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“The villainy you teach me, I will execute, and it shall go hard but I will better the instruction”

Shakespeare

Merchant of Venice

Prologue 

June Twenty Five

7:00 P.M.

Corrie sat on the edge of her bed, staring into the open and empty night stand drawer for a long time, regretting that she had not burned the damned book long ago, burned it and buried the ashes.

           Every night Corrie faithfully documented all of her moral failings and locked them in that drawer. Most diaries are merely private, but hers was positively incriminating. Barring the early onset of Alzheimer’s disease, there was no way that she could possibly have mislaid the damned thing. Considering what it would cost her if the book fell into the wrong hands, such carelessness was unthinkable. She closed the drawer and immediately opened it again, as though the power of her imagination might correct an error of perception and make the book magically reappear.

It was gone- just GONE!

Impossible

 The key had been right where it should be, under the Southwest corner of the bedroom carpet. The drawer lock showed no signs that it had been forced or deceived.

There was nothing of monetary value missing. The flat screen was still hanging on the living room wall with the DVD player connected. Her collection of classic films was intact, still carefully alphabetized and arranged on the shelves with the spines in perfect alignment. Her Grandmother’s crystal and silverware were undisturbed. Her Mother’s wedding ring still languished in the jewelry box. The spare house key was still under the fake rock by the hydrangea. If the book had been stolen, the culprit was no ordinary burglar.

 The light outside was fading when the bedside phone startled her from her daze. 

“Hello?”

 No one answered her at first, and Corrie was struck by a dreadful certainty. On the other end of the line a woman chuckled.

“You have been a very bad girl, Corrie.” 


Chapter One

 June Twenty Five

10:00 P.M.

Malone’s Bar and Grill squatted near the interstate on the fringes of an industrial park. It was a converted warehouse clad with corrugated steel and painted a hideous shade of purple. The front wall was embossed with dents left by departing patrons who could no longer find reverse. A gravel parking lot surrounded it, bordered by weeds and filled with rusty pickups parked haphazardly. The cluster of Harleys huddled near the rear door appeared thrown together and hard used, almost piratical. Even standing outside, Corrie could feel the throb of rock and roll played badly. 

This is the place to be, she thought, if you are looking for a fight on a Saturday night. 

 When she opened the door, noise and smoke assaulted her. Far to the rear, an all girl band was screaming incoherent lyrics. Someone had painted graffiti over the black wall behind them. The message was proclaimed in florescent red block letters that had dripped down the wall like glowing blood. 

“Biker Gurls Rule!!” 

The place was packed with women dressed in leather and denim, studded arm bands and cabalistic jewelry; women with barbaric piercings and tattoos; women with spiked hair dyed unnatural colors, crew cut women, and women shorn. They shouted endearments, bellowed laughter, and snarled challenges. They leaned together to whisper obscenities while they danced. They groped each other in dim corners. Corrie stood in the doorway wearing a pastel pantsuit and clutching her purse like a missionary amid savages.

A Eurasian girl sat alone in a booth watching Corrie with wry amusement. She raised a beer bottle in greeting and crooked a talon. Corrie looked left and right to be sure that the summons was not for someone else. The girl frowned with irritation, snapped her fingers and beckoned more urgently. 

Yes! You! 

As Corrie made her way hesitantly across the floor, the band finished its set. A smatter of catcalls and shrill whistles applauded them. In the moment of relative quiet that followed, Corrie stopped in front of the booth and just stood there while the two women sized each other up. 

The Eurasian was petite and fine featured. Her mass of black hair had been braided into a thick rope that draped over the collar of her biker jacket, which had been unzipped just enough to reveal a bit of bare golden cleavage. Impudence and cunning glittered in her dark almond eyes. 

“Are you the one who called me?” asked Corrie.

How will I know you? Corrie had asked the voice on the phone.

 The woman had laughed at that.

Don’t worry. I will know you. 

“Have a seat,” said the girl in leather. “Take a load off.”

Corrie thought of refusing, or at least demanding an answer to her question first, but irritating this woman might be a bad negotiating tactic at best, and physically hazardous at worst.

She sat down. “I think that you have something that belongs to me.”

The girl nodded, looking almost regretful, and took a long pull on her bottle. “Yeah, I do. Want a brewski?”

Corrie was confused by this girl’s behavior. She had come prepared for some sort of ugly confrontation, and was ready to trade threat for threat, or failing at that, to surrender as little of her cash and self respect as possible. This felt more like some twisted version of a social encounter, or (she glanced quickly around at the roiling mass of women and shivered) a bad blind date. 

“I’m afraid that blackmailing me isn’t likely to profit you anything,” Corrie said. “I’m not a wealthy woman.”

The Eurasian grinned. “I know all about that. I read the book on you, remember?”

Corrie sat up a little straighter. She had allowed herself to forget. If she had read everything that was in the diary, this woman knew more about Corrie than anyone else ever had, even Mr. Baron. It made her dangerous in many ways.

Yet there was nothing in the girl’s manner that suggested an evil intent. She didn’t even raise an ironic eyebrow to drive her point home. Instead she grabbed a passing barmaid by the sleeve and ordered two more beers.

“Then what do you want from me?” Corrie asked when the waitress was out of earshot.

The Eurasian leaned back in her chair with her hands folded behind her neck and shook her head sadly. “You’re doing this all wrong, sweetbuns.”

 She lunged forward suddenly, bringing the front legs of her chair back down with a bang and thrust out her hand so quickly that Corrie flinched. 

“Hi!” she chirped in a hearty falsetto, “I’m Corrie Albertson. And your name is...?” Her smile was comically broad and counterfeit, the diction and cadence of her speech was a perfect imitation of Corrie’s, but the mimicry had an ironic, insincere tenor.

Is she mocking me? 

Corrie blushed, realizing that her attention had been focused on securing her property and not on charming the woman who had taken it. She had deliberately startled Corrie to pay her back for being so rude. Corrie reminded herself to be more diplomatic, and summoned a laugh. Then she cut the laugh short when she realized that she was demonstrating the same false amiability that the biker had just parodied.

She just met me and has already taken my measure.

How did she appear in the regard of an outlaw biker? The very habits that gave Corrie respectability in the straight world made her a figure of contempt and derision in this woman’s eyes. Worse than that, she had to know that it was all a lie, that no amount of good grooming or correct conduct could disguise Corrie or erase the terrible choices she had made. The truth was written in her diary.

“I’m sorry. I forgot to ask what was your name?” Even as she asked, she realized that a blackmailer wasn’t likely to want herself known. Yet the woman answered without any hesitation.

“I was Miko, but now my friends call me Hung Low.” She was still holding out her hand.

Corrie took it warily and briefly. “Miko, I would very much like to have my diary back.”

Miko laughed. “That goes without saying, but the real question is how far you are willing to go to get it?”

The waitress showed up and set the beers on the table. Miko held Corrie’s eyes, grinning, while she held up a bouquet of money to pay for the drinks. Corrie made a mental note of that. An experienced blackmailer would have made Corrie buy, if only to establish psychological control of the intended victim. Miko had other motives. This wasn’t about money. 

Corrie bristled. “I suppose you want the same thing that he did.” She waved vaguely across the table top, as though the absent diary were sitting beside them. In a sense, it was. 

 The beer was frosty. Corrie held Miko’s eyes warily as she took a long pull on the bottle, wondering if it had been a mistake to even plant the seed of suggestion, wondering whether sobriety would be an asset or a liability if Miko read her careless remark as a proposition and started acting on that assumption. Corrie had already given herself respect away to Mr. Baron. Having sex with another woman was just one more rung on the long ladder leading down. She wondered if Miko liked to play the same kind of cruel games that he enjoyed, or if she practiced even more perverse diversions. Seriously considering the possibilities made Corrie tremble slightly, even as it made her damp.

Could I? With another woman? With her?

“What fun would that be?” snorted Miko. “I can get all the wet pussy I want already. There isn’t any challenge in that.” 

Her eyes smoldered briefly as they flickered over the front of Corrie’s blazer. “I wouldn’t kick you out of my bed though.”

“Then what?” Corrie could feel her control slipping. Talk about inscrutable! “I need that book!”

“What do you need your fucking book for?” Miko’s query was no mere bully’s taunt. It seemed an earnest question. “Maybe what you really need is to throw the fucking thing away.”

 Corrie was abruptly aware that someone was standing behind her. She could actually feel a pair of eyes intent on her back, and knew a moment of alarm, suspecting that the stolen diary had been merely bait to bring her into this place. Perhaps Mr. Baron had decided that she had become a liability or threat and had hired professional killers to dispose of his problem. As legal evidence, the diary was as dangerous to him as it was to Corrie. Was this woman simply toying with her before the hammer fell?

“Are we fishing new waters these days, Hung?” asked a woman’s voice. It was a cultured voice, speaking with the trace of an accent that Corrie could not identify. She sounded amused. 

Corrie turned and looked at the source.

 The woman was tall, with the languid unconscious grace of a dancer and the fine features of a born aristocrat. Her hair had been bleached white and cut very short. She wore black leather head to toe, not the cowhide armor of a biker, but a supple cat suit that displayed her lean form to advantage. Her riding boots were high at the heel and pointed at the toe. Her belt was a length of heavy chromed chain. The buckle was a silver skull. 

Corrie twisted around in her seat to look from the newcomer to Miko as she tried to read this new situation. Was this woman a jealous lover? Miko did look a bit uncomfortable. Corrie realized that this development might somehow be turned to her advantage. 

“I was just taking care of some business, Sophie.” Miko said with a studied casualness that wasn’t lost on Corrie. 

“I think that there is a misunderstanding. I didn’t come in here looking for a hook up.” Corrie was facing Sophie now, recognizing that the center of power had shifted in this room. The arrival of this newcomer had just transformed the cocky little biker chick into a guilty child. 

“Even if I were, Miko just isn’t my type.” 

Corrie had surprised herself by jumping into the middle of this conversation and confronting Sophie directly, but she felt that there was nothing to be gained by holding back 

“She just has something that belongs to me, and I was asking her to return it.”

A beat of silence followed, while Corrie swallowed her heart back down and wondered how much trouble she had just gotten herself into. Sophie’s brow knit with anger, but it was not aimed at Corrie.

“Hung! You haven’t been burgling again have you? I keep telling you that you’re going to get yourself into real trouble one of these days!”

Miko looked a bit sheepish. “Nobody’s getting hurt here.”

Sophie wheeled on Corrie. “What did she take this time?” Sophie was angry, but Corrie sensed that it was anger under control. This woman might be capable of violence, but she would not wield it carelessly or direct it at the wrong target. If anything, this iron self control only made her more intimidating.

“Just my diary,” Corrie’s voice sounded very small to her.

Sophie put her hands on her hips and glared at Miko. Her voice dropped an octave, down into the indignant mother range.

 “Oh Hung! That’s just wrong!”

When she turned again to Corrie, her expression had softened. “You have to understand what’s really going on here. Hung is like some silly Magpie. She gets off on poking around other people’s stuff and picking up any shiny things that catch her eye. Usually it’s just crap nobody cares about or even misses.” 

She aimed her glare at Miko again. “But sometimes she goes a bit too far.”

“There doesn’t have to be a problem here,” Corrie said carefully. “I’m not making any accusations. I just want to get my property back and go home.”

 Around them, Corrie could see that the other women in the room were starting to gather and circle their table, sensing that trouble might be brewing. This clandestine meeting was in danger of becoming extremely public. 

Sophie glanced around quickly, assessing the situation and reassuring Corrie with a wink.

“It’s okay,” she said softly. “We speak their language.”

 Responding to Sophie’s unspoken cue, it was Miko who challenged the gawkers. Raising her voice, she snapped. “Hey! You see anybody dancing on this table here? Go bump pussies or somethin’, awright?”

There we a few catcalls, but the crowd melted away. It was apparent to Corrie that Sophie and Miko commanded respect, at least in this place. 

“Hung, I think you had better give Miss Sunshine her memoirs and let her slip out the door before these coyotes decide to gang bang her on the pool table,” muttered Sophie.

Miko looked from Sophie to Corrie. She didn’t seem angry with Corrie for exposing her. In fact, she appeared genuinely proud of Corrie for acting aggressively in her own defense. It almost seemed as though Miko had devised this whole encounter as a sort of test that Corrie had just passed. Money wasn’t Miko’s motive; neither was something as mundane as blackmail. The woman was too complicated for that. 

Corrie realized that Sophie and Miko did share an emotional bond. Sophie’s anger over Miko’s thievery was the measure of her concern. She just wanted to keep her friend out of trouble. 

“I don’t actually have it here,” Miko confessed ruefully.

“Then why did you waste...” Sophie broke off and fixed an inquisitive eye on Corrie. It took Corrie a moment to understand the reason for the pause.

“Corrie Albertson?” She started to extend her hand, but feared their ridicule and just nodded instead, hoping that she wasn’t being hopelessly uncool. 

Sophie noted the moment of indecision and grabbed Corrie’s hand with a warm smile.

“Sophie Brewster.” Then she wheeled on Miko again. 

“Why are you wasting Corrie’s time?”  Sophie demanded. “Why bring her all the way out here for nothing?”

“I just wanted to fuck with her mind a little,” said Miko. “Anyway there are some special circumstances,” 

Sophie muttered, “There damn well better be.” 

But her anger was already evaporating, replaced by curiosity. Corrie sensed that she had suddenly become a very interesting study for Sophie. The woman banged her hip rudely against the Asian girl as she sat down beside her, a reminder to Miko that she wasn’t entirely forgiven yet, but Sophie’s attention was focused entirely on Corrie, and when she spoke she wore a grin of anticipation.

“So let’s talk about those special circumstances,” She purred. 


Chapter Two 

May Twenty One

Dear Diary,

I was serving coffee to one of his clients when Mr. Baron told me that he would be needing my assistance after hours tonight, so I had to be extra careful not to slop any when I set their cups and saucers on the desk; not even to allow the slightest tremor to betray my reaction. 

“Yes, Sir.”

 Accidents are always remembered and never forgiven. Refusing to show my fear is the only control I have left. It spoils his fun a little, but he always makes me pay for it later. He just tries harder - after hours.

He likes to drop these bombshells when he knows I can’t display any emotion. He likes to study my face for a telltale flicker of distress. I have learned to reveal nothing, but behind my mask is a scared little girl who just wants to be forgiven. That’s never going to happen.

 We’re partners in crime now. I can’t tell anyone, because he would tell everyone. He would have proof and I would only have my own word- a thief’s excuse. 

It seemed like such a teeny crime at the time. The phrase “petty cash” sounded like an oxymoron to me. The account had more money in it than I make in a year, just sitting there undisturbed, and I just needed to borrow a little once. Then it became once in a while. It wasn’t really stealing. I always paid it all back eventually. But there was always another minor emergency – the broken washing machine, transmission repairs, that week I was out with the flu. He had to discover it eventually, and offer me his devil’s deal. He gave me a choice between prosecution and accommodation, or as Baron the bastard so charmingly put it, a cock and a hard place. 

So today I was the perfect secretary. I scheduled his meetings and wrote his memos without typos, ushered in clients and salesmen, and kept the coffee pot fresh. We were polite and correct at all times, when we spoke to each other at all. But running through the day was an undercurrent below our placid waters, a shared anticipation that tonight he would watch me sweat and scream and beg.

Doing penance, he calls it, but it’s more like hell than purgatory. He always wants more. What began with a quick blow job under his desk has gradually escalated, until I have become a virtual sex slave, indentured by guilt.

With a growing tightness in my gut, I watched my co- workers gather up their personal belongings and leave for the day. I saw them all off with a cheerful goodbye. Pretending is the easy part. It’s the waiting that’s hard. When I was sure that no one was likely to come back for something they had forgotten, I went into my bathroom. 

No one questions his decision to provide me with a private washroom. They think that it’s a perk. Even the cleaning crew has no key. They would be shocked at some of the things they might find there. 

I stripped naked and cleaned myself according to his standing orders. The humiliating ritual hardly ever varies. The enema and douche go without saying. I put a fresh blade in the razor before I scraped and rinsed. Legs, pits, and puss, everything has to be silky smooth for him. When I was putting on the lotion, I felt a little stubble and had to touch up. I can still see the fading marks on my ass from the last time I missed a patch. 

          All of my makeup had to come off before I showered and braided my hair. He always insists on braids. He says they make me look younger and more innocent. I think the braids just give him one more way to control me, another thing to grab a hold of, another convenient way to tie me up. He left the collar and cuffs laid out for me. There were tiny little luggage padlocks for the buckles. He had the key. They wouldn’t be coming off until he was through with me.

 That was my entire trousseau this time. He wasn’t in the mood for fantasy tonight. There was no cheerleader outfit or French maid uniform hanging on the back of the door. He wanted me to report to his office naked. That usually meant he was in a bit of a hurry and would get right to the rough stuff.

My office adjoins his, but I have to leave mine and pass through the corridor to get to his door. This puts me in full view of the typing pool and the windows beyond. The desks were all empty at that hour, the room silent, the keyboards idle, but it is always unnerving to be naked in a place where clothing is normally expected. A few hours earlier, I would have drawn shocked stares parading by in nothing but a few bits of leather.

Beyond the windows was blackness, lit here and there by the squares of windows from the offices across the street, where other people were working late or keeping trysts of their own. The harsh daytime lighting in the typing pool had been reduced to a mere glow by the last employee out the door, but anyone watching from across the way could have seen my pale form flitting about. Feeling exposed. I covered the distance between doors quickly. 

He always makes me wait outside his door for permission to enter. When he buzzes me in, I kneel just inside the door where he can observe me without his desk getting in the way and spoiling the view. 

He was on the phone tonight, talking to a potential customer in Iowa. The customer will be flying in after the summer retooling shutdown. I could tell by Baron’s unctuous tone that this was a deal he would very much like to close. 

He let me kneel there until my knees began to ache. He was enjoying my discomfort, knowing that I awaited his pleasure while he compared golf scores and planned a meeting. He was taking his time. I was just his slave, after all. 

He was fawning over his client to the last farewell. I expected him to make little kissing noises into the phone as he hung up.

“Is there something that you find amusing?”

My face froze immediately into the blank mask that has served me so well in the past. 

“No, Sir!” I spoke my lines loud and clear, like a Marine in boot camp. If I mumbled, he would have felt compelled to prompt me. Then the whip would have made an early appearance. 

He stared down at me for a long moment, as though considering whether or not my answer was satisfactory, just letting me squirm.

“Inspection position!” he barked.

I leaped to my feet and spread my legs, lacing my fingers together behind my neck and arching my back to present my breasts. I focused my stare on a window across the street. Some anonymous man over there was hunched before a glowing computer screen with his back to us. He needed only to turn around and admire the view.

Mr. Baron opened a desk drawer and took out a box of latex gloves. He snapped a pair on before he stood up. He took his time doing it of course, smirking up at me. He had already removed his jacket and rolled up his shirt sleeves. He was ready now. There was no danger that contact with this unclean slut might contaminate him. There wouldn’t be any telltale stains on his clothing, no lingering scent on his fingers to carry home.

I have never met his wife. The word around the office is that she is a beautiful woman, self centered and not very bright. She devotes much of her life to campaigning for charitable causes of questionable value. Last year she flew by private jet to a conference on clean air and energy conservation. I saw her once from the office window, waiting for him in the car below. She was no more than an elegant silhouette, preferring to wait in the limo rather than risk contact with the unclean proles inside.

Still, it rankles that he is betraying her even as he blackmails me. I could call her up and tell her, but even if I did it anonymously he would know. The police would arrive with an arrest warrant for me the next day. Any counter charges I brought against him would be impossible to prove, and the prosecutor would dismiss them as an attempt to misdirect.

“Bend over.” He was already unscrewing the jar of lubricant. 

I bent until my back was parallel with the floor, keeping my spine carefully arched. It would have been an easier position to maintain if I could have braced my hands upon my knees, but I was forbidden to move my hands from the back of my neck. It often pleases my Master to keep me this way until I am trembling with strain. 

He always takes his time with the lube. If I am dry and resistant when he begins, I am wet and open before he finishes. Perhaps it is such moments that sustain me when I consider tearing everything down, like Sampson in the temple, accepting my own destruction as the price of revenge. His fingers never force me, they insinuate and tease instead. They find the sweet spots and return to them, but only after I have nearly reached the point of begging.

 I have long since abandoned any pretense of resistance. If rape is inevitable, the adage goes, one might as well learn to like it. I respond to him as a brood mare to a stallion, stimulated by mere chemistry and nervous habit. Perhaps I have been too eager to surrender my body, but a thief sacrifices any claim to lost virtue. It’s not as though anyone will ever find out anyway. 

So I rocked back to meet his hand, rolling my hips like a lap dancer as his fingers churned slowly in and out. He always starts with my pussy. He has long, thick fingers, but in a few moments he was twisting at least two of them inside me, tapping against the “G” spot with soft insistence and rolling across the soft membranes within until they were ready to yield.

