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  Prologue


  The imprint of his hand upon my flesh, I feel the heat—so extraordinary my thigh is hot with desire. I press my ass back against his groin feeling his erection growing in size enough to impale my body. The bedsheets stick to my sticky thighs. Maybe it’s the glue of romance and familiarity that keeps us this close, in this sweaty sexy, peculiar morning. 


  “I have my job,” I’ll be telling him in a scant half-hour. Now, the clock is methodically clicking away the hour, methodically minute by minute. I watch as the red digital numbers proceed, and with each one, I’m slowly pulled from Jordan—perhaps when five o’clock appears I’ll have vanished altogether. 


  While I wait, my ass arouses him until his distinctive hardness pushes into the cleft between my cheeks, and its head prods its way for entry. I nuzzle where his warmth mingles into mine. Then, suddenly, his spear seems to erupt inside me, as though it’s saying, “Here, I’m here claiming territory. Relent, sweet bitch.” I have no other choice. And blatantly submissive at this moment, I’m the slut he seeks on the sidewalk, the everywoman/whore, a natural blonde—a sophisticated and enlightened sexual creature. 


  Jordan holds me tightly around my waist. His fingers pinch my left nipple until it hurts. “Yesssssssssssss!” I’m exclaiming. I wriggle toward him with the urgency I feel, knowing that it will be months between this lovemaking and our next. With the feeling centering in my labia, clit, and the tenderness about my hole, I’m lost in that forgotten nowhere of pre-orgasmic seeking. I can feel myself about to burst.


  I’m thinking dangerous thoughts of being bound—his fixed arm around my waist encourages the feeling. Jordan moves his hand from one nipple to my demanding mound of passion. Drenched with my juices, his fingers smear the liquid through the silky sand-colored pubic hair and the valley between. Then he brings two fingers to my mouth, which I suck like I’d suck cock—while the redolence of my body spawns another wave of hunger. The pounding force continues. I know he’ll come soon, and so will I.


  “Yessssssssssss, Jordan, fuck me darling, now,” my murmurs rise and fall like my swelling belly and my desire. Enjoying the pulse of his erection in my spasming channel, I milk the firm flesh, then draw the cum from him as he shoots and deposits his remains in me, where I collect them and they linger in the cavity, filtering into my system like October fog. 


  Jordan is muscle, as though he defined it. He struts away from me, his baldhead shining, hips swaggering. Even his muscles at rest tease me—I’m exhilarated, now wishing he were still in bed. That broad back, the small waist, the round firm ass—two cheeks that fit so tightly into blue jeans that my cunt liquefies every time I spot them moving away from me. 


  “I don’t want you to go, Shelly,” he says, turning around.


  “I know, but it’s my job.”


  “A job I hate.”


  He won’t order me to change my plans. But he’s afraid for me, darting into politically explosive territory as though I’m on a summer holiday. And there’s something ominously foreboding about this particular trip. But regardless of his fears or mine, I’m going. I haven’t told him how a secret destiny drives me to this, how I wake at night believing that I’ve dreamed past lives, incarnations that haunt my soul with pictures of darkness. Before I can sleep peacefully again, I’ll need to roust the bogeymen from my timid soul with the shock of reality. The truth is simple—what drives me is nothing more than phantoms. But I’ve lectured my fears for weeks to make them go away, and they won’t retreat. 


  The last dream was just a week ago—I was on the Orient Express traveling toward Bucharest in 1894. I knew the date from the wrinkled ticket in my gloved hand. I wore gold at my ears and neck, a diamond weighing heavily on my right hand, and furs—which mantled me in a blanket of soft separation. Haughtiness and convention kept my companions at bay, and mystery wrapped me like the long skirts that wrapped my quivering thighs like gauze. I had the distinct impression that I’d been penis fucked an hour before I boarded the train, by a faceless form of muscles, good hands and a scouringly large erection. It was the kind of screwing to give a woman peace before a dangerous journey. Mindless and uncontaminated by emotion.


  As my alarm clock drilled me from sleep, the picture slipped away so fast, only the memory of my gloved hands, the train and furs remains—and the physical feeling of being ravished.


  Did these dreams and visions start because I decided on this trip? Or did they appear first and create the journey so I’d see them through to the truth?


  Jordan has never approved of my life—any modern woman would have shooed him away as though he were some antiquated barbarian—which he is. But after each excursion, I return to him as if he were home and I belong to him. His arms rest waiting for me. 


  Jordan pumps iron in sleeveless T-shirts, then dresses like a Wall Street banker to sift through research documents at the museum and indoctrinate his graduate students in the archeo-logy of the Western Hemisphere. And when he sees my taxi coming up the street, he holds the door wide open as though he never stopped while I was away. 


  I invite him to join me, but am reminded that it wouldn’t be practical—he has to make a living. 


  I never want to leave but I’m always glad to go, always happy to say goodbye, at least until I’m beyond the sight of his eyes. 


  “It’s just two months,” I’m quick to remind him this morning. 


  I see him flinch as he moves back to me, limp cock swaying. Oh! I could take it in my mouth now. But instead, Jordan bends over me, peers soulfully with black eyes dancing like a lion’s, “Don’t fuck it up, Shel.”


  “No, no, no, no,” I shake my head, smiling sappily. “What’s there to fuck up?” Oh, he does look ferocious when he stares this way. “Two months, sweetheart. Then maybe I’ll quit the foreign correspondence and go back to domestic documentaries.”


  His wild beauty stuns me. All the power locked in him. We’re both runners, but he runs much faster than I do. He’s the natural athlete, while I simply try to keep up. I’m willowy with powerful thighs, with as tight a waist as Jordan’s; though the similarities stop there. My body finishes in womanly form with sensuous breasts he dives into with face and nose to love, and two pert pink nipples for him to suck


  “Anything happens to you, Shelly, I’ll never let you out of my sight again. Never.”


  He’s serious. And sober. And it makes me quiver down to the very threads that make me human. He grabs my wet cunt with his hand and shakes it. 


  “I’ve survived before, darling, and you’re making far too much of it.” I bolt from his grasp, hopping from the bed. Gathering my clothes—shorts, T-shirt and jogging shoes—I kiss him on the mouth with a wide, deep, open-throated kiss. 


  I’m leaving for London in two hours. 


  My apartment is down the street. I’m already packed, but want to shower and get into my traveling clothes—no furs, just something comfortable. I have thirty minutes. This is a good way for Jordan and me to say farewell. He’s a terror at the airport. I’d rather go by myself—especially since this feeling of impending doom will not stop hovering about me. 




  Chapter One


  I’m aware of what I feel as I approach the train, and am having flashbacks of that other life inside my dreams. I wonder what it means as I embark on what should be an innocuous mission. 


  My compartment is small, drenched in the art of another time: gaslight fixtures, pearl handles, and inlaid woods etching patterns in the paneling that lines the walls with warmth. I’ve dressed in red, elegantly. My producer insisted we remain in keeping with the mood—I believe the tour company suggested this strongly. We’re supposed to blend in with the wealthy crowd of travelers. I’m sure I don’t blend at all in my brightly colored suit. I stand out from the other, drabber looking passengers. But this is a designer suit and I look damn good in it. Its deep neckline plunges almost to my navel, and the black lace beneath is nearly transparent. My blonde hair falls to my shoulders in a sensuous smooth cascade. I wear pale make-up, red lipstick, and dark mascara to highlight my sapphire eyes. These high heels will be killing me if I wear them all day, but they add to the effect of haughtiness. I smile to myself thinking that all I need is fur; but I do well to affect the mood without it. My dreams must have been proud of me as I boarded the train feeling as though I were stepping into that other world of the Orient Express.


  I find some peace in the close confines of my antique compartment.


  I’m glad to be leaving Paris. Sometimes big cities scare me when I travel alone (alone with my crew)—which seems pretty silly since it’s been my job for nearly seven years to comb the globe looking for interesting things to say about the places I land. Paris always unnerves me—I think because I want to stay forever in its decadence. It jars my cunt and reminds me of Andre. 


  I look forward to the sound of that first cachug as the train strains to leave the station, heading east. Until then, I will be thinking of my Frenchman, and the first time my body was bound for sex. 


  His face was reassuring and his animated eyes thrilled that I’d consent. I climbed atop a high four-poster bed in a tiny Parisian Inn, and lay belly down as he tied my wrists and ankles with silk scarves—two blue, one green, the fourth one gold. There was a pattern of birds in flight on the pale blue one, as though these tiny creatures were battling the wind on a sunny summer day. 


  With each extremity circled in silk and tightly fettered to a mahogany post, I slipped further down in lust. My heart reverberated like a marching band as he fixed my left hand, with sensation moving to my belly as he gave my right a hearty tug and secured that, too. By the time he had my ankles ready, my pussy was beginning to throb, pressing itself into the tousled sheets beneath me. It was ready for cock, but that’s not what it received. 


  Andre shocked me with a slap to my ass. The sting was sweet, but not the ones thereafter, when he kept spanking my cheeks until I was moaning for him to stop. My pleas only encouraged him to change his aim. Targeting the other cheek, I got the blistering ritual on that flesh until my whole behind was warmed and my cunt fondling itself with the mattress. 


  Thrashing frantically, I went nowhere. No escape, I only had the sensation; and there was little else to do but submit. In time, there was no pain or sting, just the happy hope that Andre would get me off with this alone. In that hour, tied between those posts, I learned about the miracle of restraint. I discovered that contentment finds a place to breed in me when I’m tightly bound. 


  Andre disappeared from my life as swiftly as a summer rainstorm. I sometimes think he was with me only for this simple exposition of sexual desire. Being tied with scarves, or rope, or the heavenly feel of leather became a compulsion after Andre vanished. Though after Andre, Jordan was the first man who didn’t look me in the eye suspiciously when I suggested my desires. I’m sure he was as pleased as I was, and perhaps relieved to find a lover who volunteered to be submissive during sex. Being naturally dominant by nature, Jordan needed a woman to yield to him in bed. And this was easy for me. Though yielding otherwise has never been simple—or even necessary. Now, though, with my dreams and my appetite for submission clawing at my insides, I begin to wonder if my life isn’t leading to complete abdication—even if that makes no sense knowing how much I love my work and my independence. 


  I gaze from my window on the countryside of France, as we travel from Paris to Frankfurt. France is resplendently verdant this time of year and my eyes get lost in the middle of the cool color and the fast passing fields that clothe this earth. My heart seeks the mountains. It’s been months since I’ve seen such vistas—I almost arranged a trip to Aspen, then this opportunity appeared and instantly grabbed my gut. But it’s more than the mountains that draw me to this trip—it’s the realization of my dreams. Do I have some precognition of the future? I ask myself. But I’m left without an answer other than my agitation.


  As the kilometers pass by, I write copy, work with the camera crew and my producer. Though most of my time I spend alone, thinking; or if not thinking, feeling the lure of my past, and this history we’re dwelling amidst, push me deeper. From Frankfurt, the Orient Express takes us toward Budapest. I hear the name and my body responds erotically.


  One afternoon, I move into the main observation car where I can see with greater scope the landscape that’s seducing me. My mind floats free, the dreams come; I’m drowsy, eyelids beginning to close. I feel the train start to slow as if it’s coming to a halt, and opening my eyes, I’m surprised to see a woman sitting in the seat across from me. The train picks up speed again. 


  She wears a peculiar look of longing in her chestnut eyes. Her ebony hair brushes her cheek line, so that I see the aspect of an Oriental woman inside its lines. Her skin is notably flawless, her cheekbones high; yet, hers is a wide open Eastern European face and supremely sensuous. It almost feels as though there is a cloud about her, weaving through the air like vapors through a mist. The thought is so strong that I look down at her hand expecting to see a cigarette with a trail of smoke rising toward her face. There is none. 


  “I am Amie,” she says after she sees me looking at her. 


  “Shelly,” I reach out my hand for her to shake. She does so listlessly, with an air of withering charm as if she’s just had sex. Perhaps, that’s what she’s telling me with all this simply stated beauty. 


  Her clothes intrigue me. She wears a close-fitting purple dress with a high neck, long sleeves and a provocative cutout that shows the tops of her full bosom and a soft tawny cleavage. The dress might graze her ankles if she stood—she’d be willowy and graceful like me, though not as tall. I see that grace as I stare at her shapely legs. With a slit cut nearly to her crotch—and this Amie is not modest—I admire a good deal of her flesh as she carefully crosses her legs at the knee and the skirt falls away so I can gaze at her muscled thigh. 


  “And your destination?” she asks carefully with a slight accent. It would seem to be affected for the purpose of being alluring. She manages it well. 


  “To Istanbul,” I reply. 


  “I am, too.” 


  “I’m with my crew doing a documentary on the Orient Express.”


  “I’m with no one,” she replies rather strangely. 


  I would think she might be sad saying this, but she’s not. 


  “You’re American?” she asks me.


  “Yes, and you?”


  “I try not to be as much as possible, but I was born in Queens.”


  “Really? And you’ve spent a lot of time in Europe?” This seems obvious to me even if she wasn’t born to her European sensuousness. The way she speaks, dresses, even the way she carries her body give her foreign air. 


  “Most of my last several years.”


  “You came for college?”


  “No, to travel.”


  I wonder about her occupation—a question she answers quickly.


  “My father died, leaving me, his only relative, a substantial insurance benefit. I live in Paris, Tuscany or London.”


  “And all you do is drift?”


  She smiles with her bright red lips forming an enchanting grin. I get the feeling that she’s hiding something, not only from me but everyone. A girl from Queens traveling like royalty on this train? It’s an odd thought. 


  As we settle back into our quiet, I note a sudden change of expression on Amie’s face. She rises, then walks past and behind me with an alert gaze as though she recognizes someone at the other end of the rail car. When I finally turn to look, she’s gone. 


  Following her trail some minutes later, I leave the observation car, passing three private compartments. I stop at the fourth with a startled gasp, seeing Amie beyond the slim compartment window in the arms of a man. They paw each other frantically, with Amie’s ass toward me so I can briefly see the man mauling her behind. He pushes away her skirt at the slit to show her naked from the waist down. I stare, unable to take my eyes from the picture they make of ravenous lust. More fascinating still, I’m intrigued by a flaw in the skin of her ass—not a tattoo, but not an accidental mark. 


  The man’s skin is a natural brown; his black, wavy hair clipped short. Though I can see little of his face, I know he’s handsome in a way that would entice me. And for one brief second I see the light and dark of his eyes, and his heavy brows. Then, as his lust takes over, his eyes droop and his lids turn heavy. He has a hand at her back, clutching both of her wrists in one fist. Amie swoons to be controlled just as I would. 


  He’s in the position of taking as though he might rip away her beautiful purple dress. He wants her naked. 


  With this eroticism clutching at my crotch, I take off, certain that he’s seen me and will accuse me of spying. My belly churns erratically. 


  Once in my own compartment, I lock the door, making sure that the blinds are closed, and then tear off my clothes to find the throbbing sliver of skin between my labia. It will not be content until I’ve played the fantasy my friend from Queens, Amie, has nurtured in my sex hungry brain. I hadn’t realized how horny I was, or how much this trip had fed my lust until I saw her ass naked and his hand holding her struggling wrists.


  Reclining in my seat, my whole Venus mound throbs—not just the clitoris but the whole of it. I slip the fingers of one hand inside the hole while caressing my thighs, my belly and my breasts with the other. I moan unwittingly. Why bother to contain the noise, with the anxious, endless chug of the train playing as background music for my masturbation?


  Seizing my clitoris, I draw it out, pulling with desperation, then begin to rub in earnest along that wet and tender inner fold. I see myself barreling toward this great unknown in me. The closer we get to Romania, the more my dreams turn into visions of sexual horrors, ones with Shelly at the center engrossed in nightmares of seduction and depravity.


  Jordan hovers over me leering half the time; other times I’m alone with dangerous strangers. I’m bound, flogged and physically abused by lovers who don’t know the meaning of love. Their love wounds me. I see myself suspended in chains, my arms stretched, my feet dangling but shackled, and some bald-headed brute, half/Jordan, half/nightmare strutting with a cane before me. My eyes must remain on him, wide open to his plans, so that I see the beginnings of each cut he lands, and the end as it sears the flesh of my thighs. 


  As these pictures develop in my brain, my cunt floods juice over my hand. My rubbing becomes frantic. I squeeze my nipples to make them hard, and then arch my back as the first burst of climax darts through me like an arrow. I must look as though I’m offering myself in sacrifice. All this while the train moves on, cachug, cachug, cachug into the mountains, taking me to Bucharest, Bulgaria and finally Istanbul. These names are lovers, their sounds like lips upon the crest of my mound and lower at the doorway of my pussy where they lap my body’s hungering home. 


  Jordan where are you now that I need you? 


  ***


  We are waiting for Budapest with little to do until we arrive except admire what passes by the window at exhilarating speeds. 


  At night, I’m drawn into sleep by the very pictures I’ve tried to ignore all day. It does no good to deny them; I love them. They are my secret life. How interesting the chronicle would be if I were making a documentary of Shelly and her twisted state of being—not this Orient Express.


  The day begins again. I’m restless. Going through my morning routine with the film crew, we finish quickly with plans to shoot again in the late afternoon as we approach our day’s destination. The territory outside the train is grim and abandoned. Viewing this much remote splendor makes me feel hollow from the inside out, though I cannot take my eyes from the stream of images that hastens by. It sometimes feels as though I am standing still and the world is flying. I believe that I’m by myself in my reveries, and only sense belatedly that someone’s close by—just off my right shoulder. 


  “Mademoiselle,” his voice touches me with an air of benign favor as though reaching to me from the unseen ethers. 


  “Sir?” I turn my head to see the handsome gentleman from Amie’s compartment. My blush begins at my throat, though he doesn’t seem to notice. 


  “May I sit?” he gestures toward the seat facing me in the parlor car. We are alone except for three men playing cards. 


  “Certainly.”


  “I am Jorges Hanan.”


  His presence puts me at ease and makes me tremble at the same time. Surely, he knows how my pussy dampens just staring into the dark secrets of his eyes. 


  “Michelle Monroe.”


  “How delightful.” He smiles again as though my name has meaning. “You’re on the film crew.” He knows this for a fact and he seems impressed. 


  “They are my crew, my production company,” I clarify his information as though it’s important that he know my stature. 


  “Indeed? And how beautiful you are.”


  My blush broadens. I could listen to his voice all day, while wondering what thoughts there are behind his curious expression. 


  “And you, are you traveling with anyone?” I ask. 


  “I am indeed alone, Mademoiselle Monroe.”


  Humm. I wonder why the lie—or was what I witnessed just casual sex for both Amie and this Jorges? I wonder if he saw me watching?


  “You’re from the States. Do you have lovers there?”


  “One, yes, but why would you ask?”


  The more direct he is, the more I’m quivering. The warmth in me spreads—a delicious, bright white warmth that begins to burn the more it breeds, the more this stranger has his odd effect on my desire. I feel the way I felt as I watched him making love to Amie. Is this how he seduced her? With force and charm? 


  “I ask so that I understand you. But, in fact, your other lovers don’t matter now, do they?”


  “No,” I’m whispering breathlessly, while my heart trips on and my entire body flushes with need. 


  “Yes,” he nods because he knows, “your lovers wouldn’t matter. I’ve watched you. You’re a woman of passion.” When has he watched me? “You look for men to help you reach the depths—and perhaps your current lover does. But too often, you live without what you really desire, just as you are living dispassionately now. You are afraid of men who can give you what you really want.”


  My body wants to tackle him, or at the very least drag him by his red silk tie to my compartment; but my brain begs off—at least while it dispenses with my objections to this astounding appraisal. “Are you always so bold with women?”


  “Only ones whose passions speak so loudly.”


  “And you expect what?”


  “I don’t expect, I know we’ll move to your compartment where I will… in the vernacular of your misbegotten language… rape you.” My cunt spasms with such speech. “Rape meaning abduction and ravishment of your body.”


  “Abduct?”


  “If only for a few minutes, you will be under my power.”


  My head grows drowsy. Is there something in the air, some perfume that acts like a drug? It’s in his eyes, I think. In the way he moves, purposefully, the starched shirt and the immaculate substance of command. 


  I’m not even sure he scares me. He has so scrupulously zeroed in to my current frame of sexual mind that I should suspect him of being the devil. I should fear him, but I don’t. 


  He leans forward in his seat, and my face heats more as I turn my head to avoid his glance; yet, he brings it back as he takes one of my hands in his. I stare at his crotch wondering if this unplanned meeting has made him as aroused as I am. While his pants are curiously tented, I can’t tell if his erection is stiffening inside them. Still, I have no doubt he’ll be ready for me when he begins his rape. Now, he remains coolly detached in a way that reminds me of Jordan: intent, focused, but with a hard edge of rapturous control I cannot fight against. 


  “You assume a great deal from me, a complete stranger.” 


  He chuckles under his breath. “We’re hardly strangers, Mademoiselle. Time spent for introduction collapses in the face of shared desires. I know things about you just as you know things about me.” He pauses while I measure my response. I begin another objection, but he places a finger over my lips. “Open your blouse for me.”


  My eyes are fixed on Jorges, while my heart pounds rapidly, beating even in my throat and temples, soon to overpower everything else.


  He gazes around when I don’t act, “There’s no one here to see but me.”


  The three men playing cards are all too focused on their game to let their eyes stray to me. We’re separate from the world, two on a train bound for Bucharest and Istanbul, staring with glazed and fixed expressions waiting for me to act. 


  I watch myself, as though I were floating above, against the coved and guilded ceiling of the parlor car. My hands tremble, but they don’t balk, as I slowly slip the white pearl buttons of my silk shirt through their tiny buttonholes. Beneath the blouse, a black lace bra cups my breasts, pulling them into a cleavage with my white flesh jiggling above the lace.


  “See? You’re amazingly compliant even when you’re scared.” His eyes take in the feast though it’s not enough. “And your nipples, pull them out.” 


  I listen for the door behind me to open, but there is no sound. The three men play on, intent and silent with their shuffling cards, while the train chugs into oblivion. Reaching inside the bra, I draw out my pink nipples, which at their very tips are nearly purple from the chill I feel. Exposed to air they appear to blush just as my face has responded since this conversation began. 


  “Have you ever marked them?” he asks. 


  “Marked?”


  “Has a whip or reed baton been applied to the skin.”


  “No.” I shudder while at the same time imagining streaks of red cut into the expanse of translucent cream. 


  “You see it now, don’t you?”


  I lick my lips nervously, answering without speaking. 


  “Put your breasts away, I’ll tease them later.”


  Though I breathe relieved, thinking that he’s finished with this public display, Jorges has other things in mind. I can’t help but ask, “Is this how you seduced Amie?”


  He cocks his head quizzically. He didn’t expect the question. “No. She is not like you, though she can be as submissive.”


  Submissive. The word strikes me strangely. Although I’ve applied it to myself, I’ve never had a man suggest this to me. Obviously, he’s right. 


  “Raise your skirt, Mademoiselle Monroe.”


  My heart leaps forward one more time as his eyes come to rest on my crotch. Parting my legs, I inch the hem of my knee-length skirt up my thighs. The gray flannel is quite tight about my hips and the material begins to bunch at my waist. I worry what he’ll suggest next. When I’ve gone as far as I can manage, I wait for his approval or another command. The erratic pulse in my chest beats on recklessly. What will he ask that I won’t do?


  “Higher,” he says. 


  I gulp, nervously perusing my surroundings one more time, then hike the skirt another few inches, so it’s nearly off my hips and enough so Jorges can see the silk of my black panties at the crotch. 


  “Spread wider, Mademoiselle.”


  This takes my skirt another inch or two so that my cleft is completely bared. 


  Reaching into his pocket, Jorges pulls out a shiny silver pocketknife, which opens to reveal its razor sharp blade. Moving on my panties, he adroitly slips the blade under the edge of the silk as I hold my breath. Have I lost my mind? The cool metal grazes my clit as sensuously as two lips might—though to tease is not its aim. A quick move of his hand, he jerks the sharp end through the crotch and then again at the side. With his free hand, he plucks the silk away. 


  My flesh is on fire, even my tiny pubic hairs tingle in anticipation. I’m tempted to squirm, to press my crotch into the chair beneath my ass; though I don’t, since this display is for Jorges, not me. My pussy is his to relish. It begs fingers to wander along the partially parted pathway to the center. I sway slightly as my inner muscles spasm, thinking that might entice him more, but of course he can’t see. 


  I get more than I ask for, as Jorges scares me with his knife, running the blade against that sensitive pink labia, gently. 


  “Ah, please,” I murmur quietly. 


  “No words,” he orders. Then he backs off saying, “Go to your compartment and wait for me.” 


  Rising proves difficult to do in a ladylike fashion. Then, as though to mock me more, two of my crew of three enters the car just as I’m on my feet, straightening my skirt. They begin to badger me with questions. 


  “We’re stopping in forty-five minutes…”


  Will Jorges have time to rape me before we reach the station in Budapest?


  His word—rape—intrigues me. It has meaning filled with horror, but I feel no horror now, only excited wonder. Having dismissed my crew, I continue toward my compartment as though obsessed. Certainly, I’m not in my right mind. Certainly, I should flee this man. But I cannot. He promises the darkness of Jordan with the added mystery of this foreign location and the urgency of the locomotive driving the moment. 


   I wait pantiless in my compartment, at first thinking he’ll follow me immediately, then, when he doesn’t appear for nearly ten minutes, wondering if he’ll follow me at all. We’ll be stopping in thirty-five minutes; my crew will be knocking on my door in twenty. How much of a rape can he enact in that time? 


  I stand, stare out the window, listen to the angry pulse of the train rumble under me and up through my feet, up the inside of my legs to my ticklish naked crotch. I’m desperate for a hand to finger the engorged flesh, but I refuse to touch myself. 


  Although I expect his advance, he comes on me unaware. The sound of the door opening and the feel of his body attacking mine seem superimposed on each other, as if they happen all at once. Jorges’ power surrounds me as his arms encircle my body, and like Amie, he captures my hands together in his fist behind my back. Instinct makes me struggle, but not enough to break the bonds he’s strung around my brain and body. I relent as the struggle implodes in me, as fire flows in rivers of sensation throughout my lower body and above as well. I’m bent over, my head thrown to the seat, while my ass becomes his target for abuse, the skirt bunched like a tourniquet around my waist.


  From the corner of my eyes, I see Jorges pulling his leather belt from his pants. 


  “Leather,” he says caressing the words with his lips. 


  Ah, yes, leather! He presses it to my nose, where the aroma brings back memories of stables, tack and leather boots. As he wraps my hands in three concentric loops, I can still smell its potent reminder and my body responds. My crotch burns hotter turning into a liquid bath of seeking pleasure. The fact that he handles me brutally—as if this were rape—makes him a conquering warrior. Though I reveal my passion and my consent as my two, rear cheeks wave naughtily for him. Though the pose is awkward, I like being this lewd. It fits the fantasy. 


  Jorges rubs along my snatch with the heel of his hand. I clench—but there’s only air inside that emptiness. When his thumb fingers my rear hole, I shriek to myself, a sound drowned out by the winds of this charging beast of a train and its melancholy whistle. The late afternoon outside the window passes us by, too quickly for our eyes to see. 


  In seconds, Jorges has positioned himself with this clothed thighs pressed to my naked ones, and his cock poised for the rape of my cunt. I bear down as he enters, hearing his deep sigh follow. The plunge begins my orgasm, which comes quickly, unexpectedly violent and brief. He sweeps me clean of thought so there is nothing but the beautiful pleasure of climax. 


  Jorges is not so swift to climax. His thick cock batters me until I ache. I clutch, I squeeze, I shudder long. As he works me, my pussy begs for more, having moved full circle from frenzied to calm to frenzied again. All in split seconds. 


  My rapist gathers speed as he duplicates the motion of the train. Then the fire in him flares hotly just before he’s about to shoot. I sense this with my entire body and bear down hard to milk the cum from the spewing stalk. Pulling from me, his wet dick taps the dripping remains on my ass, then Jorges stuffs the wilting thing back into his pants. Zipped, he releases the belt around my hands and pulls me to my feet. 


  I’m hotter and hornier than I was when we started. I know Jorges sees this in my eyes and he thinks it’s validation for his efforts. 


  “So sorry we’ll be stopping for the night,” he says. 


  I’m sorry, too. 


  As he threads his belt inside its loops, I sit on the train seat looking up at him, longingly and lonely. My skirt is still a tangle at my waist. My hair’s a mess, my make-up smeared and I’m out of breath, while Jorges looks remarkably serene and immaculate. There is some crude thrill indulging myself this way, being fucked and left with no thought of tomorrows or intimate poems of the heart. 


  “Have I told you anything that wasn’t true?” he asks me. 


  I shake my head, “No.”


  “Good, then. It will be a fuck to remember, Mademoiselle Monroe.”


  “Yes, certainly.” 


  He leaves with the nonchalance to tip his hat politely—if he had one. 


  When he’s out the door and the train begins to slow, I smile. This is maddeningly good inspiration—I think even Jordan would be proud of me, that is, if he didn’t want to spank my ass for being this careless with myself. 




  Chapter Two 


  I part ways with Amie and Jorges in Budapest. Amie tells me she’s staying several days in the old city, while we’re staying just two—the train presses on and we have a schedule to keep. And Jorges—I only saw him to wave goodbye as we disembarked. His secrets will stay with him, while I decide whether to confess this minor crime of lust to Jordan. 


  There is so much that is ancient in this place—buildings, bridges, neighborhoods and people so old and gnarled that my mind is filled with questions. I relish each tidbit of knowledge they offer me as though they’ll feed a soul hungry for substance. Sitting in The Church of Our Lady, I watch the women come and go—genuflect, sit, kneel, pray and light their candles. As they leave, I gaze smiling into their work-worn faces, and note the knotty hands clutching holy shawls. One young woman lights a candle. How beautiful she is as the light illuminates her face, beaming off her dark complexion in patterns both mystical and alluring. As she passes me, lithely tripping down the aisle, a bit of carnal hunger sweeps through my body; and though I’m enticed to follow her, I settle back in my seat instead—waiting, letting the cool come in around me, sensuously. It seems odd to feel erotic chills in this holy place. But then, who said God didn’t approve of sex? It’s the only way to reproduce our species. 


  I’ll wait patiently until I have the story I need. My need to know, a feline curiosity keeps me pressing onward to find what’s obscure but very human about the places I explore. I seem to have a talent for gleaning what I need for my videos. 


  Prying inside foreign worlds as though I have a right to be there comes naturally. My smile opens doors for the cameras even when the locals are suspicious of my motives. There are times when I’m denied a story—and just because my curiosity won’t let the matter rest—I’ll go back on a late afternoon or in the evening, quietly and alone, without the crew and camera, when I can tiptoe into that other world and assuage my fascination for details as I speak with some wizened crone, or a youthful boy and his stark, weathered father, asking questions. Their answers come much easier when I can assure them that this is a private conversation. These interviews are for my personal knowledge only, my need to know. Though, this information will trickle obscurely into the final narrative of my travel video.


  Two days in Budapest hardly seem enough. As the Orient Express steams out of the station, my brain is still engaged in the hundred ways I’d work the city if I had more time. But it’s all a useless waste. I have to think of Bucharest and Istanbul. My mind drives forward as does this train. 


  Now, without Amie and Jorges, I’ve lost my interest in the train’s circumscribed domain. The romance is wearing thin. Though I can hope for new companions, I’m restless. The feeling is unsettling. I should be happy for the break from work and take time to relax, but these few free days are not having that effect. 


  We travel into the wilds of Romania. 


  It’s night, the world pitch-black outside the car, and whirring by so rapidly, I’d be dizzy if I looked out. I sleep instead, seamlessly for nearly two hours, when I’m suddenly awakened by the train jerking to a stop. For several minutes I lose track of where I am, though I’m relieved that the motion and sounds that have been with me so many days have ceased at least for a few brief minutes, and left me without the constant stirring motion and the agitating sounds. 


  Falling back asleep, I’m in my dreams. There is shouting, commotion, someone running past my door. The train starts again, rumbling on into the night, while I shake in fear, thinking any second I’ll awaken outside this nightmare. 


  Yet, when my eyes flutter open, I see my door breached by the butt of a rifle. Instinctively, my panicked body pins itself to the wall, as though it could disappear inside the polished wood grain paneling. 


  I’m not so lucky. Seconds later, three hulking wild men burst through the opening, surrounding my bed so we’re packed like sardines in the tiny place. One holds a gun menacingly toward my head, while the other two lift me bodily from the bed with their thick fingers pressing into my arms like burrowing knives. Dragged away, we move to the back of the train, passing closed compartments where the tenants seem like lifeless statues peeking out the shades. 


  I try to scream, but the air gets caught in my throat, while a grimy hand, smelling of smoke and tar covers my mouth with a vigorous grip. Moments later, I’m stunned by darkness, feeling as though I’m deep inside an angry sea swimming away from the light, toward the endless black at the far end of my fears. When everything has disappeared, I know that I’ve been swallowed inside the mouth of a beast. 


  ***


  The rhythm of the train moving under me seems comforting as I awaken. I can see a beautiful grey/blue dawn through the small window just above my head, and for one meager instant believe that my nightmare was just a dream. That is, until I feel restraining bonds sinking like sharpened teeth into my ankles and wrists. There’s a leather gag in my mouth—Ah! Leather, I remember that moment with Jorges’ belt. But this is not the same—very different from that harrowing bit of erotic bliss. A ball of soft leather fits inside my mouth, and is so tightly tied behind my neck that my head begins to ache. My breath is sour, my saliva unsavory.


  I’m lying on my back, prone, against an iron shelf within a tier of shelves attached to the side of the rail car. My ankles are fastened tightly to a bar at my feet, while my arms circle my head, the wrists tied together and attached to something unseen above my head. I can’t see what or who is above and below me, but beside me in another tier of shelves, another woman lies bound the same way I am. I know in an instant that it’s Amie. Like me, she is gagged with a leather piece that fits inside her mouth and around her head. I wonder how she got here—then realize that we’re no longer on the Orient Express.


  I blink and blink again waiting for these images to disappear, only to discover that reality becomes more deeply entrenched the more my body and mind awaken. My heart begins to skip beyond itself. Panic strikes. The capture in my compartment was no dream! 


  I struggle with hysteria gripping my throat. Its mean claws clutch my gut. I quickly realize that the ropes holding me in bondage will not weaken. In fact, it seems they only strengthen the more I fight against them. I can feel the raw jute digging into my flesh. 


  Why? How? What is happening to me? Nothing makes sense. I try to scream, but no sound results. Yes. I’m gagged, but it’s more than that. I have no voice, no power, no strength left in me.


  Amie is still asleep. How can she remain at rest through this terror, unless she’s been drugged, like I’ve been drugged? In and out of consciousness, I keep drifting and returning to the foul smelling rail car only to be reminded that I’m trapped inside this grim reality with no way out. This is no dream, no reverie or fantasy. 


  Tears collect in my feverish eyes, and burn so hotly that I can’t keep my lids open. So, I sleep again, knowing, praying that this is just a dream, a powerful one, but one that cannot keep me lost forever. 




  Chapter Three


  I awaken, feeling someone undoing the knots at my wrists. I remember now where I am and the prospect of freedom makes my heart rejoice—even though I sense that any freedom is an elusive deal. My eyes open on Amie again, where she lies prone on her metal pallet. Awake now, she’s as scared as I am, staring at me as though I have answers to the questions battling in her brain. 


  Although I must have slept for hours, when I’m pulled off the pallet, I’m aching and tired. 


  “Take off your clothes.” A voice behind me barks the command in awkward English. 


  I turn, seeing two soldiers in rough, mud-colored military clothing. Their wide belts hold guns and clubs, which by themselves speak with awesome authority. Even so, I don’t act on the order until the most brutal looking of the two speaks again. “Your clothes, on the floor, or they’ll be ripped from you, Mademoiselle Monroe.”


  He knows my name! 


  Are these men in heavy black beards and combat boots, with their puffed up chests and sadistic scowls, the ones who stole me from my compartment on the Orient Express? Or, was it too dark and I too confused to remember anything. There is a thick scar across the cheek of the taller one that looks familiar. He scowls at me, expecting me to obey his order. I know I have no choice. 


  Quaking nervously, I reach for the buttons of my silk pajamas. They could have easily removed these themselves in the hours since my capture, but considering the way they stare at me, I suspect they find my disrobing entertaining. 


  I drop the silk shirt to the floor, exposing my breasts for their fascinated eyes while my pale skin beads with sweat in the stuffy and confining car. My flesh trembles, and my nipples—as though this were turning me on—decide to knot into inviting purple knobs. The soldiers’ lurid grins make me wonder what they’ll do next. 


  The scarred one nods at my pajama bottoms; so I move on to push them over my hips and let them fall to the floor. Even in fear, my body rages. Instincts far beyond me seem to have taken over my sanity. Surely, they will rape me—and not eloquently, the way Jorges did. Their guns, their clubs and their angry faces make me think of brutal horrors I’ve never known, but can imagine. I pray, constantly, as I expose my groin with its pale red glistening pubic hair and the plump labia at the gateway to the sexual me. My inner labia hang low between these outer lips, teasingly. 


  “Here, put this on,” the man behind the scowling one tosses me something white and silky. 


  Confused, it takes me some seconds to realize that he wants my body in the scant slip. Once I have the dress figured out, I ease it over my head, letting the spaghetti straps rest on my shoulders while the soft fabric slides down my body, catching on the dampness of my skin. I pull the dress down, feeling its thick and sensuous material cling lovingly to my breasts, my waist, hips and thighs. While I’m completely covered—presumably presentable in normal society—my strident nipples poke through the white, glaringly; and the slit at my left leg suggestively threatens to expose my pussy when I walk. 


  “And these,” the same man hands me a pair of white, high-heeled sandals, which surprisingly fit my feet like gloves would fit the hand. “Very good,” he says as he sees how the shoes raise my stature, accentuate my ass, and draw the eye to the curve of my back and the line of my long body. If it weren’t for the gag and my rat of snarled blonde tangles, I’d look as though I’m ready for a trendy New York party.


  Finished with me, the two men turn to Amie, who has been pulled to her trembling feet. She bares herself as ordered, though much more reluctantly than I did. When she balks, snarling at our captors, the scarred man slaps her face for stalling. Then, once she’s naked, the other man spanks her ass six times with a broad wooden paddle. 


  “Do that again, you’ll get more of this.”


  Amie shrieks behind her leather gag, but finally settles as a red satin dress is tossed over her head. Hers is styled differently than mine is—shorter and more tightly fit, conforming to the contours of her body like a second skin. Given red heels to match the dress, she looks as whorish—perhaps even more whorish and alluring than I do in my new clothes. 


  Having finished their task, the two soldiers march us from our crude bedroom to a forward railcar, which looks much like an office or interrogation room—obviously we’re no longer on the Orient Express. We’re in the middle of nowhere, on another train, barreling frantically toward an unknown and ominous destination. 


  I’m thinking the worst, although my fears have momentarily subsided since we weren’t immediately raped. My mind could fast forward to so many scenarios of doom—but I’m strangely willing to let those visions fall away and let reality take its course. I’m never like this, never this passive, never this at ease in a crisis—which this surely is. But there is an overriding feeling of destiny attached to his unreal happening, which brings me some peace. For all my fear, I’m not as restless as I was even a day ago—if it was a day ago when I was last safely in my compartment. I feel so disconnected from my present as time loses meaning in the middle of this monstrous disaster. 


  Amie and I are directed to sit in brown wood chairs before an olive green Army desk. The two soldiers who stripped and clothed us for a party stand behind us like personal guards. 


  While waiting, I catch my breath, then look at Amie. It’s difficult to tell her mood, but I suspect that she’s not finished being defiant. 


  What good is it to defy them? I think to myself. I’m beginning to worry that she’ll do something stupid and we’ll both get hurt. These men are no strangers to danger, nor would they hesitate to hold a gun to our heads. They are so confident of our submissiveness that they leave us unbound. I feel Amie about to bolt for the door, though at least for the moment she waits as motionless as I do. 


  Seconds pass, a minute or two, and the railcar door behind the desk opens and three men enter. Two remind me of the men who captured, confined and dressed us. They are attired in the same beige/green military fatigues, with their pants tucked inside their thick brown boots. One is scruffy and nervous with his dark hair shaggy as it sticks out from underneath his cap. As his black eyes suspiciously inspect the room, I feel myself wishing I could hide. The second man is of the same dark complexion, black hair, black eyes and beard. But he is handsome with his beard neatly clipped, his hair short and his demeanor fierce but calm. He reminds me of a less charming Jorges. Amie’s gaze goes to him immediately. It looks odd seeing a gagged woman in a red satin dress sitting in a train car staring, almost invitingly, at this man in uniform. 


  I would find the picture an interesting study—like something I’d report in my travel documentaries; but as the third man enters, it takes all my attention to understand what I’m seeing. He swaggers in, a broad-chested blond-haired soldier with the ruddy face of a Texas cowboy and a startling allure in his bright blue eyes. While he wears the same clothes as his companions, his boots are polished ebony, and the sleeves of his military fatigues are rolled neatly above the elbow revealing suntanned skin and sun-bleached hair on his forearms. His hands seem mighty—as though they could crush a god; although at the moment, he calmly appraises us with no more venom in his eyes than would appear in those of a child. He is out of place in this scene and my fantasies of this foreign arena—which, regardless of my initial calm resolve, have gone on ahead in my subconscious mind, creating endless horrors. I look at him in complete amazement. I doubt he sees my expression, unless he sees beyond the gag and the way it distorts the shape of my mouth.


  “Ladies…” He stands before us, addressing Amie and me as mildly as he would address a suburban garden club. Again, I’m dazed. Such severity of dress and such mild manners. 


  I can see that Amie’s eyes are on him now, as wonderingly as mine are. 


  “I’m Colonel Broc. This is Captain Tahli,” he refers to the well-clipped soldier, “and Sergeant Timon,” he mentions the scruffier one. “I’m here to explain your current position—no doubt you are frightened by the last few hours.” He looks grim. “I’m actually sorry that your detention was so uncomfortable, but it couldn’t be helped in our limited circumstances.” The Colonel clears his throat while pacing causally before us like John Wayne, not some Middle Eastern terrorist, which I’m sure he is. I continue to stare at his forearms, having decided that I’ve never seen anything quite as alluringly sexual as his powerful muscles and the air of command that they lend to his already masculine appearance. I never thought myself prey to cowboys and soldiers—but this scene is teaching me a good deal about the outer limits of my arousal. 


  “You are now prisoners of a terrorist military organization—it doesn’t matter the country or political affiliation. In fact, the less you know about us, and our motives, the safer it is for you. Don’t ask questions.” As if we could with our mouths gagged! “You will be pressed into service for this militia, trained to serve our needs as prostitutes and professional sex slaves.” My body jolts with a powerful wave of raw excitement that, like everything else in this absurd moment, seems ludicrous. “As far as your lives prior to this incarceration—they have ceased. You are no more. The train—the Orient Express on which you were traveling—was boarded in a military action. You were kidnapped in a way that suggested you were killed before you were removed from the train. Although this may cause your next of kin in the United States some grief, it is just as well—since the likelihood of your returning to your former lives is nonexistent. To anyone who knows you, you are dead.” 


  He stops speaking, letting us adjust to his message, even though there is little way anyone could adjust to such news. 


  Then he almost smiles. “On the brighter side,” he continues, “you will not be hurt, and your lives will not be wasted. In fact, I think you’ll be surprised to find your work stimulating in its own way. 


  “You will be worked hard. A lot will be demanded of you physically, especially to start. But if you obey your superiors—which would be any man wearing this uniform—you will not be mistreated.” The Colonel turns to the scruffy soldier, “Remove their gags.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  The fellow’s hands were swift and warm—quite a contrast to my cold body. 


  “There. That feel better?” the Colonel asks. 


  “You fuckin’ ass!” Amie is almost off her chair, but Timon pushes her back down and holds her by the shoulders. Amie revolts, struggling. “You think I’ll turn into your prostitute, I’d rather die!”


  Broc’s eyes fire with purpose, but he remains calm. “Well then, maybe you’ll get your chance to die. In the meantime…” he levels her with that startling blue, “if you don’t shut up, the gag goes back inside your mouth.”


  I guess she wants her mouth free more than she wants to lambaste the man. Her jaw clamps tightly and she grits her teeth—though the anger remains in her eyes. 


  “Let me assure you ladies, you were handpicked. This was not a random act. Normally, we do not conscript more than one Western whore at a time, but the two of you, in this part of the world at the same time was our good fortune.”


  He lifts two closed files from the desk. “Dossiers. One on each of you.” He sits with a hip on the edge of the desk and peers down at us both. “We are terrorists, yes—high-tech intelligent terrorists and we’ve done our homework. As soon as you booked passage on the Orient Express, you were thoroughly investigated—as were other recent travelers of your age. No, we do not always hit the Orient Express for slaves. We’re much more diverse than that. We’re careful and never caught. The authorities in the West hardly know of our existence. Since our work is highly unusual, we make such a small ripple in their intelligence on this region, that any signs of us are generally ignored. We are a shadow lurking behind other terrorist organizations, with a purpose so unique that no one truly comprehends our plans. 


  “And what is that purpose?” I ask—as though I’m doing an interview—the fact that I would open my mouth shocks me almost more than it shocks Colonel Broc. 


  “No questions, Miss Monroe,” he replies tersely. 


  “Sorry.”


  “The fact is, both of you will make suitable whores. Even if you’ve never been paid for sex in the past, from what we’ve gleaned of your lives, the basics come natural to you as if you were born sluts.”


  Amie’s angry heart beats next to me with such passion that it begins to affect me. 


  “You scowl so, Amie Cortez,” Broc says to my turbulent sister in the red. “Your dossier makes great erotic reading.” He takes the file and thumbs thoughtfully through the contents for a minute. “Born in Queens, New York to an immigrant father. Your mother died when you were seven. You fended for yourself, starting to sleep around when you were thirteen.” He looks up to see Amie’s surprised face, then rambles on. “When you were seventeen, you hitched-hiked West and were eventually picked up by a motorcycle gang who passed you between them like a hash pipe. You opened your thighs at liberty, living on the lam with them for nearly three years. Then in Dallas, three years ago, you were arrested for indecent exposure—lewd dancing in a local nightclub. And in Vegas six months later you were picked up for vagrancy … Do I read on?” 


  Astounded, she shakes her head no. 


  “It’s only been in the last two years since the death of your father that you changed your persona and turned yourself into a chic, continental wanderer, living off his savings. Your methods haven’t changed, just your attitude. You still feed on the men who you seduce.” Broc puts the dossier down. “I doubt what you do for me—for the organization—will be much different; except, of course, you’ll fuck for survival, this is not a capricious lark. What you do will keep you healthy and alive.” He stares her down until she’s red in the face—as red as her red dress; then he turns to me, leaving me breathless with his question, “Shocked, Miss Monroe?”


  I am too stunned to respond. 


  “It  might interest you to know that I am not the stereotypical terrorist. I’m a college graduate with a master’s degree in sociology from the Ivy League.” He chuckles. “And here you thought I was some backwoods riffraff.” His smirk excites me. I haven’t met a man as exciting as this one since Jordan—I think of Jordan now, wondering why I led him on, let him linger, played cool and distant… and now… he’s gone… I’m gone … “I have my reasons, Miss Monroe, for what I do. Just as you have yours for the way you live.” 


  He exchanges Amie’s dossier for mine, and inspects what looks to be a thick sheaf of papers—many I can see have been printed off Internet websites. He reads the highlights, “Humph. Educated in a rival Ivy League school—few years after I left. Started making documentaries seven years ago. You were lucky, promoted from a grunt position with a travel company, mainly on your good looks and relative poise. But it says you’re not one to socialize with your crew. You tend to be stubborn and often unfriendly.” He looks up, engaging my eyes, which have stared fixated at his powerful thighs and remarkable hands. “I wonder if they’ll even miss you—or mourn your loss?” He mocks me, but there’s nothing I can say. Every word is the truth. He reads on…”You live part-time with Jordan Haversham, a mixed race male—Puerto Rican, Jew, Spanish and Black—amazing how thorough these investigations are (he amazes us both)—weightlifter, undercover cop, who was trained as a classical ballet dancer and has his bachelor’s degree in philosophy and music—then turned to archeology for his masters. Says here, you were suppose to be married last year and you called it off. He’s offered to accompany you on these trips, but you’ve refused to let him …” Broc nails my eye again. “You’ll probably regret that, or at least think you will.


  “The good news about the both of you is the few relatives that will care about your disappearance. Miss Monroe does pose some problem with Haversham grieving for her, but it was worth the risk seeing what we’d be able to offer to our customers. But other than the boyfriend, there is just her weakened mother living in Schenectady; and you, Miss Cortez have only a few cousins and uncles who are so busy with their sadly impoverished lives that you won’t be mourned long. Yes, ladies, you are prime for taking this dive into my underworld. Let’s hope you can enjoy the ride as much as we will.”


  “How can you do this!” Amie finally shouts. She’s riled again, about to jump from the chair, though the soldier behind her grabs her firmly by the shoulders and pulls her back. She wrestles him for a moment with her black pageboy thrashing back and forth. 


  “Humm, begging to be punished?”


  “No!” she snaps.


  “But I thought you enjoyed punishment, Miss Cortez. You let your biker friends abuse you…” he picks up the file again and flips through to the page he wants. “Says you were once the whipping girl in your surly community. Like to be tied up, ass bared, bottom blistered… is that true?”


  She doesn’t speak.


  “You’ve been in and out of S&M scenes for some time. Isn’t that so?”


  Amie remains silent. 


  “Answer me!” Broc raises his voice for the first time. 


  “No!” she snaps and shakes her head. 


  Broc motions to Tahli, who waits on the sidelines observing her carefully—as if his lust builds with each second she remains defiant. It is a beautiful defiance, I think. This Amie is more of a woman than I understood her on the Orient Express, and the scene fascinates my own wickedness. 


  Tahli moves in front of her, looking oddly intrigued by this red-dressed woman. Their eyes lock as though there is some unspoken understanding between them no one in the room knows about but them. Tahli gestures to the soldier behind Amie, “Her dress,” he says.


  The solider reaches to the thin straps of the red dress and pulls them off her shoulders and then tugs on the material until her breasts appear. The full rounds of flesh are lovely, the tanned skin flawless, while Amie’s nipples darken at her aureoles, and turn darker still at the center where two tiny buds grow firm. 


  Captain Tahli holds a tiny reed-like implement in his fist, which he draws along her skin, as though he’s making an informal map. “Hands behind the chair,” he orders. 


  She’s too mesmerized now not to obey—even with her jaw tight with anger. All this makes my gut clench with fright. When Amie grabs her hands behind the wood, the soldier is there to wrap them with rope. All the while, Tahli draws his lines across her skin—as though he’s waiting for something, as though he has a plan. The real effect is to tease this bitch into her mindless panting. Her lips part, and when they turn dry, she licks them wet. I stare—feeling almost exhausted by the slow pace of the unfolding scene. 


  Broc stares with me. It takes some force to keep my eyes from him. I understand this will turn sexual… does that mean we’ll fuck? And will that mean that we’ll be lovers?


  I am scared. I’m really scared, but it feels like a dream—and sleep is just around the corner of the next absurd turn. I wait watching the slow moving Tahli as he raises his slut’s attention with the tip of his thin reed.


  Swish—Thwack!


  The reed slices air and lands on Amie’s right breast. 


  She shrieks, I shriek and we both pull back. 


  As Amie twists to get away, another strike thwacks across the top of her left breast. Then Tahli steps away as all our eyes witness the results. Two red welts surface, these cut so deeply that the skin is nearly torn. Amie shudders, tears form in the corners of her eyes, and her mouth grimaces, as she struggles with her anguish. 


  Tahli then reaches forward with his baton again; this time to gently raise her chin with the cutting end.


  “If you’d like, we can make these marks permanent, Miss Cortez,” he tells her. “What you have here will last a few days… maybe a week. But I can cut you permanently. Mind yourself—your bikers in Texas have no clue of the sadomasochistic acts we practice here. Mind your manners and that tongue.”


  Amie’s riveted eyes do not move from the man until he backs away for good and Broc takes over again. “This is not a pretty place, but you can survive it without such suffering. Let this be your first lesson.” He looks at me, seeing all the questions I don’t dare ask. “Don’t fret, Miss Monroe, it will all be explained,” he snickers again. He paces for a minute and then stops in front of the desk again. “We have another two days on this train until we reach our destination—the bordello where you will be trained. There are just a few preparations to make you ready.” He speaks to me. “So, White Silk, your turn first, get up.”


  Preparations, what does he mean, preparations? 


  I rise, faltering and scared. I’ve almost forgotten the white sandals and I stumble forward. 


  “Lie back on the table,” Broc orders. 


  I balk.


  “Yes,” he nods. “Back into the edge of the table.” I look to him questioningly, but he doesn’t explain himself, so I sit first at the metal edge and then fall back. “Raise your hips.” His hands are there, pushing the white silk up to my waist and exposing my dampening genitals. Despite the cold inside my shoulders, the other half, the lower half of me seems to respond to the Colonel with desire. But my desire is scared and held at bay. Uncertain because I know to expect pain and I fear the turns they will take. 


  I notice how warm his hands are as they capture each foot in its white high heel, and position it on the table’s lip. He spreads my bent knees wide so that he can inspect every nook and cranny of my sex: the pubic hair, my nether lips—the plump outer ones and the inner ones that come plainly into view—and finally, he see the brown rosette of my anus. As Broc’s hand glides over my crotch it raises a ticklish fire, and I begin to moan. 


  I wait, feeling nearly frozen. Like Amie waited for the rod to strike her breasts, I wait in fear of some rude blow across my crotch. But none comes. There is just the Colonel’s warm hand on my inner thighs, and along the cleft where a single finger runs from my anus to my clitoris and above. Then he clutches the whole pubic mound in his fist and shakes it. 


  “You’re horny, aren’t you?”


  “No,” I shake my head. 


  “Better not lie, Miss Monroe—could be dangerous.” His eyes seek mine so that I can see how serious he is. Examining my crotch, he pulls and twists the fluffy hair, looking as though he’s deciding something. Then he turns to Tahli, “Captain, get the bowl and razor, we’re going to shave her clean. And then,” he gloats at me wickedly, “Miss Monroe is going to cum for us.”


  “Never!” I think silently. How can the man suggest this now! 


  “You may dispute me with those eyes, White Silk. But I know what I’m doing, and I know what you’ll do.”


  “You have no idea what I’ll do,” I say aloud. 


  “Oh?” He mocks me. “We’ll see.”


  Tahli has returned with the items that the Colonel ordered, including a scalding hot towel that he slaps across my crotch. I wince.


  “Burn?”


  “No,” I lie—though the heat fades fast and settles into a warm and soothing bath. There is a straight razor on the cart next to me, along with a bowl of water and a pot of shaving cream, which Tahli mixes into a frothy foam. 


  When Broc removes the hot towel, he takes the bowl of cream and with the bristly brush begins to coat my entire crotch with the thick white substance. It, too, is warm for a time until it starts to cool from the air. As he slathers it generously over every strand of pubic hair, I feel the tickle of sensation add to my unexpected arousal. He beats playfully at my anus, so that my belly starts to clench. 


  “Too bad that this doesn’t affect you,” he gibes, while I stare him down with my cruelest expression. “You’re too easy, Monroe,” he laughs, then moves for the razor. All the while I’m shivering with fright. “Never shaved before?”


  “Of course, I’ve shaved.”


  He chuckles. “You’re an interesting study, White Silk… rather like that name.” He runs the blade against my inner thigh briskly. I’m sure it’s sharp, and won’t leave a trace of hair. “We have both ‘Red’ and ‘White’ today. Interesting contrast you two make. You start passive, then turn sullen; she starts angry and then relents.” He works the razor along my thigh, then begins the risky pathway to my labia. “Don’t jerk, White, could be dangerous.” I sense the joke. He seems adept at this, hardly about to slip as the razor carefully removes my pussy hair. I shaved once for Jordan when we first met, but let the hair grow back when looking at myself in the mirror made me uncomfortable. Broc opens my labia to reach my inner lips, and I clench again. “Steady, now. It won’t take but a second.” His seconds linger, and so do his fingers along the opening of my vagina. He presses on through the hole and teases it around inside, finding the “G” spot anxiously awaiting his stimulation. A second finger pushes against my clitoris, rolling it around on the tip. I can hardly keep my response to myself. 


  I sigh with relief when he stops, though that relief is only momentary as the razor continues its work, swiping at the hair about my anus. I swear he’s cut the skin when the blade feels as though he’s dug deep—and yet, there is some inherent trust for this man based on nothing but the meager facts I know of him and the strange attitude of caring behind his mocking bravado. 


  I think he’s finished with me when Broc rinses my crotch with a wet washcloth. But he’s not completely satisfied with the job, so he swipes at me a few more times. I cannot see for myself, but the picture is clear in my mind. 


  “Perfect job, Colonel,” Tahli comments. 


  “And perfect it will remain. You have the salve.”


  “Right here.” He holds out a jar of cream. 


  I think it’s cold cream, something to soothe the opened pores and fresh shaved skin. Broc swathes it on heavily, then after wiping his hand on a cloth, he snaps latex surgical gloves on his hands and begins to hollow out the openings, focusing his attention on the outer edges of my vagina and anus. 


  What was cold begins to warm. The action of his fingers and the intensifying heat combine. 


  “Oh, noooo,” I moan quietly as the stimulation builds.


  “Yes, Monroe. I never lie, you’ll cum.”


  I know he’s right. I can’t prevent it. Whatever aphro-disiac… whatever tricks he’s learned to please a woman, whatever … I respond without my mind giving its consent. I don’t care anymore. Waves of blistering heat destroy my protest; they assault my body with such a rush of need that I can’t stop the flood. Broc’s fingers move aggressively about my sex. I thrash. My hips rock back and forth. The heat evolves and I start to scream as the orgasm breaks free… “Ah, ah, ah, ah, gawwwwwwd!”


  Amie screams behind me, “Don’t let him have you!” But I can’t stop. The climax roars to its peak and without waiting dives over the top, sliding through every vein and pore of my shuddering belly and limbs. Then, I feel a second climax about to brew as the first one stops, but Broc withdraws his hand before it takes hold. 


  “You’ve had enough,” he says.


  “No, no, I haven’t,” my body screams, while I lie silently against the hard cold metal. 


  “It’s not a good idea to challenge me, Monroe. I know women, and you’re one of the most uncomplicated I’ve ever met.” 


  The skin about my crotch continues to burn, though I sense that the effect of the salve is slowly beginning to wane. 


  “We’ll treat her every day with the liniment,” he tells Tahli. “Twice a day.” He looks down at my wondering face. “Though not for the sexual aspects, my half-hearted whore. These herbs have the curious property of stopping hair growth. A few weeks of regular use and your pubic hair won’t even bother getting started. You’ll go through the rest of your life with a naked snatch.” I must look shocked, so he adds, “Think of the advantages. You can forget all that bothersome shaving, and be done with it.” He snickers and I want to spit in his face. The more his control gets to me, the more my defiance breeds. 


  “The iron,” he turns to Captain Tahli.


  I’ve been smelling burning metal for some minutes, but have been too stressed to consider the reason. Moving trains often generate strange odors, but this smell has grown more intense with time. Two pairs of hands are suddenly on me, holding me down as Broc appears at my crotch with what looks like a hot poker in his hand… though the end is flat, shaped into an unfamiliar design. Before I can comprehend what he’s about to do, that molten end of metal is pressing into the flesh just above my pubic mound—where minutes ago there was hair protecting me from trespassers. The pain is rich one second and vanished the next; though the smell of burning flesh lingers for a moment before a draft of fresh air takes it away. 


  I’m not even sure I screamed as the brand seared my skin with the insignia. 


  “It won’t be the last slave mark you’ll wear, but it is the first. Take care with it as it heals.” Broc places a gauze pad over the wound, lets me get my breath, then second-guesses my thoughts again. “It’s a lot to take in a short amount of time. But the sooner you forget your last life and accept this one the happier you’ll be. Trust me on this, my White Silk. You’re the hundredth female I’ve processed for the slave trade. You can be glad it’s me, not General Hanan doing the chore.” 


  “What if I refuse to adjust,” I whisper.


  “Refuse?” He laughs. Tahli laughs, and then takes my hand and pulls me to my feet as the white silk dress falls like a soft spring rain over my bare crotch and the fresh brand. 


  “Sit,” the Captain tells me. After so much stress on my thighs, the muscles float uselessly and I can hardly stand, so sitting feels like heaven. 


  Broc has turned to speak with Amie and my mind is tempted to drift, but the scene before me is too remarkable to miss. 


  “Amie Cortez,” Broc addresses her as if they’ve just met. “Captain Tahli got you good. Marks are nice, what do you think?”


  “I think you’re evil.”


  “Good,” he nods appreciatively—like this was a compliment. “Most of the women who come to me think the same thing—at least for a time. And then there are those who appreciate my kindness after they’ve faced my friends. Unfortunately, you’ll only think worse of me once this afternoon is over. My kindness only goes so far. And when a whore defies me as you have done, I have no choice but to see you punished…”


  “You will not punish me!” Amie bolts from her chair before she can be detained. Attacking Broc, her fists flail at his chest without success. In a matter of seconds, he has her wrists inside his hands, where they look so helplessly dainty clutched in his firmly gripping fingers. Amie struggles until her tears take over, then Broc stands, still holding her wrists. Pulling her to the table, she goes belly down over the end, and her legs are spread to straddle the sides—they will ache in seconds being that far stretched. The red dress rises to the middle of her ass, so her two plump mounds are bared with a quick flick of Broc’s hand. He handles her with such ease, as if brutalizing women is natural. This strange combination of power, authority and sexiness stuns me. This is Jordan, but ten times Jordan in potency. Jordan lives in the real world. This man makes up his own. 


  “Have at her ass, Captain Tahli,” he says, then he walks away. 


  The officer seems pleased. The handsome soldier with the deep brown eyes and the clipped manner of reserve appraises his catch. She is wild, a hellion, but easily subdued. He moves to her exposed ass end, snapping latex gloves on his hands so he can probe her behind. 


  “Noooo!” she screams.


  He refuses to listen… like this is all in a day’s work for this guerilla. Broc looks on dispassionately, as his Captain works the woman’s ass, as she cries, and the cries turn to pleasurable moans the longer the man’s fingers explore Amie’s rear channel. 


  I can feel her focused desire in my crotch as if my own ass has been breached. And though the effects of the liniment are gone, my arousal only expands as I view this terrifying scene.


  Captain Tahli’s three fingers force themselves into the channel deeply. He adds another, making all four act like a cock, fucking her as roughly as a man would thrust from behind. Her poor body can hardly stand the position with her legs spread so widely, and the edges of the desk cutting into thick flesh of her thighs. I’ve never seen anything as lewd and lovely as Amie’s rear breached. 


  But this is not enough for Tahli. He lets his sergeants hold her down as he backs off, removes the glove and opens his pants. His thick penis has grown hard, and the muscle ready and pressing for Amie’s ass. With some help from his sergeants, she’s steered toward the missile and quickly impaled. 


  I would die at such an invasion—or at least I imagine so, but Amie thrives on anal rape. Sure, she squirms her broad skewered behind, but not because she wants to get away. She’s done this before and she loves it!


  “Ooo, ooo, yessss, ahhh,” her cries are constant and more impassioned with each stroke of Captain Tahli’s cock. “Yeeeeawwwwwww.” She shrieks and I’m feeling the vibrations of her lust all over me. Her moaning seems endless. What seemed like an impenetrable opening has expanded to accept the full girth of the Captain’s erection. His balls slap against her cleft, his hand digs into her reddening ass. She wants more and he pounds harder. More, and he vents with fury. I see him cumming and feel her respond. Her body thrives on this. Once Captain Tahli finishes, he pulls his dripping, withering cock from her and there’s a second erection at Amie’s ass. 


  This soldier is less forceful, but that doesn’t matter to Amie. The slut opens for whomever wants to breach her back door and she replies willingly. Even the awkwardness of her position doesn’t seem to matter. Does she climax? That’s hard for me to tell. Inside all of this commotion, nothing seems to matter for her except the need to lose herself in these men. 


  All this seething sexual fire makes me burn for the same, though I could never answer such torture with the sounds of pleasure. 


  “What did I tell you?” Colonel Broc is behind me, whispering in my ear, hearing my thoughts and pulling out the truth. “Don’t worry, Monroe, you’ll get your turn. It’s not as bad as it looks.” 


  “This is what you want from us.” I’m awed.


  “This is what I’ll get. Don’t worry, there are ways to get over the disgust. I’ll make sure you do, Michelle Monroe, White Silk. It’s not as hard as you think.”


  It’s not disgust I’m feeling. It’s almost envy. But I’m scared, realizing that this is all I’ll have if Colonel Broc has told the truth. No more videos, no more trotting the globe for stories and my face on Cable TV. No more Sunday nights in Trevor’s Bar—Trevor my best friend from college—no more picnics in the park with Jessie’s kids, or cycling through the state forest, no more Jordan—ever. That’s all gone, and I’m left with this, with sex, with Colonel Broc, and an army of unknown faces, of lovers and lecherous men who will repulse me, and a thousand unknowns. 


  But then, what if what I’m told is just a joke? What if this train ride into oblivion is it? A few nights of abuse, and these crude guerillas are finished with us. Six months later some local in an unmarked village finds our half-clothed bodies in a ditch, what’s left of Amie’s red satin and my white silk are just tattered and dirty pieces of gauze clinging to our bones. 


  “Serve me, White Silk, and this event will be no catastrophe,” Broc says.


  It’s painful to accept that. I want it to go away. I want the nightmare over, I want my life!


  All this happens as my ears hear Amie’s cries of lust and hate, and Broc whispers, and the soldiers grunt with pleasure while they use the woman’s ass. Amie takes four men before she’s finished. Each one sends her to a farther edge of letting go. 


  Once she’s used up, she slumps against the table and waits exhausted. Captain Tahli inspects her ass, which is flawless except for the one curious mark. “Your biker branded you?” he wonders. “Nice work, though this one will stand out more.”


  The gleaming red/orange rod of steel reshapes her left cheek in seconds. Twin marks. I wonder if there is something significant to the placement of hers and the placement of mine. She hardly shudders when the iron strikes. I see her wince but little more. I guess there is only so much that a body can respond to and she’s had enough. 


  Amie returns to her chair looking like a tattered ragdoll. But there is spirit in her eyes. She will survive if this is any test of her. I’m less sure of myself. 


  “Your actions have been documented,” Broc says, then points toward the far wall. “Videocam. Both your faces and asses will be appearing on a number of Internet websites as we make our clients aware of new flesh to purchase. After your training, there will be a general auction. It’s customary for slaves to serve masters for several years, and after a time, be sold or traded to other owners. The more you put in to your training and your work, the sooner you’ll become accustomed to your life. Don’t look back. That would be painful. Neither of you have much to regret, or give up—especially you Cortez. Monroe, you may have some regrets, but in case you’re inclined to worry about your pal, Jordan, you might be interested in these.” He reaches into my portfolio and tosses an envelope my way.


  Pictures. 


  Black and whites. 


  Jordan and Leanne—the woman I replaced—in bed. It looks like the hotel room where we used to meet in Boston. 


  “He won’t be lonely.”


  Is this supposed to make me angry, or feel better about being kidnapped and tortured? He mocks me so that my insides chaff with bitterness.


  “None of this matters to me, or anyone else in your new life,” Broc adds, “but it might help you forget. I can’t imagine you expected him to be faithful when you weren’t yourself.”


  Underneath the photographs of Jordan are ones of me with Pedro in Bolivia, and Terry Harris of the cable wire service. Jordan and I never had anything exclusive. Why should this bother me? It does, but I keep that to myself. 


  “It’s all over, Michelle.” His voice is kind. Then he pulls the pictures from my hands, and tears them into pieces with a smirk on his upturned lip. 


  “Gag them and chain them in their beds.” He nods to Captain Tahli.


  “Yes, sir.”


  His Texas western swagger, and the hulking body leave the railcar while we watch. What kind of man is he to be in these lost wilds; a fortune hunter, a terrorist, a man of war in a foreign land as inhospitable as the thoughts he thrives on?




  Chapter Four  


  Amie and I are taken from the train in the middle of the night, stuffed into the back seat of a 60’s vintage sedan and driven to a military encampment in the wilds. It could be Romania, Bulgaria, or somewhere even more remote. It is surely desolate, the terrain rough and the roads almost non-existent. After nearly an hour’s ride, we bump along a rocky driveway pulling up before the remains of what had once been a substantial, if not elegant, house. Now slipping toward decay, the exterior is as grimy as my dress and the windows are streaked with dust. There is an array of military vehicles and old sedans scattered in the yard inside the fence. 


  The interior of the building is not as drab as the outside, as though someone’s tried to make something nice out of this weird half-brothel, half-military compound. 


  We’re to be interrogated by General Hanan. After three days on the train, Red and I are dirty and exhausted. The white silk that was so pretty when it first flew over my shoulders to cover me now looks a dingy grey. Red’s satin is wrinkled and dusty. Our feet can hardly hold us for the aches and tiredness, but this doesn’t matter to our captors or the General. Our hands are tied behind our back with thick clean ropes that force the exposure of our breasts as they press against our flimsy dresses. In spite of our tiredness, walking in our high heels accentuates the natural sexualness of our bodies. 


  Broc walks behind us, while Tahli in front opens double doors leading into a freshly painted yellow room—an office, and a very a cheery one at that. It’s furnished well: the furniture antique and well preserved, the carpets made of plush, hand-tied wool. Behind an ornate desk, General Hanan sits waiting. 


  Red and I gasp in unison as the dark-haired man looks up at us with a pleased smile on his face. “I see you’re hardly worse for wear,” he says. 


  It’s Jorges from the train dressed like a general. He gives the old adage, ‘clothes make the man’ new meaning. One minute a gentleman reeking with lusty charm, the next in his starched suit of medals and prestige he becomes a formidable commander and judge. 


  “They’ll take some training,” Broc says, “both of them. This one is more overt,” he tugs on Red’s hair. “Anger right at the surface. But this one,” he moves behind me and grabs my tied wrists, “play’s games. She remains remote, but she’s thinking, scheming.”


  My eyes turn wild, but I don’t say a word. 


  “Don’t pretend you’re incensed, Miss Michelle Monroe,” Jorges says, “you’ve given yourself away to me already, or have you forgotten?”


  “No, I haven’t forgotten,” I reply. 


  “I think, Colonel Broc, that it would be prudent to give them both a good beating, let them know what they are up against. You’ll take care of it for me?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Then, clean them up, new clothes and we’ll get them used to their life.”


  He gestures us away as the phone rings and we’re pushed into the hallway. 


  There are other women with wondering eyes peering out from behind cracked doors. I’m tempted to smile at them, but I don’t. I can’t believe this is a happy place, where smiles make sense. 


  We’re taken to a “U” shaped courtyard behind the house. The building rises on three sides of us, and there’s a wrought iron fence at the back with a roll of barbwire across the top. There are three posts in the courtyard spaced in executioner-style precision. 


  My mind flashes forward instantly. Could these seconds be our last? Were we brought here only to be quickly terminated by their guns? The last alternative seems unlikely after all we’ve heard, but I’m so afraid I’m not sure I can make it to the center post where Broc plans to tie me. 


  Though there’s hardly enough fabric to keep warm, my whole body seems to freeze when the Colonel unties my hands, lifts the grimy dress off over my head and the air hits my skin. 


  Captain Tahli already has Red naked, hitched to the whipping post at my left. Her hands were placed in metal cuffs like the ones that dangle from the top of the post in front of me. She sways in an oddly erotic way—they did say she was used to S&M. Perhaps this is turning her on. Her eyes are closed; her face dreamy. Her thighs seem to quiver and her pussy suddenly moves forward, pushing itself against the wooden four by four in a way that would entice a lover.


  Once Colonel Broc lifts my hands to the cuffs, he steps back as we watch Captain Tahli position himself behind Red’s erotically trembling form. He shakes out a flogger, which dangles to the dust below. At least a dozen black leather talons dance every time he moves. Images from fantasy clog my mind and my body heats. I seem to be as anxious for the beginning as Amie Cortez. But I don’t get the benefit of that first strike. Tahli rears back and lets the talons fly wildly so they strike against Red’s shoulders like a splash of paint. 


  She oozes satisfaction with this first hit and settles into the post as though this will be a long ride to happiness. 


  Tahli draws back again and delivers another blow and another still, and more in succession until Red dances with her talons in an agitated tango of pain. She shrieks one minute, then moans the next. Her back looks hot and striated with red. The color seems to be emphasized on her shoulders and ass—especially her ass where the flogger makes its most severe strikes. 


  Tahli drives on, delivering more and more, while Red flails back and forth and her body jumps with excitement. Her mouth opens wide to scream; yet her eyes stay closed as though she’s in another world. I believe she’s going to cum. And yet, as the sting from her beating becomes more intense, she’s less able to transform the sensation into pleasure. Her face contorts, her body starts to shy away, and finally she cries for mercy, “Noooooo more please!”


  Tahli stops and turns to Colonel Broc with a look of compassion on his face. 


  “We’re not about sex here, Captain,” the Colonel reminds him, “this is punishment.”


  With the answer to his unspoken question clear, Tahli starts again with a new level of vigor. Power pouring from his muscled arm, he laces Red’s back again. He cuts at her ass, zeroing in on the pretty pink rounds until they look raw. He moves back and forth from her upper shoulders to her ass, descends for a time to whale on her thighs, and finally finishes as she screams again—this time in a nonsensical babble that can only be described as angry panic. 


  Seeing she’s had enough, he moves on to me.


  “Oh, no! Colonel Broc, no, please,” I plead my case, “you can’t. I’ll never…”


  “Oh, I’m sure you will,” he ignores my begging as he takes the flogger from the Captain’s hand.


  “Please, anything but this…” I try again. 


  Broc inspects the cords as though he thinks some have been broken. “Turn around,” he orders. 


  “Noooo, no.”


  “Turn around!” He’s gruff, solemn, and pumping so much testosterone though his veins that I find my body longing for him—for him, not the beating he has planned. 


  “There are ways to make this worse for you, Silk. I don’t suggest you try them.”


  I don’t know when they took to calling us by our slave names. It seemed to happen during those three days on the train; we went from being women to chattel, from human to property. If referring to us inconsequentially makes it easier for them to dehumanize us, then I’m sure they’ve succeeded. Already, I feel much less the woman that I believed myself to be.


  I turn toward the post, more scared than I’ve been in the last seventy-two hours. My body is bare to the elements, with my chest pressed to a wooden bar that bisects my torso. My arms already ache, and with a last look of desperation, I look back at Colonel Broc hoping for his compassion. 


  A whirring wind precedes the first swash of sensation. I understand Red’s first erotic murmuring—this is physical joy not pain. The dozen strikes that are rendered on my shoulders seem to humble me and I enjoy the thrill. When he targets my ass, the first few blows have a similar effect. My whole body dances inside and out—alive with savagery. More, my surprised mind thinks. More, my lips would utter—but I’m not cognizant enough to make a sensible reply. If the beating were to end now, I could be taken down a satisfied woman. But then, Colonel Broc would not be a satisfied man. He is more methodical and less erratic that Captain Tahli. He seems to have a plan for this beating carefully figured in his warped brain. He aims for my shoulders and strikes with force until I start to protest, then he moves to my ass for the same treatment. Two or three times like this, I’m beginning to think that I can take it. But then the intensity of the whipping increases and the level of my pain zooms forward. 


  “Nooooooooo,” I’m screaming into the unlistening air. “Gawd, staaaaaauuup.” I thrash as Red thrashed against her pole. My entire backside burns as the sting becomes unbearable. I try to avoid the strikes, but each one just intensifies my struggle and the unrelenting anguish. I think I’ll burst, or perhaps pass out… yes, pass out… if only…  


  Suddenly, the whole world’s quiet. Not a muscle anywhere in this courtyard moves. My back and ass begin to throb, and the hot warmth moves in concentric circles spreading in ever-wider hoops of fire. 


  Desire drops in at my cunt’s randy door. I couldn’t take another hit, but I can take this finish. 


  As suddenly as it began, the quiet ends as I hear a door in the distance close. Captain Tahli is uncuffing Red. Then he moves to me undoing the cuffs. Once we’re both free, two soldiers move forward, each with a rope in hand that slides over our heads and around our necks. Colonel Broc is no where to be seen. 


  We’re led like dogs on leashes into the house, to a room, which is bare except for two beds and what I assume are chamber pots—two earthenware jars, which sit at the end of each footboard. 


  “You pee there…” one of the soldiers confirms my suspicions. “Anything else, you’ll have to wait for someone to help you to the bath.” He doesn’t explain how that will happen, and both soldiers leave the room locking the door—which is actually just a panel of bars, like that of a jail cell. 


  Though the blanket underneath my body scratches like briars, I sleep. Red sleeps, too. That’s how we spend our next ten hours. 


  When I awaken, it’s dark outside the small barred window in our room; although, a dim bulb burning from a ceiling fixture in the corridor outside offers enough light so I can see that Red is gone. Her red shoes still sit beside the bed—neatly, like two birds sitting on a wire. This means she’s likely barefoot. The red dress taken from her in the courtyard is lying at the end of the bed, so she’s nude as well. 


  Staring down to the end of my cot, I see my white dress looking like an old dishrag. Do I put it on? Is that why it’s here? And where’s Red? We’ve been together for so many days that I miss her now as though I’m only half here. Dozens of questions burn in my brain. Not the least of which is the status of my beaten backside. I can feel some of the damage with my hand, finding the skin on my ass is rough and sensitive. My thighs are still in pain when I touch them. Though my shoulders, which seemed to have been as brutally beaten, feel almost as smooth as I remember them. Then, too, I can’t reach all the places where the flogger hit. 


  The worst of my dilemma occurs after my cursory inspection, as I feel my cunt throbbing with a desperate need to cum. Do I dare? Or would I only set myself up for more punishment if I get bold enough to take the top off of this hounding energy? I start to play, running my hands along my belly tentatively while I watch at the doorway for signs of people passing by. There have been none since I awakened. I believe I can manage a quick masturbation, then I absently gaze at the corner of the room and spot a camera. My hand retreats and I turn my back to the lens, moving as far away from the device as I can. Unfortunately, there is no way to hide. 


  “Monroe.” I hear my name. “Monroe?” he calls again and I turn over. 


  Colonel Broc stands at the doorway, and finally inserts a key in the lock. Just seeing him, that infernal madness in my groin grows angrier. 


  “Thought you could use this,” he says, holding out a jar of cold cream—at least it looks like cold cream. “Turn over.”


  Lying on my belly is no better for my sexual arousal—only means that I have these rough blankets to rub against. As Broc smears the cold cream on my back and ass, my body starts to turn orgasmic. The cream is cool against the roughened skin, while the Colonel’s hand is warm. The substance seeps into my pores and makes me drift on a magic carpet of body waves. I squirm, but only slightly afraid of what Broc will think. But when he slips his hand between my legs and burrows deep, he finds my pussy wet and aroused. I realize this is what he wants. 


  His massage goes deeper still. Then his fingers stir the opening of my anxious portal, and rub the sensitive nub below. Then, with little warning, it all breaks free and I rock on his fingers with my ass rising eagerly for more. “Oh, yes, please,” I beg. I begged him at the whipping post without success, but this time he gives me everything I want. 


  I clench and lunge, then my body starts to thrash about. “Gawwwwww, aaaaaaaaaaugh!” I’m almost over his lap by the time he’s finished, where I limply fall into a moment of slumber. When I awaken, he’s stroking my hair like a loving father. Turning to my side, I see his ruggedly handsome face, the promise of a smile, and the blue in his eyes—which are not nearly as hardened as I’ve seen them before. 


  What kind of man would ruthlessly whip me, then just hours later, lay so gentle a hand on the wounds to soothe them? Why do we have to be in this odd reality outside time? Why does this have to be a nightmare?


  “You are a strange man, Colonel Broc,” I say softly. 


  “I’m sure you think so, Monroe.” He rises from the cot. “Has the jailer been using the liniment on your crotch?”


  “He has, can’t you see?” It’s hard not to notice my crotch looking virginal without a wisp of hair. 


  “Give in, White Silk.” He swipes the dress from the foot of my bed and chuckles darkly, looking more normal. “I suppose you’ll have to get a new one.”


  I just stare at him. 


  “I’m leaving in the morning. The General will take over from here. Mind your tongue and your anger, and tell your friend Red the same thing. Otherwise that whipping post is going to start feeling like home.”


  He turns on the heel of his thick black boots and removes his sexy masculinity from my eyes. I won’t be seeing him for some time.




  Chapter Five 


  They teach me to submit, all of which is oddly familiar. Though Jordan would claim that I submit, “like a house afire…”, not at all. Jordan was right about me when he said that, but I’ve changed since then. Though now, he’s out of the picture forever. He’ll have new lovers, ones to soothe his grief. I was never good at that. All the nurturing he did for me, I was piss poor giving back.


  This life is easier if I want to forget that there is any purpose to my days. Sexual servitude is recklessly easy. I fit the mold—one of the many things that Broc decided for me when we were on the train. That was not a romantic time; there was no romance in being frightened for my life every second. But I do wonder about Broc and where he is now, what new whore he’s found to snag into their game. Or if he’s off staging another kind of terrorist plot. The details of this place and its purpose remain unclear. It appears there are other things going on around us—other than the training of whores. But there are almost no facts leaking out from behind dozens of closed doors; and if the other whores know anything, they wouldn’t admit it. 


  I accept my role and let my anger go. They have me—what good would it do to fuss? 


  I bow, obey and follow commands almost before they are given. It helps to have an intuitive mind. And in this brothel, I have lots of opportunity to listen to the empty ethers for telepathic signals floating my way. We don’t talk much, chatter isn’t tolerated, and only late at night when the building is quiet do Red and I speak. Even then, we say little. I’m afraid of the other whores … at least right now. They seem to know things I don’t, or maybe they just look as though they do. 


  Red, however, rebels, rebukes and ends up on the raw end of the punishment rod far more often than I could take it. I wonder if she loves it, even though she looks like disaster has struck when she’s finished, and I sometimes hear her sobbing in the middle of the night. She upset me so much one night that—camera or not—I crawled into her cot behind her and held her until she quit crying and fell asleep. Apparently, our captors didn’t care that we spent the night that way. For myself, I’ve forgotten how to cry.


  “I should be more like you,” she tells me after these messy forays.


  “Don’t bitch, Amie.”


  “I can’t stop myself. It’s been this way since I was a kid. My life with the bikers didn’t help.” She blushes. “Obviously, I’m not the woman who introduced herself to you on the Orient Express.”


  “Doesn’t matter. I’m not much of the woman I was either.”


  I can tell now how much of a persona she wore with her prefect clothes and make-up. Now, I think her allure is just as provocative, though she’s a much earthier whore in these circumstances.


  “Is this hell?” she asks. 


  “Could be. But it seems we’re safe as long as we do what they say, and pretend we’re having a good time when we have sex.”


  She giggles. “I do have a good time, sometimes. When Captain Tahli is here he wants me almost every night.”


  “Is he good?”


  “Yeah,” her eyes look dreamy. “He’s a good lover when the lights are out and he can’t see me. Makes me wonder if he isn’t thinking of another woman. Still, he’s warm. And I love his lips—the best I’ve ever had.”


  “Then take comfort in that, Amie. I get the men who want to fuck me while they chew on their cigars and jabber with their friends.” 


  She laughs, a little more carefree than I’ve heard in some days. “I should be more content, but the anger boils in me and I can’t stop it. I think it’s flashbacks.”


  “The bikers?”


  “Naw, they were honey. Queens…” Her eyes drop, and she sighs heavily, biting her lip because she doesn’t want to say more. 


  Eventually, she’ll confess. We have a lot of time to spare, and nothing else to do. This could be decent therapy, though I’d still give my eyeteeth to have my freedom. 


  I cringe watching the masters take Red to the whipping post and string her up. I think they purposely taunt her to see how much she can take before she sounds off. It’s been several months now and her hair has grown past her shoulders. The punishment administrators have to tie it out of the way with a ribbon when they scald her back with a flogger—or briars. They want an uninhibited target. 


  Briars are a favorite here because they leave such stirring remains. Amie’s smooth skin can bear a hundred marks of punishment and be healed in a matter of days. She’s a durable slave.


  The days move on so that I can hardly remember one to the next. We are used for sex—or sent to the kitchens or a task master who gives us chores—cleaning, scrubbing, garden work, mending uniforms. But with so many women—there must be thirty in the brothel consistently—there’s hardly enough work to keep us occupied for even eight hours a day. This gives us lots of time to brood. I find this the worst. I think too much, and become vulnerable. Days, to weeks, to months, I’m restless; which is a sign of danger. Red blows in small tantrums; I do it all at once. 


  Six months in the life, I have a week of nearly nothing to do. The men who’d normally screw us are on maneuvers. Funny, how much my body needs those brutes. The restlessness builds a little bit each day and my submissive attitude retreats. I snap at a superior, and snap a little more the day after. I start getting cocky, enjoying the risks I take with my words. I used to do this with my lovers when I was restless with them. Either they would knock me down to size with a few barbs of their own—like Jordan would, or run off. No one pays much attention until General Hanan begins to bait me. 


  I’ve been dressed in a new white silk—they are surprisingly consistent with my slave name and the metaphor they make of my attire. The general is having a dinner party in his private quarters and wants me there. I should feel a bit proud being tapped for such an important duty—it’s my first time—but I’m in the middle of my restless snit and can’t seem to stop my tongue from wagging. Though I contain myself for a time, once dinner is served for the General and his six guests, I feel my anger start to rise when I become the focus of the conversation. 


  Jorges’ guests are all military comrades with an eye for female flesh. They are a regular United Nations of bloodlines—two men from Eastern Europe, a black African, a white South African, and two Westerners. Obviously, this elite terrorist organization to which I’ve become a slave ranges far beyond the territory they inhabit. That hardly matters when it comes to me; as these men have one thing in common. They like the pale color of my skin, and have been running their rough hands over my bare shoulders, admiring the soft feel. I hate this. In my many months of captivity, I’ve taken one man at a time, two or three when I’ve been in the middle of an orgy; but not since I came here have I had so many pawing hands assaulting my body, and so many eyes leering at me with such lusty gazes. They’ll be licking their chops any minute. 


  “We picked her up on the Express six months ago,” General Hanan tells them. “Hardly caused a ripple in her world. Her boyfriend was putout, but her mother let her go rather easily. The memorial service was very nice, wrapped up her life with a short but tender ceremony. The boyfriend and the mother divided her belongings in one afternoon, and they were back to their lives after a single weekend of grief. And, no repercussions since then. I guess we have the US State Department to thank for that. They hate Middle East messes.”


  I’d like to cry, my eyes are wet with tears, but there’s more anger in me now than sadness. I hate the way he speaks. 


  “Now she’s ours—our White Silk. Aptly named, don’t you think?”


  “She’ll sell well,” one of the commanders decides. He’s the one next to me, the South African, with a studious manner and thick accent. I hate his hands; they are clumsy and not alluring. He’s smug. The kind of man who would charmingly woo women in the outside world; but here he doesn’t have to be nice to get what he wants. 


  I shake him off—my first mistake. 


  The General scowls, so I lower my eyes submissively hoping that will assuage him. 


  “Yes, she’ll bring a good price,” Jorges tells them. “Though I have the feeling she needs a rougher action before we put her on the auction block. Then, too, she has six months to go before we can offer her in our general sale. There’s time.”


  “She photographs well,” a black man tells him. 


  Another man, who has been eyeing me from across the table, starts to smirk as some lousy thought crosses his mind. I can almost anticipate their sly insinuations. The man beside me starts to twist my blond hair through his fingers. My natural instinct is to jerk it away. 


  Another scowl from Jorges, I smile faintly and say, “I’m sorry.”


  I’m surrounded by them with their lecherous eyes and the comments and barbs that rally back and forth like I’m not here. They discuss my body, make me stand up and raise my dress. After everything I’ve been through, you’d think this would be easy, but it’s not. If it’s a test, I’m going to fail. 


  “Ah! She’s been shaved clean.”


  “It’s been permanently removed,” Jorges returns proudly. 


  “I see,” the man says as he reaches out to stroke my soft and hairless pubis. 


  “Open your labia,” the South African orders. 


  I obey.


  “Now rub yourself.”


  My face begins to burn with humiliation. I hate this and my anger rises. I know this is just my pent-up rage speaking, but I can’t help it. I love sex. But I’m still too much a woman to submerge my other selves. I hate what they have done to me and I’m telling them this with the grimace on my face. 


  “What is this?” another man speaks, as he noticed the expression. I’m frozen and can hardly move anything but my mouth. 


  “What do you bastards expect from me!” I finally roar. It feels damn good to blow my stack.


  General Hanan’s eyes darken—if that’s even possible. They seem to squelch the immediate fire and I offer him another simple, “I’m sorry,” which he won’t bother to acknowledge. I’ve gone too far this time. 


  “Sorry is hardly enough, is it General?” A voice comes out of the blue. 


  It’s Broc. His voice is unmistakable—six months and I remember it as clearly as if he spoke to me yesterday. I can feel him now behind me, staring into my shoulder blades as though they are a target for his knife. I start to shudder realizing how much I’m drawn to him. My contempt rises. It burns in my gut. But now I’m in such a horrible fix, I know that the only way out won’t be pleasant. 


  “You have a solution for her madness, Colonel?” the General asks. 


  “I’m sure I can find one,” he says with determination. 


  “It’s not exactly what we had in mind tonight, but perhaps her training hasn’t covered all the vulnerable places—at least not yet.”


  “That’s usually the case, sir. I told you before that she’s as wily as a fox.”


  “Better to get it handled now than to have this kind of rebellion rise once she’s in the hands of her new owners. If you will discipline White Silk for us, Colonel, we’ll be happy to watch.” 


  I feel the Colonel’s hand as it clutches my bare arm. Its inherent power sends a deluge of desire through my shoulder down to my crotch. 


  One hundred and eighty days I’ve been submissive in this unreal world and I choose this one day to rebel—the day Colonel Broc returns.


  The Colonel drags me to the far side of the General’s dining room where a heavy ringbolt is embedded in the wall. Cuffs go quickly around my wrists and are attached to the ring so I hang there, virtually on tiptoe. Broc cuts the straps of my new dress and tears the material away with a broad sweep of his hand. Makes me wonder if the brothel has an inventory of white silk dresses to replace the ones they destroy. Shivering and naked in my white high heels, I cringe more, knowing how dearly my backside will pay for my thoughtless crime. 


  Broc whispers in my ear, “I returned because I wanted to screw you, Silk, and you pull a stunt like this. The Ivy League should have taught you better, or at least your survival instincts should be more acute.”


  The Colonel’s anger focuses my own. If I’d have known he’d walk into the room at the moment of my worst offense, I’d have never voiced my anger. It is a matter of pride with him. Broc of all people is the last man I want to witness this kind of weakness. I’m not sure why it matters, but it does. Now, I’ve humiliated myself in front of a room full of no-count bastards, and one very enticing man. How could I be so stupid! All this and he wanted to screw me!


  I look at him from the corner of my eye. “It was a big mistake,” I whisper in the most contrite voice I can manage. 


  His attire hasn’t changed: military fatigues, pants tucked into thick black boots, sleeves rolled to the elbow, black belt around his waist. I watch him unbuckle the leather and draw it from his pants while my whole body quakes and my ass begins to tingle. It’s quite a theatrical move, which I could appreciate if that leather wasn’t about to connect with my naked backside.


  Doubled in his fist, the leather is all he needs to send my poor body into spasming convulsions of pain. He strikes fast; muscles the blows about my ass in a cadence so quick that there is no way I can keep up with the intensity and turn it erotic. Again and again, the leather smacks my pale skin crimson. My whole ass must be aglow as well as the skin halfway to my knees. 


  He grunts. I moan. And I gasp and shriek and think the pain will never end as it comes in such a fierce onslaught. The look of anger in his face arouses me. We are symbiotic sufferers. For some unfathomable reason we expect more from each other—at least he expects more from me than he does the other whores. And me? I’m too mixed up to know what I feel for him, but I do know where my desire is leading. 


  In time, my body starts to twist away from his strikes. Broc stops. “Put your feet to the ground and don’t move them,” he roars the command. 


  I do as he says, even though I can hardly stop myself from these useless attempts to get away. The pain is in charge, not me. I’m begging him to stop; my plea is so impassioned that I finally get through to him—at least I can imagine as much. The last strikes of the belt on my ass seem almost half-hearted, as if his own passion for punishing me has finally dwindled. 


  Broc has broken me as a cowboy breaks a horse. 


  When he finally puts his belt back in his pants, there is so much rampant sexual energy between us that I suspected we’ll fuck it off. After what he’s told me in his finest whisper, I have little doubt. But when he leaves me hanging in the room with my ass bared before the seven snickering faces, I almost start to weep. 


  “You have a good whore I can use?” he asks the General. They stare at me: Broc with lust, Jorges with interest and nothing more. 


  “You can take your pick, but I think you’d like Daisy. She’s new, but very good. White skinned beauty—not unlike Silk, but more amenable to submission. Sultan picked her up on an airplane, fell right into our hands. Hardy the trouble you’re having here.”


  “Good. I want someone without her bite. It’s been a long day; I need a good fuck and a long night’s sleep.”


  “You’ll be out in the morning?”


  “More than likely. I have a shipment from Istanbul to hijack.” He smirks so the General understands. “I’ll leave her for you, gentlemen.” He nods at the six men; and clicking his heels on the hard wood floor, he leaves the room, and me with my burning, anxious behind to inspire these lechers’ fantasies. 


  My night is hardly over, though my hot ass defines how I get used. If I’d only behaved myself, I might be the whore in Broc’s bed—not the target of a major rape.


  In six months, I haven’t had much anal sex, but all that changes in the next few hours. 


  Once the General’s guests have finished their meal, I’m taken down and to one of the parlors that has been specifically designed for orgies. 


  “I want her ass,” the South African starts right off with my worst fear. 


  “By all means,” Jorges oozes sexual desire with his eyes, his lips, and every gesture of his hands. “Silk, clean yourself, you know how?”


  “In the lavatory?” I question him.


  “No, right here. The equipment is in the cabinet.”


  This seems so vile, but that is what he wants—my complete humiliation. I’ve only seen this move accomplished once before; that time by a whimpering young Englishwoman who’d been captured just three weeks. The poor girl suffered every minute, while she washed her channel with a squeeze tube of soapy water, and let out the remains in a large chamber pot before the eyes of several men. That’s what I’ll be doing in the next ten minutes. But I’ll do it without the tears she shed.


  With Broc gone, I can gather my wits more easily. I don’t have his eyes on me, or his cunning, or the smoldering fire between us to get in the way of my concentration. 


  I pull out the quart container, which seems to be enough for Jorges. Then, in a conveniently placed sink, hidden behind another cabinet door, I fill it full of liquid. 


  “Here,” the General says as he sees I’m about to administer the potion. “I think you’ll need this.” He pours the liquid contents of a vial into the opening before I seal in the plug. “You know the fire on the outside, this will get within, Silk, and punish your insides with a little real pain. Harmless, but effective.” He pushes me to a low settee, where he motions me over the back. The wood trim at the top hits me hard on my pubic bone. This won’t be a comfortable ride. 


  My admiring South African, binds my cuffed wrists to the forelegs of the settee, spreading them wide, while one of his friends binds my ankles to the settee’s back legs. My ass is high, my pink cheeks spread and my anus fully exposed. I ache already, but that is not a consideration of my captors. 


  Though the General starts the enema, he leaves it for the others to finish. Two men squeeze the liquid into my ass, another massages my belly, and a fourth fondles my dangling breasts, taking a thumb and index finger to pinch my nipples so that more jolts of pain drive my discomfort.


  As my belly fills, the sensation of urgency becomes acute. But when I try to twist atop the hard back of the settee, I only make the discomfort worse. The searing heat begins as the General’s little addition to my bag of waters starts to take effect. The heat starts deep, soon searing everything in me and spreading outward until I think that my entire body is going to explode. Just when I’m sure I cannot take anymore… when the soapy water is about to burst from me… and the pain from my awkward position becomes unbearable, I’m untied and lifted from the settee, pushed into a crouch where I void my back channel into a brass pot.


  Though some of my agony disappears, the intensity of this infernal heat does not. It grows more, and continues to build once I’m free of the water. It’s all oblivion now. I can’t think. I can’t speak. I can only let them use me. They work me first with their fingers, then with a studded leather dildo, and finally I’m assaulted by each erection. 


  I see each proud penis before it enters me. Some, I take in my mouth to bring them to their full size. I’m sure that my body will refuse the largest one, or get stung brutally by the one with the rather radical arch in the stalk. Thankfully, I’m greased enough to make the fucking work. And after the second cock, I’m so wide open that size and shape no longer seem to matter. In time, even the General’s spices have little effect. Though I can still feel them warming me deep inside, the fire is less intense. 


  My belly begins to spasm. My anal regions reach a strange orgasmic clenching that could be called a climax, but it’s unlike any vaginal climax I’ve ever had. Having been lifted to a plane of feeling far beyond my physical self, I float, from one cock to the next, one sensation to another as the violation exhausts me, agreeably so. 


  The customers in my back door are amazed. Apparently, I’ve become the whore they’ve wanted. 


  What they don’t realize is that I did this for me, not them. If they are going to abuse me so, I will take every bit of pleasure in the act. And I do. I’m proud of this—although these unslave-like thoughts are not ones I plan to share with anyone. For now, though, they’ll keep me sane. 




  Chapter Six


  I’ve been in solitary confinement since my breach in slave etiquette at General Hanan’s party. Two days so far. I really don’t mind, since it will take these two and a few more to heal my body from that wild night. It’s strange how I think of it now as I soothe my ass and rub the ointment Jorges gave me into my sore anus. The inner burning has long past. Only the memory lingers. And in my memory, it’s not as painful as it was when it was happening. I remember the effect more—the way it helped me toward the finest sexual oblivion of my life. 


  I nurse these thoughts at the same time wondering about Colonel Broc. I’m sure he’s left the compound. If I have any remaining regret it is that I missed the chance to be with him. I’m not sure why I care, but I do. Maybe it’s the romantic woman still residing in my heart, the one who, even in these horrible circumstances, looks for tenderness from thugs and savages. The way Broc cared for me my first days I was in the compound is the closest thing to real affection I’ve experienced so far. I’m probably foolish to expect more.


  It’s been weeks since I thought of Jordan and I do now. Although it’s pretty much fact that I screwed up that relationship. If anything has been made clear to me since my kidnapping, it is that. If I could live my life again, I’d never treat him so badly. Never. Of course, that doesn’t really matter now since my life has taken this bizarre turn and being with Jordan is a pipe dream fantasy as silly as a child’s game of pretend. 


  The worst part about solitary confinement is all these thoughts breeding like maggots in my head. I hate them, but can’t seem to ignore the constant babble that continues even when I sleep. 


  Days after the anal rape, as I mull my unfortunate circumstances, I look up from the pallet where I sleep in the old dank cellar cell and gaze toward the door. Colonel Broc is standing by the bars. At first, I think I’m dreaming. But when he speaks, I know he’s real. 


  ***


  The General has given Colonel Broc one of the nicest rooms in the compound. It’s the sunny one on the west side. I’ve only been there once before. The furniture is antique like the furnishings in the General’s rooms; and the linens aren’t as shabby as the ones in the rest of the house. 


  I can hardly look at him, so I avert my gaze. Broc sits in an overstuffed chair, which is a faded but pleasant shade of green, a green that a woman would pick. The brocade material was cut in a pattern of roses, which still faintly appear out of the worn fabric.


  “You prefer going naked, or would you like another dress?” he asks. 


  I wonder if this is a trick question? “A dress would be fine,” I reply.


  “Then you’ll have to earn it,” he says coldly.


  “I made a mistake,” I tell him as submissively as I know how.


  “That you did,” he agrees. He says that with his deep voice reverberating—it feels like a train beneath my skin. He breaks the tension tossing me the silk he’s been holding in his lap. “Use this one for now. But you leave it when I’m finished with you.”


  “Yes, sir,” I answer respectfully. 


  With the silk to cover me, I feel less exposed, although we both know that it’s just a game. I can hide nothing from Broc.


  I divert my anxiety, noticing the details rather than the substance of the room—the grungy walls, the spotted carpet—the threadbare drapes. The chair fits his body well, his broad shoulders square with the back, his bare forearms rest on the arms with his palms casually cupping the ends. I stare at his hands for awhile. Then his blue eyes zap me, snapping at me with such force that once I catch his gaze, I have to look. That’s what he wants. 


  “And you like being hairless?” he asks as he remembers the look of my smooth and very naked crotch. 


  “I don’t think it matters what I like.”


  “How true,” he nods with respect. Maybe I am getting the message of surrender. That is what they are teaching here. It’s a kind of thoughtlessness I can enjoy. But it’s a matter of choice. I didn’t choose this, although I often find that yielding is exactly what I need. 


  My eyes revert to his thighs when his gaze gets too intense. They are as hard and muscled as his chest and his powerful arms—which could crush me if he chose to. 


  “Drop to your knees,” he orders. 


  I obey him quickly, but this hurts. My kneecaps grind against the wooden floor, though I keep the pose until he says, “Sit back.” 


  I do that, too, feeling grateful for some small relief.


  My heart is beating as fast as my pulsing crotch. My head spins. I’m lightheaded and almost dizzy. When he leans forward, I shudder from head to toe, and my face begins to brighten with a blush of embarrassment. I’m sure he can sense my arousal and that scares me. With any other man, the act of surrender is easy. I’m immune to them, but not to the handsome Colonel Broc. He takes my chin in his hand and lifts it so I can’t help but stare at those azure irises and wilt.


  “Closer, Monroe.” He calls me Monroe—I’ve almost forgotten what that means. 


  I rise off my heels and wiggle my way between his thighs, so that our faces are so close that we can feel each other’s breath. 


  He kisses me. Lips first, lightly. Then his mouth opens, and mine follows. My lips seem to tremble as badly as my limbs. His tongue begins a slow massage—I’m starting to melt. He treats me like candy, tasting me carefully as though he’s savoring the promise of that first bite. I can’t forget the fact that he’s made me cum twice—with just his fingers. Perhaps this time, he’ll make me cum with his tongue alone. 


  Broc brings me closer, into his lap where I sit like a child and cuddle him with my arms around his neck, making out. 


  The lovemaking is so silent that we can hear the little noises of our mouths and the sound of his fatigues against my silk. His warm body has me caught inside its steeled grip. I’m here to stay. 


  He takes one breast inside his hand and rolls it in his palm. He could have had me naked, but he prefers to feel the silk first—at least that seems to be his plan. It’s a good plan, for the silk soothes me inside of his powerful manliness.


  As we kiss, we become more aroused. We press our chests against each other; and our hearts appear to clench as firmly as our arms and mouths. Still in his lap, he has my ass inside his grip. My sore ass, the ass he flailed two days ago, the ass he tortured once before. He loves it now so passionately, I know he could beat it a hundred times over and I’d still want more. 


  As Broc rises from the chair, he lifts me into his arms. My feet don’t touch the floor, but follow my body on the bed. His hands cover my hair, holding my face carefully as he kisses me more. Then he moves one hand down along the sensuous fabric, until it skirts the hem of my dress. Reaching underneath, he beings to burrow deep to feel real skin. The pulsing portal at the crest of my crotch opens naturally. Yet, he teases it, giving my swollen sex-soaked skin only a cursory massage. I search for his erection knowing that it has grown in size. I’ve felt it firm against my belly, pulsing on my thighs like a throbbing heart.


  In several seconds, my fingers have his belt unbuckled. Even with all the heavy clothes he wears, he’s still undressed as quickly as I am… and I wear nothing but my new white silk. 


  His penis dives for my cunt like a heat-seeking missile aiming for its target. I bear down to milk it with each thrust it makes toward my hungering womb. 


  My back arches as he kisses my neck. Then drawing a line of kisses downward, he’s almost at my nipple before his lips glide back up my throat. As my steamy portal and his cock collide, my cum begins from deep within me, from the Jordan place I’ve been denying, that place where my real lovers go, the place only the special ones are allowed. I don’t know whether Broc has taken this from me, or I have freely given him the intimate Shelly. I only know that in the moment of climax that I love him as much as I’ve loved any man. Even when we’re finished, it is impossible to pull away. Sweaty and exhausted, we stay in the same place on the messy bed for a long while. 


  An hour passes. We finally break away. 


  I fix Colonel Broc a drink while he sits in the brocade chair watching me move. He wears boxer shorts to cover his crotch and nothing more, which is rather disappointing since I was enjoying the look of his cock. Yet, he is power and muscle enough to keep my arousal brewing at a low sonorous rumble. Unfortunately, the very fact of who he is and where we are now is so disturbing that my other, less forgiving nature can’t let that truth go.


  “How can you do this?” I finally blurt out when I hand him the glass.


  He looks up, sips his drink and snickers. “Really bothers you, doesn’t it?”


  “Shouldn’t it? Shouldn’t it bother every decent human being that you kidnap women and turn them into sex slaves?”


  “Just the ones that want it.”


  “Right,” I bite off sarcastically. 


  “Don’t lie to me, Monroe. You love what you’re doing. You loved what we just did and you want me more.”


  I seethe, stare at him and seethe more. “My body speaks one way, Colonel, because it’s feeling primal, animal things. But I am a human being, not an animal.”


  “You sound foolish saying that. What we did was more than animal. Yes, it was primal, but it was more than that and you know it.”


  “Maybe. But that is only because you’ve twisted my life.”


  “You felt something for me, don’t say you didn’t.”


  “And what if I did? What would it matter now? You’re a ruthless bastard who can’t afford to care for anyone.”


  “You’re wrong about that. I can be very loyal to those who are loyal to me.”


  “No. That’s not true. You’re an abomination. This whole place is an abomination. And I can’t believe that anyone who appears as humane, as civil as you, could be behind this scheme and loving it so. It’s insane.”


  “I’m not a civil man,” he grimaces darkly. “I have a life you don’t want to look at. Whether it’s a sane or an insane choice really doesn’t matter; it’s who I am and how I want to live my life. The fact that I brought you along with me, pleases me.”


  As much as I should hate him, it does matter to me that he’s made these choices. It matters to me that he’s become so cruelly cold—that he’s lost his soul. I wonder why. I want to climb inside his life, his mind, his psyche, although I’m not sure why. Maybe it’s just survival, and through Broc, I’m looking for my way out. 


  “Tell me, how does a man, apparently raised in a reasonable American life turn out like you? How did you lose your morality?”


  He scowls, “I wasn’t raised to be a reasonable American, and I didn’t lose my moral compass. I never had one. And you know what? Everyone else in this goddam world is the same. If they tell you otherwise, they’re lying.” His bitterness makes my whole being turn sour.


  “Then I find you very sad, Colonel Broc.”


  “Don’t mourn for me, Monroe, mourn for yourself. You’re the one who has no choices left but to serve me and whoever buys you for your body.”


  His cold is stunning. Must have hit a hot button. He’s beyond mocking me gently, and has turned to ice. 


  I move in front of him, suddenly feeling so naked and unhappy that I snatch the white dress off the floor and put in on before he can tell me not to. 


  “Truth does that, doesn’t it? Turns you scared.”


  “Obviously, you want me scared. But then,” I look at him smugly, “what if I give up?”


  He looks puzzled.


  “Yes, give up. If living or dying doesn’t matter to me anymore, then you lose the game.”


  “Don’t give me that shit, Monroe. You want to live as much as I do.”


  “Why would I? After you’ve made me into this?”


  “I didn’t make you into anything. That is your doing. Strange as it may seem to you, I believe that you’re as responsible for being here as I am, or General Hanan, or Captain Tahli. Life is lessons, lessons we choose whether it’s up here,” he points to his head, “or in here,” he points to his gut. “Bottom line, the choices are ours. You brought this on yourself.”


  “Oh, that is a convenient way to sidestep your kind of evil.”


  “It works well for me. The fact remains, Monroe, you’re not really suffering. You’re perfectly suited to this job. The General and I have just given you permission to be the reckless slut you’ve always been.”


  I’m standing close enough to catch his cheek with a sturdy smack, but he has his hand on my wrist before the blow connects. 


  “You do have spirit!” he chides me, as his frozen features thaw. 


  I struggle. All this anger has to have a place to go. But instead of making my point, he’s suddenly twisted me around so that my torso is over his lap. He leans forward holding me and begins to smack my ass. Each strike turns my body juices on, as though he’s turned on a faucet. When he’s not punishing my ass, his hand is tunneling toward my pussy where his fingers run sensuous circles around my anxious hole. I’m gasping as I try to shake him off, but it feels too good.


  “Dammit stop!”


  “Never, bitch, this is too good to pass up.”


  The fight is useless with my cunt impaled, but I refuse to make it easy for him. I want him angry, backing off, letting me out of his schemes. It would only prove his point about my love of sex. “Don’t!” I try more determinedly.


  He moves from my cunt to my ass.


  “Oh! No!” I wail more.


  “Love this, too, don’t you?”


  “No, I don’t.” 


  “You don’t lie well, Silk.” His voice seems to mellow when he speaks this way to me. My belly is so full of fire and my crotch so charged for more that I’m almost in tears with this confusion tearing at me. “Tell me you want more, I’ll give you more.”


  “I don’t want more,” I blare. 


  “No?”


  “Ah, please stop.” The hunger is rich; and with Broc’s cock inside his boxer shorts, swelling against my leg, the intensity only grows. He is down and back between the two openings, driving each one toward pleasure beyond what I’ve already had. “No, no stop…” I can’t push off him now, my struggles seem to die despite my message otherwise, “Don’t do this to me…”


  “Do what? Love you? Make your body soar in ecstasy?” His touch turns tender as though his fingers are melting beyond my skin and becoming me. “It’s all we have, Silk. This pleasure is all we have to assuage the pain of living. And it’s all we need. You can fight it, kick and scream and slap my face, but the truth wins out. This is all a woman like you needs.”


  I’m climax bound, believing everything he says, as his hand moves with skill around the center of my self. He kneads my ass where the flesh is so pleasantly sore from being spanked, “Yeeeeeesssssssss,” I hiss. I notice my exclamation changes to fit the truth. He slips down again to grapple with my clenching ass and spasming cunt. I’m on edge and about to feel that first great jarring jolt of ending, when he backs out, lifts me with the grace of God and sends me reeling to the bed where I climb on and wag my tail like a horny bitch hound.


  Broc needs no more than the juicy froth at my cunt to coat the doorway to my rectum. This time, I really want him there. The need to have him in my ass is as strong as my need to be cunt fucked again. 


  “Oh! Gawd! Yes!” I’m sure now. “Yes!”


  Though I hear him grunt behind me as he thrusts, it’s my voice that echoes through the room and travels down the brothel halls. 


  “Fuuuuuuuuuck meeeeeeee! Yesssssss.”


  With his arms around me, I rise, arching my back against his mighty chest. Feels like a rocket is firing in my ass. It’s hot; the intrusion biting, but the colors in my mind are brilliant and the spasms running wild. 


  Hearing the low rumble of his climax, feeling his warm breath on my ear, I shudder as his erection shakes the bed. The spring and frames beneath us shake so hard that it sounds as if the whole house is going to collapse. Then he takes me down to the bed again, and we’re stuck to each other like glue, inseparable in our human suffering. 


  ***


  “What is your first name,” I ask Broc, as I watch him getting dressed. 


  “Daniel,” he says.


  “Daniel Broc. Interesting sound…” He looks uninterested in my thoughts, though they are important to me. It makes the man more human. 


  For Broc, sex is over, and being familiar is no longer important. As he puts his pants on, buckles his belt, buttons the shirt and tucks it into his pants, the man evolves from lover to Colonel. I can almost see the shift with every move; the way he steels himself against the world to become the man in his uniform.


  “I’m taking over your training,” he tells me.


  “And why is that?”


  “I have six months to make you into a salable slave. I’d rather see you succeed than fail.”


  “And you think I’d fail?”


  “It’s a possibility.”


  “And what happens if I do?”


  “You become expendable.”


  “That means?”


  He peers at me as though the answer annoys him. “You get used up fast.”


  I didn’t like the sound of that, but I don’t ask him to elaborate. “And a slut like Red? I don’t think she’ll ever conform.”


  “Actually she’ll get it easier than you do. You think too much. And she doesn’t. You watch, Silk, she’s breaking down already.”


  I don’t know whether to be offended by his analysis of my trainable or not trainable character. Should I be proud of my resistance, or make myself into what he wants and be proud of that? Some days, I don’t know my own mind. Perhaps, he’s right, I think too much. 


  “So, you’re taking over my training, what does that mean?”


  “It means you’ll button your mouth and quit asking questions.” He’s dressed now—Colonel Broc again and our conversation is over, punctuated with an audible period. “Leave the dress here and go back to your cell.” 


  I allow him to see my disappointment as I remove the white silk slip. But he says nothing as we leave and go in opposite directions.




  Chapter Seven


  As a trainer, Colonel Broc is a far more strident taskmaster than his predecessor. In general, the brothel is not a training ground for slaves at all. Its laissez faire atmosphere engenders training by accident. Those who, by sharp wits or actual desire, figure out what our captors want and submit will be the ones getting sold for cash. The rest, from what I can figure, are used—eventually used up by the masses of soldiers. Unsold whores are more or less thrown to the wolves to fend for themselves. Obviously, being sold is preferable to being transferred into one of the general brothels. My imagination fills in where facts are lacking. The organization needs both kinds of slaves, so they allow the women to fall naturally into whichever category fits them best. There is little instruction and a good deal of luck either way. No different than the outside world, looks make a big difference. Some women figure this out while others are too angry to use their heads. 


  Amie seems to remain one of the angry ones. (Yes, I am angry, too, but only in brief bouts. And after Broc gives me his unofficial warnings, I decide to pay more attention to keeping my peace. What does it hurt me to submit if the alternative is only going to be more painful? That seems to be a wise decision.)


  I have the feeling that only Captain Tahli will save Amie from the woes of hardcore prostitution. She’s unrepentant. When I see her, she’s always battling—I don’t know why Broc thinks she’s breaking down. I even tell her one day—as we’re working in the kitchen together—that she should change her attitude or she’s going to die young. She ignores me like she ignores everyone else, and all the warnings she receives. But there is Tahli, who, like Broc, can find it in his heart to care for her. Perhaps it’s her sensuousness, the form of her body as it presses against her red satin dress. Perhaps, it’s how she struggles, but then relents. She’s more of a slut than I am once she lets go. Maybe that’s what Broc means.


  The six month marker in our training must be important—and the reason why Colonel Broc has changed the order of my life—which seemed to have no order at all. 


  I was moved into another wing in the house two days ago, away from the other whores. It’s quieter in these new quarters. Fewer men walk by my door looking for a place to get off. In fact, in two days, no one has entered my cell except the soldier delivering my food and the woman who presented me with another dress.


  It’s peaceful, but I have too much time to think.


  It’s almost midnight—I know this because there’s a clock down the empty hall chiming the hour—Westminster chimes. If I close my eyes, and think really hard, I can smell England and civility, hear the London traffic in my head, and taste the tea at four o’clock—sweet cream and courtesy lingering at my mouth. It’s a good memory, one that takes me off to sleep. That’s the time I’m most vulnerable to the foolish workings in my mind, the time of day near sleep when I think my dreams will bring me home—or produce more nightmares like this one. This night, though, with thoughts of Jolly Old England soothing me to sleep, I’m about to make it a restful night. 


  “Silk.” Someone’s speaking to me, shaking my arm until it’s twisted and beginning to ache. “Get up.” I’ve heard the voice before, though I’m not sure when. 


  Once on my feet, I walk between two soldiers down the compound’s back staircase and out into the night where I’m shoved into an idling black sedan. The soldier at my back presses me to the floor so that I have to make myself small. I feel invisible as we move into the rough terrain. With every bump in the road, one bone or another gets bruised from being shocked against the seat in front or the seat behind. By the time the car stops, my brain feels damaged and my body battered. 


  I walk barefoot along a city street as I’m led into a sizeable house. It’s difficult to make out anything in this black night. I can only estimate size of this place by the size of the shadows. The bright lights inside blind me for several seconds until I become accustomed to their glare. Then I’m escorted into another less brilliantly lit room.


  “Ah! It is Michelle Monroe.” The man greeting me holds out his hand for me to shake—like we’re neighbors. For several seconds he holds my hand in both of his and stares into my eyes, apparently pleased by what he sees. “Go on now,” he motions to my escort. “I’ll let you know when I want her driven back to the compound.”


  My host is a surprisingly handsome older gentleman dressed in a cream-colored Western styled business suit and blue silk tie. He looks about fifty years old, with grey streaks in his dark hair, and the now familiar Eastern European complexion. In the world outside my capture, he’d attract many women with such well-heeled maturity and a radiant charm I’m sure he’s practiced many years. 


  “Sit down, Miss Monroe, or would you prefer White Silk, your brothel name?”


  “Whatever suits you, sir.”


  “Right answer for a slave.” He smiles, then pours two glasses of bourbon and hands me one. “Sit down.”


  While the jail compound houses some fine looking rooms, there is a worn appearance to them, which suggests a degree of inadvertent neglect. This does not hold true for this man’s exquisite home. It is difficult to believe that such elegance still exists. The floors are carpeted with Oriental rugs—seems in my other life I bought several on Middle Eastern trips and these are particularly valuable ones. The walls of the small room are lined with tapestries, pictures are framed in gold leaf, and as my ass nestles into the seat of the divan, I notice the delicate embroidery in the fabric of cream and gold. The colors are subtle and unobtrusive, while the mellow glow of candles adds to the shimmering quality of wealth around me. I feel as though I’ve entered a magic fairyland, and I’m the slightly grungy fairy in my simple silk. Even new, my silk dress didn’t match the brilliance of this room. (There never seems to be enough White Silk dresses to maintain the image I should create.)  


  “I am Khahim,” the man tells me. “This is my summer house. It’s small, but suits my needs for the time of year.”


  “It’s lovely.”


  “Yes, it is.” He notices how my hand shakes as I hold the glass. “Go ahead, drink. Please.”


  “It’s been a long time,” I say as I stare nervously while the amber liquid jiggles from side to side against the glass. I take a swallow, closing my eyes as the warm liquor glides smoothly down my throat. This is the good stuff, perfectly aged. In my other life, I used to drink bourbon—I wonder if he knew that. 


  “I’ve been an admirer of your work, Miss Monroe.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes, I saw the piece you did on the Taj Mahal last year—superb. And the one in South America, machete in hand, slashing your way through the jungle.”


  I can hardly remember.


  “In fact, there was one of your Travel World series on television last night. I didn’t get a chance to watch, though I wanted to—knowing that you’d be here today. What was your favorite assignment?”


  “They weren’t exactly assignments. I chose where I wanted to go.”


  “Yes, of course. It was your production company.”


  “It was.”


  “But your favorite, tell me.”


  “My favorite documentary, or my favorite place in the world?”


  “Oh, that is something to consider. How about your favorite documentary.”


  “It would have to be the one in the Appalachian mountains of the US.” 


  “Oh,” he looks disappointed, “I’m afraid I haven’t seen that one. And why was that one special?”


  “I suppose because it was about my own country—where one of my grandmothers lived before she died.”


  “Ah! Perhaps like picking up a piece of your past.” He seems genuinely curious although I haven’t a clue why.


  “Perhaps.” 


  “And your favorite location? Where would that be?”


  I’m unsettled by his graciousness—although it seems perfectly authentic. “Why are you asking these questions?”


  “They bother you? I thought they would put you at ease.”


  “Are you planning to free me, Mr. Khahim?”


  “I’m afraid not. You’re as captive as ever.”


  “Then, if you’ll excuse my lack of enthusiasm for this conversation, I’d prefer if we changed the subject.”


  “Certainly. And you would like to get to the point of our meeting, I suppose?”


  “Whatever is your pleasure, sir. It is not mine to dictate.”


  “Ah, but you already show your spirit, putting me off with regards to your past life.”


  “I guess that was unwise of me.”


  “It could be fatal in the world you now live, yes. But with me, I don’t care. Just mind yourself elsewhere.”


  “I will.”


  He rests his elbows on the arms of his gilded chair, tapping his fingers together while considering his next remark. “I asked General Hanan to grant me this interview. It’s not according to the book. Captured women who will be offered at auction are usually kept in the compound; and while you’re lavishly photographed for potential buyers to examine on-line, you’re rarely seen outside until you’re off the auction block. However, since I have a dedicated interest in you, I was given an opportunity to preview the merchandise, shall we say.” 


  Oh, I get it now, I think silently. For all his gentlemanly refinement, Khahim is like all the others. 


  “In some regards, I was responsible for your being taken,” he talks on. 


  “Then I should hate you,” I say. 


  “Humph.” This rudeness hardly fazes him. “I was told you had an edge. I like that. In fact, I don’t care if you lose that as long as you understand who you’ll become. I want slaves of some merit, ones with breeding, the best women. My greatest satisfaction comes from yanking an unwilling woman of substance from her life and divesting her of that substance, denuding her of everything she owns and loves and delights in. I like to watch the results, see how she adapts to her misfortune. Interesting, that the smart women, the ones with some wit and charm make the most fascinating subjects.” 


  “Makes me feel like a lab rat.”


  “I suppose it would. You’re constantly photographed. You can’t masturbate nor have sex that your every response is not chronicled. It is that way at the compound and it will be the same way here. I don’t choose weak women to make my slaves, but ones with a degree of sass and adventure.” He’s inspired by his own thoughts. “Even when you’re resisting, you’re accommodating, looking for angles, the way out of your predicament. And that is what is so inspiring about this. There is no way out. I will have your life in the palm of my hand to mold.” His eyes grow big as his grand essence swells with such passionate speech. 


  I hate what he’s saying, but my body responds to Khahim’s scheme with a great deal of glee. I’m growing warm as my arousal grows, and the bourbon tosses out my inhibitions. 


  He chuckles. “Ah! How your thoughts betray you, Michelle Monroe. You ride the fence between your hatred of me and the desire that claws through your gut.” 


  “Why tell me this?”


  “It’s a mind game, Silk. A game of wits.”


  “It’s no game at all, if I can’t win.”


  “See, you prove my point. You’re smart enough to be a challenge. And in that way, you’re rather like a trophy I can showcase for my world of lecherous friends. Here, I have an American beauty as my slave. Come see how she squirms.”


  “You’re as vile as The General and Colonel Broc.”


  “More, my beauty. That’s why you’re here. I wanted you to understand the game. If you become my slave of choice in six months, you’ll live in luxury. You will be a slave, but the comforts you’ll enjoy will be far greater than any you could have in this life—or that other one you likely miss.”


  “So, what do I do to enter your kingdom of heaven?” I ask. 


  His eyes light, suspiciously. “That’s why you’re here.” 


  He clears his throat while I anxiously wait for him to continue—not because I want what he offers, but because my body is so intently curious about his demands. 


  “I have seen things in your sessions with the Colonel and the others who’ve used or punished you. I wanted to see firsthand how right my assumptions are.”


  Khahim rises from his seat and takes me by the hand. It’s warm, the kind that in my other world would be comforting. Strangely, this one has the same effect, even when I don’t want him touching me. 


  He brings me to the far end of the room, in front of a bank of draped windows that extend the length of the wall. Of course, the drapes are closed so that the world outside his house cannot see me. There is a bondage apparatus hanging above my head where my hands are stretched and placed into thick leather cuffs, which are lined with soft sheepskin. I’m feeling drawn by this sensuous world, even while I rebuff Khahim’s efforts to lure me. Incense from a glowing pipe winds about my head, while the white silk clings to the swaying curves of my body. All this would invite the attention of any luring eye—though there are none to see me in my bondage. Just Khahim and me in this sentient room. As he stands behind me, my whole body tingles in anticipation. When he begins, I’m sure I can thwart his efforts to arouse me, but that feeling lasts only seconds. 


  As the blindfold descends to cover my sight, I’m losing my will to resist. I can taste the sex on my lips, and in the air, and my cunt begins to dampen. Though I clench my thighs together tightly, that does nothing to change these blatant facts. There is something in the bondage that is as seductive as it is scary. 


  “Smell, Michelle Monroe,” he says while holding something to my nostrils. They flare instinctively as they become aware of the fragrant scent of leather. His implement is long, a  tail that drops from his hand inside my dress between the silk and my skin. It dangles over my naked pussy, ever so delicately grazing my pubic mound. Then slowly, he draws it up so it slithers like a snake up my body and around my breast and then my neck, where the leather finally slips away. There are ties at the shoulders of this white silk dress—perhaps to accommodate just such a moment as this one. He unties each one and lets the wisp of material fall to the floor at my feet where it torments my toes. 


  I know he holds a whip—nothing else could feel this way. I see the picture of one I remember from a documentary some years ago where I watched Australian cowboys herd their cattle with these sensuous swords. In my mind, I see the damage of a whip wielded against human flesh and I’m tempted to recoil. But as Khahim starts again, running the sinewy loops about my ankles, my body shivers recklessly and without the fear that would otherwise freeze my crotch until it’s frigid.


  The whip travels from my ankles along my thigh, to where my legs part. It shivers against a clitoris that is so swollen with desire, just this alone could make me cum. Khahim is not that easy a lover to let me orgasm so simply. I doubt he will let me climax at all. 


  The whip glides on, wrapping my body like gauze, then falling away. It wraps my waist, then climbs over my shoulder again only to descend in the same languid fashion as before. I can’t help but move in erotic undulations, just like its animal counterpart. 


  When Khahim stands back my being shudders. 


  Craaaaaaaaaaaack! 


  The sound explodes against my ear, though my skin feels only the rush of wind that results. Even the tiny hairs on my arms take note. The air stirs one more time and my body jolts, my mouth exclaiming as the end of the whip pops against my thigh. 


  “Yeeeeach!”


  It comes again, and then again, in no rhythm at all. Between my thighs, about my ass and then my shoulders. The split end stings as erratically as its rhythm, no one strike like the one before or any other—as though Khahim, with the delicate precision of a master, paints my canvas of skin with varied but certain splashes of color. 


  Craaaaaaaaaaak! 


  The sound explodes again, closer, this time inside by body aura. I lunge, but there is no pain, just the remnant arousal this taunting strike produces. Will he continue to miss—or deliberately lay such a terrible blow to my fragile skin?


  When he pauses, Khahim runs his hand across my ass and then gently down my thighs. He follows with the downy softness of fur and tender kisses on my back. The whip falls over my cunt, and as he backs away, the serpentine snake coils around my pussy to tease the sensitive bud. When he finally draws the whip from me, he’s in position to strike again with blows that are as varied as the last round of delightful torture.


  Each time he moves, my passions rise as I fall into a thoughtless reverie of feeling. I was aroused by the harshness of my punishments from Broc—which had little finesse involved, but as much passion. This, however, is another kind of bliss. My body floats easily from one snap to the next; in time, so needy that it presses back welcoming what comes next—even when the bite hurts. 


  Laying his hand on my ass, Khahim fondles away the soreness and brings the body heat to boiling… until I’m cumming with my crotch clutching in a stream of shivering waves… until those waves retreat. 


  “Yes, Michelle Monroe, this is what I want from you,” he whispers in my ear. “You will do fine.”


  As he removes the blindfold from my eyes, I stare forward in wondering shock, seeing before me a dozen pairs of eyes, and the one bold eye of a video camera mounted on a tripod to my left, all recording everything that’s happened. 


  “This one has promise, don’t you think?” Khahim asks his audience. They seem to agree though I don’t recall hearing any of them say so aloud. I’m still meandering thoughtlessly, and may have only imagined their consent. 




  Chapter Eight


  “Up,” I hear his voice command me, but only connect with it when I open my eyes to the blinding light of my cell. It must be an extraordinarily bright day on the outside. 


  Colonel Broc pulls me from bed and pushes my naked body to the door. 


  “My dress…” I look back wonderingly at the slip, which lies like a dishrag on the floor beside my bed. 


  “Leave it.”


  Broc’s brisk voice starts me shuddering, and his cool gaze only augments that feeling. He prods me as I walk sleepily down the hall to the shower room where he shoves me inside. 


  “Get clean, Silk, you have work to do.”


  My tummy starts to flutter—I’m feeling like Pavlov’s dog here. There’s obviously been some connection created between Broc and my physical arousal. It mounts with an incredible roar for so early in the morning. 


  I’m in the shower stall for slaves, a grey concrete room eight feet square with three showerheads mounted on the wall and two drains in the floor. It is always chillingly damp regardless of the time of year; but being winter now, the room is at its most bone-freezing temperature. My teeth start to chatter as I let the tepid water rain through my hair and down my shoulders. While Broc watches from the doorway, I lather my body with the perfumed soap. It always seemed strange that slaves would be afforded this kind of luxury in the compound. Then, of course, a soldier in their unknown wars appreciates a sweet-smelling whore. 


  I gaze back at him briefly in embarrassment.


  I love his eyes, the blue so blue that I think of the sky as evening nears and the hue begins to darken. 


  When I turn off the water, he throws me a towel, which I hold around me as we march into the hallway, through the back quarters of the compound to a room near the kitchen, where he wraps my wrists in cuffs and places a sturdy leather collar around my neck. In the kitchen, he puts me to the floor where breakfast waits for me in a shallow bowl. Without utensils to eat with, I lift my meal to my face and lap the food with my tongue. Afterwards, I’m given a rag to wipe away the remaining mess from my mouth.


  Though I’ve worked in the kitchen before, this detail is not the same as the normal duties assigned to slaves. I’m under the direction of a starched mistress, dressed in a khaki military uniform. Gossip in the compound says she was once a slave and now holds the only position of authority in the organization granted a woman. The more sordid whispers suggest that she has some secret sexual deal with General Hanan as his Fem/dom mistress. When some new tidbit of leaked information tears through the compound, the corridors of this brothel whir with excitement. I think it’s all made up. It’s a great idea to put the villain in his place, but reality is another thing altogether. The General is a sadistically charming bastard to women. If he’s keeping such a deep dark secret he certainly hides it like buried treasure. 


  It is Madam Carlotta’s job to prepare slaves for auction, giving them instructions on proper and possible forms of service, which might be required of them should they be sold—which, of course, is the goal of the organization. I imagine our captors pad their coffers well by providing slaves to rich perverts.


  The woman is a clipped and formal drill sergeant on her best days, a shrew on her worst. She doesn’t bother with the captive initiates like myself until they have passed the first six months in the brothel and are ready to be prepared for what happens next. 


  “Pay attention to everything she says,” Broc tells me before he places me in her hands. 


  I find myself looking at him longingly as he leaves me with the bitch. It’s impossible for me to forget the nights we have spent together. None recently have been as intimate as that first astounding one. Normally, he uses me briskly, and I’m back in my quarters in less than an hour. But the frequency of my visits to his room surprises me. Every time he returns from the field, I am his whore of choice. I don’t dare speak with him about this fact, though I find it curiously titillating. Only once was I sure that he bedded another whore, and I was intensely jealous. 


  “You’re serving in the map room today, Silk,” Madame Carlotta tells me. “The job is simple. You’re to kneel in a corner submissively as you’ve been taught and wait for orders. Remain watchful and eager to respond should you be required to serve Captain Tahli. When you receive orders, follow them as if your life is at stake. Lapses in obedience will be noted, filed and used as a gauge for punishment.” Her face is devoid of emotion, her body quite lifeless despite its naturally beautiful shape. It’s impossible not to notice her heavily endowed chest, and the delicious cleavage that her uniform allows. Her hips are wide, her legs shapely, and she adds a sexy swagger to her walk as she effortlessly moves in her thick high-heeled shoes. Regardless, she appears empty to me, as though she were once caught in a vacuum and now nothing gets inside or releases in her miserable life. Was it this captive life that made her so; or was she like this when she came here? Is this what years in captivity do to women? 


  I apply myself diligently in the map room, for two hours kneeling in the corner waiting, which is really worse than being on my feet. The pain involved in keeping the pose becomes excruciating; and when I’m finally ordered to attend the party of six men, my feet have become so numb and wobbly that I can hardly stand. Seeing the scowl on one soldier’s face, I realize that I’m earning a punishment with each faltering, but unavoidably clumsy step. By the time I’m ready to go to the kitchen for a tray of drinks, I think I have found my footing, and manage to accomplish the task faultlessly. This makes me wonder if I weren’t set up to fail, just so that I’d be punished. 


  For the remainder of the day, I run about fetching food and drink and being played with by a few curious hands. All of this proves easy. It’s only when I’m forced into another and much more difficult pose that I fail again. 


  On orders from Captain Tahli who has been conducting this strategy meeting with five of his lieutenants, I crawl on hands and knees to his side where he sits at the head of the conference table. The table is littered with papers from one end to the next. 


  “Straighten your back,” he tells me as I wait beside his chair, looking down at the worn carpet—at least it’s some comfort for my bony knees. Following orders I attempt to make my back as flat as the table above me. I can already guess the Captain’s motives and try my best to conform to the picture I see in my mind’s eye. Apparently, I accomplish the task enough to please Captain Tahli as his glass of liquor is soon balanced precariously across my back feeling as though it’s about to fall and spill its contents. I’m sure Tahli senses my trepidation, but I’m so afraid of making a move that I don’t have the courage to peek at his face. My head remains bowed with my eyes again becoming familiar with the patterns of gold, blue and green in the faded carpet. Exposed to the air, my cunt twitches. And to make matters even chancier, I find that my crotch is facing Tahli’s leering lieutenants. I sense they have their eyes focused on my wet privates where my sexual juices are leaking from the center. 


  I think too much and the glass jiggles. I adjust the pose and it settles. I believe I have the position mastered, and then Tahli suddenly takes a drink. When he returns the glass to his personal liquor table, it lands in another spot and I have to adjust my muscles to accommodate the new position. A half-hour passes and my muscles begin to ache; another fifteen minutes they feel weakened. I think this torture is endless. Parts of me are numb, my belly suddenly grinds with hunger, and an errant gnat is suddenly pestering my face. I try encouraging it to leave, but when I carefully shake my head, a lock of hair falls against my nose, ticklishly grazing the skin until I’m about to sneeze. I have one quick reprieve as Tahli takes another drink; but I’m caught off guard when he sets his glass further back on my tired spine. The end to this scene comes quickly: I sneeze and the glass falls off with its liquid amber contents dribbling down my leg. I’m about to cry, as useless as that would be. 


  “Not bad for your first time, Silk,” Tahli tells me. Then he leans forward, smacks my ass with a hearty thwack and orders me out, “Leave us be, slave. We won’t need you the rest of the afternoon.” 


  I spend the remainder of my day in the kitchen where Carletta admonishes me for my map room faux pax. She raps my buttocks with a kitchen spoon and then sends me to the corner. I’m ordered about as the preparations for dinner begin; and when dinner is over and my stomach is growling from hunger, I finally get my meal—another eaten from a slave bowl on the floor. Another slave is eating at my side. She served General Hanan earlier in the day. I suspect it went badly as her hands are now bound behind her, which makes eating even more humiliating since she can’t use them to lift her bowl. 


  As the kitchen quiets, the bound girl and I remain. Even Carlotta is about to leave. Standing over us, she lays her last barbs for the day. 


  “I’ll be making my report to Colonel Broc. He’ll see to your punishment. You’re both worthless slaves. Perhaps a good beating will improve your performance tomorrow.”


  Carlotta replaces her military cap and swishes a navy coat round her shoulders before walking into the night. 


  It’s just nine o’clock when I’m ordered to return to my cell, but I’m already dead tired. I figure I’ll have a night to sleep and repair before I’m called up again. Every muscle in my body aches from the horrors of my day. How could I have believed that being a slave in this house would be easy? I’d only seen a fraction of the measures taken to train auctionable chattel, and I’m sure I haven’t seen them all. 


  At half past nine when I’m fast asleep, the lock on my cell door jangles me awake. A nameless soldier rousts me from bed. 


  I’m taken back down the stairs to the officer’s quarters. I recognize Broc’s room as we pass through the corridor, but we don’t stop there. Perhaps I’m not on my way to a sexual rendezvous. I’m led into another office where the Colonel waits for several slaves to appear. I’m the first to arrive, having the difficult task of waiting in the awkward quiet for the others to join me. 


  Broc’s working at his desk, pouring over some papers, when he finally answers the telephone and dives into a conversation. My nerves ease slightly, though not my apprehensions. I feel a familiar prickliness between my thighs that the waiting conjures. I must be crazy to be thinking sexual things at a moment like this one; but I can’t escape myself. As much as I vow otherwise, the fact remains that my desire rises every time I find myself in his presence. 


  When the other slaves enter, we stand shoulder to shoulder before the Colonel’s desk. Once he puts down the telephone, he consults his papers then looks back at us. 


  “Sergeant, bring me the rod.”


  Broc’s unwavering gaze seems to land on me again and again. I’m sure I’ll shrivel into the cold cement if he does this one more time. Yet, regardless of my fear, my body remains aroused. 


  “Turn, palms on the wall and present your asses,” he orders next. His chair grates across the floor as he rises to his feet and I hear the ominous click of his boots as he approaches. My tummy turns a somersault and then sours. Then, as he establishes himself behind us, everything in me quakes. I’m not the first to take the rod on my ass. Cream, a coffee-colored woman with soulful black eyes, takes the first strikes. Ten, in amazing precision, clip across her generous buttocks drawing deep lines in the skin, and raising impassioned cries from her lips, which are as erotic as they are distressed. My crotch jumps to the lively beat even as my apprehensions soar. Finished quickly with her, Broc dismisses the relieved woman and she patters out the door as the master disciplinarian moves on to Kimma. 


  This slender slave has been in the brothel two years for reasons no one understands—at least our fellowship of slaves can’t make sense of it. Like Cream, she is of Eastern European ancestry with a broad plain face and soulful eyes that can rip a heart in shreds. I find her simple beauty alluring. The long lines of her body seem to extend beyond the physical form. Everything she does is accomplished with grace. Some say she is European royalty, a ballet dancer; she performed in Prague and Moscow and was taken out of Budapest by the organization when she was touring with her company. She looks too thin, as if the life has made her weak. At the same time, she seems as bendable as a willow and able to endure anything. Two years in the compound, she has endured a great deal. 


  Broc strikes her ass in the same way he delivered his blows to Cream’s behind. Kimma’s flesh is paler so that the stripes are brighter and more distinct than those on Cream’s lovely ass. My fears double as I realize my turn is next. Though my body charges on, hoping that with both women gone, my moments with Broc will contain the intimacy I seek. 


  When the punished ballerina leaves the room, my fears begin to fall away. Broc is the closest thing I’ve had to a lover since my capture. We have a history we can’t deny. Words, conversations, glances, feelings from tenderness to scowls to tears. I expect some explanation, or even a rebuke, but he remains surprisingly silent as he stands behind my back. My hands are to the wall, palms flat, my feet apart on the cold cement. 


  From the corner of my eye, I see his swagger and the way the rod looks in his powerful hand. When he draws that arm back, my body tenses, and the muscles in my ass tighten as the punishing rod bounces off the surface. The force of his strike moves deep. In the same meticulous manner he used with the other women, he delivers his ten correctional stripes to my nervously clenched posterior. The pain is furious, producing a bright white heat that covers my ass with such sensation that I believe the patterns of red will be seared into my skin forever. He finishes my punishment as abruptly as he did the others, though neglects to shoo me out the door. 


  “Turn around,” he orders.


  Broc searches my face as I wait for him so say something. “Go to my quarters and wait for me,” he says.


  “Yes, sir,” I answer. 


  “On the floor, Silk,” he adds. 


  I nod at him and I’m off. 


  By the time Broc finally enters the room, the heat from my punishment has faded. What remains is a simple ache that might well last a few days. 


  Though I look forward to this moment, he is as unfeeling as he was while he laid on the rod. This will not be the intimate exchange I hoped for. Broc can easily assuage his day’s worries with a good fuck, and I will be the object of that physical release. I play the role well, even when it has no meaning for me. I suppose it shows how starved I am for real affection that I would seek it from this man, this Texas cowboy with all the grit and looks of a movie star, and the ruthless immovability of a barbarian. To have him, I need to forget the woman I used to be, who sought romance and love and genuine tenderness.


  I kneel in the corner on the floor, staring into Broc’s eyes as he removes his heavy belt. The guns, the club and heavy leather hit the floor with a soft clatter. Moving to his chair, he sits, saying, “Remove my boots.”


  The manly aroma of his body is my aphrodisiac. My poor cunt quivers wildly as I carefully undo the laces, my fingers flying to free him of the leather. I proceed from there, thoughtlessly pursuing his body even though he’s given me no right to continue. Rising between his open thighs, I unbutton his shirt, loosening each button until the sides open and he moves in his chair to free his arms. He makes no comment, except what he suggests with his eyes. That fixed gaze becomes unnerving as it showers over me. I can’t figure his thoughts—anger, lust and concern get confused in his uncertain grimace. 


  I’m not discouraged. My hands seek more, running along his smooth T-shirt, over his chest to the bottom where I slide them under and push his shirt upwards with my fingers spreading through his wiry sand-colored hair. Broc finishes for me, tossing his shirt to the floor.


  We start to kiss, Broc reluctantly, but I force my mouth on him and he can’t help but respond. When I feel his rough hand in my hair, I know I have him won. Desire blooms in both of us; and with my hand at his crotch, I feel that desire making his cock swell. I pull up further into his lap where my bare breasts graze across his naked chest. Like two bolts of fire, my nipples press his skin. His need begins to take hold more firmly. 


  I take the snap at his pants with a tearing rip, and push my hand inside to find the object of my current affection. When I feel the pulse, I slide from his grip to the floor and work to set his growing erection free. The taste of him is like a drug that turns me into a ravenous creature. With Broc’s thick penis gliding down my throat, I move it in and out of my mouth as my muscles suck the firm steel to its proud magnificence. He toys with my hair, places a kind hand on my cheek, and penetrates my eyes with the look of taking in his. 


  As he gathers me into his chest, we rise together to copulate on the bed. Lying on my back, he plants his erection in my steamy cunt while I stare in wonder at his powerful face. 


  I clutch the headboard above me as if my hands are tied, and scream my pleasure in groaning, gasping bursts of delight as my orgasm starts to fire. Our hips lock in battle as we find a mutual finish that seems easier to enjoy each time we are together. At the moment of climax, I’m in love, forgetting that I’m nothing but a whore to him. Afterwards, as I lie panting, my back to him, with his arms around me and his crotch pressed sensuously to my ass, I fantasize in pictures best left for other lifetimes, where the reality of who we are and how we live is not so at odds with love. If only he were someone else… if only we were lying on a warm beach with a gentle sun and the crashing sound of the ocean waves playing softly in our ears. 


  “Why did you choose me?” My voice seems so small. 


  “Choose you for what?”


  “You’re going to deny that I’m your favorite whore?” I turn over inside his arms.


  “Maybe you remind me of something I once had.”


  “Or someone maybe?”


  “You want to pry, you’ll get yourself punished.”


  “That’s a handy device to have in your back pocket,” I say smugly. 


  “It works.” He smiles with the scorn and weariness that are often there.


  “Keeps you from caring too much.”


  He leans back studying me a while. “You really want to press, don’t you? Maybe you like getting punished.”


  “Humm. It has its merits.”


  “You confess that much, Silk, you’ll have to answer to me. You’re a woman after my own needs. While you’re here, we fit.”


  “But you’d just as soon sell me.”


  “I have to sell you. The price on your body has already reached quite an amount. One I can’t afford to pay.”


  “It has?” 


  “Of course.”


  I must look surprised since he continues to explain.


  “Didn’t you suspect that all the taping has its reasons? The videos are beamed to private sites on the Internet, which generate interest in our merchandise. The better you screw for the camera, the more you’re wanted. The more you’re wanted the better for you. The best placed whores usually last the longest.”


  “Then tonight was filmed?” I ask. 


  “No,” he practically snaps that rejoinder. “Nothing in my quarters is filmed.”


  I’d like to know why, but he closed the door on further comments with the force of that remark. I return to the subject of me. “Am I so different from the others?”


  “Every whore has her moments and you have yours. I like you because you know what I’m about.”


  “I do?”


  “Yes, Monroe, you do.”


  He’s running his fingers through my hair in an effortless display of affection. This is what I want, what I miss, and what seems completely bizarre. I don’t like the man, but I might well love him. “How?”


  “There is power in the darkness I live inside, and I can’t live without it. I live for the thrill, the way it makes me feel. True, it makes me immoral; but immorality is only in one’s perception of rules that have very little meaning if you believe the way I do. You’re hardly far behind me, Monroe. You may call me the devil, you may despise what I do, but there is part of you that relishes the flip side of the enlightened life and basks in these shadows as much as I do.”


  “You want me to admit that?”


  “You don’t have to.”


  He kisses me more tenderly than Jordan, more evenly than the fresh young boys in college—with the devotion of a good friend. 


  “Well, I’m not going to quarrel with you about morality or anything else,” I tell him. “It would be a waste of my time to try changing your feelings.”


  “See? You prove my point. You’re as much a situationalist as I am.”


  “Maybe so.”


  Has he turned me into a female reflection of him? Am I so far away from my former life that I can’t remember what the real world was like? What real people do with their time? Which is not kidnap unsuspecting and innocent women and sell them into slavery. 


  “When will you sell me?”


  “When you’re ready.”


  “How soon do you think that will be?”


  “I can’t say.”


  “Have you ever killed a woman for noncompliance?” It is the rumor no slave can avoid—perhaps it’s planted just to keep us obedient. 


  “No. But I might as well have considering what I force them to suffer.” He’s startlingly cold again. “If what you’re asking is: would I have the guts to really make you suffer? My advice to you is don’t find out. When you’re out of my bed, you’re the same as all the others. And because I deign to have you with me when I want a whore to screw, I’d be more likely to wreak havoc on you if you fuck up out there.”


  “I have to be a better slave than the others?”


  “Yes, the perfect slave, Monroe.”


  He grabs my ass to emphasize his point, which only stirs my body to sex again. 


  This time we fuck with merciless ferocity as if we’re trying to prove something to each other. It’s fast, intense. Our bodies scratch, dig and claw. I bite his shoulder; he pulls my hair. Then he smacks my butt, while I attempt to squeeze the life out of his cock. Neither of us wins, but we tap that darkness one more time; and when we finish, the frenzy of emotion we release has made us limp and able to sleep.


  “If you had the money to buy me, would you?”


  “I might,” he replies, “now go to sleep.”


  Good idea. I have no more questions to ask. Maybe I’ve made my peace with him—at least for today. 


  The following morning, Broc pushes me out of bed, sending me to Carlotta before I’m completely awake. She’s particularly brusque when I don’t pay close enough attention to her orders. She slaps my face when I don’t stand straight enough to please her, and she marks my breasts with her baton until I’m sure they’ll bleed. I’m in tears, though I’m advised not to cry.


  “You’re on the fast track to the auction block, White Silk, but I’d suggest that you mind yourself, or all your punishment will turn you into a kitchen slave or whipping girl. An owner will treat you well if your flesh is flawless. If not…” She doesn’t finish, but I understand what she means. So far, my wounds have been superficial, but she seems intent on making a few permanent marks. I wonder if she hates me. 


  Two other slaves and I spend some time posing for her. We bend over, legs straight, palms on the floor, breasts dangling like cow’s udders. She’s like a cat, prowling around us haughtily with that damned baton. Any slight imperfection in form, just the slightest tremor of an exhausted muscle, and we feel the implement cutting a thigh or a plump, exposed rear cheek. 


  “You think this is tough, you haven’t seen what kind of gymnastics your masters will expect of you. Concentration!” she thwacks my ass because I break form. “When you’re pulling pony carts or pretending to be furniture for the amusement of your owners, you can’t afford to make such goofs.”


  I’m even more embarrassed as I look to my left seeing Broc attentively watching the proceedings. He only makes it worse; it’s a matter of pride to do well in his presence. 


  The sadistic Carlotta is even more inspired by his presence. She’s showing off, stretching our endurance beyond what is humanly possible—from my humble, slavish point of view. After a brief rest, while she confers with the Colonel, I’m returned to the straight-leg position with my palms on the floor. The ache in all my limbs is instantaneous as I follow her order. I do hold on, but only until she starts to grease my rear. When she shoves a dildo in my ass, I shriek, and break the pose. 


  “Get up!” she shouts. 


  I scramble back, only to have her fuck my ass so vigorously that I think she’s trying to kill me. Broc views the scene passively, seeing all my struggles: the tears, the fright, and the determination with which I manage to hold on until the vicious shrew is finally finished with me and moves on to the next slave. While she puts her second victim through the same tortuous trial, I’m made to hug the floor, my knees wide tucked under my torso, my hands clasped behind my back. As her attention is elsewhere, I zone out, forcing her jeers and commands to the back of my mind, while I simply float, feeling the pleasurable fire in my bottom. 


  I’m jarred back to reality with a brisk strike of the baton on my ass. 


  “Yeeeeeouch!” 


  “Silence!” she shouts, then she turns to the Colonel. “Their form is improving.”


  “Slowly,” he agrees. 


  “I plan to work them this way for the next two weeks until it’s perfect.”


  “Wise move,” he adds.


  “Would you do the honors of punishment, sir?”


  “No, Carlotta, I’d rather see you take care of them. Though I’d like you to use the wooden paddle.”


  My body instantly reacts; and I feel the two slaves beside me respond the same. This won’t be the first time I’ve felt that horrible impact, but it’s not something I’ll ever get used to. 


  I think it’s worse being punished before Broc, than by him. He remains remote, almost inhuman; so callous that it’s hard to believe we spent the night in the normalcy of a bed, like lovers making love, like friends talking. 


  I expect to be punished immediately. But Carlotta and Broc decide to make a ceremony of our ordeal. We’re dismissed for the moment, then later in the evening, the woman takes us into the lounge room where the Colonel, General Hanan and several officers and staff watch our fannies getting paddled until they are blistering hot and our feet are dancing furiously to get away. 


  When I get to Broc’s room an hour later with a red-hot heinie, he laughs as he squeezes the scorched flesh. 


  “I hate your looking,” I tell him feeling very petulant—even if it’s not the wisest thing to do. 


  “Is that so?”


  “Yes.”


  “You’d rather I did the honors of correcting your egregious faults?”


  “No, I’d rather not be corrected at all. The whole thing is absurd!”


  “Of course it is. No one said this life is sane.”


  “I hate it.”


  “I imagine so.”


  “And I hate you.” I’m storming in front of him thinking up a thousand miserable things to say and he lets me keep talking. “How am I suppose to feel with such humiliation? You are a villain… an evil man, Daniel Broc… “ I’ve never used his first name. But it comes out now as though I’m his ranting wife having another of many angry donnybrooks with my miserable husband. 


  “Yes, I’m sure I am your evil villain.”


  “This is not right! It goes against everything that is decent in this world.”


  “For those who believe in decency, it does. But I don’t believe in anything but what I do.”


  He rises from his chair and grabs my wrists pulling me toward him in a violent clash. The kisses begin; but they are not tender, nor sweet, nor made for lovers. Broc pins me to him in his steely grasp. I can’t get away. His mouth moves down to devour mine. Then with his lips pressed in ardent concentration, he slowly moves my hands behind my back, and holding them in one tight fist, grabs for a length of rope with the other hand. 


  I’m captured once again. Once again vulnerable to Broc’s whims. At the moment of capture, I may fight, but when it’s over and my will no longer matters, I’ll yield. The feel of surrender rains through my body like a spring shower. I soften and relent. 


  Shoved to the bed, I crouch for him with my ass exposed, allowing him to rape my anal cleft with his hands. He moves with the dexterity of a master, from my dampening cunt to my ass, back and forth. 


  I moan from deep within as my desire builds. 


  “Darkness, Silk. Don’t tell me you don’t thrive on this feeling of danger, on the element of risk, on the unknown. This is no travelogue you’re living… it’s more than that. It’s about insecurity, peril, all the things in life that make your psyche dance, and stretching it to its sexual limit.” He turns away from me just when I think he’s about to screw my ass—that’s what he’s been priming me for. 


  “General,” he speaks again; but I’m so thoughtless now, I hardly realize that it’s not the Colonel fucking me, but a string of other men who enter Broc’s room to thrust their erections into my entrails.


  While they take me, he speaks of danger, whispering in my ear as the men prod my asshole—one brute after another getting satisfied by me. The opening should be raw by now, but I’ve opened so wide and yielded so much of myself, that it doesn’t matter if this goes on all night—it likely will. 


  Some rough up my behind before they enter, whacking it with their hands until the burning returns. I want this, too, and harder. I can’t cum; it’s not like cumming at all. It’s something better than orgasm. It’s reveling in the depravity, relishing the far ends of my status as a sexual slave. 


  This must be an object lesson. Broc knows how to make his point, graphically. 


  When the General and his friends retreat, I remain with my ass vulnerable to the empty air. 


  Broc lies on the bed in front of me, his brawny form reminds me of a massive river boulder—immovable. 


  “Come here,” he motions me forward. 


  “You didn’t lie,” I whisper as my head tucks into his chest. 


  “I know. I know I’m right about you, Monroe. The pleasant world can barely keep you happy. Perhaps, that’s why you’re with me.” 


  “You believe in that kind of fate?”


  “No,” he scowls. “I told you. I don’t believe in anything. Maybe coincidence and certainly chaos. Anything more than that is pointless.”


  “And I don’t believe anything you say about yourself,” I answer him with a defiant grin on my face.


  He “humphs” to himself and then smiles at me, as though he’s amused.


  He’s a more complicated man than he lets on. With all this said, we sleep comfortably in each other’s arms.




  Chapter Nine


  I’ve been in the compound for nearly a year now. Every day, I lose more of the woman I used to be and become more of the slave. Broc’s logic is gaining on the ‘better angels’ of my nature. It’s a better system to think the way he does, and better for my sanity. Maybe this is why these mavens of slavery have their one-year rule. Maybe it’s a given that by the time the year is over every woman is broken, and slavery becomes natural. 


  Even Red has succumbed. Though, I’ve seen her little these last few months, I know that her indoctrination has been as severe as mine has. She takes her training from Tahli, personally. She’s a special case—maybe, it’s just that Tahli is in love with her. Love or not, she’ll be sold to the highest bidder at the next auction. 


  I think a lot about being sold now, preparing myself for the inevitable. 


  It’s a night when Broc is away, doing whatever despicable things he has a passion for doing. As bad as the slave trading is, I’m sure the rest of his job is even worse. I don’t want to know what he does, so I never ask. I doubt he’d reveal anything anyway. Some nights like this I lie awake, thinking, trying very hard to remember everything I try hard to forget during the day—like the woman I was and the life I now only faintly recall. This is probably a waste of effort, probably damaging to my sanity, but sometimes I want to hope and believe again. I have to remember. I know when I’m sold that more pieces of my soul will dwindle and die, which makes everything I remember now precious. 


  As I begin to drift, I begin to dream, waking myself with the memory of the Orient Express the night the soldiers came. That is one nightmare I don’t want to remember. I finally settle, forcing my brain on my old apartment. I’m sure it’s been sold, and what was left of Michelle Monroe was scattered like ashes on the sea—my mother with her momentos, Jordan with his, and the rest in Salvation Army bins or sold at auction to people I never knew. I remember the sun shining brightly the day I moved into the rooms on the third floor, and how that receding sun left the silhouettes of window panes and the vine on the fire escape shivering in shades of grey on the plain white walls. 


  I float again, feeling as though I’m changing consciousness. 


  Someone has me so tightly by my shoulder that I feel the pain of fingernails sinking into the skin. I shake it off without results. This is not a dream. 


  A collar and cuffs are fitted appropriately around my neck, wrists and ankles; then I’m led on a leash into the pitch-black night. I’m hustled into a van along with a half-dozen other slaves including Cream and Red. Inside, ballgags are forced in our mouths to keep us silent. This reminds me of the train, though it’s better—and worse. Better because we have a clue where we are going and the danger we face. Worse, for the same reason. This is fate calling us out of our complacency. It’s not how I imagined the auction proceeding, but that won’t change a thing. 


  We jostle inside the uncomfortable van for at least an hour. And just when I’m sure the trip won’t end, the vehicle suddenly stops with a screech. It’s so dark outside when the doors open that we might as well be wearing blindfolds. 


  I see only the shadows of a building in front of me, several buildings. Perhaps we’re in a small town—though it is a silent one this time of night. We’re pushed from behind with the butt of a gun until we stumble through a doorway into a large and empty warehouse. Left in a row with our wrists hooked to bolts above us, we wait for the next step, which turns into another long hour of comfortless misery. 


  I twist like a specter in the wind, looking at other specters of women floating beside me. We can’t look each other in the eye because we know the tears will start. 


  One by one, we’re taken down and into an adjoining room. The procession continues at a regular pace until I am next in line. When it’s my turn, I gaze back at Red who has been next to me all this time. She seems calmer than the rest of us, quite unlike the days after our capture when she was the one to rebel. I wonder if she’ll be staying with Captain Tahli, though this seems unlikely—our captors are mercenaries, fighting some unknown war. They have spirit and determination, but not a lot of cash to spend. No, I’m sure Red will be sold like the rest of us and I’ll not see her again. Ours has been a friendship of circumstances and not much of one at that.


  Behind the door, the ceremony is simple. The ballgag is removed, then I shower swiftly on orders from the man attending me. I’m left with my blonde hair, darkened by water, slicked back and clinging to my head like a bathing cap. My cheeks are then rouged and a little lipstick is applied to my lips. I have no idea how I look since all of this is done to me and there are no mirrors in sight.


  It shouldn’t surprise me seeing a white silk dress and a pair of silk shoes waiting for me. Ah! The shoes. I remember them now from the days on the train. Somewhere in my captive year they disappeared. These are not the same sandals, but pumps with four inch heels. 


  The dress—like a familiar old robe, gives me comfort. And when I see Broc standing at the door, motioning me forward, my heart leaps excitedly. If he were my lover I would be crying. It’s unlikely I’ll ever see him again once the sale is complete. But I’m not his lover, just his whore. 


  Entering the auction room, my eyes are instantly blinded by a bank of lights—including a strobe light that makes me look away. 


  “Face forward,” Broc tells me.


  I try, but the miserable light makes my head pound and my eyes water. A few seconds later, the brilliance dims and I can adjust. 


  Broc fixes my wrists above me, stretching them wide, and repeats the bondage with my feet spread just a foot apart so that the white clinging dress still undulates like a sail around my hips and thighs. He then stands back with his whip and starts a slowly moving journey around my body. When it strikes, it does no damage—this is not for punishment or even arousal, but for show. As he moves along, I hear some rustling behind the lights, and a battery of questions aimed his way. 


  He tells the curious how I was trained, my strengths and my weaknesses.


  “She needs to be punished rarely, but with a heavy hand should she start to think too much. Her worst fault is her intellect. However, if you can tap her innate intelligence she can be enjoyed for more than her beautiful body.” He stares at me as he says this. 


  More questions explode from the unseen gallery. Broc winds the whip around my neck, then lets it go so the handle end falls between my breasts. He waits for more questions. 


  “She takes the whip easily, paddles with less grace, but she naturally loves punishment once she gets beyond the initial blows. She is a pain-whore.” The questions continue. “Yes, she takes it anally. I’d say she can’t live without her ass reamed well.”


  I would dispute this, but I have no input on these answers. 


  “Can you bring her off right there?”


  “Yes, of course,” Broc answers. He nods to an attendant soldier who appears out of the darkness and removes the whip from around my neck. The soldier pulls the white dress over my hips and torso, and holds the material behind me while Broc assaults my pussy with his hand. He does so, staring me in the eye with a look of immovable resolve. I know his fingers too well—their skill in finding the edge of my arousal is unsurpassed by any other lover, and he knows this. Despite all my trepidation, my sex is locked on him—for the last time perhaps. I’ll make this last forever, if that’s so. My sweaty body gyrates on his fingers, which, like daggers, cut ribbons of sexual heat through my crotch and extend the arousal. He slaps my pussy, kneads my ass as one hand goes around me, then pinches my clitoris until a long line of sweet agony floods me there. We stop short of kissing, though we are eye to eye in an erotic battle of hate and love and desperate longing. The longing is mine—though for a moment I see an inkling of regret in his expression. Perhaps he longs for me as well. 


  He doesn’t have to sell me, but he will. 


  I focus and unfocus several times until one jarring, painful orgasmic burst rushes through my body. My head falls back, my voice exclaims the truth in whimpers, and then my eyes return to Broc as his hand withdraws and he steps away. 


  In the inspection round, I’m blindfolded, my arms are set free and the dress is removed. Interested buyers come forward to poke and probe my privates. Nothing is sacred, not my mouth, my pussy, or my ass. When some steel probe spears my rectum, I scream. The thing’s like ice inside the channel. Another, smaller spear reaches in beyond the first—as though the first one has a hole in the end so the buyer can examine me deeper.


  After enduring that indignity, another man tugs on my inner labia so hard that I think he’ll tear the flesh away. 


  “Sheesh!” I try shaking him off and have my face slapped. 


  It’s Broc’s hand and Broc’s voice saying, “We’ve never had to lash a whore at her auction, but if it becomes necessary, we will.”


  I straighten up as they proceed with their filthy investigation. Half of the time, I have to bite my tongue between my teeth to keep from spouting some rude remark. Thankfully, the physical tension eases as they finish. When the men withdraw, I feel their exit and the pleasant empty air around me. To my right, Broc’s presence still emerges, obvious to me even in my blinded state. But he, too, disappears in the minutes that follow. I’m utterly alone on stage as the shouting begins.


  The auction moves along swiftly—just a minute or two of bids and counter bids—until I’m led off the stage to a separate room where I’ll meet the man who’s purchased me.




  Chapter Ten


  A year and several months later…


  “Ah! White Silk, come meet my friends.”


  “Yes, sir,” I patter to his side with a smile on my face. 


  “She was American,” Sir tells them. “And a real peach.”


  “Lovely, Jorri,” a finely dressed woman exclaims. The man at her side is equally impressed by me. “And you’ve owned her how long?”


  “A year and five months.” He’s very proud of me, showing me off like a trophy.


  My master is an elegant man and very civil. I don’t know where we live, or how, or the reason for his distinctive features. I suspect he’s from India, perhaps of mixed race with some Caucasian in his bloodline. His hair is very dark, neatly combed and his eyes are dark as well. He is as meticulous with his slaves as he is with himself. He thrives on form, inserting his will into everything he does. Though he appears to be the consummate gentleman, he harbors underneath that civility a degree of viciousness should anyone cross him. I quickly learned to obey. (It was never explained what happened to Khahim. I suspect, however, that he was outbid. My master’s resources are so vast that I can hardly comprehend his wealth.)


  Sir’s guests today are obviously wealthy and American. She wears a winter-white lightweight wool suit, gold earrings studded with emeralds, and a rock of diamond on her slender hand. Her dark hair is pulled back into a silk bow. The effect accentuates her high cheekbones and regal nose. Though I bet she’s a snotty bitch on a good day, she’s damned pleasant because she’s intrigued with me, and what I represent. Her husband is less ostentatious, but nonetheless a handsome man with a hearty Mediterranean tan, great firm features and an obvious passion for life. 


  “I’m surprised you could pull this off for so long,” he tells Sir. 


  “It’s not hard at all when you live the way I do. I have fences and gates surrounding the house, a warning sign to neighbors. And, anyone I allow inside is going to accept my arrangement without making trouble. Besides, White Silk does not protest.”


  “Never?”


  “Never was a long time ago,” Sir remarks with twisted glee, eyes lighting cunningly. 


  “Then she was rebellious?”


  “I don’t allow my slaves the luxury of rebellion.” He stares me down as though he needs to assure himself that I’ve been subdued.


  “But she was taken against her will. Does that not spark rebellion?”


  “Of course,” he nods obsequiously. “Certainly, it was not Silk’s choice to be captured and sold into slavery. If it were possible for her to leave, I’m sure she would. But, she does understand the value of accommodation, and does that well. She knows that living in this elegance with me gives her a great deal of latitude. She could have done far worse.”


  We sit together in my master’s luxurious living room. His friends sit on white damask couches while I sit at his feet on a bright green pillow. I do enjoy this room. It gives me peace regardless of the unsettling circumstances. It is furnished in white, with a few green accents and several enormous ferns to soften what might otherwise be a stark environment. I always feel clean inside this room.


  “So, Jorri, how does one bring an owned human into their home?” the man asks. He pauses, taking a sip of tea from his delicate bone-china teacup. “I find this exceedingly fascinating.” 


  “The slave trade is an ancient one. Humans have been property since one society first exerted power over another. I believe that it is built into the framework of our consciousness to garner control over others. In the present day, with the laws against us in so many places, slavery can still be practiced, though it is, of course, sequestered and shrouded in secrets.” He chuckles to himself and says as an aside, “I think that actually lends to its joys. Even my most recalcitrant slaves use the mystery to heighten the experience.”


  “Even rebellious slaves?”


  He thinks a minute. “Yes. I think so—once they have become acclimatized. In my experience there are two kinds of slaves, those who submit naturally, and those who fight.”


  “And which is White Silk?”


  “Can you guess?”


  The man gazes at me with imperious intent. “I’d say she fought you tooth and nail.” I feel his emotions rise as though I’ve become a challenge for him.


  “Yes, quite so,” Sir responds as he deferentially strokes my hair—like I’m his pet. I look up into his shining black eyes, finding these third person comments about me have stirred my sex. 


  “So what is the cure for rebellion?”


  “That depends on the slave. Most these days come through an organization of slave traders who take some time—in Silk’s case a year—to train them for slavery. Unfortunately, the organization at its best is erratic with its results. There is little formal plan in their purpose. They commonly turn them into sex sluts first, making certain that they have the will and desire to fuck—and I mean that in the crudest way. Frankly, I’d rather they dispense with the sex and spend more time teaching them obedience, law and general submission. Women naturally know how to fuck.


  “There might be a bit of formal obedience training, but long before they are ready for service, the organization needs to turn them into cash. So, as soon as they seem reasonably compliant they are auctioned. Silk came from an underground terrorist organization that is particularly brutal with most of their slaves. They are also very inventive. Their slaves’ lives are extensively videotaped so future owners can see the women perform. They tend to focus on the sexual acts, but they are also filmed in other venues, even being punished. Would you like to see?”


  “Punished,” the silent woman opposite me finally speaks. I sense some urgency in her voice as she says the word. 


  “Yes, punishment is part of a slave’s life.”


  Sir reaches for a remote control that operates a wall of paneled white cabinets, which open to a large television screen. He’s already loaded the tape. As it begins to play, I live my life in flashbacks with a dozen scenes of myself appearing before my eyes. Broc. It’s been forever since I’ve seen him—not since I was sold. I see the punishment first, the times he swathed my back with dozens of blows and the skin turned raw and red. Then other times when we made love, and even the conversations afterwards. Tears well in my eyes though I don’t know why. They burn as I try to hold them back. It’s been so long, his craggy handsome face seems unfamiliar, but curiously welcome. The blue eyes, though, I remember perfectly after all these months. How they changed—soft to angry to intent and then soft again. 


   He said our times together in his quarters were not taped. Apparently, he lied. 


  The woman across from me stirs. She runs her hands down her thighs as her body swells with sexual heat. 


  “Will we get to play with your slave?” the man asks.


  “Of course. She is yours for whatever you wish.”


  The man flashes me a devious grin then turns back to Sir. “Tell me about your methods,” he asks.


  The woman squirms more urgently, distressed and agitated as the scenes of me turn dark and Sir’s theatre dims. I think she wants to fuck right now. But her husband wants more information. 


  “Slaves are sent to me after purchase, crated like dogs.”


  Yes. I remember stepping into that rough crate, and the cramped squat I was forced to endure for nearly two days. 


  “I find this sets the mood immediately. Once they arrive, they are treated like animals, raw material only. They are scrubbed, examined, deloused, if necessary, and then imprisoned in my cellar where I have several dozen cells. They are taught discipline, taught to listen, not to speak. They eat with their hands tied; their faces pushed into platters of gruel. They pee into drains in the center of each cell and are given daily enemas for elimination. I refuse to bother with any slave for at least three months, while this initial training takes place. This is the sort of thing the slave traders should do; though it rarely happens. The are all too anxious to use them. 


  “Once I’m reasonably sure that they will be compliant, they can begin the second stage of training.” 


  Sir’s training months drove me to the bottom of myself, where I could be almost thoughtless. My mind quit going in circles. I quit thinking of escape. Any fantasy dreams I might have imagined disappeared, even the ones with Broc. 


  “How do you punish your slaves?” the woman asks. Her fascination won’t quit.


  Sir smiles at her as though he’d like to have her ass for a session. “Silk, to your feet and off with your dress.”


  The command startles me and I hesitate for a second while the order reaches the pertinent brain cells and telegraphs my need to move. Then, realizing my imprudent hesitation, I scramble quickly to my feet and doff the white dress over my head. I’m so used to being naked now that it hardly fazes me when the eyes in the room are staring my way. My face flushes excitedly, even if it’s just punishment awaiting me. Sir hasn’t punished me in nearly a month because I’m such a perfect slave. Because this is just a demonstration, I don’t expect it to be harsh. 


  “At the wall,” he orders with his voice assuming a strident tone of command that has my pussy beginning to seep. I move to the sculpted alcove where a thick metal ring has been embedded in the plaster, where I can hold on as the exhibition proceeds. I wonder what implement he will choose, and so try my best to peek as I watch him rummage through his collection of devices. Unfortunately, he glances in my direction just as he’s about to pull out his choice. I receive a reproving nod. 


  “Shall we make this real?” he asks. 


  “No, Sir,” I quickly divert my gaze. 


  Closing my eyes is my next best option. I center in my body, breathe deep and await what happens next, while the excitement in me builds with each second that escapes. I’m already out of my mind—the voices around me are no more than a blur of sound. I don’t bother with the substance of their conversation, but lose myself to everything excerpt the ticklish hairs on my backside. 


  There is a telling swish of air behind me before I feel the strike of a many-taloned lash of cords. Its brilliant splash of sensation covers my shoulders and mid back, then descends as the blows continue to thrash about my ass and thighs. Sir changes directions and intensity. I’m overloaded with feeling, knowing that with each strike my pussy is gathering juice to release at the moment of climax—which won’t be happening soon. He carefully adjusts his strike both to punish and to excite—something he’s done many times before. As a perfect craftsman with any whip or lash, he’s eager to put on a show for his curious guests. 


  He gives me enough so that I have to scream from pain, while my body thrashes crazily in efforts to get away. Once he’s made his point, the blows begin to soften, to center on my ass, which can take a furious beating and be happy. I writhe now gently as the arousal blankets me and I descend into that other world of sexual bliss. 


  “Will she cum?” the man asks. 


  “If I order her to. Otherwise she is required to contain her orgasm.”


  “Make her wait,” the woman jumps in. “Please.”


  “And why is that?”


  Sir is at my back now, the lash quiet and his hand on my flaming behind. 


  “I’d like to make her cum myself,” she says.


  I know how he’ll respond. Sir loves me with women almost as much as I love it myself. 


  “Only after you’ve evened the playing field, Cherise,” her husband says. 


  This is too much conversation and my bliss departs.


  “Shall I?” Sir asks.


  “Please,” the man replies. 


  As Sir moves from me, the sensuous warmth of his body quickly disappears—though the delightful burn on my bottom remains. I watch now unimpeded, turning my head to see the scene with the woman unfold. I still clutch the ring because I haven’t been ordered not to; but from where I stand, I can plainly see my owner and this quaking female. She’s already on her feet, though she’s trembling so much I worry that she’ll suddenly collapse. 


  “Take off your clothes,” Sir orders. “All of them.”


  I see her hesitate, though it doesn’t last long. Her fingers fly to the buttons of her fancy suit, and soon her outer garments fall away, leaving her in a silver slip, bra and panties. Her nervousness increases once she’s nearly naked. But she doesn’t stop. Lifting the silver straps off her shoulders, she lets the silky thing fall to her feet. Then, with furtive glances at both of the men and me, she carefully unhooks her bra so that her full bosom slips silently into the air, nipples drawing into small knots inside her dark moon aureoles. I imagine my face now pressed between those luscious mounds of milky flesh, my lips skirting the skin, tasting her sweat, smelling the cologne and feeling the womanly softness I’d find there. 


  She wears only a thong panty at her crotch, which harbors a tiny triangle of clipped black hair. I envy her. I am still hairless like a child, forever dispossessed of my natural womanliness. Her pubic hairs are glistening from the new wet dew. She looks embarrassed but composed as both men admire the look of her thick, muscled thighs and the beautiful ‘V’ at their apex. 


  “Silk, stand back,” Sir orders. 


  I detach myself from the ring, and draw away so that the woman can take the punishment position herself. 


  My master nods as she gingerly moves forward, grabbing for the metal to steady herself. I find her backside is as appealing as the lovely front. There is not one blemish on the surface of her flesh. As she raises her arms, her shoulder blades define a beautiful back. Her waist is trim beneath, and then flowers into two great pillows of softness, which make up her ass. Her design is more voluptuous than mine is, and I can see that Sir is pleased with her. Instead of complimenting her, however, he proceeds in another direction. 


  “She is not a natural submissive,” he informs her husband. “In the outside world she’s just a player. I think Silk would be the same if she hadn’t been purchased by me. Your wife will enjoy the sensation, but the desire for submission will only last briefly.”


  “I think she’d like to make it longer than that,” he husband says.


  “Really?” 


  The two are diverted into another conversation while the woman and I wait for the action to begin. 


  “How so?” Sir asks. 


  “She finds the prospect of being a slave quite appealing.”


  “I see.”


  “To the extent that I would leave her here for you to train.”


  “Ah!” Sir looks mystified. “I wouldn’t have guessed that her longing was so deep.”


  “Perhaps it is, perhaps just fantasy,” the husband replies.


  Sir smiles. “Perhaps the taste of leather will determine her true need. It would be most interesting to train a slave who has chosen the life…” he pauses questioning himself. “She is seeking a permanent arrangement?”


  “With me, perhaps. Or possibly another owner.”


  Sir’s expression is slightly disgruntled, as though he’s uncertain about any of this new information. Obviously, this pair surprised him. Turning to the woman, he appraises her again, then lifts the lash he’s been holding these long minutes. My entire body swoons as he draws back his arm and aims the thing at her generous ass. 


  “Ahhheesssssh!” Such a lovely and subdued whimper. Though it all looks like an act to me.


  Sir continues, pelting her brusquely about the shoulders, back, ass and thighs, just as he did with me. The poor woman suffers quickly, her cries taking astounding turns, so much that Sir stops the beating. He moves to her back and caresses her bottom, squeezing it gently. 


  She shrieks a little more. 


  Once she’s settled, he backs up and starts again, with a varying cadence of strikes that pepper her soundly. Her body is turning red and blotched in spots. I see some strikes will last and find her beautiful as she twists in agony. She suffers, though there is a sexual energy arising from her that assaults my crotch. I wish to caress away the pain, to stroke her face and to soothe her ache.


  She never seems to reach the point of bliss where pain ceases and the pleasure begins. She feels thrashed and abused. Yet, she’s not running away. Any moment she could let go of the ring, but she endures as if this is some challenge she must face. 


  When Sir stops, he pulls me to her, and together we caress her anxious body, bringing it to a more peaceful place. Her breathing eases and I can see that her desire is beginning to build. 


  “Silk, on the table,” Sir orders me. I didn’t expect this, but my response is immediate. He’s motioned me to a coffee table where I climb on, first on my hands and knees, then changing to my back when he orders me to turn over. The two men kneel on either side of me. Each grabs a bent knee and pulls my crotch apart, while raising my ass with their free hand. Cherise kneels between my parted thighs, and with a fiendishly languid gleam in her green eyes, she begins to work her fingers into my vagina. I’m panting hard, working with her, realizing as I do that she intends to fist my snatch with her whole hand. It’s surprisingly easy for her to enter me and shake the core of my body with her ravishing movements. My cum begins from deep. My head falls back; I push my breasts toward the ceiling and close my eyes to everything but the visions in my head. Other sensations soon grab at me. A pinched clit, a twisted nipple, then the penetration of my ass with something spike-like probing it deeply. Waves of fear and desire unearth me to the heavens. Then the woman’s hand withdraws from my cunt, leaving that anxious space empty, while she fills my ass with her slick cum-coated fist. This penetration is much more difficult to obtain. My body rebukes her plans, all the while, inch by inch her fingers breach the doorway and move deeper. Once all of her hand is inside my ass, she starts the fuck in earnest—not like the gentler prodding of my vagina, but something extreme. This is what she’s wanted all along, what she’s paid for. I wonder what she’ll receive in return. 


  My legs are pinned, my behind impaled, my heart beating like a huge bass drum inside my chest. I scream. Thrash. Grab at the men who hold me down, then let a surge of brilliant satisfaction swim over me. 


  Accepting the rape of my ass, I’m at last at peace. I breathe again, while the final waves dance about my body. Then as she withdraws, and I’m left empty, the men move away. Alone on the coffee table, I sink into its surface as if I’m going to disappear. 


  Dreamlike and uneasy, my eyes meet the man and his randy wife. She purrs like a kitten in his ear. I can see what’s happen, the little bitch. She’s not submissive, but every minute controlling everything that happens. Now she wants it for herself—something doubly rude and dangerous. I’m told to stand and strap on a dildo harness so I can fuck her ass. 


  It will be my pleasure to take this whore in fancy clothing. I despise her. When the scene is over, she has the freedom to walk away and never bother with submission again. She has freedom; I have nothing but surrender. I was once like her; as proud, haughty and manipulative. I see myself in her shadows. 


  The woman I was is no longer distinct, but merely a faded reflection. My soul remembers, murmuring the truth between my denials, delivering the picture in my mind’s eye—distinct and very real. Yet, it is only a fleeting glimpse, present for a second and then gone. Rarely do I engage in such silly musing, but today the vision comes naturally. I can’t prevent it. When it’s gone, I’ll be left feeling cold and lonely wondering why I can’t be happy anymore.


  The woman’s on her knees. Her body quakes with excitement. I have her ass in focus as I kneel behind her and target her anus with the head of this prick. Aimed and ready, it presses her slippery sphincter (they’ve coated it heavily with grease), then slowly slides inside, inching its way deep.


  “Ah, yessssssss,” she purrs contentedly. 


  Contented, my ass! I declare to myself. I begin to pump her vigorously. Grabbing for her cheeks, I hang on, feeling her until she screams for mercy. Looking to Sir and her happy husband, I can see that I’ve pleased them. Who cares what she’s feeling? The anger wells in me; which is the first I’ve felt in some time. Washing over me like a soothing bath, I relish its power to make me feel alive and in control. Fleeting though it will be, the satisfaction rushes through me in another wave of orgasmic joy. 


  The poor woman in my power has no choice but to let go. I could teach her a lot about submission. What being a slave really means. I’ll never have the chance because she’ll never go that far, but I can dream. In my one instant of glorious freedom, I can dream. 


  My fake prick takes her far, forcing her climax. She shudders, gasps, and then collapses with the rubber phallus sliding free. Her beautiful ass is still high in the air, swaying naughtily, while the rest of her body recuperates.


  “You don’t think she’d make a good slave?” the husband asks Sir. 


  “No,” he says. “She’s better off contained in brief moments like this one. The rest of her hours are better spent in fantasy. The reality of true submission would be too difficult for her to handle. 


  The man looks despondent.


  The woman, however, quite content with the scene. Though she’s exhausted, she rises from the floor as happy as ever. A little more peaceful, but hardly less haughty. Her bitch self is just waiting in the wings for the feelings to fade. 


  “I think he’s right, darling,” she purrs in her husband’s ear. “Will you come fuck me now?”


  Of course, he will. It’s quite clear who is in charge here. 


  I watch them from my subservient pose, while the rubber dick bobs uselessly from my groin. 


  “Take it off, Silk,” Sir tells me as we watch the couple retreat upstairs to their room. 


  He has a knowing look on his face that I can appreciate, as though we are confidants in our crimes. Sir can pretend all he likes that I’m on his side. Truth is, I have only one side to defend, my own. I think I did a worthy job this afternoon. 


  Later in the day, Sir poses me in bondage postures. He ties my breasts, belly and thighs with ropes in strange ways that turn me into some weird creature, which I find horrible to look at. (There are too many mirrors in Sir’s house. I’d rather not see what he makes of me.) Sir’s guests love everything he does, however. The woman is almost giddy with delight as the strain of posturing finally becomes so unbearable that I’m punished again. This time, Sir allows his friend to administer a caning on my behind. The man is hardly adept with the biting implement, but he’s smart enough to stop at twelve cuts. 


  My insides scream. My outsides roar in agony. But I keep most of my anguish to myself. 


  When it’s over, I’m at Sir’s feet for another exposition of his talent for mastering slaves. I am subdued, though. Any of the haughty or rebellious thoughts that might have surfaced in the afternoon have been swept away. I sink into the comfort of my subservience; I can hardly remember now what brought them on. My ass aches from being caned—though it is a very good ache.


  “Seeing how this slave of yours performs, I’m amazed by her spirit. So many slaves have little left—at least from what I’ve seen.”


  “That is why I’m so fond of Silk,” Sir says. “She was an unusual study… most slaves with her feisty nature require more extreme measures to make them submit. In her case, the terrorist who kidnapped her played a curious mind game. He made her believe he cared about her. He appeared to favor her; showed her some kindness; allowed her to vent her thoughts—thoughts that no slave is allowed under normal conditions. He treated her humanely—all of which made her an easy mark for me. At the time, she was still romantic enough to believe his lies. Quite astute of him, I thought.” 


  He rambles on, while I fix on his last remarks as he talks about Colonel Broc. I still nurture the remembrance of him in the faraway corners of my mind, but at the mention of my training, my nerves burn hearing what he says. Was our friendship just a game for Broc in order to make me more easily subdued?


  My stomach sours, my head aches. I lose track of what’s going on around me. Thank heavens I’m not needed to obey orders now. The bitch in the pretty clothes is as over the edge as I am. For another half-hour, Sir and his friend discuss the finer points of S&M while we zone out. When they’ve retired for the night, I get bold enough to speak. 


  “Sir?”


  “Yes, Silk?” Any more, my questions are greeted without annoyance. 


  “Is it true what you said about Colonel Broc? That he treated me well only to gain my submission?”


  “I’m afraid so. It’s a regular tactic of his to win the heart of his new slaves. Not always recommended, but I must admit, it works with hard-nosed cases like you.”


  “I was considered hard-nosed?”


  “Yes. Also, devious and cagey.”


  “Broc lied to me,” I say softly. 


  “Of course he did. In this world, the ends justify the means.”


  I knew that. After this long time, I’m surprised that I wasn’t smart enough to figure it out myself.


  For several days, I lie awake at night thinking of my months in slavery. The forgotten memories drift in and out, without my seeking them. I play the conversations with Broc over in my head remembering them word for word, as if there was a tape recorder in my head taking down every syllable and sound. 


  I should have guessed. Why would a man in his position allow sentiment to rule him? It would serve no purpose. He said so himself, that he was without morals. He was as hollow as the others were, something I knew in my heart, even as I tried to believe that he might have truly cared for me. With this confirmed, my hope for rescue disappears.


  Life remains easy. I’m taken care of. Sir makes love to me as often as he abuses me for show or sport. Sometimes we talk about safe subjects—though nothing about my current condition or the place where we live. He’ll wax poetic about the ancients. Ask my opinion on architecture, or improvements he wants to make on the house. He values my intellect, though I use it so rarely I think it will eventually disappear.


  Sometimes I take his orders as a challenge. I’ll work hard to see how perfectly submissive I can be. Other days I fight and I’m punished, but those days are rare. Just enough to keep me calm, I suppose. Sometimes there is nothing better than being beaten to take away the anxious monsters that rob me of my contentment. This is the life I lead. I don’t question it anymore.




  Chapter Eleven


  Six months later…


  The winds outside are stirring, the air ripe. Sir is anxious, which makes me anxious, too. In fact, the whole house seems on edge. I catch pieces of stray conversations, which suggest there is some civil turmoil close by. Terrorists. Heathens. Nightriders. 


  These are all menacing images. 


  Sir brings me into his study where I stand before him submissively waiting for him to speak. When he looks up from his work, he peers beyond his glasses, studying me.


  “We may be separated for a few weeks.”


  This makes me instantly afraid. “Why is that?” 


  “I may have to send you to a retreat where you will be safe.”


  “Safe from the terrorists?”


  “You guess well.”


  “What if they find me?”


  His expression is serious. “They will assume a good deal about who you are when they strip off your clothes and see the brand. Knowing you’re a slave, they’ll use you. You’ll be at their mercy, and I’ll have no way to protect you.”


  “Perhaps, they’ll free me?”


  He laughs. “You still think that?”


  “Not really.” Truly, the thought just jumped into my mind.


  “No, they will not free you, Silk. Likely, you’ll fare worse with a band of insurrectionists. They will rape you repeatedly until they tire of you. And once some solider decides that you could bring a good price, they’d sell you to a new owner who will not treat you as civilly as I do. You’ll be traded for guns to some military supplier—they’re the most ruthless masters. Trust me, Silk, and follow my lead.”


  “I’m sure I will, Sir.”


  “You can expect to be taken to the retreat some time in the next few days. As soon as it can be arranged. Don’t hesitate, and do your best to calm the others. Sometimes slaves get hysterical during this kind of threat. I know you’re more stable than my other properties.”


  I know he feels this way. I suppose because I’m more rational than the others are. 


  I don’t sleep well for two nights, suspecting that every noise I hear will be someone coming to my room to take me away. On the third night, I hear some scuffling in the house below. (I’ve slept upstairs for nearly a year because Sir wants me close by.) 


  I recall the train in Romania when I was taken, how a whoosh of excitement passed through my system just moments before my capture. I’m feeling the same way now, though it’s stronger this time, feral—perhaps because I understand what is about to happen. I don’t tremble when the door suddenly opens, and light pours from the hallway into my eyes. It hurts as though I’ve just been blinded by acid. 


  “Monroe, it’s me,” a voice whispers, calling me a name I don’t remember. “You’re coming with me.” He clamps a hand over my mouth so I can’t speak. 


  Broc. The man assumes I know him by his face, but I can’t see a thing. I know who he is by the feel of his mighty hand and the sound of his voice. 


  Instinct makes me struggle. Broc is not the man that Sir would send for me. I’m sure of this. Is he the insurrectionist my master spoke of?


  “Easy now,” he orders urgently and with power. His fingers dig into my flesh like they would bread dough. Old feelings surface, faint hopes appear. Even the romance of the moment makes me think again and I finally calm—although this might be a dangerous move.


  “That’s better.”


  Swiftly—I feel as though my feet have hardly touched the ground—Colonel Broc pulls me from the house into an ink black night. I’m forced to the floor of a rattling Jeep, my head tucked to the dirty floor, my naked body shivering from the cold. A scratchy blanket is thrown over me and the Jeep drives off for a bumpy ride over war torn roads. 


  Somewhere in the middle of the trip, I’m knocked out or drugged. I’m not sure which. 


  When I awaken, I’m in the dark, in a bed, with arms around my body. Broc lies clothed next to me. There’s a blanket covering us both. When I awaken, he awakens, too.


  “Broc,” I whisper.


  “Yes,” he whispers back.


  “What have you done?”


  “Removed you from your owner’s house.”


  “For what purpose?”


  “I can’t say now.”


  “I’m scared.”


  “Don’t be.”


  He kisses me with tenderness. I think this vile after what I’ve had confirmed by Sir about Broc’s lies. Regardless, I’m churning desirously against his flesh, my legs scissoring to allow his thigh between them. I press against his heft while feeling his cock pulse inside his pants. 


  “No, no,” I whisper, trying to shake off my arousal.


  “It’s all right. I’m not going to hurt you, Monroe. I just need this.”


  Need what? I wonder, as his hands continue to massage me. When the heat of our bodies becomes unbearable, we start removing his clothes. I assist him with my fingers working fast to find his bare skin and press my nakedness against it. The past two years have fled in seconds, we’re back in the compound, in his bed, making love as we did before, only this time more desperately. 


  Broc brings his lips to my breast and bites at a nipple, then nibbling the flesh, he moves on to the other nipple, which he catches in his teeth and bites until I groan in heated wonder. I’m gasping for air, breathless, as my body surges with desire for him. 


  I turn around as my desire heightens, my face diving for his erection as the great thing steams with power. My tongue takes the surface, licking every square inch; then I draw it into my mouth and suckle the hardened muscle, clamping my jaw down tightly so that with every bob of my head, he is closer to cumming. Broc’s physical aroma wells up into my nostrils, where I breathe him in to me. I have not forgotten who he is to me, how he made me half-sane when I thought I would go crazy. And he’s rescuing me now? Or taking me for his own? I’m not sure I care either way. 


  This is not love; I know that. But it is intense desire and longing. Perhaps, that’s all I need to survive.


  His pulse beats strongly inside my mouth. I want to drink him in. But before he can ejaculate, he pulls me up, my legs straddling his groin, the wetness of my pussy covering the needy shaft. We come together again, chest to chest, fixed and fused as though we are one person. The tension builds into a mighty roar, the spasming starts, not weakly, but in powerful sharp blasts. I clench, and so does he as he cums in me with my cunt tightening down on his organ to milk it dry. 


  We are one sweaty mess afterwards. But I am smiling to myself. I hadn’t expected to feel such satisfaction again and here it is. 


  “I’m going to stay with you now?” I ask.


  “For a time.”


  “How long?”


  “I can’t say and I don’t want you to ask,” he answers forcefully.


  “I hate these secrets,” I say despondently. 


  “I know you do. But it’s better for you this way. Even if it’s only for a little while longer, Monroe, submit.”


  “I do that well.”


  “Sometimes,” he says with a sly smirk. “But the attitude becomes you. Practice it now.”


  We remain together as though we’re bound. He is the closest thing to home I’ve felt in so long, I can’t let him go; and Broc doesn’t seem to care that I cling to him. Maybe he needs me.


  We’re quiet for a long time until I finally ask, “Will we make love again?”


  “We’ll have sex, yes.”


  “You won’t call it love?”


  “The word love doesn’t impress me. It’s used too foolishly. And it certainly isn’t apropos for circumstances like this. Desperation is not love.”


  “I’m sure you’re right.”


  “I am right. I always am.”


  He’s telling me he doesn’t want to argue, so I keep quiet. Even so, I feel my blood stirring wildly for the first time in months—as though life was being born in me, something wild, savage and freeing. It’s the way I should feel.


  “The next time I use you, Monroe, I’m going to bind you,” he finally declares.


  “Bind me? Why?”


  “You like the restraint.” That’s all he says before he hops out of bed, leaving me alone inside the rumpled sheets. 


  We are in a strange sort of hostel. I think it was an old hotel, rooms with baths lining a pale grime-colored corridor. We don’t speak to the other patrons in the worn down place. Broc treats me like his girlfriend not his slave when we’re in public. During my first two days, he locks me in the room, tells me not to make a peep, while he goes out doing whatever Broc does when he’s away. I don’t bother to guess since I take his advice not to pry. He returns in the late afternoon with food we mutually gobble until we’re stuffed. The second day, he brings me clothes so that I don’t have to wrap myself in old sheets. We’re at the waning end of summer when the air changes easily from sticky hot to miserably damp and chilled. My body only seems to be warm when I’m with him. 


  “Sorry I couldn’t find you silk,” he says as he notes how I look in the long black skirt and a cranberry-colored embroidered blouse. The clothes are loose and baggy, which I’m unaccustomed to. “You look dowdy,” he says.


  “Not much you can do to change this,” I say looking down at the meager clothes.


  “I can make you go naked.”


  “But I’m so cold.”


  “Then dress like this when I’m gone. When I’m here, take off the skirt.”


  It seems like a good compromise. 


  Without the skirt, he can see my legs and the way the hem of the blouse delicately brushes my bare pussy in the front and the bottom of my ass cheeks in the rear. 


  The third day, when Broc returns, there is a cunning light in his brilliant blue eyes, and a touch of whimsy in his faint smile. 


  “The proprietor has something I think you’ll like.”


  “What’s that?”


  “You’ll see it when we get there.”


  He makes me wear the skirt, then shuffles me out into the corridor and down the hall to a staircase at the back of the building. The staircase descends beneath the ground, into an earthy catacomb, which winds about for many yards until it breaks out into a room carved out of stone and dirt. 


  “What is this?” I ask, as if I can’t recognize the signs before me. 


  “A punishment dungeon for slaves.”


  “Here? You knew about this?”


  “Actually, no. But I asked our host if there was some place I could take you, where you could be bound and whipped. He was happy to lend me this space for a few coins in his pocket.”


  “And you plan to bind and whip me?”


  “Wouldn’t you feel miserable without it?”


  I can’t answer that. It’s been so long since I’ve not been bound for sex, and at the very least threatened with punishment. I don’t know what Broc wants from me now. Regardless of my millions of questions and the trickle of fear running through my anxious system, I’m turned on. It’s never been like this between us—just Broc and me alone with whips and bondage gear. There was always something hanging over us—or someone looking on. Video cameras, General Hanan’s overbearing presence, the threat of being sold. We seem very alone right now.


  There is a spanking bench in the stark room, as well as many ringbolts on the wall, which would be quite useful for what he needs. There is even an apparatus hanging from the ceiling that could be used to suspend a slave either right side up or upside down. I picture it all wondering what kind of bondage Broc wants for me. The restraints in my mind are already encircling my body: I feel ropes tighten around my breasts, a collar around my throat and cords cutting into my crotch. 


  That is just fantasy, however. Broc has his own imagination and his own schemes. 


  First, he tethers my ankles and wrists with rope, quickly executing the bondage in a way that doesn’t cut my skin, but holds me extremely tight. This is a talent of his that is new to me; though I imagine he’s learned many things as a sexual terrorist—even some since we were last together. Pushing the bench to the side of the room, he places me in the center, and then fastens my feet to bolts that are embedded in the dirt floor. Finally, he draws my arms above me and wide apart, each wrist skillfully tied to the far end of a metal rod. 


  I close my eyes instinctively. I don’t want to see what’s next, or second guess. I just want the feelings to unfold. Right now, my body is exhilarated with fear. I can sense sweat trickling from my brow, while the perspiration beneath my breasts chills my body when a draft of air hits my skin. 


  Broc’s hands begin the journey, sliding over me slowly, as if they might ease my trepidation. But he gives me little time to relax into their tenderness. Stepping back, his feet shuffle for several seconds, then I hear the crack of a whip, the swish of a lash, and finally, the two implements alternating back and forth from bite to crack, to snap. Heavy swaths of stinging pain hit my body as each descends. 


  I moan from deep inside my gut; but the exhilaration has not ceased. It moves on with each strike of an implement. More than just the pain and pleasure, I feel Broc inside each stroke, with his essence pouring out on me, grabbing hold of my body and giving it the oblivion its been trained to love. He is right about me seeking these dark depths. Each moment I relish as the very best ever, only to have it replaced by another. I’m soon delirious, my body starting to writhe as the orgasm sweeps me away.


  Broc stops for a time to run his hands over my welted skin. The heat climbs. He’s at my crotch with fingers grinding into my anal cleft. He finds the juices at my pussy and spreads them to my anus where several fingers are inserted into the taut rosebud. My heat takes another turn, and I think I’m about to cum. But he backs away and starts again with the whips, more force and speed this time, deliberately taking me beyond the feel of pleasure. I’m screaming for him to stop, and he soon backs down only to tease my ass and genitals again. I have the end in sight—about to break free, sure that I can read his mind.


  But he stops without warning and circles my body. 


  I feel him standing before my closed eyes, staring at my face, where the grimaces have died away and even the look of disappointment has disappeared. I wait wonderingly, while he stares.


  Just as I’m about to open my eyes—because I believe that’s what he’s waiting for—I feel him closer still, inside my watchful aura. His breath tickles my neck. His hand accidentally grazes my thigh. His lips come to my ear, his tongue to the outer rim and he licks gently, blowing his breath in a heated whisper. Quietly, so I can hardly hear. “I’m going to mark your breasts, Michelle, your belly and your cunt.” Ever so tenderly, his hand rubs the brand he pressed into my pubic mounds three years ago. My labia are sticky with my nectar. He takes some from my snatch and presents it to my mouth. “Don’t let your fear get in your way,” he says. 


  I do tremble. My fear is rife. I know I’ll scream as he whips my delicate front side, and yet, I’m surprised to find an exquisite exhilaration present in each stroke of the crop he uses on my breasts. He beats them thoroughly. They sting, but not so much that I can’t stand the pain. Desire pours from me again, my orgasm starting where it left off. Even when he meanly takes his fingers and twists my nipples, the agony is not unbearable. Just more sensation. 


  Broc uses a many taloned whip to flail my crotch. With dozens of blows, he rains fire on the agitated skin. I’m ecstatic, pressing my pussy toward him for more, feeling the ends of myself begin to fray; and a bright burst of glory suddenly shake every limb and my clenching crotch. It goes on for some time, with the sensation descending even deeper when Broc finger-fucks my hungering hole.


  I hang limply. Still bound. My body starts to twitch. 


  I don’t know where Broc is, but I sense him near; and soon he’s right before my face as he was before. His hand is on my cheek, so I open my eyes, seeing his eyes shining with a benevolence I would never expect from a man of such violence. 


  “We’re cut from the same cloth, Monroe.”


  I guess we are. 


  As Broc unties me, I’m so limp that I can hardly stand. But I won’t need much strength for what I’ll do next. 


  Broc puts me on the bench, where my belly rests on a flat wooden board, where my rope-bound hands and ankles can be tied to the forward and rear struts. My ass is free for him to abuse. 


  The rape is quick. His shaft is swiftly buried in my ass. It takes little coaxing to submit to this. I suppose my body and mind were already there, waiting for him, ready to have him become a piece of me and leave a piece of himself for a few short minutes. It’s over when, grunting like a rutting animal, he deposits his seed in the darkness of my channel. 


  When he withdraws, I believe that I’ve had it all. 


  I stay with Broc for two more days in the crude hostel. No one asks us questions, or pays much attention to why we are there. When we have sex every night, I begin to wonder if this will go on forever. Maybe I want it to. But I sense the end is near. I feel that more as each day passes, though I don’t have permission to ask this lover what comes next. 


  On the sixth day, we awaken with a bright sun beaming through the lone window in the room. We make love, kissing and holding each other with our ravenous needs building to a wild crescendo. 


  Afterwards, Broc orders me to clean up and dress. I know we are on the move again and my heart feels heavy. Just a half-hour after my climax, I’m hustled brusquely into the Colonel’s Jeep and driven away. When we reach our destination, it’s midday. We’re in a lonely expanse of empty territory. I have no clue where; though I assume that we’re still on the fringes of Eastern Europe. There’s a car waiting for me. Broc pulls me from the Jeep and thrusts me quickly into the other vehicle. 


  “I won’t be seeing you again,” he says, rather blankly. 


  “Why?”


  “You have other things to do.”


  “You’re freeing me?”


  “I hope so.”


  I don’t know what to believe. “Why are you doing this?”


  “You need your freedom, Monroe. Like I need mine. I’m sorry I couldn’t have given it to you sooner.”


  “Then you did care?”


  “What makes you think otherwise?” he looks incredulous. “Sometimes love comes to us in unusual packages. You’ve been mine to accept. I won’t forget you.”


  “But…” I remember the tales of the brothel Sir told me.


  “But what?”


  I shake my head. “It doesn’t matter.” I smile. Suddenly I have no need for him to explain anything. 


  “It’s been a long time since you’ve been in charge of your life, Michelle,” he speaks tenderly for one last warning, just as he’s about to close the car door. “Get your wits about you. You’re no longer a slave. Think like a woman. Better yet, think as a man until you’re safe at home.”


  His will be the best love I’ve ever lost. 


  My nightmare died that day, but not the memory. 


  When Daniel Broc pushed me into the dilapidated Citron five miles from freedom, half of me wanted to remain with him, half of me—a very fragile, frightened half of me—wanted what lay ahead. 




  Chapter Twelve


  “Yeeeeeeeeeeawwwwww!”


  A bloodcurdling scream rips the air. I awaken with Kovac’s arms around my shoulders, my face pressed to his chest. He smells of sweat and sex, still.


  “It’s okay, Shelly,” he says in a voice that comforts and controls me. I relax easily remembering where I am. It’s been several months since I had such a frightening flashback of that night on the train. After all this time, I know now—as soon as the dream departs and I’m in Kovac’s care—that everything is all right. 


  I think of him as my rescuing angel. 


  He came to me with surprising ease once I was ready to resume my life. 


  Initially, my reacquaintance with civilization was a disaster. I was staying with an old friend, who mothered me for two weeks as the government completed their interrogation. Apparently, they wanted to crack down on Middle Eastern terrorists, but I saw their efforts as only half-hearted. During that time, I wanted to see Jordan, but my friend cautioned against it. It is too soon, she told me. I thought she was worried about Jordan—how he’d take my three years as a sex slave. In fact, she was worried about me and how I’d now find the man I loved. 


  For days I felt disjointed by the process of being sane as everything whirled by at such a fast clip that I couldn’t keep up. I hadn’t realized how slow my life in captivity had been until New York City whizzed by so rapidly. After the government was through with me, I quickly returned to my mother’s home where we cried a lot; then she let me lazily rest until I was ready to battle the world again. She even offered her home forever—I could stay because I’d never be the same after the ordeal I’d been through. I hugged her long and hard for that one, but days later declined her generosity, knowing in my heart that I could never be out of the commotion of life for long. I’d beat my way back to a life that was right and real for me—even with this weird past to deal with. 


  I truly thought the slavery was just a strange event among the other oddities of my life; and that it made no real difference to me. The nightmares told me otherwise. 


  Back in New York, I returned to a world that I hardly knew. I needed an anchor. Though I lived with my kind friend, she was too much like my mother—too fawning to allow me the free space and the foundation I needed. Zachary Kovac gave me all that.


  Jordan introduced us after our reunion ended so sadly. I shouldn’t have expected more after three years—but Jordan was all I focused on at the embassy in Vienna. I had to put everything of the past three years behind me, including Colonel Broc, so my mind hit on Jordan and stayed there through all the questioning and rehab. He was all I had to cling to when I felt so weak.


  Most of the time, the embassy people were kind, but one fellow, from an intelligence agency, implied that I’d asked to be kidnapped. I expelled a good deal of anger on him, put him in his place, and felt much more like the Michelle Monroe of old when I finished.


  I knew it was a crazy thought from the beginning to hope that Jordan and I could carry on where we left off. When we finally met, everything was bittersweet. He had a new girlfriend and the relationship was solid—I wouldn’t be coming between them.


  There were tears in his eyes, grief I’m sure he’d stuffed inside him since my disappearance. Our meeting brought out that sheltered pain and, in the vernacular of the time, gave him closure. It didn’t do as much for me; though Jordan gave me a place to begin again introducing me to Kovac.


  Like Jordan, Kovac has a mixed heritage, a smattering of every race possible. Unlike Jordan, he has hair—long, straight black hair he ties back at his neck. His skin is dark, and his eyes slate grey. I’ve never met a man, other than Daniel Broc, who understood me the way he does; though I’m quite glad that he doesn’t look like that rough Texas cowboy. 


  Kovac’s six feet three inches towers over me. A body builder like Jordan, he’s as muscled, driven and intense, though he has a more natural inclination for the kind of life I need than my former lover has. After the nightmares and flashbacks—the psychologist says it’s post-traumatic stress and I believe her—he was the person capable of healing me. I guess because he understands the dark places where I’ve been, and relishes them in the same bizarre way I do. Where sexual submission was once a fascinating possibility, it is now part of the elemental me. 


  ***


  “What did you like about it, Shelly?” he asks as we sit across from each other at a candlelit table in the corner of our favorite Village restaurant.


  “You keep asking this, I’m going to get sick of the question,” I tell him, trying hard to make light of his serious mood. 


  “It’s a fair question because it pulls the truth from you. What did you like about it, Shelly?” he repeats.


  He hammers on, circling me with this inherent darkness. I find it incredibly sexy. His mystery riles me. I sometimes feel as though I hardly know him, other times he’s as familiar as an old shoe. Now is one of those strange and unfamiliar times when my body is on edge while my mind balks in fear of what I’ll say.


  “I liked Colonel Broc,” I finally blurt out. I’ve never mentioned his name to Kovac until today. I’ve always spoken in general terms, sometimes about bondage and being beaten and having sex, but never personally about the man who began my rape and brutalization. 


  “Broc?”


  “He was in charge of my capture. He ordered my pussy denuded. He branded me.” My body shakes as I tell him these details, and I can see that Kovac feels the fear and desires flowing from my body to him. 


  He smiles. “You loved every minute of that, didn’t you?”


  “I was scared to death.”


  “And you loved your fear.”


  I take my time to answer—like it’s a big deal—then finally admit, “Okay, I loved my fear.” It feels good saying this, like a huge weight is lifted from my shoulders, and there is not as much pain in my heavy heart. 


  Kovac and I have been playing with sadomasochism since our relationship began six months ago. He takes me slowly, but he knows I want more, especially when little pieces of truth slip from my mouth like this one. 


  “You were in love with him?” 


  “I think so.”


  “Were you, or weren’t you?” He sounds impatient.


  “I was. Yes. I was.”


  “And you’d go back to him if he were here?”


  “I don’t know. It would be impossible.” I think again then shake my head. “No. No. I wouldn’t, I’m sure now. He’s a terrorist who lives between the cracks. I wouldn’t want that kind of life even if I loved him. Besides, I love you now.”


  I know he likes that fact, but much like Broc, he’s not long on tender sentiments. I read well between the lines. 


  “Sometimes I worry about how far I can take you into that rampant and violent desire,” he says. “But you make the decision easier every time.”


  He can feel me. He senses how much I want more, how my body aches, how I love the beautiful horror of those startling moments, when I’m suspended between breathing and fear, hurled down unknown territory and knocked about in a rocky surf of sensation. 


  The first time he took me to a downtown S&M club, I clung to his arm afraid to move away from him—until I saw that most of the dungeon play was just games, silly games with ‘safe words’ and supposed slaves telling their masters what they want. This was not real life, but some fantasy, like they were actors playing off a script. There was no script for what happened to me. Nothing was that simple. 


  Kovac even strung me up naked in one of the dungeons and toyed with a whip about my shoulders and ass. Some strikes he meticulously threaded between my thighs so the whip end jumped up to sting my sensitive pussy. I came because I was so filled up with sexual energy that anything would have released that dragon; but we both knew that the finale was only half of what it could have been. 


  Now, he takes me a little further each time. 


  One day—for the entire day—he had me in chains in his apartment. For two hours I was locked in a closet, lost in the mesmerizing smallness that comes from being so contained. Later, I crawled the floor at his feet while he flicked a cat o’ nine tails on my ass. He had my cheeks streaked, hot and welted by the time he finally drew me into his lap where he rubbed the raw surfaces of skin with cold cream and kissed my face with love. I spent the night on the floor by his bed, yearning to be near him, but happy that I wasn’t. It was like the brothel—a good deal of denial and a great deal of yearning. It makes the clashes of bodies that much more joyful, (Likely why my memories of Broc still give me such an intensely passionate physical response).


  I relish being with Kovac because everything is new and different, at the same time old and familiar. He knows the things I need without my having to ask for the specifics. I tell him pieces of the past when he asks that question—‘What did you like about it, Shelly?’ Seems so innocuous, but he learns so much. He never repeats what I’ve gone through, he just takes the situation and embellishes the acts with his own desires getting the charge they need. 


  Kovac does this while I continue acclimatizing myself to the real world and returning to myself. It’s a different self, a different Shelly Monroe. Some would suggest that she’s not as strong as she used to be. I think she’s stronger, though. I’m sure she’s softer, easier to be with and much less haughty. Jordan has said that I’m more likeable, and he would know.


  Kovac told me the results are what I’ve always wanted. 


  “You think I asked to be kidnapped?” I remember the insinuations of that foul intelligence agent. 


  “You might as well have,” he states flatly. 


  Doesn’t that beat all!


  “You told me once that you felt destiny calling you when you took that train,” he reminds me of one of our very first conversations. “You should believe your own jargon, Shelly. It’s probably true.”


  I don’t know how he got so wise about me. Especially, when we’ve hardly known each other. But he has the gift to know who I am, and I’m happy to be the recipient of his insight and cutthroat wit.


  ***


  Kovac bought me a slave collar two weeks ago as a precursor to something special—one with white leather threaded through a one-inch silver band, and a two-inch ring at the front. It buckles at the back of my neck, and locks with a small clasp. He has the only key.


  He says little when he locks it around my throat for the first time; but I’m beginning to understand his moods, and know that something out of the ordinary will be happening soon. 


  I wear the collar as often as I can when we’re alone together—often with the leather corset he purchased a few weeks earlier—and occasionally when his friends visit, which has been three times in fourteen days. His friends know the kind of relationship we have because they know Kovac’s sexual tastes. It feels very freeing to express myself this way with people who represent the real world. It seems completely natural. Maybe it’s just the product of being brainwashed for three years, or maybe it’s just a habit I can’t break; but the more who understand this part of me and accept it, the better I feel. 


  Even Jordan has seen me collared and contained. It shocked when he walked into the apartment and saw me in the corset with the collar ringing my throat. Bare feet, no panties, naked pubic mound. He stared forever, while I offered him a beer and then sat at Kovac’s feet as the two began their conversation. (It’s expected that I sit on the floor when I’m dressed as Kovac’s slave.) 


  The conversation finally wound its way around to me—after Jordan couldn’t stop staring. 


  “I’m glad you introduced us,” the new boyfriend told the old one. 


  “And I guess it’s working well?”


  “She has a ways to go, but we’re getting there. I make a few missteps and she revolts, but things are evening out.”


  It’s nice to hear him say he makes mistakes; I don’t feel that my failings are all my fault. Though I am punished for every aberration—whether his fault or mine—punishment is easy to take. I think my body has come to expect and welcome it. And—if the problem is really his fault—he always give me a sexual finish.


  The standard mode of correction is simple. He sits in his leather chair. I stand before him looking down into his harsh, though sometimes perplexed expression. He addresses the difficulty head on, outlining where I’ve failed to comply or meet his standards (This is not like the brothel or Sir’s house where there were few explanations given.). It’s usually simple things, like attending to breakfast dishes before they start to bother him, or in the course of my busy day, forgetting something I promised to do for him. Or when things are ticklish sexually—I blatantly balk at his extremes, beg to be unbound, cry when I should be cumming, or refuse his advances. These times are always because he’s pushed me into the faces of my past where I’m not yet ready to go. They are what he considers his missteps—because he didn’t gauge my response properly. Regardless, I’m punished. 


  After he outlines the incident, he lectures me, encourages me. Then, he takes me over his lap and, with a wooden or leather paddle, pummels my ass as hard as he can—though as strong as he is, it’s probably not as hard as he can hit, but it sure feels that way. By the time he’s finished, my poor ass is burning with fire, stinging so badly that I struggle like an angry kid. Sometimes, if he’s particularly put out, he’ll pause several times and start in again, building in intensity until I’m frantic and thrashing like crazy on the firm mountain of his muscled thighs. He even caned me once after a spanking was over, making me bend at the waist, reach for my toes, and take a dozen grim cuts from a thin bamboo rod. There were marks that lasted after that one.


  When it’s real punishment that’s all I get. But those times are very rare. Most of the time, once he lays the paddle down, his hand is at my crotch, swathed with the juices that so easily flow from my anxious sexual opening. In seconds, I’m off somewhere in a climax. The session ends with me between Kovac’s thighs, his erection moving in and out of my mouth. The punishment heals the little wounds of our shared days. Admittedly, it’s a very antiquated and even bizarre practice. But I don’t argue with what works. 


  As much as I might protest, I’m always a better woman when the session is over. 


  ***


  It’s a summer night. I’ve been waiting for Kovac to come home from his workout. I’m reading on the fire escape, enjoying the city sounds below, the thick and humid air, even the insects buzzing my head. The book I’m reading lends itself to the somewhat sultry, languid evening this day’s become. It reminds me of childhood, and even the humid nights in the brothel with Broc. The air was filled with the aroma of sexual bodies. I think my body has the same aromatic quality right now. I’m wearing my collar and a thin summery sundress, which is hardly anything it all. When I put it on, I had an instant flashback and a bout with fear. It’s white and feels very much like silk. Since that first trembling moment—it was Kovac’s idea to buy the dress—I’ve become more comfortable wearing it. Right now, I’m feeling very slave-like—collared, dressed for Kovac, and waiting. 


  When I hear the door creak, I smile. He’s home.


  He won’t find me right away, though I hope it won’t be much of a search. I don’t want him mad.


  “What the hell are you doing?” he asks. 


  He’s looking very virile, the way he usually looks after a vigorous workout. His black hair is slicked back cleanly off his face, while a bit of dark evening stubble grows on his chin and jaw. His white sleeveless T-shirt clings to his heavily muscled chest. His grey sweatpants droop at his hips 


  “Reading,” I answer his question. 


  He pulls me through the window as though I were a tiny child, practically lifting me into the air with his powerful grace. 


  “Hot, isn’t it?”


  “Yes, it is.” I’m staring into his eyes, feeling as though I’m just inches off the floor. 


  “A good night for taking you out,” he says. “A good night to fuck.”


  How can I disagree?


  We are out the door so swiftly that I can hardly catch my breath. He made me wear heels, which makes walking even more difficult. As we move into the night, the city surrounds us with sound and light and a sexual essence that has me wild. This is nothing I’ve felt before—I’m almost swimming in sensuousness, as though a warm bath caresses my crotch in every cranny. I sidle into Kovac, his arm around my waist; and, if I’m reading his mood correctly, he’s as aroused as I am. 


  We move only to the end of the block, to the theatre that a small company of avante garde artists abandoned just a month ago. They moved to The Village where their work fits comfortably. I’ll miss them—not because I saw many of their plays. It was the actors I enjoyed so much, their pierced and tattooed bodies, weird hair and quirky clothes. Entering the building, I can feel their essence lingering in the empty spaces, in the curtains and the walls. 


  There is one large black room surrounded by curtains, with a small informal stage in the center. Two large 4x4 posts stand at either end of the platform. Hanging from the light grid above, and dangling far lower than the theatre lights themselves, is some apparatus that provokes instantaneous flashbacks from my past. I let my fear slide, still feeling so carnally aroused that I won’t let it come between me and what Kovac has planned. 


  There is one spotlight aimed at center stage where apparently I’ll be bound.


  That’s all I see. Kovac slides a blindfold over my head, secures it over my eyes, and lifts my blonde hair out from under the elastic bands at the back of my head. 


  Guiding me carefully to the stage, I step up on the platform where he positions me—I suppose between the 4x4 struts, but then I have no way of knowing. He pulls each arm wide and above my head, fastening the wrists in tight-fitting cuffs that must be a good three inches wide. He repeats the process with my ankles, so that in the end, I’m stretched like a cross—or a five-pointed star. 


  The room is as hot as the hot outdoors and becomes a fiery furnace as my body flames with lust, and Kovac’s begins to fire. As my lover quietly works his greater magic, clamping my nipples and weighting my labia with pinchers, I feel the atmosphere around me grow in size. It’s not something I completely comprehend until I realize that there are other bodies moving around us—other men, perhaps other women. I imagine their faces, players from the S&M clubs, gawkers, voyeurs and hangers-on. I wonder how much a theatre I make. It dawns on me that Kovac is recreating my days in the brothel and with Sir when I was a sexual exhibition.


  I don’t think much after the weights begin to take effect. At first, their bite and density provide a pleasant stimulation, which makes my pelvis grind softly on the air. Tiny particles of empty space caress my opened labia and attack my clit. The muscles clench, flex and relax a dozen times, while I wonder if I can take this simple stimulation all the way to orgasm. 


  I don’t get the chance. 


  The attention to my body gets more vicious. Fingers tug the clamps and twist my nipples, while someone jerks my hair. My head’s pulled back and there are lips at my ear—Kovac’s. He whispers, “I’m giving you away, Silk.” 


  I feel him leave me and I’m lost…


  “Yeeeeeaawwww! Yesssss……….”


  A hail of strikes rain down on my shoulders. Then someone takes the sharp edge of a knife and runs it up the center of my spine. 


  “Ssssssssssssss,” I breathe in, hissing softly. I don’t dare move. 


  The man in front repeats the act, starting with his thin blade where my labia parts and drawing with infinite patience a moving line of fright from that prickly place of pleasure, upwards across my belly, over my navel, and then between my breasts until the knife hits the collar with a tiny thud.


  “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” my breath slowly escapes as I realize I’ve survived.


  But this is only one trial. There are many more to come. 


  The tortures multiply as a new one appears on the heels of the one before. Sensation cascades through my body, in rivers moving outward from the experience of pain to the far ends of pleasure. 


  “Ah, more,” I hear myself murmur when a kind and very feminine hand strokes my swelling belly. A pair of delicate fingers parts the heavy-weighted labia and there’s a woman’s tongue tenderly caressing the throbbing bud between them. From behind, another hand and other fingers spread my cheeks wide and begin to work the unyielding hole until it slowly starts to ease. I have no choice but to let go and let this insistent fellow breach the barrier. I can tell it is a man; he works with obsessive force. I can already imagine him screwing my ass. I’ve only reluctantly relinquished this barrier to Kovac. He’s easy with my ass, but this man is not. I soon give in. 


  At first, it is his fingers, then a wide throated dildo; and finally, as he withdraws the prick and my ass gives up control, a hand glides into the opening, the entire fist lodged inside me. 


  Lips in front, a fist behind. I’m afraid of being torn apart as the two tear recklessly at my body. 


  Some melody begins to play, a piece I’ve heard before—Enya? Or perhaps the other one with the spooky name. Reminds me of being haunted. I float for a time on the ethereal voice, and the energy of these lovers… then suddenly my body relaxes to find that the two have left me empty and without the climax I expected. 


  “There’s more, Monroe.” Kovac’s voice sounds like Broc’s. “You want more?”


  “Yes, I want more,” I whisper. He stands behind me, his thick chest pressed to my aching back, the muscle of his body supporting mine while I feel weak. My mind’s confused. I’m in the abandoned theatre, and then the brothel, then Sir’s great house, and finally lost in the memory of Broc, one last time. How did Kovac know? Did I mention the last time I was with the Colonel?


  The night moves on…


  The minutes—perhaps hours that follow—are spent detached from everything but the way my body feels. I endure the pain of several lashes—some harshly driven into my flesh, others lightly caressing my thighs, my ass and shoulders. I feel an anxious sting when a crop sears my upper breasts. My body jerks, my mind reels on from memory to fantasy, to present reality. I’m sure it’s Broc. It has to be, but then things change again.


  My pussy is paddled with a thin flat leather, stroked with fingers, and brought close to that instant of final gratification more times that I want to count. With each one, I’m deserted before I reach the finish. 


  I think that Kovac must truly hate me when he releases my wrists and ankles, aborting my climax. How can he leave me this way? His obsessions beat as passionately as mine do. He must want more.


  After massaging my arms to restore some feeling, Kovac attaches them to an apparatus above me, a loose swinging rod, which gives my abusers more leverage. They’ll need it. 


  It hardly surprises me when my legs are lifted off the floor and a cock stabs my pussy with a sharp, stunning thrust. What sends me to the zenith is a cock at my ass—one with a curved shaft, which enters the worked asshole with a crude thrust.


  “Oh, yesss, gawwwwwwwd, fuuuuuk me!!! Yessss……….”


  More, I want more. I bounce between the two, body jostled back and forth. I’m sure I’ll be split in two. The holes accommodate. Driven wide, I release my orgasm as both men start to cum. I think I’m finished, but it starts again, another pair of lovers and another, until there’s just one man inside me. 


  I smell Kovac’s scent, or is it Broc’s? Or am I dreaming? And the rumbling under me, inside my crotch, is just the Orient Express thundering at high velocity toward Bucharest and Istanbul; and any second I’ll awaken and the nightmare will have only been a dream. My film crew will jostle me from the deepest sleep of my life and tell me it’s time to get on filming the next segment of the trip. 


  Whose eyes will I see when I awaken? What incarnation will I be living? Have I shifted shapes? Am I that other person in the dream? Past and present collide, confused behind this blindfold, and for a moment—or several moments, I sink into the unconscious void of complete surrender. 




  Chapter Thirteen


  Everything is dark around me when I awaken. The stage is bare and the apparatus hanging from the ceiling is still hanging there as though it was never used. 


  I’m in Kovac’s arms. One of his heavy hands delicately moves the blonde hair from my face. We’re alone where we began.


  “I wondered if it was all a dream. Like being in slavery never happened?” 


  “Maybe so, and you’re still dreaming?” he speculates. “Eventually you’ll wake up.”


  “I think I have.”


  “Oh?” He’s so very kind. 


  “Broc was here.”


  “Where?”


  “Today, tonight, whatever, I felt him.”


  “Maybe. Was he blond, looked like a Texas cowboy in a guerrilla’s clothes?”


  “Yes!” I start at him anxiously, my mind in a flurry of excitement.


  “Then he wasn’t here.”


  “But?” 


  “I read about him in your journal.”


  Is he jealous? I wonder. “Ah, hon, I do love you. Broc means nothing to me.”


  “I know. But he haunts you, he always will. The past has that kind of power. He is your nightmare and the center of your darkest hours, your demon and your savior. You survived him— you always will, just as you did tonight. But he’ll never leave for good. He’s right here,” he puts his hand to my chest. “You’ll learn to live with him.”


  Kovac caresses the white silky dress, which has somehow survived the night intact—so I can walk home presentably. The dress feels good clinging to my sweaty torso. I think I’ll wear it more often. 


  “Next time, Monroe,” he says as we pull to our feet, “we’ll lose the blindfold and you can do this with your eyes wide open.” 


  I Belong To YouPrologue


  I haven’t a care in the world when I’m in this place. White sand slithers between my toes as I make footprints down the beach. Wind blows kindly against my skin. Sam, my mongrel retriever, barks excitedly as he rushes toward me with a lump of driftwood in his mouth, which he drops at my feet before playfully kissing my face with his wet tongue. The surf crashes delivering up a fine mist that covers my arms and I smile. I am determinedly peaceful. 


  When I look toward the bluffs, for just an instant my smile fades into a frown of uneasiness. I think for a minute that I see his silhouette against the watery blue sky, but then it’s gone. That is all that Kovac is to me now, a faint apparition that I see in dreams and against the unfettered sky, or fleetingly on a busy street one arm’s length too far away for me to touch. He died eighteen months ago, victim of a car crash, which left me without a lover, a friend, a companion, a savior and my master.


  My heart broke. My life crashed around me. My world of dangerous lust and of verboten pleasures disintegrated into dust as if it had never been. I lost the liberty I felt in the arms of sexual surrender because I lost the comfort of Kovac’s strength keeping me safe. 


  Kovac had been my anchor, the force that put me back together after three horrifying years of captivity in the hands of Middle Eastern terrorists. Abducted from the Orient Express traveling from Bucharest to Istanbul while filming a documentary, I became a slave, trained to be the sexual servant for those who take pleasure in the defilement of women. I would still be the property of a sadistic master if a miracle had not intervened to bring me safely home. 


  I was a beaten and defeated woman then, but Kovac took this freed slave and returned her whole to the civilized world. He gave me hope and love and tenderness. He did all that, while at the same time honoring the great discovery I made during the time I was enslaved. He honored the woman of submission I had become and allowed me to accept the submissive elements of my character I never knew existed. He molded my new freedom with chains and bondage, reshaped my liberated mind with comforting authority, and created a consensual slave to fit the customs of the day. He offered a new, palatable form of captivity right for a sane and enlightened time. I thought our life would last forever, that this relationship was the gift God had given me for surviving a trial no woman should face. 


  Obviously, God wasn’t finished with me because Kovac died, and once again, I was required to put an intensely passionate segment of my life into rational perspective and continue on down another path. 


  Such rational perspective became surprisingly easy once my initial grief passed. I believe now that I would have fallen into the gutters of despair had Kovac not found me soon after my return to the United States. And yet, there is something strangely reasonable about his death. As if he were no more than an angel, descended for the one task of restoring me to the real world, Kovac appeared in my life, completed his work, and then unceremoniously left, certain that I could handle the rest on my own. 


  Of course, my life changed greatly when he died. But oddly, I picked myself up, dusted away the old and moved on. With greater ease than I ever expected, I packed up my life with Kovac like old clothes taken to the basement and stored. I began anew, wiggling back into the skin of an independent woman with her head on straight and her eyes focused keenly on a benevolent and productive future. I made up my mind then, eighteen months ago, that the sexual submission I needed under Kovac’s guidance was necessary closure—in colloquial terms—a way to resurface after three years away and find strength before I could resume a normal life. The idea that my life couldn’t be normal after being conquered by cruel terrorists was simply not true. He was merely a bridge to the present, a necessary one that I will think of fondly as the years pass. 


  Even now, as I gaze toward the bluff with the idea that Kovac will suddenly appear again, my mind flashes even further back in time, where the imprint of that other man haunts my boundless skies. In truth, it’s his face I hope to see, not Kovac’s. It’s his face I look for in crowds, not that of my just deceased master. It’s Daniel Broc’s that I imagine appearing out of nowhere. I may miss Kovac—the fact that he was taken from me so abruptly stills stuns me. But while he set my mind right after the cruel brutality I endured from the slave traders, he was not the man who reached into my heart, my guts, my loins and shook the foundations of my psyche with holy terror. He was not the man who raised the animal, the voluptuary and the seductive temptress that I am. It was Daniel Broc—an Ivy League educated Texan turned brutal mercenary—who found lurking inside me a brain and body fettered by 20th century rules, a woman of substance, humanity, humility and sexual power. And quite oddly, it was Daniel Broc—the antithesis of what we hold dear in a rational society—who taught me that I could love deeply with my whole heart, not part of it; Broc, who gave me the ability to love the other men who would replace him.


  I am content that I will live the rest of my life with neither Broc or Kovac at my side, or above me as my master. They are both pieces of the past. The chains, the collar, the corset and the whips have been gladly given to the Salvation Army for impoverished dungeon connoisseurs.


  I, Michelle Monroe, am on a different path now. I am nearly engaged to Steven Vanderberg—whose beach retreat this is—a decent, solid citizen, a kind and generous soul. He’s All-American clean-cut, with an affable grin and a frequent twinkle of amusement in his brown eyes. He is the kind of man to love forever, to change for, to accommodate and to inspire—he tells me frequently how I inspire him with my enthusiasm for reinventing my life, since I’ve done it so many times—I’m afraid he doesn’t know the half of it! I trust his even-tempered calm to wrap me in a safe cocoon, just as his steely arms and muscled chest hold me safe. He’s a health guru, a body-builder, a man grace as much as might, seamlessly perfect, while unapologetically self-effacing. I could even indulge myself in the romantic fantasy that perhaps he’s the one God has been preparing me for. 


  But then, it’s far too soon to tell. 


  If I’ve learned anything, it’s to count on nothing.


  I used to think that sitting at the feet of a master was an end in itself, that whippings and sexual servitude were a calling in me so deep that I couldn’t live without it. But apparently, that’s not true. I put away the trappings of servitude along with my kinky ideas and am perfectly content with normalcy. 


  I still occasionally hope for Daniel Broc. But even that is rare anymore—just like this brief moment when I’m caught off guard staring toward the rugged New England bluffs. That faint hope will pass through my thoughts with only the tiniest ripple of regret. Steven seems to be all I need now. 


  I remain watchful. I know that any minute, that warm rain of contentment may turn cold. A creepy premonition hits and the back of my neck tingles for just an instant of warning. Perhaps I’m not yet done with my life’s grand adventures, and perhaps my past is not yet through with me.



I Belong to You
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  Chapter Two


  I’m not exactly sure what instigated my recent spate of sex crimes—Sunny’s monologues on her awakening sexual submission, which I take for just another phase of her evolving life adventure; the night in the beach cottage with Steven and his dark flip side; or the anonymous cryptic note and what it fails to tell me—its sender and its purpose. 


  My impulsive behavior begins several days after the note arrived. I wonder if someone I know has learned the details of my past—the abduction, the terrorists, the training, the slavery—and thought it cute to throw it at me just to see how I’d react. Obviously, that someone would be deliberately trying to rattle me. Do I have enemies to fear? Has my documentary suddenly become so threatening to the rightwing establishment that they’re out to stop me? This seems so illogical; like most documentaries, mine will hardly make a wave in the public consciousness. We’re fated to do great work and receive little recognition, and certainly none that lasts more than a few weeks. Besides, there’s hardly anyone who knows what I’m doing, or what my conclusions will be. My last documentary—my grand return to the medium following Kovac’s death—certainly made waves, though it was hardly controversial. But the buzz on that has died over the last few months and like all good examples of this craft sits on the shelf more that it’s aired. 


  Lost in this puzzling quandary, I find myself at the same time obsessed with the male population that moves with regularity in and out of my physical space. I feel them breathe, hear their beating hearts. I shiver when I see a rolled shirtsleeve and a bare forearm, or the sight of tight buns in tight blue jeans. My body dances lively tangos when a man of almost any kind is within three feet of me—which makes walking down a crowded sidewalk almost unbearable. And Steven, I’ve attacked him every night in the last several days, jumping his body like a tigress attacking prey. Of course, he’s willing to have this rougher lover greet him when the lights go out. But I’m sure he’s as puzzled as I am about what has precipitated this atypical behavior. No, I will not tell him about the anonymous note.


  My sexual energy seems boundless and unfettered. It’s not enough to have sex with Steven; I want it with strangers, men on the street and in the cafés, the guy that browses the library stacks, the one picking pineapple in the grocery store—and the fellow in the museum who dutifully reads from the program before studying each print with judicious care. 


  I don’t even like the black and muddy-brown oil painting he sits before, but I sit too. He doesn’t appear to notice me as his eyes search for meaning in the abstract art that dominates this one white museum wall. 


  I wait for him to leave before I get up and once he moves on, I circle around the museum in the opposite direction, thinking that it would be better to lose him and be free of his influence on my sexual imagination. But there he is again as I return to the lobby. I walk out after him, following in his footsteps as he moves into a clothing store that sells men’s sports clothes—the upscale variety. He fiddles through several racks; I do the same. When he spots me, he smiles, remembering that I was sitting on the same bench in the museum. 


  “You like the Atherton piece?” he refers to the morose painting we studied so thoroughly side by side. 


  “No, I really didn’t,” I admit. 


  I shrug, while tossing my blonde hair over my shoulder flirtatiously. All this is so deliberate, he must think me rather lame. He is classic, modern sophistication in perfect form. Smooth dark hair, a bold chin-line and alert russet-colored eyes accentuate his face, while his body in a European tailored business suit conforms to the genetic imprint of modern day success. There is a small flaw above his right eye—a bar fight? A crewing accident? An angry woman? My mind uselessly scans the possibilities—I’m sure the truth is far more simple than my fanciful speculation. And why in a museum at lunchtime? I wonder. Why here now, when he could be back in his office making money? I think again, wondering if he’s gay, his agenda ruled by other forces than those of the modern heterosexual man.


  I bat my lashes, see him smile, and realize that there’s something about the way he’s flirting back that suggests he’s straight as an arrow straight. Zeroing in on my prey, I lick my lips like a coy vamp, a move that sounds awfully Hollywood, but it works. 


  “But you spent time with that Atherton,” my stranger speaks again, smiling, “that must mean something.”


  “Humm, it means very little, except that I liked the company.” Will he take the bait? Will he want what I’m after?


  His smile becomes more engaging as the realization dawns on him. Meanwhile I contain my feelings of triumph, acting as if I expected him to move causally to my side. My panties are already moist when he places his hand on my ass. 


  “Am I getting your message right?” he asks. 


  “Very much so,” I answer as he gently fondles that soft place. There’s only a slight twinge of guilt. I pass it by and continue.


  My skirt is short, making it easy for him to slip his hand between my thighs. My pulse races; my head throbs; and my juices soak my panties. 


  “There are dressing rooms in here big enough for this kind of thing,” he says, while casting a furtive glance around the store and finding no one there to object. 


  Along the far wall, I spot the row of floor-to-ceiling dressing room doors, which like the rest of the place are paneled in rich, ostentatious mahogany.


  “You suppose they keep them locked?” I ask. 


  “Never.”


  I move away from him, letting my hand trail behind me, as if I’m dragging him along. He follows me into the last of three rooms, which is tucked deep in the corner of the shop. 


  We’re on each other instantly as if we have little time, as if any minute the bullets of war will shatter the moment like glass and our quickened bodies will fall dead. It’s that kind of frantic passion that makes us strip down to underclothes; I to my bra and wet panties; my lover to his pale blue cotton briefs. I pull his member out above the white elastic band and dive down to fluff it with my mouth until it’s fully erect, a huge projectile jutting from his nest of black pubic hair, practically hitting his stomach with its natural curve. He tastes sweaty and raw, like his morning shower and the long hours since. I drink him in and rise to my feet, resting one foot high on the built-in seat. I lean back against the wall and pull my panties away from my cunt to reveal my nakedness and let him come for me. He admires the flawless texture of my bare pubic mound—the silky hairless skin compliments of my captors when they made me their slave and permanently removed my pubic hair. I see the lust in his eyes expand, and his mouth curl into a twisted smirk. Seconds later, he stabs me with his cock, pushing his groin firmly against mine, while laying a hard kiss on my mouth. He’s about ten good heaving thrusts away from a mountain of semen spent in my pussy; while I’m just a few thrusts beyond that from my climax. 


  We cling to each other like we belong together, and for that moment, we do. Who knows what virulent need drives him. And do I care? I hardly understand my own. But my obsession, at least for the moment, recedes as the physical spasms fall away. 


  My handsome stranger watches as I clean up my messy snatch and dress, then politely refrains from silly anticlimactic conversation, which would only cheapen the event more. I’m ashamed of myself now, but I won’t linger on the thought as I’m sure he won’t.


  Fucking my stranger in the dressing room doesn’t stop me from attacking Steven the next night he sleeps over, nor does it end my madness. I seem doomed to repeat the scene in another venue as soon as I have a new prey in my sights. 


  Even the next anonymous message can’t deter me. This one arrives at my apartment, shoved under my door when I’m not there, left for me to step on, practically slip and fall on when I push my way inside with two bags of groceries in my arms. 


  “Those days—and nights could be repeated. You could have your cake and eat it too. A wise woman is wise not to resist.”


  Damn the man who does this! I want to shout as soon as I read the note. But I’m inconveniently standing with my apartment door wide open and cute little Mrs. Renfraw across the hall looking on about to say, “Anything the matter, dear?”


  Squelching my distress, I crumple the paper in my hand, give her a brisk smile and close the door behind me. 


  Who is this guy? 


  On impulse, I return to the apartment hallway and knock on Mrs. Renfraw’s door. 


  “You didn’t happen to see anyone here hanging around my apartment, maybe pushing something under the door?” I ask her. 


  She thinks carefully. “No, I can’t say I did.” She thinks again like old people do, with deliberate effort. “No, I can’t recall.” She shakes her head sadly, she so wants to help.


  “Thanks. I just thought I’d ask.”


  “Anything the matter, dear?”


  “No, not really. I’m just a little confused.”


  I leave her to her confusion and return to my apartment, where I have the eerie feeling that I’m not alone. I rashly move from room to room, opening doors and closets, expecting someone to pop out of the shadows and take me. When I finally concede that I am alone and safe, I try to shrug off my silly behavior with a laugh.


  Yes, it is the notes that make me act rashly, that throw life my life off balance. The notes and the sex with Steven, and Sunny’s continuing monologue on the virtues of her newfound kinky life.


  Yesterday my assistant admitted to being bound by her master, hogtied, gagged and fucked in the ass. The ‘fucked in the ass’ came out a little differently than that, but I understood what she meant behind her carefully constructed phrases designed not to shock me too much.


  “Why are you telling me this, Sunny? You want my approval?”


  “No, I just…” she looks a little forlorn that I’d ask, nervously brushing her hair off her brow. 


  “You think I’ll understand?”


  “Don’t you?” she stares at me hopefully. 


  “Sure, I do. Just be careful. The games you play can get dangerous with the wrong person.”


  Her face screws up perplexed. “How do you know if it’s the wrong person?”


  “If you have to ask, I think that’s already a dangerous sign.”


  “Oh, but he’s not dangerous. He saw my eyes, how afraid I was, and stopped.”


  “That’s good. And you still want to play with this man?”


  “I think I do.”


  I give her face a good once-over with a look of consternation on mine. “I think you’d better think about it for awhile, until you know for sure.” Why do I sound so old and stuffy? Even more importantly, WHY do I feel this way?


  “Maybe you’re right.”


  I hope I am. I hope I’m not just putting my fears—my past—on her.


  “Giving yourself to someone requires trust,” I wisely continue like a mother hen. “On what basis do you trust him? Looks? Hormones? Fantasy? Hope?”


  “Intuition.” She says this thinking I’ll be pleased. 


  “That’s what I was afraid of. Intuition can go right out the window when your body wants a sexual end. Don’t trust it, not completely. If nothing else, Sunny, figure that these conversations with me are your intuition talking. Keeping you on track. You have reservations or you wouldn’t use me as a sounding board. Got that?”


  “Yeah, I’ll be careful, I promise.”


  “Don’t promise me, promise yourself.”


  How can I ask Sunny to promise me she’ll be safe, when I’m recklessly pursuing the wild need in me?


  I carry my obsession to the streets again, without any intention of having sex. I’m simply restless. It’s been a week since my event in the dressing room with Mr. GQ.


  I end up in a bar, sipping wine, thinking I’ll stop by Steven’s apartment and surprise him. He’s working at home, late, a paper he has to finish, which seems to consume all his time. I know I’m a distraction, but a little pizza and maybe at beer by ten? Certainly he could use a break, and sex wouldn’t be such a bad idea either. I’m sure I won’t have trouble convincing him. That is my plan until Scott Harper is suddenly sitting next to me with his hand on my thigh. Scott worked in my producer’s mailroom, until he was fired. He considers himself hot stuff and made no bones about wanting to jump mine. I laughed him off. 


  But now, his invading hand feels strangely warm and sensuous. Although it’s only been three months since I’ve seen Scott, he looks different. His lanky build looks more robust than I remember him—he’s probably pumping iron. And the rash of pimples on his face has been replaced by a well-groomed three days’ growth of beard in keeping with current fashion. He’s cut his hair like a prep school kid, and I find myself I thoughtlessly squirming in my seat, while brushing his hand from my thigh.


  “You wouldn’t possibly reconsider my previous proposals, now would you, Miss Monroe?” He’s obviously conscious of and quite proud of his improvements.


  I sigh in that disparaging way I have, and suddenly all I can think of is Sunny hogtied and gagged, getting her ass reamed. Why that picture comes to mind now makes no sense. How long has it been for me? Since Kovac, I quickly recall. It’s not just my pussy wanting the excitement of a good screw, but my ass. And why haven’t I allowed Steven? I wonder, though I skip right over thoughts of Steven; the present desire seems to be short-circuiting my good sense. 


  “You want me, boy? You grab a friend, get plenty of lube and condoms and we’ll check into the hotel next door. How’s that?”


  Scott looks at me stunned. “You mean that?”


  “I won’t ask twice,” I level him with a seductive but firm stare he won’t forget. 


  He shoots out the door and I sit back to finish my wine, feeling a whole lot better just having said that, while being reasonably certain that I’ve dispensed with Scott Harper for good. Declining a second glass of wine from the efficient bartender, I slip a few dollars on the counter and reach for my purse. A hand abruptly covers mine and I turn. 


  Scott looks taller than he did just a half hour ago. His sandy blond hair is now windblown and beside him stands an olive-skinned honey of a young man with coal-colored eyes and thick black hair. He scowls, cocks his head just slightly and peers at me inquisitively through hooded eyes. Italian, maybe Slavic, maybe half-breed something. Hard to tell. He’s six feet tall, slender, but not wiry. A steamy heat radiates from those hooded eyes. I’m doomed now.


  Just Scott alone, I’d laugh him off again. But this guy? He’s interesting enough to keep me in my seat. 


  “You said grab a friend. This is Marco.”


  “Hi, Marco.”


  The surly fellow nods.


  “So, what is it, Michelle? You gonna pass me up this time?” Scott’s cockier than I’ve ever seen him, which makes him oddly appealing. 


  “Okay, why not? Let’s check in.”


  I feel like a hooker. Like they should pay me. I’m gonna give them the time of their lives, something they’ll never write home about, but they’ll never forget. The farther along this farce proceeds, the more I’m invigorated, driven by the fantasy of two young, virile men using for their pleasure what I find so easy to give away. 


  The hotel room’s a desolate bore, walled in that cheap kind of paneling that was popular thirty years ago—what an ironic contrast between this and the mahogany paneled sophistication of the dressing room where I fucked my stranger. I like it. 


  I survey the room deciding quickly on my plan, which has evolved from a simple scene to something more complex than I originally intended. 


  “You’re going to tie me up.” My groin aches as I say that; my thigh are heavy; my mouth parched and dry. A deep thirst rises from within me. 


  “Tie you up?” Scott looks at me in wonder, and a little afraid.


  “Yes.”


  He hesitates, but his friend does not. “How hard is that?” he says, moving beyond Scott. “Hand me your belt.”


  Scott’s still dazed, and I think if given the choice he’d bolt the room in a second. But like a dutiful submissive, he reaches for this buckle. 


  His dark friend scouts the room and finally turns back to me. “We’ll need your pantyhose.” 


  I’m suddenly inside my subspace alter ego, feeling very comfortably there as long as I stare into his eyes. The hooded look of them remains, but I feel a fire emanating from the centers I hadn’t seen previously. He fumes with passion and that’s exactly what I need. I swiftly obey his order, wiggling myself from the pantyhose and pulling them off my feet. 


  They turn into shreds in his hands, into ribbons that will bind my feet to the rails of the bed frame. Mr. Darkness grabs the pillows from the head of the bed and mounds them at the foot, then shoves me over, face first, positioning my ass at the height for fucking. With my skirt still covering my ass, he hasn’t even seen what he’s getting. He uses Scott’s belt to bind my hands behind me and does this efficiently enough to keep them secure. I’m not sure I could struggle free. 


  “Are you sure about this, Michelle?” I hear a dazed Scott ask. 


  “You have the lube?”


  “That’s what you asked for,” he reminds me as he pulls out a tube of KY Jelly from his pocket. I realize that he’s quite a sub.


  “Then don’t talk to me, just do it. You can have my ass, but not my cunt, as long as you use the lube and condoms.”


  Marco doesn’t need my permission to have me. He has my skirt yanked over my bottom before I quit talking. When he gathers my dainty panties in his hand and jerks, I let out a fractured scream. 


  “And you don’t make a peep,” the guy informs me before the fretful sound dies. He grabs my hair with his free hand and pulls back. “You got that?”


  “I do,” I give him a strained reply.


  “Good.”


  He tugs at my panties until the flimsy fabric finally gives way. “Open your mouth,” he tells me. “He shoves them inside so I practically gag.” The smell of my sour snatch fills my nostrils, which makes me think of licking pussy. The natural vibrator down below gets turned on high. I could be thinking lovely thoughts of women and warm kisses, but not with Marco’s fingers probing my asshole. 


  “Think we should just ream her hard?” Scott asks.


  “That’s not what she asked for, man. We’re giving the lady what she wants,” his friend replies. “I know what a woman needs to make this work. You have to loosen them up, or it’s hell.”


  “But she wants it rough.”


  “She’ll be tight enough and she won’t bleed,” he answers. He’s clearly in control—which seems to be my good luck. 


  My dark friend has three fingers in my behind working the hole with an adroit massage that suggests he’s had some training in anal sex. Probably took some old lady in the ass who taught him how to do it right. 


  When he feels my hind end engage the pleasure, he shoves his fingers deeper, pours some lube over the opening and starts to fuck my asshole with the vigor of a rampaging cock. 


  “Go get a towel,” he orders Scott. 


  The boy is predictably compliant. He shows up a minute later with a white hotel hand towel, which Marco uses to wipe his fingers. 


  I hear his zipper lowering and close my eyes, waiting for the sparks to fly. He moves in behind me, massaging my ass cheeks and giving them a few hard whacks, then he thrusts with the meanness of a bull deep into my channel. His technique surprises me. Most men take their time, but he’s schooled enough to know that I’m sufficiently primed. His cock’s got length if not bulk and opens new spaces his fingers couldn’t reach. I gasp behind my panty-gag, and satisfaction rains down on me in a soothing shower. There aren’t the sparks I expected, but my contentment is soul deep, at least for those first seconds of the fuck. He’s hard, he’s fast, he’s thorough; we hum together as if we’re playing the same melody. My only upset is that he’s done too soon, and my ass gapes wide as he withdraws. I can’t wait for Scott to stuff it full again. I do need more.


  I open my eyes just long enough to see what’s happening in the room around me. Marco is in the bathroom while Scott’s getting geared up. He’s naked from the waist down, stroking his cock to a full erection, and I gasp again seeing the size of his member—longer than Marco’s and a whole lot fatter. I now know why he thought he was such hot stuff. This is the rod of a porn star, not a normal man. I’m sure he sees my horrified reaction. He smiles, self-satisfied and moves in to impale me. This must be his revenge—one I authored myself—for a year of hasty denials and scowling rebukes. 


  Thankfully, he squeezes a wad of KY Jelly from the tube and coolly caresses the thick lube around the opening. I’m just a little bit sore from the first fuck and it’ll be a whole lot worse before this day is over. 


  When I feel Scott’s thighs against me, I cringe. When he slaps my ass, I am surprised and thrilled, but try to calm. For several seconds, I feel his erection taunting the tight rose of my anus, alerting me of its presence. I close my eyes and take a deep breath, then feel a sudden thrilling shudder as Scott’s erection makes its way inside. Thankfully, he moves much slower than his friend; he’d kill me otherwise. My whole being seems to expand just to contain him and my body feels as if it’s melting into atoms, diminishing into the nothingness of air. All I am is this one filled orifice, all my attention, all my fear, all my pleasure is centered there. When the last inch of his shaft sinks deep within my bowels, I let out a wistful cry. 


  He slaps my butt as if I’ve offended him. He slaps me hard, again and again until my cheeks are burning. Then he grabs the sore flesh in his hands and starts the action. His belligerent in and out has me mewling with almost the first stroke. I can’t help the sound that escapes around the panty gag. The bedsprings creak, then squeal, and Scott begins to groan like he’s never had anything like this before—he probably never has. 


  As the sound increases in volume so does the intensity of the fuck. My bound arms begin to ache, and I struggle to keep my panic at bay. Somewhere in the midst of the melee of noise and bumping bodies, something clicks inside me. I start to cum, feeling an orgasm rise like a rolling thunder that crests, peaks, and then rushes down around me like a bath of hot water. Scott pumps me even harder as he’s about to erupt. 


  My dark friend looms over me removing the panties from my mouth and replacing them with his erection. He holds my head firmly in his hand so there is no denying him. The oral sex is against my rules, I recall, but that bothers me only briefly, I’m happy to give him what he wants. 


  Scott explodes and I think I’m being split in two. But just as Marco pulls back and covers my face in cum, there’s an unexpected loud racket coming from outside the room. My fucking threesome suddenly pauses listening to the sounds of someone banging the wall. 


  “Cut the fucking! Or I’ll call the cops, you horny bastards!” the angry voice shouts. 


  I hear some commotion outside the door and before I catch my breath, Scott and his friend are back in their clothes and heading out the door. 


  “Hey, what the hell!” my shout follows them out. “You can’t leave me like this!”


  But apparently they have. They are down the hall and down the stairs, while I’m still here tied over the pillows with my ass in the air and my hands bound behind me. They didn’t even close the door. 


  It turns out that the open door becomes my ticket to freedom, albeit an embarrassing one. 


  Though trying frantically, I still can’t wrestle my hands from Scott Harper’s belt. The leather digs into my skin and holds fast. With nothing left to do but call for help, I begin to shout. 


  “Oh, Dios mio!” I hear the voice of a Chicano woman rattling something off in Spanish. “Que malo, pobrecita,” she croons, as she effectively removes the belt from my hands. 


  I try to speak to her in English, but my efforts are unsuccessful. Probably a good thing for me. As soon as she releases one foot, I manage to back off the bed and release the other. She looks down at me for a few seconds shaking her head while I do my best to cover my exposed ass. She walks out the door, closing it firmly behind her. 


  Sitting on the floor, I slump against the bed and rest my head on the mattress. My bottom aches, but it’s filled with a vibrant energy that pleasantly swims around me. I can still smell the scent of men in the tepid air, that sweet and sour fragrance of cum. Then I glance to my side seeing two used condoms littering the floor, pungently reeking.


  What a couple of jerks! I think. But then, what do I expect? 


  My insides smile, even if my lips fail to. While my obsession has been fed one more time, how many times will it take before it’s satisfied? I wonder. 


  It’s an awkward trip home with this grand ache in my ass consuming all my thoughts. But the awkwardness only begins there. Running up the steps of my apartment, I find Steven at my doorstep with pizza in hand, and just inside the door, there’s another unmarked note on the floor. Just my luck! I have to slow my frantic pace and restore at little sanity—at least for thirty seconds. 


  “Hey, am I invited in?” I finally hear my boyfriend behind me jarring my dazed senses.


  I turn. “Of course, I’m sorry.” I worry that I look a mess, and then worriedly bend down to pluck the envelope from the floor. 


  “What’s that?” he asks. 


  “Oh, nothing, just a note from Monica,” I lie. 


  “So, where were you? I expected you’d be home.”


  “Visiting friends … you don’t know them.” I suddenly smile. “Hey, I was going to buy you pizza. You must be finished with your paper. Hooray for that!”


  His face twists into a grimace. “Afraid not. But you know what they say… all work and no play.” His eyes light with a subversive twinkle.


  “So, is this my peace offering?” I joke, taking the pizza box from him. 


  “Your favorite, mushrooms, all veggies, sun-dried tomatoes.”


  “Oh, you sweetheart.” I set the box on the foyer table and give him a long body-to-body hug, clinging tightly to him as his big energy closes around me. I start to squirm as a new burst of arousal floods my senses. The touch, the taste, the scent of him works like a magic potion. 


  “You want pizza or the bedroom?” He pulls away from me slightly. Looking into my eyes, he has his answer. 


  I hardly have time to stuff the pizza in the cold oven before he’s attacking me with a vigor I rarely see. He sweeps me in his arms, kissing my face, eyes, mouth, lips, cheeks, ears. There’s the scent of coffee on his breath and the redolence of sex emanating from his groin. He’ll be erect—and the perfect size, though not for my ass, not tonight. I vow I’ll let him have me there soon, but not before I recuperate from the studly Scott Harper. 


  We strip on the way to my bed, letting the clothes lie where they land in little puddles from the kitchen to the bedroom. I want his penis in my mouth to start, but he wants it only in that hotspot between my thighs. He moves on me like a gentle beast, combing my flesh with his hands, doing everything my anal studs would not. Once his cock is planted in my cunt, we roll from one side of the bed to the other, from him on top, then underneath, legs scissored, groins frantically copulating. His kisses never seem to stop but move right down my throat and into me with passion. I could taste his flesh forever and never tire of the savory flavor, or smell his dark qualities, his musk, and want it as my own body perfume. He seeks me more intimately than I know how to reciprocate, but this night, I am so open to his breed of passion that I don’t stop at the gates where I fear to trespass. I let him in, allowing him to climb deep into the recesses of Michelle Monroe.


  He opens his eyes on my closed ones, until I can feel them penetrate right through my lids. I open mine now, startled by his heat and his power. He strokes the sweat-soaked hair at the side of my face, his hand firm, then kisses me silently. I’ve never seen him like this. “Stop it!” I roar to my insides. I’m thinking Broc…Broc…Daniel Broc, this is Broc’s energy I feel. How can that be? 


  His erection pummels me hard and fast, while his large hand moves to my tit and squeezes ruthlessly. I’m starting to come. “Do me harder, harder!” I suddenly scream. He clutches me to him and rams with force. I’m thinking he’s exchanged erections—he’s bigger, bolder, more earthy and more feral than I’ve known him before. I want him in my ass, not just my cunt, I think silently. No, but not tonight! I fight the thought. No, Not tonight.


  I cum all around his driving member and it’s a sloshy mess between my legs by the time he finally grunts and I feel him spill his seed.


  “What’s happening to us?” I ask when the fucking is over, when we’re staring into the black of the ceiling above, still breathing heavily. 


  “I don’t know, Shelly. But is it bad?”


  “I hope not.”


  I can sense his smile, a flutter of feeling that attacks my heart and warms my insides. 


  He pulls me close and looks me in the eye.


  “You know, I’m not as good a woman as you think I am,” I tell him.


  “What?” 


  “I’m not. Trust me.”


  “I’m not even sure what you mean, Shelly. But why don’t you let me be the judge of what I get from you?” He’s actually annoyed with me. I read that in his expression. I’ve never felt this with him before and I tremble way inside at the tantalizing idea that there’s a man of dominance rumbling beneath his mild exterior. 


  “Sorry. I guess I just wasn’t prepared for this tonight.”


  “You’re complaining?” 


  “No. No, not at all. It’s just not like us.”


  “And what does like us mean?”


  “You’re usually more mellow.”


  “Only because that’s the only side you’ve seen so far. You think you know me, too?”


  “I thought I did.”


  He smiles again with that signature warmth. 


  “You do, but that doesn’t mean that there isn’t more of me you haven’t seen. You surprise me all the time, Michelle Monroe. In fact, I get the feeling that you’re a lot wilder animal than you let on. You hold back and so do I.”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah, really.”


  “And you like what just happened?”


  He chuckles. “Now, what do you think?”


  He’s rewriting our script. The play is not supposed to go this way. He’s not to get this close to the woman who loved Daniel Broc’s rough virtues, but I don’t seem to be able to stop the slow progress in that direction. Did he begin this, or was it me? I already know the answer. But I’ll skirt that truth for a while. Meantime, I wonder about my boyfriend, and what there is left to discover. 
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  Chapter Three


  “Don’t resist when the unusual happens and you won’t get hurt. It would be impossible for you to forget the woman of your past”


  This is the most threatening and direct of the three messages. My premonitions tell me that end is near, that perhaps my hard won freedom will soon dissolve. Chills race my spine and for at least sixty seconds I contemplate my options. Go to the police; hire a bodyguard; confess to Steven; runaway. Which one? 


  “Shelly,” the sound of his voice crackles against my skin. I turn abruptly, still holding the note in my hand, then slowly fold it, nonchalantly setting it on the counter beside the pizza box. I’m hungry and thought we’d have a snack in bed before we fall asleep, but then there was the note distracting my attention.


  “That the note from Monica?”


  “Uh, huh. She wants to take me sailing next Saturday.”


  “Oh, I see. Sounds fun.”


  “And you sound jealous.” I smile, though he must notice the fear that has replaced my serene contentment.


  He nods, shrugs his hefty shoulders, “I can’t claim all your time. Not yet. But I will.”


  “Oh, you think so,” I purposefully, playfully, back into the kitchen just to get him away from that note. I can tell he’s suspicious. I don’t lie well. But hopefully he doesn’t know me well enough to know that yet. 


  He follows me, planning a good-natured attack, so I turn tail and run back into the bedroom. He’s on my heels throwing me to the bed, where we fall exhaustedly into each other’s arms. 


  I don’t return to the kitchen until he’s asleep for the night. I put the pizza away, and tuck the note with the others, in a hidden cubbyhole of my desk. 


  ***


  I’m damned upset when the idea of anonymous sex stirs me one more time—this time just three days following my last adventure. I worry that I’ve become addicted. I walk the streets prowling for men, becoming a woman I no longer recognize. 


  I know who’s behind the notes because I sense them close. After three years as their captive, I can taste their presence on my tongue and feel the sticky quality of arousal between my legs as they draw near. I hear their voices shouting orders in my head, and prepare to obey their commands like a well-trained soldier.


  In three weeks time, I’m prepared to submit. They have me primed, ready for their first move. Perhaps my reckless pursuit of men is really my pursuit of them, or the only way I can battle back the pictures of surrender that claw for airtime in my brain. By taking charge of my sexual events, I short-circuit their influence, at least for a few brief hours. But these prickly premonitions get stronger every day. 


  And then there’s Joey. Before I can find another guy off the street to satisfy my contemptuous yearnings, he’s in my office, like he used to be—before Steven. 


  “Hi, there, girl. Remember me?”


  “How, can I forget?” I smile. I reach out and he shakes my hand, transmitting sexual warmth through his fingers. My legs naturally part as the heat between them begins to burn.


  Joey Barnes is an unspectacular accountant with a lovemaking style I’ll away remember as fast, efficient and persistent—much like being used. It always worked well for me. He only ‘does it’ in complicated places; he can’t resist the danger. He’s crew cut, fair, smooth skin, impeccable business manners, neat suits and ties, about five-foot-ten—nothing remarkable about him except when he turns on the charm. Then it infects me like a deadly virus. I’ve found myself doing things with Joey Barnes I’d never attempt with any other man, fucking in basements, alleys, cars and parking garages, his grandmother’s settee while she’s napping in the next room, and in a foyer of a luxury hotel behind a stand of potted palms. It’s quick thrills and nothing more. This time, I know I’m had the moment he walks in the door. 


  “You’re looking good, Shelly. Something agrees with you.”


  “I have a boyfriend,” I say proudly.


  “Really?” His face sours briefly. “Then I suppose this will look a lot like infidelity, huh?”


  “What will look like infidelity?”


  He shrugs boyishly.


  “You’re just here to screw me?” I ask, appalled. 


  “Why else?”


  “Because maybe you’d just come by and say hi.”


  “Me? With you, hon? I just need one for the road. I’ve been a damned good boy all week, and I can’t stand myself anymore.”


  That’s all he has to say. My state of perpetual arousal precludes any other choice. I’m not even thinking when I rise to my feet and lock my office door. There’s not a guilty bone in my body when I sit on my desk and raise my skirt. As usual, he’s quick and jarring like a small earthquake, and this not half as dangerous as more typical fucks in train station bathrooms, city parks, or dirty stairwells. 


  When Joey finally leaves with a dismissive peck on my cheek, and I’m wiping my wet cunt with Kleenex, I don’t give my regrets a second thought, at least not for the first hour. By the time that hour is over, it’s time to leave for the day. I’m having dinner with Monica, just because I thought I should arrange something after lying to Steven about the note. 


  The bustling city is contemptuous and erotic at that hour, and it’s been raining. The pavement’s wet and the sidewalk’s slippery, a real chaos of insanity. I tackle the street on foot, glad now that Joey Barnes stopped by and at least for a day stopped my obsession from gaining control again. 


  It feels like another downpour is about to strike any minute and I have my umbrella poised. When the first drops hit, I duck my head half into my coat, brace myself against the wind and press on. It’s only one block to MacArthur’s Eatery where Monica will meet me.


  When I step off the sidewalk to cross the street, I feel a hand on my shoulder pulling me back, and a chilling but familiar Arab accent immediately return me to the horror I’ve tried hard to forget. My body succumbs so thoroughly in that moment, I can almost hear the sound of the Orient Express barreling toward Bucharest as background music. 


  I resurface instants later realizing that there are two thugs at my side, making sure I follow their silent but explicit orders to surrender. As much as I’ve been forewarned by their cryptic notes, I genuinely believed this couldn’t happen. This is America. This is freedom, liberty, the Bill of Rights and The Ten Commandments of virtuous living. 


  I smell the scent of the East on their breath, the spices I learned to favor for a time, but can hardly stomach now. They don’t repulse at the moment as I’ve already been drawn in and have accepted the inevitable outcome—after all, they primed me well. 


  But why? Why now? What are they going to do to me? And why do I relent without a struggle? I almost laugh out loud as I answer my own question. My acquiescence might have something to do with the knife pressed against my back, not to mention the fact that the scenario of surrender is all too familiar. 


  We disappear from the street into an alley. Seconds later, I’m overcome by the sickening smell of danger. My head grows fuzzy fast and then I’m gone. 


  ***


  It wouldn’t surprise me to feel the chugging of a train in my bones as I awaken. But no, all is still.


  I’m lying on a bed, bound with rope that cuts and a gag in my mouth that tastes moldy. I realize that I haven’t a stitch on, but the nakedness is expected and I’m not going to panic. 


  Am I frightened? Of course. Have I expected this? Every day of my free life and more so in the last several weeks. Am I ready to succumb again, submit, surrender and comply? No!


  “Ah! How lovely to meet you again, Silk.” 


  I half expect to see Daniel Broc at the other end of that voice, but it’s not his voice at all. The man stares down at my open eyes. I believe I’ve seen the face before, but I remember no name. He was in ‘Sir’s’ home—Sir was the man who purchased me as his lily-white silk prize. The only memory I have of the man staring at me now is the cruelty that characterized his use of me. He has dark bushy hair, dark brows and a thick mustache, but otherwise he looks like a Western businessman. He’s obviously tempered his Middle Eastern appearance to blend in. In these times, I know that’s wise. 


  “Why have you taken me?”


  “Why else?”


  “You want the sex?”


  “I want the submission of a trained slave,” he clarifies. “I’m here on business and I have no stomach for prostitutes or the typically mouthy American woman. When I need the company of female flesh, I’ll want you. Consider yourself back in the business of sexual service, Miss Monroe. The name is Aman.”


  My heart sinks, along with my hope, my joy, my delight in the strange and mixed up life I lead. “It would seem you have me again.” I feel the tears start to burn my eyes.


  “Oh, but it’s not what it looks like.”


  “No?”


  “Oh no, Michelle Monroe, I don’t expect you give up your life—not your documentaries, your pretty apartment, not the beach house or the boyfriend—or your lovers, at least not yet, anyway.” His lip curls into a nasty smirk. “You do have quite a way with men—even in a men’s clothing store. Tsk. Tsk.” 


  Here the panic starts. My eyes must grow big with alarm. He sees it. 


  “Yes, I’ve had you tailed for weeks, as soon as you were found. Coming off your experience of captivity, a wiser woman would have at least changed occupations, found a less public one, or buried herself in a city far from her original home. But not you.” He stares at me as if in admiration. “You tempt fate, put yourself on the front lines again. Why not just hop the Orient Express? You want it that bad, don’t you?”


  I wish I could spit on him, but I’m not ready for the consequences. 


  “But rest assured, your service to me will be a good deal easier on you than your captivity in the slave compound. Just when I’m in town. Only when I want a female. The rest of the time you’ll be on your own. The best of both worlds, I think. No?”


  “You mean you’re not going to keep me here?”


  “Only when I want you. And then I’ll want all of you…” he sniggers, “you understand?”


  “But, I am still your slave?”


  “Of course. The only thing I don’t have is a deed of sale.”


  “And how do you know I won’t just split, or give you up to the police?”


  He laughs big and hearty now. “You doubt my methods? If I already know intimate details about your life, don’t you suppose I’ve included your intimate associates in my dossier?” His face turns especially grim as his dark eyes harden cruelly. “You don’t want to test me.”


  I feel my life draining away from me… Steven just when we’re starting to find each other out and the career I’ve built, and friends. Aman is not going to stop with a few nights of sex. I know this man, not by what he says, or what I remember of him from three years ago, but what I sense of his nature, the habits, the well-worn patterns of thought he’s grown up with and nurtured throughout his life. Maybe he’ll start with me as his submissive call girl, or maybe I’ve just been restored to my status as slave, White Silk. I won’t bet on any outcome.


  I think this must be punishment for my bad behavior. 


  I’d prefer to think of those incidents of infidelity as precognitions of this event—my psyche driving to this end, my being unable to survive without being owned. These tortured thoughts crowd my brain but offer no answer. I don’t even know how to think of myself or my life. I am so confused!


  Aman leaves and two other men appear who release me from the bed. They fit me with leather cuffs and a collar then lead me into the living room of a large apartment. I make this assumption having one small glimpse of the world outside. It is still daylight and we’re many floors above ground level. 


  I’m tied in the center of a lavish living room fit with Persian rugs, and walls lined with tapestries. There are antiques on several sideboards, fine art everywhere, and Moroccan lounging sofas surrounding me. Apparently, I’m the newest piece of art in Aman’s collection. 


  There is a finely crafted suspension apparatus dangling from the ceiling where I’m bound, hands strung up high overhead. I’m also standing in what seems to be a marble fountain, the circular shape about five feet in circumference, the walls about eighteen inches high. There’s a small jet in the center, aimed directly at my cunt, but for the moment, the fountain is dry. I find the smooth marble cold as ice on my bare feet. 


  Already there are several men in Western dress and others in robes mingling about the room, a few reclining on couches. For the most part, I’m ignored. To be used later. 


  “Give her some beer to calm her down. She’s shivering,” one of the men orders the two who attend me. 


  I’m not particularly thirsty, but that doesn’t seem to matter. A bottle of cold beer hits my lips and I wisely open my mouth, allowing the liquid to slide down my throat. I’m not used to guzzling beer, but I manage to take most of it without spilling. 


  “Another,” the man calls to one of the attending female servants. These women are dressed like American maids, in black uniforms with crisp white aprons. They are plain-faced and virtually invisible unless their services are required. The second beer bottle is upended over my mouth and I take in as much as I can, though this time some splashes out of my mouth when my throat refuses to open; I can’t keep up with the fast-moving stream of liquid. I probably consume half the bottle and am tempted to refuse the third that’s offered, but I’m told, “Do better this time, or I’ll have to whip you before the party gets underway.”


  I’m beginning to understand the point. He’s not just quenching my thirst; there’s obviously some other motive for making me drink so much—one that I can easily guess and fear. 


  For the next half hour, I’m left alone, while the men continue their conversations. I twist, not at all uncomfortably. I’ve been in this position before and my training serves me well. I return to my submission with the ease, knowing that this will be the only way I can survive these hours. As much as the hate rises in me, so does the remembrance of what saved me from the horror—that essence of surrender, the acceptance of the arousal my surrender spawned. As the minutes tick by I can feel the sensations of arousal slowly blanket me, carrying me down into the place of nothingness, of abject servitude and objectification. I am property, a vessel to be used and humiliated and nothing more. As always, this state of debasement has my crotch ablaze. 


  The minutes tick by and this passion for such shameful behavior augments the arousal I’ve already been holding back these last weeks. I don’t try to fight the torrent of feeling now, but let the obsession and the heat in me grow. Even my mind cooperates. I can feel the independent woman I’ve become sliding away—although she still stands watch and I suspect she will not leave me altogether.


  To my great distress, however, my bladder is filling with liquid. The pressure mounts as the beer works quickly through my body. I beg silently for someone’s attention, but it can’t just be anyone. Only Aman or one of the attendants will do. I see the small man first, the fellow who cuffed and collared me. I tell him my problem hoping to gain his sympathy. 


  “You will be punished if you release without permission,” he confirms what I suspect. 


  “Then you’ll give me permission, kind one?” I ask politely. 


  He shakes his head. “I cannot. But I’ll inform Aman.”


  He takes his time getting to my captor. I think he’ll never cross the room to where Aman converses with several men in Western dress. Their faces are close, the discussions seemingly intimate, although this is just the custom of these people. 


  When my attendant finally wins the man’s attention, both stare my way. 


  Then I shudder with fear as I see Aman abruptly leave his companions and make up the distance between us, bringing with him the attention of half the room. He grabs for a weapon as he proceeds, plucking a thin bamboo stick from a basket of punishment toys that sits like an everyday ornament beside one of the sofas. Now directly in front of me, he swings his arm back and lands a searing blow across my thighs. 


  I can’t muffle my instantaneous scream.


  Another blow lands and he circles to the back delivering at least three more terrifying cuts to my ass. 


  My howl draws the attention of the whole room. I know this only because I feel the eyes and their approach. My eyes are closed as I lose myself in the pain. 


  “Silk!” He barks my slave name and my eyes flutter open.


  “You ask favors already, slave? How unwise of you.”


  “I can hardly hold myself, sir.”


  “Oh, you have to pee?”


  “Yes.” I bow my head submissively. 


  “Just how much?”


  “Very badly, sir.”


  “Well, then if you must, you must,” he laughs, while turning to the small crowd gathered around the marble fountain. 


  The reason for the fountain, my bondage and the three beers is all too clear now. 


  “Pee for us.” He pokes my side and then at my bladder. “Just let yourself flood my fountain. Huh?”


  Oddly, I can’t go now. The humiliation of their eyes makes me hot and my body won’t let down. 


  Aman begins to rap my thighs, taunting me. He jeers and snickers with contempt. The men surrounding him do the same as he struts like a gamecock around the fountain delivering solid blows in erratic cadence. He strikes my thighs, my belly, my ass and my body jerks. The pressure in my bladder increases, but it’s difficult to concentrate on my urgent need with the searing pain again and again interrupting my concentration. 


  “You have to pee, girl? Do it!” he orders angrily. 


  This time, he gives me a few seconds of peace and I finally relax the muscles in my lower body. The hot piss starts as a trickle, then becomes a long stream of steamy liquid. The urine runs down my legs and pools at my feet where it slowly drains away. 


  “Look at me!” Aman orders me to open my eyes. 


  I must. But the shame that registers on my face is evident to all who watch. That is the purpose of this exercise in humiliation. Lest a streak of Western independence rise up to supplant my submission, I am being reminded of how lowly I am in the company of this master. My face grows as hot with embarrassment as my ass is hot from the blows of Aman’s cane, and my thighs are hot from both the punishment and the piss that makes the rough wounds sting. 


  “Yes, our little reclaimed slave thought the rest of her life would be like a fresh breeze. But she really didn’t want that, did she? She has a fine boyfriend but is out screwing around with any man she can seduce. Such an unrepentant slut! Such a natural slave to a life of degradation! Why not bring her back into the fold? Remind her of her true calling, and her training. She’s ours gentlemen, this smelly little piss-slut is ours.” His scowl of satisfaction makes me wince. “Wash her off!”


  Before I realize what is happening, a jet of pressurized water shoots up from below, blasting my cunt and ass. I thrash about like a puppet until it stops. Then Aman reaches in with his hand and fondles my privates, taking pleasure in the fact that I’m practically orgasmic once his middle finger finds the blood-engorged skin about my slit. He roves with a gentle touch, until he brings a cum crashing through my body. I don’t know his protocol, and if cumming without permission would be a breach of his etiquette. I wisely ask permission.


  “Sir, may I cum?” I plead with him waiting for his consent to bless me.


  “Humm. Shall I?” he continues his play while denying me what I want. “Or shall I make her sweat this out?” He removes his hand, and I squirm even harder as my body fights to have its climax. “What do you think?” his hand returns and he look at me.


  “Please, sir!” I boldly groan.


   My desperate plea is a crucial mistake. His hand immediately withdraws again and he takes up the cane, making the rounds of my body with more cruel cuts. My heart despairs. My body despairs. I think he’ll never let me feel the pleasure. And yet, this time, my arousal is strong enough to get beyond the pain and make it work in my favor. The endorphins engage, the climax builds, a full body one that I can feel with each strike of the man’s brutal weapon. 


  “Ah, ah, sir…” I whimper softly. Surely he can see the state I’m in. 


  “That’s it, slave. You just keep that subspace high. A good reminder for you.”


  He continues the abuse by making an example of me to these men, while making his point with me. 


  “You going to obey me, slave?” he asks. 


  “Yes, sir!” He lands a swift blow to my ass and I’m just one more strike from cumming. I writhe in anticipation. 


  “And you’ll behave like the lowly female you are?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Twack! “Tell me how lowly that is…”


  My body tenses, and I don’t know what to say.


  “Tell me!” he insists. 


  “I am nothing, sir,” I spit out.


  “That’s good. What else?”


  “A lowly piece of flesh, sir.”


  “That you are. And more?”


  “I am good for nothing but to serve my masters, sir.”


  “To serve cock.”


  “To serve your cock, sir, which I worship with my body.”


  “Yes, you’ll worship my cock. You’ll crave it because I own you. Every square inch of you is mine now.” He whaps the back of my thighs at the base of my ass. I cry in anguish. “This place is mine.” He changes aim and strikes across my shoulders. “And this.” He moves to my front and lays a cruel blow against my breasts. I nearly faint. “Oh, and this,” he takes aim for my pussy with exceptional glee and delivers a stunning blow that yanks my entire system away from any pleasurable sensation. 


  When I settle again, I return to my pre-cum high and the rush of endorphins takes me rapidly toward my climax. 


  “Yes, sir, you own me, sir!” I fitfully manage to say because I know what he wants to hear. 


  “And this truth arouses you?”


  “Yes, sir.” It does arouse me. 


  “You want your slave life back?”


  “Yes, sir.” I’ll say almost anything to get the sexual result I want, and in this case, I believe I mean it. Behind my words, my fast-thinking mind consents. Is this not who I am? I’m a fool to think of myself otherwise. 


  “Because you’re nothing but a fucking cunt. Nothing more,” he declares.


  “Yes, sir.” From Broc to ‘Sir’ to Broc again, then Kovac—my life was clearly outlined in those years and I’ve been foolish to stray. This man, Aman, will bring me back. He’ll give me order, make me sane. 


  “So tell me again, who do you belong to, slut?


  “I belong to you, sir.”


  “And you’ll come running to me when I demand, fall at my feet and serve me.”


  “Yes, sir, I’ll fall at your feet.”


  “You’ll lick my boots.”


  “I’ll lick your boots, sir.”


  “You’ll take my cock with your throat.”


  “I will, sir.” He marks my body every time I speak, and brings my climax another painful step closer, although this all seems a blur right now. The pain and these words that arise from my memories; there is no stopping either one. 


  “Are you going to cum, cunt? Or are you going to tease me all day.”


  “I’ll cum, sir, as you wish.”


  “Then cum!”


  I feel the jolt of climax instantly. The spasms tear through by body, though they are not as violent as I thought they might be. Some of the pent-up up steam bled away as Aman worked me over. He culled a rich harvest of sub-speak from me in the last several minutes, while clearly stating what he was about and what he expects of me. I can be no less than I was the day before Daniel Broc rescued me from my owner’s house and brought me back to civilization. It would seem I have returned, to a new owner, but to the same lowly state of surrender. 


  Once I’m removed from the ‘fountain of humiliation’, I’m given little time to recover from the intense scene before I’m thrown to the wolves who intend to use my body as it has been used in the past. I’m placed against the soft silk of a lounging couch where I’m pawed by the hands of several men. They begin to disrobe around me. One straddles my head, pointing his erection at my mouth. I give him what he wants…just as I give the rest exactly what I’m bound to do as Aman’s slave. This is the mindless work of my cunt and mouth…fulfilling my purpose as the good female does. I think nothing more of it as I’m passed from man to man to man until it’s finally done and I can catch my breath.


  In the lazy warmth of the stifling apartment, I languish completely unaware of the time. Those who took their pleasure from me have left Aman’s lavish den of sexual sin. I am alone. Spent. Satisfied. Serene. 


  I feel a sudden stinging on my cheek. Someone’s slapped my face. 


  “Get up,” Aman shouts.


  I rise, awkwardly, feeling raw and uncomfortable from the hard physical use. “Yes, sir.”


  “So, you have the game plan clear? You understand what you’re life is about now, Michelle Monroe?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You belong to me.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You are my slave and nothing more.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You are here to serve me and nothing more.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I’d suggest you lose your boyfriend—carefully, so as not to raise his suspicions. But lose him.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And don’t get overly ambitious with your work. When I’m here I’ll want you.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He nods, satisfied. “Good. Now that we understand each other, you’re free to go.” He smiles. “There’s a lavatory through that door. Your clothes are hanging there. You may wash and dress. I’ll have someone take you home.” 


  My mind awakens on the realization that Aman has suddenly changed the game from what he first described. This shouldn’t surprise me. It’s his game, not mine. 
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  Chapter Four


  I hibernate claiming I’m sick. 


  Steven calls me, intoning his fear in a frantic voice, “Where were you, Michelle? You just dropped out of sight.” 


  “I’m sorry. I came down with something. Got really sick to my stomach, been puking for the last two days. I feel horrible.” I try to sound as miserable as the picture I paint. I probably do given that my body aches from Aman’s bruising treatment. I’ve been hibernating for forty-eight hours and only accept this phone call from Steven because I’m afraid he’ll be knocking down my door if don’t answer. 


  “Why the hell didn’t you say something?” He’s upset. Still worried. I should be grateful. But I can’t want him anymore. I can’t want a boyfriend when I’m another man’s slave. A few days removed from my night at Aman’s, I’ve gained some useful perspective. How naïve I was to think I could alter fate. A real romantic life was too good to be true, at least the picket-fence version. I’m far beyond that now and should have known. 


  “I was just too sick, hon. And I don’t want you coming down with this.”


  “I’m not coming down with anything. What can I bring you to make you better?”


  “Nothing, Steven, I have everything I need here. And rest is probably the best thing. Besides, this will give you plenty of time to finish your paper.”


  “I can work on it there, if you like.”


  “What? I sleep, you work at your desk. That sounds sweet, but no. Hey, sweetie, I gotta run… I mean I really have to run!”


  “I’ll call you later,” he shouts before I’m gone.


  “Okay,” I faintly answer before I hang up.


  My mind swirls with confusion. I keep trying to think that Aman was all a bad dream but I know better than that. My three years of captivity were no dream, nor was that night a nightmare but reality. He’s made happen everything I feared since I was freed;. I can only assume that Aman will exercise his power against me should I resist, and thus, I’m trapped. 


  ***


  It takes several more days of hibernation before I feel comfortable facing my world again. There were bruises, but not as severe as I would have imagined, and now even the remnants are barely detectable. I’ve been masturbating, sometimes three times a day to the wondrous pictures of my defilement. I start to feel the memory take over my mind, my body follows and there is only one way to make the craving stop. It’s quick and when the masturbation is over I can relax. 


  I return to work wary. I figure everyone knows, but of course, no one does. Regardless, my new truth colors everything I do, how I view my associates, my friends, my work.


  Sunny shows up with a smile on her face, talking about life with her ‘master’ and I shudder for her. If Aman only knew her, knew how vulnerable she is, he would sweep her into his world and never let her go. I have to protect her. 


  While pondering Sunny’s safety I feel as if my world is disappearing all around, fading like an old photograph aging into grey. Eventually everything will disappear—my job, my apartment, my friends, my boyfriend, gone. Every day a little more slips away. Every day a little more of me falls into the hands of the man who owns me. He has no document to prove his claim on me. Of course, even the idea of slavery is offensive, not to mention against the law. But I am more Aman’s slave with every tick of the clock, pulled by the invisible force of this inevitable fate. 


  Aman takes me again, a week after he first released me. This night should be my first real date with Steven after recovering from my ‘illness’. But I’ll have to cancel these plans. This time the abduction is much simpler. It starts with a phone call. 


  “I’ll have a car pick up you up at your apartment, eight o’clock,” the familiar voice grates ion my ear. Wear something I’ll like.” 


  So soon! My mind reels, knowing I have to call Steven. How do I keep him from being suspicious? It won’t be easy. When Aman hangs up, I sit back at my desk to think of a good excuse. Nothing comes to mind. Then to make my task worse yet, my boyfriend shows up unannounced. 


  “Steven!”


  “Hey, sunshine.” He’s carrying roses. 


  “These are for me?”


  “Who else?”


  “They’re beautiful.” A dozen pale yellow roses tinged with pink. “I’ve never seen any quite like them.”


  “The florist said they were a new variety.”


  I take a long whiff, hiding my perplexed face in the jungle of blooms.


  “So, you’re ready for me tonight? All well?”


  “Yes, I’m much better. Almost healed.” I’m thinking of a particularly deep welt on my ass that has been the last to fade. He’s thinking my ‘testy’ stomach. It worked out to be a decent believable excuse. I only hope my next excuse will work as well, but I have my doubts. “Problem is…” I start and stop. 


  “There’s a problem?”


  “I’m so sorry, my cousin, Jen, is having a really terrible time. She’s got some mystery ailment that the doctors can’t diagnose. God, I’m torn. I really do need to see her tonight. She called frantic.”


  “You have a cousin?” He looks a little surprised.


  “Yes, Jenny. She’s in the hospital. I’ll never forgive myself if I don’t go see her.” This is all made up. “There’s a hundred mile drive both ways, it’s going to take up the entire evening. But tomorrow, I promise tomorrow.” Oh, please tomorrow! I can feel his distress; it hits my stomach like a knife. I can only hope Aman won’t need me two days straight.


  His sad face suddenly brightens. “Why don’t I drive you? You can see your cousin and we’ll have the time in the car.”


  “Oh, that’s really a sweet idea, but I have no idea how complicated this is going to be. I don’t want you to waste the night. I’m sure you have more important things to do.”


  “Being with you is important.”


  “Oh, that’s why I love you,” I find myself saying. Damn! How can I love this man when it’s only a danger to use both?


  He’s thinking hard. 


  “Okay,” he nods his head. “But I have you tomorrow. Got that?”


  “Oh yes, of course, tomorrow.”


  He pulls me into his arms, where it never felt so wonderful, or so verboten, to rest my head. I worry that it will be the last time. It would be like Aman to change his game again and yank me up by the roots. Perhaps not a smart game; I have more people who care about me now than did when I was taken from the train. Still, I can count on nothing, which makes being held by the man who loves me a moment I savor with sadness.


  ***


  The night with Aman begins at a small bistro miles from home. I decide to wear a form-fitting black sheath that’s both short and cut low in the bodice to display my cleavage, which I accentuate in a lace push-up bra. I see that I’ve scored points when Aman greets me with a smile of approval. 


  I look at him not as a man, but as my master. He is neither handsome nor repugnant. I think nothing of his character, his personality, his smiles, his attempts at kindness, which only slightly surprise me. We are dressed in Western garb in a Western venue; it’s not unexpected that he would hope we’d look the part of a civilized couple, not unlike the others that dine around us. He’ll take pleasure in the fact that I’m often looked at and admired, or even disparaged by those who see me as a slut. But, nonetheless, he hopes that he’ll be the envy of those men who observe me. There’s no other woman in this place quite as provocatively attired. 


  I find the attention I get amusing, as well as sexually titillating. Dressing to please the master as an act of surrender turns me on, thus I find little reason to balk. But beyond the thrill in being watched, there is little else. No affection. Little respect—unless fear can be considered respect. I feel no inherent arousal because of the man himself. The situation alone fuels my sexual desire, even as it sits in a vacuum of rules and rote behavior and obligation. Other than the steady hunger of my physical lust, I am empty of emotion, devoid of passion. There is nothing to inspire me but a physical climax. I feel more soulless than I ever remember feeling when I was first abducted, and this fact surprises me. 


  Aman smiles as he stares at my jiggling cleavage. 


  “Lovely choice.”


  “Thank you.”


  “Although I will be picking out your attire it the future.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Understand, I am keeping a safe distance from you, but that will not last forever. I know you need time to extricate yourself from the relationship you’ve been in. Again, I do not wish to call attention to our arrangement. That could be very detrimental for you.”


  “I understand that.”


  “Then what progress have you made in this project?”


  “Very little so far. But I am calculating the wedge that will come between Steven and me. I think I know what I can do.”


  “Good.” He engages me with a thoughtful smile, looking as though he has something important to say. “I have an end result in mind that should please you. Since I need to operate in the country legitimately, I’d like to look legitimate to the outside world. I want our relationship to blend in. Eventually, you’ll introduce me as your boyfriend. And who knows, I may make you a wife.” 


  He is quite pleased with himself announcing this, but I shudder at the thought and must breathe deep to calm myself. 


  My unhappiness must show. Aman fishes through his pocket and pulls out a thick envelope filled with pictures. “They’ve been taken within the last week.”


  I quickly flip through the stack. Steven. Sunny. Margery, my project manager. Many of me. I wonder if my apartment has been wired with cameras, while a trained eye follows my friends. Fear clutches at my stomach while I try absorbing what this means. 


  “I know that you waver some. In some ways, your life hardly seems different than it was before. You think you could just go on as you have, but I need to impress upon you that you cannot.”


  “I see that.”


  He notes the expression on my face. “Very good.” He pauses for a time as if our conversation is actually uncomfortable for him. “Silk.” He shakes his head looking rather sad. “I’m sorry, but I simply couldn’t let a well-trained slave go to waste, especially when I find your beauty appealing and your vulnerability unique, which makes me enjoy your humiliation and your pain. You can take heart that you’ll have the trappings of your life available to you at least for a time. 


  ***


  Aman fucks my asshole brutally when we return to my apartment. His idea of being discreet apparently doesn’t cover middle-of-the-night sex in my home. We’ve hardly closed the door when he pushes me into my living room, shoves me over the back of the sofa and after quickly swathing my anus with my juices, stuffs his erection into me. He holds my wrists behind my back, reaches down to give my nipples a vicious twist, then feeling my body respond with a rush of wildness, settles down for the end to this hard screw. I don’t let it arouse me, but that matters little to my master. My pleasure is extraneous to him, and only his concern if it’s clear I want to cum and must ask his permission. Then, of course, he can dangle me in wait as long as his sadist inclinations choose. 


  I figure I can slip in a few orgasmic moments when he’s so engrossed in his own pleasure that he’s unaware of what my body is doing. But not tonight. Tonight, he uses me and then leaves, while I’m left thrown over the back of the sofa with my dress bunched at my waist, my ass still bare, his jism and my juices slithering down between my legs. 


  “I will be gone for several weeks, Michelle. I expect your boyfriend to be out of the picture by the time I return. Until then, you can rest assured that I’ll be watching in my own way, keeping apprised of your progress.” 


  Thankfully, he closes the door behind him, since it takes a good minute just to pry myself loose from the sofa and gain the strength to walk. Once I do, I stumble to the bathroom where I wash myself clean, then I fall into bed. It’s nearly two a.m.. 
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  Aman says he’ll be gone several weeks. I figure I have just one, and, if I’m lucky, two weeks, to turn my life on end. But for the next three days I won’t think about it. I’ve agreed to go to a cocktail party in New York with Steven. I can think of this as our last date, the last time to love him before I apply the brakes. It’s a lousy deal, I know. Though a life with Aman solves the issue of my obsessive infidelity. How fascinating that I’m not out on the prowl anymore. Doesn’t even cross my mind to look for men. I guess all I really needed was a master to take me in hand. Admittedly, I can see myself content with the arrangement as long as I don’t think about love. 


  My bones and body ache, but not for the usual reasons. I’m having premonitions again as if the crystal ball’s been polished to a gleaming shine and I’m staring right into the center of it. So far, though, the images in the glass are as clear as mud. Perhaps the crystal needs a little more polish. I don’t know what it is I see, but I suspect that the Universe of divine reckoning is up to something—something even more than this hasty change in my life that Aman demands of me.


  We leave by train Thursday morning for the party that night. It’s been a long time since I’ve felt the angry chugging of a train tear at me the way it does on this trip. I have to fight off my memories and focus on Steven. 


  “Who, exactly, is going to be at this big event?” 


  Steven writes for scientific journals about things I really don’t want to know about. Fascinating reading for the really literate. I pretend to understand these subjects, but I have a tendency to skirt about the surface of most topics and ignore the real depths. That’s not to say my current documentary isn’t turning out quite complex. The street life of my target subjects is filled with angst, depression, loneliness, drugs, apathy, alienation and regret. How surprising that a generation so young feels so old and used up. The facts weigh on me and I keep digging deeper. But that’s my work, not Steven’s. His scientific bent just doesn’t inspire me the way it does him. 


  “There are three papers being presented at the conference this afternoon. You don’t have to go. I’m sure there’s enough to keep you happy around the hotel until I’m finished.”


  “But I want to go,” I tell him. 


  He shakes his head and smiles. “No, you don’t. You’ll be bored stiff. I know I’m going to be. I don’t even get to present my paper. It was decided that Joan Merriweather would do a better job than any of the grunt staff.”


  “You’re just the grunt staff?”


  He sniggers. “Sure.”


  “I don’t believe that. Not as much as you worked on that paper.”


  “Ack, the recognition doesn’t particularly motivate me.”


  “I see. Then, I’ll do some window-shopping. How’s that?”


  “Wish I could join you.”


  We hadn’t planned for sex right off, but once we check into our room, Steven’s on me with a determination I won’t resist. He shoves me to the bed.


  “Don’t move,” he says with a bit of anger mixing with the sexual drive. 


  I lay back just a bit stunned by his forcefulness, which he normally contains in his quiet, unassuming manner. I watch him peel away his clothes; the sport shirt drops to the floor first thing; then he pulls his T-shirt over his head. I feel a sudden surge of energy and am squirming on the mattress with my arms beside my head as if they are pinned there. I see his naked chest muscles flex, at the same time I’ve become aware of the aroma in the room. Either my hormones or his are hard at work creating an aphrodisiac of musk that sends me on a downward spiral. He unties his shoes and tosses them in the corner, even as his expression takes on a certain smoky quality.


  “Should I undress, too?” I ask. 


  “No,” he says quite firmly. 


  I like the sound of him, and the way he uses his size and his slow-moving calm to project a feeling of authority. There are no rules here. There is no protocol, and yet, I’m instantly inebriated by the feeling of surrender. 


  Removing his trousers, he’s down to his underwear, a pair of black cotton briefs that snugly enclose the erection expanding inside them. I see it throb and even more, feel that throbbing muscle as if it were knocking at the doorway to my cunt. 


  He moves on the bed and straddles my head, then leans down holding my hands in his—both pinned to the side of my face. 


  “Use your teeth,” he tells me.


  His crotch is at my mouth, so close that his robust aroma envelops my face. I take a whiff and feel it through me in a spasmodic wave that grips my groin. 


  I bite at his briefs and giggle, but he looks down at me solemnly. 


  So, I bite again, holding the cotton in my teeth, tugging it away from his skin. I make progress in millimeters but his underwear is hung up on his ass.


  “A little help might make this go faster,” I coyly purr. 


  “You think so?” he says a little coldly, as if he has no intention of helping me with this task. 


  I don’t know where this sudden burst of authority is coming from, but my body happily responds. I want him now more than I ever. And yet, my bizarre mind, playing cruel tricks on me, parades before my inner eyes the photographs Aman showed me. Taunting me. No, you bastard! I silently scream. You can’t take him from me. I will have him now, I will! The images slowly fade, and Steven’s face comes back into focus. He sports an angry scowl on his face that I’ve never seen.


  “Try one more time,” he says, thrusting his groin toward my mouth. 


  My teeth get vicious, thankfully not catching the important parts beneath his underwear. I give my head a yank and the cotton cloth gives way to the bold member inside. The head of Steven’s erection pops free and my groin squirms in anticipation. My inner muscles clench at the emptiness; the feeling of want makes me frantic. He’s so close to my eyes, to my lips that I can see the blood rushing through the prominent veins along his shaft. My tongue reaches for the head and licks the substance coating the surface. Nothing is as beastly as a man’s erect penis, and nothing as powerfully arousing as that erection at the lips of a woman. 


  I open wide and let him shove his cock inside. He’s never wanted me like this, and I wonder why now? What have I done to raise the animal inside this man; what kind of creature have I created? I’m allowed to suck him, to draw him deep into my throat; to spit him back and lavishly bob my mouth on the head and run my tongue down the sensitive backside. I cough him out. 


  “Your balls,” I tell him. 


  He moves over my face and lets the package dangle against me. Fully extended, they practically smother my nose, smelling of sweat, urine and sex. I taste pre-cum when I sucked his cock, I taste the same now. My nose gets lost in his fragrant pubic hair, as I suckle his balls whole, cover them with saliva and spit them out, then move deeper into his ass. I massage his prostate, rim the crack, listen to my lover groan and wonder why this has been so long in coming. 


  The vigor of my sucking action has him grinding himself against me. We’ve never been like this with each other. But, he withdraws, leaving me still hungry for him.


  “I want your ass, Michelle,” he says. 


  “My ass?” I question because this seems so unexpected. 


  “Yes, Michelle, your ass.”


  I smile back, a little amazed. “All right… you’ve… you’ve never asked before.”


  He stares back at me with no reply but what his eyes clearly communicate. Then he pulls away, straddling my waist instead of my face and begins disrobing me. I leave my hands where he pinned them, and watch as he carefully unbuttons my sweater. The two sides fall away exposing the pink lace bra. The look of lust on his face makes me think he’ll devour them, and yet, he has but one task, and that’s all that matters to him now. I know that masculine resolve. It’s rather childlike. I have an unopened package he’s determined to unwrap. Why now? I wonder. But I have no time to guess. He pops the front clasp of my bra and pulls both sweater and bra out from under me. Backing off the bed, Steven grabs the sides of my skirt and yanks, freeing me below the waist; skirt, nylons and my thong panty all pooling on the floor. 


  I lay here vulnerable to his attack and sexual spasms wrack my belly. I want him hard and demanding the way he is now. I want him driving deep, taking away the thoughts of other men, even the idea of Aman. 


  I’ll have him like this now, and if nothing else, I’ll have the memory forever. 


  He massages my groin along all the important places that thrive on delicacy and skill. A finger slides over my clit and moves down across the opening of my vagina, where for a second it massages along the inner rim. His fingers then move deeper to the tender the spot at the bottom of my sex where the yearning for the base sensation starts. 


  I whimper as his soft touch glides across the sensitive tissue of my anus. His wicked fingers are tuned to my need. I’m breathing heavily, silently, but with every body movement encouraging him further. He moves back to the vaginal opening to gather the juices that flow there in a steady stream. He swaths the backdoor and slides one finger gently inside. 


  From that simple touch alone, I’m about to orgasm, but I hold back. 


  “Damn! You’re making me hot,” I seethe for him.


  “But don’t you dare come yet,” he warns.


  Oh! Warn me more! Be hard on me! Be ruthless. Tease me. Torment me. Make me hurt, Steven! Make me pay for my sins, I cry, but all so silently. Unbidden, silent emotion pours from me. Tears run down my cheeks. Thank god, he doesn’t notice. 


  Then he suddenly backs off.


  “Turn over.” His voice is firm but not unkind. 


  I follow orders, moving to my hands and knees, waving my ass in the breeze. Even the air caresses the swollen sexual places and they respond as if starved for attention. 


  He starts to spank my ass with the palm of his hand, with hard blows followed by a hard, grasping massage. Heat spreads across the surface of my skin and travels deeper. He spanks me again and I imagine the rosy glow, knowing how easily my ass colors. The pink will be vivid, beautiful and angry. 


  His passion collides with every idea I have of him. I almost fear he knows the details of my aberrant behavior and he’s punishing me for not confessing the truth. Or perhaps he just guesses where my life has taken me and wants to go there too. 


  The hard spanks soon turn my ass into a fiery furnace. When he stops, he begins working my anal crack with an ever-so-gentle massage. 


  “Spanking turns you on, Michelle,” he notes when he finds my cunt generously dripping with fluid. “But I suppose you know that.”


  “You turn me on, big guy.”


  “And so does getting spanked.” He slaps me hard again. “Don’t argue.”


  “Sorry, sir.”


  He swathes my drippings across my anus and penetrates with his fingers, running them deep and fucking the opening wider. I’m so relaxed, so wanting of him there that there’s no hurt, no pain. Not even a grimace on my face. He primes me as if he owns me, as Aman would, but there is that difference of his love filling me, where as I feel empty with my master. 


  My excitement builds when I feel him standing at my rear. I know what comes next and sigh with a wave of contentment already invading my being. He lunges forward, thrusting the whole of his erection into my ass in one swift motion. The fucking follows on the heels of that first strike, and I dive deep into the miniscule insignificant me, crying Yes, baby yes, fuck me harder! I don’t think I voice my exclamation, but then who would know? 


  The pace quickens, becoming ruthless and jarring, sending me bounding toward my climax, and then it starts, rolling through me, waves on waves, as I feel him cling a little harder and jab with more might. The pulse of this cumming prick vibrates through my orgasm and I scream aloud and unrestrained.


  “Yes, gawd y-y-y-y-y-essssssss!”


  I hear my joy. I hear his in the bellowing grunt that finishes him. When he pulls out, I pull him with me to the top of the bed and cradle myself in his arms. We breathe erratically, but together. His sweat, his breath, his pheromones mingle with mine and for one brief moment nothing will disturb this peace. 


  I have to say something when I can finally breathe easily again. We can’t just let the moment pass without words. I need to understand.


  “So why now?” I ask.


  “Why now what?”


  “Why anally?”


  “Seemed like a good time.”


  Yeah, that sounds like excuse enough for a guy. But, of course, I wonder if there’s more. Does he have premonitions too? Does he know that he has just days before there will be no more Michelle Monroe and Steven Vanderberg?


  “You were good,” I say.


  “Better than most?” he jokes. He’s holding me so I practically have to look him in the face. 


  “Better than anyone ever,” I reply. “But why did you think I’d done this before?”


  “I don’t know, I just know you have. But then so have I.”


  He has too? Why have I never considered this? I have this sweeping assumption that I’m the one who has the perverted past and he couldn’t possibly have done any of the kinky things I have. Now I’m green with envy for any woman who’s gone before me. I hate them all. I want to be the only one. How silly of me. 


  I can’t stop asking myself the absurd question. Why the hell did my life have to be this way? Why did I have to become a sexual slave and why can’t I give it up? Why now do I have to give up Steven Vanderberg? Why?


  ***


  After lunch—room service with the two of us decadently wrapped in sheets—Steven leaves me to my own devices for the afternoon. 


  After showering and getting dressed, I walk about the hotel, window-shop the expensive stores and then take off on foot to scrounge around the district for something interesting. 


  I’m beset again by that prickly agitation that makes the hair at one’s neck stand on end. I shiver at almost every stop sign and turn around a dozen times to see who’s following me. I get some strange stares from suspicious New Yorkers who move on swiftly past me, disgruntled by my confusion. Of course, there’s no one there. 


  I soon stop myself every time the urge comes over me again. I’m just being foolish. But the premonitions linger. I feel the agitation in my shoulders, like someone’s just gently kissed my neck and I draw my shoulders to my ears, trying to shake off the ticklish sensation. I turn around one more time; still no one there. 


  Am I going mad!


  Stopping long enough to gather my wits, I stand with my back against the hard grey granite of a financial institution and give the entire street as far as my eye can see a thorough once-over. I convince myself that I’m behaving stupidly. 


  That done and my intuition finally pacified, I start out again, spotting a woman’s clothing store across the street where I used to buy terrific summer prints. Adding a renewed lightness to my gait, I breeze on in front of six lanes of stopped cars, mostly taxis, and fishtail my way through the crowded sidewalk to the shop door. Just before I open it to go inside, I turn and I catch something at the corner of my eye. I immediately tell myself it’s nothing, but I can’t keep myself from looking anyway. 


  One glance…my whole world halts. Nothing seems to move and yet everything still moves around me in a blur. It was just a tiny glimpse, a fleeting one that’s come and gone like flash forward on TV. I see it twice, the shape, the stance, the face I know as well as my own. Then it’s gone. I search the street again. Time resumes a its regular pace. Pedestrians pass by me not looking and there is no figure like the one that just vanished before my eyes. 


  I finally move on into the clothing store, telling myself repeatedly that it was not Daniel Broc I just saw. At the same time, I know it was. 
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  Chapter Six


  My night begins at Steven’s side, at a classic cocktail party imbued with lavish décor, and the sounds of clinking glass and china, chattering voices and high-pitched laughter. There is too much booze, but then it fulfills its purpose, loosening this crowd of strangers who would rather be anywhere else than in this room smoozing people they care little for. 


  Steven gives me a self-deprecating smirk as we walk into the glittering ballroom, arm and arm. Such a transformation in us both, now that we’re perfectly tucked into our fancy clothes. He is breathtaking in a tuxedo, his rough edges smoothed, and such rich black fits the quiet power he exudes. I decided on a tight-fitting red sheath, initially thinking it was a bit bold for the occasion, but decided I needed to be bold this evening. The bodice is cut low across my breasts and there’s a daring slit that travels high up my left thigh. I may risk being pawed by sex-hungry, drunken convention-goers, but then, I’m planning to stick close to Steven. And when Steven sees the dress, I get exactly the reaction I’m hoping for. His initial appraisal suggested that he would just as soon spend the evening in bed, recreating the passion of the early afternoon.


  “Damn! You’re going to make it hard for me to concentrate on small talk,” he beamed as I emerged from the bedroom.


  “Good. That’s exactly my plan,” I quipped. I’d be perfectly happy to skip the cocktail party for sex with Steven—just what I need to dispel the disquieting uproar created by my incident on the street. 


  Of course, I know that wasn’t Daniel Broc I saw. But I worry, why now am I suddenly seeing him as a phantom in the midst of busy streets? His image was so clear. 


  I’m afraid to address the truth. What will it say about the current nature of my psyche? I don’t want to accept that the wounds of my past are still lurking in the recesses of my body. 


  As I sidled up to Steven at our hotel room door, I let my sexual energy grab him where it matters. We kissed long and deeply. My hand traveled to his crotch while his combed my breasts, then explored what was beneath the hemline of the dress. 


  But he pushed me back. 


  “You know, you’re too damned tempting,” he told me. “But beautiful as you are, in the interests of my paycheck, I we’d better go to the reception. Time to delight and charm the crowd.”


  To that, I batted my eyes and frowned, looking playfully chagrinned by my thoughts. 


  And that brings me back to our entrance into the Kincaid ballroom with its glitter and noise. In minutes, we’re in that altered state where the rest of the world drops away and for a time the merriment of the moment replaces reality.


  After swiping drinks from a polite butler carrying a tray of champagne glasses, Steven turns his attention to his colleagues and admirers, beginning his polite rounds of conversation. By my second glass of champagne, I’m feeling buzzed enough to float through the rest of the evening. Even the disquiet in my tummy disappears and thoughts of Broc lurk on the sidelines, safely. I stick with Steven, look good and smile since I have very little to contribute to the conversation. 


  Time to pee, I yank on his arm. “I’m off to the ladies room,” I whisper in his ear. 


  “Don’t get lost,” he whispers back, then kisses my cheek fondly. 


  Taking in the tender gesture, a twinge of regret pierces my gut as I remember again how our hours are numbered. No amount of champagne will let me forget that. 


  I don’t realize how woozy I am until I start to make my way across the ballroom without Steven’s support. Feeling a little off balance, I stop at the doorway and take a deep breath, holding on to the doorjamb. Settled enough to continue I head directly for the ladies room on the far side of the marble tiled lobby. Although just before I reach the restroom, there is a peculiar tickling sensation at the back of my neck and I gaze up at the staircase to my right. 


  I stop, unable to move. Fear clutches my tummy again, and I simply stare, while two bold eyes stare back at me from the face of a man I know well. I feel pulled again into the deep pools of cerulean blue, until he finally disengages from my locked eyes, and starts down the staircase. I know he’s coming for me. 


  “Michelle.” He looks as surprised as I am to be meeting in this place. He gives me a quick hug and backs off to a safe distance. 


  “My God, Daniel, it was you on the street!” I finally blurt out. 


  “And it was you I saw. I wasn’t sure.”


  “Here I thought you were a ghost.”


  He smiles lightly. “’fraid I’m not dead yet.” The rough Texan is subdued tonight, the man poured into a tuxedo that doesn’t fit his soul as well as Army fatigues, or blue jeans. Regardless, he has the capacity to rise above his clothes, his substance, though not enhanced by, can not be contained by what he wears. The broad chest, ruddy complexion and sandy blond hair are the same as I remember. He intrigues me as he did before, all of him down to the great darkness I know he harbors. 


  “I’m in New York on business,” he explains.


  “You’re attending a scientific convention?” 


  He looks toward the doorway of the Kincaid ballroom. “No,” he nods toward the hotel’s front door, “I have a meeting down the street. I’m just calling this home for the next several weeks.”


  The same hotel where I’m staying with Steven? This is oddly alarming. Coincidence?


  “So, you’re attending a scientific convention? Doesn’t sound like Michelle Monroe.”


  “With my fiancé,” I quickly clarify.


  “Ah! The last I knew of you, you were safely under the thumb of a man named Kovac.”


  “You knew him?”


  “No. But I kept an eye on you—from afar of course, until I believed you were safe.”


  This information gives me sharp chill. “Well, perhaps you didn’t know that Kovac died eighteen months ago.”


  He looks surprised. “I’m sorry to hear that.”


  “Automobile accident.”


  “And how are you now?”


  “I’ve rebounded. I’m with Steven, a very good relationship, and last year I returned to doing documentaries—what I do best.”


  Although his face displays a gentle smirk, he seems a bit disgruntled by this news. “Somewhat different from what I remember that you do best.”


  I blush lightly. “That’s all behind me.”


  “Let’s hope so,” he says, while giving me the impression that he doubts the fact. This, too, unnerves me. 


  While he remains cool throughout the conversation, I can’t help feeling he has his hands inside me as thoroughly as he did before. I’m sweltering with sexual fire by the time he nods his head goodbye and walks toward the front foyer.


  I quickly scoot into the ladies’ room, tempted to but afraid to look back, afraid he won’t be looking back at me, even though I sense the hot intensity in his eyes burning at the center of my shoulder blades. I shudder, refuse to give into temptation, and move on.


  When I return to the lobby, Daniel is gone, although Steven is standing at the doorway of the ballroom, peering curiously at me. I walk his way.


  “Who was that?”


  “Who?” I ask, a bit surprised that he saw me with Broc. 


  “The man you were talking to.”


  I stare at him thoughtfully, wondering what to say. But then, why lie? He’s not accusing me and I have nothing to hide.


  I laugh nervously as I confess, “That was Daniel Broc, the man who rescued me in the Middle East.”


  “Really?” He’s stunned. “That must have been a shock to run into him.”


  “Yes. A big shock. I’m still not sure what I saw. I mean, it was him, but…”


  “Reminders?” he asks kindly. 


  “Yes, exactly.” I feel a heavy weight pressing in on me, the past exploding like bombs all around me. “You think the memories are just paper thin and then suddenly they’re fully fleshed out again and as real as ever.”


  “So, what’s he doing in New York?”


  “He said he was on business.”


  “Then you’re being here at the same time is quite a coincidence.”


  Exactly what I was thinking. A guttural kind of sexual energy smashes through me. The sexual memories have been shaken alive. The wanting for Daniel Broc that should have died the day he shoved me into the Citron miles from civilization and pointed me to my new destination returns, heartless and cruel. This is not fair. Not fair! There is no peace, not now, and I fear not for a long time.


  The rumbling in my belly won’t quit, but I manage to get through the rest of the evening, playacting the appropriate role. I’m not sure Steven buys my performance. Not that he says anything, but the way he looks at me, the odd way he cocks his head—as if he’s trying to pry me apart, and just can’t find the place to put the wedge—makes me think he knows more than he’s letting on. But I’ll let him stew with this suppositions and hope that his concerns will eventually disappear. Besides, he’ll be out of my life soon enough and then none of this will matter. 


  It’s even possible that my meeting with Broc will serve to my advantage as I look for a way to end my relationship with Steven. This tears at my heart, but I know it has to happen. Although Aman is away, I feel his fingers on my flesh like a spider crawling on my skin. Seeing Daniel only reminds me of the gravity of my situation. 


  Aman is a terrorist at heart. He may not blow up buildings—although he may—but he has an ironfisted grasp on anything he wants and there’s no escape. 


  ***


  I return to my apartment with Steven at my heels, carrying my luggage. I spent the last fifteen minutes in the car telling him how busy I’ll be the next week. I can’t think of any time I’ll be able to see him… I cite the documentary, which is coming down to the final production stages, and throw in a few slightly fictitious excuses that he readily accepts. He understands my deadline; after all, we’ve just been through the same thing with him as he finished his paper for the conference. 


  Unfortunately, my carefully constructed plan seems doomed to fall apart, when just inside the door, I spot a manila envelope on the floor and my heart beats with a fervor that starts in my chest and proceeds upwards to my temples. It settles in my jaw; my muscles tighten and my hands clench into fists. 


  I toss my purse on the living room couch and return to quickly retrieve the envelope, realizing that Steven has already picked it up. I snatch it from him much too fast. 


  “Hey?” He looks mildly annoyed and concerned. 


  “Sorry. You know, I think the weekend wore me out. So much sex in two days.” I smile. 


  He smiles back. “And that’s bad?”


  “No, no. It was very good. Wonderful.” I casually toss the envelope to the table behind me and fall into Steven’s arms for a kiss. “Just wish it could last, but it can’t.”


  “We’ll make time soon,” he reassures me.


  “And I will try.”


  “I’ll make sure you do,” he says with a degree of erotic threat that makes my bones ache with lust. The ache settles between my legs and my sex quickens, my crotch all mushy and warm. 


  When Steven leaves, I grab the manila envelope and tear it open. My heart sinks, my head pounds hot and though that warmth between my legs only gets worse, the feeling is joined by a gut-wrenching fear.


  You won’t forget me, will you? 


  … the note reads. From Aman. He even signs his work this time. And accompanying the cryptic note are pictures of Sunny. 


  My legs go weak and I slump to the couch behind me, almost in a faint. Sweat beads up on my brow; I can hardly breathe. 


  I review the pictures one by one in horror. Sunny is in the hands of her master, tied to a bed with her breasts bound tightly with rope, her mouth gagged and her pussy splayed. Even in black and white the wetness there glistens for the camera. She’s being beaten, flogged and caned directly on her pussy. My mind plays tricks, putting the scene in slow motion, seeing her body move with erotic abandon. I hear her moan. The garbled gasps behind the gag. From picture to picture—there are nearly a dozen—the scene moves from one seductive scene to the next. In one, she’s on her knees, her face pressed to the groin of a man, his cock, no doubt rigid, impaling her mouth. His size is enough to stretch her lips to their limit. I see the struggle in her eyes as she stares upward, as if into the face of someone peering down at her. A cruel hand clutches a fistful of her hair. 


  The images of abuse continue. She’s fucked in the ass, the cunt, the mouth. She’s slapped on the face, spanked and gangbanged by three men. My memories collide with these shots, triggering an explosion in my body that I can hardly contain. I wonder at Aman’s ability to capture my assistant in the middle of these brutal scenes. What devices does he use to spy on her? What knowledge does he have of her to get this close? 


  I’m scared to learn the answers to my questions, but then, whether I want the truth or not, the last picture fills in the pieces of this story with frightening clarity. Aman is there in the room with her. He’s not her master, but her master’s friend. The two men look joined at the hip, cut from the same cloth of sadistic need. I know the terrible truth now: she’s been set-up by the man who owns me. 


  To use as blackmail?


  I can come to no other conclusion and my heart is sick. A wave of nausea sends me to the bathroom, but though I have every reason to wretch something draws the surge back down. 


  No! I stop myself. I can’t turn into a weak-kneed child. I can’t! There is no time for dwelling on this nightmare. I have to convince Sunny of the danger she’s in. I have to remove her from Aman’s world now. I must. 


  Though I brood about the pictures and the new mission I have to save my friend, my mind draws a blank on what to do. I cry for hours in guilty desperation, weeping like a child. Then when I’m too exhausted to keep crying, I pluck my weary mind from its despair and force myself to press on for Sunny’s sake. There must be some way to rescue her, even if I have no clue now what that will be.


  When I see her in the flesh two days after the shocking pictures arrive, my mind can’t help but transform the woman into the slave-slut I saw inside those photographs. I see the ropes, the gag in her mouth, the cock forced into her face, her big breasts bound into crude missiles, her nipples suffering from the saw edges of the claw-like clamps. I bite my tongue, knowing that I can’t say anything that would put her in jeopardy. She’d freak if she understood the company her new master keeps. 


  I understand Aman’s game. He knows he has her, not just as bait to ensure my entrapment, but as his underworld’s newest slave—and all so willingly. 


  Three days pass. I wait for Aman’s return, assuming it will be soon. But he remains inconveniently out of the picture. Were he here, I’d use whatever power I might have to discourage him from Sunny. I’d give my life to see her safe. Gone is any hope for my own freedom from Aman’s rule and my slavery. My freedom doesn’t matter, but Sunny’s life does.


  It’s late in the day. I’m home early, although I have a mountain of work I brought with me. Steven surprises me, showing up at my door with wine, a box of fried chicken from our favorite diner and a salad he personally made at home. This man is too good for me. 


  “You shouldn’t have.” My voice is slightly chilly; I can’t encourage him.


  “Of course, I should. You do the same for me.”


  Not exactly, I’m thinking. Oh! How do I burst his bubble?


   “No, but you really shouldn’t, Steven. I don’t have time.” I deliver the line with a little edge in my voice, which he readily hears. 


  He frowns. “Too much work makes you crabby, Michelle,” he says, as he pushes his way inside the door. 


  Of course it does. That and friends coerced into slavery by cunning white slavers. The more I think of the idea, the more my emotions flood with fear. 


  “I’m sorry. I just…”


  The phone ringing cuts off the rest of my sentence, and I retreat to the kitchen. Steven follows. 


  “Sunny, where are you?” I answer the panicked voice on the other end of the phone.I hear her sobbing uncontrollably. “Where are you? Are you hurt? Sunny, please talk to me!” I want to shake the words from her. 


  “Where are you?” I repeat when all I hear is her desperate crying. 


  Through hiccupping sobs, she finally describes a location in the warehouse district. She slurs her words, I’m afraid she’s drugged. I make her repeat the instructions, giving me more information about the neighborhood. 


  “Are you alone?” I ask. 


  “Yes,” she says. She’s a little less distraught. 


  “Then wait, don’t move! Don’t go anywhere, I’ll be right there.”


  “Yes, Shelly, I’m waiting. I won’t leave, I can’t.” Her voice sounds pitiful.


  “What the hell’s going on…” Steven asks when I hang up the phone. 


  “I have to find Sunny! She’s in trouble.”


  “What do mean, trouble?”


  “Steven, I don’t know. I just know she’s alone and afraid, somewhere on Commercial Street. She didn’t sound good at all.” 


  “I’m going along.”


  I’m sure the irritation I feel plays across my face, but I don’t say a word. He’ll overturn any argument I make and I simply don’t have time to dissuade him.


  “Okay, then let’s go.” I head for the door with Steven following close. 


  We take off in his car, driving slowly though the neighborhood Sunny described. For all she knows she could be miles away, but I have nothing else to go on but the vague description of the area and the one street name. My instincts tell me this has everything to do with Aman and Sunny’s sexual slavery. This is just the sort place where he would stage his sexual games. I won’t breathe easily until we have Sunny safely back home. 


  The dingy night is made more desolate by this dank neighborhood. A feeling of threat rattles my insides. My fear expands as I survey the disgust and filth around us. But sitting side by side with my distaste is something akin to sexual desire rising in my lower belly. How can this be erotic? my saner self wonders. I don’t have to consciously answer that question; my desires take strange shapes and unusual turns. I’m accustomed to that.


  I wonder what Steven thinks, but he’s mostly silent, glued to the activity of hunting the streets for Sunny. I’m actually glad to have him with me now, although I have the feeling that when this night is over and the truth is out in the open, it won’t take much to end our relationship. It will happen of its own accord. Is that what I hope for, or what I fear?


  We slow to a crawl, hunting the alleys and the dark shadows for signs of life. My heart sinks with every minute that ticks by and we don’t find her. 


  Steven’s Explorer zigzags twice through several connecting streets, then starts back again down Commercial. I can almost feel her near. And though our eyes seem fixated on her image, we almost miss the flutter of Sunny’s pink dress as we drive by an unlit alley between two dilapidated warehouses. She emerges, stumbling from thick shadows and waves awkwardly as she moves erratically toward the car. As she approaches, I see that her hands and feet are bound with ropes, her flesh rubbed raw and bleeding. 


  “My God!” I bolt from the car almost before Steven stops, and rush toward Sunny, gathering her into my arms. She slumps to the concrete in a near faint, but with one great sweep of Steven’s arms, he gathers her in off the cold sidewalk and moves to the car. I open the door and he lays her against the back seat, where I join her, cradling her head, while carefully trying to undo the knots. Steven climbs in behind the wheel and peels away, putting as much distance between us and the horrid district as possible. He feels the danger there as much as I do. 


  “Should we go to the hospital?” he asks. 


  “No!” Sunny half rises from my lap. “I’m fine; I know I’m fine.”


  “Michelle?” he asks me. 


  “Let’s take her home, I think she’ll be all right.”


  I’ve never seen such knots. In her weakened state, I can understand why she couldn’t get them loose. She seems to drift now in and out of consciousness. 


  “Were you drugged?” I ask, when she’s half awake. 


  “I don’t know. Maybe.”


  “And how did you manage to call?”


  “There was a phone booth at the end of the block. It was…” she twists against me and winces, “it was hard, but I could get my hands on the receiver to dial and get it to my ear. I was going to stay there in the phone booth,” she seethes as I tug her hands free and the rope grinds into her wrist… “But someone drove by and I got scared…” she’s breathless, but rasps out more. “I think I might have passed out, maybe… Next thing I knew, I’m in the alley and I saw your lights.”


  “This was an S&M scene?” I ask in a whisper so hopefully Steven won’t hear. 


  “It started out to be a good one.”


  “What happened?”


  “He gave me to two other men I’ve never seen before. They used me hard.”


  “And left you like this?”


  “I don’t know what happened, Shelly.” She starts to cry. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”


  “It’s okay. You thought it was love, but it was something else.”


  “I can’t stop.”


  “Can’t stop what?”


  “I keeping wanting it harder. I keep making it happen. One minute I tell my master it’s over, and the next, he sweeps me away again. He says it’s in my blood now and I’ll never let go.” She cries harder.


  “It’s okay,” I say. “Just rest yourself. We’ll talk more later.” 


  Steven drives on in silence, and I wonder how much he’s heard.


  ***


  After inspecting Sunny’s wounds, I find them frightening, although I know they’ll heal. It was a hard scene, a brutal one. Her back bears the long biting striations from a single tail whip, while her ass is black and blue from a wooden-paddle spanking. Etched in low across the tops of her thighs are the distinctive marks of a bamboo cane. Her breasts are bruised as well, while her belly and the front of her thighs show signs of clamps and the bite of a thin baton. 


  I’m stirred by her marks as much I am by the marks my body bears after such a beating. As I rub her skin with aloe, I feel the heat of her sexual energy in my groin, and know that she is still, in part, inside that gossamer headspace where such abuse is bliss. I could fall down into her plush body and make love off the sexuality I feel from her. Her wounds will make for spectacular memories—which will make it difficult to extricate her from the dangerous life she loves.


  By the time I finish the soothing massage, she’s almost asleep. Seeing that she’s finally at peace, I let her drift off and then tiptoe from the room. We’ll talk later about her night and the peril she’s in. 


  Steven waits in Sunny’s living room, and rises immediately as I close the bedroom door. His face is grim and full of worry. “You sure she doesn’t need a doctor?”


  “No, she doesn’t need a doctor, Steven. She needs rest.”


  “What about the marks on her back.”


  “They’ll heal.”


  “That’s it? They’ll heal?”


  I don’t know what to say, where to begin. 


  He tries again, his voice rising with irritation. “You going to tell me what happened, or am I just supposed to guess?”


  I gulp visibly, knowing what the next few minutes could mean. Why don’t you sit down and we’ll talk?” I motion to the couch. 


  The few intervening seconds allow me a moment to catch my breath. When I begin to speak, it’s with the trepidation of a novice skydiver on the brink of that first freefall. “Far as I can tell… judging by what she said…her night started out as a good scene and turned bad.”


  “Good scene?”


  “It was no accident; she consented—at least in part. Sunny’s latest boyfriend is more of a sexual master than a boyfriend and she considers herself his sex slave. The bondage and the beatings are part of the S&M sex games that arouse her. You may not understand it but she actually loves being beaten, and that’s what happened tonight.”


  Steven’s face is so totally blank that I think I’m staring at a mannequin not a man, then his jaw twitches and I remember he’s real. 


  “And being left alone to fend for herself in a deserted warehouse district is part of the game?” he wonders, his voice ringing with judgment.


  “I’m not exactly sure what happened there.” As I speak, I’m flying by the seat of my pants, making up the story as I go. I have no idea what took place in that warehouse, or how Sunny got free—because it certainly didn’t look as though she was supposed to escape and she wasn’t cognizant enough to tell me much. Of course, it might have been a set-up for me… hard to say. I can rule nothing out. “The best I can make out is they got spooked by some noises outside the building. She said her car is parked behind the warehouse,” I fib; I have no idea where her car is. “He told her to leave once she untied her ropes. I guess he thought she was safe enough.” Sunny had mentioned several men, not one, but I omit that fact as well, deciding that the less Steven knows of the facts the better. 


  “Doesn’t sound like much of a master to leave her in that state,” Steven comments sourly. 


  “Maybe she’ll see that now,” I offer. 


  Steven looks at me quizzically, his eyes settling on me now, forgetting Sunny. I try to contain the shudder that rides my spine from end to end. “Why is this explanation so easy for you, Michelle? Your nonchalance and acceptance? Masters. Slaves. Bondage. Beating. We haven’t talked about these things but the words come so easily to you. Why is that?”


  I take a long time to answer because I’m not sure what to say, and though right now may be the perfect time to end our relationship, I turn tail and run, taking the coward’s way out with another string of lies. “Sunny talked to me about it; she had me read a few essays on the Internet about Bdsm. I already knew a few things from some investigations I did for this new documentary. I think she wanted some sisterly approval, so I obliged her.” The lies come so easily, you’d think I had a script. “She assured me that all this was part of the scene, as she calls it.”


  “She told you that tonight?”


  “Uh, huh.”


  “And she’d do it again like this?” 


  “I don’t know about that. If I have anything to say about it, she won’t. I’ll suggest she find another master, if she can’t live without her kink. I don’t think she’ll argue.”


  He can’t quite believe my passive self-control.


  “And that’s all?”


  “What more do you want me to say?”


  “I want you to tell the truth.”


  “I have told you the truth. You think I’m lying?”


  He shakes his head. “I really don’t know, Michelle. But I’ll bet there’s more to what happened tonight than you’re telling. I’m a big boy, now, you don’t have to protect me.”


  I feign a smile and lay my hand on his in a gesture of tenderness. “Honestly, Steven, that is it. If Sunny tells me more, I’ll tell you. I know it looks horrific on the surface, but Sunny will handle it and I’ll be sure she does.”


  He mulls the thought, and I see him come around a bit. 


  “You know what I think? I think she’s damn lucky to be alive, and if she needs any beating it’s to knock some sense into her, not for sexual kicks. If she were my girlfriend, she’d have a blistered behind from a good hard spanking and a talking to she’d never forget.”


  I’ve never heard Steven sound like this and these harsh words give me an unexpected reason to quake. I’m amazed his mind even thinks this way. 


  “Why don’t you let me verbally spank her, hon? She’ll get the message.”


  “I hope so.”
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  Chapter Seven


  I dive into my documentary for the next three days, and Steven doesn’t even bother to call. I suspect that he has a lot to think about. 


  Sunny? She arrives at the studio two days later, subdued, but quietly at peace. 


  “So, I guess you’ve given up your fascination for kinky sex?” I dash off my opening question, dearly hoping that she’ll say yes.


  But no, that’s not the case. She stares back at me looking surprised that I’d even suggest that. “No, Shelly, it turned out to be my fault. I was supposed to wait for my Master’s return, but I got spooked and panicked.” She smiles, eyes deviously merry, “I’m sure I’ll get punished for that!”


  “Oh, God no, Sunny… how could you?”


  “Shelly, stop!” Her anger suddenly ignites. “I’m not going to have you make the incident something that it wasn’t. I really appreciate your coming to my rescue, but I never should have left the warehouse. If I’d just been patient for five more minutes, Sir would have been there, and I wouldn’t have bothered you. You’re not going to talk me out of what I love. I can’t quit. I won’t quit, and there’s absolutely no reason why I should.”


  “Okay, okay, don’t be so defensive. Just remember how Steven and I found you.”


  “Well, that’s regrettable.” Her face suddenly changes, from anger to a look of pleading desperation. “Please, Shel, let’s just forget it. Please?”


  My heart sinks; I’ve lost this round. All she’ll do is rationalize any argument I make. 


  “Okay. But do be careful. I’m not as convinced of this master as you are.”


  “But you will be. I’ll introduce you soon. You’ll realize that I have no reason to worry.”


  As for my dilemma regarding Steven, I’m biding my time, choosing to wait. I could have easily ended things the night we rescued Sunny, but I just couldn’t bring myself to tell him it’s over. I’m holding out that our relationship will slowly slip away without my overt effort, or perhaps in spite of my efforts to hold on. Certainly, I’m giving him mixed messages, which won’t set well with a man of decisiveness and clarity. 


  The weekend arrives and with the documentary almost done; I’d like to spend a night with Steven—I miss him so much. It’s late on Friday afternoon and I’m about to leave the studio, but just as I reach the door the phone rings and I make an about face. 


  “Ah, my sweet, I found you.”


  Aman. 


  A mixed feeling akin to relief and fear wrapped in one neat package sets my body on edge. I know what this means and everything in me is alive and raw. I know that the terrific arousal I squelched while attending to Sunny can at last be released. Already, without Aman saying another word, my body feels as if it’s lifting off the planet with excitement. This makes me wonder if I really want Steven that much. 


  “You’ll meet me in Tyler, at the Steak House on the Wharf. There will be a package at your apartment; the clothes I want you to wear. I’ll see you at eight. For the rest of the weekend you’re mine. Questions?”


  “No, Sir.” 


  “Good. You can tell me when we meet how you’ve kissed off your boyfriend.”


  The phone clicks off and I set the receiver back in its cradle, sighing with a heavy heart.


  Steven won’t know any different, I rationalize. Tonight was to be my surprise. Why I even planned the night when I know I have to break it off, I don’t understand, unless I was simply testing reality, thinking that perhaps Aman’s intrusion in my life was really just a dream… or that he would simply not return for me. That was my hope; I know better now. 


  Knowing that Steven may get suspicious if I don’t see him, I give him a phone to explain myself, fibbing freely, with a story of how at the last minute, I need to re-shoot part of the documentary so I’ll be tied up all weekend—literally I will be. “I’m bummed,” I groan unhappily.


  “So, what can you do about it?” he asks. I sense him shrug as he accepts my excuse, though I detect the disappointment in his voice that only makes me long for his embracing arms.


  “Maybe next week,” I say half-heartedly. 


  “Yes, absolutely next week, or I’ll think you’re trying to get rid of me,” he says with a laugh. 


  He’d kidding, but perhaps this is intuition speaking. Reality hits hard. Yes! I have to end my life with Steven as soon as the weekend’s over or I’ll die walking this tightrope of deceit and heavy regret.


  ***


  Though the clothes Aman had sent to my apartment shouldn’t surprise me, I’m still in awe. Soon as I open the bulky package, I get a clear picture of my owner’s plans for this night. The cream-colored nylon blouse is nearly transparent—no embroidery over the breasts, no subtle print, just a diaphanous fabric that will drape my torso and leave little hidden. Small pearl buttons allow easy access to my breasts. I know Aman plans for me to go braless since he furnished no bra. The effect will be startling. 


  Just under the blouse inside the package is a navy blue gabardine skirt that contains enough Lycra to make it cling tightly to the hips. I don’t have to put it on to know that its snug fit will render me the sex object my owner expects of me. He’s also furnished thigh-high lace topped stockings—no panties—and black patent-leather stilettos, with what I guess are five-inch heels. It’s a ‘fuck-me’ outfit, simple, classic but exceedingly bold for restaurant attire. Regardless of my reservations, I have no choice but to follow his orders or risk punishment I’d rather not endure. Thankfully, an unbidden but naughty thrill begins to rise, as I think of the sexual statement he’ll make of me tonight. 


  The Steak House on the Wharf in Tyler. I mull the location of this tryst and wonder how I’ll handle the exhibition. It’s been a long time since I was so blatantly exposed. I’ll be lucky to survive this night without turning into a mass of quivering jelly. Already my thighs are warm from the arousal; that warmth glides up my skin to tickle my cunt. 


  I dress with great care, making sure to re-apply my make-up, a little heavier than normal, and pouf my hair with hairspray so it looks seductive not sedate. Might as well go all the way in this public demonstration. I should anticipate that like most Dominant men, Aman intends to define my look to suit his pleasure. I anticipate more such nights, when I grace Aman’s arm looking like a high priced call girl. At least a call girl would extract a hefty price from her john. I get nothing from this arrangement but hard, rough sex and, hopefully, the safety of those I care about.


  After taking one last glance in the mirror, I grab a lightweight coat to cover my outfit and dash out the door. I’ll have to speed to get to Tyler by eight sharp and I don’t dare be late.


  It’s just my luck that Aman is waiting for me at the door to the Steak House when I pull up to the front. He pays for valet parking, then helps me off with the coat as we enter the restaurant. I’m giddy with embarrassment, but try to maintain some poise, as he takes my arm and escorts me to the far end of the dining room and to our table. Dozens of eyes linger on my displayed breasts, which gently sway behind the fabric of the transparent blouse. My areoles are pink and thus remain a little less obvious that darker ones would. At the same time, the startled, sometimes lurid glances I receive have their effect. By the time I reach our table, the exhibition has turned that soft pink skin into hard knots of purple flesh that poke right through the blouse. I fight to contain my embarrassment, trying to be proud, not ashamed, of what I am this night. 


  I probably pull off the feat with reasonable aplomb, but can’t help sighing in relief when I’m finally sitting safely in my chair. My back’s to the room and Aman sits close on my right side—as if we’re lovers. 


  “You look appropriate for the hour,” Aman says once we’re settled. These are his first words to me. 


  “I hope I please you,” I bow my head submissively. 


  He only nods. “Give me your hand.”


  “I offer him my right hand and he immediately clamps a metal handcuff around my wrist. He snaps the other cuff to the front right leg of my chair. The chain connecting the two cuffs is not more than eight inches, which makes it impossible for me to raise my hand higher than my thigh, thus it rests uselessly in my lap. 


  “And park your bare ass on the chair,” he orders. 


  I should have expected as much, even with this tight skirt. But to attain the required posture takes a good deal of wiggling about, since I have only one hand to help me with the task. He’s chosen chairs with seats that rise high on either side to hide my exposed bottom, but that’s hardly much consolation. I’m sure that any of the wait staff will be able to see my bunched-up skirt riding high around my middle. I have more reason to blush. 


  “You’ve done this before?” he asks.


  “Not really, or at least not in such a public place. You know yourself what I was trained for.”


  “Indeed. You were trained to submit. And now it’s time to test how much of that knowledge you’ve retained. I’d suggest that any feminist arrogance that may have crept into your consciousness should be eradicated. You’ll be tested hard. I expect much. Now spread your legs.” His cold command sends a lightning bolt of sensation through my body. 


  I do as I’m told, opening my crotch, which is, thankfully, under the tablecloth and mostly hidden from sight. Aman scoots even closer, so he can easily reach between my thighs and fondle the soft warmth of my sex. He does so briefly, discovering how wet I’ve become. I can’t hide who I am even if I try. 


  He entertains a brief smirk, then reaches into his pocket and pulls out several items that he places on the table. By then, our waiter arrives to take our order. Aman rattles off his choices, while the curious, but very polite, young man glances at the strange objects lying in plain sight.


  “You recognize anything?” Aman asks him when he sees the young man staring.


  “I really don’t know,” he says, though there’s a mischievous twinkle in his eye that says he’s lying.


  “This female with me is my property,” Aman explains. 


  A spark of thrill lights the fellow’s face. “Really?”


  “Indeed. I use her body in ways that make some people cringe. But then, such use is well within my rights as her owner.” I don’t know why he says these things except to embarrass me.


  The waiter is obviously intrigued with the idea and I fear what more Aman will tell him. 


  “Like some kind of slave?” the man suggests.


  “Tell him,” Aman turns to me with the order.


  I gaze up, but not quite look the waiter in the eye. I can feel a hot blush rise on my neck and move rapidly toward my face. “I belong to him,” I say. “I accept what he does to me because it gives him pleasure.” I have no idea if this is what Aman wants me to say, but it seems to suffice. 


  He smiles and turns back to the flushed young man, “So, you’ll be placing our order now?” he asks.


  “Yes, sir,” he answers, and he abruptly leaves. 


  Alone again, Aman continues with his tests, reaching in between my spread thighs and affixing clamps to my plump labia. The first clamps hardly hurt, but I know they have a firm grip on my flesh and will not easily come off. He attaches at least eight, four on each side of my cunt in a cluster of small clamps that hold my sex in a unique form of bondage. The entire area throbs. 


  “You may close your legs,” he says when he’s finished. 


  That allowance is no gift. The more I close my legs together, the more the clamps become uncomfortable as the ends cut into the soft flesh of my thighs and the metal tightens down with any move I make. I grimace as threads of pain make any position difficult to manage.


  “Hide your distress. Breathe through your pain,” Aman counsels. “I’ve hardly started.”


  I sense that fact and do my best to follow his orders. At least for a moment, the raw pain subsides, replaced by a dull ache. 


  We eat a delicious crab cake—or, more accurately, Aman eats the crab cake and feeds me one bite. I realize as soon as the crab hits my palate that I haven’t eaten since breakfast. I was too busy for lunch and am suddenly famished. 


  Between the appetizer and salad, Aman opens my blouse with surprising ease, undoing the tiny buttons until the fabric falls to either side and exposes my naked breasts. Thankfully, the lights are low and with my back to the room few will see. Still, I shudder as I realize the depths of my submission and what disgraceful behavior it demands of me. What if the waiter were to return now? I worry. 


  I can only assume that Aman has an explicit purpose for this risky act, which will become another source of pain and embarrassment. My hunch is immediately confirmed as he plucks from his coat a pair of nipple clamps that are joined with a chain of half-inch lengths. He spends several seconds with each nipple, drawing it out and twisting the small bud. I breathe deep again to avoid showing any distress and calling attention to this display. By the time Aman finishes the torture, my nipples are firm tight knots and properly prepared. He easily slips the clamps over the buds and tightens the teeth down so they won’t budge. He then re-buttons my blouse, looking quite pleased as he watches the shiny chain jiggling inside the thin fabric. 


  I’m a swirl of emotions. Panic, dread, fear, shame, triumph and surrender all share a place inside my queasy belly. 


  “Your eyes give you away, slave,” Aman notes my distress. “You resist. You clench in fear.”


  “Of course, I do,” I blurt out, perhaps unwisely, but the wellspring of feeling that suddenly rises to the surface can’t be stopped. My eyes burn hot, I’m almost in tears. “These are not commonly accepted behaviors in my world.”


  “But they are in mine.”


  “But our worlds are different.” I lean forward persuasively and both my chest and crotch feel a significant jolt of pain. 


  “Indeed,” he answers. “And in this case, our worlds collide. But trust me, whatever I do to you, because you comply willingly will be tolerated—even in your world. You have a civil society here. Many will look the other way. Some will gawk. Others look down their noses in disgust. But no one will come to your rescue because you’ll wisely, submissively, allow what I do with a grateful heart. This exhibition pleases me, your submission arouses my sexual fervor, and when I’m pleased and aroused, I no longer think of sadistically cutting down your friends. I only think of your debasement.” He pauses, so his message sinks in. “Is all that clear?”


  “Yes, sir,” I can barely speak. 


  “So,” he sits back in his chair admiring me while waiting for his salad, “your friend Sunny is coming along just fine.”


  I know my eyes flare with anger as soon as he says her name. And he’s admitting this to my face! 


  “You said you’d leave my friends alone!”


  “Well…” he drawls, “there are exceptions and Sunny is the one.”


  “Please, please don’t! I thought that was the deal. I cooperate, you stay away from those I care about.” My passion falls around me, shed like tears, even though I know he won’t understand or care. 


  He sits back haughtily, perhaps delighting in my distress. “But she was so ripe. Fell right into my schemes, perfectly, Miss Monroe. I couldn’t contain the urge.”


  Exactly what I fear.


  “She’ll make a first class slave. I’d suggest you not count on her being your assistant much longer.”


  My entire body quakes. “And why is that?”


  “There is a training facility she’ll need to visit as soon as I have time to take her.”


  “No, you can’t!” my voice rises and Aman’s eyes turn vicious. 


  I’m warned by his ferocity alone and back down taking a deep breath. 


  He backs down as well, his lip curling into a smarmy smile. “There. You see I do exercise restraint in accord with your civil customs.” His dark eyes narrow, his brow knits low. “Under any other circumstances, I would have slapped your face. And trust me, another outburst like that last one, I won’t care whose company we’re in. Your cheeks will burn red from more than that lovely blush.”


  “I am sorry, sir,” I bow and bite my lip, “but I just thought my agreement was…” I’m shaking badly. 


  “Was what? Hands off? I don’t believe I ever said that in so many words. You really should know better, Michelle. I take what I want; simple as that.” He stops when his salad arrives, then with a lighter tone of voice, continues, “Don’t worry. Sunny will be treated well. She’ll have the life she wants and what suits our needs. There’s nothing to get in a snit about; she’s as natural for submission as you were.”


  I flash back to Sunny bound hand and foot, struggling to the car from the shadowy warehouse, her mop of red hair tousled and sexy. I shouldn’t worry?


  Aman reads my mind. “You’re thinking of your friend the night she called you to rescue her. Yes, I know all about it. Your intervention changed our plans, but there’s no real harm done. The little slut was more daring than we thought.”


  “What?”


  “Yes, she was deliberately left in the warehouse, just to see what she’d do. Who would have guessed that she’d find a way out, let alone find a phone to call you, and the means to do that with her hands bound?”


  “Then she wasn’t just abandoned?”


  “Oh, she was very much abandoned. But the abandonment was deliberate. We left her for the night to suffer in that warehouse, alone, with all her fears haunting her. It would have been quite intense. By the time we freed her the next morning, she would be well on her way to the kind of surrender we require. Her desperation and gratitude would be a sight to behold. Sunny, however, had some spunk left, and a bad latch on the door allowed her to escape—they’ll be someone paying for that oversight. As far as Sunny goes, we’ll simply have to find another time and means to give her the same experience. It won’t take much. You can count on that. But, I’d suggest that you wisely not intervene again; that would only damage you.”


  He eats his salad while I let this new information sink in. Then while Aman eats his entrée, occasionally offering me a few bites of steak and potatoes, he broaches the next item of business. 


  “Your Mr. Vandenberg… I assume he’s finally out of the picture?”


  I’m almost surprised by the question. I figured that he knew about Steven’s part in Sunny’s rescue. Perhaps not.


  “Yes,” I boldly say. In the same instant, I feel as if the blade of a knife has cut a path inside my gut. But isn’t this the truth? Steven must be gone after this weekend. This is no game my owner plays and I can’t allow his getting hurt. 


  “And he will not be trying to insinuate himself into your life?”


  “No, he won’t. I’ve made sure of that,” I lie well. He believes me, or at least seems to.


  “This is good. You made quick work of him, but then what you’re getting in return surpasses the mundane romanticism of a common love affair.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I hasten to suggest that you actually want what I offer more than you want him?” He displays a surprising vulnerability with that question. But I refuse to give him the answer he wants to hear. 


  The dinner ends almost immediately. Aman reaches between my thighs and hastily yanks the clamps from my labia. I smother my shrieks as each slip of skin floods with blood and the pain rushes outward, attacking all my senses. Once I settle, he unlocks the handcuff from the chair leg to set me free, although he attaches the second cuff to my left wrist. Teetering on the patent leather stilettos, I walk through the dining room like a common prisoner. My breasts with the attached nipple clamps and their silver chain jiggle noticeably between my arms as if the blouse wasn’t even there. Aman strides behind me, pushing me forward so that no eye can linger long on the stunning sight. Some will shake their heads in amazement. Others will savor the memory, but swear it was their eyes playing tricks—or the subtle dinning room lighting. But just as Aman so astutely explained to me, no one will raise an objection. And no one does. 


  ***


  Aman takes me to his penthouse playroom where I serviced his army of friends and business associates several weeks before. However, instead of remaining in the large living room where I’d been bound inside the fountain, he leads me into a more intimate setting of torture. 


  “This is my private entertainment room,” he announces as we walk through the door. “Few people have the opportunity to enjoy this space, I’m rather fond of keeping it a guarded secret.” He seems quite proud as he struts about the oval room enjoying a lavish mural of copulating bodies that has been painted above the four-foot high wainscoting and across the domed ceiling. It is really quite an amazing artistic effort, which took some painter many painstaking hours. Breasts and asses and naked cunts abound as an orgy of pleasure seems to float in a sepia haze about the room. 


  Below the wainscoting, the walls are covered in burgundy velveteen. The normal furnishings in the room—a lounging settee, an overstuffed chair and a small side table are in an ornate, old European style, which lends a particularly inviting quality to the room. But, the feeling of welcome ends there, as the primary purpose for the room is threatening and grim. 


  I immediately face an apparatus that looks basically like a chair, though it’s missing part of the seat. Instead of a plush velvet cushion, there are two padded slats that form a ‘V’, although the slats do not connect at the bottom of the ‘V’. Above the base of the chair is a straight narrow back and arms that would seem adjustable, or removable, as the situation requires. Rather than attaching to the bottom of the chair, the straight back attaches to the arms, which wing off to the side and are supported by sturdy struts. I realize immediately that the gap between the base and the bottom of the straight back is nearly eight inches, enough for the average woman’s round behind. It is designed for optimum accessibility. 


  On the floor beneath ‘the chair’ sits a hand painted ceramic pot with a wide mouth—I can only assume its function.


  “Take a seat, Michelle. I’d like to see how the device fits.”


  Without the use of my hands, sitting down with my legs spread so wide is difficult. Aman raises the tight skirt enough so I can accomplish the feat, but he gives me no other assistance. He watches critically as I flounder a bit trying to adjust my thighs against the padded ‘V’. Once I finally settle, he smiles.


  “How appropriate for you. Displays all your natural qualities and functions. Be assured, this is a device expressly designed for optimum torture.” He’s almost giddy with excitement. 


  I feel my own perverted excitement well in me, but it remains subdued by fear that attacks like a snarling dog. 


  He removes the handcuffs and rests my forearms on the arms of the chair, wrapping them with lengths of thick rope and tying them with firm, unyielding knots. He likewise wraps my legs with rope, high at the thigh, the knees and the ankles, so I’m effectively bound to the device. The final piece of bondage is a four-inch high posture collar that fits snugly around my throat, raises my head high like a haughty bitch and attaches to the back of the straight slat behind my neck. 


  Thus, I sit in my elegant sluttiness like a pinned insect. 


  He starts the music, a slow, sultry drumbeat that seems to bounce off the walls. Then he struts around me with a cane in hand, eyeing me with an air of suspicion. I am suspicious, too. I follow his gait as far as my eyes can see him, but when he moves behind me, I feel my hands clutch the chair arms, and see my knuckles turn white with fear. Suddenly, Aman grabs a fistful of blonde hair and tugs. The beat of the drum goes on and my heart palpitates hotly. My open crotch starts to stir from the air that playfully dances about its supple, moist tissue. Then as Aman withdraws his hand from my hair, a tingling energy rains down through my spine all the way to my ass. The drumbeat gets deeper inside.


  The lights dim, while spotlights highlight the paintings on the walls. They come to life like moving pictures. The tease is mild, though it invades my body all the way to the bone. 


  Aman crouches in front of me, taking his cane in hand to toy with my labia and clitoris, which he can barely see under my scrunched up skirt. It may seem like an ineffectual tease but the effect powerfully sweeps my body with want, transforming my hunger for food to a hunger for physical satiation that will not rest until it’s satisfied. 


  Though I could cum in seconds, I fear that my satisfaction is a long way off. Aman will keep me hanging. It will be his pleasure to see me suffer from denial, from his hand quickly withdrawn, his instrument silenced just before my body explodes, his command withheld as he reappraises my desperate state. This is at the heart of his sadistic amusement. 


  When he removes a knife from a small drawer in the elegant side table, tears puddle in my eyes and march right down my face. Panic grips my gut. His knife is nearly a foot long, with a thick, curved, pointed blade—eight inches of gleaming and polished steel. 


  I clamp my eyes shut tight. 


  When I feel the tip of the knife slightly pricking my chin, I freeze. 


  “Open your eyes, Michelle,” he tells me. 


  I do as I’m told, my head still straight, my eyes now straining to focus on the dreadful blade. 


  “You think I’d hurt you?” Aman asks.


  “No, sir.”


  “I certainly could,” he says. “I could slit your throat and dispose of you easily.” He lets me think on that as he runs the pointed end across the underside of my neck to where it meets the collar. Then he slips it down to my sternum where it punctures my blouse. I’m afraid to breathe. 


  “How beautiful the female is when fear surrounds her. Her ears perk, her eyes light like stars, her nostrils flare, her pores seem to open to sensation like at no other time.”


  He catches a tiny button with the tip of the knife and gives it a quick yank. The button flies to my side. Aman moves down from button to button, cutting with a flick of his wrist and the sharp steel. Flung about the room haphazardly, the buttons fall silent on the thick carpet. With my blouse nearly open, Aman hastens the process, tearing into the sheer fabric until it hangs on me in shreds. The nipple clamps bob annoyingly as they jerk back and forth with his erratic movement, while the chain dangles heavily between. The pressure expands, the ache builds and the drum beats on. 


  With a snigger of merriment in his expression, Aman moves down to my crotch again, tickling my labia, my clit, and finally my asshole with the point of the knife. I worry that any second, he’ll slip and the pot beneath my snatch will collect blood, not urine—as I suspect its function to be. But in a ruthless move I don’t anticipate, he suddenly lunges upward with his arm and the curved knife rips my bunched skirt in two pieces that fall limply against my thighs. 


  My shriek could curl hair, though it ends as quickly as that swipe of Aman’s knife. He continues to cut away at my clothes until they lie in pieces around the chair and I’m naked. While his delight rides about the room in waves, my fear does the same and the drumbeat just increases feeling of dread. This fear must breed my lust, since at any second I know my cumming is just a small touch away from igniting.


  I know he’ll deny the climax that waits in me ready to explode. It’s not yet time. Not until his sadistic urges have been fully satisfied and my pleasure is an afterthought. 


  In midstream, Aman changes the game, putting his knife back in the drawer and pulling out more rope. I cannot imagine myself more bound than I am now, but then, I am not the master of sadomasochistic parlor games. 


  He unlocks the collar from the slat behind me, which allows my torso to bend forward. I find some immediate relief in that freedom, but it’s all for another evil end. He circles the thick white rope above my breasts twice, then circles again underneath. He follows by joining the upper and lower ropes between my tits and on either side, then binds the breasts themselves until they stick out like pointed plum-colored bee-hives. I look ridiculous. But then there is something strangely erotic in this disfiguring bondage. It turns my crotch into a flaming, pulsing bed of desiring, while at the same time, turning my owner’s cock into a hefty erection that now tents his pants so obviously that I can’t take my eyes off his crotch. 


  He comes at me for more, with glass suction cups that fit snugly over my nipples. The clever devices sucks the air from the bell-shaped glass, which expands my captured flesh to twice its normal size. My energy rises and I’m about to panic. I gaze down at them in terrified wonder.  


  “Easy now, Michelle, you can do this. Breathe.”


  I feel faint, though the pain is beyond me. 


  “Breathe,” Aman commands in a low sonorous voice. His hands are on my shoulders, pushing me back against the slat, his eyes piercing mine. “Look at me and breathe…” His tone is calm and reassuring. “Breathe with me.”


  I follow in line like a conforming soldier, breathing with every measured breath he breathes, with every beat of the drum, enduring the tension as the suction cups increase their pull. I pant with an open mouth, my eyes glass over, blurring a bit, but still fixated on my owner. My tits become two throbbing furnaces of pain, that transform in me and rush down to my place of passion with a swell of energy. My thighs, my belly, my cunt throbs in unison. 


  “That’s it. You’re doing fine. Just a little bit more.” I falter and he shakes me. “Work through it, slut. You will not disappoint me.”


  I breathe again to the rhythm of his hot breath and the sound that permeates the room. The aromas of his meal… the crab, the steak, the coffee, fill me, unite me with. 


  He smiles and backs off. 


  Relief washes over me as Aman releases the cups and the acute tension in my nipples dwindles away.


  But he doesn’t let me rest. His fingers tug at my distended flesh, twisting my nipples cruelly, as his face twists into a look of sadistic satisfaction. I am mewling softly, while his abrasive methods only become more vicious. Then gazing down I see how raw my nipples have become. Still, he doesn’t stop. It’s clothespins next, two at the ends of my buds and then more that circle close, digging into the tender flesh of the pink areole. Each feels insignificant alone, but together the impact is devastating to my sanity. I rock back and forth, whimpering like a wounded pup. Aman doesn’t care. He’s in his zone, his Dom space, experiencing the joy of causing me pain.


  Is that not my purpose, to please him? In his mind, certainly. The fact that I am not pleased, pleases him most. This is not for my pleasure but his, he will tell me. I am his victim, the female of choice he will use as his play-toy, his whipping post, his subservient pet. The sadistic thrill he realizes with me is limitless.


  My breasts stick out like pincushions—there must be a dozen clothespins on either tit before he stops. I’m about to lose all control. When I see the thread that runs from one pin to the next, I begin to babble some nonsense that neither of us understands—filled with ‘please, please, not that!’, ‘No, God help me, I can’t take more…’. I’m practically delirious, thrashing back and forth, which only makes the pain more acute. 


  He slaps my face and the sudden pain in my cheek grabs my attention quickly. 


  I come-to, feeling nothing but my stinging face. He slaps the other cheek for good measure, so both burn. “Stop your babbling!” he barks as he slaps my cheek again. “You understand?”


  “Yes, sir!” I strain to say. 


  He slaps me again. “Say it again.”


  Yes, sir!”


  “And again.” Another slap. 


  “YES, SIR!” I’m practically shouting. 


  He stops. 


  I watch as he lifts the end of the connecting thread. Not even a smirk on his face, he’s all serious, grimly seething. His crotch seems to explode on me, that member still tucked inside his suit packs one hellava punch. I imagine him fucking my face, a jet of cum covering my mouth. 


  I watch his hand, this wait a gruesome exercise in fear. Time seems to linger in this moment, expanding it beyond its borders. Everything that happens next transpires in slow-motion as if we rise above the room and reality. I see his hand in front of his chest, his fist clutching the heavy thread, and then the sudden sweep of his arm in an arc as he yanks the connected pins from my breasts. 


  I must have passed out from the pain. I next remember the sickening smell of pungent perfume—smelling salts. As I revive, I see that I’m still bound with rope to my owner’s torture chair and that at least half of the clothespins still surround my nipples and cover the tip. I must have been out just seconds. 


  He throws cold water on my face to revive me more. 


  “Oh, you are good, my little painslut.” He’s smiling now. “Too bad; I’m not done.” He pauses as he struts in front of me, “Too bad for you, but not for me.”


  He stops to flick the tips of the clothespins and I wince. Parts of me are numb now. I don’t know what I feel in any specific way, except the unrelenting and determined pain. Then, like a god finally having mercy on my plight, my endorphins start to rush. 


  I know I am delirious as Aman starts to pluck the remaining clothespins from my breasts. Each disturbs the tentative rush of pleasure, but the endorphin high quickly returns, along with the comforting ache. I don’t even realize when they are all removed. My eyes are closed, my mind adrift. 


  Aman’s hand strokes my pussy down below and a trickle of juice pours over his hand. I start to cum and he withdraws. 


  “Suck it!” he next commands and I open my eyes seeing his hefty erection greeting me. “Suck it!”


  I lean down enough to take his member in my mouth. My jaw works hard in a steady rhythm. I feel the force of his passion rising inside his muscled thighs, shooting from the center of his groin toward me, first with fiery sexual heat alone, and then with the ejaculate landing in my mouth, across my face and when he pushes me back against my tortured breasts. 


  “Ah, what a bitch you are,” he says scornfully, as if he hates me. 


  I don’t understand why. But I’m too exhausted to even think. 


  The spent Aman musters enough energy to end the session with the last of his favorite devices—a portable fucking machine that he slides in under my exposed crotch. Two fake pricks stand like sentinels at the top of the contraption, and with a little maneuvering are lodged an inch or two inside the openings of my cunt and ass. He turns the power on and the surging dildos thrust upward, driving to my cervix and deep into my rectum. 


  Aman stands. “There, you thought I’d forgotten your pleasure.” 


  The surging makes powerful demands on my body, but I’m cumming within a minute, body thrashing like ragdoll in captivity. The walls of my inner body seem to expand and I feel a wail of anguish rise from my depths and pour out through the room. The fucking continues through several climaxes. Each one is hard and powerful, but so demanding of my wasted body that I have no will to continue after the third one. And yet, the machine will not stop until Aman decides to turn it off—turn me off as if I am a marionette; or, better yet, just an extension of this cruel contraption. He strides about the room, watching my jerking body with a critical eye. He delights in my torment. Is there such a thing as too much pleasure? I wonder as I come down from one erratic high and another builds. Perhaps if a man of flesh and blood were able to work my sex in the same ruthless way, I might respond differently. But there are no hands, no lips, no scent of a man in heat, no real cock to impale me and this cumming is just another method to demean and dehumanize me, to strip my soul away and leave me physically satiated but still an empty vessel, wasted but emotionless. 


  Suddenly the machine stops and the dildos slip from my body. For seconds after, my body jerks as if I were still impaled, then I finally slump back into the confining bondage. Aman stands at the door, viewing me with a blank expression. Then the lights go out and he closes the door behind him, leaving me in the darkness, alone. 







  

  Chapter Eight
  




  Chapter Eight


  When I arrive in New York, I go straight to the hotel, looking for Daniel Broc. Of course, he’s out. I half expected that, but I didn’t anticipate the hotel clerk telling me that he leaves for days at a time and that his schedule is too erratic to predict. Since he left the day before, and gave the hotel no indication of when he’d return, I wonder if this jaunt is a waste of time. 


  I cool my heels in the lobby for an hour, shop the streets nearby for another hour, then return to the hotel with the hope that Daniel will miraculously appear. When I find he’s still out, I weigh my options: go home, or check in and, like a stalking cat, lie in wait for his return. I mull my decision for several minutes slumped in a comfy reading chair in the lobby. A fountain nearby softly trickles with a steady stream of running water, and above me a canopy of potted palms creates a peaceful cocoon. I’m so exhausted, I think I could just lie back and nap for a while if it weren’t for the dreadful fear gathering inside me. Just for a few minutes, I reason as my heavy eyelids slowly close. 


  “Michelle.” 


  A voice in my dreams calls to me. I’m running along the beach, chased by a presence I cannot name. 


  “Michelle.” 


  A hand on my shoulder…


  I jerk, sit up straight and gaze up into Daniel’s eyes. 


  “Oh, my God!” 


  “You okay?”


  “Yes. You just startled me.”


  “Am I not the reason you’re here?”


  “Yes, you’re the reason I’m here.”


  “Then come up to my room.”


  He turns and walks toward the elevator without checking to see if I’m following. 


  I can’t stand the silence in the elevator or as we walk along the hotel corridor to his room, but he seems perfectly at ease. I do marvel at his attire, so very different from the tuxedo of a week ago, but nonetheless so civil in comparison to the dusty military fatigues and heavy boots I remember from the past. He now wears jeans, a white T-shirt and a leather bomber jacket, which accentuates the broad shoulders that carry his muscled weight with great ease. He’s shorter than Steven, but they share the same forceful presence, the self-assurance of their size and confidence. Daniel is more edgy, more immediate, while Steven is laidback and serene. Whereas Daniel exudes danger even in this civilized place, Steven generates a feeling of safety I’ve come to trust.


  I follow Daniel into his suite and stand in the living room while he fishes through the wet bar for glasses and liquor. 


  “Scotch okay?”


  “Anything would be fine.”


  He pours the drink. “Why so scared?”


  “I’m not scared.”


  “Yes, you are. You look petrified, Michelle.” He hands me the glass and motions to the sofa. “Sit down.”


  I take a seat, my ass precariously perched on the edge of the couch, while I sip the drink. Though I may hate the taste, it will soothe me in time. I watch him as he moves around the room, letting my question cut through the smoldering silence. “Why are you here in New York?” 


  He turns, walking my way. “That’s what you came to ask me?”


  “One of several things.”


  “I’m here on business.”


  “What kind of business?” 


  He sits down, leaning back in the comfortable easy chair with his legs crossed and his arms resting on the wide armrests, his bulk settling in as if he owns it. He cocks his head; his expression like hardening concrete. “What you really want to know is whether my business concerns you.”


  I smile weakly. “Well, does it?”


  “No,” he states flatly.


  Immediately, my energy slumps like a sad clown; I feel foolish. 


  “You expected it was?”


  I find I can’t say.


  “You have a reason to want me here?”


  He guesses well, while I remain silent.


  “What’s the matter, Michelle?”


  I fidget with my glass and finally take a long wincing gulp of scotch, then set it down. “I…I thought maybe there was some connection…” I stop before I finish. An alarming degree of sexual arousal has crept up through my loins. I clear my throat hoping to continue.


  “Connection between me and what? You’re in danger?”


  “You think I might be?”


  “I think something’s got you scared stiff, but I’m not about to play guessing games with you. Spit it out and get it over with.” The commanding tone reminds me of my years with him as his trainee. No wonder I feel the emotion and lust that drove that time come at me like a brick flung directly at my gut. Desire swirls around me so strong I want to give myself to him again.


  “So, you’re no longer associated with the organization that kidnapped me?”


  “Did I say that?”


  “No, but you’re being as evasive as I am.”


  He smiles. “A stalemate,” he suggests. “And if no one puts their cards on the table, we get nowhere.” He raises his eyebrows questioningly.


  “Okay, I want to know if I made a difference in your life…” I finally blurt out. I know that this has little to do with my real reason for being here, and yet, I have often wondered. “…if you gave up the slave trade because of me. That is…if you gave it up?” I suppose this is the real reason for my question; I want to know if it’s even safe to be talking to this man.


  The question takes him by surprise.


  “Yes. I have quit the trade. And was that because of you? I can’t say. You might well have been a contributing factor, but there’s no one reason. Fact was, I got tired of the constant danger. I sleep a whole lot better now. But that is only half the answer. Do I still deal with slaves? All the time. It’s in my blood to seek out women needing submission—women like you. I own several now, in a more consensual arrangement, but their service to me is a form of slavery, there’s no getting around that.”


  “Where are they?”


  “Amsterdam, London and Brazil.”


  “Really? None here in the U.S.?”


  “None. I’m hardly ever here. There’s a ranch in Brazil where I spend most of my time. I keep an apartment in Amsterdam mainly for business…and my slave in London is a more casual arrangement on the rare occasions when I’m there, maybe twice a year. She was another one from the Middle Eastern brothels that I smuggled out.”


  He rescued another slave? The very idea blows apart a long-held fantasy. I find myself intensely jealous to know that there was another slave significant enough to rescue. 


  “And you love them?” I ask. 


  He laughs. “If you want to call it that. I’m not sure you could describe my feelings for women as ‘love’ in the traditional sense.”


  “Why, because you beat them?”


  “I beat them because it satisfies a need in us both. More to the point of love, I’m a remote and guarded man. I won’t allow anyone inside me. You should know that as well as anyone.”


  “I once felt very much inside you.”


  “Perhaps. But that was over quickly, was it not?” He peers at my sad face, wonderingly. “So why are you here, Michelle? And let’s try a little harder this time.”


  Anguished pangs of regret return to me as if it was just days ago that we were together in that safe house. I loved him deeply. I let him go, but a part of that love remained inside, which has reawakened now with overpowering strength. At this moment, I’d easily toss aside my entire life to have him, even just a piece of him, to be his slave again. 


  “I saw you here at the reception, and ever since I haven’t been able to let you go. I needed to see you, to dispel the fascination.”


  “You have a good man and you’re willing to risk him in order to see me?”


  “He won’t know.”


  “But you will.”


  “It won’t matter; trust me.”


  “You want me now?” 


  I am tongue-tied knowing that my wanting swarms around me like angry bees. 


  “Say it, Michelle.” He sips his drink so causally, while my mind works fast.


  He leans forward, pushing me for my answer. “Say it,” he whispers.


  “Yes,” I lower my eyes, feeling like a feeble child. 


  “Don’t stop there,” he presses. 


  “Yes, I want you now.” I wince. My gut clenches. 


  He sits back. 


  “Then, you be what I need for you to be, slave,” he scowls as he did so many times, twisting the word ‘slave’ into something evil. I feel his passion surface, the darkness, the great need to strip me down to the base essence of my sex. The expression on his face darkens and I tremble. He views me critically, appraising me like a jackal appraising his prey. “Take off your clothes,” he finally says.


  I shudder at this command, sparks trickle down my shoulders, while thrill breeds below the surface. I begin to strip as he orders. My face reddens with the humiliation I love as I discard my sweater on the floor, and my lacy bra follows. His eyes fix on my bare breasts as they once did years ago. Hardly able to rise to my feet, I shakily lean on the arm of the couch as I kick off my shoes and struggle from my skirt and stockings. Naked before Daniel Broc, I drop to my knees, assume the pose of submission and wait. 


  The air of arrogant authority exuding from his bold presence makes my juices collect at the doorway of my crotch. A layer of perspiration rises on my skin, while goosebumps rise across the draft-chilled surface. I feel faint and flushed and orgasmic. 


  “Get on my bed, slut!” Daniel orders in a tone of disgust. “And crawl like the lowly beast you are.”


  I make my way on hands and knees into the bedroom behind us. When I don’t move fast enough, he stands and nudges me with the toe of his boot. Thus I move faster, putting distance between us as he watches me from the living room. Climbing onto the unmade bed, I remain on all fours and wait, peeking occasionally to see where he is. 


  Daniel takes his time meandering into the room. Though I sense his sexual arousal, I know he can keep it squelched for hours if he chooses. He’s not like most men driven to sex by a throbbing erection, who gallop at high speed to satisfy their urge to fuck. A quieter, darker passion brews inside him, fed by a hunger for dominion, not the brief moment of climax. Power, anger, manipulation, and cruelty all play their part. He’s a man of epic battles, not small victories. What he can control defines him. That he can control me now, after all this time will satisfy his lewd hungers as much as any physical climax. 


  I wait, recalling this truth and know I have reason to anticipate and fear the next hour. 


  He approaches me quietly with the stealth of a cat. My eyes are closed, so the feel of his hand on my ass takes me by surprise. He mauls my flesh with vigor before he starts to smack my cheeks with his open palm. The blows come hard and fast and my ass stings from the dreadful heat. I feel punished, like an errant child punished for wrongdoings, as if I need this to wipe clean the slate of my crimes. There is freedom in this pain. 


  I gaze to my side, looking directly into the mirror, watching our fiery tableau, seeing his large hand connect with my flesh and my cheeks redden. Even more shocking to me is the image of Daniel Broc’s dominance pouring out over my submissiveness. My body comes alive, shaking with desire, while the furnace between my thighs blows hot.


  Daniel stops the spanking and backs off, rummaging through the chest of drawers, returning with a length of rope that he uses to tie my wrists together and then to the slatted wooden headboard. He pulls me forward with a harsh tug and I feel the natural need to resist create a familiar tension in the air that arouses us both. Overcoming my resistance with his brawny strength, he has me easily tethered, and mentally careening deeper into submission.


  Pulling a steel bar from the closet—how handy to have the equipment so available—Daniel binds my ankles to either end, keeping my legs widely spread and my pussy vulnerably spread. Once I’m secured to suit him, he begins spanking my pussy with the same thundering blows he used on my behind. I shriek as the sudden pain sends stinging shocks to the ends of my frayed nerves.


  He stops, taking my chin firmly in his hand as if to crush it and drives his blue eyes into my mine, admonishing cruelly, “Don’t make me gag you.” 


  I’m locked to his fixed gaze and clamp my mouth shut tight. Yes, sir, I’ll take the pain, my frightened eyes communicate. 


  At first, the waves of sensation make me twist in my uncomfortable bondage, but then the fire transforms into a yearning need and my body becomes lost in Broc’s fury. He strips off his clothes and mounts my face, pressing his cock to my lips, which open for the hard erection. As he rides my mouth, he slaps my pussy with a riding crop. I may gag and sputter, but there’s no stopping his depraved need to use me as the pain-slut slave I was to him once—and will always be. I slurp and suck, thoughtlessly, as I’ve been trained. I think this rhythm will take us both to a rollicking climax, but he pulls out of my face, and turns around, stuffing his erection into my cunt. He grabs my breasts, attacks my mouth with brutal kisses and uses the pulsating snatch at my center until he finally explodes deep in my belly. 


  A surprisingly swift finish. I’m still cumming softly as Daniel pulls dripping from my vagina. 


  There’s no tender aftermath, no loving caress. He lets me grovel in a puddle of our juices while he moves to the bathroom and showers. Nearly an hour later he returns to me smelling as fresh and crisp as morning air.


  I dozed while he was gone, but come back to life when I hear his voice. 


  “You’ll be okay here for a while, slut,” he says. “I’ve got work to do.” 


  Leaving me aghast, Daniel retreats to the living room, closing the door behind him with a soft click. 


  I listen intently to the sounds from the other room. While I lie captive, he makes a slew of phone calls. I hear his voice, but not what he says, though the serious businesslike tone characterizes what little I can make out. It’s obvious to me that he’s in control, making his points succinctly before moving on. I suspect he has a certain agenda, which he will efficiently complete before he returns. He’s not unlike dozens of businessmen I’ve known.


  With nothing else to do, I doze again, still tied to the headboard, legs still splayed open. 


  By the time Daniel returns, the sun is setting on the city. An eerie grey light filters into the room giving it a murky afternoon glow. I wake, hearing him rustle on the other side of the door. There are voices. The door opens and Daniel enters the room with a man following close behind him. 


  His associate is a smartly dressed black man wearing a slick grey suit and a tie that looks like a purple watercolor painting. He reminds me of male models in fashion magazines, the kind women drool on. I figure most men as impeccably handsome are gay but not this one. 


  He sees me and his hand goes immediately to his throat to loosen his tie. He continues disrobing with his eyes fixated on the vision he sees. Long before he removes his jockey shorts its apparent that the sight of me arouses him and he’ll take advantage of the opportunity given.


  “A slave I rescued several years ago,” Daniel says dismissively as an introduction.


  “And she’s gratefully paying you back?” the man wonders. 


  “In a manner of speaking. You can use whatever hole you want, just grease the ass if that’s your pick. I don’t want to send her back to her boyfriend bleeding.”


  “Ass it is, man,” the black man smiles. He moves in close and reaches out, stroking my feverish skin with his fingertips. “Ooo, and such a smooth pussy.” He dives into the bed going directly to my naked pubic mound, where he relishes the feel of baby-soft skin that never grows a speck of hair. His tongue glides over the skin as if he’s eating ice cream, tasting the flavors of sweat and spent juices that have dried there. Even I can smell the thick aroma of sexual excitement that pours from my cunt. 


   The black man fingers my slit and my pussy jerks with life. I’m absorbed by the way he thrums my clitoris, the way his tongue eases about my inner labia, the way he sucks them til I seethe with the sibilant sounds of pleasure. 


  “Good reactions,” he gazes briefly at Daniel who stands watching. “You wouldn’t want to sell the slut?”


  “If she were for sale, she’d bring a steep price, but I have a policy never to reclaim a freed slave. I doubt it’s worth my time to deal with their issues. And they do have issues. If you take them away from the conventions that rule their behavior, they fall into the traps most modern women do, reverting to the foolishness freedom breeds. This one is a prime case. But…” he smiles with a familiar and brutal glint in his eyes, “she’s still good for sex.” 


  I’m utterly wounded by his low opinion of me, and despite my mounting arousal, the resentment grabs at my gut. What am I now? A trophy fuck for his friends? How dare he?


  But as Daniel ambles from the room I turn my attention to his horny friend and feel the sexual heat rise up. Maybe Daniel’s right… maybe this is all I’m good for. My body, motivated by its continuing desire focuses on the artful black man with his slick moves and talented tongue. 


  Though he finds my cunt a delightful diversion, it’s my ass he wants. I realize this for certain when two fingers slip deep into my anal crevice and locate the unused opening. He lubricates the place with my pussy juices, finding them enough to grease the path his cock will soon explore. 


  My insides shudder nervously as he works the place with ever increasing fervor, until he’s fucking my ass with at least three fingers. I widen for him easily. His other hand massages tit and nipples, while his mouth continues its journey around my clitoris and pussy. I’m cresting fast and about to burst when he suddenly pulls backs and flips me over. 


  He pulls my ass cheeks wide. “You want this, baby,” he purrs.


  “Ah… unnnnnnnn.”


  “You want this; tell me, girl,” he gasps.


  “Ooo, yes, God yes… take my ass,” I pant back. 


  “Yeah, baby, you randy bitch.” 


  He runs his hands over my skin, his touch like velvet, like his tongue. I’m carried away by the subtlety, the pleasure of having his whole attention focused so devotedly on my entire body… not just the convenient body openings where he’d stash his cock, but the skin under my arms, along my side, down the curve of my belly and the back of my legs, where every touch teases. 


  He returns to my ass cheeks a half-dozen times before he finally spreads them wide and enters my anus with one swift and definitive thrust that makes me his—at least for these few copulating moments. 


  “That’s it, bitch,” he says when I squeeze my inner muscles around his shaft. It’s not as thick as some I’ve known, but it drives so deeply that I think he’ll dissolve inside me and we’ll never separate. “Oooumm, yeah baby,” he purrs at my ear. “You like your man, Jaz.” His tongue traces the line of my neck and I tremble, scared. 


  The fucking gets harder and I’m overloaded with stimulation. I swear I must pass out for a minute overcome by the intensity, but then I’m awake again with my body alive and cumming in great long spasms. 


  “Gawwwwwwd! Yessssssssssss. More, hurt me more!” I scream


  “Oh, yeah, baby likes it hard.” 


  He smashes his hot groin into my ass, into my body, into my brains, my blood, my soul until my whole insides faint away. Too much! No! I can’t take more!


  I must have fainted again, just long enough for my black lover to leave me with my well-fucked ass still in the air, riding the breeze. By the time my eyes open again, he’s gone and Daniel’s in the room again. 


  Realizing that the fucking is over, I manage to turn onto my back; it’s just too uncomfortable on my knees. By now, there aren’t too many positions that don’t make my body ache. My bound arms feel stretched to twice their side, and the muscles in my thighs quiver as they remain unable to close. Yet, my discomfort is the last thought in my brain… 


  “I never realized how much you despise me,” I tell Daniel as he enters the room and moves toward the bed. 


  “Why say that?” He looks surprised.


  “You do. I heard the way you spoke to him about me.”


  “To Jaz.”


  “Yeah, to Jaz.”


  He shakes his head. “You’ve got me wrong on that. I admire you as much as I ever did.”


  “I doubt that you ever admired me. But ‘she’s still good for sex.’”. 


  “That you are, good for sex. But you are more than that. If you weren’t, you wouldn’t have been worth saving.” 


  “Saving for what? To be a slave on the outside…”


  “You’re telling me you don’t like playing slave?”


  “I’m telling you that was my past.”


  “Oh, really? Your past? If that’s the case, then don’t go throwing yourself at me and expect anything else.”


  Hot tears sting my eyes.


  He laughs. “Oh my, was this supposed to be some tender reunion? I guess I’ve really fucked up, haven’t I?”


  “Quit mocking me, Daniel.”


  “Sure. But who would have thought that White Silk would have tightened up that little twat of hers. You used to be so loose with your favors and happy about it.”


  “See, that is all you think of me. There’s no tender feeling in that hard heart. I don’t know now why I bothered coming here.”


  “So, you think there’s nothing there?”


  “I know there’s nothing there.”


  I think he’s offended. “Well, now that’s a lie as good as the ridiculous reason you gave for coming here in the first place. Maybe, eventually, you’ll tell me the truth.”


  “I have told you the truth.”


  His eyes darken. “Bullshit, girl,” he suddenly climbs on the bed over me, his hands on either side of my face, his blue eyes staring into mine, threateningly. “What does it take to make you honest?”


  “I am being honest.”


  He slaps my face and unlike Aman’s demeaning slap, this one hurts far beyond the stinging physical pain. “Why are you lying?”


  I’m too flustered for words.


  “At least admit you’re lying. Do it, Michelle, or I’ll start punishing you all over again until you come clean.”


  He’ll have no mercy, I can see this now. But what do I say?


  “Admit it!” 


  I want to look away, but he takes my chin in his hand and forces my gaze.


  “Okay! You’re right. Yes. I’m lying,” I finally blurt out. 


  “Then what’s the truth?”


  I shake my head. “I can’t tell you.”


  “What? That makes no sense. You came here for a reason and you’re playing games for whatever bullshit reason your sorry brain’s made up.”


  I stare him in the eye, trying to speak, but the words catch in my throat. 


  “Out with it, Michelle!” he takes a nipple between his fingers and twists. 


  I writhe. He twists more and my face contorts into a pained grimace.


  “This what you want? Punishment? You want it hard and long and nasty? Is that what this is about?” 


  “Please!” It’s the only word that escapes.


  “Please what?”


  “Please stop.”


  “No!” He keeps twisting and squeezing the small slip of skin. “I should just hang you by your nipples until the confession pours from your lips.”


  I’m silent still as though my mind races for the words to say. 


  He finally lets go, backs off the bed and stares down at me in all my laid out woe. “I’m in the States on business and to check up on a few former slaves, you being one. I’ve made numerous inquiries through my contacts.”


  “And why is that?” I wonder aloud. 


  “I’ve had reason to believe you’re in danger.” I feel a sudden welling of tears in my eyes. This is all I needed to hear. “You want to deny it now?” he asks. 


  I shake my head.


  “How long ago?”


  “A couple months.” I can barely whisper. 


  “Aman?”


  “Yes, Aman. I’ve been with him on several occasions. His instructions were pretty clear. He’s claimed me as his slave.”


  “But you’re free to roam, to see me in New York, to have a boyfriend? How’s that being a slave?”


  “It’s a more modern arrangement… sort of.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “It means he owns me, that I’m at his beck and call when he’s in town, and when he’s not, I’m free to live my life as I choose—with a few small changes. Right now, he’s off somewhere, but he could return anytime.”


  His eyebrows narrow abruptly. “So you’re risking your life just being here,” he says grimly. 


  “I don’t think of it that way.”


  “Well you should, slut. He’d just as soon kill you as allow you to cross him. He may also have you tailed and know exactly where you are right now. Have you thought of that?”


  “I know it’s possible.”


  “So what’s he have to keep you ‘at his beck and call’?”


  “Pictures of my family and friends. He knows them all, implying that they are at risk if I don’t do what he says. And, most importantly, my assistant, Sunny has become an unwitting victim to his slave trade.” My emotions rise, as everything I confess becomes more difficult to voice aloud. “I’m not sure how just yet, but he zeroed in on her, finding a willing S&M player. He gave her to some sexual master that has turned her heart as much as her body into a simpering submissive. Now he has plans to send her to his training ground. Daniel, I can’t let that happen! That’s why I’m here. He’s already taken Steven from me. But I won’t let him have Sunny.” 


  Tears stream down my face as my emotions quickly surface. I’ve spent the last weeks in a fog of denial and false hope. Even the vicious doses of reality that Aman’s dishes out don’t create the feeling of desperation I’m experiencing now. Yes, it matters to me that Sunny is being swept away on my coattails, but it also matters that I’m losing any chance for a normal life, and it matters most of all, that I’m losing Steven—forever.


  “Damn him! Damn him! She doesn’t even know,” I sob. “She has no clue. No clue. It’ll be too late. And If I tell her, I know she won’t believe me. And Steven…” My body is so wracked with sobs that I can’t go on.


  Daniel unties my feet and then my hands and gathers me to his chest where the tears pour out until I have no more left. He’s not a man accustomed to sentiment and compassion, but he manages in his own awkward way. When the tears pass, he sets me back down on the bed and sits beside me. 


  “I’m so cold.”


  “Here.” He pulls the bedspread over my naked shoulders and I nestle in the small cocoon. “So, you thought I could help?”


  “I didn’t know. I didn’t know if you weren’t somehow in on the scheme. I needed to find out. It seemed a little too coincidental, Aman suddenly swooping down on my life and now you appear out of nowhere for the first time in years. Daniel, don’t mess with me. If I’m Aman’s and there’s no way out then I have to know. If there’s a chance that I can be free of him, I need to know that too.”


  He stares down at me and snickers. 


  “Hell, I should probably just keep you here to keep you safe.”


  “Sure, that would work for me, but it would do nothing for Steven and Sunny and the others.”


  “What about this Steven?”


  “What do you want to know?”


  “Has he guts enough to risk himself for you?”


  “Guts, yes. But risk himself for me? I’m not sure.”


  He searches my face, worriedly. “He doesn’t know, does he?”


  “About… ?”


  “White Silk.”


  I turn my head away in embarrassment.


  “Look at me, Michelle. I want an answer.”


  “No, he doesn’t.” I bite my lip and gulp guiltily. 


  Judgment pours from his eyes. 


  “What was I supposed to do, lay that heavy trip on him first thing?”


  “How long have you been together?”


  “Eight, nine months.”


  “And in all that time?”


  “I couldn’t. I wanted to, but I couldn’t. I did it with Kovac. The man knew every sordid detail. But not Steven.”


  “You think he’ll leave you if he knows the truth?”


  I can’t answer that. 


  “Is that it? You have some prissy pretty boy who’d flinch at your darkness? What the hell do you want with him anyway?”


  “He’s not a prissy pretty boy, Daniel! He’s more like you than any other man I’ve met; just a heck of a lot more civilized.”


  “Does he love you?”


  “More than I deserve.”


  “Then, good God, give the man a chance.”


  “I can’t tell him.”


  “Well, if you don’t, there’s nothing I can do for you.”


  He rises from the bed and turns toward the living room.


  I jump to my feet and follow him.


  “What does Steven have to do with getting me free of Aman?”


  “If it’s doable at all, I can’t do it alone. You need safe haven and frankly, I don’t trust you with your own escape.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Damn it! You mucked this one up. Don’t you see that? Doing your fucking documentaries. Soon as Kovac’s ashes are scattered, there you are again, hogging the spotlight with movie producers, taunting the underworld that had you in their grasp, flaunting your freedom before their eyes, like you were above them now. You’d think you had the smarts enough to know that you can’t live in the limelight with your past. You can’t cozy up to people in high places. They’ll worry that you’ll start to talk. You’re dangerous to the slave trade, Michelle. What you know could shut them down, or at least make it difficult for them to operate. Why the hell that wasn’t clear to you when I sent you on your way, I don’t know.” He’s pissed. “Irrational, brainless female that you are, I should have known better. I should have know the day Kovac died that you were going to require another intervention.” 


  “Then you knew when Kovac died?”


  “Of course. I’ve known everything about you since you left my side. It’s not just your safety I was concerned about, but mine. You didn’t think I pissed off a few people when you came up missing? I needed to keep tabs on you. I should have stopped you a year ago when you produced that first documentary. But, I thought the subject was safe and that your work would drift into obscurity. Which it should have done.”


  “Gee, thanks.”


  “But no; you’re good. You win prizes, you draw attention to yourself. There are interviews and talks about books, and a sudden fascination with your odd history as a political prisoner. Or did you know that was the buzz in certain European circles?”


  “I stopped the book deal right off.”


  “But not before you had enough media attention to grab the notice of the slave trade you served. You breathe even one word about your captivity, you get the bogeymen scared. I’ll bet Aman’s had his eyes on you for months, not weeks. It’s my guess that within days after your whereabouts were revealed, there were eyes peeking into your life.” 


  A visible chill shakes my body.


  “You bet you should tremble, girl. You’re not safe now, you never will be safe. Ever. You hear that? Ever!”


  He paces. I don’t remember ever seeing him this distraught.


  I slump down in a living room chair, “So, why do you even care? You don’t have to! You could just let me go back to them.”


  His hands sag in the pockets of his pants. “Because I do, Michelle, and that’s my weakness. You did get under my skin. You were the woman I would have wanted in another lifetime.” 


  He sighs and turns to me, “Just not this one. And, the facts are, I don’t care what tidy arrangement Aman’s laid out for you, at some time his fascination for you is going to end. You’ll be dangerous to their cause, and that makes you expendable. The grand life of a sexual slave belongs in fetish novels, at best your trendy Bdsm dungeons, because real life as a sex slave has nothing to do with the lofty ideals of trust, loyalty, love and respect. You should know that, if anyone does. Maybe our brief affair tainted your memory. Perhaps you have some gilded vision of it lingering in your brain. In case you do, let’s get one thing straight, you were expendable to them then and you are to them now. That’s the reason I shoved you back into your world; I didn’t want to see you die in their hands. And that’s the reason I’m here now.” He stops, his hard eyes grab me cruelly, just as his brutal honesty has shaken my gut. “So, is the man you love man enough to do what it takes to save you?”


  “He’s no weak-kneed boy, Daniel. But will he want to save me? I don’t know.”


  “If he loves you, he will. I’ll let you tidy things up between the two of you.”


  Daniel moves my way, taking a swipe at the floor to grab at my clothes and tosses them in my lap. 


  “Get dressed. Go home. Make your confession to Steven and sit tight. I’ll let you know what to do. Hopefully, I have a few days to figure this out.”


  “A few days? You’re sure Aman won’t hassle me?”


  “No. I’m not sure. But I intercepted a communication last night. He flew to France yesterday and is booked for a flight to Jordan tonight. It’s my guess the organization called him back, at least for a few days.”


  Unbidden, my eyes fill with tears and love. “You’re really doing this for me?” 


  Daniel Broc amazes me… Some would call him evil—he’s certainly done evil things. But there is more than hurt, brutality and evil in his heart. For a man of distinct black and white, he has a wide grey area of interpretation left open by this new act of mercy. At least I can rationalize the fact that my attraction for him has not dwindled. It won’t dwindle in another five years or ever. But it will remain submerged, and regardless of the warm feeling I feel now, he remains an impossible man to love. I know it’s better to keep a lid on any sentimental feelings, though I can’t help this small one that escapes my heart. 


  “I’ve had it planned for weeks.”


  “Then you knew?”


  “Of course, I knew.”


  “So what am I? A pawn in a game for men?”


  “Don’t go romanticizing the thing, Michelle. Though, yes, you are just a pawn in a great game that I don’t intend to lose.”


  Strange feelings rattle me with shivers. I’m chilled to the bone. All the sentimentality is swept away… rightly so. 


  “You’re in danger as much as I am, aren’t you?”


  “Don’t ask, because I’m not telling you more, Monroe. Just take the game seriously this time. This is a deadly game and there are no chances after this one.”


  “I’m lucky to have this one.”


  He nods, but he won’t say more. 


  It is a long sobering ride on the train, and another long ride to my apartment, where I find four messages from Steven on the answering machine, each one more frantic sounding than the one before. 
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  Chapter Nine


  I meet Steven in a small city garden where I often go to think. It’s secluded on four sides by brick walls, which are covered with thick vines. I come here believing that it is my private refuge, that no one else knows of its existence tucked in the heart of the city, unseen. It is one place where I’m able to think clearly, even with the sounds of traffic in the distance and the harsh smells of city life that permeate the jungle of vines. I hope Steven and I will find as much clarity here together as I find for myself. Because I figure he’ll have some difficulty finding the garden, I wait outside on a small concrete bench. 


  Some minutes later, he approaches from the solitary path leading to the garden. My heart skips a beat in fear, while at the same time, I feel the same flutter sexual excitement that has always attracted me to him. 


  “Why here?” he asks.


  “I knew we’d be safe.”


  His eyebrows narrow with concern. “Safe?”


  I rise to my feet and slip through the opening in the brick wall into the open area beyond. Some city gardener must tend the small space with meticulous care, like a mysterious gremlin who knows just when I’m about to arrive and prepares the place for me. 


  As Steven follows, he brushes the thick growth aside and gazes in awe. 


  “How did you find this place?”


  “I found it when I first moved here. How? Just stumbled in like I belonged. I’ve been coming here ever since when I need a quiet place to think.”


  “And that’s what we need now? Quiet?” He looks at me suspiciously. I know he has a lot on his mind and so do I. Even inside these soothing and earthy surroundings, I feel the agitation between us rising like the breeze that rips through the air above.


  “Maybe.”


  “So, you want to tell me what’s going on?”


  I hear the same brittle urgency in his voice that I heard in his phone messages.


  “Maybe you want to tell me why you’re so upset,” I cautiously venture. 


  “Upset? You think I’m upset.”


  “I know you are.”


  He smirks and nods his head agreeing. “Yeah, I am upset.” There is something especially unnerving about anger in a man who is commonly good-natured. To be responsible for that anger makes the tension that much worse. 


  “How about we start with where you were yesterday. You tell me you’re in NY to do additional filming for the documentary and then I run into Sunny and think, hmm, this is curious. Wouldn’t Sunny be with you? I ask her, how many days does she think you’ll be away, and she looks at me like I’m crazy. ‘Michelle’s in New York?’ she asks me. ‘Yes, she’s redoing footage,’ I answer. She looks totally dumbfounded. Then, she realizes that it’s a lie and she tries to cover for you. But she doesn’t do it very well. So, I start to speculate. Does it have to do with the mysterious notes that you so quickly tucked away… or maybe you’re with Daniel, your friend who showed up at the conference? I wonder even more, if there are other things you’re lying about. What about the missed dates? Are you really as busy as you say?” He pauses to give me time to answer, then starts in again when I don’t. “I don’t have any answers but I sure have a lot of questions.” He shrugs. “I could make up the answers on my own, but maybe I’d get them wrong. Maybe.” His expression, filled with hurt and puzzlement, makes me shudder with guilt. “I’d rather have the answers from you. What do you think? Think it’s about time you started talking?”


  “Yes, Steven. It is. That’s why we’re here. It’s just so hard…”


  I stroll my tiny garden trying to take solace in the simple beauty of the trees and flowers, but suddenly feel confined by the high walls around me… no comfort here. But would there be any comfort anywhere? 


  “Stick with me, Michelle. We don’t have all day,” Steven interrupts my musings.


  I turn to him. He is troubled, his face looking aged and dour. I’ve driven him to this—and that hurts. 


  “Why were you in New York?” Such urgency. Like Broc, just like Broc, an insistent, even dictatorial, fervor rises in the man. It swirls about him, about me, about my tiny protected place, which is no longer protected anymore. He invades this place the way Daniel invades me… like we’re in the hotel room, Daniel leaning over me, eyes menacing spears of darkness, demanding my answers. I feel my tears start to rise and turn away, but Steven stalks me, turns me about in his hands and gives me a quick shake. “Michelle?” He lets go my arms.


  “I had to see Daniel.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I’m, I - I’m worried about Sunny.”


  “Worried about Sunny?”


  “And me.”


  He’s confused. “So, what aren’t you telling me? What would Daniel Broc have to do with Sunny?”


  “I—I think the man she’s playing with—you know the warehouse scene, may be threatening to… to kidnap her the way I was kidnapped.”


  He thinks a moment. “That makes no sense.”


  “Oh, but it will.” My words confirm what I need to do, and in that instant, I feel the physical sensation of letting go, the tightness in my belly relax, the hurt in my head subside. I can’t hide anymore, I know what I have to do and my resolve is firm. 


  I move to the concrete bench in the garden. “Will you sit with me?”


  He looks no less grim but he does sit… in a fashion, with his back to the wall at the side of the bench. He sits perpendicular to me, which intensifies his energy sending it all in my direction. 


  I sit up straighter and look into his face. “Steven, when I was kidnapped five years ago, I wasn’t held in any normal prison. In fact, there really was no political reason for my abduction. From the beginning, I was marked for sexual purposes. I was made into a sex slave.”


  His expression hardly changes, but grows more fixed.


  “I was vigorously trained to serve the sexual whims of tyrannical men with kinky sexual tastes. Anything you’ve heard, read about or seen regarding sadomasochistic sexuality I was forced to do. I was beaten, put in bondage, humiliated, gangbanged, and tortured for pleasure in dozens of ways by dozens of men. There, I was White Silk, not Michelle Monroe. At the end of my training, I was sold to a man I called, ‘Sir’, my master. More abuse was heaped on me, but I accepted it. I was no longer the woman taken from the train. My freedom was gone and I lived in a world apart from my previous concept of reality. 


  “It was a terrifying time and a horrible fate, one that would only get worse the more I aged, or the more that society used me. That world would eventually tire of me when new, younger, female flesh caught the attention of the masters. So, I worked hard to please them. I obeyed their commands without hesitation. And I poured my heart and soul into their pleasure—just so I could stay alive.”


  I stop to survey Steven’s cool expression again and take note of how it’s changed in imperceptible ways. A sense of worry, of alarm—of fear, perhaps—and fascination, all dance across his brow.


  “The truth is, much of the sexuality that was forced on me really wasn’t forced at all, but desired as much as I desire love. I came to want those extremes with increasing fervor—especially when they were coupled by even a slight degree of tenderness. Occasionally, one of my masters gave me exactly that, even Sir sometimes looked on me with respect, and then Daniel…” I pause and take a deep breath. “I fell in love with him. And I believe in a small way, his own way, he loved me back. He orchestrated my rescue. Despite the sexuality my captivity brought out in me, I relished my freedom as dearly. Daniel understood that. He’s a man who cannot be contained, and ironically, he saw me the same way. 


  “What I didn’t clearly understand when I was freed was how much danger I was in. Kovac entered my life so quickly that I had little to be afraid of with him. He kept me safely in his underground world where my slave life continued, just in a different form. I told Kovac everything; he knew it all, and gave me the dark sex I yearned for. But when he died, I made the erroneous assumption that I could put it all away…like an adolescent puts away her childish toys. I thought I could put those years behind me and start fresh. I thought that by then no one would notice my small documentaries. Who would remember my name? Or even care that I was a free woman now? I got more aggressive in my field, which Daniel tells me now, only called attention to where I was. What I didn’t realize was that the underground still had their eyes on me. My former captors noticed. Daniel noticed. I had no idea how risky my life had become, until a couple months ago, a man named Aman pulled me off the street.”


  “He did what?”


  “Pulled me off the street. The night I was going to have dinner with Monica, I never got to MacArthur’s. I spent the night with Aman… and… he persuaded me to cooperate with him.” 


  “Cooperate? What does that mean? Have sex?”


  “Oh, it’s more than sex, Steven; it’s sexual use, humiliation, heavy flogging, pain. Anything he wants. He forced the slavery on me again, threatening to hurt the people I love if I didn’t obey…you, Sunny, my family, you were all implicated as he offered me my choice.


  Steven’s face suddenly bursts with anger and he snaps, “Why the hell didn’t you tell me?”


  “Tell you?” I blurt right back at him. “What would you have done? What could you have done? I was trapped.”


  “And you just allowed him to use you? When?”


  “When he was in town. He didn’t want me full time, just as his party girl.”


  “And you weren’t going to tell me?”


  “I wouldn’t be telling you now if Sunny hadn’t gotten involved in that dungeon scene. Aman set us both up. He showed me pictures of her with her master, but Aman was in the pictures, too, observing. I knew then that this was no innocent love affair between a dominant man and his submissive.”


  “And he knew about me, too?”


  “Of course. He expected me to break up with you—which is why I’ve been so erratic in my behavior the last few weeks. I couldn’t do it; I just couldn’t make myself say those dreadful words.”


  “So, we’re here now; why?”


  “I knew I had to let you go to keep you safe. And I would do that for you; I’d do that even now if I had no other choice. But Sunny…I had to fight for Sunny. Aman has plans for her… all I could see was the slave camps, the training, the horror of being bought and sold…” Tears sting my eyes, but I brush them back. “When I saw Daniel at the conference, I had to wonder if he was still part of the slave trade. It made sense that he would be. And when Aman’s plans for Sunny became clear, I went to him to plead for her. He rescued me; why not her?”


  “And can he save her?”


  “I hope so. I think so. Maybe. Steven, I’m sorry for all this, for your even being with me. Some women have baggage; I have a boxcar loaded with danger from my past. And I was too naïve to know that. I’m so sorry.”


  He gazes around at the high walls and shudders. “You know, this place is damned confining.”


  I look with him at the imperious green, that has suddenly taken on a very different look, like that of an ominous jungle. “You’re right. I used to find it comforting. I guess I lived in a prison of walls so long that I still seek them out when I’m afraid.”


  “So, why are you telling me the story now when you say we’re over?”


  “Daniel asked me if the man I loved was man enough to do what it takes to save me.”


  “And you said?”


  “That you were no weak-kneed boy. What I didn’t know is if you still cared enough to want me.”


  He shakes his head. “You know, you really do stretch the boundaries of love.”


  “We can stop here, Steven. Call it quits right now. I’ll certainly understand if you want nothing more to do with me. I have no idea what Daniel has planned. But I know these men are violent and demented. They don’t have the moral values we grew up with. It’s a world of terror and trickery.”


  “So, what are you asking of me?”


  I stumble on the question, having no idea how to answer. I can’t even see the love in his eyes, which until today had so abundantly, so freely, warmed my heart. 


  “Daniel says he needs your assistance to ensure my safety. It’s a tricky mission that can’t be accomplished by one man. He wants to know… if you’re willing…”


  He thinks, but only briefly, before answering. “I’m not the kind of man to back away from any battle, but I’d sure like to know what this battle will mean.”


  I see the fight inside him, the puzzlement, the anger, the confusion and the concern. 


  He shakes his head. “I don’t know what I feel right now, Michelle. Maybe when I let off steam, I’ll know…”


  “Let off steam?”


  “You’ve lied to me and that just doesn’t sit well.”


  “I was protecting you, Steven.”


  “I understand that. But there was a lot you could have told me that would have helped me understand you. You want the pie-in-the-sky relationship—and I believe in that as much as you say you do. But to have that, you can’t throw pieces of your life away as if they didn’t exist, and that’s what you did. You can’t expect me to like this, Michelle.”


  “I knew you wouldn’t. But you do understand why?”


  “I understand that you’re really scared. That you have a rough time being honest because you think you’re going to scare people away. That you’d just as soon forget what happened back then. Sounds reasonable, but it’s still not right. You can’t have a meaningful relationship with someone when you’re holding back half of you who are. Obviously, you think I’m pretty shallow; that I’m incapable of accepting what happened to you.”


  “No! I don’t think that at all!”


  “But that’s what I’m left to conclude?”


  “I made a mistake.”


  He shakes his head, his anger simmers at the surface, but it’s so contained, so like him. “Yeah, you did.”


  If only he would just erupt, slap my face, strike me down, I’d feel a whole lot better. But that is not Steven Vanderberg. 


  He moves to his feet and paces this gentle garden like a restless tiger. 


  “I want to get out of here,” he finally announces. 


  “Sure.” I rise to my feet. “You want me to go with you?” I meekly ask. 


  He nods his head. “Yeah, I do. They say confession is good for the soul; I would guess that absolution is, too.”


  I’m unsure what he means by this.


  I’ve never seen him so hard, so remote—or so appealing. I’d think he was shunning me, except that all his power is focused solely on me. My crimes have shifted his being into a mode I’ve never seen from him—not with this breathtaking force. Clarity. Purpose. Determination. They all pour from his soul, along with the rage that seethes disturbingly beneath the surface calm. He says absolution. I believe him, but what does that mean? 


  Punishment. That I understand. I’d welcome punishment, the freedom I’d feel to physically pay for the crimes I’ve committed, to put this all behind me with the pain I understand. I fear, however, that it will not be that easy, not that black and white.


  As Steven exits my refuge, a stirring wind swoops through the tiny garden. Picking me up, it carries me away with him. 







  

  Chapter Ten
  




  Chapter Ten


  Steven is not exactly pacing, though he moves through his apartment living room, carrying the heavy weight of my recent revelations like an anchor, which will keep us motionless on our restless sea. He walks to the blinds and peers out, then turns the slats to darken the room. They set a grim, forbidding mood. 


  As if his mind is an open book, I can tell he’s deciding what to do as he restively tidies his private space. He picks up a stack of magazines. I expect him to move them from the coffee table to the trash, but instead, he suddenly slams them down on the table so hard that I fear the force will break the glass top. 


  “Damn it!” He looks at me. “What do you need from me, Michelle?”


  “I need to end this… this impasse,” I cry.


  “And how does that happen? How do I feel better about what you’ve told me? About your lies? Do I want to help you, I think I do, but …”


  The tension screams in my ears and I think there’s no way out. I remember Kovac, those few times like this… and I wonder if the solution he had for himself in these circumstances would work for Steven. I watch Steven’s grim face, the heat of anger in his solid eyes, knowing he needs to express that anger in some meaningful way. Let off steam, he said himself. I remember what Kovac would do and think… yes, that is the one solution that might work in both our favor. Entertaining no second thoughts, I abruptly rise, march into the bedroom, grab the hairbrush and return to living room, handing it to Steven. 


  “Spank me!”


  “What?”


  “You said absolution…isn’t that exactly what you were thinking?”


  “I don’t know what I was thinking.”


  “I think you do; you’re just too nice a guy to believe you’d actually do this to the woman you love—or at least loved. If it doesn’t make you feel better, if it doesn’t set things straight, if you can’t act from a feeling of love and concern and caring… if I’ve totally fouled up this relationship, then I’ll leave. I’ll handle Daniel and my dilemma by myself. I’ll survive it one way or another, I know I will. But you’re off the hook without guilt.”


  “You think it’s that easy?”


  “It might be. You were feeling it in the park… I could sense what you wanted to do. So, do it, Steven. I’ve been a bad girl and this is exactly what I deserve.”


  He takes the hairbrush in his hand and stares at it with curiosity. “This is what the modern woman needs, huh?” 


  Yes, it is, I silently reply. How I shudder, desperately anticipating his next move. I have been punished by masters, by Kovac when I pissed him off, but not in a scene like this one. The thrill is mysterious but evident in my body, as my pussy gushes liquid—or so it seems as if it gushes. My panties are certainly wet. My whole crotch itches in a wanting way, and I smell the fragrance as it drifts to my nose. I breathe it in hungrily, like the sweet smell of languid afternoon.


  “I don’t know about other women, Steven, but this is what this modern woman needs.”


  He stands back, eyes me carefully, putting himself in the mindset of another time when this sort of thing was more natural. Then he finally points to the sofa. “Over there. Bend over and put your palms on the seat, and don’t make a lot of noise; I do have neighbors.” 


  “Yes, sir.” 


  Another flutter of erotic thrill fills the air. I suspect he feels it too by now, although I don’t sense this session will end all that erotically. 


  I do move quickly, taking the position he ordered, lying with my groin across the top of the sofa and my hands flat on the seat. 


  Giving my skirt a good yank from the waist, Steven bares my ass. I twitch involuntarily as the tension between us mounts. I wonder if he feels the sexual energy the way I do. But this is more than about sexual energy; the spanking gives him purpose, something to do with this anger. Yes, it’s a gamble, but it might well pay off. I’ve felt for months that I have a closet Dominant in this lover, and he may prove it today beyond all doubt. 


  SMACK!


  I lunge forward when the first smack strikes, and muffle the reflexive grunt. The swat seems to burn with all of the anger he could muster.


  He follows the first with a rain of strikes that quickly turns my entire ass hot. I squint hard, holding back the tears. 


  Obviously, Steven got my message, and into the act—a lot more easily than I expected. There’s nothing tentative in his delivery. A minute passes, and he eases further into this role. Pausing briefly, he stands closer to my side and places a firm and steadying hand on my back, pressing me into the cushion of the sofa. The heat of his flesh is comforting, but at the same time brusque and authoritative. I may have instigated this punishment, but he’s taken charge. 


  Continuing with his decisive smacks, Steven attacks my ass with obvious glee. This might prove reassuring for my present dilemma and my guilt, but those thoughts quickly take a backseat. The heat and discomfort expand, and I begin to squirm. I grit my teeth and swallow my cries. I should be brave, face the music and take this licking like a good girl. But even when I’m trying to prove a point, I’m not that good when the pain short-circuits my reasoned determination. He lets go a few especially rebuking smacks and my whimpering cries rise as a testament to my woe. I hate wood, always have! I hope he’ll pause at least for a few seconds so I can regroup, and when he doesn’t, I start to fight him. It’s natural instinct. Who wouldn’t under theses circumstances? 


  My entire body becomes taut as steel, while my ass flesh burns. And finally, because I can’t hold back any longer, I wail quite loudly, “Oh, God, please stop! Please!”


  My body bucks against his hand, but there is no moving away from him firm grasp. Steven fumes as if I’ve offended him, “What did I say about being quiet?” 


  I’m duly scorned.


  While I settle myself, Steven runs the smooth back of the hairbrush against my hot skin, teasing me with the threat of his next smack. When he begins, the fury behind the paddling makes me wonder what kind of monster I’ve unleashed from its pen of rules.


  As each crack of wood smashes into my buttocks, more tears form in my eyes. I hear myself sobbing, feel my body wriggle for escape and listen to my heart, torn as it is, plead silently for an end to this punishing session. 


  When he’s finally finished, Steven tosses the brush to the sofa beside my hands where it lands with a saucy bounce. I’ll never look at the thing the same again.


  “Get up,” he orders tersely.


  I struggle to rise without his help. Obviously there will be no consoling hug to finish this off. If anything, I’ve only just tapped an anger that has deep roots and a vast well of emotion to draw from. 


  We face off looking eye-to-eye, his eyes molten with dark feeling, mine tear-strained and puffy from crying. “Yes, Michelle, this was the right solution, at least for now,” he says. 


  “Was it?”


  He nods. “Yes, it was. But I need time now.”


  “Steven, there are probably more things you need to know… I-I need to tell you…”


  He gently lifts my disheveled hair off my face, and covers my lips with the soft touch of his fingers. He shakes his head no. I’m not to speak. “No more, not now. You go home and do whatever you need to do. You’ll hear from me soon. I just need some time to think.”


  “Okay,” I answer weakly. All the spirit for argument has vanished. “It was the right thing, wasn’t it?”


  “Yes, it was.” 


  I need reassurance, but I see from his troubled expression that I won’t be getting that reassurance now. 


  “But you know what I do want?” There’s some strange and evil glint in his eye. “I want you to sweat it out, Michelle. Because that’s what I’m going to do. I want you to think about what it is you want for the rest of your life, because that’s what I’m going to be thinking about. Do I like the fact that I have to punish the woman I love because she can’t be straight with me? And what does this do to me? Do I like the man I was just now? Do I like that fact that I enjoyed blistering your behind?” He nods toward the sofa where I’d lain poised for the spanking. “I don’t have the answers, yet. And until I do, we need a break.”


  “I understand.” Of course, I understand. 


  But I hate it!  I hate that he’s turning emotion into thought, that he can’t translate the fire I feel from him now into something tangible that I can cling to. I hate that we’re not locked in a hot sexual clinch, letting the rest of the tension between us subside with a hard fuck. I hate that he’s sending me away to think! I hate that he needs a break from me… 


  But I do understand. This is the way it’s going to be; I’ve spent all available relationship capital to get us this far. And now I can only wait. 


  I carry home the heavy weight of more lies—the more recent ones about my impetuous flings and the dark scene with Daniel. I’ll have to tell Steven if we’re to continue… I won’t let more lies stand between us. I even wonder if it’s fair to withhold this information now. What if he can accept my past but not my behavior in the last few weeks? These would be more personal crimes, infidelities in our relationship. But then, he doesn’t give me the chance to amend my story. And I have to admit, I’m spent. 


  ***


  “You look like shit, Shelly.” Sunny’s worried look greets me when I return to the studio. “You have any idea what we need to do today, and you’re off doing what?”


  I don’t take her admonishment well, not from a subordinate. “Who are you to be grilling me?” I snap back.


  “Oops, sorry.” She has an impish look in her eye. If she only knew what she faces.


  “And why are you so in a hurry?”


  “No hurry, really; I just want to wrap things up by the weekend…Master Rennie is taking me away.” Her whole body giggles at the idea.


  “You’re going away? Where?”


  She shrugs. “I’m not supposed to know. But I think it’s a scene party, maybe one of those really decadent weekends at some fancy estate. Ooo, wouldn’t that be amazing if I spent the whole time naked and in chains, locked in a medieval dungeon?”


  From the look of her, I think she’s going to cum on the spot. But as she’s thinking slave bells, I’m hearing alarms go off. Fancy estate, my ass. I tremble knowing she’s headed for Aman’s training facility. She has no idea…  


  “Sunny, do you really know who this man is? I mean really? How do you know you can trust him?” She stares at me blankly. “And now you’re going away for the weekend and you don’t know where. Good lord, look what happened in the warehouse. You’d better be careful putting your life in his hands again. Sometimes these characters are not all they seem.” 


  “Oh? That so? And where do you get your information? What do you know about the scene?” She purses her lips like a pissed-off fifteen-year-old. 


  “More than you realize.”


  “Oh?” she backs off a little. 


  “My boyfriend Kovac… the one who died. We were into it pretty heavy.”


  “You were?” I have surprised her now. 


  “Yes.”


  “Wow. I didn’t know.”


  “I don’t like to talk about it.”


  “Did it end badly?”


  “Kovac died,” I remind her.


  “Yeah. But that had nothing to do with S&M and what you experienced has nothing to do with my experience.”


  “I’m just warning you.”


  “I’ll take your advice as sisterly concern, but really, I know my Master, and know he’d never hurt me.”


  “But you’ll do anything he says?”


  “I’m bound to him, Shelly. That’s what makes me his slave. I want to do his bidding. It’s in me to serve. Jeezus, you see me around you, I’m practically your slave, too. You can’t separate me from who I am.”


  “Yes, but you can’t walk into the life blindfolded, or you’ll get sideswiped. I know. I’ve seen it. You have big, big reasons to be cautious. Please don’t make plans for this weekend.”


  She looks at me totally baffled. 


  “Shelly, hon, I really don’t understand where you’re coming from. I’ve been on weekends with other boyfriends and you say, ‘go and have your fling’. Now you’re the prophet of doom. Lighten up. I’ll be fine, and probably have more fun than you and Steven… speaking of which, what’s this with telling Steven you were in New York? Huh?” she thinks a minute. “You two aren’t on the outs, are you? Because I think that would be a real shame, Shel. He’s a such a hunk.” She shimmies as if an erotic shockwave has just passed through her body. 


  “Yes, actually we are having a few problems.”


  “Oh, dear!” She frowns sadly.


  “Oh, dear, indeed.”


  “I’m sorry. Maybe you two need a weekend away.”


  “We just had one,” I tersely remind her.


  “That’s right. And it didn’t do the trick, huh?”


  “It’s more complicated than that.” I reach for a file on my desk and start to browse through its contents. 


  “Well, I guess it’s not just PMS. I was beginning to wonder…”


  “I think you should get to work,” I curtly reply.


  “Yeah, boss, I’m on it.”


  I realize that I’ve nothing to dissuade her from what lies ahead. She’s innocently engaged with villains and here I sit doing nothing but stew in the midst of this dilemma. 


  After mulling options for a few minutes, I pick up the phone, dialing Daniel’s New York hotel. 


  “Checked out? He can’t be!” I exclaim, more horrified than surprised.


  “I’m sorry, Miss; he checked out yesterday afternoon.”


  “And his forwarding address?”


  “None.”


  “That can’t be! This is an emergency.”


  “I’m sorry, Miss; he left no address; no forwarding number.”


  “And do you expect him to return?”


  “I’m afraid that’s confidential information.” A long pause. Only my ragged breathing and panic cross the connection. Then I hear, “I do believe Mr. Broc planned to return.”


  I hang up. 


  Damn him! Damn him! Damn him!


  I feel as if my world is falling apart. 


  Any other day, I’d take off for the garden—but its soothing influence has been totally ruined by meeting Steven there for our confrontation. I’d go to the gym, but I have too much to do, to get sweaty for the evening hours. Fact is, I want the documentary done. Now! A day, maybe two, that’s all that remains, if Sunny keeps her head about her and gets the editing ready for me. 


  Premonitions, more coming hourly, but I can’t sort them out so I toss them off. Thinking of Steve is my endless obsession. It’s been two days and I’ve heard nothing from him—maybe never again, I fear.


  Work! Better that I work. Much better that I work, because brooding with my restless thoughts and worrying over Steven will only drive me crazy. 


  I do work long into the evening. Sunny and I order Chinese in when we’re hungry. Neither of us can seem to stop, but there’s no mention of our conversation earlier in the day. Occasionally, my mind drifts to Steven, but I stop that abruptly. 


  I work; I fill my mind with so much thought, that Steven, Sunny’s slavery, Daniel, Aman, and the world of my miserable real life are pushed away as if they weren’t even there. There’s nothing but videotape—street scenes, interviews with punk-looking kids with their facial piercings and wild-colored hair…a collage of so many faces in varying colors, using varied figures of slurred speech that I could use sub-titles if I really wanted my viewers to understand what these contemporary kids are really saying…but I won’t. It will be authentic… all the pathos, the drugs… needles in arms, in eyelids, and smoke from cigarettes, pot, crack… the smells, if only we could do smell-o-vision … what a story that would be. But the poetry gets inside… that’s all it takes for me to shiver, for Sunny and me to quake together at the poignancy. We skirt the images of S&M sexuality that are part of the drama… as if we don’t even know what they mean, when we certainly do. We’re just recording history, the way things are… hoping we’re doing the world a service. At some future point, we may realize that there is nothing important about this at all, and there’s nothing new that the world hasn’t already seen. Maybe there are no true things, no conclusions reached. If so, then why, why do I bother? Why put my life in jeopardy again… or put my associate in danger? Why call attention to myself as if I want to return to their world— my other world—and I want Sunny with me when I disappear…


  My mind is a dangerous trap. Every turn it takes, I run smack into the riddle of lust, guilt and pain I’m trying so hard to ignore. 


  Damn! I have to stop this! I bring my mind to a sudden halt and come up for a breath of air… The night goes on, the painstaking work as image after image floats in front of my eyes until the long hours pass and the documentary finally blurs into one fuzzy image I don’t even recognize. 


  “Whew!” I sit back in my chair, exhausted. “My eyes are crossed; I can’t even see anymore.”


  “I know; neither can I,” Sunny answers. She’s slumped in her chair, but vibrating like a sex machine. “You think we could end this now? I’m already late.”


  “Late for what?”


  “Date with Master Rennie. I didn’t want to say anything, but…”


  “And now you’re late…”


  “Yeah,” she smiles, while biting off the end of the last egg roll, “he’ll do something nasty to punish me, and then we’ll tumble into bed.”


  It all sounds so innocuous, could I be wrong? “All right, then,” I tell her. “Just think about what I said. Please.” I’m too tired to put any passion behind my words.


  “I will.”


  “And look out for anything suspicious…”


  “Shelly please! I don’t know what’s got you spooked, but you’ve got to stop!”


  Sunny leaves and I tidy up the workroom, making a few notes about where we left off. We’re to the point that we can finish in a day. I don’t know why, but this seems significant. A milestone I need to accomplish before my world changes—and I trust that the change is near. That’s all the conclusion my feverish contemplation has brought me to. 


  I lock the door, glancing at my watch. Almost midnight. The witching hour. I half expect my fate to meet me on the street as I walk out into the night. But the night is calm and harmless. 


  The night is calm, even if I’m not. I feel the fire simmering between my legs as soon as I hit the street. My obsession begins again, catching up with me where it left off. I feel like a vampire on the prowl, ready to suck the blood from my next victim—or more accurately, ready to seduce an erection from a pair of clean pants. A few bars remain open and seem lively at this hour. If only I had Steven, I could knock on his door, slip into his bed, and make amends. 


  But I can’t do that now. I have to wait. He has to call me first. 


  I impulsively dart into MacAuthur’s, and take a barstool at the bar.


  “Scotch, please. On the rocks.” I’m thinking of Daniel. And thinking of Daniel, my crotch catches fire—no longer smoldering; it blazes with need. I haven’t masturbated in two days, not after the spanking. I haven’t cum since Daniel fucked me in New York. This self-denial is catching up with me.


  The boy next to me is drunk, but damn cute. I figure maybe twenty-two, if a day. He’ll do if he can get it up. Sure he can; twenty-two-year-old guys are sex machines, like Sunny is a sex machine, ready for sex on the spur of the moment. He won’t fail me.


  I bat my eyes coquettishly, make vapid conversation suggesting what I want, and he responds with an interested grin. I lean a little closer, my hand meandering along his thigh, tracing a thin line down his flexed muscle. His drunken consciousness rises along with a boyish smile. 


  But with that smarmy smile, my insides suddenly sour. I don’t understand, but I think I’m going to retch. Good, God, why now? I try to settle myself, to think more rationally… Yes, this is good; this is very good, I repeat silently. What an idiot I am, going after another anonymous fuck! 


  No, not tonight, no sex with strangers, not ever again!


  I smile at my moment of revelation and slide off the seat, “Sorry; I’m not feeling well,” I tell the boy. I move to the back of the bar, toward the restroom, but then abruptly stop halfway there, and like Lot’s wife turned into a pillar of salt, I stand firm as granite and stare blankly ahead. 


  Steven.


  He’s sitting with two men, drinking beer and doesn’t see me right away. I’d flee if I thought I could evade his eye, but before I reconstitute myself to flesh and take charge of my heavy legs, he spots me.


  His expression changes from smiling to concern. 


  “Hi!” I’m sure he didn’t see me with the boy at the bar… but what if he did? 


  My legs gather strength and I make my way to the restroom where I splash water on my face. I want to go home, to bed. I want to have sex, have Steven, have love. I want out of this mess I’m in, but all I can do is wait; wait for Daniel, my phantom liberator, to rescue me one more time. And what if he doesn’t rescue me? What do I do then?


  I rehearse a few lines since I expect that Steven will want to talk before he’ll let me leave the bar, as it would be awkward not to say something. But when I finally return to the main room, he’s nowhere around. His friends are gone and there’s cash neatly laid on the table under an empty beer glass. 


  He left? I’m stunned. 


  I give the drunken boy at the bar a smile as I pass by, squelching the urge to pick up where we left off, then walk into the night, greeting it with a deep breath to clear my lungs from the thick smoke. 


  “You need a ride, Michelle?”


  I turn back seeing him clearly now. “Steven! I thought you’d left.”


  “That would have been rude, don’t you think?” His voice, his kind attitude, and the soft strength he exudes now remind me of the man I fell in love with. “You need a ride home?”


  “I’m not drunk.” I say testily.


  “I can see that.”


  “But you wondered?”


  “Yes, I wondered.”


  “Is this what I deserve?”


  “You’re angry with me?” he says, as if I shouldn’t be.


  “I don’t think so.”


  “I told you I needed time.”


  “And I’m giving you time. I haven’t called. I haven’t whined. I haven’t stalked you—I had no idea you were here.”


  “I don’t suppose you did, not unless you deliberately wanted to piss me off coming on to that guy.”


  Oh, shit! He saw!


  “Are you pissed?”


  “Oh, I’m not too happy seeing the woman I love playing around with another man.”


  “I don’t imagine you would be. And I’m sorry, I was being stupid, and the moment passed. I’ve just spent twelve hours editing video and I really need my bed—not boys or men or cock of any kind—just my bed.”


  He sighs, being generous enough to let this go, though I note the troubled concern on his face. “I tried calling you at home tonight.”


  “Really?” Perhaps this is a hopeful sign. “You could have reached me at the office,” I say. 


  “No, I think your cell phone was turned off.”


  “Ah, yes,” I remember. “You’re right. It’s the deadline, I didn’t want any interruptions.”


  “But now’s not the time to talk.”


  Oh! But I would talk now! I’d talk to him in a heartbeat. I’m so lonely, so scared, so in need of his arms as I fall asleep, and maybe he’d give me that much if I asked. But I can’t. I can’t ask and he’s not offering comfort.


  Steven escorts me to my car like the gentleman he is, as if our scuffle nearly three days ago never happened, and he didn’t just see me come on to a stranger. I know the impasse still clouds the relationship, but being with him now feels more the way it’s supposed to, as if I still belong to him and he to me. I climb into my car, wishing he were going with me. But since he isn’t, I start the engine, smile through the window, twiddle my fingers in a weak farewell, and take off as he smiles back. 
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  Chapter Eleven


  I went to the gym early this morning, letting the brutal workout take away the kinks that seem to have settled in my body. Too much work and worry. But I’m resigned today. It would seem that Daniel has disappeared, my salvation’s vanished, and I’m back to square one. If so, I need to accept that I’ll be Aman’s sexual servant for keeps the next time he calls. At least Steven knows now and that heavy weight is off my back. 


  I walk from the gym to the studio, just a few blocks way, although I make a detour through the park. Still cooling down. I pass by the path to my private garden, but refuse to take it yet again—still tainted with memories. Returning to the street, just a block from my destination, Steven’s car roars up beside me and the passenger door opens. “Get inside.”


  “What?”


  “Inside, now!” he speaks sharply. I climb in and we zoom off. 


  The silence in the car is deafening as we drive toward the Interstate. I don’t dare ask why he’s commandeered me, but I can guess. We merge into the fast-moving traffic on the highway and I realize that we’re headed somewhere outside the city. I still can’t ask, even though my poor nerves are in tatters.


  Steven’s surprisingly calm, though there remains a darkness in his attitude that makes me watchful and a little afraid. I’m surprised he says so little. 


  We’re twenty miles down the road before I have the courage to finally ask, “Where are we going?” 


  “The beach house,” he answers. 


  Right. Sounds like as good a place to me as any, and quite appropriate for the moment. This is Steven’s refuge. The dilapidated old beach cottage has been in his family for years. Our times there have been some of our best—so I’m hopeful now. 


  “You want to tell me anything?” I venture again cautiously.


  “When we get there.”


  “Are you punishing me again?” I ask. 


  He turns his head, looks me straight in the eye and says, “No. But if you need punishing that will happen later.”


  “But Steven, this is driving me crazy!” I gasp in frustration.


  He smiles. “Gee, that’s too bad,” he quips. “You’ll know everything that’s on my mind soon enough. I just don’t do serious business while driving. I’m too distracted.”


  “I guess you would be,” I ponder aloud. “Just like you.”


  “You have a problem with that?”


  “No. Why should I?”


  I have no idea what to think. But I’ll know soon enough. 


  ***


  Steven moves around the beach house, opening doors, turning on the gas, the water, and the electricity until it’s a functioning house again. It may be dilapidated from the outside, which gives it its quaint appeal, but Steven would never let the guts of it rundown. He’s much too conscientious with his things for that. I’d volunteer for the duties, since he instructed me the first time we came here, but Steven has it all in hand and I figure it’s better to stay out of the way, like staying out of the way of pawing stallion. 


  Am I so threatened, so scared? He’s hardly given me reason, but regardless, my hands sweat as I wait for him in the living room, sitting gingerly on the settee, ready to jump.


  Twenty minutes pass since he went outside—I worry that he hasn’t returned. Has he left me here? He finally walks back into the house and through the living room without looking my way. He goes directly to the kitchen to test the water, which sputters and spurts before it runs free. He opens and closes the refrigerator and tests the stove. He’s already tested the lights and found them working. 


  Returning to the living room, he carries two beers and hands one to me, then sits in his Lazyboy, leaning forward, resting his forearms on his knees. 


  I wait.


  “I got a call from your Daniel Broc,” he admits at last.


  “You did?” My heart begins to pound.


  “Yes. Right now, he’s taking care of Sunny. Your assumption was right. She was about to be taken to some offshore training center.”


  “So, where is she now?”


  “He didn’t say, exactly. He only said that she’ll be safe—re-indoctrinated, I think that’s the term he used—but you may not see her again, at least for a long time.”


  “That’s necessary?”


  He shrugs. “I’m just relaying information. You’ll get your chance to question him later.”


  “He’s coming here?” My head starts to pound as violently as my heart.


  “I expect so; that’s what he said.”


  “Do you know what he’s planning?” I run on anxiously. 


  “Not a clue. He only said that if I care about you at all I was to take you to some place safe that the rest of the world doesn’t know about. When I told him where you’d be, he wanted directions.”


  “That’s all he said?”


  “That’s about it… oh, and he said, tell Michelle that I’ve arranged everything. Sunny will be safe and so will she.”


  We sit back in silence, both thinking, the moments long and awkward.


  “You seem so calm,” I note after several quiet minutes. 


  He smiles and sits back in his chair. “Don’t count on it… I just look that way. I’m good in a crisis.” I hear a coldness in his voice that gives me chills. 


  “So I guess we wait for him?”


  “I guess we do.”


  I know how he must hate this. The waiting, the lack of control. I feel it too, but then I’ve been trained to wait, to submit, to give in, and to relinquish power and self-will. Steven would never do that anymore than Daniel would. 


  With a deep sigh, I fall against the back of the couch and I try to let my anxiety pass, but it’s almost impossible. Maybe I’m no better at this for all my submissive training than Steven is, I muse. My heart still pounds with anxiety, my throat tightens and my head is aching and hot. Waiting is tortuous.


  Meanwhile, Steven picks up a magazine and begins to read as if he hasn’t a care in the world. 


  ***


  Daniel Broc’s energy is so brusque that he seems to crash into the beach house like a raging steer. The sharp rap on the door brought Steven to his feet in seconds, while I went through an anxiety attack I was sure would land me in a faint. 


  We have waited nearly ten hours and it’s pitch-black outside. At least the long hours allowed us to relax to some degree—until the moment of his knock—though we’ve said very little, and spent most of our time reading. For an hour or so, I combed the beach for shells, then we made dinner from Steven’s stock of canned goods—beans and tomatoes became a decent chili. 


  Steven opens the door and the officious military man crosses the threshold as if he’s been here before. He’s in jeans and a denim cowboy shirt, which, not surprisingly, fits his rough personality. Of course, he is at his core a burly Texan with a heart as hard as his steely build. 


  “Where’s Sunny?” I immediately ask. Yes, it takes the heat off me to focus on Sunny, but I have to know. 


  “Sunny’s fine. I have the little minx taken care of. She’ll stay put and be safe.” He gives the room a once over, instinctively committing it to memory in seconds, then he focuses his attention on me. 


  “Where is she? When can I see her?” I rattle off a battery of questions, which only annoys Daniel.


  “You want details, Monroe, but I’m not giving them. You can figure it out yourself. And don’t plan on seeing her anytime soon.”


  That’s what worries me.


  Daniel turns to Steven, “Steven Vandenberg, Daniel Broc.” They shake hands as men do, sizing up the other… Why? For battle? For sport? For competition? I always wondered about this… it’s just what men do…


  “Why don’t you take a seat?” Steven motions to the couch and chairs. “Beer?”


  “Sure.” Daniel sits in a rustic rocker across from where I perch myself on the sofa, tucking one leg under me. Steven returns with three beers and passes them around. I drink, shivering from the cold chill. 


  While Steven settles himself again in the Lazyboy, my eyes glance back and forth from one man to the other, trying to understand the difference between them. In some ways that difference is obvious, like night and day, one groomed and civilized, the other rough and curt. In other respects, they are the same man. I get the odd feeling that it’s only a matter of degree that separates the two. The same elemental stuff lies inside them both—the inbred confidence, authority, calm charm and smoldering sexuality. The difference is what rises easily to the surface to distinguish their public personalities. 


  The moment is noticeably uncomfortable for everyone, but then Daniel quickly gets down to business. 


  “I suppose you want an explanation of what’s happening,” Daniel makes his remark directly to Steve, which is a little surprising. “I trust Michelle has finally confessed the details of her previous imprisonment and rescue?”


  “She has,” Steven says. 


  “Well then, let me set the scene, so you understand what’s going on and what needs to happen now.” Again he speaks to Steven, as if I’m an insignificant part of his plan. “Michelle’s error was going public again. She should have stayed under the radar of the men who kidnapped her.” He pauses to take a long gulp of beer, then sets the bottle down on the table beside him. “But that’s old news. In case you’re wondering about the danger she was in, it was grave. No lying there. Michelle was right to assume that Aman would twist his schemes to suit the hour. He’s always been a rogue—even in a rogue world. As I guess you know by now, there is an underworld of sadistic predators of which I used to be a part. I left them several years ago, about a year after I freed Michelle. We had a parting of the ways in terms of methods and a few other matters. But I did leave with a few favors owed me, which I’m calling in now in order to take care of these two women. Aman won’t be bothering either one. In fact, he’s probably the least of your worries. He’s been called back by the organization. I doubt if he’ll even return to the United States in the foreseeable future. He made a few strategic mistakes which I pointed out to his superiors.” He chuckles darkly, insinuating much, but revealing little. “There are others in the organization more powerful than Aman, who have had their eye on Michelle for some time. She was prime stock in the slave trade. All of which means, she needs to climb back under a rock and stay put.” I internally wince, feeling the fury in that clipped comment. 


  “Like no more documentaries?” Steven asks. 


  “No. She’ll have to find a career out of the public eye, or maybe just stick around the house and be a good pet. She’s been well trained for that role.” 


  He is so demeaning, even if the direct slight cruelly arouses me. 


  I think Steven’s amused, though it’s hard to tell on a face that can turn to stone so easily. From my unobtrusive perch I observe the two men carefully. They understand each other, but I suspect that too long together, they’d start to crowd each other. In fact, I have the prickly feeling that their good will is limited, that an explosion is already brewing, though the essence of that is unclear. 


  “When I asked you if you wanted her, you were vague, Steven. But you can’t be vague about seeing that she’s safe.”


  “She’ll be safe,” Steven returns flatly. I like the way that sounds. I guess I’m still his property. “We do have a few matters that need to be worked out between us, but regardless of how that turns out, I will take care of her.”


  Taken care of…like a pet, a commodity, one of his possessions, reduced again… and by the man I least expect this from. Of course, being the woman that I am, instead of resisting this humiliating conversation, I relish every word, wondering what it would be like to have Steven as my master. 


  “Well then, now’s the time to work things out,” Daniel declares.


  “Perhaps.” Steven looks toward me, thoughtfully. “Maybe we don’t have anything to work out, but you tell me, Shelly. It seemed there was more you were going to confess the other night and I wouldn’t let you? Do you need to tell me now?”


  Daniel turns, as well, his expression expectant.


  My hands shake, I’m so nervous. All at once, I can’t speak. Maybe if Daniel weren’t sitting across from me with his birdlike blue eyes boring holes in my head… my tongue’s all tied in knots. 


  Daniel sees my discomfort and quickly reads my mind. “You did tell him what happened between us in New York?” he finally blurts out. 


  I squirm in my seat, while Steven looks at me, grim-faced.


  “No, no… nothing about New York except the details of our meeting.” 


  “Oh? So you plan to keep up the lie?”


  “Daniel, really, this is not your concern.”


  “But I’m making it mine. It’s better to spit it out now than to let it linger. I’m not putting you two together only to have this blow up and fall apart. If I can’t trust you, I have to know I can trust him.” 


  “You can trust me,” I blurt out.


  “Sorry, slut, you’ve already proven otherwise. I don’t give second chances. You burn me once as you just did, I may take your side, but I sure as hell won’t trust you to behave yourself and do the sensible thing.”


  He knows how his rebuke affects me. He knows that I live for this kind of careful management. But a confession to Steven in front of both men? Daniel would say it’s exactly what I need, and Steven would agree. But how can I?


  They wait. They watch me. Like two birds of prey, hovering, circling, patient, watching in wait. 


  And I’m trapped. No exit. No way out. I even look to the door, counting the steps, wondering if I could simply run away from them both. 


  Hardly. 


  “You don’t tell him, I will,” Daniel warns. 


  “No! You don’t have to.” I turn to Steven, tears welling up in my eyes. “I’m sorry, Steven; you’re not going to like this any more than I’m going to like telling you. It’s true. I’ve kept a lot of things from you about my sexual desires, my cravings… In fact, I lied to myself so long about my true passion for submission that it finally turned into an obsession. I’ve been unfaithful to you. Shamefully unfaithful. It started before Aman found me, or maybe just after, when I first got the anonymous notes… you know the ones slipped under the door?”


  He nods blankly and I continue. 


  “They weren’t notes from Monica, but Aman, stirring the pot of my memories with vague threats. How well he knew me… knew that he could bring my past back to me, including all the revolting horror and the need it aroused me. And it did arouse me. That was when we started having those raw sexual nights…when I came on to you like a hellcat and we both loved it. But,” I take a deep breath, “I wasn’t just fucking you. I followed a guy into an art galley, then into a men’s clothing store where we screwed in the dressing room. Then I teased a mailroom clerk that once worked in my building into bringing a friend with him to a hotel room where the two tied me up and took me in the ass. Then a couple of weeks ago an old boyfriend shows up in my office… real sleazy guy, but that didn’t stop me from letting him fuck me on top of my desk.” I stop, thinking he’ll have something to say, but he doesn’t. “Then in New York… I - I was there to see Daniel …” I gaze his way, then turn back to Steven, “I went to him to see if he could help Sunny, but I also went to satisfy a longing I thought would never end. I wanted him to use me as much as he used me when I was his White Silk. I couldn’t stop myself. Maybe I didn’t try all that much, but I just couldn’t stop.” 


  I end my spiel there and wait, fixing my thoughts on the handsome man in the Lazyboy rocker, desperate to know what he’s thinking. I see him wrestling with my confessions, making the silence that follows cruel and impossible to breach. 


  Even Daniel can’t stand our awkward scene. He rises from his seat and moves to the other side of the room where he blankly stares out a window. In the dead of night, he can see nothing but his reflection in the glass, but then, I doubt he’s actually looking at anything but his inner thoughts. 


  I finally start again, because someone has to end this impasse. “Steven if you’re going to help me, it’s because you’re a good man, but not because you want to save me for yourself. I can accept that it will be over between us when I’m out of immediate danger. But maybe … perhaps your inherent decency will allow you to help me now,” I look up at him thoughtfully, the plea obvious. 


  There’s nothing but cold in his eyes as he leans forward and looks directly into mine. He breathes a little more deliberately, as if containing some big emotion. “You know, I should order you two out of here. That’s what any sane man would do. This is my haven away from the worry of the world and you have certainly changed it forever.” He leans over and knocks some dirt off his boot, then looks up. “But you know what bothers me most about this mess?”


  I shake my head, no.


  His voice rises slightly. “That you didn’t have the guts to tell me what you really want from a man. You just assumed that I couldn’t give you your desires. But you didn’t even know if I could or not, did you?”


  “No,” I weakly answer. 


  “You went everywhere else to get your kicks. There was no reason for you to bow at the feet of terrorists and villains to get what you need. No reason.” I am relieved to hear his anger, to feel the surging power surface. I stare in wonder as the righteous indignation pours through him. “No reason in the world, Michelle. You think I’m not man enough? That I’m too sweet, too mild-mannered, too kind? I’m a decent man, living a decent life, but that doesn’t mean that you and I can’t meet in the bedroom or on the street if you like and dance at the dark ends of our tethers. Does life have to always be reasonable, pretty and orderly for me? You think I don’t have a well of fire in me that likes to grovel in the dirt? If you think I don’t, then you’ve been missing the point of every fuck we’ve had the last two months.”


  I open my mouth to speak, but nothing comes out but a garbled croak.


  “No! I don’t expect you to answer me, Michelle. Just listen. Just use your ears and get out of yourself and your trials long enough to focus on me. Hear me clearly. I don’t think people choose each other for obvious reasons. I think the attraction comes from a psychic chemistry they sometimes know nothing about. A subconscious knowing. I believe in that chemistry and getting below the surface of the obvious. That’s what we were doing. But you got scared of where we were headed. We were going exactly where you wanted to and you got scared. 


  “I also believe that once, your need to submit got so strong in you that your abduction from the Orient Express was a forgone conclusion. You needed it hard and shocking to get you out of the pretty life you were in … the world around you simply said yes.” He stops, looking at my bewildered expression. “Does that shock you?”


  “I-uh-yes.”


  “I know you loved it, in fact, I suspected long before you confessed it to me, that your imprisonment had a sexual purpose. It only stands to reason that ruthless men would want you. You need it… thrive on it. I may not have all the fancy techniques of the dungeon crowd, or the meanness of your belligerent moral outlaw here, but you might just be surprised how in control I can be… and just as importantly, how easily you could fall under my control. You were lucky to have found Kovac. He was exactly the kind of man you needed, and sure, your life would have been perfect if he hadn’t died. But the truth is, he did die and oddly enough you met another man as capable of taking you to the places you need to go as he was… Coincidence? I don’t think so. You can’t escape what you need, no matter how hard you try. My question for you, Michelle Monroe, are you willing to let me get under your skin? Are you that brave or that submissive? Or do you just want to look for cowardly men who’ll give you a kinky time and walk away so you don’t have to face how dark you really want to go? Tell me.”


  Daniel chuckles under his breath at my distress. This doesn’t startle Steven, but it certainly does me. “What did the two of you do, set me up?”


  Steven shrugs and sits back, while Daniel strolls my way. 


  “You know, this is even better than I could have planned,” he states smugly. “And I’m just dying to find out how you’re going to answer, Michelle. Because if you don’t get it right, I’ll beat you till you do.”


  This feels like an interrogation—I can almost envision a dank, gray, concrete room with a single light-bulb and the eyes of ruthless men bearing down on me with imperious authority. I want to wither away and slither under the door—but there’s no doing that. I have to face this. I brush Daniel aside and focus on Steven instead. “You mean my infidelity doesn’t matter to you?”


  “No. None of it matters,” he tersely answers. 


  “But I’m…  Why not?”


  “You expected me to reject you, didn’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Well, I’m not rejecting you. As long as you face the truth now, that is all I care about.” He gives me a moment to think. “Ball’s right back in your court, Shelly. What’s it going to be?”


  Tears suddenly pour from my eyes. “I just don’t know…”


  As Steven watches me cry, I see the tenderness return to his face. “Yes, you do, Shelly, come here.” He opens his arms, and though I hesitate for a moment, I finally rise and stumble into his embrace…where I open up and cry my heart out. 


  He lets my tears rain down, brushes back my hair. I can’t recall being more scared at any time in my life. I’ve given myself so easily to so many men, but never one I loved. Not like this. Not this much, this deeply. 


  “Colonel Broc,” I hear Steven’s voice finally rises above my dwindling sobs. 


  “Yes, Sir,” he answers like a military man.


  “I need to ask you a favor.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Since I seem to be the only man around who hasn’t seen my slut it action, I’d like you to show me what you do. If you’re willing, she’s yours for the next hour, or however long you need. I want her in subspace at the dead ends of her pain. I want to know what she can take, what she sounds like, how she screams, how she responds to the brutality she can’t seem to put aside. Can you do that? As her trainer again?”


  I sit up dazed. 


  Daniel stares at me from out of his darkness and his eyes evolve from passive to beastly the longer he fixates on me. My tummy burns, my ass already stings, my crotch is about to explode in an inferno of orgasm. 


  Then Daniel turns to Steven. “I’ve seen a good deal in my time. I’ve often traded slaves with friends, but this…”


  “You have a problem?”


  “No, man, in fact, it might just settle the score between my Silk and me.”


  Steven nods as he pushes me off his lap and I’m given back to the man who trained me. 


  ***


  Daniel moves forward brusquely. He grabs me by the hair and pushes me to the wooden floor, his hand tangled in my blonde tresses. 


  “Take off your clothes,” he rifles the order like he’s calling cadence. 


  I tear at the buttons of my blouse, but not quickly enough. 


  “Faster, bitch,” he slaps my face. His suppressed anger rises, and though it will stay within rightful boundaries, I know that the next hour will not be easy for me. 


  My nervous fingers work hard to remove my clothes, while every few seconds of waiting Broc slaps a cheek again to inspire me. I can feel Steven internally cringing behind me, and I must sever our connection if I’m to successfully get though this scene. But how can I when my heart is with him every second? 


  When I’m finally stripped and naked, I kneel before Daniel with my head slightly bowed and my knees open. 


  “Hands behind your head,” he snaps.


  I attack the pose in perfect form. 


  “Look up at me,” he reaches for my chin. 


  “What master do you serve?”


  I’m momentarily confused. 


  “Who do you serve?” he barks coldly.


  “I serve you, sir.”


  “Repeat!”


  “I serve you, sir.”


  “Again!”


  “I serve you, sir.”


  “Then do it now!” He takes a seat in the chair behind him. 


  I hesitate for a second, the thought of Steven creating the hesitation. I know that I can serve only one master, but I can’t stop thinking of him. 


  “Forget him, slut,” I hear Daniel snap. “You’re mine. Remember? You don’t put every bit of your body, mind and soul into me, and me alone right now, I’ll get permission to train you all over again. I don’t want the man disappointed in the goods he’s purchased with his devotion to you. You got that?”


  “Yes, sir.” This time I mean it.


  “You behave as if he’s not in the room, you understand?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “So, who do you serve?”


  “I serve you, sir.”


  “Again.”


  “I serve you, sir.”


  “Then you know what you have to do.”


  My fingers dive into his crotch, into the belt buckle and the zipper on his jeans, tearing the belt apart, the button loose, and then tugging the zipper down to extract his penis from his pants. My head moves down, my mouth open to swallow his organ, while Daniel’s hand grasps the back of my head and he pushes his groin into my face. He fucks me hard, until I think he’s going to spurt, but then pulls out and stuffs his member back into his jeans. 


  “You have any rope here?” he asks Steven. 


  Steven jumps to his feet and searches through the kitchen broom closet, hauling out several sizes of rope, from twine to thick sailing rope. 


  Daniel finds the one he wants—a scratchy thick sisal that is sure to burn my skin, and that is his point. 


  He makes a slipknot that goes around my neck, fashioning a collar and leash to lead me around. Grabbing for a kitchen knife, he cuts enough to suffice and begins to bind my body with the rest, cutting across my breasts and down through my crotch, then tying the loose ends off behind me for a crude rope-dress. With another piece of sisal, he sharply pulls my wrists behind my back and roughly wraps them several times.


  In seconds, the coffee table between the sofa and chairs is swept clear of books and magazines, and I become the center of attraction, roughly lifted to the surface and plopped face down. Daniel pulls my legs to either side forcing them painfully wide in order for my crotch to straddle the wooden table. My ankles are tied to the back legs, so I’m effectively bound in place. He moves about the room for several minutes, gathering items he needs. He shoves a beer bottle in my ass, while clothespins nip the edges of my exposed labia, and the real pain begins. He has to tie the beer bottle in for it to stay in place, and accomplishes that with another length of Steven’s rope that ties into the bondage dress. 


  The first blow that tears across my ass cheeks comes from a leather belt. Strike after strike pelts my buttocks until I’m squirming from the pain. He pauses long enough for my body to engage the pleasure—it’s very small to start, though the sensation soon widens from the center of my ass to the whole of it, to my thighs and my tummy below. I even feel the aching of desire in my breasts. 


  The beating continues in a rapid-fire commotion of strikes that hit my flesh from my shoulders to my buttocks and thighs. I cry in anguish and groan with lust. My female juices pour from my cunt leaving a puddle of liquid below me on the table. 


  Daniel stops the beating long enough to fuck my ass with the beer bottle, twisting and turning as he shoves it deeper and deeper inside. I cringe in fear of its breaking, but the arousal this generates takes me far beyond my worries. He sets off an internal orgasm that sweeps through me in a rage. By the time he backs away again, I’m clearly beyond thinking, in subspace, flying to the tips my fingers, to the ends of my toes, to the edges of my conscious universe, thoughtless, humble, squelched, used up, beaten up… blessed. 


  “My, God, Sir, please, I’m cumming,” I cry. 


  “Then you stop right now!” He rips off the cruel command. 


  My entire body groans in argument. How can I?


  Some dreadful, punishing implement tears across my ass and then my back, delivering me from the pleasure back into the pain. I hate him for this!


  “You don’t cum until you have permission, slut,” he barks. He drops to one knee by the side of my face, and forces me to open my eyes. “You hear me?”


  “I hear you, sir.”


  He lays his fingers over my mouth and I suck them with a voracious wanting. 


  Daniel removes the ropes that bind my feet, removes the beer bottle, to my relief, but leaves the clothespins intact. Then he grabs the rope that rings my throat, and pulls me up and off the table. “You’ve spoiled your master’s table with your juices! Lick them up, bitch!”


  I accomplish the humiliating act in a thoughtless stupor, bending over the table and slurping the pool of liquid as if it’s sweet ice cream. I am suddenly self-conscious about the way I must look, aware that Steven is watching with a fixed expression. His presence drains my sexual longing of energy, as I wonder what he thinks of me now. Would he want me still, as I lap my juices with the efficiency of a dog? As I grovel like a beast. As the ugly lust my being demands takes these crude turns? I am no longer his blonde beauty, but a caricature, like a Japanese porn comic. 


  When I finish licking up my mess to Daniel’s satisfaction, he pulls me back on the table, this time so that I’m lying on my back. My bound hands rest uncomfortably at my butt, at the same time, they lift my crotch high for the next abuse. Again, he pulls my legs to either side of the table and secures my ankles to the table legs. 


  The beating begins one more time, though with a cruel twist as my pussy becomes the target for the wooden spoon, the doubled leather belt, and the braided leather whip that is one of Daniel’s regular companions. 


  It takes another level of submission to explore the pain administered to the tenderest part of my body. I may be there mentally, but the physical steps take time, and the brutal man who uses me doesn’t wait for me to play catch-up, he starts right in with the hard stuff and expects me to adjust. Slaps from the wooden spoon come in a regular cadence; he keeps the same time when he changes to the belt and the whip tears at my skin, making me scream each time it lands on my naked pubis. I fear that he’s etching permanent marks in my flesh. Worse yet, is the way the biting pinch of the clothespins make every strike mortal terror. 


  There seems nothing in this abuse to enjoy. This is the territory of the sadist who seeks the pain in others to find his pleasure. Yet, when Daniel rips away the clothespins one by one, the act jumpstarts my body back into its sexual response. I return to that plateau of arousal moments later, traveling through the stratosphere of subspace. My pussy now rises to greet the strikes that take me to another level of painful bliss.


  “Cum, sir, may I cum sir?” I cry aloud, as the orgasmic moment comes on me as suddenly as a bolt of lightning strikes from a clear sky.


  “Cum, why should I allow you pleasure, slut?”


  “Sir, I am your lowly servant. You should only do what pleases you,” I rattle off the words as if I’m back in his training compound. 


  “That is so, girl. But I don’t think you’ve earned it.”


  “Oh, please,” I’m about to cry. 


  I think he’s going to leave me like this, waiting, wanting but denied. 


  He continues the torture a few minutes longer, driving my body to another edgy high, then with a move so swift that I think he has just dematerialized, he stops, tossing his instrument of the moment—the belt—to the floor. He sits in the chair at the foot of the coffee table and speaks to Steven, “She’s your slut, Mr. Vandenberg. It’s up to you.” 


  Steven remains silent for several minutes. He’s above my head, so I can’t see his expression. I have no clue what he’s thinking as he watches my body writhe, and my belly contract. I concentrate to maintain the orgasmic feeling, though as the seconds tick by, I feel the sensations slowly, sadly, painfully retreat. 


  “I want her to cum,” Steven finally says. 


  Ah! Heaven! Thank you!


  “Then she will,” Daniel replies. He leans forward briefly, reaching into my crotch and fondling the wet folds of my femininity. All I need is a reminder. “Cum, slut,” he says, and then he sits back. 


  The roar of climax breaks across my flesh, it clenches my belly, makes my thighs quiver with sensation, then it glides haplessly away, hardly as ferocious as I expected…


  But then, I can expect no more with half my heart and mind and energy focused on Steven. 


  The room seems to settle around me with the tempest of my frantic scene over. I hear Daniel tell Steven, “So, kind Sir, I yield the floor to you.” He rarely calls any man ‘Sir’. It’s a form of high regard he saves for men he honestly respects. 


  I hear Steven shift in his chair behind my head, and I wish that I could see his face or know how this scene affects him. 


  “I think you should thank the man, Michelle,” I finally hear his voice. “You’ve been given far more than you earned. Get up and thank him.”


  When he makes no move to help me rise, I make the effort myself. It’s highly awkward with my hands trapped beneath me, made even more difficult because they are now practically numb. I expect that my struggle will finally garner some sympathy, but in fact, I do manage to pull up so I’m sitting on the edge of the table in front of Daniel. 


  Steven moves in from behind and unties the rope that circle my wrists, then with several tugs of the rope at my ankles frees my feet. I fall forward between Daniel’s spread legs and continue where I left off at the beginning of the scene. 


  His arousal leads us to a quick finish as I swallow his cum—his servant one last time. Then I sit back afterwards, assuming a pose of submission with my head bowed and my hands folded behind me, in waiting. 


  All should be peaceful now, but I detect a rumble of disquiet disturbing the mood. 


  “You saw what you needed to see?” Daniel asks my Steven. 


  “I did. That’s all I need. You can cuckold me once, but not again.”


  My whole body quakes as his voice takes on a whole new timbre and seems to rise in firmness far above the power of my former trainer. I peek, seeing the two men facing off. I know now that this will be the last time they meet. 


  There’s a look of respect on Daniel’s face. “Wise move,” he tells Steven. “Not many men would be brave or secure enough to let their property be used so thoroughly while they observe. But it’s better that you know who she is.” He nods. “You’re a good man, Vandenberg, better than me. You take care of her. Take her out of harm’s way, away from the city. Cloister her like a nun but use her like the whore she is. And love her. That’s what Michelle needs and what White Silk can’t live without.” 


  “I won’t have any difficulty with that. Loving Michelle has never been a problem, which means I’ll master her better than any other man could.”


  Daniel nods his head agreeing. His face is strangely soft, not defeated, but acquiescent as he knows he no longer belongs in the room. He rises to his feet. “Perhaps if I’d known there were women in the world like Michelle Monroe before I started my moral decline, I never would have become the man I am now.”


  “You objectify women as you do, that’s what happens.”


  I hear them continue a brief conversation as they move toward the door. But their voices are too low for me to hear.


  Once Daniel is gone and the door shuts on this rough night, Steven turns toward me. 


  “Hey, beautiful, you don’t need to sit there the rest of the night. Come here.”Epilogue


  Six Weeks Later…


  Steven keeps me at the beach house, having decided that this is the best place to insure my safety—at least until he finds another place he likes better—although I don’t think he’s actually looking. The beach house is small, but we need little more than what we have here. 


  It’s clear I won’t be returning to the city any time soon, under any circumstances. Steven will be overly cautious taking Daniel’s words of warning at face value. My well-being is his responsibility, he’s quick to remind me. As quick to remind me of the terrible way I managed my life after Kovac died. 


  I have to agree, even if I miss the work I love, it’s not worth it for the peace I would have to sacrifice. 


  He tells me we’ll work out something useful for me do to here, but being contained in our relationship is the first order of business, that, and enjoying the new sexual appetites we both now so freely express. 


  Steven continues his job in the city, but more and more brings his work to the beach, where I can watch him and he watch me. 


  I love him with a multi-layered richness that my mind alone cannot comprehend, but which my body understands and takes it in as spiritual sustenance. 


  I am not his slave, nor his property. He thinks too highly of me to entertain the idea of my being a lowly animal in a male-dominated kingdom of made-up 10th Century rules. In general, he has difficulty with the trappings of the Bdsm lifestyle scene. He hates being pigeon-holed. He hates the idea of people being stuck in roles that are only temporary, fleeting states of mind. He sees the silliness of dungeon games and refuses to enter that world with me. 


  That does not mean he can’t take me to the depth of my submissiveness the way he saw Daniel do. But it becomes an outgrowth of the day, the mood, and even, perhaps, the position of the stars. Who knows? The only agreement we have is founded on the premise that I will submit to his good judgment—argue my point if I have one that I think is valid—but I agree, at least for now, to let his decisions stand. So far, I have no quarrel with those decisions. 


  I did test him the first time he left me alone at the beach house with strict orders to go nowhere, not even down to the water, without him here. I was soon going stir crazy since I still had none of my personal things, no books, no movies—the TV is an old 19”… no cable. With Steven gone, my life suddenly became a desolate wasteland where my mind screamed for something to occupy it besides the decision about when to sleep, or what can of food I’d open for dinner. It was just two days; I thought I could handle the emptiness until Steven returned. But when he denied me the option of walking along the beach, all I could do was sit on the porch and watch the endless surf and the mist above, and listen to the music in the crashing roar. Though it might have been calming for a time, I was soon feeling its restlessness, not its tranquility. 


  Unable to stand myself and the tiny house a minute longer, I finally took off down the stony cliff path to the beach and ran. I ran, lifted by the swells of the ocean breeze, feeling for a time as if I were flying. I ran until I exhausted myself, until panting and out of breath, I finally turned around and took the long walk back to the house. 


  Oddly, I wasn’t even afforded the chance to lie about my brief defiance of Steven’s rules. As I returned from my run, relishing the freedom, my inner buoyancy quickly vanished when I spotted Steven standing on the cliff rocks above, watching every step I took. 


  Damn! Two days and I’ve already failed him! 


  The feeling of shame drove away any contentment I’d gained in the last hour. 


  “I’m sorry,” I mewed, bowing my head sheepishly once I climbed the last step. 


  His expression was solemn. “Some problem here with doing what I ordered?” he asked. 


  “I was struggling, Steven. Bored out of my mind, hateful, angry, pent-up, depressed… I just ran. That’s all. I just ran. I wasn’t gone more than a half hour.”


  “Two days and all that?” he asked. “Bored, hateful, angry, pent-up, depressed…”


  “I’m hopeless, aren’t I?”


  “I don’t know why you should say that. I was intending to give you permission to run on the beach all you want… I checked out the neighbors and didn’t see anything to worry about. But you have no patience, Michelle. None.” 


  For a moment, I thought I was going to escape a rebuke, but I was not so lucky, and quite honestly, getting punished was exactly what sent my disgruntled mood packing. 


  Steven took me to the woodshed at the back of the house, and after gathering a bundle of lean switches from the woods, he thrashed my bottom until it was almost bleeding and the switches were in tatters. He brought to the act so much love, so much tenderness, and so much protective authority, that despite the horrifying, foot-stamping, blistering pain of his repeatedly laid-on blows, my insides turned into a lusty furnace. 


  Steven refused sex for several hours afterward, telling me tersely that I needed to get the message before he was going to reward me. I flippantly suggested that he send me to the corner to brood about my insubordination and he smilingly took me up on the ritual. He pulled one of the hard-seated kitchen chairs into a corner of the living room. The chair faced out, but I was ordered to straddle the seat and lean against the back with my red-striped fanny facing the room, my nose in the corner. I felt like a six-year-old, with my face as red with humiliation as my ass was red from the punishment. 


  This was all tongue-and-cheek from Steven’s perspective. But I think he relished the power to be able to make me do it. 


  When we finally got to bed that night, sex scored another all time high. He pined me down, fucked my face and ass in a ruthless taking of pleasure before he settled into my cunt and we climaxed simultaneously. 


  I remember thinking afterwards—this was how my life was meant to be—sex, containment, and surrender to a loving man. 


  Tonight I anticipate something special. There’s a restiveness in the air about the cottage. I feel Steven’s disquiet and it disquiets me. I ask if there’s anything the matter, and he says nothing. When I get more firm with him, insisting that I know something’s up, he looks up from his research and says that if I really want to help him out, I’ll go down to the beach, take off my clothes and stand naked near the seawall, where he’ll screw me. 


  I study his face for a minute, trying to decide if I heard him right, or he’s just kidding me. I see that he isn’t. 


  “You really mean it?” I still ask.


  “I wouldn’t have said it if I didn’t.”


  “May I ask what brought this on?”


  “Honestly, Michelle, I don’t know. But you know how your obsession for hard play wracks your body with need?” 


  Hmm. I can feel his need now. And his eyes. I’m scared, at least until I remember that this is Steven… no Broc, no Aman, no demon, no terrorist villain. This is my sane and mostly mild-mannered lover. 


  “Yes, I do,” I answer him.


  “Then now’s a good time for you to practice surrender.”


  “Yes, sir,” I say and I turn to the door. 


  “Take your dress off now,” he calls to me. 


  It’s not as if anyone will see me on the beach that makes my stomach flutter so nervously, but just the idea of running naked in the out-of-doors give me a squeamish, naughty feeling of excitement. 


  Though I hesitate, I finally toss my sundress onto the chair and step out into the dusky twilight, practically dancing to the cliff and down the seawall steps, where standing close to the rock; I feel some degree of protection.


  I expect a simple fucking in the dark, cool sand, but when Steven finally arrives minutes later, he’s carrying rope. 


  He uses a complicated method of bondage dress that leaves my torso successfully tied at the breasts, the belly, and all the way down to my thighs, while deliberately leaving my cunt uncovered and available. 


  The rocks behind my back slope slightly toward the cliff above. And this is where I’m told to lean back. He then drives pitons into the rock face with a heavy hammer, and after cuffing my wrists and ankles in hammered iron cuffs he fashioned himself—not for comfort but for looks—he stretches my arms and legs wide to either side and secures them to more pitons. I must look like a Grecian sacrifice to the gods.


  I shudder with fear as I note the expression on his face… the darkness there belies the kinder man I love, as if another being has entered his body and taken over. I know that’s not true. This is just another sadistic leap for him into territory I’ve already explored in my masochistic submissiveness. Though the threat of his cruelty claws at my belly, I need to trust that the gentler man will eventually prevail against this more ruthless one. 


  He’s not finished with me. He hangs clamps from my labia and clitoris, which dangle heavily between my spread legs, then ties thin cords around my hard nipple buds, so that they cut into the flesh and hold tightly as he tugs. He gathers the cords in his hand while looking into my eyes with a hard, cruel stare. 


  “Where do you feel it?” he asks. 


  “Everywhere, sir.” 


  He tugs again and I wince. 


  “And where do you suppose I feel your pain?”


  “In your cock, sir?”


  He sneers and steps back, stretching my breast flesh as the nipples stretch taut. 


  “This hurt?” he asks.


  “Yes, sir.”


  He tugs again. “And this?”


  “Yes, sir.” The pain gets rougher by the minute. 


  Another jerk and my face twists into a grimace. 


  He nods pleased. After a few more vicious tugs, he wraps the cords around his fingers, making a knot at the ends of them, and hoists the knot over a piton hammered into the rock overhang above my head. I can’t move without stretching my skin to impossible degrees. 


  Once I’m pinned, he tears off his clothes in front of me, seeming to rise above me in his naked, sinewy splendor, tha