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Prelude

In a subterranean lounge in a large, converted mansion on the outskirts of a major, metropolitan, American city, three men sat around a small table, their glasses filled with top shelf booze. They were relaxed, enjoying the show. The men were all either approaching middle age, or had just crossed that amorphous, ill defined border. They were all dressed in sleek, well tailored suits, seemingly, in the dark light of the nightclub, all cut from the same cloth. On their wrists were expensive, elegant wristwatches. Their hair was clean cut and well trimmed as befitted men of substance, with a tinge of grey here and there. They were in a celebratory mood.

On the stage in front of them, highlighted by several strong, small spotlights, about four feet off of the floor, a pretty, young girl, outfitted only in a pair of glittering, sapphire earrings and a pair of bright red high heels, had just begun her routine. A slow, rhythmic beat was being emitted at high volume from the club’s sound system playing one of those forgettable tunes that combine a dulsatory vocal track accompanied by an underlay of unidentifiable instruments. The beat was, however, appropriately languorous for the slow, enticing movements that the girl was making on stage. She stood with her legs spread, her hips undulating and her hands wandering her body as if on a voyage of discovery. 

She was obviously aroused, as the glistening of the gaping slit between her hairless love lips indicated. From time to time, she would point a dainty finger at her stiffened clit and give it a loving massage. Each time she did, her eyelids fluttered and her face slackened. She had the men’s full attention.

The nightclub was small, with seven round tables covered by light blue tablecloths and with seats for four or five around each one. The floors and wall were colored a dark navy blue. The short service bar, behind which a heavy set, bearded man dispensed drinks dressed in a crisp, light blue sports shirt and a matching tie, was also blue. Even the small, round paper coasters under the men’s drinks were colored a shade of blue. It was as if, when the below ground level establishment had been constructed, there had been a sale on blue somewhere and the designers had taken full advantage of it. Above the bar, in script, were the words, ‘The Blue Cantina’ in, of course, bold, blue neon lights.

The lighting in the club was low, just bright enough for the men to be able to make out the features of the other men at their table. It was early yet, and only two of the other tables were inhabited, one by a trio of men attired and of similar aspect to the first four. At the other table sat a lone man nursing a neat brandy in a cavernous, elegant snifter. He was tall, a little older than the rest, and seemed put off by the loud, insistent music. A waitress, wearing only a frilly blue thong and matching blue high heels, stood nearby waiting for a signal from any of the men to fulfill their desires.

The stage itself was small, maybe about seven or eight feet all around. It had a runway that led back to a large, steel door from which the girl had first appeared. Sitting on a stool next to the door, his presence obscured by the low lighting, was a tall, well built man in his early to mid thirties. He was clean shaven and wore a dark blue t-shirt, jeans and work boots. His demeanor was harsh and observant as if he were waiting for some faltering in the young girl’s efforts for the opportunity to spring forth and correct her. 

The girl on the stage looked about 22. She had ample, but not oversized breasts, clearly all natural by their easy sway and graceful arc. Her head was adorned with mid-length, curly brown hair done up in ringlets. Her lips, painted a deep red to match the shiny polish on her finger and toe nails, were thick and moist. During her routine, she kept them pursed as if inviting their use. On her belly, three or four inches above the top of her excited puss, was tattooed in bright blue ink an ornate, cursive ‘D’. 

The song slowed to a finish and the girl paused momentarily until the next one began. The men remained silent during the brief interval, no one wanting to break the lascivious spell that the dancer had exuded into the room. The next song had a sharper, more lively beat and the girl’s ministrations to her body and the wriggling of her smooth, enticing hips gained energy. 

There was a gleaming steel pole behind her, and she turned her body towards it. Placing her hands on the pole above her head, she spread her legs and slowly slid down it, her well toned rear cheeks keeping time to the rhythms of the tune. Her feet slipped out as her torso went lower and lower, jutting her derriere out deliciously and creating more room between the upper half of her body and the pole. When she was bent horizontal to the stage, her legs spread widely, her breasts swinging lustfully from her chest, she took a small, delicate hand and slipped it between her thighs. As her hips rocked back and forth, she used her hand to spread the engorged lips of her pussy, revealing an expanse of soft, pink, wrinkled skin within. She plunged her two longest fingers in the tiny hole and began to stroke herself wildly. 

All eyes were riveted on her frenetic self pleasuring. Glasses found their ways to lips without sight. Several of the men shifted themselves as if making room for their hardened cocks in the pants of their well tailored slacks.

When the third song began, a return to the luxurious beat of the first, the girl reached down to the side of the stage and produced a six or seven inch long simulacrum of a male member. It was pink and had a wide base. She knelt at the front of the stage and inserted it into a slot so that it was standing straight up. Eyeing her appreciative audience, the girl commenced a languorous stroke of the faux penis. She bent over and, holding the bottom with her two hands, spread her tongue and then her lips over it. She was clearly well practiced in the arts of fellatio and her efforts at stimulating the pinkish prong induced several of the men to engage in casual, surreptitious strokes of their stiffened pricks. 

But it was the fourth song that they all were waiting for. Its rhythm, like the second, was hard and fast. The pink prong was now wet with the girl’s saliva. Looking up at the men, who she could barely see due to the glare of the spotlights on the stage, but who she nonetheless knew were out there, she gave her weighty chest a shake, sending her plump mounds into motion and then, slipping forwards and rising to a crouch, she placed the head of the thick penal substitute at the fulcrum of her thighs and slowly lowered herself on to it. 

The attractive, naked, young girl let the object fill her. Her knees were spread widely and the men could see the plastic surface push aside her soft labial lips and disappear within her. Placing her hands on the insides of her thighs, the girl began to thrust herself up and down on the faux cock energetically. Her passions were obviously rising fast. One hand drifted to the apex of her distended crevasse and rubbed furiously at her stiffened clit. The other ascended to her jumping breasts and stroked and pinched her hardened nipples. Her lips were parted and her eyes had closed to slits. Her head alternated from leaning back, revealing her graceful, pale white throat and leaning forward, her curly, brown hair hanging down and forming a curtain around her impassioned face.

The music came to a halt. No new tune replaced it. The room was filled now with the sounds of the girl’s developing lusts. She was moaning as she pleasured herself before the men. A rosy aura had spread over her chest above her breasts. Perspiration was beading all over her lithe, shapely, young body.

When the girl’s crisis came upon her, she gave out a loud groan. Her body shook and her thighs quivered. She called out “Oh! Oh! Oh!” as her pussy’s spasms drove her to ecstasy. She seized her breasts and squeezed them harshly. Her eyes rolled back and her lips spread open to allow her utterances of pleasure to escape.

When the paroxysms of her pussy finally faded, the girl took a deep breath. She looked up anxiously at the audience, appearing to her only as dark, male forms. An appreciative round of applause broke out and her anxious aspect turned to one of relief. She rose from her pinioned perch and removed the cum-coated instrument of her pleasure from the stage and tossed it into a bin behind it. Giving the men a respectful bow, she retreated hurriedly back up the runway. She paused before the large, ominous door and placed her wrists together and in front of her, presenting them to the man who sat there on the stool. He took a pair of bright, steel manacles and placed them on her wrists, joining them. She opened her mouth and he inserted a bright red, round ball into it. The ball had long, leather straps affixed to each side and he tied them behind her head.

When the girl was properly outfitted, the man pressed a buzzer next to the door. The door opened from the interior and the girl darted in past it.

One of the men at the first table, the group of four, announced to his friends. “I know which one I want.” The other men laughed.

“You may have to wait your turn,” another replied.

The tall, elegant, older man had finished off his brandy and risen from his seat. He walked slowly and assuredly to the side of the stage and advanced to a large, oaken door. From his pocket he produced a rectangular piece of plastic that looked like a credit card. He slipped it along an electronic device next to the door and its lock clicked open. He pulled the door towards him and entered.

A moment later, a tall, thin, young girl, not much more than nineteen, with long, strawberry blond hair done up in a ponytail with a bright blue ribbon, emerged from behind the large, steel door. Her mouth was distended by a bright red ball gag. She stopped by the man outside the door and raised her manacled wrists to him. Taking a small key, he unlocked the shiny confinements and then removed her gag. The girl then hurried down the runway towards the stage.

When the music started again, the long legged, naked, blond beauty began her undulations.


Chapter One

Anna sat frozen in the driver’s seat of her leased, red, late model Toyota Camry, the radio off, the motor purring, unable to bring herself to commence the process of shutting the engine. Beneath her fur lined, kid leather gloves her hands were sweating and she gripped the steering wheel tightly as if steeling herself to resist some force that might hurl her from the vehicle unwillingly. She was wearing a short, pleated, tan, cashmere skirt and a tight, burgundy, pullover knit sweater under her heavy, black, cloth overcoat. She had adorned herself with a pair of two inch, red high heels, as she had been instructed, and she had on more makeup than she usually wore, having outlined her eyes carefully with dark mascara and painted her lids a subtle, soft blue. 

Exactly one week ago, the attractive 29 year old social worker had come to the elegant mansion belonging to Miles Devlin with a trepidation that was only imperceptibly less intense than now. She had been in desperate straights, but had no where else to turn. Just that morning she had discovered that Carol, her best friend and the second in command of the charity that Anna headed, had absconded with approximately $225,000 belonging to the social service agency. As executive director, Anna was ultimately responsible for everything that went on at the Center, a residence home for young girls who had run or been cast away by their families and society. The Center provided them with a loving, warm environment to recover from abuse and neglect and gave them schooling, job training and a hope for a better and more fulfilling future. The money had been the quarterly grant from the county welfare agency and without it operations would come to a grinding halt. The girls who lived and trained there would be cast out into the street or sent back to their abusive homes. It was a disaster of the first magnitude.

Anna had founded the Center five years ago when she was 24 and it was the centerpiece of her life. She knew what the girls had suffered, having run away from her own dysfunctional home when she was sixteen. Life had been hard, and she had skated precariously amongst the temptations of drugs, alcohol, exploitative men and the easy way out of prostitution, go-go bars and promiscuous sex. Anna had been lucky. After a few false starts, she had been taken in by a kindly, older woman who had found her a job waitressing at a local diner, guided her through the process of getting her G.E.D. and then an associate’s degree at the local county college. Anna had gone on to get a B.A. as a social worker at State. 

When the old woman died, she had left Anna her large house and about $150,000. Anna started the Center in the house soon afterwards and, through determination, luck and lots of hard work, had gotten the agency recognized as a bona fide charity by the county welfare board. The Center now housed, at any single time, between fifteen and twenty girls ranging in age from sixteen to twenty-one. There was counseling, schooling and job placement. Not all the girls went on to lead productive lives, but a high percentage of them did, moving on to good jobs or colleges armed with a better vision of themselves as worthy of respect and love.

But all of that was set to come tumbling down with a huge crash. Carol had vanished without a trace. She was a few years older than Anna and had had a similar life experience—sexual abuse at home, beatings, an alcohol ridden family, and had run away at fifteen. She had not been as lucky as Anna and had descended into a life of drug abuse and prostitution. They had met while Anna was interning at a local drug rehab facility and had hit it off right away. When Anna told Carol of her dreams about founding what in the old days was euphemistically referred to as a ‘home for wayward girls’, Carol had excitedly agreed to join her once she finished rehab.

But Carol’s addictions had reared their ugly heads again. Anna first noticed it about two months before when Carol started coming in later and later, tired and disheveled. Anna had found a pint of vodka in her desk drawer. She demanded that Carol take a drug test, but the tall, thin, blond haired woman refused. Then, one morning, she didn’t come in at all. She failed to answer her cell phone or respond to text messages or emails. After three days, Anna went to Carol’s apartment to find she had gone. It was with a gnawing, terrible foreboding that Anna had conducted an informal audit of the Center’s books and found that Carol had absconded with all of their quarterly grant money, over $225,000.

Anna had cried, heartbroken that her friend had betrayed her and disconsolate at the thought that her life’s work at the Center would probably have to fold. The worst thing about it was that Anna had endorsed the check that Carol used to embezzle the funds and she knew that she would be implicated, if not in the actual theft, at least in accusations of incompetence and reckless negligence with the Center’s money. There was no way that she could come up with that kind of cash. There was only one hope: Miles Devlin.

Devlin had been one of the Center’s most enthusiastic supporters for years. In addition to his sizable annual contributions, he had helped obtain the financing for the addition of a new wing on the old house that Anna inherited and created a scholarship fund for the girls, which was contributed to by many of his bigwig friends. Anna had some reservations about receiving Devlin’s largesse. His reputation was a little darker than shady. Although he represented himself as a wealthy investor, there were rumors about his underworld connections and alleged mob ties. He was young, a little over forty years old, handsome and suave. He had short, jet black hair and a fit, masculine build. He oozed charm. He had appeared at one of the Center’s fundraisers about a year after it opened and Anna had eagerly accepted him on the Board of Trustees about six months later. Shortly thereafter, the Center received its first County grant and the hand-to-mouth existence of the agency came to an end. He was now president of the Board and was involved in every major decision.

Last Friday, Anna had telephoned Devlin and told him that she needed to talk to him urgently. She arrived a little after seven o’clock that night and was ushered into his private office, a sumptuous, lavishly decorated retreat inside his luxurious mansion. She sat in one of the comfortable, elegant chairs in front of his large, finely polished, oaken desk and blurted out her troubles. Devlin took in her message of tribulation calmly, but with a severe, disappointed wrinkle in the brow of his handsome, vital face.

“And what do you expect me to do about it, Anna?” he asked. His voice was stern and Anna shivered at his disapproving tone.

With tears in her eyes, Anna pleaded that the wealthy benefactor replace the lost funds. She promised to repay him, forgo her salary, work a side job, anything to keep the Center from failing and to forestall her personal disgrace.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Devlin,” she eked out. “I know it’s my fault. I should have known better than to give Carol all that responsibility. But there’s nothing I can do now. The Center will have to close. I don’t want to imagine what will happen to the girls. There’s no place else for them to go. Can’t you do something to help?”

“Listen, Anna,” Devlin replied, leaning back in his large, black, leather chair, a frown of disapproval on his face, “I’m not in the habit of rewarding negligence or embezzlement. You tell me that Carol took the money. That’s what you say. Your signature is on the check and it was cashed at your bank. I don’t know whether you’re telling me the whole truth or not. Maybe you’re using Carol’s disappearance to cover up your own crime. Did you owe somebody a lot of money? Do you have a gambling problem or something?”

“I swear to you that it wasn’t me, Mr. Devlin,” Anna answered, panicked. It was worse than she thought. Maybe she would be arrested. She might go to jail. Her stomach quailed at the thought. Her throat grew tight and her hands began to sweat.

There was a lull of deadly silence in the room. Then Devlin spoke again.

“I want to tell you something, Anna. I don’t know who you think I am. I’m sure you’ve heard all the rumors. Helping out on your charity was a good way for me to get a little favorable PR. I don’t give a fuck about your wayward girls or any of your problems. I can tell you that it will be a great embarrassment to me when this all comes out. I will make sure that you are prosecuted to the full extent of the law. Your Center cost me a pretty penny over the years and now to have my name dragged through the mud will undo all the good I got from it. It makes me want to toss you out on your ear. I could call the sheriff right now and you’d be in the county lockup in a half an hour. It’s probably the only way for me to escape this mess without the newspapers using me as a fall guy. I can see it now: ‘Alleged Mobster Implicated in Charity Scandal.’ That’s what the headlines will say.”

The distraught woman sat through Devlin’s tirade with a building sense of dread. She broke into tears. “Oh, please don’t call the sheriff, Mr. Devlin! I didn’t take the money, I promise you! I wouldn’t do that, the Center is too important to me!”

Devlin let the unhappy woman cry for a few minutes. When Anna looked up, she could see the wheels turning in his head.

“Okay, Anna,” he said finally. “What’s in it for me?”

Anna tried to stifle her sobs. Her glimmer of hope was tinged with confusion. “What do you mean, Mr. Devlin?” she asked hesitatingly.

“I mean, ‘What’s in it for me?’ You expect me to shell out over 200 grand. What do I get in exchange?”

Anna looked at the man, perplexed. “I told you that I’d pay you back somehow, Mr. Devlin. It’ll take a long time, but I promise you’ll get all your money back, with interest, if that’s what you want.”

“Bullshit,” Devlin spat out at her. “It would take you a hundred years.”

“No it won’t, Mr. Devlin! I’ll mortgage the house!”

“You can’t get a mortgage on the house. It belongs to the Board of Trustees now. I doubt that that group of stuffed shirts will look on your defalcation with amusement. Anyway, it’s already mortgaged to help pay for the addition, or did you forget that?”

Anna felt her heart sink. He was right. She fought back a renewed cascade of tears.

“There is one thing you’ve got that I want, Anna,” Devlin told her in a cold, insidious voice.

Anna looked at the callous man with surprise. “What would that be?” she asked, tremulously.

“I think you know what it is,” Devlin returned.

The pretty, shapely social worker felt a chill run through her. Devlin, although his actions towards her had always been above board, had asked her out on a number of occasions. She had politely demurred. Many times, at cocktail parties or other benefits for the Center, she had felt his eyes wandering her flesh and she had gotten goose bumps and a sickly feeling. Devlin always appeared with a languorous, beautiful, young woman on his arm, rarely the same one. Anna, like many women, had a sixth sense about men, and she had him pegged as a lecher from the word ‘go’. She had often joked to Carol about it, who had responded, “But a good looking one.” That didn’t matter to Anna. She hadn’t dated much since college. She learned to like sex, but the men she met had not inspired her. Burdening herself with a lover was something that wouldn’t add much to her life. Looking at the leering face of her charity’s principal benefactor, she hoped that she was wrong about what he implied.

The attractive social worker stiffened in her chair. “No,” she said brusquely. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“That’s too bad, Anna. You could have saved yourself a whole world of shit. And me too. It seems that your precious Center isn’t all that important to you after all. Now, I suggest that you get out of my house and go and get your affairs in order. The sheriff will be at your house in about an hour. You can wait there for him or you can take it on the lam. They’ll probably catch you sooner or later, but you could give them a good run.”

Visions of herself being led from her apartment in handcuffs, the headlines the next day in the local paper, appearing at the courthouse shackled in front of the newspaper cameras, filled Anna’s head. All that she had worked for would be gone in an instant. The girls at the Center would probably all be on the street in a week. She would never get a job in social work again. Her resolve not to surrender herself to the salacious suggestion of her benefactor weakened.

“What is it that you want, Mr. Devlin?” she asked, trying desperately not to give in to her revulsion or her despair.

“Stand up and turn around,” Devlin ordered churlishly.

Anna bridled at the suggestion that she model her body for the man, but she knew that she had no other hope for avoiding calamity. Biting her lip, she rose to her feet and turned slowly in front of the evil man’s desk. She had come directly from work and was wearing a knee length, dark brown, woolen skirt and a loose fitting, satin, tan blouse. Her shoes were low cut and businesslike. Her long, black hair was tied up behind her head in a chignon. As she turned, she felt her firm, ample breasts sway slightly inside her modest, stiff brassiere. Her stockinged thighs made a little hiss as they rubbed against each other. She couldn’t believe that she was doing this! No matter how bad the ramifications of public exposure of her difficulties would be, wouldn’t prostituting herself be even worse? 

When the circle was completed, Anna looked back in the face of the man. His eyes were drinking in her flesh appreciatively.

“You don’t know how many times I’ve thought about fucking you, Anna,” he said. “You were always just out of reach. I knew that you despised me in spite of everything I did for the Center. I’m going to enjoy having you suck my cock.”

Anna sat back down in her chair. “Please don’t make me do this, Mr. Devlin!” she pleaded desperately. “I’ll do anything else! Please!”

“I tell you what, Anna,” the man answered, “I’ll give you one week to think about it. But let me make the deal perfectly clear. I want a full, signed confession. I don’t care if you took the money or not. I want our, ‘relationship’, let’s call it, to be ironclad. Don’t bother to put a date on it. I’ll just fill that in later if you ever break our deal. Second, you’ll be my toy for one year. You’ll do whatever I say, whenever and wherever. From now on, you’ll spend your weekends here at my mansion. You can go to work during the week, but you’ll come here on nights that I want you. You’ll dress the way I say, you’ll never talk back or disrespect me. When the year’s over, I’ll give you back your confession and we’ll call it even.”

Anna was stunned at the man’s cruel demands. She would be his whore for a whole year! Her hands tightened into little fists. She cursed Carol, cursed Devlin, cursed fate. Maybe it would be better to get her humiliation over with, take her medicine. She didn’t have to decide tonight. He had given her a week. Maybe she could come up with something. She looked at Devlin coldly. “How do I know you’ll live up to your part of the bargain, assuming I agree, which I doubt very much? How do I know that you’ll give me the confession back?”

“You’ll just have to take my word, Anna. The fact is that I’ll probably get tired of you long before a year’s out anyway. You’re good looking, but you’re no Venus de Milo. I’ve fucked a hundred cunts prettier than yours, and more willing too. I’m just doing this to teach you a lesson. Don’t think you’re so all high and mighty from now on. I’ve seen how you looked at me. You think that I’m dirt, a fool to be milked for his money. This is payback, bitch. Every time I fuck you, I want you to realize who the lowlife is now. So, be here by seven o’clock next Friday night or not. It’s up to you. If you do come, I want a signed, written confession, in your own handwriting; and you better come looking like you want to fuck me, high heels, makeup, the works. Do you understand?” He waited until he was sure that his conditions had fully sunken into the mind of the frail, unhappy social worker. “Now get out,” he spat at her.

Anna spent the next week in agony. She had gone home and, after drinking a quarter of a bottle of scotch, cried herself to sleep. Each morning, she forced herself to go to work, dragging herself out of bed, standing listlessly in her shower while the hot water streamed over her nude body. Every day, at the agency, there were a hundred little details to deal with. There were counseling sessions to attend with the girls, minor and not so minor disciplinary matters, screening candidates for admission. This was always a difficult task as it required a fine balance between girls who were so far gone that there was little hope for them and girls who really just needed some counseling and a bus ticket home. There were always more applicants than beds. Since Carol was not around, Anna had to take up the slack of her work as well, putting together the scheduling of the staff, processing invoices and purchase orders, drafting correspondence that had to get out. 

The worst part was having to carry her secret all alone. Normally, she would have confided her deepest fears and worries to her friend, Carol. They had spent many a night in deep conversation about their pasts, how their abuse had damaged them, how it felt so good to be better and living a life of helping others avoid the same fates. Since Carol was nowhere to be found, she had to bear her fear and shame alone. Sure, she had friends, other social workers from other agencies around the county, one or two men that she had met and become friendly with. But how could she tell them about what was happening, that money had been stolen, that she was considering prostituting herself to save the Center. If she agreed to Devlin’s nefarious deal, there was no way that she would want anyone to know. The money problem would be solved. If she didn’t, everyone would know anyway as she was carted off in a police car and her reputation destroyed forever. No, she had to bear her torment alone, much like she had done in the past, too ashamed and fearful of the consequences if she asked anyone for help. 

On Tuesday, Wendy, one of the older girls in the center, a sprightly redhead, had a mini crisis when her job prospect rejected her at the last minute. Anna considered the girls in the Center as family. It was difficult for her to watch the pretty, 19 year old cry. She knew that if the Center closed, there would be tears all around as the hopes of her chances for recovery and to lead a decent, productive, rewarding life would evaporate. She calmed the young girl down as best she could and tried not to have her despondency about the Center’s future add to the girl’s dismay.

“Don’t worry, Wendy, something will work out for you. I know it,” she said as she held the girl in her arms in her office, her sobbing face nestled in her shoulder. “We all experience setbacks. It’s how we deal with them that makes the difference.”

When the tiny, shapely, red haired girl left, Anna went into the bathroom off of her office and had a cry of her own.

 On Thursday, she had finally accustomed herself to the decision she knew that she would make all along. She called Devlin’s office to tell him she would agree to his terms. Devlin either wouldn’t or couldn’t talk to her and his secretary indicated she would relay the veiled message back to her boss.

That night, Anna had gone out shopping. Her wardrobe was generally conservative as befitted the director of a social service agency. She charged the $200.00 cashmere skirt and the $150.00 woolen sweater as well as the $120.00 bright red high heels. As the shop girl rang her up, she wondered where she would ever get the money to pay for it all. She stopped at the fancy lingerie store at the mall, but was unable to bring herself to purchase any of the expensive, revealing underthings displayed there. It was too much for her to deal with, the image of her exposing herself to the jaundiced eye of the perverse tycoon. He would have to be satisfied with what she had on hand. She did purchase a set of cheap, gold plated earrings, little golden circles that would dangle from studs in her ears, to make herself look just a little prettier.

Now, sitting in the driveway of the huge, foreboding mansion, Anna regretted not buying something sexy. She had seen the beautiful, model quality women Devlin had dated and doubted that they had any reticence about showing him their lace clad bodies. Devlin held all of the cards. What if he fucked her and then decided that she wasn’t attractive enough to keep his end of the deal? Now that she had decided to go through with his perfidious contract, all her hopes were on its success. Keeping the Center alive was more important than anything else. There had been a short period, after she had run away from home, when Anna had exchanged her body for the means of life, shelter, food, clothing, and she knew what it was like to fuck someone who you inwardly despised. Then her rewards had been the basic necessities of life. Now, her reward would be much greater. She would sacrifice herself for a short while so that dozens of young women wouldn’t have to spend their lives in misery. It was just sex, after all.

Drawing on her deep, inner reserves of strength, Anna forced herself to open the car door and step outside. She saw her stocking covered leg extend from the car seat to the ground and her short skirt ride up her thigh, flashing the trim, bronze skin above her stocking. She knew that she had great legs. She felt a sudden surge of sexual power as she pushed the car door closed. She would make the best of a bad situation and convince Devlin that she was the best fuck he had had in a year. There was a time, not so many years ago, that men had paid good money to slide their hands along her soft, inner thighs and gain access to her point of pleasure, had ogled with desire her round, well formed breasts.

Anna’s courage faded the closer that she got to the mansion. The parking lot was big. Three of Devlin’s expensive, shiny, luxury cars were lined up like stallions awaiting their master’s pleasure: a long, black Mercedes limo, a luxurious, rust colored, Lexus coupe and a shiny, silver Maserati. The house loomed large over her, the broad, arching entrance well lit, the rest of its bulk dark and sinister with lights at only a few of its many windows. The November night was cold and moonless. Tall, eerie looking trees swayed and creaked in the biting wind. The crunching sound made by her footsteps in the gravel of the driveway sounded ominous, and she advanced unsteadily on the front of her shoes, fearful lest she stumble on the fine points of her high heels.

When she reached the wide, granite steps that led up to the doorway, she paused, wrapping her arms around her for warmth. Once she crossed the threshold, she would transform her life. She would become, essentially, Devlin’s sexual slave. Maybe she was making a mistake. Her heart was beating wildly in her chest. She held a small, black leather purse in her right hand. She had agonized about the decision of whether to bring a suitcase. In the end, although she had packed and unpacked her carrying bag three times, she had decided against it. There had just been something too final in the thought of preparing for a weekend stay with him. The excuse that she needed to go home and put on clean clothes would give her a respite from her subservience to him, a chance to put some space between what she knew she had to do and her inner self.

Steeling herself for her ordeal, Anna climbed the three stone stairs and advanced to the door. She hesitated only a moment before ringing the bell.

Just as he had a week ago tonight, Devlin’s tall, lanky, male servant opened the door. He was swarthy, with jet black hair and a long, suspicious face. He was dressed in a black suit with narrow lapels and a thin, black tie. There were traces of grey around the sides of his head and he looked to Anna to be in his middle to late fifties. Last week, he had hardly said a word to her and he was equally unloquacious now, admitting her with a small, condescending nod. 

The entrance hall to Devlin’s mansion was laid with shiny, gray slate and surrounded by deep bronze, polished oak paneling. An expansive, red carpeted staircase led to the upper floors of the house. Devlin’s office was off to the right. Anna slid off her gloves and handed them to Devlin’s servant who waited patiently while she removed her overcoat. He placed the gloves in the pocket of the coat and hung it in a closet embedded in the wall close to the entranceway. He signaled wordlessly for Anna to follow him.

The tall, elegant servant strode across the stone floor towards the entrance to Devlin’s office. His footsteps were quiet, highlighting the loud, echoing click-clacking of Anna’s heels. He was dressed in a dark, well pressed suit appropriate for his station. Anna wondered, as she followed him, how much he knew about the purpose for her visit. He undoubtedly was well versed in Devlin’s playboy lifestyle and she imagined that he had escorted dozens of Devlin’s conquests across this large, cavernous foyer. She also wondered how public her upcoming ‘relationship’ with the servant’s master would be. There would be nothing unusual in itself for her to have become enamored of the good looking, dynamic businessman. Eyebrows might rise among the Board of Trustees, but there was nothing unethical in itself for the executive director of the Center to be dating the president of the Board. Things would work out, they just had to.

The entrance to Devlin’s study was secured by a large, ornate, dark stained door. The servant opened it and stood back, letting Anna precede him into the room. It was a large room, lit by an elegant, central chandelier and finely chiseled, glass sconces on the walls. The lighting was bright, yet soft. The rug was a thick, gold carpet and the walls were painted a creamy off-white. Facing the front and side of the building were large, arching, French windows offset by long, thick, brown curtains. The room was divided in half with an expansive, leather couch facing the window, a wide and long, glass coffee table in front of it and two over stuffed, fabric covered chairs on either side facing each other. 

Behind the couch was Devlin’s aircraft carrier sized desk. Devlin, dressed in an expertly tailored, light blue dress shirt and tie, was sitting behind it. His cuffs were bound by gleaming, gold cufflinks. Behind him, on the wall, was a large mural depicting a scene from antiquity. Anna had seen it before and deemed it appropriate for the hedonistic bachelor. It was called, if she remembered correctly, ‘The Rape of the Sabine Women’, memorializing the ancient Romans’ seizure of women to populate their nascent city. The fierce, Roman men, bandits really, were grappling with the buxom, semi draped, protesting women prefatory to hauling them off as captives. Anna had a new insight as to how the women must have felt.

Devlin was on the telephone arguing with someone about pricing and delivery dates. Anna did not see the servant leave and knew that she had been left alone with the fearsome man only when she heard the sound of the heavy door closing behind her. She stood for a moment, watching Devlin’s animated face but tuning out the conversation. Her heart was beating wildly and her arms were trembling. She was standing at the corner of the desk and was unsure of whether she should take a chair or await her prospective despoiler’s command. Devlin looked up at her, his eyes roaming her body knowingly and then directed his attention back to the call.

