is it going to hurt?”

“Of course, little stepsister,” he said. “But you want it don’t you?”

I moaned. “Yes, I want it.”

“You don’t care if Daddy sees? Hmmmmm?” As he spoke he thrust his finger slowly and incrementally into my asshole.

I began to pant and bit into my own forearm and moaned a negative response. “Nooo,” I said.

“No what? You want me to stop? Hmmm?” The finger pushed farther in, making me shudder, and then withdrew.

“No! Don’t stop!” I gasped.

“Good girl,” he said, and forced his finger rhythmically back inside of me, and I moaned and gasped in pleasure.

Then I felt something larger – his cock – begin to push at my asshole.

“Ohhhh god,” I moaned. “Oh, please, it’s too big, don’t hurt me …”

“Oh, you want me to stop? Hmm?” He withdrew his cock, still rubbing it tantalizingly against my anus.

“No! Don’t stop!” I begged.

“You want me to fuck you again? Huh?”

“Oh yes, please, please.”

“Please what?” The cock was pushing against the tight ring of my asshole again. I felt it spread and relax in anticipation.

“Please, fuck me,” I whimpered.

“Fuck you where?”

I whined, “Ohhhhh, you know where!”

“Say it.”

“In the ass! Fuck my ass, please fuck it. Please fuck my ass, stepbrother.”

He began to push his cock hard into my asshole, and I cried out in pleasure, thrusting back against it, relaxing my anus, enjoying the pressure.

“You like that, hmmm?” he said, bending down to whisper in my ear, reaching under me to pinch one of my nipples and entwining the other hand in my hair. “Little slut likes it in the ass, hmmmm?”

My response was simply to moan, helpless with lust.

He began to thrust harder, and I cried out again, answering, “Yes, oh god, yes, I love it, I love it when you fuck me in the ass!”

He thrust harder, finding his stride now, pumping hard smooth strokes into my ass while pulling my hair and pinching my nipple hard, and I started to moan helplessly, incoherently, lost in lust, deep animal grunts, pure sensation and heat and pressure, building and building and building …

Finally I came, for the third time, clawing at the pool table, my entire body trembling, sphincter spasming as he rammed in and out of me, and he threw his head back and yelled, “Oh fuck,” as he pulled his cock out and sprayed hot white ropes of cum all over my back.

I collapsed on the pool table, breathless, a few tears spilling from my eyes.

He bent down and spoke into my ear. “Do you feel like a slut, Emma?”

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” he asked.

“Yessssss,” I said softly, smiling, turning my head to kiss him. “Welcome to the family, Wade,” I said.
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Chapter 2: The Plot Thickens


Wade

I woke up with my cock in my stepsister’s mouth.

Damn!

I looked down at her face, glowing in the light from the TV, which I had fallen asleep watching. The Scotch I’d been drinking hadn’t helped, I guess. And I was still taking painkillers for my knee, of course. Mixing them was a bad idea, but I was full of those.

Despite that, my cock was fully hard, and she was sucking it like a champ, slowly easing it in and out of her tight lips. She’d eased it right out of my basketball shorts without even waking me. I wasn’t wearing any underwear, and only a sleeveless black t-shirt otherwise.

She bobbed all the way down to the root, and I couldn’t help but moan at the hot wet suction. She certainly sucked a good cock.

Her dark hair fell in unruly waves down over her face as her head bobbed slowly up and down, worshipping my dick. I reached down and lifted it out of her face so I could watch her.

She was watching me, too, her dark eyes gleaming.

“Damn, girl,” I said. She moaned around my cock. I stroked her cheek and she took my fully erect cock out her mouth with an audible “pop” and began licking the shaft with her tongue, long slow licks all the way from my balls up to the head.

Still perhaps feeling like I was dreaming, I looked around the room, and realized we weren’t alone.

Jesus Christ!

My heart was hammering, at the thought of my new stepfather or my mom catching us like this.

But I saw it was a young girl; a slender cute red-head.

What the fuck was going on here!

My stepsister saw me looking at her friend, and giggled softly, and plopped my cock back in her mouth, making me groan again.

Damn!

Obviously, I had unlocked her inner slut a little more than I’d thought!

I shouldn’t have fucked her in the ass like that last week, that was probably true.

She was my stepsister after all. There were bound to be complications, and I didn’t need any more of those in my life.

But when she mentioned she Googled me and heard that I’d fought those Russians over a fixed fight, I’d gotten really pissed. Some bullshit sports website posted a bunch of unverified shit about me, and she’d read it, and she’d picked the wrong day to tease me about it.

And the wrong day to be looking so hot in her yoga outfit.

My mother had been married to her father for a couple of years, but I’d been away in Iraq for most of it. One tour, and that was more than enough, but then I’d spent some time travelling around. When I came back I was trying to establish myself as an MMA fighter, and while doing reputable fights and waiting for a chance to get into a good organization, I started fighting in cage fights at some clubs run by Russians.

Yeah, I know, stupid, but the money was good and the experience was a fucking adrenaline rush like no other. Fighting in front of a huge crowd or on TV was something, but fighting in an underground den full of gangsters and players and strippers and party girls, well, that was a whole different level of testosterone.

Completely illegal and unsanctioned of course, and standard MMA rules were occasionally bent and often disregarded completely.

There was another loud sucking plop as she took my cock out of her mouth again, her pale slim fingers in a fist wrapped around the shaft, stoking it up and down slowly as she smiled at me and said quietly, “Are you awake, stepbrother dearest?’

‘Wide awake,” I said, looking over at the redhead, and then down at Emma, and then back at the redhead. The redhead giggled and covered her mouth.

“I don’t think we’ve been properly introduced,” I said.

She giggled again. “Valeria,” she said.

“Russian?”

She nodded, and I said nice to meet you in Russian. Ochen preyatna.

They were both dressed like they’d been at a club or a party; Emma was wearing a black mini-dress and the redhead was wearing tight white jeans and a white halter top, with a black bra clearly visible underneath it. I could identify this chick as Russian from that particular fashion move, if not her high cheekbones and long legs.

Emma saw me looking and sucked my cock a little harder and squeezed my balls a little to get me looking back at her again.

I was on the sofa of the living room of the big house owned by her father, where I had been living, somewhat to my embarrassment, since I gotten an ACL injury fighting those Russians in the night club. My knee was swollen up like a grapefruit for weeks, and I could barely straighten it, but the doctor was hoping I could get by without surgery.

Not over any bullshit like them wanting me to throw a match, of course; it had been over a woman of course.

Women, always a fucking problem, one way or another.

“Don’t you think we should go back in the bedroom, Emma?” I said, a little breathless; my pounding pulse could be seen in the twitching of my cock as she stroked it. “Or maybe go into the rec room and have another game of pool?” I’d fucked all three of her holes on that pool table.

She took my cock out of her mouth. “Do you think so?” she giggled.

“Your father or my mother could come through here any minute,” I said. Their bedroom was a hallway and a couple walls away, and they had their own bathroom of course, but suppose one of them woke up in the night and decided they wanted a drink of water or something? 

“Yes, that’s right,” she said, and put my cock back in her mouth, and I couldn’t control a loud moan, and the redhead giggled and put a finger on her lips to “shhh” me.

The redhead, Valeria, sat down on the sofa, next to me but a bit apart from me, sitting with her back straight and her legs crossed. She licked her lips, looking down at Emma sucking my cock.

Damn, what the fuck were these freaky chicks up to?

Fucking Russians, man.

After I’d fucked Emma in the ass on the pool table in the rec room, she’d frozen me out for a few days. I came to her room and offered a repeat performance, and she’d acted like she didn’t know what I was talking about.

“Well, you weren’t drunk, so I think you remember it,” I said.

She’d gone into her room and locked the door. She stopped parading around in her bra and panties and sunbathing topless by the pool for a couple days, and I started to feel a little bad, thinking I’d taken it a little too far. But hey, there were other pieces of ass out there, and I chased those.

Then one day as we were having breakfast, she reached over and took my cock out while I was eating.

My dad was reading the paper right across from me, and we were discussing basketball, and she kept calmly and patiently jacking me off the whole time. I’d had to fake a coughing fit to cover up my orgasm.

She handed me a napkin under the table to wipe the cum up.

That had been the morning before last, and she’d gone out to spend the weekend with some friends, and hadn’t come back until now.

And here she was with my dick in her mouth.

I reached over to put my arm around the redhead, and she giggled and scooted out of reach, squeezing her legs together and holding her long straight hair off her neck, posing for me and making a pouty face.

Emma took my dick out of her mouth, “Oh no, Wade. Don’t you touch her. She wants to watch, that’s all. I told her I fucked my stepbrother and she didn’t believe me.”

“Well shit,” I said, breathless and quiet, “climb up here and we’ll show her.”

“Oh no,” she said, in between deep hard sucks on my cock that made me gasp and lay back, my hips spasming. “We’re going to do this at exactly my pace and exactly the way I want, got it? You don’t do it my way, and I’m going to shout for my daddy, and say you took your cock out and showed it to us while we were sitting here.”

I just looked down at her, and then at the giggling redhead. She had a nice high firm pair of tits on her, and the edge of her black bra and the straps peeked out of her white top, and my cock pulsed in Emma’s mouth. That slutty underwear shit always turns me on. I’ m shallow, I know.

“Tell her how you fucked me, Wade.”

“Yeah,” I said, looking at Valeria’s big green eyes. “Yeah, I fucked her. I ate her out and sucked her tits good, first, of course, but then I fucked her.”

“In the ass?” asked Valeria sweetly.

“Well, I finished up with that, but I smashed her pussy first, of course.”

“Mmmm,” said Valeria. “That big cock in your ass must have hurt a little, Emma.”

Emma made an affirmative sound, muffled by my dick.

“Take off your shirt,” I said to the redhead.

She giggled and put her hand on her mouth again, and then shook her head.

“I won’t touch you,” I said. “You want to watch, so do I.”

She looked down at Emma, who was still eagerly sucking my cock, and Emma nodded and made another affirmative noise around my dick, her eyes glistening with lust and glee.

The redhead pulled her tight white top off in a smooth motion, and her black lacy bra held her firm white tits tight. Her skin was pale as alabaster, and I could see her hard nipples through the lace, and I reached over to touch them and she playfully pushed my hands away and took her tits in her hands herself.

Jesus Christ, what the fuck had I gotten myself into?

Crazy chicks always fuck the best, everybody knows that, but on reflection maybe it’s also crazy guys who fuck the best. I’d known my new stepsister was kind of a late bloomer, but definitely a ratchet bitch even though she wasn’t finished with high school yet. Barely 18, to my 25, she was a cheerleader at her school and her Instagram had all kinds of followers and pictures of her doing all kinds of things.

She had also been in the chess club, and was a good student, unlike her stepbrother. I think she was more tease than whore, though, and I think I was the first guy in her ass. Felt like it anyway. You can always tell by how they sort of tense and clench up if they haven’t done that before.

The redhead was squeezing her own tits, and licking her lips again as Emma, watching both me and her friend, sucked harder and again made me groan.

All right, she wants it in the mouth, she gets it.

I took her cheeks gently in my hands and stroked them with my big swollen fighter’s hands, and then wrapped her hair around my fist and pushed my cock into her throat until she choked.

Emma gagged and took it out, breathing deeply, and then plunged it back in and took it all the way to the root, making herself gag and choke again, and then let it pop free, jacking it off while she sucked and licked my swollen balls.

The redhead giggled, crossed her legs again, and arched her back, still cupping her titties in the black lace bra. She blew me another kiss and giggled again.

“Where’d she learn to suck cock like this, huh? You teach her?”

The redhead just giggled and pinched her nipples through the bra. “I gave her some suggestions.”

“Sure you don’t want a taste of that? Friends should share.”

She just smiled at me knowingly.

“Take off your pants, I want to see your ass,” I said.

She didn’t hesitate this time, she stood up and stripped off her tight white jeans, revealing her matching black lace panties. They were those kind of big ones, cheeksters, I think they’re called, and her ass was round and firm and sculpted in the tight underwear.

She turned around, posing for me as I fucked my sister’s mouth.

Now, Valeria had a good body, but so does my stepsister, and I wanted to see more of it. “Aren’t you going to take your dress off, Emma? Here the rest of us are half-naked.”

She took my dick out of her mouth long enough to pull her black mini-dress up over her head in one motion, and her underwear was sort of purple, lavender maybe, one of those bras made of smooth material, silk maybe, and string panties.

Damn! 

“You like this, baby stepbrother?” she asked softly. She looked back at her friend and licked her lips.

“You two sluts are off the chain, is what I think,” I said. “You want to get in my lap and let me fuck you now?”

She shook her head and kneeled down between my legs again and began rubbing my hard dick over the smooth cups of her bra.

Double damn! It felt amazing, the smooth material stretched tight over the hot firm big tits beneath. No padding or egg-shell Wonderbra shit here, just quality material and quality tits. I was about to nut, in spite of myself. These two bitches had me seriously worked up.

“She said you fucked all her holes, Wade, but you didn’t put it between her tits. I want to see you put it there, put it between her tits, Wade. Then you can put your cream all over her,” said Valeria. She was moving behind Emma and unhooked her bra.

Emma smiled and moaned, closing her eyes as the bra fell away from her beautiful big 36C tits, the nipples hard and pebbled, and now she was rubbing my cock against her bare tits, and I was moaning uncontrollably now, a few drops of precum glistening on my dickhead. She teased each of her nipples in turn with the swollen purple head of my cock, and I couldn’t think of a single smart-ass or alpha male thing to say as she slid it into the beautiful warm cleavage between her big firm tits, and squeezed them together with one hand while the other hand slid into her own panties.

I started thrusting my hips, and she moved her body in time, and I looked over and Valeria had her hand in her panties also, biting her lips and tweaking her hard pink nipples with the other hand, and I couldn’t hold it anymore. Trying not to yell my pleasure, the cum pulsed out in waves, my whole body shaking and flushing, and Emma bent her face down, opening her mouth and extending her tongue, and the cum went everywhere, on her tits and on her tongue and everywhere.

Then Valeria was next to her, pulling her head back, kissing my cum off her lips and face, and then moving down to suck and lick it off her big tits, and Emma held her breasts and squeezed them, looking me in the eye and moaning as Valeria sucked my hot semen off her tits.

I was starting to get hard again by the time they finished.

“Let’s go down into your bedroom, Emma,” I said.

Emma smiled at me. “What do you think is going to happen there, Wade?”

I smiled at them. “You know what, I have a … well, I’d like to ask you two a favor. Kind of a business proposition.” 

They hugged each other and looked at me, giggling again. “What kind of business proposition?” asked Valeria.

“I want you to help me rob the Russian mafia,” I said, smiling.
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Chapter 3: Three’s Company


Emma

My big muscular stepbrother Wade picked me up in his arms, making me gasp, and I threw my arm around his neck and kissed him hard on the lips as he carried me through the hallway of our quiet dark house, and back to my bedroom. My Russian friend Valeria, still wearing nothing but black lace bra and panties and her red Louboutins, walked close behind us, her heels making subtle clicks; she knew enough to be quiet.

Daddy was home and asleep in his room after all.

My tits were still tingling and sticky with Wade’s drying cum … at least the parts that Valeria hadn’t licked off. She’d gotten most of it … but there’d been a lot.

Okay, maybe things were moving a little fast!

I’d kissed a girl or two in the last year, just fooling around at parties and stuff, mainly for effect of course; something so simple can up a girl’s hotness rating quite a bit, it seems.

And now Valeria had felt me up and sucked my stepbrother’s cum off my tits, after I’d sucked him off and jacked his cock off between my tits.

Hot!

My head was still spinning with it.

Valeria was a girl I’d known a bit in school – she and her friend Gabriella were kind of legendary for their sexual adventures, especially with some of the teachers at the school. Me, on the other hand, I’d been pretty shy, even bookish.

Yeah, I know, right?

Until recently. The last year or so – since my tits had completely blossomed, to be honest – I’d started dressing a little better, or at least a little sexier, I’d gotten on the cheerleader squad, and I’d started going out more, and had a few adventures …

And then my stepbrother had fucked me up the ass on the pool table, a few months past my 18th birthday.

I think you can safely file that under “next level.”

And I lost my fucking mind while I did it. I spewed obscenities and loved every minute of the way he used me thoroughly in all three holes.

I couldn’t stop thinking about it, and about him, of course, but I was completely flustered.

I didn’t know how to talk to him or what to say to him. He was a badass even among badasses – a soldier in Iraq, and now training to be an MMA fighter. I’d never seen anybody so chiseled, so confident, so dangerous looking. Not in real life, anyway. I went to an all-girl school, and although I’d been to some parties with hotties and jocks, Wade was like a whole different species.

I wanted to fuck him again, of course, but it was clear that he saw me as not much other than another conquest … and I wanted to bring a little something more to the table.

So I brought Valeria.

I’d gone to a party with some friends and started talking to her, and as I knew she hung around at the Russian nightclub where the illegal cage fights happened with Wade, I’d asked her if she’d seen him fight.

Her eyes lit up when I mentioned him, and she started breathing heavily and twirling her hair around her finger when I told her we’d fucked.

When I suggested we go visit him, she nearly leapt out of her Louboutins.

Which is a funny way to think of it I guess, because she kept them on as she crawled onto my bed, next to me, as Wade lay me across it.

We lay on our backs, me in nothing but lavender panties, looking up at Wade kneeling on the edge of the bed. He peeled off his shirt, towering above us, chiseled and muscular and covered with tattoos. He looked like a monument to alpha males.

‘You are such a naughty little thing, Emma. What would your daddy have thought, if he had seen you sucking my cock like that?” he spoke in a low purring voice.

I smiled up at him. “And putting it between my tits, don’t forget.”

“How could I forget?”

“He’d have thought his daughter was a little slut, but I don’t care because I like sucking your big dick, Wade.”

He smiled back. “Now that’s what I like to hear.”

Valeria was stroking my hair, and then pulled my head to the side and kissed me, and I kissed back, our tongues twining together. I’d kissed a few girls before, as I’d said, but that had been playing.

This? This was the real thing.

The kiss broke and I whispered, “Will you do it more? Suck my tits some more.”

I brought my hands up to cup and feel my own breasts – they’re big, 36C, with super-sensitive nipples, and I love touching them and loving having people touch them -- and Valeria moved her head down to suck them, her hands touching mine, and we squeezed them together as she sucked and licked the hard buds of my nipples, sending electric thrills rocking to me.

I was gasping and moaning and finally I pushed her head away, and looked up at Wade. He was naked now, and his impressive cock was at full mast again, extending straight in front of him.

“Emma,’ said Valeria. “Help Valeria out of her bra and panties.”

I moaned my pleasure and pulled Valeria tight against me, our breasts rubbing together thrillingly. The lace and her firm high tits beneath rubbed against my big chest and it felt amazing. A lot different than Wade’s flat hard muscular torso, but a delicious counterpoint.

I unhooked her bra and pulled it off her. Her firm round tits and hard pink nipples didn’t jiggle or bounce or even move; they were standing firm at attention.

After making out some more and kissing each other’s necks until we were both panting and breathless, I skinned her black cheekster panties down her hips to her knees, and she helped me get them down over her spike heels.

“Very good,” said Wade. “Now, Emma, you just lay back and watch.”

I whimpered as Wade got on his hands and knees and moved forward like a jungle cat; Valeria, lips parted, hair in her face, gasped and spread her legs, touching her own hard nipples as he moved over her.

“I know I’ve seen you around the club,” said Wade. “You’ve seen me fight, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” she said. “Many times. The Brute, they call you.”

“You know Sergey?”

“I’ve seen him, of course. Spoken to him a couple times.”

“Fucked him?”

She smiled. “Not yet.”

He smiled and kissed her briefly. “That’s what I was hoping to hear. You like dangerous men, huh?”

“All kinds,” she said boldly. “But especially dangerous ones.”

“And dangerous women?” Wade said, turning his head to smile at me.

“Those too,” said Valeria.

“You’ve never seen me fight, Emma,” he said. “But you are gonna get to see me fuck.”

His head moved down, and he sniffed Valeria’s pussy like an animal, making her whimper again, before nuzzling and kissing her stomach, right below her navel. She was writhing and squeezing her own firm tits, and I could imagine how his razor stubble would feel there and I reached down and touched the crotch of my lavender panties; they were soaking wet.

“Yeah, go ahead,’ he said, nodding approvingly. “You watch, and touch yourself while I fuck this hot Russian bitch. Okay, Stepsister?”

“Yes, Stepbrother,” I said, and giggled.

He sucked both her tits hard, almost savagely, and she clutched his head against her chest and moaned as he did so. I licked my own fingertips and stroked my nipples with them, imagining his tongue.

“You like to watch, hmm?” he said, looking me in the eyes and then bobbing his head over to kiss me on the lips.

“I like to watch you,” I said. “And I like to fuck you.”

“Dirty mouth on you,” he said. “Pinch your nipples hard,” he said. “Make it hurt.”

I pinched my nipples hard, electric pain / pleasure shooting through me, and I moaned loudly.

He kissed his way down Valeria’s stomach and his head sank between her legs, licking and sucking at her wet pussy. She moaned and spread her legs, pulling on her own nipples, head thrown back breathlessly.

“Oh yeah,” I said. “Eat her out. Let me see you kiss her pussy.”

Oh, god, just watching it, I could remember how that long nimble tongue felt, his razor stubble, his fingers, which were about as long as some guy’s dicks were. I stopped touching myself for a second to prop up some pillows behind me so I could get a good view of what he was doing, so I could watch his tongue dance over her pink pussy lips.

I was squeezing my own big tits as I watched, writhing and moaning, and finally I dipped reached my hand down into my panties, and traced my finger along my slick pussy lips, easily parting them to find my own throbbing clit.

I cried out in pleasure.

Wade raised his head, watching me, and he licked his lips and nodded approvingly. “Oh yeah,” he said. “Rub that pussy and those big tits for me.”

“Oh God, Wade you make me so hot,” I said.

He moved up and kissed me again, this time long and hard, his tongue meeting mine, and I could taste the sweet nectar of Valeria’s juices on his lips as he did so, and I moaned into his mouth, helpless with pleasure.

Valeria was breathless beneath him, arching her back, her hands wrapped around his big hard cock. “Oh, fuck me now, fuck me,” she moaned desperately.

He pulled a condom – a Magnum XXL, of course-- out of his basketball shorts on the floor and expertly ripped it open and got it on quickly. He rubbed the swollen latex-covered head of his cock against her wet, smooth-shaved pussy; she cried out and threw her head back, her red hair hanging tangled in her face.

Wade reached down and smoothed her hair back, his cock still poised to enter her. He looked into her eyes, which were wide with lust and awe, and then he kissed her.

‘But first I want to ask a little favor,’ he said.

“Oh, god, anything,” gasped Valeria.

He bent down and bit one nipple, making her cry out again.

“Anything?” he asked.

“Oh fuck, Wade, anything, just fuck me,” she moaned, thrusting her hips.

He kissed her lips again, and then moved his head over to kiss me again, and I dipped one finger into my own pussy as he did so, unable to control myself, shivering with pleasure. It felt like wet silk inside there, just like he’d said.

“Here’s what I want,” he said in his low velvet tiger-growl voice. “I want the two of you to go to the Russian club next week. I want you to hook up with Sergey. You know he likes his girls barely legal, and he likes them two at a time.”

“Yes,” groaned Valeria, looking down at his cock poised against her pussy lips, licking her lips and bucking her hips against it. “Give it to me,” she whispered. “Please give me your cock.”

He slowly began to slide it in, and the sight of it slowly disappearing into Valeria’s tight shaved glistening pussy almost made me cum. I had two fingers inside of myself now, and was working them in slowly, seeking my G-spot, imagining Wade’s big cock stretching me, my other hand squeezing and jiggling my big tits.

Valeria rolled her eyes up in her head like she was having a seizure and began shaking, her pale skin flushing scarlet. “Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh god your cock feels so good, fuck me, fuck me …”

“Shhh,” he said. “Listen. I want you to get into Sergey’s room over the club. I’m going to give you a little listening device, just a little thing. No bigger than a button. Want you to distract him – fuck him if you want, don’t fuck him if you don’t want, just don’t let him see the button – and one of you will stick it under his bed. Easy, right?”

He was all the way inside Valeria now, and she wrapped her legs around him and squeezed hard, and I could imagine the feel of him filling me, my eyes dancing over Valeria’s face contorted with lust and Wade’s rippling muscles, and I began fingering myself faster.

“Oh god,’ said Valeria, whipping her head side to side and biting her lip. “Faster, fuck me faster,” she begged.

He stepped up the pace as he looked me in the eye. “What do you think, Stepsister? You’ll help your big stepbrother out with this little favor, hmmm?”

“Oh god, yes,” I said.

“Sound hot to you? The two of you trying to seduce a Russian gangster, so you can help me rob them?”

“Yesss,’ I whispered. I stopped touching myself long enough to take off my panties. I rubbed them against Wade’s cheek. “See how hot and wet you make me, Wade? I’ll do anything for you, anything …”

“You ready to watch me fuck her?” he asked.

“Oh, yes, Wade, fuck her, please fuck her …”

He looked at me and let out a growl like wolf, and began plunging harder into Valeria.

She gripped him hard around the waist with her legs and wrapped her arms around his neck and sank her teeth in to his earlobe while spurring him in the ass with one of her red Louboutins, saying through gritted teeth, “Fuck me HARDER!” and he let out another angry growl and began jackhammering her, his muscular butt moving rhythmically up and down, his coiled muscles beginning to glisten as he broke a sweat.

“Fuck her,” I said. “Fuck her hard, fuck that bitch hard!”

I was on my side now, and I reached back and began fingering myself from behind. I was still squeezing my tits with my other hand, and found if I pulled my breast up a bit, I could lick my own nipple as I did so, and my toes began to curl and I felt my orgasm building.

I slowed down a bit, as Wade fucked her at a steady pace, watching me, and we paced each other for a while until I couldn’t stand it anymore. Valeria couldn’t stand it either – she was red-faced, breathless, almost hyperventilating with lust.

“Fuck her hard, Wade,” I said through gritted teeth. “Make that bitch cum, and cum all over her, I want to see your cum all over her!”

I was still fingering myself from behind, occasionally stopping to tickle my own asshole, and I reached down with my other hand and felt my own clit. I scooted over and pushed my breasts into Valeria’s face and she eagerly sucked them, hard, biting, and Wade was growling and fucking her hard, hard, hard, and I was starting to cum, the vulgar helpless slutty moans rising from me, and Valeria was trembling all over, cumming hard, moaning helplessly around my tits in her mouth.

Wade pulled out of Valeria and ripped off the condom, and he roared like a tiger as he came, and high-pressure jets of cum shot all over Valeria’s stomach and then her tits and then her face and she loved every drop of it, opening her mouth and rubbing the cum all over herself.

We all collapsed into a sticky exhausted heap, hugging each other.

“I hope Daddy didn’t hear that,” I whispered, and we all laughed quietly.

Robbing the Russian mafia. He’d made it sound so easy.

Of course, it wasn’t … and if I’d known how hard, I would have run far and fast.
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Chapter 4: Just Crazy Enough


Wade

Let’s see, I tit-fucked my stepsister, and then I fucked her hot Russian friend, and I enlisted them in helping me rob the Russian mafia, so I got a lot done this evening.

But let’s see, what else did I have to do tonight? 

Oh, right. I need to go seduce the daughter of the most dangerous Russian billionaire in town.

Right!

And all the fucking I had been doing already, well, that was fine.

It just meant I’d last longer.

I bid good night to Emma and Valeria, leaving them sliding into exhausted slumber in Emma’s bedroom, still sticky from our session. I checked my watch – almost 4:00 am.

Perfect.

I stepped back through the dark house – Emma’s dad’s house, where my mother now lived as his wife, where I was a barely-tolerated visitor.

Not for long though.

I went out back to my room, which was by the pool, and freshened up a bit – I considered showering, but decided, fuck it, and just washed my junk off a bit in the sink. I smelled my fingers – they still smelled like Valeria’s sweet buttery pussy.

Good.

The Russian mafia princess ought to like that smell.

I changed out of my basketball shorts, and into a pair of jeans and a hooded sweatshirt. No bullshit with clothes was going to be necessary tonight – if she was going to fuck me, it wouldn’t be because of what I was wearing.

I got into my Mustang and headed out to the club.

Elena Volkova would just be coming out of the club about now, the club which her Daddy, a Russian billionaire crime lord, owned.

I knew how she rolled.

She’d be in the club all night, dancing without any panties on, flirting with all the gangsters, hustlers, fighters, and ballers who hung out there, taking their drinks, rubbing her fake tits against them, making out with their girlfriends, and then she’d leave alone.

Always alone, since she broke up with Denis.

Since I broke Denis’s face on the edge of the bar.

She didn’t even have a driver or a bodyguard. Anybody who was halfway clued in knew not to touch her; anybody who wasn’t clued in knew enough to stay out of this part of town. If they hadn’t known enough to fear her MMA fighter boyfriend Denis, they surely knew enough to fear her father. A few years ago, shortly after Elena’s 18th birthday, a local player had decided to rape her behind the club, not knowing who she was.

That story had become legend. Every time I heard the story the torture the guy had gotten from the Volkova family grew more horrifying.

Anyway. Whatever. Bullshit.

I parked down the block and got a coffee from a Ukrainian all-night diner near the club. I waited by her car in the dark parking lot, watching the glammed-out-whores and drugged-up dipshits stagger out of the club, hanging on each other, laughing and talking out the last of their energy before they found a quiet place to pass out, fuck, or get fucked. Sometimes two of the above.

Elena said goodbye to a couple of large guys – Armenians, maybe, with steroid muscles and tight t-shirts and a lot of gold – and one made a brief move to grab her and kiss her but his friend pulled him back, and they got in their Hummer and drove away.

The parking lot was clearing out now and she saw me and she straightened up a little and shook her ass a little more as she walked towards me.

“Another fascinating evening?” I asked. “Good company and all?”

“You might get your ass kicked if any of Denis’s friends know you’re here,” she said, in her soft sexy Eastern European accent.

“And they will definitely get their asses kicked if they fuck with me.”

Her big blue eyes and huge dilated pupils focused on me, and she looked me up and down speculatively. “Why didn’t you come in the club tonight? Couldn’t get past the face control?”

I just gave that a sneer and an eye-roll. “You keep talking like a bitch, I’m going to slap your ass like a bitch.”

I saw her nostrils flare and her eyes widen, and knew she was mine.

See, a few weeks previously, I’d thought that also. We’d started talking after one of my cage fights in the basement of the club, and I could tell that her panties were wet. At least, they would have been, if she’d been wearing any.

We danced and she started humping my leg on the dance floor, her bare pussy rubbing against my jeans, and I swear she was about to cum.

Problem was, her boyfriend Denis arrived right about then.

This had led to a pretty lively fight, which led to Denis getting his head smashed on the bar, and me fucking my knee up.

Yeah, I knew who she was. And I didn’t give a fuck.

Usual nightclub bullshit shenanigans, right?

Well, only problem was, I was supposed to fight Denis the next week in an actual cage fight in the basement. Denis and I had both fought there a dozen times and were undefeated, and the Russians were betting heavily on the match between us. With Denis’s jaw broken and my knee fucked up, the match had to be cancelled and the betters and the bookies were all pissed off, as was Sergey, the Russian who ran the illegal fight promotion at the club.

And what’s more they hadn’t yet paid me for my previous fight. They owed me about $20,000 which they were now refusing to pay me.

Yeah, so I was just going to bend over and take that dick in my ass.

Yeah, right, sure thing.

She moved a little closer. “You probably heard what happened to the last guy who got rough with me.”

“Oh, I’ve heard plenty of stories. You want to tell me another one?”

She just looked at me again. She reached out and took my big cold hard hand in her small hot one. “Yeah. Come here. The alley over there.”

She walked me across the empty parking lot into the alley behind the club. The smell of piss and garbage from the dumpsters mixed with the smell of her expensive perfume as we walked into the dark.

“It happened here,” she said. Her voice was thoughtful and calm. “I came out to do coke with a guy, as I often did, and we started fooling around a little and he decided to fuck me, right here.”

She looked at me and laughed a cold little laugh. “The look on your face. Are you disgusted because he raped me, or because he did it in a stinky alleyway?”

I didn’t answer that. She wanted to talk, it seemed, so I’d let her.

“No means no, don’t you think, Wade?” she said, moving closer to me.

“I think I can tell when a girl doesn’t want to fuck me,” I said.

“But a girl can still be screaming no when she wants to fuck you?”

I shrugged.

“It’s true, Wade, but that doesn’t make it any less wrong. People are fucked up and confused. I’m fucked up and confused. I came twice when that guy raped me. But I wanted him to stop, I begged him to stop, and he wouldn’t.”

How had that asshole not known who she was? She’d been new in town then, and that had been slightly before her father’s proxies had crushed all the other organized crime gangs in the city.

I just looked at here standing there in the dim reddish light of the exit sign behind the club, wearing a black mini-dress and high heels, her blonde hair piled up in porn-star curls tonight. Her jewelry probably cost more than my Mustang.

But she looked young and lost and somehow innocent. Albeit drugged up. God knows what she’d taken tonight.

I nodded.

She was swaying a little on her high heels, and she cupped her big tits in her hands, squeezing them and looking at me.

“He fucked me and he paid the price. Are you ready to pay the price, Wade?”

I just looked at her.

“I showed him my tits, Wade. He asked me to show them, and I did. Does that make me a slut? Does that make me a tease?”

“I don’t know. Does it?”

She laughed and pulled the straps of her mini-dress and her bra down, showing her big perfectly shaped tits. It was only my very practiced eye with tits that allowed me to know they were implants – extremely expensive and high-quality ones. “You like them?”

“Worth every penny you paid for them,” I said. A little neg to keep her attention. Wouldn’t want her to think her pussy was made of gold or anything.

She laughed, giggling like a schoolgirl and playing with her hard nipples in the chill of the predawn.

“It wasn’t the first time I’d been raped, and it wasn’t the first time I’d cum because of it. Does that make me a whore, Wade? Does it make me a slut? Does it mean I deserve it?”

I moved closer and put my arm around her waist, pulling her towards me. She purred, tweaking her hard nips and then releasing them and rubbing her hands up my sweatshirt and over my hard abs and chest.

“Do you feel like you’re a whore and a slut?” This conversation was a bit heavier than I’d been expecting, so I fell back on a time-honored technique of answering questions with questions.

“I do, Wade, but that wasn’t what I asked you.”

“I don’t think I’m the one who gets to decide if you’re a whore and a slut, but I’ll call you one if that turns you on.”

She smiled at that, and then stepped back, tugged on the hem of her dress, revealing that she had no panties, and cocked her hips towards me and then turned around and showed me her ass.

No panties. She was famous for that.

“You like my ass, Wade?”

“Yeah,” I said. It was round and firm and beautiful. No implants there.

“Spank me, Wade. Slap my ass hard.”

I slapped it.

“Harder,” she said.

I slapped it hard, putting some shoulder into it, and then did it again. Even in the dim light I saw the red handprints.  She was panting and her teeth were gritted, and she looked back at me over her shoulder with eyes blazing, her skirt hiked up over her ass and her tits hanging out of the slinky little black dress.

“Are you going to fuck me, Wade? Fuck me like a dirty whore in this alley?”

“Yeah,” I said, unzipping my jeans.

“Fuck me hard. Fuck me like a dirty bitch,” she said, and then turned back towards the brick wall of the alley, putting her hands on it.

I took my hard cock out and a Magnum extra-large condom from my sweatshirt pocket and rolled it on quickly. No fumbling; I had plenty of experience. I maneuvered it between her ass cheeks and up against her wet pussy, pausing the swollen head and her lips, letting her feel it, and she gasped again, and her mouth hung open, and she began to pant.

She looked at me over her shoulder. “Bet you think it was my daddy, don’t you? Think my daddy fucked me. No, Daddy spanked me a lot but he never fucked me.”

I began sliding my dick farther into her as she spoke, stretching her and making her shiver.

““It was Sergey,” she gasped. “The man he trusts the most in the world. Ever since I was a kid. Almost every time I was alone with him, he ate me, or fingered me, or fucked me, or had me suck him.”

I grabbed a handful of her hair with one hand and her hip with the other and began to slide my cock all the way into her tight clenching pussy, with careful slowness, letting us both feel every inch of it.

She was moaning. “He always made me cum, every time, and then he made me swallow every drop of his … god, he made me so hot, there’s never been anything like that feeling … the fucking shame … he hurt me and humiliated me and he made me cum …”

I was becoming enraged. Enraged at her for involving me in her sick fucking fantasies. Enraged at myself for getting off on the same sick shit.

I started fucking her hard, thinking about punching Sergei’s fucking teeth down his throat.

She thrust her hips back against me with equal ferocity, whipping her head and her hair back and forth, her hands clawing at the brick wall of the alley. I saw one of her long heavily lacquered nails break off.

She fucked back so hard I began to wonder who was fucking who.

She looked back over her shoulder, now she could barely speak. “My ass … fuck my ass … like Sergey did. He always fucked me there because he didn’t want me to get pregnant.”

I punched my cock in her ass and drove it home, all the way in, making her scream, and pulled her back against me and actually lifted her off the ground as I fucked her, my arm around her neck.

“Fuck me, you dirty motherfucker!” she screamed. Then she lapsed into Russian, which I understood enough of to know she was continuing to insult me in the least polite ways.

I locked my arm under her chin. Time for a little treat.

I started to choke her.

Maybe even a freak like her had never had this happen. She clutched at my arm, gasping, her air cut off, my cock still buried all the way inside her.

I hope she was scared, but I wasn’t worried. I’m plenty good at chokes. I flexed my arm just enough to cut off the blood flow to her brain, and there was no chance she’d do more than partially lose consciousness.

Now, I’ve been choked out a couple times, and lack of oxygen to the brain is quite a good high. The world swims and you just sort of float off into the dark. But I controlled it; I didn’t let her pass out, I let her come back, and she screamed and gurgled, and then I tightened it again, timing it to another long deep thrust.

Some people do it to themselves – autoerotic asphyxia, it’s called. Sometimes they die from it.

She began to spasm from oxygen starvation, and she screamed breathlessly, cumming again and again, and I blew my load into the condom and we rode it out together, my choke hold turning into a tender and desperate embrace. I buried my face in her sweet-smelling hair and soft neck.

I set her gently back onto her high heels, which amazingly had not come off during the act, and peeled off the condom and tossed it into the nearby dumpster.

“You think I’m fucked up, Wade?” she whispered, hugging against me.

“Hard to think otherwise,” I said through gritted teeth. “Are you going to tell me now?”

I felt her head nod against me. “I’ll tell you everything I know. I told you I know where they meet, but not when. They arrange the meetings at random, but do them in the same place.”

“I have that covered,” I said. That’s what Valeria and Emma were for.

“Rob him, and this will be the end for Sergey. He’s fucked up enough times, my father will put him down for this.”

“No security? No cars full of men with machine guns?”

“They think nobody would be stupid enough to rob them. Volkov’s guy paying off a crooked cop, there’s nobody desperate or crazy enough for that,” she said.

“Do I seem desperate or crazy to you?” I asked.

“Just crazy enough,” she whispered.
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Chapter 5:  The Edge


Emma

Sitting in my super-short skirt in the dark bedroom of the Russian gangster, I was starting to feel less like a super spy than like a super slut.

I’d wanted a more interesting life, I guess, and now I had it.

Be careful what you wish for.

The cocaine and alcohol rushed through me as I watched my Russian friend Valeria slowly strip, as the muscular and heavily tattooed Russian gangster sat shirtless on the edge of the bed, smoking a cigar.

My head was spinning. 

It had all seemed like such great fun.

I mean, robbing the Russian mafia, right?

What could go wrong?

Yeah.

Valeria and I got to the club around midnight, just as it was starting to jump. We’d been partying at her apartment – a nice-sized place a short taxi ride from the club, in the heart of the Russian part of the city – just the two of us, since Wade was off being mysterious somewhere. We laughed and talked and drank – you can imagine she had some stories, most of them about sex -- and I only hesitated a minute when she pulled out some cocaine.

After I sniffed it, I had no hesitations about anything anymore.

So, let’s see, in the last three weeks, I’d become a party girl. I’d fucked my stepbrother. I’d made out with Valeria, while my stepbrother fucked her, and we’d sucked each other’s tits, too. We hadn’t had full-on sex, yet, I guess, that was something.

But now I was a coke-snorting club kid.

We got to the club and we quickly established that we were the hottest girls there and were out for a SERIOUS good time.

I know that Valeria had a friend named Gabriella, a half-Venezuelan, half-African girl who was about as exotically beautiful as you could imagine, and I’d heard all kind of stories about how the two of them slutted it up together – at clubs, at our school even, although they’d both graduated the year before.

But Gabriella was abroad for the summer, so now I was Valeria’s other half.

A poor substitute? Well. I’d always been kind of shy, kind of mousy and bookish, but in the last year I’d been learning a lot about how to be sexy. Hell, I’d learned a lot in the last three weeks, obviously.

My tits were my best feature – recently and perhaps not even fully developed yet at 36 C, so I was wearing a tight black transparent lace top, my black Wonderbra clearly visible beneath it, my tits packaged for maximum effectiveness, and a short white skirt. Valeria was wearing a pink skirt even shorter than mine and a tiny, tight white top with no bra.  Her tender little nipples seemed to be hard pretty consistently, and I really wanted to touch them again, and when I’d suggested it at Valeria’s apartment, she’d kissed me on the lips and told me to wait for the club.

She had her trademark red Louboutins on, and Wade my dear badass cage-fighting ass-fucking stepbrother had bought me a black pair the day previously, down payment for the enormous crime he’d asked us to commit.

Also, Wade had requested Valeria wear no panties, which was a little confusing as he’d expressed a fondness for seeing us in underwear. “It’s for your mission,” he said vaguely.

At the club, Valeria and I danced and made out and took drinks from all the various gangsters, fighters, ballers, peacocks and posers that hung out there, basking in the attention and lost in the music and the lights. We danced on tables, and made out some more. And finally, she let me touch her tits again.

And of course, as planned, Sergey eventually came up to us and invited to his VIP box for champagne and more coke.

I’d heard about Sergey, but he was perhaps more handsome even then I’d heard. His features were angular and chiseled and his eyes were a bright green, like Valeria’s. He was a little older – in his 30s – but that just gave him more presence. He was not as tall as Wade, but bigger; he had the body of a professional bodybuilder.

I’d heard the term Alpha Male a lot, but here was a guy who was clearly Large and In Charge.

Everybody in the club deferred to him and got out of his way, even the powerful fighters and rich rappers and ballers who hung around there. He was basically second-in-command of the most powerful crime organization in town, and quite frankly, he oozed confidence and power. This was a guy who could deal with problems. Any problems.

And my brother Wade wanted me to plant a bug in his room, so he could rob him.

My head was spinning with it. Me, at the coolest and probably the most dangerous club in town? With one of the coolest and hottest girls in town? After getting fucked by one of the hottest and most dangerous guys in town, who just happened to be my stepbrother? 

The mind boggled.

It all seemed like a funny lark, kids playing pretend, until he took Valeria and I up to his room.

Valeria had made it clear to me; if I didn’t want to fuck Sergey, she would certainly be happy to, and I could pretend that I was sick or whatever.

In any event, it was my job to plant the listening device.

It was a tiny little thing, not too much bigger than a button, and I clutched it in my sweaty palm while Valeria did a very nice strip tease.

Stick it behind the headboard of his bed, Wade had suggested. Or under a table.

Would the sofa be okay? The little device had one sticky, adhesive side; I just had to scratch it with my thumbnail to reveal the sticky part, and it would be good to go.

We’d started making out and dancing again, both of us high as kites, when we got to Sergey’s private room above the club, Valeria and I, and Sergey was happy to smoke a cigar and watch that.

Valeria was sex personified; young and as vital and full of so much personality and lust that she could barely contain it. Some girls who acted slutty, you got the impression they were empty vessels that needed to be filled with something.

But Valeria?

She was just overflowing.

She pushed me down on the sofa, and put her favorite song on the sound system, and she danced – I mean, she danced. And she slowly eased her top and skirt off, until she was dancing in nothing but her Louboutins.

My panties were wet just watching her of course, but I realized also that my mouth was dry and my palms were sweaty and I was beginning to feel a bit dizzy.

Sergey was watching her, but I could see his eyes linger on me occasionally. I smiled back seductively, letting my eyes fill with lust. Which I felt, definitely.

He stood up and stripped out of his expensive suit until he was down to his black boxers, which looked to be silk. The tattoos were elaborate, most of them, but some of them looked to have been done in the jailhouse.

And the scars. He had several long, ugly scars on his arms, and a few puckered ones that looked like punctures. Stab wounds? Gun shots?

I started to feel fear.

What if he caught me with the listening device? What would he do to me? 

Beat me?

Kill me? 

Sergey finished his cigar and stood up and put his arms around Valeria. She threw her arms around his neck and tried to kiss him.

He turned his head away, as if kissing was distasteful to him.

“Your friend looks a little ill,” he said, turning his laser-eyes on me.

Oh shit.

I smiled and let my eyes go wide, playing the ingenue.  “I don’t drink very often,” I said. “And I don’t often get to meet … important people.”

He smiled at me, in a way that made me think of Shark Week.

I smiled back, eyes wide, and sat up straight, thrusting my tits out, and putting my arms behind me.

If I stuffed the listening device in the sofa cushions, would it pick up any sound? Somehow that seemed like a bad place for it. But I pushed it in there for a minute so I could use my hands freely.

I peeled off my transparent top and left it on the sofa next to me.

“Oh, I love your tits,” moaned Valeria.

Sergey simply nodded. “Spread your legs,” he said.

I hiked my skirt up and let him see; they were white lace. This had also been his recommendation. I’d been thinking black, but he said, “He wants young girls, so he probably either wants no panties or white panties.”

Sergey was known to bring at least two – sometimes three – girls back here per night. That was how Wade figured that nobody would connect us to the listening device.

I admit, that had sort of turned me on at first, but now it seemed kind of … icky.

“Take off your skirt, also,” he said.

I stood and unzipped it and squirmed it down over my hips and let it fall at my feet, and then stepped out of it.

Sergey stepped forward and inspected me up and down, licking his lips, close enough for me to feel his body heat and smell his musk.

I closed my eyes, aware that I was practically breathless now.

“She actually looks kind of … scared,” said Sergey.

Valeria smiled. “She’s never been with a Russian before. But I think you can win her over. Why don’t you fuck me first, and she can watch?”

Sergey smiled again, and extended his hand to me.

Heart pounding, I took his hand and moved close to him, feeling tiny.

He put his arm around me. “I can smell the fear on you. I can see you tremble. I like it. It shows that you’re not stupid,” he said.

Then he lifted me and threw me on the big bed which was the centerpiece of the room.

He bent down to kiss me, his full lips tasting of cigars, and he took my wrists in his powerful hands, and the next think I knew, I was handcuffed to the headboard.

“Hey,” I said, “What the fuck?” I rattled the handcuffs as he sat back to watch me. There were no fake love-cuffs with fur lining; there were cold hard steel.

“I don’t want you running away scared,” he said.

I looked to Valeria.

She looked at him and then at me. “That will hold the little bitch,” she said sweetly.

“What are you doing!” I said. “Let me go!”

My heart was pounding and I felt like I was about to piss myself. He’d found out about the device somehow, and now he was going to hurt me. I found myself hoping he’d just hurt me and not kill me.

Sergey laughed at that. “I love to watch you squirm.”

Valeria bent down and kissed me on the neck and whispered in my ear, “Don’t be scared. It’s just kinky stuff he likes, he’s not going to hurt you.”

Sergey said, “You can fasten her legs.”

Valeria fished around in the gap at the base of the mattress and found handcuffs on longer chains and fastened one around my left ankle, and I kicked weakly as she pulled the other leg out so my legs were spread. One of my high heels was still on; the other had fallen off.

Sergey did something to the chains where they went under the mattress, and it took almost all the slack out of them.

Valeria was sitting on the bed on her knees, still wearing nothing but her Louboutins, stroking my bare and very vulnerable stomach with her fingertips, looking up at the muscular Russian gangster with lust in her eyes.

“Oh god,” I moaned. She was in on it, somehow, of course she was, she was going to help this monster hurt me.

My eyes started to fill with tears. “Don’t hurt me,” I said. “Please, Valeria, don’t hurt me.”

“I love listening to girls beg in English,” said Sergey. “Sounds like music.”

Valeria was feeling my breasts now, through the black silk push-up; I was aware my nipples were hard and my pussy was still wet.

And then he pulled out the knife.

It was fucking gigantic. It must have been close to a foot long. It gleamed in the soft indirect lighting in the room.

Valeria’s eyes widened, but her look of lust didn’t change much.

Oh god, what the fuck had I gotten myself into? The urge to piss myself again had me holding my breath.

Valeria bent and whispered in my ear again. “It’s called knife play, it’s just a BDSM thing, he’s not going to hurt you I swear.”

My eyes didn’t leave the knife.

Sergey swished the knife through the air in diagonal and back-and-forth patterns, some kind of routine he’d practiced.

“Is she telling you not to be afraid?” he asked, sounding amused.

Valeria looked up and bit her lip. For the first time, she looked a little uncertain.

“I can do anything I want to you two, you know. Make no mistake about that.”

He sat on the edge of the bed, and pressed the edge of the knife against my throat.

Valeria was staying very still now; her hands came up and covered her own breasts. “Sergey … please …” she began.

“Shut up,” he said.

The cold steel of the knife against my throat was hard and sharp, but I barely felt it; I felt like I was very far away.

“So soft and delicate. This knife would cut through your neck like … butter.”

His eyes were blazing.

He took the knife and slid the edge of it down over the slope of my cleavage.

I was aware I was holding my breath, and the room was spinning around me, and he moved the edge of the cold cold steel over the top slopes of my breasts. If there had been hair there, it would have shaved it off. My whole body exploded with tingling goose pimples, and my pussy was throbbing.

“Be very still,” he said. “This knife is razor sharp. If you move suddenly, it could cut you … deeply …”

Then he carefully sliced through the strap between the cups of my push-up bra; my breasts sprang free.

My jaw began trembling and the tears started flowing. “Please don’t,” I said.

He smiled, and reached down and pulled his fully erect cock out of his boxer shorts.

“Please don’t what?” He ran the flat of the knife blade over my breast and teased one erect nipple with the sharp tip of it. The cold seemed to sink into me, and I started to shiver.

“Please don’t cut me,” I whispered. My heart was hammering hard, and black clouds were gathering at the edge of my vision; I was about to lose consciousness.

“Don’t cut you?” he said, clearly savoring my terror, still smiling the cold smile. He used the flat part of the cold blade to caress my stomach, and then finally touched it to the lace-covered mound between my legs. “Don’t cut you, but instead just fuck you?”

“Yes,” I said. “Fuck me, please, but don’t cut me.”

He pulled my panties off my stomach with two fingers so the knife could get under them, and they made a whispering sound as the knife sliced easily through them.

“Oh god,” I moaned. I could barely breathe.

He pulled the sliced pieces of lace out from under me, and stuffed them into my open mouth.

Then he was on me, crushing me, feeling like he was made of rock, his huge cock entering me, filling me and stretching me, feeling like it was impaling me, and now Valeria was next to me, kissing my neck and whispering in my ear, “Oh god baby I’m so sorry please please it’s okay let go and cum for us baby don’t be afraid.”

He hammered into me, and I struggled against the chains that held me and screamed through the panties.

And I came, and I shuddered, and I felt myself squirting, choking on my own panties, and he fucked me harder, and I came again, and again, and I cried like a baby while I did so.
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Chapter 6: The End


Wade

My stepsister was a bit freaked out after the Russian mafia boss held her at knifepoint and fucked her.

Okay, I mean, I guess that’s a normal reaction.

But hey, it was for a good reason right? How else were we going to rob the guy?

I met them at Valeria’s apartment the morning after, when they finally limped home at 7:00am, both thoroughly hungover and debauched, makeup smeared and hair mussed.

Emma, in fact, was in shock. She was pale and trembling, her eyes huge.

“He was going to cut me,” she kept repeating.

“He never actually threatened to cut you,” said Valeria. “It’s just knife play, it’s a bit of kink, that all. He didn’t hurt you, I knew he wasn’t going to hurt you.” Valeria was speaking in a consoling voice, as you’d speak to a child, gently stroking Emma’s hair.

We bathed her and gave her some vitamins, some hot green tea, and finally, a Valium, and we tucked her into bed, where she continued to shiver.

“I thought I was bleeding,” she said.

Valeria explained that Emma had squirted while cumming, and thought she was bleeding.

Squirting. Whoa.

I’d heard a lot of moaning and crying out on the listening device I’d given them, of course, but the sound wasn’t great.

“The listening device,” I said, as she calmed down. “Where did you put it?”

“In the sofa,” she whispered. “Between the cushions.”

Oh for fuck’s sake. It wouldn’t pick up sound well there, and it would be easily found.

Well, I probably should have given the listening device to Valeria. She was considerably less easily shaken than my stepsister.

When Emma passed out, Valeria was still smoking a cigarette and looking at me speculatively, fresh out of the shower, wrapped in a pink towel. 

“You’re not too tired?” I asked.

She shook her head, smiling.

“Did he fuck your ass?” I asked.

She shook her head, smiling.

Now this was my kind of girl.

I had brought some condoms, of course.

“Get on your hands and knees,” I said.

She pulled her little pink towel up and showed me her round pink ass.

It was more pink after I’d finished with it.

Monitoring the listening device turned out to be a little more complicated than I thought. I was recording everything, but I had no idea when he was going to make the arrangements, which meant I didn’t know how long I’d have to wait.  It was a sound-activated device and the program that goes with it shows me when it’s recording something, and what time it recorded things, and allows me to listen on my phone to the portions it has recorded separately.

Elena, the daughter of the Russian billionaire mob boss Ivan Volkov, had found out where the meetings were happening and when the last one was, and passed the information to me. I knew the last one had happened about a month previously, and I knew it was at an abandoned hotel, on a hill overlooking the city. It had been the beginning of a development that had failed, and the cost of tearing all the shit down and carting it away exceeded whatever value the land had. It had been deserted for years. As Elena understood it, they always met there.

I knew I could get there before they did. I had rented a room at a cheap hotel full of meth-heads and hookers and it was about ten minutes from the place. They’d be looking for cars along the road, but I had a plan. I’d gotten my old dirt bike out of storage and I was going to take it up the back of the hill.

I had set my phone to alert me whenever the device was recording, but I couldn’t do much else but wait. I paced around, did push-ups and sit-ups and squats, drank a shit load of coffee and ae delivered pizza and cat napped, and watched a lot of dumb movies on cable without really seeing them. I knew somebody cleaned Sergey’s room at the club there every couple days, changing the sheets on his bed after his nightly orgies, but I hoped they didn’t pay much attention to the sofa.

I was tense though, since it could be found at any time.

I talked to Emma on the phone; she was staying with Valeria while our parents were on a vacation to Maui. She was still pissed, and didn’t want to see me.

Well, whatever. Soon I’d be gone to Brazil and there were plenty of hot pieces of ass down there. Some of the hookers in the parking lot weren’t bad, but I figured I had better keep a low profile. A dick like mine would be remembered.

Finally, 4 days after we’d planted the device, I heard it. Just as I’d finished the pizza I’d ordered, just as the sun was going down

Not much of a greeting beyond, “Da.” And then, in Russian, “Tonight, 10:30pm.”

The actual robbery turned out to be easy. I knew that the Russians would be meeting with the Chief of Detectives of the city to deliver a bag full of money and discuss matters that concerned them both. I knew they were taking a bit of security, but not much, because they figured nobody would be stupid or ballsy enough to rob a cop and the Russian mob.

They didn’t count on me. 

I hid the dirt bike in some bushes, and went in through the back of the abandoned motel. It was all sprayed with graffiti and every window was broken; in my opinion a bad place for a meet just because there were so many places to hide. But they didn’t want to meet in public because they didn’t want to be seen together, and they didn’t want to meet on the other’s turf. They wanted a private place to discuss the usual corrupt bullshit.

They had agreed to come alone to these meets, which was also kind of dumb. I guess they didn’t want security guys overhearing their intrigues, or maybe didn’t want their goons flexing nuts at each other. They’d set up a motion detector around the perimeter of the place, but it wasn’t hard to get around it since I knew it was there. A car full of thugs came by and checked the place before the two main men arrived, but they weren’t looking too hard, and they didn’t see me. I think they were just making sure no homeless people or drugged out kids had wandered up there. 

Finally, the cop and the mobster arrived, and they parked their cars opposite each other and got out and even bumped fists.

I basically just snuck up and threw a stun grenade at them.

I’d brought a few of them back from my last hitch as a military contractor, along with some knives, an AK-47, and some other fun stuff. We had our own transport and no customs.

The flash-bang went off right at their feet, and I rushed across the parking lot before the two of them could stand up and went to work on them with my collapsible baton, slamming them both around the heads and shoulders before they could stand up again. I removed both of their guns from their belts and tossed them, and then grabbed the duffle bag of money and got on my dirt bike before either of them had fully regained consciousness.

Easy as pie.

What surprised me, I should say, was the amount of money. When I got to the rental car I’d stashed in a secluded place nearby, I counted it.

It was almost half a million dollars. Mostly in hundreds and twenties, it pretty much filled up the gym bag. Some of it was banded in stacks and some of it was loose.

This was a percentage of the money the nightclub made, as well as the drugs and the gambling on the illegal fights there. I knew it would be a lot, but I had no idea it would be THAT much.

This made me a little more worried about what they were going to do to get it back.

I figured that Sergey fucked so many chicks, he’d have no idea which ones had planted the bug there, but what if he just decided to round up every girl he’d fucked in the last week, or the last month/ They’d figure out it was me when I disappeared, but I figured once I was out of the city I was out of Sergey’s sphere of influence.

I had rented a nondescript Toyota with a fake name and a stolen credit card number, and I was planning to abandon it at the train station two towns away and get a train down to the border. All I had to do was call Emma and tell her where I was leaving their share of the money; Valeria had already rented a locker at the station and given me the combination.

I’d estimated that the money would be about $100,000 max, and had promised them $20,000.

Should I leave them more?

Nah. They both had rich daddies anyway.

What they didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them.

I called Emma’s phone from the train station.

And Sergey answered.

I nearly shit myself.

“Yeah, that was clever,” admitted Sergey. “You took the money from me like taking candy from a baby, isn’t that what the Americans say?”

I didn’t say anything.

“But did you really think I wouldn’t figure out who left the bug?”

I sighed. “Maybe I just didn’t care.”

“Well, you probably didn’t know that we had access to Valeria’s fingerprints through immigration department records, and we found them on that stupid little bug she left.”

“Aw shit,” I said. “God damn, you could do that so fast?”

“The cop did it,” he said. “I can promise you, anyway, that we will get at least a half million dollars’ of use out of these two young ladies.”

I didn’t say anything. Fuck this …

“Bring the money to the club,” he said. “Maybe I’ll trade you for … oh, one of them, I guess. Or one of your balls.”

“Fuck you,” I said, and hung up.

Emma

I thought things were about as bad as they were going to get.

Raped at knifepoint by a Russian gangster, after letting my inner slut run loose.

After fucking my stepbrother on the pool table.

Yeah, bad as it could be. The bottom.

It’s stupid to think like that, though because you’re practically daring the universe to slap you down.

I lay in Valeria’s bed crying for most of the first two days.

Valeria was patient with me. “Sweet baby,” she would say, and cuddle up next to me and hold me. “I know, I know.”

I’m sure she did know, actually.

“I know that it’s hard to know what you want,” she said. “Sex can … cloud your judgement.”

“It doesn’t seem to bother you,” I said.

“I’m used to it,” she said. “I made my decisions about my life and I’m going to live with those decisions. You made a choice, maybe it was wrong for you, but you can always change what you’re going to do next. If you don’t like this life, don’t live it, live a life that you do like.”

That made me cry harder.

Finally, I stopped crying and we went out for a long walk in the park and talked about things other than sex. We liked some of the same movies, it seemed, and she had travelled a lot, something which I’d always wanted to do, so we talked about that. We went to the gym together and she showed me some yoga that really seemed to help relax me.

Wade called, and asked if we wanted to meet somewhere and fuck.

“I thought we weren’t supposed to see each other until you did it,” I said.

‘Well I’m bored and horny,” he said.

“Fuck yourself then,” I said and hung up.

One the third night, Valeria and I had sex. It started with a massage, and I pulled her head down and kissed her and then I rolled her over and kissed her all over and went down on her, and before I knew it we were in the 69 position. My god, the girl could really lick. We must have stayed like that for a half-hour, and I think I came about five times.

On the fourth night, we went out to a movie and had a late dinner together, and then went to a bar where we talked to each other and fended off the dudes who tried to hit on us.

We had just parked outside Valaeria’s apartment at about 2:00 am when the black Esplanade with Sergey in it pulled up beside the car.

The bruises on Sergey’s face were not nearly as scary as his frown. Valeria tried to lie her way out of it, and then she threatened to call her father, who was a powerful dude in his own right. But he was back in Russia, of course, and he finally gave her a slap across the face and took her phone away and pulled us both into the Esplanade. There were two other big muscular Russian dudes with him, so there was no escaping.

For the second time in a week, I was helpless in the grips of a sadistic Russian mobster.

And it was mostly my own dumb fucking fault.

An hour or so later, Valeria and I were both handcuffed to opposite posts of the cage in the basement where they performed the illegal fights.

It was a Monday, so the club had been closed that day.

I was still in my underwear, but Valeria had already been stripped naked and fucked once by the obviously very irate Sergey. He was not at all gentle with her, but she bit back the screams of pain and kept her eyes closed and her mouth shut throughout.

Naked in the middle of the ring, Sergei took his knife from the pile of clothes he had left there. He made a point of showing it to me – the same one from the other night.

“Did you miss me, little whore?”

I didn’t say anything.

“It would seem so. Otherwise, why would you do something so stupid that would practically guarantee seeing me again?”

“You know, your English isn’t bad,” I said. Trying not to show how scared I was and failing, I nonetheless saw his expression darken a bit.

“I can only tell you that your life is going to take a major turn for the worse,” he said. “So you’d better learn to be polite.”

“Shove that knife up your ass,” I said with a defiance I didn’t feel. I was just hoping he’d kill me quickly and get it over with.

“I like you, Emma. I might have to cut that nasty tongue of yours out. You could still suck dick okay with no tongue, I guess. Maybe I’ll take your teeth out, too.”

He took his belt from the trousers he’d left in the center of the ring and slapped it in his palm sharply a few times. “I’m not going to cut you, not just yet,” he said, and sliced the belt down across my thighs. I turned my body around to get away from it and he spent about five minutes flogging me across the ass and back with his belt, and it felt like being set on fire, and I was crying and blubbering like a baby by the time he stopped. I was aware that Valeria was screaming at him to leave me alone, to beat her, that it had all been her idea.

I didn’t say a word.

Finally he said, “Well, that was a nice beginning, but I’m going to smoke a cigar and have a vodka. You girls can just hang there for a while and think about what comes next.”

He left us alone and walked out of the dark ring area, disappearing through a heavy metal door, leaving us under bright overhead lights surrounded by empty seats and the smell of smoke and sweat and our own terror.

Valeria tried to assure me that everything would be all right, but I didn’t answer, I was just trying to squirm my hands out of the handcuffs. It wasn’t going to work, I was just hurting myself.

Sergey appeared again some indefinite time later, but this time he wasn’t alone.

This time Wade was with him.

Wade’s hands were on his head, and another burly Russian was holding him at gunpoint..

Wade

All right, I fucked up.

Kind of late to admit it, maybe. I thought I could fix it. I mean, I took Sergey down once easily enough, right?

I tried to sneak into the club, but it was a pretty secure place.

One of the security guards surprised me as I was trying to pick the lock on a side entrance. He threw open the door and I barely managed to knock him out before he fired his gun. I grappled with him for too long – he was a fighter in training, too – and by the time I’d broken his arm and  pounded his head against the concrete walls of the emergency exit corridor, another guy was already at the end of the hallway pointing a gun at me.

I thought I’d let him get close enough and try to take the gun from him, but he didn’t give me the chance. Somebody had taught him a thing or two. He led me into the main dance floor, and Sergey was sitting there with a vodka in his hand waiting for me.

He came over and kicked me in the leg, the bad knee, and pain exploded through me but I managed to get a hold of his throat and his forearm and had my fingers sinking in but the other guard stepped in and smashed me on the top of the head with his gun.

When the lights stopped flashing, I realized I was on the floor, and the two of them were kicking me in the stomach and the legs. I kept trying to get up but my knee kept giving out on me.

Finally, they stopped and let me stand, and the guard was still holding me at gunpoint.

“Money?” asked Sergey.

“Somewhere safe,” I said. “Nearby.”

“Come on,” said Sergey. “Let’s go see your sister.”

“Stepsister,” I said, spitting blood from my split lips at him.

Valeria was naked and Emma was in her white bra and panties, and I’m not ashamed to say I felt a momentary twinge of arousal and my dick flinched seeing them strung up like that.

Even in a situation like that, I could still think with my dick.

Sergey opened the cage and the guard pointed the gun at me carefully as I walked inside.

“Emma,” I croaked. “I’m sorry.”

Sergey shook his head. “You dumb shit. You want her back? All right. It was a fight over women that started this, let it be a fight over women that ends it.”

I nodded my head. “Want to get Denis in here? For a fair fight? Finally? Winner take all?”

Sergey laughed. “No, how about flesh versus steel?”

And he lunged at me with his knife before any of us even had a chance to realize what was happening.

Emma screamed, and I felt the knife slice through my sweatshirt and through my side as I lurched away from Sergei.

It felt … cold, that’s how I’d describe it. But Sergey was now close enough to grab and I grabbed his knife hand and punched him hard in the face with the other hand, and then managed to put all my weight behind shoving him towards the guard with the gun.

The guard was mindful enough to hold the gun to the side as Sergey’s heavy weightlifter body collided with him, and I was trying to drive forward, and I knew now that getting the gun was going to decide all this.

We were a tangle of big muscular sweaty bodies on the floor, and I felt the knife pierce me again, in my arm this time, and then in my side again, cracking off a rib, and I hammer-fisted the guard on the side of the head again and again, felt my fist slide off his sweaty bald head but then he was out, and I drove towards Sergey and saw the gun and grabbed the arm and threw all my weight on it, and the gun spun away …

But my knee gave out and my arm was suddenly wet with blood and too weak to raise, and leverage was gone and the knife slashed my chest, and Sergey punched me in the face several times and then he had me in a rear choke, and I felt the knife press against my throat and I realized I was going to die …

And then I heard a gunshot.

I looked up and Valeria was standing there naked, with the guard’s gun in her hand, and Sergey and was lying dead, a bullet in his skull.

The guard was struggling to his feet, and Valeria shot him in the face, too.

When my ears stopped ringing, I realized Emma was screaming.

Fucking Russians, I thought and looked at the blood around me and passed out again.

Emma

It didn’t look at all like the movies, none of it.

The fight was a tangle of sweaty bodies with no choreography or grace, and the blood was much darker than the blood you saw in movies. I didn’t have any idea who was winning. Time slowed to a crawl in which I was very aware of my own breathing and my own heartbeat and my own precious, precious mortality.

And all the dumb decisions that had brought me here.

And then I saw Valeria slide out of her handcuffs. I guess her wrists were skinnier than mine; but I saw both her hands were bleeding, she’d ripped flesh escaping. A shame, I remember thinking, she had such beautiful little hands.

She picked up the gun on the mat and shot Sergey in the back of the head.

That didn’t look like the movies either.

His head didn’t explode or anything. He just flopped down on the canvas with a round black hole in the back of his head, and that was it.

Then she shot the other one in the face, and he flopped flat, also.

I was aware of my screaming, but Valeria looked at me with her cool green eyes and I stopped, and she found the handcuff keys in Sergey’s pocket.

Wade

I woke up in the backseat of a big car, and was aware I was shirtless and covered with dried blood and tampons.

Tampons! Somebody knew that maxi-pads were good for patching up lacerations. 

That brought it all back. The fight, the stabbing, the gunshot.

Valeria was driving the big car.

Emma sat opposite her in the front seat.

“Emma,” I groaned. “I’m so sorry.”

“Yeah,” said Valeria. “You’re about the sorriest hunk of shit I know.”

“Emma, forgive me. Come with me to Brazil.”

“Fuck you,” said Emma. “I don’t need any more of your bullshit, Wade. We’re done.”

“Where did you stash the money?” asked Valeria.

I told her where it was hidden, in a park not far from the club, and she nodded, and nobody spoke as we dove there and she got the money and started the car again.

“Where are we going now?” I croaked. I’d lost so much blood I felt like I could barely move.

“Elena Volkova arranged a doctor for you,” said Valeria. She looked absolutely flawless, not a hair out of place and her makeup was perfect. I’d seriously underestimated this girl; she’d blown two men away without even batting an eye, and looked good doing it.

“You know Elena Volkova?” I asked.

“Yeah, I do,” said Valeria, without elaborating.

Had this even been my idea? I wondered. Maybe Elena Volkova had played me like a puppet from the beginning. Maybe she’d only hit on me because she knew it would pit me against Sergey.

“Emma?” I said. Emma looked beautiful, too; she’d gotten cleaned up somewhere along the way, also. But she didn’t answer me. She just looked straight ahead.

We all sank into morose silence. Outside the sun was beginning to rise.

After about twenty minutes. the big car pulled up in front of a small house in a nondescript part of town, and Valeria got out and opened the door for me. “Come on, Brute. Out. Go knock on the door, the doctor is expecting you.”

I painfully got out; my knee was completely shot and I couldn’t put weight on it.

“What about the money?” I said.

She opened the bag and handed me a stack of bills. “I think that’s about 20 thousand. I think we earned the rest, don’t you?”

“Emma,” I said, leaning into the window to look at her. “Please, come with me. Please, I’ll never risk you like that again. I came back for you, didn’t I? I knew I couldn’t live with myself. I … I love you, Emma. Come with me.”

Finally, she looked at me.

“Fuck off, Wade,” Emma said firmly.

Valeria smiled. “Good choice, Emma. There are plenty of big dicks attached to hot bods out there, and some of them even have brains.”

And she got in the car and the two of them drove away, leaving me alone in the harsh light of the rising sun.

I shook my head and sighed.

Fucking Russians …

The End … for now!
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Resisting one sexy barely-legal teenage school girl might have been possible.

But resisting two? 

They came back to the room, which also served as my office, after class, at 4:00pm. I’d written them up for using their telephones in class, and told them they’d get detention for it. 

Valeria was Russian; her family had come to America five years ago. She was tall and slim, with long blond hair, big green eyes, and smooth white skin.

Gabriella was American by birth, but her mother was Venezuelan and her father was from Kenya; she had long curly dark hair, and was shorter than Valeria but more curvaceous. Her skin had a lovely golden cocoa color.

They were both eighteen – they’d be graduating soon – and were two of the hottest girls in class, and they certainly knew it. Not that there were many men around to appreciate them, at this all-female academy. 

They both wore their uniforms, in accordance with regulations; plaid skirts – past the knee, of course – and white blouses, with a necktie with the school insignia. And white socks with their plain flat brown shoes.

They came into the room as confident as a couple of lionesses. 

“Teacher!” pouted Valeria, sitting on the edge of my desk. “We’re so upset that you gave us detention!”

“Well,” I said, pushing back in my chair and considering them. “You did something wrong, and you get punished. That’s the way the world works.”

“But detention! Sitting in the library for two hours after school? It’s awful!” complained Gabriella.

“Yeah, we weren’t doing anything! Really! I was just sending Gabriella a picture that I made last night. Do you want to see it?”

She put her Iphone on my desk, a picture on the screen; it was a picture of her in pink lace bra and panties, posing on her bed, nibbling on a school pen. 

I looked at it, and then at her. “Really, Valeria. Sexting? You might get two days of detention.”

She smiled at me. “Sexting? What sexting! I just wanted to show Gabriella the new underwear that I bought in the city yesterday. It’s nice, isn’t it? Don’t you like it?”

“It’s nice,” I admitted. “You remember that it’s against regulations to wear colored underwear with your white blouse, though, I hope.”

She smiled at me then pulled off her necktie, standing in front of my desk. “Oh, I follow the rules, teacher. You want to see?” Valeria deftly opened the first button of her blouse and toyed with the second. “Hmm, sir? Do you want to check, and make sure my bra is the right color?”

Gabriella removed her tie also. “Mine, too sir. Do you want to see mine? We follow the rules!”

“Well,” I said, throat dry and my erection already starting to swell. “I don’t know, taking off your uniforms, that would definitely be against regulations.” I pushed my chair back from my desk to appreciate these two gorgeous young creatures.

Valeria made a pouty noise. “Well I don’t have to take it off, I can just open it a little. . .” she opened the second button and leaned over, putting her arms on my desk, cupping her breasts between her arms and looking at me with those big green eyes as she displayed the beautiful firm pale cleft of her cleavage.

Gabriella moved closer to Valeria and said, “Don’t take all of his time up, you show off! He has to check mine, too!” She opened her blouse even further than Valeria – the second and third buttons -- and bent over to show her golden breasts and the white lace bra in which they were held.

“Well, girls . . . I uh, I’m not sure we’re following regulations here …” My heart was thudding and I felt light-headed.

Valeria stood up, pulling her blouse closed but not buttoning it. “Oh, regulations! I know, there are so many of them. It’s hard to keep from breaking them.” 

Gabriella also stood up and pointed at Valeria. “In fact, she has on black panties today. I know the school rules don’t specifically address the color of our panties, but it kind of suggests that we need to wear white. To match the bras, I mean.”

“Well, I think you have freedom, on that issue,” I said, feeling myself start to sweat.

Valeria and Gabriella smiled at each other.

“Did you hear that, Val?” Gabriella said. “Your black panties are okay!” 

“Anyway,” said Valeria, looking me in the eye. “It’s not fair, is it? Are there rules about what kind of underwear the teachers have to wear?”

“No,” I admitted.  “But you’re the students, and that’s just the way it is ...” 

“Well, you’re not so much older than us, are you?” asked Gabriella, stepping around the desk and moving closer to me.

“I’m 29,” I said.

“So you remember what it was like to be 18,” said Valeria, moving around to my other side. “To be young and full of energy.” 

“Yeah! Life is so full of … distractions … at this age!” said Gabriella.

“Well, anyway, ladies, I told you not to use your phones in class, and you were doing it.” I tried to take a stand. “If you think coming in here and flashing your breasts at me is enough to get me to cancel that … “

They were both standing close to me, on either side of my desk chair, and I could practically feel the body heat coming off of them.

“Oh but sir!” said Valeria. “No, we didn’t come here for that!” She stepped backwards.

“No sir!” said Gabriella. “We know we need to be punished. But we were thinking, detention, it’s just so boring! And it takes so long. Can’t we do something that could be over more quickly?”  She moved away also.

“For example?” I asked.

Valeria leaned over my desk again and displayed the cleavage between her beautiful young firm breasts again and the white smooth satin bra that encased them.

“Spanking,” said Valeria, finally, batting her huge wet eyes at me, unsmiling.

“You girls know that corporal punishment is not allowed at this academy,” I said, weakly.

“Oh, yes sir!” said Valeria. “I know, a big strong man spanking little girls like us? That would be totally inappropriate!”

“Absolutely! Your big hands on our soft little bottoms? It’s unthinkable,” said Gabriella, mockingly.

The two of them were circling me and my desk like vultures, now.

Finally Valeria came closer to me, leaning down to speak in my ear. “We think we should spank each other.”

I just looked at them, and it must have been a stunned look, because they both laughed.

“No, really sir!” said Valeria. “Don’t worry, I’ll spank her hard!”

“Yeah!” said Gabriella. “I won’t have any mercy. I will spank her ass until it’s red!”

“We’ll do it right here,” said Valeria, and leaned over my desk so that I could see her cleavage again and so her ass was right in position for Gabriella to spank.

I tried to speak, knowing I should protest, but knowing that I was never going to.

“You might want to stand up, or move your chair a little, sir, so that you can see … so that you know that I’m not taking it easy on her.”

“I can see fine from here,” I said, looking at Valeria’s tits. She was just smiling at me -- a small, knowing smile.

“Are you ready to take your medicine, Valeria?” Gabriella said kindly, pulling Valeria’s plaid skirt up.

I had to stand up and see that; indeed, Valeria’s small string panties were black, and her legs and heart-shaped ass were every bit as beautiful and flawless and firm as the rest of her.

“All right,” said Valeria, licking her lips and closing her eyes.

Gabriella’s small hand slapped down on Valeria’s ass, eliciting a gasp from Valeria.

“Is that all right sir, or should I do it harder?” asked Gabriella.

“Harder,” I whispered.

Her hand flashed down on Valeria’s ass again, and there was a louder crack this time, and this time Valeria let out a little cry, then bit her full bottom lip and moaned.

“Is that good, sir?” asked Gabriella.

“Yes,” I said. “That’s just right.”

“Should I hit her again? How many licks does she get?”

“Uh,” I said, breathlessly. “I don’t know, really, how many do you think she deserves?”

“Oh, maybe ten? How about you, Val? How many do you think you deserve?”

“At least ten,” she said.

“Ten more, or ten total?” asked Gabriella.

“Ten more,” I said. They both smiled at me.

“Ready, Val?” said Gabriella, and smacked Valeria’s ass again, harder, and then harder again, and now she was really putting her weight into the spanks, and then a few more and the loud smacks echoed through the room as Valeria stifled her cries.

“Ohhh,” said Valeria. “How many is that?”

“That’s eight,” said Gabriella. “Four more. Come here, look sir! Her ass is nice and red.”

I stood up, mindful of the huge erection that was now very evident in my khakis, and saw that Valeria’s ivory-pale ass now had some bright red highlights.

“Yes,” I said. “Very good, Gabriella. You’re doing a good job.” 

Valeria now had her chest flat on the desk and purred, “Yes, Gabriella, I agree, you’re doing a very good job.”

I sat back in my desk chair and looked Valeria in the eye. “Are you going to break rules again, Valeria?”

“No, sir!” she said. “But I have four more spanks coming, and I’m afraid I’ll make too much noise. Can I suck on your finger while she spanks me?”

“I don’t think that’s appropriate, as we discussed. I’m not allowed to touch the students under any circumstances.”

“Even an emergency?”

“Well . . .” I considered. “I suppose, in an emergency.” This was certainly an emergency – I felt like I was going to have a heart attack if I didn’t touch her. “You could suck your own fingers,” I suggested.

“I can’t suck my own fingers, my fingernails are too long,” she pouted.

I extended my hand and she took my index finger in her wet mouth, rolling her tongue around it and tightening her lips around it. I couldn’t help but moan.

“Ready Val?” said Gabriella eagerly, and drew her arm back and gave Valeria four more hard spanks, putting a lot of energy into it.

Valeria moaned and gurgled around my finger, her tongue dancing around it. When she finally released my wet finger, I felt like I was about to cum in my pants.

“All right,” said Gabriella, bending down over the desk and assuming the position, again cupping her breasts between her elbows and eyeing the bulge in my pants, which I was now unable to keep from stroking.

Valeria was looking at me. “Aren’t you going to give her your finger, sir? We don’t want anybody to hear us!”

“I suppose we don’t,” I said hoarsely.

I put the first finger of my other hand in Gabriella’s mouth. She moaned and ran her tongue around it, as Valeria had done; but then she opened her mouth, took my hand and inserted both my ring finger and middle finger in her mouth.

“Ready?” asked Valeria, pulling Gabriella’s skirt up around her waist. “No problem here, sir; Gabriella’s panties are white. She likes white lace, don’t you Gabriella?”

Gabriella nodded and made an affirmative sound around my two fingers she was sucking.

Indicating the bulge in my crotch, Valeria said, “Sir, don’t worry if this turns you on. The school counselor tells me that it’s perfectly natural to get a bit excited at times like this.” 

I just nodded, both ashamed and more aroused than I’d ever been in my life.

Valeria raised her hand and brought it down hard on Gabriella’s ass, and Gabriella gurgled and took my fingers so far into her mouth that she gagged.

“Should I spank her the same? Is twelve times enough?”

I could only nod now; I was getting close to cumming, rubbing myself through my khakis.

Valeria swatted Gabriella’s ass three more times, putting just as much force into it as Gabriella had. Even muffled by my fingers, Gabriella was moaning more loudly than Valeria had.

“Gabby likes to be spanked, doesn’t she?” said Valeria, sweetly, stroking Gabriella’s long dark hair.

Gabriella spit my fingers out of her mouth and was looking up at me, eyes moist with tears and glazed with lust. “Sirrr,” she whined. “Give it to me, please, let me suck your cock while she spanks me …”

“I can’t,” I said, but felt my prostate starting to spasm and knew that I needed relief, and that the rules didn’t matter anymore.

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. Gabriella opened her mouth eagerly, like a baby bird, and closed her eyes as she took my engorged cock between her full lips and into her perfect wet mouth, meeting it with her lively tongue.

I cried out in pleasure, and Valeria was watching us closely and as the cock went into Gabriella’s mouth, Valeria’s hand flashed down again, eliciting another cry from Gabriella, now muffled by my cock.

With the six remaining spanks meeting the six thrusts into Gabriella’s hot wet mouth, I came with a cry of anguished pleasure, feeling like I was unloading from the very bottom of my body and soul.

Gabriella eagerly took every drop in her mouth.

Valeria made a happy sound, watching us closely, and then bent down to kiss Gabriella, sticking her tongue into that mouth that was full of my semen. The two moaned and kissed hard over my desk for a moment as I collapsed, breathless, into my desk chair.

But they weren’t finished with me.

They both stood up, as if they’d rehearsed it, and picked up their discarded neckties and began tying them around my forearms, binding me to the chair.

“Girls!” I said, still trying to catch my breath from the powerful orgasm I’d had. “What are you …?” 

They both tied my arms down with bow knots and smiled at me. I suppose I could have ripped my arms free – if I’d really wanted to. 

Valeria put her arms around Gabriella’s waist, and snuggled close to her, both of them smiling tauntingly down at me.

“We know you’re not allowed to touch the students, sir, so we want to help you resist temptation,” explained Gabriella, and planted another kiss on Valeria’s full lips, their tongues intertwining.

I just gasped and tried again to make a feeble protest. “Girls, this isn’t . . .”

“Not what?” said Valeria, bending down and rubbing her nose against mine. “Not allowed? You didn’t touch us!”

“A cock in my mouth, isn’t that touching?” asked Gabriella, innocently.

“No, I don’t think oral sex is specifically addressed in the school rules,” said Valeria. Valeria and Gabriella were unbuttoning their blouses now, and I could see their white bras and full breasts more fully now.

“Don’t take your shirt off, Val!” said Gabriella. “That would be against the regulations.”

“Oh, I know,” said Valeria, holding her shirt open with both hands. “See, sir? All white.”

Gabriella stood behind Valeria and snuggled up to her, cupping Valeria’s breasts from behind. “What do you think, sir? White enough?”

“Definitely,” I gasped.

“Her skin’s nice and white too, isn’t it?” said Gabriella, fanning one hand down to stroke Valeria’s flat stomach.

“Very,” I said.

“Do you like her tits, sir? It’s a shame you can’t touch them, they really feel nice ... so firm to the touch …”

“Yeah,” I croaked, “A terrible shame.”

Still feeling Valeria’s tits, Gabriella said, “I can feel her nipples right through the bra, sir, I think she’s excited.”

“I am,” said Valeria, her voice quavering with pleasure, and leaned her head back to kiss Gabriella.

“Is it okay if I pull her bra straps down and play with her nipples, sir?” asked Gabriella sweetly.

I could only nod. In my lap, my cock was starting to stir again, without even being touched.

“It’s okay, Gaby, I think the rules don’t address nipples, either,” said Valeria, moaning as Gabriella pulled the cups of her bra down and teased the big stiff pink nipples.

“I have such sensitive nipples, sir, oh it turns me on so much when she touches them,” groaned Valeria. “Even more than when she spanks me. Does that make me a bad girl?”

“Oh no,” I said hurriedly. “It’s perfectly natural, Valeria.”

“Did you hear that, Gabriella? The teacher thinks I’m a good girl,” purred Valeria.

“Well, you know . . . he put some things in our mouths, maybe we should put something nice in his mouth?” asked Gabriella, gently pinching Valeria’s nipples between her thumb and forefingers.

“Oh, I’d like that,” said Valeria. “How about you sir?”

“Yes,” I said, gasping.

“Like an apple for the teacher,” said Gabriella.

“Except it’s a nipple for the teacher,” said Valeria. She moved forward and pulled up her skirt and sat down on my left leg, straddling it. I could feel the exhilarating feverish warmth in her crotch as her legs wrapped around mine, the heat behind her panties on top of my thigh.

She pulled her shirt open and arched her back, then put her hands under her breasts and presented them to me.

“What do you think sir? Do you want to suck her tits?” asked Gabriella, pulling up her skirt and straddling my other leg.

“Yes,” I whispered, and Valeria pressed her breasts forward, the left one tantalizingly close to my mouth and then pulled back.

“Yes what?” asked Valeria sweetly.

“Yes, I want to suck your tits, Valeria,” I said, and then she pulled my head and mouth against her breast and gasped in pleasure as my tongue and lips met with her hard pink nipple.

“Does that feel good, Val?” asked Gabriella. “It looks like it feels good …”

Valeria pulled my head against her other breast, and I eagerly tongued and sucked her other nipple.

“Oh yeah,” murmured Valeria, throwing her head back. “It feels really good. He’s got a talented tongue.”

“Awww,” said Gabriella. “Look, he’s hard again … “and I felt her small cool hand wrap gently around my rapidly-swelling cock.

I gasped into Valeria’s breasts, opening my mouth wide and seeing how much of her tit I could force in there. Valeria was grinding her crotch against my leg now, and I felt the heat and the moisture through the fabric of my khakis, as I could feel the edge of her bra cup digging into my chin.

“Hey!” said Gabriella. “What about me?” she pouted.

I looked at her; she had her blouse pulled open also, and she smiled at me as she released the clasp between the lacy cups of her bra and her breasts sprang free, the nipples small and brown but just as hard as Valeria’s. “Now I hope I’m not breaking the rules, sir,” she said, covering her own breasts with her hands. “I didn’t remove my uniform or my bra! I just opened it.”

Valeria pouted. “I don’t have any bras that open in the front. Should I buy one, sir?”

“I kind of like the way your bra looks pulled down around your tits like that, actually,” I said.

Now it was Gabriella’s turn to pout. “Don’t you like my bra, sir? Don’t you like my body?” She arched her back and cupped her bare breasts, rubbing her own nipples with her thumbs.

“Yes, you’re a good student,” I said as I moved my head towards her tits. She moved her hands and I attacked her breasts with my mouth, my tongue flickering over her nipples. My arms were straining against the bonds now, desperate to touch them, both of them, either of them.

“Suck them, sir, don’t be afraid to bite a little,” she lectured me. “I’m not as sensitive as Valeria; I like to be bitten a little.”

I gently sank my teeth into her nipple until she cried out, “Yes!”

Valeria took my cock away from Gabriella. “You have to share, Gabriella! You’re getting all the fun today,” Valeria pouted.

Valeria’s head bobbed down and I felt the exquisite wetness of her tongue encircling my penis. I moaned loudly, helplessly, into Gabriella’s tits.

Valeria sucked my cock only briefly, and then her head came up. “Why didn’t you tell me he had such a sweet cock, Gaby?” she asked.

“I thought you could taste it on my lips,” said Gabriella, and the two of them tongue-kissed again, their breasts pressing together around my face.

Then Gabriella pushed me back in the chair, pulling my tie open and unbuttoning the blue shirt I was wearing.

“He sucked our nipples so well, don’t you think we should suck his?” asked Gabriella.

“I don’t know. Some guys don’t like that. Do you like that, teacher?” asked Valeria.

“Yes,” I said, almost whimpering. “Yes, I like it.”

“And do you want it?” asked Gabriella, teasingly. She’d unbuttoned my shirt now and opened it up.

“Yeah,” I said, panting. “Please, I want it.”

Gabriella moved her head down and kissed the center of my chest, and then began using her tongue gently on my left nipples, like a cat lapping milk. I shivered and moaned. At the same time, Valeria got back down on her knees and was sliding my cock in and out of her mouth with exquisite careful slowness.

“Oh god,” I moaned.

“Hear that Gabriella?” asked Valeria, standing up. “He’s praying. Isn’t it illegal to pray in school?” she asked.

“I think so, Valeria,” said Gabriella, pulling away from me and standing up. “He’s a bad boy.”

“I get to be first, Gaby,” said Valeria. “You got to swallow his cum, I get to fuck him first.” 

She pulled her plaid skirt up around her waist, and pulled her little black string panties out of the way. Her pussy was completely shaved. She rubbed her finger against her own moist slit, and moaned as she straddled me, her plaid skirt pooling around us.

“No, girls, this isn’t right …” I complained. I made a brief show of struggling with the bonds that still tied my arms to the chair.

“I think he needs something in his mouth again, Gaby,” said Valeria as she straddled my lap and took my swollen cock in her hand and rubbed it against the wet lips of her pussy; this elicited simultaneous groans from the two of us. 

Gaby put two fingers into my mouth as Valeria mounted me; my cock sank into Valeria’s sublimely tight and wet pussy with cry of pleasure from Valeria and a stifled moan from me. Gabriella’s long fingernails were hard and cold in my mouth, an alien yet erotic sensation.

Gabriella removed her fingers and briefly touched her nipples with them, and then dipped them into her white panties, where they worked busily.

I was bucking my hips, thrusting as Valeria rode me.

“Sir,” she said, “I told you my nipples are so sensitive, can you please suck them again and make me cum?” she begged in a liquid voice.

I buried my face in her breasts again, licking, sucking and finally biting, and she threw her head back and began moaning hungrily and bucking harder on my cock.

“Ohhhhhhh!” she finally cried, biting her lips, trembling as she had an orgasm.

“My turn! My turn!” said Gabriella, eagerly, pulling her panties to the side of her pussy – she had a little dark landing strip, I saw -- as Valeria carefully stepped off me and stood up; Gabriella was in my lap and again I cried out in pleasure as Gabriella’s hot wet pussy engulfed my cock.

I was starting to shake uncontrollably now as Gabriella clutched my head to her tits, bouncing up and down energetically in my lap, pumping my cock inside of her. Valeria was standing behind Gabriella and she reached around and began squeezing Gabriella’s breasts, pushing them into my face as I sucked them. Then she reached down and touched Gabriella’s clit, causing Gabriella to mewl with pleasure.

Gabriella, too, seemed to orgasm in a matter of minutes, trembling and throwing her head back. Clearly the two girls had enjoyed their little games a great deal. 

“AHHHHHHHH,” I started to feel like I was going to explode. Gabriella hurriedly climbed out of my lap, and both girls got on their knees and kissed and sucked my cock together, like two puppies fighting over a chew toy, and then my ears were ringing and I could hardly breathe and hot waves passed through me and when I finally ejaculated it felt like my heart had stopped.

I think I might even have passed out for a moment; they were kissing the semen off each other’s lips when I finally caught my breath and looked up at them.

They just smiled at me as they untied my arms and began buttoning their blouses back up and straightening their skirts.

“So, have we served enough detention for one day, sir?” asked Gabriella.

I said that I thought they had, but we made arrangements for another detention session the next week.

“Following the rules is important, you’ve certainly taught us that, sir,” said Valeria and winked at me as the two of them walked out of the classroom, arm in arm.


Read more about Gabriella and Valeria in this collected edition of their three stories: 
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Buy it HERE on Amazon


If you liked that story, you might also like these works by Natasha Stevens
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Jana is blonde and beautiful and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin.

But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment.

Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.

But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes...

Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon
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He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house.

She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her.

But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her.

The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her.

WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS EXTREMELY GRAPHIC AND DISTURBING MATERIAL It is not a romance, it is a dark and twisted tale of control and compulsion.

Buy I OWN YOU now HERE on Amazon


Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo …
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18-year-old Victoria has a problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of other ideas …

This collection follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between teenage cheerleader Victoria and her good-looking stepfather (and the hot Russian babysitter!) in three stories.

Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX HERE on Amazon
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It all seemed like a dream...

38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he even want to?

What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON!
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An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life? 

But someone doesn't want Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her ... 

Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page

Visit the author’s website at http://www.natashastevensbooks.com


This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


TABLE OF CONTENTS

THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT

They grew up together on the mean streets of a city controlled by the Russian mafia. Now, he is a professional killer and she is one of the highest paid escorts in the world. And now someone has paid him to kill her …

BOUND BY THE BURGLAR

He breaks into her house and ties her to the bed. She offers her body in exchange for her valuables. And that is only the beginning of a devil’s bargain of blackmail, lust, robbery, and revenge.

STEPBROTHER BRUTE

Emma has a new man in her life in the form of a 6’4, 220-pound cage fighter stepbrother. And he has a few other interests: sex, as often as possible, and stealing money from the Russian mafia thugs who cheated him …

OEBPS/image_rsrc4A6.jpg
al il‘-

NATASHA STEVENS
A \\





OEBPS/image_rsrc49M.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc49V.jpg
BO D,
E {
The el
SH.

SITEVENS





OEBPS/image_rsrc49X.jpg





cover.jpeg
\:‘,





OEBPS/image_rsrc4A7.jpg
After School
‘Detentlcm






OEBPS/image_rsrc49N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc49W.jpg
BO WIS

NATASEIA
EVENS





OEBPS/image_rsrc49P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc49Z.jpg
A BAD BOY STEPBROTHER THRILLER





OEBPS/image_rsrc4A4.jpg
stepbmther

NATASHA §TEVENI S






OEBPS/image_rsrc49Y.jpg
Part Fve: Capured

NATASHA
STEVENS





OEBPS/image_rsrc49H.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc4A5.jpg
NATASHA STEVENS
E .3





OEBPS/image_rsrc49R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc4A1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc4A2.jpg
. N

-

{

|

o

NATAS H'A‘STEVENS

Yy S Tk

L





OEBPS/image_rsrc4AE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc49S.jpg
§

\3:/
A\

ATASHA STEV‘NS

!
|
|
?
N





OEBPS/image_rsrc49J.jpg
NATASHA STEVENS





OEBPS/image_rsrc4A3.jpg
ENSI

NATAEHA STEV





OEBPS/image_rsrc4AD.jpg
Three Days
a Slaye

Natasha Stevens





OEBPS/image_rsrc49K.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc49T.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc4A8.jpg
Gobriclla






OEBPS/image_rsrc4AC.jpg
The Neighbor's
Drunk Slutty
Daughter

; 4
(A
By the author of  OWN YOU

Nitwha Howons





OEBPS/image_rsrc4AA.jpg
[ OWN YOU






OEBPS/image_rsrc4A0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc49U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc4A9.jpg
Natasha Stevens





OEBPS/image_rsrc4AB.jpg
Natashe SZovers





