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The Milk Bitch



Prologue

Gina was on Tilghman, a tiny island on Maryland’s Eastern shore. The day was bone-chillingly cold and grey. The dank smell of dirty, fishy swamp water filled her nostrils. The riggings on the ancient fishing boats clanked like dissonant temple bells as she tried to climb them. She strained against the ropes above her but her arms were numb. She couldn’t pull herself up.

The clanking – or something, she wasn’t sure what – jarred her into wakefulness. Her leaden eyelids fluttered open. 

She shivered uncontrollably. She was so cold! Her breasts were covered with goosebumps and her nipples were constricted into such frozen points they felt like tortured icicles. Her back and shoulders ached … and – Oh my God! – her head pounded. Where was she?

She tried to raise her head to look around. The throbbing made even the smallest motion agony, made nausea hit her in waves, forcing her to quickly lower her head again. The horrible swampy smell made it worse. Her hair hung in her face and she couldn’t move her arms to push it aside. She struggled to lift her eyes but her vision swam and went black. 

Had she passed out? She tried again. This time her sight cleared a little.

It was probably only an instant before she understood but it seemed like an eternity. Each thought fluoresced painfully in her mind. 

Her first impression was of the dim light and something cold, rough and hard against her back. The space seemed large with several – many? – people scattered through it. A large whitish shape floated at some distance in front of her. She shook the hair from her eyes as best she could. 

Why couldn’t she move? She realized with shock that she was naked … and somehow held immobile. Through the gloom she peered down at her feet past the bulge of her breasts. They were fixed wide apart against the wall by something thick and rigid. She strained her neck, twisting upward to see her hands. They also were held together full length above her head in painful, unyielding bands. The bands cut into her wrists when she tried to move her hands. “Metal?” she wondered, as her mind cleared and her horror and fear grew.

She turned her head and would have reeled back from the sight that met her if she was not pinned upright. It was a warehouse, large and bleak. A row of naked women were stretched full length against a long wall, their wrists and ankles locked in place by wide black bands. Single or groups of men stood in front of each girl, talking. She couldn’t clearly see what they were doing but they appeared to be examining the girls. 

The girl next to her looked so young – certainly no more than a teen – with the lovely curves of a woman but the delicate bones of a girl. Though Gina couldn’t see her clearly in the dim light, from the tremulous motion of her long blond hair she had the impression the girl’s entire body shook. Gina watched a short Oriental man open the girl’s mouth and peer inside, then work his way down her body, prodding and squeezing. The girl did not struggle or make a sound, even when the man bent to examine and finger her genitals.

Her mind was still befuddled but clearing … and it was racing faster and faster the more Gina tried to focus. Anxiety hit her in the chest and coursed through her with the jumble of thoughts. How did she get here? One inconceivable thought flashed in her mind. It was Phillipe.


Chapter One

Ward watched the tall man shepherd the woman between tables in the discreetly lit old restaurant. 

The restaurant had ceased to be “hot” when Ward was a boy but was still one of the finest and most expensive restaurants in Washington DC. All the quietly important people could be found seated on the ornate banquettes at one time or another when Congress was in session and perhaps more frequently when it was not. 

While waiting, Ward’s attention had been absorbed by the arrival of several puffy, magisterial men who the imperious maitre d’, Monsieur Paul, immediately seated individually. Each dined at his “regular” table in inviolate privacy with the epic excess of past centuries. Ward shook his head bemusedly. In here men were rigorously shielded from any intrusion, including modernity and fitness. 

The tall man was ruggedly handsome and impeccably dressed – Ward knew he was one of the few Americans to still have suits made on Saville Row rather than by the Italians – with an elegantly unruly mop of thick sandy hair. He was always in the news but recently more so in DC due to his $20 million purchase of thirty five acres of raw land on the best road in Great Falls, the favourite Northern Virginia domicile of IT mega-millionaires.

But every man here was a celebrity. It was instead the woman, Ward knew, who caused the slightest turn of heads and the smallest exchange of quizzical looks when they passed. . 

She was exquisite, her body lithe yet voluptuous under her simple black sheath, her long pale brown hair shimmering like softest mink in the muted light. Her features, her wide almond eyes, narrow patrician nose and full clear red lips, were Grecian in their perfect regularity. She glided through the room with an unusual grace, the man’s hand resting gently on the back of her neck. In his vision’s periphery Ward took in all of the diners’ meticulously discreet responses. He smiled cruelly. 

Their guarded distress was perfectly transparent to him. With satisfaction, Ward watched their incipient recognition of her impossible fragility, of her oddly inward – pained - eyes, of the care her every movement seemed to require. He watched their internal conflict between the desire to shelter such exquisite femininity and their discomfort at her illusive abnormality. “Little do they know,” Ward thought. She was femininity perverted, femininity taken far beyond its essential need for shelter to a magnificent victimization wretched to look upon. He noticed a few of the most aware cautiously expressing their unease to their lunch companions. She was truly a work of art. 

Ward, standing at their approach, pleasantly noted the small tremor that ran through her when she saw him. He covered her cold delicate fingers with his warm strong ones and kissed her cheek. One powerful finger pressed into a vulnerable point between her index and middle fingers. With shrouded gratification, he watched her lips compress in anguish as she bowed her head to him. He lifted her chin and impassively examined her eyes. “How are you, Karen, my dear?”

Her smile was pallid and barely perceptible. “I am well, Sir.” Her husband helped her

tenderly to her chair.

‘Such a lovely scene. So warm, so thoughtful,’ Ward thought wryly. With a warm

glow of sadistic appreciation, he watched her husband’s profound solicitousness of Karen’s every need and comfort. Her husband, Michael, was so gentle and considerate when he helped her with her napkin and when he assumed control of every aspect of the ordering process, from her drink to her entrée, so she would not have to trouble herself. 

It was all so sweet and so gruesome. Ward simply could not resist the impulse to reach over and pat her hand. He felt her flinch almost imperceptibly but otherwise remain immobile. She sat with head bowed and eyes downcast, raising nothing but her fork when her entrée was served.

Ward looked up when the exotic young woman entered and scanned the restaurant. Her companion, a towering, rail-thin man her father’s age, stood a little too close beside her. Once a senior Presidential appointee, he was now a consultant who managed to be an insider – by whoring, he half joked – no matter the party in power. 

Ward saw the dark woman’s gaze light curiously on their table, flitting first to Karen nibbling at her entrée then moving on to the men. His eyes locked with hers and, with no apparent force whatsoever, he caught and then firmly held her vibrant brown eyes in his quiet pools of grey. 

No detail escaped him even as he trapped her. Her strong features under chic, long dark hair were beautiful without being pretty – unusual and compelling, oozing cultured sexuality. Her very conservative suit was artfully tailored to closely follow the curves of her abundant breasts, round ass and shapely athletic legs. As she leaned forward to survey the room he could see the bare curve of a breast peek above the V of her jacket. ‘This is no bland political wife,’ he thought appreciatively. ‘The profit potential here is obvious.’

He could see she was not having such an easy time returning the appraisal. She had recognized his companions but she did not recognize him. He kept his gaze neutral and lacking in aggression with no indication of any interest or intention toward her. He saw she could not break away, was intensely curious and – he smiled inwardly – captivated. 

“Gina! Our table is ready.” Her companion’s voice shook her free. As she followed Monsieur Paul to the table Ward noticed the flick of her eyes rapidly back to him, then away.

Karen flinched when she felt Ward’s finger press deep into her leg under the heavy damask tablecloth. Under her husband’s concerned gaze, she carefully, intently raised her coffee cup to her lips and a spot of pink appeared on each cheek below her lowered lashes. She opened her legs wider apart. Ward smiled indulgently. 

His hand made its way across the top of her old fashioned silk stocking. He lingered a moment to enjoy the porcelain sensation of her skin then continued onto the fine soft hair on her mound and the heavy stitches securing her lips tight together. His thick fingertips lightly ran across the row of ridges in her tender flesh and the hundreds of tiny scars made when she was opened, cleaned and re-stitched each morning, then downward to the clamped off plastic tubing protruding from the lower stitches. His voice was pleasant and confidential but loud enough for her husband to hear. “You realize Michael cares about nothing but your protection. Everything he does is for your benefit. He wouldn’t have to treat you this way if you weren’t so filthy and weak.”

The flush spread across her face and her head dipped lower. One tiny tear glittered in her lashes. “Yes Sir. I am filthy and weak.”

The waiter arrived with their coffee. Suddenly the exotic woman was at their table. 

“How are you, Michael?” She kept her voice low enough so no other diners would hear. 

His manner was cool when she held out her hand to him. He nodded at his wife and Ward. “I’m fine, Gina, but as you can see this is a private lunch.”

“I’d love to interview you and your wife,” she glanced at Ward, “and your friend too? Would you give me a few minutes?” 

His eyebrows raised in astonishment. “Here?” Then a darkening pause. “You know my wife never gives interviews.”

Ward’s fingers were still on Karen’s labia. He squeezed hard enough to cause the flesh to strain and burn against the sutures. Karen’s pale face reddened further. She stared fixedly at her plate but otherwise did not move.

Gina’s glance down at Karen was earnestly apologetic but then she forged on. “Really, it would just take a minute or two. I’m eager to know about your recent purchase. What ARE you going to do with it? Are you moving from California?”

Heads had turned throughout the restaurant. Disapproving looks bored into Gina’s back.

Michael’s annoyance was palpable. “Gina, please call my publicist.”

Monsieur Paul appeared at her elbow. “I’m terribly sorry, Mademoiselle, but if you do not return to your table I will have to ask you to leave.”

Again Gina’s eyes locked with Ward’s. He smiled pleasantly, enjoying how powerfully his innocuous expression taunted her. She handed him her card. “Please call me any time.” The maitre d’ led her away.

Ward watched with narrowed eyes as her elegant rear swayed across the room. An agreeable sequence of possibilities flashed through his mind. He smiled to himself. There was never a lack of scenarios. She reached her table and he saw her companion waving his arms and expostulating. 

 “You know this is neutral territory.” Michael shook his head in doleful amazement. “I’m surprised Le Grand Monsieur didn’t throw her out on the spot. She’s going to have to do some serious damage control to ever get another reservation ... and most of the people here, not to mention their friends, will never forgive her.”

Monsieur Paul instantly returned. “Madame et Messieurs! Please! Please! Forgive the intrusion and be assured this will NEVER ...” Ward was surprised the man didn’t spit, the word flew from his mouth with such force. “... happen again. Would you like a cognac? No?” Paul picked up the check, ripped it in half and turned smartly on his heel. 

Michael eyed Ward then patted Karen’s hand. “If Karen hadn’t been here this might have been amusing.” He smiled. “You never cease to amaze me. What do you do to them?”

Ward shrugged slightly. “So tell me what I can do for you.”

Michael gazed adoringly at his wife. “As you can see, Karen is doing quite well. But I’ve been travelling so much I haven’t been able to give her the attention she deserves. I also have some ideas about additional training. I’d like to send her to you for several days and then pick her up myself during my next trip here. Would you mind? You’d be doing me a great favour.”

Both of Ward’s hands were now on the tabletop. He tenderly touched Karen’s cheek. She flinched almost imperceptibly but did not pull away from his hand. “You know I’m always happy to help.”


Chapter Two

She’d fucked up badly and was going to pay. Why had she done it? 

Gina sat in her office, attempting to work. Instead, every few minutes she came to herself with a start and realized she’d been staring into space. Each time she drifted off, the image of the man in the restaurant passed through her mind. He had been so thoroughly in command of the situation that she’d only managed to get a sense of him. An unusual sensation. She was always in charge, even with very powerful men. His effortless control over her was a little frightening, a little thrilling and very enticing.

What was it about him? He wasn’t particularly memorable. Medium height, medium weight, medium hair colour. A pleasant face. Nice angular jaw though and beautiful grey eyes. Still, she didn’t think she’d notice him in a crowd.

But since that day she’d thought about him constantly, to distraction. She felt drawn to him in a way she’d never experienced. It had elements of desire and also intense curiosity. She felt compelled to know him, to have his attention. Her article for Vanity Fair was going nowhere. This was no good. She did not need this kind of thing in her life. She had to do something about it. 

She picked up the phone and called the most gorgeous and masculine man she knew, a 6’2” tall retired Navy SEAL, wounded in action, now a senior government official. She swooned a little every time she thought of his spectacular ass and shoulders and his fluid walk, like his joints were greased. Intelligence was not a requirement for SEALs but it helped and he had a remarkable amount of it. All in all, the perfect man. She would probably have married him if he wasn’t married already.

His deep sensual voice answered the phone. At one time in her life she’d called his voicemail every time she masturbated. “Ted, I need you.”

She hadn’t spoken to him in months but he knew her immediately. He laughed. “Of course you do. Where and when?”

She booked the room at the Mayflower and they arrived separately. He always surveyed the space before they settled down to business – to determine the escape routes, she’d thought. She didn’t mind. She got to watch his glorious body on the prowl.

She always wore the battered SEAL leather jacket he proudly kept as a trophy over her naked body when they fucked. He enjoyed eccentricity. God knows he could be strange and kinky ... and sometimes dark and emotional. So she pretended she was one of the many groupie slut SEAL camp followers. (Well, maybe she was.)  He liked to let the big jacket fall open around her and unmask the hefty mounds of her breasts.

He was spectacular!

But for some reason this time something was missing. She didn’t know what. She’d even managed to cum – a serious challenge. Fortunately Ted was used to her peculiarities and always up for challenges. Yet when they finished she wasn’t satisfied, not deep inside. 

Monsieur Paul was relatively easy to fix. A lot of grovelling and a box of fine Cuban cigars. She knew just where to get them ... the horny Israeli diplomat reputed to head the Mossad in the U.S. He brought anything he wanted into the country and was never without an exceptional cigar between his lips, much to her previous annoyance.

It wouldn’t even involve fucking anyone. Not that she minded. She’d have enjoyed fucking the Israeli. He was a wonderfully male little peacock, a little Napoleon, with tons of charisma not to mention power … but he also had an oh so dangerous wife. So Gina’d simply stick her tits in his face, firmly squeezed his thigh close - but not too close - to his balls and tell him for the hundredth time, “Honey, you know I’d love to fuck you. Just have your wife tell me it’s okay. I don’t want her coming after me with an Uzi.” She would not be surprised if the wife did appear at some point, no doubt to say she wanted Gina to fuck both of them. But so far it hadn’t happened. 

It was the restaurant’s owner, no, actually the old man’s son, Philippe, who now ran things, who’d be the problem. He’d not only have to forgive her but he’d have to do it publicly. What would she have to do? She was pretty sure she knew.

Gina slipped through the restaurant kitchen door one morning before opening time, carrying her package. She had dressed in her most ladylike suit, suitable for an audience not with the President but with the Queen. Presidents, she’d discovered first hand, often preferred something more risqué. The kitchen staff didn’t stop her as she passed but looked at her knowingly. Some seemed positively invigorated, eager for the impending fight.

Paul’s glare at her was incandescent. She raced across the room before he could throw her out, babbling apologies all the way. “Please! Monsieur Paul, I am so sorry! I don’t know what came over me. My behaviour was unpardonable. I swear to you it will never happen again!” 

“And Monsieur,” He had drawn himself up to full height, which though only 5’10”, seemed gigantic at this moment. Still, she dared to place her hand on his arm,  “I will not be able to survive if I am banned from your restaurant. It is not only that it is THE most important restaurant in DC ...” She saw him soften slightly, “... but the food is unsurpassed.” More softening. “Can you ever forgive me?” She smiled into his eyes. He was, after all, French. “And I brought you something very special – very difficult to find – to attempt to make up for it.” 

He looked down at the box in her hands then took it from her slowly, reverently. He broke the seal and removed a cigar. He rolled it between his fingers, head cocked to the side, then ran the cigar under his nose from end to end, deeply breathing its earthy fragrance. Carefully he repositioned it in the box, focused again on Gina and raised his forefinger to her. “Never again!”

“Oh Monsieur Paul, thank you so much! I swear, Never Again!” 

Monsieur Paul turned to continue his duties but Gina hesitated. She’d won this battle and knew she was insane to pursue a subject now sacrosanct. But she was suffering from some mysterious and unquenchable inner compulsion. She felt herself tremble with the tension – she didn’t know, was it from the conversation with Paul or her irrational need? – but the words burst from her mouth. “One other thing ...” He turned back to her, Gallic eyebrows raised. “The second gentleman at the table. Can you tell me who he is and how I can get in touch with him?”

He stared along the bridge of his sharply aquiline nose, clearly communicating her unsteady ground. “Mademoiselle! We never break our patrons’ confidence.”

She again placed her hand on his arm. “Please, Monsieur Paul. It’s very important.” Again she looked into his eyes. “Is there anything I can do to change your mind?” She kept the question neutral, allowing him to decide what she’d meant.

For a moment he searched her face, then turned his back to her and walked away, throwing the words back definitively over his shoulder. “Mademoiselle Gina, we do not give out our patrons’ information.”

Philippe required no bullshit. She called him at home. “I’m sure you’ve heard about my unfortunate faux pas and know I’ve already placated Monsieur Paul.” Her voice was replete with heartfelt sincerity. “I truly hope you’ll forgive me as well. But I also need you to help me make it all better with the town. What’s it going to cost me?”

The man seated at the desk in the Gothic lobby was utterly indifferent to her appearance despite the advanced age of most of his tenants. Philippe was, after all, an extremely eligible man in a city of single women.

“Come in, my dear.” Philippe greeted her at the door in a green silk Chanel dressing gown and matching leather slippers. He took off her jacket and looked appreciatively at the impressive volume of her bare breasts jiggling unsteadily with each breath over the top of her black leather corset. “You look lovely ... Of course the skirt will have to come off.” He ushered her across the wide pale foyer. 

The venerable penthouse Philippe inherited from his grandmother was now stunningly – and his grandmother’s few remaining friends said vulgarly – contemporary. The apartment occupied the entire top, roof and all, of the most beautiful building on the ornate Connecticut Avenue bridge in wealthy, archaic Kalorama. Philippe swore he’d kept, “stored” he said, all the original architectural detail he’d stripped off every square inch from hardwood floors to 13 foot ceilings. The original twenty five rooms were now seven sweeping spaces, bare and angular.

Gina paused in the doorway, the expanse of the room the town called “The Ballroom” and the city beyond spread wondrously before her. “Glorious!” she thought as her senses absorbed the scene. “The most romantic spot in the entire city – despite the starkness and weird furniture.” 

The huge space occupied the southern end of the building, one third of a floor. Rectangular ten foot tall windows denuded of trim filled the walls in three directions. During daylight, the lush greenery of Rock Creek Park filled the eastern vista. Now after dark, the brilliant panorama of Connecticut Avenue stretched straight down the hill to the south to within a few blocks of the White House and the lights of Rosslyn sparkled in the sky to the west. 

The sharp edges of three massive industrial-looking chandeliers twinkled like tiny gilt stars in the firelight, shimmering on the shiny synthetic tabletops to light the way through the strange clumps of furniture. Philippe led her through the mosaic of muted yellow-gold flooring, walls and ceiling to one of the room’s two blazing fireplaces. The “floating” floor, set on springs for dancing, gave a bit under Gina’s heels. “Looks like the day’s first piss,” a wit at one of Philippe’s many parties had commented on the colour, carefully out of his host’s earshot. Philippe wouldn’t have minded the joke. He enjoyed old-fashioned Washington’s abhorrence of his décor. 

Despite the unusual shapes, Gina knew the furniture was luxuriantly comfortable – not that it mattered tonight. Philippe sat in one of a pair of space-age chartreuse armchairs positioned on either side of a transparent dark orange table. He seemed to float in the darkened room in a pool of light from the fire and the minimalist silver table lamp on the orange tabletop. He smiled up at her. “Lovely view, isn’t it?” He glanced toward the southern windows. “ ... and I want to give Homeland Security a good look when they fly by. Now everything off but the shoes and corset, then come here.” He pointed to the floor between his legs.

Phillipe had been quite clear. A revealing corset – she could choose which – was not negotiable. She’d been pleased with this corset’s effect when she’d peered into her bedroom mirror. She’d enjoyed the obscenely voluptuous curves it gave her, forcing exaggerated roundness into her bottom and accentuating her breasts’ pendulous mass. Unlike most, its front was uncompromisingly flat, constricting not only her waist to “waspish” proportions but also disallowing any abdominal excesses. Now, though, she was clasped stiffly straight, brutally restrained at every forward bend. As she manoeuvred to her knees between his legs and opened his robe, already gasping slightly, she was certain she’d regret her vanity. 

Despite the rich food served in his restaurant, Phillipe’s stomach was hard and flat. Gina couldn’t resist running her hand appreciatively across the hard muscles along the way downward. “Really, an extremely stylish and sexy man.” She was just a little startled by the tingling burst of lewd moisture the thought elicited. She wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft, enjoying the wonderful softness of the pliable blue veined skin, and ran her thumb over the swelling cap, “and a great cock!” With a frisson of pleasure, she remembered it deep inside her, so efficiently making contact, stimulating her. Gina squared her shoulders a little and breathed deeply before she bent her head. “Just hellishly hard work!” 

Philippe was what Gina called a ‘strenuous’ blow job. It once took him two hours to cum and she had worked hard the entire time, used every ounce of her prodigious skill. That his cock was large didn’t help. Her jaw ached for days afterwards.

She sucked his cock into her mouth and instantly it was full sized and jammed into the back of her throat. With him it was a matter of energy and maintenance – he fucked her mouth and she did her best to take it. Her hardest jobs were to accommodate her motion to his rhythm, to open her throat so he could slide into it without hardship ... and to breathe, a requirement the corset tortuously impaired.

He leaned back in the chair and stared at or at least in the direction of the skyline, his hands on her head, continually easing himself deeper into her mouth. The hardness burned against the back of her mouth, burned as it first filled then stretched her throat. Oddly, she felt a certain gratification in the extremity, in the oral fullness, even with its excruciating effort. 

She tried to content him by licking the shaft and sucking the head, shallowly so she could breathe but he grabbed her ears, moaned and gave a really hard push into her throat. She struggled not to gag – did gag, retched, then succumbed to a peal of coughing and gasped hard enough to wheeze like an asthmatic. The corset made getting enough breath impossible. He was relentless. The scenario repeated so many times she lost count. His cock seemed to never leave her throat, pounding the tissue, stretching far beyond normal use. Her eyes watered, her nose ran, saliva flowed down her chin. 

After about twenty minutes and then again every fifteen minutes thereafter she paused for the miniscule instant Phillipe would allow, squeezed his cock in her hand and said in her most provocative voice “You’re making me so wet. I need you to fuck me,” or some variation. Really, she was wet and she did yearn to have him fuck her, not only to get a little rest. Again she remembered how great his cock felt inside her. The memory was visceral and accompanied by another burst of moisture. He smiled dryly down at her, shook his head and motioned for her to continue.

After one hour and seventeen minutes (the diamond markers on her watch sparkled clearly in the flickering light) he bellowed like an enraged bull and filled her mouth with cum. The fluid was thick in her mouth, gelatinous and slightly acidic tasting. She felt a moment of panic as it coated her mouth like glue and threatened to choke her. She stared up at him wide-eyed and pulled back off his cock, careful though not to spill a drop. 

He used his own hand to gentle his throbbing. With the other he grabbed her chin and held it until he was sure she swallowed it all. The slimy mass slid down her throat like a raw but slightly warmed oyster.

She licked her lips and looked up at him. She could feel she was a mess, her face wet with tears, saliva and running makeup, her hair utterly dishevelled. She didn’t care. Had her obsession actually increased? “Philippe, I have another favour to ask.”

His eyes darkened momentarily but then he laughed. “Another favour? I haven’t given you enough tonight?”

“I need the name and phone number of the man who ate with Michael and his wife.”

She was startled by what she saw in his eyes. He seemed resolute, as if he knew her request was coming. “I promise you, you do not want to meet him.”

“Why not? What’s wrong with him?”

He hesitated. He didn’t seem to want to tell her. She waited, surprised. Finally he said, “Well ... he’s quirky ... dangerous.”

“What is he, some sort of Special Ops type? You know I’ve had my fill of those.”

“No,” he said softly, “he’s a very different sort.”

Gina laughed. “You know I can handle anyone.”

But Philippe did not share her amusement. She’d never seen him so serious. For several minutes he looked into her eyes, worried she thought. Whatever he saw, at last he shrugged. “Fine. I’ll get it for you and then you’ll do something else for me.”

Philippe’s apartment was the colour of piss, Gina discovered when she was on her hands and knees in Philippe’s yellow-gold tub and was being covered with it. Philippe pissed in her face, in her hair and all over her body. He seemed to have an endless supply and to take particular pleasure in aiming into her eyes.

His piss was warm. It might have been pleasant if she hadn’t known what was drenching her. Except for the odour. Really, it was quite peculiar this close up – acrid and strange. It seemed to create some odd sort of chemical reaction with her body, which was heightened by the sensation in her mouth. She couldn’t keep the liquid out of her mouth and the smell changed on her tongue. A profoundly different flavour seemed to pervade all of her cells. It was a powerful, awful taste she would not forget. 

The thought of what was happening, what she was trying not to inadvertently drink, disgusted her. Gina pushed it from her mind. She would take it because, above all else, she didn’t want to offend Phillipe. He could help her in so many ways – and she needed to get back into the restaurant. Being ostracized could destroy her in this insular little town.

She looked up at him and spat discreetly. She saw the amusement in his eyes, so she gave in to her revulsion. She sputtered and spat and shook her head. The warm yellow liquid drenched her skin before it vanished against the marble.

Afterwards, Phillipe gave her a snifter of Benedictine and Brandy. The golden liquid shot sweet fire into her head and from there along the pathway of veins into her body. He kissed her softly on the cheek. “I’m so sorry, my dear. I hope you’ll forgive me and that I’ll see you again.”

She laughed. “Of course you’ll see me again.” For a moment his words nagged at her. Forgive her? She didn’t understand and it all seemed so final somehow. Then she was gone.


Chapter Three

The last she remembered was Phillipe giving her a drink. Could he possibly have drugged her and sent her here? She shook her head, both trying to clear it and because she couldn’t believe Phillipe could be involved. His family had been in DC so long they were an institution.

Then a thought struck Gina, squeezing her heart so tightly she swooned and almost blacked out again. What if she wasn’t in the US anymore? Panicked, her eyes strained into the dimness in every direction trying to make out something that might tell her where she was. A grey sky, but nothing else, was visible through an open, roof-high industrial doorway. Her panic galloped up into her head. There were no clues! Only the swampy smell and the foreign faces.

An accented voice caught her attention. She turned her head. The Oriental man was satisfied with the young girl. He handed a briefcase to a man nearby. The man called across the warehouse in a language Gina didn’t recognize. She heard the jangle of metal wheels on concrete before she saw another man approach pushing a cubical crate, open at one end, on a dolly. As a hypodermic needle slid into her arm, the girl screamed for just a moment until her body went limp. Gina watched the men unshackle the girl, fold her slack legs against her chest, fit her into the squat crate and hammer the crate closed. Tears streamed down Gina’s cheeks as the crate was wheeled away. She felt such anguish for the poor girl … and for herself. Would she be next?

She realized then that the metallic sounds of crates being hammered closed and rolled in and out and the shackles striking against each other, had penetrated her drugged dreams. As her eyes adjusted to the greyness she saw crates coming and going down the line of girls. 

Adrenaline had consumed the pain in her head. Now her senses were on edge, hyper-aware, heightened by fear. She felt a presence and turned her head. About ten feet in front of her hovered a dark man in a flowing red headdress and white robes over a business suit. He stared at her fixedly and she knew she’d felt his stare all the while she’d been conscious. When he saw her turn, he called across the warehouse, in Arabic, she thought. 

A handsome, swarthy man in an elegant dark suit, with beautiful black curls to his shoulders and large dark eyes, walked toward her. In spite of the horror around her she felt a little relief. This was someone she might deal with, she thought. She worked with men like him all the time.

The men talked – argued? – animatedly. Gina was now certain they spoke Arabic. She smiled seductively toward the man with the curls. “Hello. Have we met before?” she ventured. They ignored her. Her voice became urgent, louder. “Can you please unfasten me! There must be some mistake.”

The men stopped their conversation and looked at her. The handsome man approached. Again she smiled. “I think I’ve met you …” she began. The man drew back his fist and punched her hard in the abdomen. Her bound wrists prevented her from doubling over but her breath exploded from her body. The sensation of pain had not reached her brain before the man hit her again. She gasped and, despite herself, tears streamed down her cheeks. Her organs seemed to swirl and clench inside her. She felt sick … and as the deep pain rose into her throat, her unwitting tears change to sobs of true mourning. 

Clearly she was to be sold to the man in the robes. She did not see how she could possibly escape. She knew she wouldn’t give up. But for the moment, at least, she was overcome with hopelessness. All was certainly lost.

The men’s argument ceased and they turned toward the entryway. Gina saw another man’s dark shape approach, silhouetted in the pale light. When he turned to shake the elegant man’s hand hope burst into her chest. It was the man in the restaurant – Ward, she’d read his name at Phillipe’s.

She started to yell to him. Then her hope died as quickly as it had risen. Her voice froze in her throat. Why was he here? Had he done this to her? What did he want from her?

The elegant man switched to urbanely unaccented English. “I’m afraid you now have a competitor for the girl.”

Gina saw the expression on Ward’s face grow dark, thunderous, for just a second before it recaptured tranquillity. He bowed to the robed man, who returned the bow. “Sir, I’m afraid Reza has given you incorrect information. This one is my property.” The robed man did not appear in the least disturbed by Ward’s statement.

Reza’s tone was profusely apologetic. “Master Ward, I beg you to forgive me. I have informed the Sheikh of your claim. But he ardently desires her and I could not ignore his … generous offer.” He waved to the line of girls. “Can I please give you another – at no charge?”

Ward motioned Reza aside, out of earshot of the Sheikh but closer to Gina. Her fear was momentarily overcome by curiosity. She felt an urgent need to hear their conversation and was thrilled when they came close … until it occurred to her that Ward wanted her to hear.

“There is no question here, Reza,” he said coldly. “We have an agreement. She is mine.”

Reza was clearly distressed. His voice was humble, plaintive. “Is there nothing we can do? The Sheikh has offered me a huge sum and he is a very good customer. I don’t want to lose his patronage.” His voice lowered, became confidential. “I think it’s the giant breasts. He said something about feeding his children.” He smiled wryly. “Maybe himself, also.”

Ward looked momentarily thoughtful and his eyebrows lifted. “Interesting.”

Gina listened to Ward’s next words with awful realization – somewhere deep inside she had certainly suspected – yet also with a tiny bit of relief. “Do I need to remind you where many of your most desirable properties come from? I’m certain you do not want to damage our arrangement. And have you forgotten that it was my contacts who did this? You would never have had her without me. As I said, there is no question. She belongs to me.”

Reza was intent, sincere. “Let me give you one – no, two – of the others.” He turned toward the line of girls. “I have some beautiful ones. Younger.” For a moment, Gina felt irrationally slighted and jealous. “Virgins.” He smiled. “Well, almost. They’re twins, also with big breasts and very submissive.” 

Reza led Ward out of Gina’s line of vision. Her heart sank. How could she compete with beautiful young twins? She wanted him to take her away from this horrible place yet at the same time her rational mind was struck by the hideous irony. Would she then be the slave to this frightening, mysterious man? What would that mean? Still she waited, barely breathing and chest tight with fear. 

The men returned. Reza’s optimistic expression grew larger in front of her like a scene from a nightmare. Tears sprang into Gina’s eyes.

Ward cocked his head toward Gina. “Before I decide, let me speak to her.” Reza resumed his conversation with the Sheikh, an obsequious smile on his beautiful face.

Ward positioned himself close in front of Gina. His eyes slowly, appraisingly, swept up her body. Again she experienced a sense of irony. Here she yearned to please a brutal kidnapper. 

Ward painfully gripped a handful of her hair and pulled up her head so her eyes were a few inches from his. “These are the rules. They will be better and worse than you expect.” His eyes grabbed and held hers like in a hard fist.

“In the future I will treat you as an animal …”

“An animal? What did he mean?” she wondered, horrified.

“ … so you will not be required to call me Sir. However in this discussion you will say Yes Sir and No Sir so I am clear about your answers. Do you understand?”

Gina could barely bring herself to say the words … but she did. “Yes Sir.”

“On the surface your life will not change. Unless I decide otherwise, none of your friends or colleagues will know of your new status. You will still work. But you will become my property.” He jerked her hair for emphasis and brought his palely luminous eyes even closer. “I want you to be very clear about this. I will own you. I will control your actions and eventually all of your thoughts just like I would my dog. And I will train you like I would my dog.” His eyes were relentless. “Do you understand?”

She didn’t really. First she hesitated, then started to explain. He smiled and placed his free hand on her stomach. Though she couldn’t fully look down, she glimpsed the edge of a flattened fist. The thought “It’s amazing how big it looks,” stabbed into her mind. Her body jerked and she stuttered out, “Yyyyes, Sir.”

He smiled pleasantly. “I don’t expect you to fully understand … yet. But I do expect you to obey.” His voice was still soft but with an intangible yet chilling emphasis. “Do you understand?”

This time she was too afraid to hesitate. “Yes, Sir.”

“You are intelligent and I will use your intelligence along with your body to manipulate my clients – whatever their desires.” 

Her first response was amazement and disgust, then again fear. “Yes,” he said. She saw him following her responses in her eyes. “I will make you my whore. 

“For now you will continue to live in your apartment.” Possibilities leapt into her mind. She knew he saw them in her eyes but couldn’t stop them in time. His smile was icy and – she wondered why – he seemed completely certain of his words. “Don’t think you can escape.”

Ward released her hair. His smile was again pleasant but his words sent chills through her body. “This is the last choice you will ever make. My rules …” he shrugged, “…or I will give you to the Sheikh and take the twins.” Suddenly he was still. So frighteningly still, she thought.

Gina felt ill and exhaustingly overwhelmed. His silence deafened her and her mind raced through it in all directions at once. But she knew the truth. Really there was no choice. She did not want to respond. Finally her fear forced the word out. “You … Sir.” 

Ward motioned to Reza. He peered intently into Ward’s cold eyes. “No? I can’t convince you.” He looked toward heaven. “But how am I possibly going to placate the Sheikh?” 

Gina wondered the same thing. Although she found herself strangely confident in Ward’s ability to prevail (in some unimaginable future she must think about why) Reza’s words sent another rush of anxiety through her. She moaned softly. Would this nightmare ever be finished? 

“Let me help you with the Sheikh.” Ward smiled – at a private joke, it seemed to Gina. “I’m sure he’ll find my offer satisfactory.” 

Ward bowed to the Sheikh. “I hope you will forgive Reza. It was only his abject desire to satisfy your needs that caused him to give you misinformation.” Ward’s expression was intensely solicitous. “I’m afraid I cannot be outbid for this girl…” The Sheikh looked extremely surprised and somewhat displeased. “…because I have paid in things more valuable than money:  honour and commitment.”

Gina was dumbfounded. She could not comprehend what he could possibly mean. Honour and commitment? The man was making her his unwilling slave. The Sheikh’s expression, however, told her he found Ward’s words deeply meaningful.

“However, I think I have another solution that you will find suitable. As you may be aware, I have trained certain of Reza’s girls.”

The Sheikh vigorously nodded. “Yes, I do know. In fact, I own one of the girls you trained. Teresa. Do you remember her? A truly excellent property.”

Ward bowed again. “Yes, an excellent choice.”

The Sheikh eagerly continued. “Ah! That perfectly white skin! I have forbidden her from ever going outside because I am afraid her skin will burn in our hot sun. And her exceptional ability to fulfil all of my needs!” His expression became pensive. “But really most rewarding is her own need. I call it her addiction. She does not seem to be able to survive without providing her services. She degrades herself as thoroughly as if she was addicted to heroin.” He beamed at Ward. “It makes possessing her so exquisitely pleasurable. So truly decadent!”

Ward was clearly pleased. “Sir, I am honoured to meet someone of your subtle understanding. I consider that my true skill is not as a trainer …” 

“Tsk, tsk.” The Sheikh expressed his vehement disagreement.

“… but in my ability to perceive which girls truly need to serve.” He waved toward Gina. “Like this one.” He smiled at the Sheikh. “You clearly can also perceive this distinction.”

“So why don’t you allow me to train the girl to your specifications? Then I will bring her to you in Saudi at regular intervals. Or if you prefer you will have access to her in the US.” 

Again Gina listened without comprehension.

Her heart filled and overflowed with anxiety. She could simply not imagine what Ward proposed. His words had immediately come to pass. He had already arranged for her prostitution. And what strange needs did the Sheikh have? What would he do to her? She tried to clear her head. How was Ward going to train her?

Ward had paused to observe the Sheikh’s reaction. “I can’t imagine that you don’t tire of your girls. This arrangement will allow you to use her when you please and have her training perfectly developed and maintained at all other times.

“I think you’ll find you’ll receive a superior product this way. So? …”

The Sheikh considered for no more than a moment. He smiled and extended his hand. “Agreed.”

Gina was weak with relief. She sagged against the shackles. She didn’t know what was to come but it must certainly be better than slavery in Saudi Arabia. At least she could think so for the moment.

Ward handed the Sheikh his card. “Please email me your specifications and I will keep you apprised of her progress.”

Reza solicitously led the Sheikh away. “Perhaps I can offer you something else?”

Ward squeezed Gina’s jaw between powerful fingers. “You’ll grow to love this, I promise you.” She stared at him in disbelief.

A man approached with a hypodermic. “I’m sorry,” Ward said as she tried to jerk away. “This location is secret.” The hypodermic slid into her thigh and she slumped against the metal bands.


Chapter Four

Gina awoke in her soft bed in her beautiful, safe and wonderfully comforting bedroom. She wore her favourite solitary sleepwear, a giant Baltimore Orioles t-shirt. How long had she been asleep?

She stretched luxuriously then winced. Her muscles cramped in odd places, her stomach ached and her wrists were sore. Apprehensively she examined her abdomen – no bruises there, thank God! – and then her wrists. Her wrists were marked. Telltale streaks and blotches of purple circled them. They hurt when she flexed her hands. Suddenly she was overcome with anxiety. It was not a dream! 

It was forever before she could rise from bed. Her mind was as opaque as the smooth cream of the ceiling at which she stared. At first. Then it began to swirl. Everything whirled around her and she lay in the middle, helpless. 

Coffee. Maybe coffee would help. Ridiculous, she thought with hopeless irony. Nothing would help. She pushed herself up and out of her deep nest and wandered through the apartment, touching this and that without seeing anything.

Voicemail was blinking at her and she picked up the phone thoughtlessly and dialled. The service said seven messages. Quickly she forwarded through them until she heard her sister, Marie’s, dramatic voice. “Hi Gina. I hope everything’s great with you. I sent you an email but I just couldn’t wait to tell you. I met the most gorgeous and wonderful man. He’s some sort of international businessman. His name’s Robert. I sent you a picture. Give me a call when you get a chance.”

Gina took her coffee cup into her office and downloaded email. Days of them. Again she was hit with a wave of anxiety. How long was she gone?

She clicked on the message from her sister, scrolled down to the picture and stopped, stunned. Marie was smiling broadly, her head resting intimately on the shoulder of an eerily smiling … Reza.

Gina’s mental state instantly shattered into thousands of sharp, painful shards. Her life had disintegrated to something incomprehensible. Now her family was in danger and it was all her fault. If she could only take it all back. If she had never tried to find Ward – or, even better, had never seen him in the first place – this would never have happened.

A faint sliver of calm parted the turmoil. She was a strong strategist. Maybe if she didn’t panic further she could solve the problem. Options immediately tumbled through her head. 

She contemplated calling the police, no, the FBI. Her mind gnawed at the idea. Could the authorities really do anything? These men had a slick operation. Would her sister simply vanish before Gina could get help? Or worse, might the men kill them both? She had a friend – actually an old lover – at the FBI. A discreet phone call couldn’t hurt. She fervently hoped it couldn’t.

Thank God. He was in and very happy to hear from her. “Hi honey. I’ve prayed this moment would come. When can I see you?”

“Cut the crap, Brent. This is serious.”

His tone immediately changed. “Tell me.”

“I don’t want to give too many details cause,” her voice quavered, “well, frankly I’m terrified. I think I’ve gotten involved with a white slave ring. One of them is …” She started to say “dating” but it sounded too ridiculous. “… with my sister.”

His voice was a little sceptical, as if he thought it just might be a joke. “You’re kidding. Where’s your sister? And where are you?”

“We’re both at our homes.”

“Are either of you hurt?”

“Well no, not really.”

His voice was even more sceptical. “Gina, are you sure about this? Who’s the guy with your sister?”

“His name’s Reza something. Middle Eastern.”

His voice was incredulous. “Reza? Handsome guy? Goes by Robert in the US? He’s an Iranian expatriate, the grandson of the old Shah’s best friend – an international playboy. He probably has a billion dollars of the Shah’s money hidden around the world.” 

Gina’s voice became urgent and frustrated. “Brent, you know me. I wouldn’t bullshit about this sort of thing. I was kidnapped and they let me go and then I find out one of the kidnappers, this guy Reza, has been spending time with my sister.”

“Okay! Okay! Try to calm down! This is way outside my jurisdiction. But there’s a guy here who can help. I’ll get you in to see him. When can you come down?”

“How about now?”

Taking action made her feel a little better. She showered, dressed and was on her way out the door when a thought froze her. What if Marie was in danger right now? She had to stop Ward from hurting her. 

Phillipe had given her Ward’s phone number. Was it here? Her favourite purse sat on her desk on the exact spot it always did. Frantically she dug into it. She pulled out her day planner and, with shock, found the slip of paper inserted between the pages of … yes, it was today’s date. 

As she picked up the phone, her eyes swept the apartment with a chilling sense of vulnerability. It was all so perfectly in place. Her eyes dropped to her t-shirt. How did they know the tiny details of her life? Were they still watching her?

A frightening thought plunged into her mind. If they were watching, they would know she was going to the FBI. Once again, she was overcome with helplessness. “Why would they? They have my sister! And what choice do I have!” were her last thoughts before she heard Ward’s voice. 

Gina wanted to scream. Instead she burst into tears. “Please don’t … hurt … my sister,” she pleaded, each word choked with misery. “I’ll do anything.”

His voice was quiet and merciless. “Yes. You will. We’ll discuss it at lunch.”

The J. Edgar Hoover Building was ugly and drab, both outside and in – like a massive collection of square sandstone picture frames, she’d always thought. Brent met her at Security at one of the side entrances generally used only by employees. He clipped on a badge after the guard manually patted her down and waved a metal detector over her, then led her to a bank of elevators. “We’re meeting him in his office. People are protective of their territories here, so I’m going to leave you there.”

On the third floor, Brent knocked on a partially open door and swung it open. A long-faced, rather nondescript man with glasses sat behind a big desk surrounded by a jumble of cheap metal office furniture. He rose to great them with hand extended. Brent said, “John, meet Gina.” Then, “I’ll leave you two alone.” He exited, pulling the door closed.

John smiled at her. The smile was a little supercilious. Maybe that was just his personality. She shrugged mentally. A bureaucrat. “Brent has told me a little about your … problem. Let’s talk about it.”

A little relief was beginning to seep in. At least he seemed to be taking her seriously. Gina casually looked around the office. 

Then John said, “I know about Reza’s operation.” Her head jerked toward him and, at last, real relief swept over her. She had not expected to hear those words. 

But her short-lived equanimity disappeared at his next words, “The FBI can’t do anything about it. He’s connected up to the highest levels and personally has diplomatic immunity. On his mother’s side. She’s Saudi. Plus, the operation is very efficient and exceptionally well camouflaged. The Bureau has never gotten anything incriminating on him.”

Once again, Gina felt utterly helpless. She knew that tone. They weren’t going to help her. She wanted to cry. She blurted out into his stolid face, “Can’t you at least protect my sister?” Was it pity she saw in his eyes?

Her eyes spun around the room like a gyroscope, trying to find something to give her stability. Something caught her attention. In a back corner, between two tall filing cabinets, sat a squat, cubical wooden crate, its front open. Her heart clenched with now all-too familiar terror.

She turned toward John, praying he did not see the fear in her face, and said as cordially as possible: “You know, I really think I’ve made a mistake.” She quickly rose to her feet. “Thank you so much for seeing me. Please forgive me for wasting your time.”

With that, she turned and almost ran out of the office and the building. As she moved through the quiet halls, his words hit her like a slap in the face. He had just told her he was one of them or at least and, perhaps more hideous, used their services.

Ward’s house was in an industrial area of Maryland about forty-five minutes south of the city. She followed his directions along a rural road past several industrial parks. Finally she came to a large secured gate in front of a mass of trees. She pressed the intercom and a British voice asked her name. The gate swung slowly open. She followed a road edged by short boxwood hedges and tall cast-iron Victorian gaslights through the trees. Suddenly the house – a fantastic old Victorian mansion with many porches, several turrets and masses of trim – appeared in front of her in the middle of a green lawn that rolled past willows to the banks of the Potomac River.

The scene was exquisite yet it barely registered. Her every motion occurred only by rote. She now lived in a haze of fear. Ward opened the door and she found herself in his house. She didn’t remember how and she was barely aware of her surroundings. He held her wrists together behind her back during the walk to the long formal dining room.

At lunch, the reality of her subjugation to him permeated every cell of her body and mind and clouded the air around her. The elegant butler served a main course of some sort of grilled white fish she was sure was excellent but barely tasted. Again she begged him not to hurt her sister. 

He told her, “Marie will enjoy her relationship with Reza.” She felt a jolt when she heard her sister’s name, but of course he knew it. He smiled coldly. “Robert. He will give her experiences only available with a great deal of money and he will make wonderful love to her.” 

He smiled again and she shivered at that horrible smile. “Reza is a very experienced and talented lover. At some point you’ll discover that for yourself.”

Gina recoiled from the idea of having sex with the white slaver who punched her in the stomach. Yet she was helpless to keep her sister away from him. He could be with Marie right now. Her mind shied away from the image.

“If – when I am certain of your … devotion, Reza will be forced to tenderly leave her.” His calm eyes again managed to grab and hold hers. In an excruciating surge of realization, she knew she could not escape him. “Although I would regret the loss, you do have the option of trading her servitude for yours.”

The words burst from her mouth with a stream of tears. “I would never never never,” she shook her head frantically, “do that!”

He shrugged. “Your choice.” 

His voice was so calm, so pleasant. “You’re fortunate to have such an attractive family. Such a lovely sister,” he paused for a moment and looked directly at her, “and your cousins in Boston.” Her gaze fixed on his with abject terror. “Do large breasts run in your family?” 

She began to stammer. “Hh-how do I know he won’t hurt her?” Her breathing was laboured, almost hysterical, “Or sell her … or anyone else?”

“Because I told you so,” he said. “I have no need to lie to you.” His words twisted her psyche as effectively as a cruelly domineering parent. “You will learn that I am only here to give you what you want, what you need. 

“You’ve always known you are a slave, a ‘submissive’, someone whose fundamental nature is to submit to the will of another. You’ve just never found the means to make it possible.”   

Some devious impulse inside her wanted his voice to be warm but it was precise and unyielding. “When I first saw you in the restaurant I knew you had exceptional potential. As your Owner I will take responsibility for you and see you develop fully. I will discover and fulfil your needs. I share the Marquis de Sade’s philosophy; you must have every experience in order to be complete and I will see that you do. I will train you so you’re capable of everything.”

He sounded so rational, so logical. Was this how psychopaths manipulated their victims? 

Gina was bewildered … and ashamed. Somewhere deep inside she believed him – worse, wanted to believe him. But every other part of her rejected him. No! He was a horrible person who did horrible and frightening things. He had her sister and had threatened the rest of her family. 

The butler brought a silver coffeepot. He served only Ward. Ward rose from the table, put his arm around her neck and lifted her to her feet. Again he pulled her hands together behind her so her back arched against him and her breasts were forced forward. His movements were brutal but somehow erotic and, with heart wrenching dismay, she felt her body respond. 

Ward tied her hands with pliable white cord. He showed her the tie in the big antique mirror over the sideboard. Her hands were wrapped at the wrist then separated several inches by a meticulous coil resembling a hangman’s noose. The remnants of the shackled bruises felt tender and sore when the ropes pressed against them. Her lips trembled at the memory … and at her uncertain future. 

He told her to stand with her back to the wall opposite his chair with her pelvis tilted forward and her knees spread. He unbuttoned her blouse and squeezed her brassiere over her big round breasts, leaving it still clasped tight in her armpits. He pulled her skirt up to her waist and dropped her panties to her knees. Then he returned to his chair.

The position was humiliating. With everything else she’d been through, Gina didn’t know why the awkward spread of her knees between her hanging panties and the inelegant and constricting position of her bra upset her, but they did. They were simple things, not nearly as extreme as other things men did to her, but still disturbing and, yes that was it, degrading. She wanted to scream and weep simultaneously. She was filled up with helplessness. Her life was no longer in her control. 

She also found standing this way remarkably difficult, particularly in her four inch Manolos. Her thighs and knees soon stiffened and her ankles were killing her. She did not know how long she could stay still. 

Yet her pussy was wet. She didn’t understand and hated herself for her own body’s betrayal. 

The butler set a small dark chocolate bombe in front of Ward and a small gold wrapped box beside the plate. Ward’s eyes played over Gina’s face and body while he sipped coffee and ate chocolate. “Magnificent breasts,” was his only comment and it sounded dreadfully ominous to her.

When he finished he photographed her, shooting close to her body from intimate, embarrassing angles. 

He put down the camera and opened the gold box. Again he moved in intimate proximity to her. She felt the warmth of his body. He held his open hand against her bare breast and, shamefully, her nipple hardened.

At first she was confused by the beautiful small gold and black objects hidden in his palm. Were they earrings? Then she realized the onyx teardrops hanging from the bronze circlets were actually screw mechanisms. 

“I’m giving you some special nipple clamps. I want you to wear them in public under your clothes. Sometimes when you go out I’m going to tell you not to wear a bra, just the clamps.” For a moment she was appalled, envisioning her huge breasts bouncing around unbound and worse with the clamps showing beneath her blouse. She wanted to complain but didn’t. 

He untied her hands and gave her one clamp. “Screw the clamp wide open. Now put the circle over your nipple and pull your nipple through. Do it.” 

Her hands awkwardly moved to her breasts. Her nipple was too fat to go through easily, its progress hampered further by tiny serrations in the interior of the circle that aggressively grabbed the tissue. She tried pushing the clamp over the nipple, then pulling the nipple through the clamp, then both at once. Her nipple was fast becoming sore and abraded. 

She became so frustrated that tears started in her eyes. She looked up and, as was now usual, he watched with dispassionate control. 

Finally she managed to work one nipple into the bronze circle. The circlet fitted flat around the nipple’s point, the teardrop suspended below, against her breast.

“Now tighten the screw.” The circle constricted around her nipple and the tiny ridges bit into her flesh. She gave an involuntary cry of pain.

“Good. Is the clamp tight enough to stay on?”

“I think so.”

“Now put on the other.”

Ward led her to the mirror. Although the clamps did lie fairly flat against her breasts she was certain a close observer could see the teardrops’ distortion beneath her blouse. She hoped her breasts’ huge proportion would prevent overly close inspection as it normally did in the politically correct environments she inhabited.

Still they were beautifully made and obviously quite expensive. For a second she regretted that Washington proper could not appreciate the fine jewellery and their flattery to her equally fine breasts. She pushed the thought from her mind.

Then something stranger and more heinous occurred to her. She had the impulse to screw them tighter. Should she tell Ward? As surreptitiously as she could, she glanced over at him from under her lashes and knew she didn’t have a choice. 

“Do it,” was his response. She cautiously turned the screws. To her surprise they tightened further without extreme discomfort.

He watched. “Do it again.”

Now it hurt. She knew he could see the pain in her face. He saw everything. 

“That’s right,” he told her. “I want you to tighten them till they hurt whenever you need to. You can take them on and off as you like but I want you to wear them each day for one entire trip out in public.”

Again Gina felt Ward’s physical presence close beside her. She looked into his face, bemused. “This isn’t so bad,” crossed her mind. “I can handle this.”

Ward looked back at her, calm and dominant. “By the way, because you had the good sense to leave the FBI, your friend, Stephanie, has only been raped, not sold.”

She looked at him with complete incomprehension. Stephanie was her running partner and one of her closest friends. How could Ward know about her? Then fear and shock hit her as his words penetrated her consciousness. “Www-what?” 

“Check your voicemail.”

She had turned off her mobile when she entered the FBI building and then been too distracted to turn it back on. Now there were five messages, all from Doug, Stephanie’s husband, all saying basically the same thing. “Gina, Stephanie’s okay but she’s been raped. We’re at Columbia Women’s Hospital. I know it would help Stephanie if you were here. Please call as soon as you get this.”

Gina immediately dialled. “Doug! What happened? You said she’s okay?”

“Gina! Thank God! Stephanie really needs you here. Yes, she was incredibly lucky. Other than the rape – which was, of course, horrible – she wasn’t hurt. 

“You know that alley between 19th and 20th she cuts through to get coffee? It happened around 11 this morning.” Shortly after she left the FBI, Gina realized with disbelief. 

“Stephanie was about half way through the alley and a man in a ski mask jumped out of a basement staircase and put a knife to her throat. Another man was holding the door open. They took her into a furnace room in one of the office buildings. They told her they wouldn’t hurt her if she cooperated but would kill her if she didn’t. 

“First they made her kneel. One man held the knife under her throat and …” he had difficulty getting out the words, “touched her body while he forced her to have oral sex with the other.” His voice shrilled. “Gina, if she’d fallen or anything she could have slit her throat! Then they switched. Then one held her down with the knife at her throat. The other raped her. And they switched again.” She heard his voice break. “And Gina, she didn’t think it would ever end. They kept taking turns. When the second one finished, they did everything again.”

Gina was sobbing. “How did she get away?”

“They just left – left her lying on the floor in the dirt. But the most frightening thing is that one of them kept telling her how much he …” Doug’s voice was rough with shame, “… liked her. She said he talked revoltingly to her, like she was his lover. When they left he said he couldn’t wait to ‘make love’ – those were his exact words – to her again. We’re terrified but the police think it was random.” 

Guilt and fear cut through Gina. She knew it wasn’t random. Could they possibly do it again? She knew she would do anything – anything! – to prevent it.

Doug continued. “She wanted to call the police but her mobile didn’t work in the basement. So she had to crawl out and up the stairs. She looked so awful that someone passing called 911.” Now Doug was crying.

Gina knew the answer but asked anyway. “Did the police find any clues?”

“Nothing. There was nothing distinguishing about either of them. They wore masks and gloves.” His voice broke again. “And they used condoms. All in all, the police think she was very lucky.”

“Doug, I’m about 45 minutes away. Please tell her I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

When she hung up she looked at Ward. She felt tiny and cowed. Tears streamed down her cheeks. “You didn’t have to do that.”

Ward’s expression was stern and authoritative. “I’m afraid I did. Your trip to the FBI left me no choice. Reza wanted to make an example of you. He wanted to eliminate …” He used the word in an odd manner and Gina wondered exactly what it meant. “… you and your sister also.” 

He took her chin in his fingers and forced her to look into his eyes. “Understand, I arranged an alternative.” 

His words sent her mind tottering precariously. It was him! He set up the rape!

“I told them you were too valuable to destroy,” he smiled in a way too complex for her to fully grasp but she knew there was sex in it, “and that I own you. I gave them my word you would quickly learn how you are required to behave and I – understand, I – made sure they didn’t maim or kill your friend.” 

He paused and dug his fingers into the tender points at the corners of her mouth. She screamed through her locked jaw. “She could easily not be so lucky.” ‘Next time’ was implicit … except that his eyes spoke vividly. There would be no next time.

She dropped her eyes. She was devastated. It was all her fault. She wanted to drop to her knees but couldn’t bring herself to make the gesture. She looked into his eyes again and choked out the words. “Thank you.” Then her voice broke and she sobbed uncontrollably. “I’m so sorry.”

Ward stood quietly and watched her. After a minute or two, she rubbed the tears from under her eyes and asked timidly, “Can I go to the hospital?”

“Go,” he said. “Wear the clamps.” 

She looked at him in amazement, then hung her head.


Chapter Five

“How quickly we adapt,” Gina thought one morning when she sat at her computer. She had not heard from Ward in a week and her fear had faded from darkest black to dull grey. She was still consumed with guilt. She didn’t think it would ever leave her. 

She’d worn the clamps to the hospital. In the chaos she didn’t think anyone noticed, though she was acutely aware of men’s eyes on her. Still, she didn’t take them off – not when she came home, not when she tried to do a little work in her office and not when she undressed and went to bed. The clamps rubbed against her sheets and she masturbated.

She dreamed her nipples were as big as cow’s teats and when men squeezed her breasts, milk came out. She was embarrassed but an orgasm began in her dream and ended by waking her up while the dream was still crystal clear. 

The last few days she’d contemplated not obeying Ward. How would he know if she wore the clamps? she thought, until she remembered Stephanie. Gina blanched pure white and felt quite ill at the image. Stephanie was recovering, though she had nightmares and would need therapy. 

Marie had called her almost every day to rave about ‘Robert’, once from his chalet in Gstaad. Gina had asked, as persuasively as caution would allow, “Aren’t you taking this too quickly? What do you really know about him?” Marie had not listened.

The phone rang. Gina answered absentmindedly, her attention on her article. Then her blood turned to ice. 

Ward’s cool voice told her, “Tonight we are going to an event at my club. It’s black tie and you will wear a long, revealing dress. 

“I will be at your apartment at 6 pm. You will be cleaned, completely shaven and made up, and naked except for the clamps and high heels. You will have several dresses laid out.

“I will inspect you.” She gasped. She wanted to tell him he didn’t have the right … but in an instant all the horror was back. 

“And then I will give you your first beating.” Gina was speechless, stunned, and he waited – a long pause. “I’m sure you agree that you deserve it.”

She knew who it was because the front desk had announced him. Yet she opened the door timidly – first cracking it just a little, then opening it slowly. 

It wasn’t her nakedness. That was the least of it. He’d already seen her in far more exposed and undignified states. It was his domination of her. This was the first time he’d been in her apartment, her private space – at least when she’d been conscious. She felt like a small child facing a large and judgmental parent. Her brow furrowed in distress. She was horribly apprehensive about his ‘inspection’ – she gulped around an arid throat – and the beating. 

Ward strode right to her bedroom. “As if he’s been here before,” she fretted, trailing hesitantly behind. Despite her discomfort, she could not help but watch the tuxedo’s fine black wool slide across his strong thighs at each step.

He lifted each of the gowns laid on her bed and turned them, back and front. Finally he chose a vintage Calvin Klein, created years ago when the designer was young. The dress was a fragile, port wine colored silk ‘slip dress’, cut on the bias so it clung to every curve and utterly simple … except it had no back and very little bust.

He returned the dress to the bed and turned, pointing before him with a stiff finger. A tiny jolt of recognition passed through her. The complexity hidden in his muted eyes was impossible to overlook above the sleek white on black starkness of the tuxedo, as was the unyielding angularity of his cheekbones and jaw. For some reason the costume allowed a corner of his true nature to slip from under his usual cloak of purposeful invisibility. She found the glimpse forbidding … and vilely enticing. 

Gina dragged herself forward, stopping a few feet in front of him. He motioned her closer, to within a few inches. “Hands behind your back, feet apart.” 

She obeyed, body quivering. She felt so hopelessly vulnerable she was dizzy. Her body tottered and he steadied her by wrenching up a fistful of pliant breast tissue. She screamed and tried to pull away, her tender flesh on fire. His grip tightened unbearably. She jerked upright, straining to rigorously assume the position, tears streaming down her cheeks. He released her breast and she almost relaxed – almost, until his hand went to the right clamp.

He twisted first one black teardrop, then the other. Shrill screams rolled out of her open mouth. He put his finger to his lips and she struggled to bite back all sounds. Then, suddenly, he peered at her mouth. The motion felt so ominous, her heart filled with dread. “No lipstick?” His voice was quiet but as thick as an approaching storm.

Her voice shook. “I ww-wanted it to be fresh when we left.”

“I told you to be made up when I arrived. Go put it on and come back immediately.” 

Her body shook so hard as she lurched to the bathroom and back on her five inch heeled black sandals that she thought her knees would buckle. When she again stood in front of him,  he said, “You will wear red whore lipstick at all times, except when you sleep. Your error has earned you two additional blows. Now turn around and bend over with your hands on your knees.”

Turning and bending seemed to take forever. As she slowly, cautiously bent, she tried desperately to catch glimpses of him over her shoulder. Her mind was filled to bursting with one question, ‘Is he going to beat me now?’  Finally she was in position, her body shaking precariously.

She jumped when he touched her, then realized it was his hand not something – what? – else. She felt his fingers circle her anus and pull it open, then move forward to touch and spread her labia. His touch, even perhaps enhanced by her terror, made her pussy moisten. Her fickle body yearned for his fingers inside – either hole, it didn’t matter which.

Instead his hands moved away. She felt them on the full round muscular curve of her ass. A second later she heard a sharp snap and her bottom burned so hot she fell forward onto her knees. “Up,” he ordered.

“No! No!” she shrieked.

“Up.” Her hands were behind her, trying to protect herself. He grabbed both wrists in one hand and wrenched them upward until her arms threatened to rip from their sockets and she clambered to her feet. 

“Stand straight, hands behind your head.” She obeyed jerkily, trying to watch him. 

His tuxedo was cutting edge, with belt loops in case one wanted to defy convention and leave off a cummerbund or vest. His choice was a chicly plain and narrow black silk cummerbund to best set off the expanse of white shirt front. Underneath he’d worn a belt. 

At first he showed her the softly gleaming length of polished leather, doubled in his hand. Then he caressed her with it, running it over her cheeks and between her legs. She twitched and moaned as it moved across her, her body agonizingly tense. He leaned close and spoke softly against her ear. “Are you ready for your beating?”

She whimpered, “No. No. Please, no.” 

The belt again snapped against her rear, once, twice, three times. She screamed and tried to twist away but he held her still, then told her, “Stand still or you’ll get more than I planned.” He ran the belt over the insides of her thighs, which had closed together. “Open.”

She looked at him with tears and terror in her eyes. “Please, no.”

He smiled pleasantly. “Open or it will be worse.”

Hesitantly she spread her thighs. He stood an inch away, looking into her eyes. As the leather cracked against her tender skin, his soft lips pressed against hers. 

Ward strode up one side of a short, semicircular staircase to a building at the lower end of the steep hill bisecting Embassy Row, Gina on his arm. Her dress’s clinging fabric was so soft. Yet it burned when it caught on the rosy welts rising on her skin.

A uniformed doorman peered stone-faced through the glass’s ornate iron scrollwork then recognized Ward and opened the heavy – and unmarked, Gina noted – door. 

Despite its impressive size, Gina had never noticed the building. The discreet façade blended perfectly with the surrounding buildings and in fact with most of the buildings at this end of Massachusetts Avenue. She looked around with interest painted with a pale wash of fear as they passed through the elegant old lobby into a spacious lounge filled with armchairs and small tables. No club members’ portraits, but some really excellent 19th century landscapes hung on the walls. 

Striking black-tie clad men and women populated a larger room beyond, once a banquet sized dining room, Gina thought. Laden buffet tables hugged the walls and poked like heavily caloric fingers into the room’s interior. Each corner held a panelled bar with a spectacular array of bottles and crystal carafes magnificently backlit and serviced by three bartenders. 

Gina recognized quite a few of the men in the room and a small handful of the women – all high profile Washington personalities. She was on a first name basis with several and quite friendly with one, a prominent female publisher who was now escorted by a short, surly and frequently obnoxious media mogul. 

She frowned. Washington was a conservative town and reputations were fragile. She hadn’t known what to expect and was now intensely self-conscious in the costume Ward had mandated. Was she being snubbed as a result?  She’d smiled a greeting at the publisher but the woman did not respond, instead stared fixedly into the distance. In fact, though a few men nodded at Ward when they entered, no one acknowledged Gina. 

Men with chic women on their arms periodically approached Ward and conversed cryptically on an array of only occasionally familiar subjects. They did not introduce their companions, who remained silent and ignored Gina’s attempts to speak. When she started toward the publisher to say hello and remedy any social irregularities, Ward shook his head and held her back. She did not understand the prevailing etiquette and Ward only nodded at her few timorous questions. She stood close by his side and observed.

Her attention was caught by a controversial ball-busting Democratic Senator on the arm of a beautiful effete man quite a few years her junior and not her husband. Gina hadn’t initially paid attention, despite the dumpy woman’s uncharacteristically chic attire, because she’d assumed the man was one of her infamous gay friends. However, something odd in the man’s treatment of the Senator caught Gina’s attention. His attitude seemed imperious, even proprietary, as if by his right her behaviour was under his constant scrutiny and criticism.

On closer look Gina noticed the Senator’s spine oddly arched, her small breasts forced conspicuously forward above her pear shaped hips. Gina realized the odd posture was the result of the woman’s gloved hands clasped in a V behind her, unwaveringly so it seemed. Gina also noted the Senator’s companion periodically gripping – no, digging his fingers into – the woman’s arm and her suppressed wince and heightened attention to him.

The media mogul and the publisher passed once or twice but never stopped. Were they avoiding her? The publisher’s usual socially graceful ‘Washington wings’ of subdued strawberry blond hair were swept up into a complicated wispy twist, dramatising the capture of her slender throat in a spectacular but very wide, tight and certainly uncomfortable diamond, ruby and emerald ‘choker’. Gina had never seen the woman’s head held so stiffly erect.

Suddenly some oddity in every woman’s demeanour became apparent to her. With shock, Gina recognized the only female appointee to the President’s Cabinet. She walked precisely upright on the arm of a male colleague, a sanctimonious but charismatic leader of the Religious Right who had barely scraped past his confirmation hearing. She wore an exquisite pink damask corset dress. But her waist! Her waist was freakishly constricted to an impossible diameter half the width of her hips. Her trim hips and belly swelled roundly below the gruesome stricture.

The CEO of a major consulting firm, there with her husband, was continually on tiptoe, heels raised above the high heels of her conservative Italian shoes. A gold ankle chain seemed to disappear upward into the long multi-tiered skirt of a biotech entrepreneur. The favourite society gynaecologist held her mouth rigidly closed.

Gina watched entranced, fascinated. She also found herself curiously aroused. Her fingers drifted unconsciously to her nipples until she noticed her action. A soft laugh escaped her lips. She stopped herself, startled. When Ward glanced over, she reluctantly whispered, “Well, at least I don’t have to worry about the clamps shocking anyone.” 

Ward’s approval surprised her. “I’m pleased you understand.”

“But I don’t understand! What is this place?” A few heads turned at her outburst. 

Ward instantly put a finger to his lips. He started to speak but his attention suddenly shifted into the distance.

Gina’s eyes followed his. For hours now she had noted the attention of a large glowering man. Their eyes had met once or twice but he’d instantly looked away. The dark man now approached Ward. 

“Please forgive my rudeness, Sir, but I must ask, is your new property for sale?”

“Quite all right, Sir James. I’m always happy to assist you and your patron in any way I can. However, I’ve only begun to work with this one so it’s not yet developed properly. I’m not certain of its capabilities. It may not be sufficiently durable for your patron’s purposes. Also, as you can see, it’s quite special and I’m considering keeping it myself. Call me in three weeks and I’ll have more information. Perhaps you can use it, even if I keep it.”

The dark man bowed and moved away.

Gina was stunned. Her voice was small and afraid. “Was he asking about me? Will you let him …” she stammered a little “… be with me? And what did you mean by durable?”

