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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

[image: ]

“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 forward-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 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
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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.

The End ... for now!

Thanks for reading! If you’ve enjoyed the book, don’t forget to rate it or leave a review or link. It really helps a new author get established. Turn the page for more works by Natasha Stevens!
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JANA’S JOURNEY

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. The other kids in school think that she's a tease. But she knows that she's a good girl.

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; a world that involves not just Jana and the Principal, but his entire family and a mysterious wealthy former soldier with his own agenda.

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...

Will Jana's Journey end in freedom and awakening, or in complete submission and sexual slavery?

This 45,000 word novel of BDSM and dark erotica is based on the collected Jana’s Journey stories, published also as a serial. It contains the full text of the stories plus extra material and an added epilogue.

WARNING! CONTAINS GRAPHIC DESCRIPTIONS OF BONDAGE, HUMILIATION, POWER EXCHANGE, ABUSE, NONCON AND DUBCON, AS WELL AS SOME VIOLENCE.

Buy JANA’S JOURNEY here at Amazon US


Or something perhaps even darker …

I OWN YOU: THE COMPLETE NOVEL
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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.

This novel collects the six parts of the shocking new dark erotica serial by Natasha Stevens, best-selling author of JANA'S JOURNEY. Once again she will take you to places very dark ... and very hot.

WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS EXTREMELY GRAPHIC MATERIAL SOME MAY FIND OBJECTIONABLE. IT IS NOT INTENDED TO BE READ BY THOSE UNDER 18. TRIGGER WARNING! This is not a romance. It is a story of control and compulsion.

Buy I OWN YOU here at Amazon US


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold and uncompromising voice in dark erotica fiction. Her Catholic school upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that people skip, and establish character and backstory through action and dialogue.

Visit the author’s Amazon author’s page


LICENSING AND COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite e-book retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

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.


If you enjoyed that story, you may enjoy these other stories by Natasha Stevens:
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Jana’s Journey, Book One: Good Girl

Jana is blond and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin. The other kids in school think that she's a tease. But she knows that she's a good girl.

All that is going to change 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; a world that involves not just Jana and the Principal, but his entire family and a mysterious wealthy former soldier with his own agenda.

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...

Will Jana's Journey end in freedom and awakening, or in complete submission and sexual slavery? 

WARNING! This 44,000 word novel of dark erotica contains graphic descriptions of sex acts, including (but not limited to) oral and anal, reluctant consent, forced seduction, multiple partners, spanking, bondage and discipline, humiliation, voyeurism, and blackmail, as well as some violence and noncon acts.


Or something perhaps even darker …

I OWN YOU: THE COMPLETE NOVEL
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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.

This novel collects the six parts of the shocking new dark erotica serial by Natasha Stevens, best-selling author of JANA'S JOURNEY. Once again she will take you to places very dark ... and very hot.

WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS GRAPHIC MATERIAL SOME MAY FIND OBJECTIONABLE. IT IS NOT INTENDED TO BE READ BY THOSE UNDER 18. Contains scenes of blackmail, reluctant consent, humiliation and multiple partners, and some violence.

Buy I OWN YOU: THE COMPLETE NOVEL here on Amazon


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold and uncompromising voice in dark erotica fiction. Her Catholic school upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that people skip, and establish character and backstory through action and dialogue.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page

Visit the author’s website at www.natashastevenserotica.wordpress.com
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