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For each ecstatic instant

We must an anguish pay

In keen and quivering ratio

To the ecstasy.

Emily Dickinson


Chapter One

Two days after hearing of Abul’s death, Kathy was summoned to an appointment with Madam Khe who had taken up temporary residence in a suite of rooms at the Pittsburgh Marriot Hotel. Kathy was certain she would, at last, be sent to Mr. Satomi. It came as a shock when she realized that she still had a full year to serve under her contract to him. The six weeks in the training facility did not count toward the year of unconditional service the contract required. In addition, her beloved sister-in-law was still a prisoner in the horrible Facility and Kathy was to blame. She couldn’t even remember why she’d signed Satomi’s contract. But she was sure they would have forced her into servitude somehow even if she hadn’t signed it. And to insure her obedience, they would also have taken Mary Margaret hostage. Unless, of course, it was Mary Margaret, Mr. Satomi wanted in the first place. 

When she knocked on the door of the hotel suite, Mi Jong, Madam Khe’s servant, answered. “Madam Khe see you soon. You naked under dress?”

Kathy felt herself blushing, “Yes, I assumed….” 

Mi Jong crossed the room and, standing before Kathy, said, “Spread legs.” Kathy slid one foot to the side as Mi Jong reached up under Kathy’s skirt. She clicked the remote that Kathy hadn’t noticed. The cap that covered Kathy’s clitoris dropped into Mi Jong’s hand.

“You mean I don’t have to wear that hateful thing anymore?” Kathy asked in amazement.

Carefully MI Jong removed the brushes. “You wear. But no brushes,” Mi Jong said. She replaced the cap over Kathy’s clitoris and pressed the remote again. The cap made a slight click as it locked against the plate that circled Kathy’s clitoris and had been permanently fixed to her skin.

“Mi Jong, please, I need them,” Kathy pleaded. “I need the brushes.”

“No brushes. No orgasm.” She left Kathy in the middle of the ornate sitting room. 

After a few moments, the bedroom door opened and Madam Khe, dressed in an electric blue chignon, entered. Kathy was once more astonished at the older woman’s beauty. She was in her mid-sixties but her skin was like polished porcelain. Her jet-black hair hung to her shoulders. She moved quickly and gracefully, her body trim, her eyes bright and knowing. She gestured toward an overstuffed chair and took one facing it. They sat across from one another in silence for several moments. Madam Khe sighed, “You are to be congratulated for your part in ridding the earth of that cowardly Neanderthal, Abul. He was a major thorn in both our sides.”

Kathy thought about the men whose deaths were somehow related to her:  Abul certainly, and indirectly the young man who had come to rescue her from the Facility, and poor Uzetta and Richie. Although, she would have died to save her husband, Jeff, she couldn’t forget that in some way she was responsible for his death as well as the others. Kathy nodded and forced a tight smile, “Yes, the world is a better place without Abul in it.”

Madam Khe nodded, “I’ve asked you to come here because I have new instructions for you from Mr. Satomi.” 

Kathy permitted herself a smile. ‘At last,’ she thought, ‘my training is complete, Abul is dead, and Mr. Satomi is going to send for me.’ 

“It’s not what you expect,” Madam Khe said. “First I want you to answer some questions. I want you to tell the truth and make your answers complete, the whole story. Do you understand?”

Kathy looked puzzled but knew better than to object, “Yes, I understand.” Kathy couldn’t imagine what she wanted to know. She knew Madam Khe was familiar with the files Satomi had been compiling about her for the past ten years or longer. Her whole history was in them. What more could she want to know?

Madam Khe leaned back and spoke softly, “Do you remember how you came to sign the contract?” She didn’t wait for Kathy to respond. “It began when you humiliated Abul who was at the time one of Mr. Satomi’s most trusted servants.” Kathy recalled the night she’d called Abul an ugly, ignorant, low-life and ordered him from her house. Madam Khe continued. “A short time before that you also humiliated a rich and powerful member of your country club and even tried to have his membership cancelled, isn’t that so?”

There was a flash of anger in Kathy’s eyes, “You mean Ruben? That horrible Simon Ruben and his lying niece, Sheila?”

“That’s the name. Tell me what happened. I understand you embarrassed him in front of your friends and his. I’ve been told you also demeaned his niece.”

Kathy bit her lip and felt her face grow red. She was determined to speak as calmly and as convincingly as she could. Obviously, Madam Khe knew about the confrontation, but appeared ready to alter the truth to suit Mr. Satomi’s purpose, whatever that might be. She took a deep breath and began, “You are right, Madam, Simon Ruben was a member of our country club. We tried to keep him out, not because he’s Jewish, but because he had a reputation as a lecher. He was also a slumlord. His housing deals made him rich at the expense of the poorest people in the community. Once, criminal charges were brought against him, but were dropped. It was also rumored that he’d been involved in child pornography.”

Madam Khe, interrupted. “Did he ever go to jail? Did he ever even have to appear in court?”

“No...no. As I said, he was rich and influential. In spite of our objections, he was given a membership in the club.”

“Describe him, Mrs. Ryan, and this niece of his.”

Kathy shook her head, remembering them, “He’s a big man, but grossly fat. His grey hair is slicked back. He has heavy jowls and a big nose. His mouth is also big and his lips are thick. He’s loud and obnoxious. I think he must be in his mid sixties. Sheila, the niece, is a skinny, shrill, demanding little liar. She tried to ruin our lives. By now, she must be around twenty or twenty-one.”

Madam Khe shook her head, “I see you don’t care for either of them. Now, the story, Mrs. Ryan. The story of how you got revenge.”

Kathy frowned, wondering where this was going. “It wasn’t revenge, Madam, not at all. Simon Ruben thought of himself as a ladies’ man. Some women tolerated him because of his money and power, perhaps a few did more than tolerate him. He was attracted to me. At the club he continually sat near me, brushed against me. Once he put his hand on my leg under the table.” She glanced away, then looking up at the older woman continued, “It was at a Fourth of July party at the club. He came over to our table and asked me to dance. Of course, I didn’t want to, but in order not to embarrass him by refusing, I accepted. On the dance floor he ran his hand up the outside of my gown and squeezed my breast while whispering in my ear that he wanted to take me to a motel and...and...”

“Oh my,” Madam Khe said, “after all you’ve been through you still have trouble saying the word. I expect the man wanted what most men who see you want. He wanted to fuck you.” 

“I slapped him and called him something.”

“What? What exactly did you call this rich and powerful man?”

“I...I...said, ‘You are a filthy pig...a filthy perverted pig!’”

“And everyone heard you humiliate him?”

“Yes, I guess everyone did.”

“That would be impossible for a man like this Ruben to forget or forgive?” 

“Yes, I suppose so. But...,” Kathy began to protest.

Madam Khe held up her hand silencing Kathy, “You shouted at the man in front of his friends, saying he was a pig, calling him perverted. Tell me, Mrs. Ryan, what were some of the perverted things you did at the Facility? Name them.”

Kathy shook her head in despair. Her voice dropped to a whisper, “That was different, Madam, I...I...was whipped, sometimes drugged.”

“Not always and you know it,” Madam Khe said sharply. “What kind of depraved activities did you engage in at the Facility?”

Kathy bowed her head and felt her cheeks redden, “Oral sex and anal sex,” she said.

“And much more, much worse,” the Chinese woman admonished. “I hardly think you’re in a position to call anyone a degenerate. Now, the rest of the story about this Simon Ruben and his niece.”

Kathy went on, “A few years before that time when Sheila was seventeen, she baby sat for our neighbor who was divorced. The neighbor didn’t like to drive at night especially if she’d been out drinking. Occasionally the neighbor would ask Jeff to take Sheila home. He wasn’t fond of her or the girl, but he’d do it. Sheila, the spoiled little witch, had a crush on Jeff.”

“Ah, yes, Mrs. Ryan, how often have we heard of Jeff, the good Jeff, the handsome Jeff.”

Kathy thought to herself, ‘he was good...my husband was truly a good and decent man’. She felt the tears well up so she hurried on, “After the incident in the club Mr. Ruben and his niece concocted a horrible lie that almost destroyed us. They said that Jeff had...seduced Sheila and that they had fallen in love. She claimed that their affair had lasted for more than a year, and that Jeff was planning to divorce me and marry her. Of course it was a ridiculous lie. But Ruben has friends in high places. For a while it looked as if Jeff might lose his job. They threatened to press charges, saying he abused and endangered a minor. They threatened to put him in jail. We knew Ruben could either buy or force witnesses to say what he wanted them to say. Our friends and Jeff’s employers did not believe any of this.” She paused and shook her head finding it hard to deal with the memories of that time. After a moment, she continued, “Everyone offered all kinds of help. Perhaps when Ruben saw the amount of support behind us, he lost confidence. The whole matter went away. We tried to have him disbarred from the club, but he was able to retain his membership.”

Madam Khe, leaned forward slightly, “It might surprise you, Mrs. Ryan, to learn that Mr. Satomi and I have both been in touch with your Mr. Ruben.” Kathy squeezed her eyes shut and made a small sound. “This Ruben has told us the same story you do. Your saintly husband never gave poor Sheila the time of day. In fact, he couldn’t stand her. Rubin also told us that you hated him even before the trouble he caused you. He thinks you always felt superior to him; that you found him revolting. He also said that he’d always felt you were also strangely attracted to him.”

Kathy shook her head, “I’m surprised that he admitted to the lies they told. It’s true. My God, I was never attracted to him. I despised the man and still do.” 

Madam Khe sat back in her chair and observed Kathy closely, “But, Mrs. Ryan, this man Ruben is obsessed. He’s obsessed with wanting you and he’s obsessed with wanting revenge for the way you humiliated him.”

Kathy had gone pale. She inched forward and reached out to touch Madam Khe’s hand, “Oh, please, surely you won’t...”

Madam Khe leaned toward Kathy and it seemed for a moment she might reach out to her, “I’ve learned to respect you, Mrs. Ryan, and I’d help you if I could, but you know how the system works and you know I’m totally loyal to Mr. Satomi. I’m sorry to tell you that Simon Ruben is going to have you, Mrs. Ryan. He will make you beg him to forgive you. You’re going to offer yourself to him. He’s also going to have the revenge he’s been waiting for.” 

Kathy drew back, “No,” she said firmly, “no...I can’t...I won’t.”

Madam Khe frowned and held up her hand, “You can and you will. This Simon Ruben has purchased half of your contract from Mr. Satomi. You belong to him for the next six months.”

Kathy stood, her face flushed with anger, “No, that was not part of the contract…Mr. Satomi can’t sell me…I’m not one of his horses…I’m not a piece of furniture!” 

Madam Khe motioned for her to sit down. When Kathy regained some composure Madam Khe spoke in an evenly measured voice, “You are exactly like one of his horses or a piece of furniture he owns. Have you even read the contract? I must remind you that your beloved sister-in-law is still at the Facility.”

Kathy glared at the woman across from her, “I refuse. I won’t be bought and sold. I’m never going to Simon Ruben.”

Madam Khe picked up the phone at her side and pressed a button. Kathy watched fearfully as she spoke, “The woman has disobeyed me. I would like you to have her sister-in-law whipped.” She listened for a moment, “Good,” she said. “I’m glad Swart is there to do it.” Before Kathy could speak, she put down the phone. 

Kathy buried her head in her arms, sobbing uncontrollably. Madam Khe leaned forward, “On Mr. Satomi’s orders, I’m giving you to Simon Ruben tomorrow. After the beating your precious Mary-Margaret will receive tonight, I don’t think you will want to subject her to another one in the next few days.” She sat back, watching Kathy, “You will belong to Ruben. You will be his woman. You know what that means, don’t you?” Unable to answer, Kathy nodded. 

From the table next to her, Madam Khe picked up a small bell and rang it. “I assume you are still wearing Abul’s iron ring through your nipple?” she asked.

“Yes, Abul said it can never be removed.” 

“Abul lied to torment you.” Madam Khe gestured to Mi Jong  who had entered silently. “Did you bring it?”

Mi Jong Held up a small silver tool. “Yes, Madam.”

“Hold out your bare breast to Mi Jong,” Madam Khe directed.

Mi Jong found a pin on the ring, inserted the tool and the ring sprung open.

“Oh, thank you, Madam Khe,” Kathy whispered. “Thank you, Mi Jong”

Madam Khe waved them toward to door. Mi Jong accompanied Kathy home. Later that night, Kathy, imagining Mary Margaret’s screams as the black dwarf whipped her, cried herself into a troubled sleep. 

The next morning after receiving telephone instructions from Madam Khe, Kathy selected a black skirt and matching jacket, a white transparent blouse, and the familiar black leather pumps with the five inch heel. After applying her make-up, she sat on the edge of the bed, her head bowed, while Mi Jong packed a small suitcase. “Maybe you not need this stuff,” she muttered. “Maybe old man have different stuff for you.”

Kathy looked up. “Mi Jong, please, please call the Facility. Find out how Mary Margaret is.”

“You must be crazy. Can’t do.”

She zippered the bag shut. A car horn blew outside. Mi Jong handed Kathy the bag. “Taxi here. Better do what old man say or Swart gonna have more fun with your sister-in-law.”

The prospect of meeting Simon Ruben filled her with dread. Not only that he was old, and fat, and repulsive, and had a reputation for cruelty, there was something else. A shadowy memory from her childhood, from seeing him at the country club pool when she was a teenager. Something about the way he’d stared at her, openly, directly. He frightened her, but there was this other dark thing she didn’t understand. It made her blush and quickly turn away. Occasionally, after a hot day at the pool, she would think of the way his pig eyes had burned into her. When that happened she felt a wave of heat wash over her before falling into a restless sleep. 

Ruben lived in an exclusive estate area five miles from Kathy’s. A long paved drive circled up to his huge Georgian house. Kathy’s heart sank as she hesitated before the ornate oak front door. It was opened by a skinny old black woman wearing a maid’s uniform. “I am Jane,” she said unsmiling, “I’ll take you to your room.” Kathy followed her up a grand circular stairway and along a thickly carpeted hall. 

The maid unlocked a door at the end of the hall and ushered Kathy in. She flicked a wall switch lighting a single bulb that hung on its wire from the ceiling. Kathy was shocked to see that the room resembled a cell more than anything else. There were no windows. A single bed with an iron frame stood against the far wall. Against the side wall were a toilet, a shower stall, and a small sink. On the other wall stood a make-up table, mirror, and bench. The dark walls were made of thick plaster. The cold stone floor was bare. In a corner Kathy noticed a wire cage about the size of a small steamer trunk. There was something moving in the cage. A thin smile crossed the maid’s lips, “Rats,” she said. 

Kathy backed away, horrified. Jane watched her, “You do everything Master says and rats stay where they are. You refuse or even complain, Master will tell me to let rats out at night. They hungry. Not good to try to sleep in room with hungry rats. Nowhere for you to hide.” There was a closet along one wall but the doors had been removed. 

The rats, aware that someone was in the room, scurried about squeaking, their claws scraping against the floor of the cage, their red eyes seeming almost to glow. “Oh, my God!” Kathy cried. “He wouldn’t.”

“You know better,” Jane said. “You know he would.”

“Yes,” Kathy said more to herself than to the maid, “the man has no conscience, he’s cruel and he hates me.”

“Master will see you in three hours. For interview you wear things you come here in. Other things you need are in make-up table drawer. Be ready at six o’clock. I come to get you.” She turned and left, locking the door behind her. 

Kathy flung herself down on the hard bed and burying her head in her arms wept until she drifted off into a restless sleep. Two hours later she woke, hearing the high-pitched squeak of the rats in their cage. Quickly, she showered and rubbed her body with the perfumed oil. 

Once more she put on the white transparent blouse, the short black skirt, and her black pumps with five-inch heels. She applied her make-up, selecting bright red lipstick and dark eye shadow. She thought of the number of times in the past few months she had done this...had deliberately and carefully used oils and perfumes, and cosmetics, and provocative clothes to make herself look desirable and available for men she hated. How often had she knelt before them and parted her lips or spread her ass cheeks to accept their repulsive cocks. Bowing her head, she prayed this might be the last time. She brushed her hair, then sat on the edge of the bed facing away from the rat cage. The sound of the rats filled her with dread.

Of all the men in the world, the one she despised as much as Abul was Simon Ruben. He had become very rich by cheating destitute people in need of housing. With the wealth came political power. He associated with a number of the town leaders, but only with those whose reputations were as suspect as his own. Thinking back, she again recalled how he always managed to be near her at the country club social gatherings, always grinning as if they shared a secret. He’d brush up against her. He seemed to sweat profusely, even in winter. His body odor was almost palpable. At the pool he would go out of his way to plop his fat perspiring ass in a chaise close to hers. She often caught him staring at her, his eyes bright, his thick lips slobbering. Usually, she went out of her way to avoid him, but there were times when she deliberately chose to sit where he could see her. She didn’t know why. She remembered he frightened her but somehow excited her, too. When she knew he was staring at her she often felt compelled to look back at him. His pig eyes would bore into her until she had to look away. She would feel herself tremble and her cheeks burn. Now, here in his house, immaculately made-up, wearing nothing but the black stilettos, the short skirt, and the revealing blouse, she waited fearfully to be summoned by the old degenerate. Why had Satomi done this? How could he have sold part of her contract to Simon Ruben?

After five minutes, a key turned in the lock. Jane appeared in the doorway and motioned for Kathy to follow her. They descended the stairs and passed several rooms before arriving at Ruben’s study. Kathy felt the warmth coming from a raging fire in the massive fireplace. Near it, comfortably seated in a large leather wing back chair was Simon Ruben. The huge expanse of his stomach was greater now than it had been when she’d last seen him. His greasy, slicked-back hair was grayer and his jowls heavier. He was sipping from a wine glass. His pendulous lips were wet. She could smell him from across the room. As she came closer, she noticed beads of sweat on his forehead and heavy cheeks. His shirt was damp and discolored under his arms. Directly across from him stood a plain wooden chair. He motioned Kathy toward it. 

Trembling, she sat down, keeping her knees together and folding her hands in her lap. He smiled at her, exposing teeth she knew to be false. “Ah, Mrs. Ryan, we meet again. It’s good of you to pay me a visit, a very long visit.” He looked at her steadily for several moments. “I remember in the past inviting you and your husband to my house. In fact I extended the invitation several times but you never accepted.” He paused, frowning, “I imagine you felt superior, morally and socially superior to Simon Ruben. Was that it?”

Kathy wanted to say, ‘Of course, you lecherous old fool. You and your politically connected friends got rich at the expense of poorest and most helpless people in town. Just before his death, Jeff was preparing to take you to court. We both hated the sight of you at the club. We’d never consider coming to your house.’  Instead of saying what she felt, she looked across at him and lied, “No...no not at all. I don’t remember, but surely it must have been because we’d made other commitments.”

“We know that is not true,” he said evenly. They sat in silence. She lowered her eyes staring at her folded hands. He coughed, startling her. “I’m puzzled as to why you would wish to see me now.” He peered at her over the rim of his wine glass. “Don’t you recall, I once tried, unsuccessfully I’m afraid, to ruin your fine husband’s reputation before he got a chance to ruin mine. In addition, I touched one of your delightful breasts in a public place in front of your friends. Any reasonable person would assume you’d despise me. So, let me ask Mrs. Ryan why are you here?”

Kathy didn’t know how to answer. Before thinking she blurted, “I’m sure you know, Mr. Ruben. You’ve managed somehow to purchase six months of my contract with Mr. Satomi. You know I’m here because I’ve been forced.”

His small eyes narrowed into slits, “That’s a wrong answer. I have been fully informed of your sister-in-law’s situation. She’s rather vulnerable. In fact, I took great pleasure in seeing a live video presentation last evening. An ugly black dwarf was expertly cutting her flawless white skin with his whip. Her screams were delightful.” Kathy gasped and felt the tears form. Ruben smiled at her distress, “It’s been suggested to me that in order to have you obey I need only mention your affection for M and M’s. I gather the reference was to Mary Margaret. That is her name, is it not?”

Kathy knew she should have realized Satomi would give Ruben the only weapon he needed. “Yes,” she said, “her name is Mary Margaret.”

“And there’s the matter of the rats. You haven’t forgotten them, have you?”

“No, I haven’t forgotten.”

“Very well, let me try again. Why have you chosen to visit such a perverse old reprobate as myself, Mrs. Ryan? And I might add why have you come to me wearing such provocative attire? I can see your bare breasts through the transparent blouse you’ve selected.” Kathy felt her cheeks flush. Ruben continued, “Could it be that the young and beautiful widow of Jeffery Ryan wishes to arouse me? Could it be that this is not simply a visit? Could it be that you’ve come to me hoping I might still be attracted to you? Could it be that you are hoping I’ll wish to fondle your breasts and perhaps even take you to bed? Tell me, Mrs. Ryan.”

Kathy understood what he expected. “I...I’ve come to apologize for...for what I did and said last year at the Country Club. I was wrong to have objected to your...your...touch.” She paused. He nodded and tapped his fingers on the arm of his chair. She continued, “I’ve chosen these clothes in the hope that you...that you will find me as...as attractive as you once seemed to.” 

He waited for her to go on. She looked away from him, “I would like to...to...offer,” she was unable to finish.

“You would like to offer your lovely body to me. Is that it, Mrs. Ryan?”

Kathy felt her face redden, “Yes, yes, that’s it,” she whispered.

“And you want to stay here with me. You want to be my woman. Am I correct?”

The image of Mary Margaret tied to the whipping post flashed through her mind, “You have the contract. I’ve come here to…to…be your woman,” she said, her head bowed. 

“It’s possible now that your husband is dead you’ve come to realize you no longer view me as you once did? Perhaps you are in need of a real man and thought I might be able to satisfy you in ways your husband never had?”

Her head still bowed, Kathy shook her head, “No, that’s not…” She stopped, then murmured, “I’m sorry. I...I...thought you might...might want me.”

“You would like me to fuck your ass. You’ve come here hoping I would shove my fat prick up your asshole? Isn’t that true?”

She glanced up at him angrily, then looked away, “Yes. That’s why I’ve come here to you.”

“Ah, what a sweet mouth you have, Mrs. Ryan. I’ve been told that you’ve become an expert at sucking cock. I’m told that you make the man last a long time and that you love the taste of cum. Is what I’ve been told accurate? Are you going to part your lovely warm lips for my cock?”

“What they said about me is true. I...I’ve been trained.” She continued to look down at the floor, “I...I’ll do what you want.” 

“Oh, dear, Mrs. Ryan!” he exclaimed, “It’s not going to be that easy, not that easy at all. You humiliated me before my friends and yours. You and your husband tried to have me barred from the club. Oh, yes, you have much to atone for.” He leaned forward leering at her, “Of course, I’m going to fuck your ass and I’m going to have you suck my prick, but those will be treats compared to the other things I have planned for you.” 

From a table at his side he took several photographs and handed them to her. She was startled to see that they were of herself and Jeff, snapshots of them in the garden of the Tankard Inn, their favorite bed and breakfast near New Hope, Pennsylvania. They’d asked the gardener to take the photographs. In one she was sitting on Jeff’s lap whispering something into his ear. The other was a close up of them next to a big oak tree. They were kissing. She smiled to herself, remembering that happy weekend. “Now two others,” Ruben said. 

He handed her a similar set of prints. In these, however, Jeff remained while she had been replaced by Ruben’s niece, Sheila. The digital transposition had been done by experts. They were perfect. Now, a seventeen year old Sheila sat on Jeff’s lap and in the other photograph Sheila’s lips were pressed against Jeff’s.

Kathy flung the photographs to the floor, “Lies!” she cried, “lies on top of lies!” Hot tears formed and trickled down her cheeks.

“Yes,” Ruben began calmly, “you and Shelia and I know they are lies. There are more lies to come, Mrs. Ryan, lies that you will say are the truth, just as you will say those photographs are the truth. You’ve told me that you are here to apologize, well, Mrs. Ryan, an apology will not do, not do at all.” 

He handed her a binder that contained several typed pages. “A few days from this evening there’s to be a gala dance at the Country Club. You will accompany me to it. All of your friends will be there, those who supported you when you and your husband denied Sheila’s accusations. The folder contains your instructions. Read them carefully, memorize them. Know that if you deviate even by a fraction, your sister-in-law will be whipped until she’s unconscious and brought to her senses and whipped again. Know also that your bedmates will be a half-dozen hungry rats. These are not idle threats, Mrs. Ryan.” He waited while Kathy read. She groaned several times and bit her lip as the tears continued to stream down her face. 

When she closed the binder, she looked across at him, the hatred blazing in her eyes. “These lies will destroy my good husband’s reputation, absolutely destroy it.”

“That’s precisely the point, Mrs. Ryan. Your splendid upright husband coldly rebuffed my niece, just as you publicly insulted me. Those are the facts. But facts can be altered. Lies can become the truth.” He chuckled. “Besides, Mrs. Ryan, your husband is dead. Your best interests would be served by thinking about his sister and also by imagining what might await you in the cage upstairs.”

Kathy bowed her head. They sat in silence for several minutes. Finally, she looked up, defeated. “I’ll do what you say,” she said.

“And you will be convincing.” His voice rose, “I insist that you be convincing. If you are not, it will be the same as refusing and the consequences will be the same. When we attend the Club Dance there must not be a doubt in the mind of anyone present. In the meantime, I intend to let it be known that you’ve recanted and are anxious to be forgiven for your slanders of the past.”

“I will do what I can to make your lies seem like the truth,” she said.

“See that you do.” He leaned back and folded his thick fingers over his belly. “While we are on the subject of the Country Club celebration, there is another important thing that will be required of you. Can you guess what that might be?”

Kathy’s voice was flat, “You want me to appear to be attracted to you.”

“More than attracted, Mrs. Ryan. I want you to demonstrate in every way possible that for some unexplainable reason you have become, not attracted, but absolutely devoted to me. In the things you say and do it should be apparent that you’ve fallen in love with me. Make your friends see that you wish only to please me, that you are quick to anticipate my desires and ready to fulfill them, that you are grateful for any small attention I pay to you.” He folded his hands over his belly and chuckled. “Let them see that you’ve chosen, freely chosen, to live with me. I want to see affection in word and deed, Mrs. Ryan, public affection that borders on lust. Everyone must be aware that you have given yourself to me, completely and gratefully. They are to know that I’ve had you and you liked it and want more. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand.”

“You must also be attentive to Sheila. Not only attentive but subservient, submissive, anxious now to rectify old wrongs not only by admitting to your husband’s seduction of a minor, but also by demonstrating your devotion to the young woman he seduced.”

“You mean Sheila is to be there?”

“Of course. It is her reputation that has been in question. You will admit that you and your husband lied. You will testify to the truth of Shelia’s account of their yearlong affair. In the Country Club among your friends, you will support everything Sheila says. You will debase your husband for abusing my young niece and for his unfaithfulness to you.” Kathy felt the tears well up in her eyes. “Finally,” Rosen continued, “before your friends and mine, you will beg Sheila to forgive you.”   

“You demand too much of me,” Kathy said. How could she pretend that Jeff could possibly have even considered touching that skinny, arrogant, loud-mouthed tart? How could she say that their lies were the truth? How could she possibly demean herself before that disgusting little bitch?

“No, Mrs. Ryan, I don’t ask too much. You are to do exactly what you’re told because to do otherwise would cause unbearable suffering to someone you love. I also remind you that there are no windows in your room here. The walls are quite thick. Your screams will not be heard. During a long night trying to fight off the starving rats, you will scream, Mrs. Ryan...scream until you have no voice left to scream with.”

His words sent a shudder through Kathy’s body. “I have no choice,” she said.

“That’s correct. You have no choice. I see that the original photographs are on your lap. Take them to the fireplace and burn them.” 

Reluctantly, Kathy crossed to the blazing logs. After looking once more at the pictures, she dropped them into the fire. “Now, the only true photographs are those you threw to the floor. Pick them up. Return to your seat and tell me when and where you discovered them.”

When Kathy was seated, she thought for a moment before speaking. “I found these shortly after Jeff died. They were hidden under other papers in his desk drawer.”

“And love letters from Sheila,” Ruben added. “She also has a packet that she will say were sent to her by your husband. You will testify that the handwriting is his. Perhaps Sheila will require you to read one?” It was a question.

Kathy wanted to kill him, kill him and his hateful niece. She didn’t answer.

“I remind you of the sadistic dwarf at a place called the Facility. Perhaps you would like to join me if she is whipped again tonight? We could watch together,” he said.

Kathy glared across at him, “I’ll say the handwriting is Jeff’s. I’ll read what Sheila asks me to read.”

Ruben nodded, “Yes, that will do nicely. Sheila and I will ask you other questions most of which are listed in folder I gave you. Be prepared to give the expected answers. Be prepared to fully support Sheila’s account of the passionate affair your husband lured her into when she was little more than a child.” Kathy’s anger turned to despair. The tears welled up and rolled down her cheeks. 

“Enough of that!” he said sharply. He crooked a finger at her, “Come over here and kneel between my legs.” The thought of kneeling before this filthy, foul smelling old man sickened her. The fact that he could see her breasts through the thin blouse and that he knew she was naked under the short skirt, caused her to blush profusely. She rose unsteadily and crossed to him. He pointed to the floor. When she was on her knees before him, he said, “Now, unzip me and take out my prick.” Despising herself, Kathy tugged down his zipper and reached inside his shorts for his limp cock. The odor of his crotch turned her stomach. His pale flaccid penis was both long and thick. She looked up into his evil face, “Kiss it,” he hissed. “But first tell me that you have always longed to get down on your knees before Simon Ruben and press your lips to his prick. Tell me that it’s been a secret desire of yours since you were in your teens. Make me believe it.”

She raised her head hating the sight of him, “I...I...I’ve always longed to kneel before Simon Ruben and…and…kiss his …his penis,” she said.

“And?”

Kathy thought for a moment. “Even when I was in high school and you would be at the country club pool, I thought about it. I’ve always been attracted to older powerful men.” She paused. He seemed to want more. “I would watch you when you weren’t looking and…and imagine what you were like…imagine what you would make me do.” Kathy suddenly realized with sickening dread her words were not far from the truth.

He seemed satisfied. “I want you to repeat that story to both my friends and yours.” He glared at her waiting for a response. She nodded. He leaned back appraising her. “You have lovely lips, Mrs. Ryan, soft and warm. I suggest you part them each time you do what you are about to do. Before long, your lips will be well acquainted with my prick. Right now, I want to feel your tongue on my cockhead.”

Obediently Kathy lowered her head to his revolting penis and pressed her parted lips to it. She touched the tip of her tongue to his fat white prick. Then she looked up at him again. He finished his wine before speaking, “You like that don’t you, Mrs. Ryan? You’ve learned to desire the smell and taste of cock...the smell and taste of any cock?”

“Yes, I’ve learned to like it,” she said, her voice flat, her eyes dull.

“Before this month is over, the thought of sucking the prick of Simon Ruben will fill you with desire. You will come crawling to me and beg me to fuck your mouth. That’s no longer just a fantasy of the man you once humiliated, is it, Mrs. Ryan?’  He leaned toward her. “Put your hands around my prick. Take several minutes to examine it closely. Imagine how it will fill your mouth. Imagine the taste of the hot cum you will draw from it.” He pushed her head close to his cock as she held it between her hands. She stared at it as he had instructed. Under the white skin were thick purple veins. It begin to swell in her hands. Her training at the Facility had been effective. She felt the saliva fill her mouth. She swallowed. He grinned at her, “What are you thinking, Mrs. Ryan? Are you thinking my prediction is correct? I’d like a complete answer.”

She looked up at him. His prick continued to swell in her hands. She knew he had seen her swallow and her nipples stiffen. Hating herself she said, “I...I...don’t know how or why…but…but you may be right. Before another month has passed, it’s possible that I will…that I will come to you on my knees and...and beg you to fuck my mouth.” Her face had turned fiery red. She had to swallow again. She let go of his cock, which quickly subsided. 

He sat back in his chair, “Yes, I’m told you’ve been conditioned to need a cock in your mouth from time to time.” He stared at her until she bowed her head. “But, I believe, Mrs. Ryan, that in short order you will come to feel differently about my cock. It will not be the conditioning that causes you to beg to suck it. You need to satisfy a dark desire you’ve felt long before your marriage, long before your training at the facility. It’s a desire, a consuming one, you’ve tried hard to deny. But you can’t, can you? It began years ago and over time has become stronger. Am I not correct?” She didn’t answer. He watched her closely and saw a shiver course through her body. He smiled to himself. 

“Now, to other matters. In private you are to refer to me as Master Ruben. In public among others you will call me Simon and add endearments such as “dear,” “my love,” “darling,” and whatever terms of affection seem appropriate.” She nodded. “I expect, Mrs. Ryan,” he continued, “that you are now anxious to strip for me? You want to tease me with your lovely young body?”

She’d known she would be required to take off her clothes before this vicious old lecher but to actually do it, to expose herself to him made her blush with shame and seethe with anger. “Yes, Master Ruben, I would like to undress...would like to be...to be naked for you.” She stood up and began to unbutton her blouse. Her fingers trembled, and she could feel the color once more rise to her face.

Ruben fondled his cock. “Ah, Mrs. Ryan, do you know how often I’ve imagined this scene? How often I’ve thought about the beautiful but haughty Mrs. Ryan standing before me slowly removing her garments, gradually revealing to me her splendid body and then, naked, asking me to feel her.” Her cheeks burned. She shrugged off her blouse, then pushed down her skirt and stepped out of it. She stood before him bare except for the collar and heels. She lowered her head. “Come closer and ask,” Ruben ordered. “You may call me ‘Simon’ and add a term of affection.”

She moved up to stand between his legs. “Please, Master Ruben, I mean please...dear Simon touch me,” she said. He placed his large hands on her hips and felt along her body until he cupped her breasts and pinched her long nipples between this thumb and index fingers. Kathy gasped and looked away. Her nipples were swollen and hard. 

He chuckled, “I knew back then, on the night you humiliated me, that you were not what you seemed. I knew that the aristocratic Mrs. Ryan wanted me to grab her precious tit, wanted me to whisper obscenities in her pretty pink ear, wanted to feel my cock through her thin gown. Am I right? Isn’t that what you really wanted?” He rolled her nipples between his fingers.

Kathy avoided looking at him by concentrating on a painting behind him. She had to say what she knew he wanted to hear, “Yes, what you say is true. That night I was excited when you asked me to dance. The memories of seeing you at the pool came flooding back. The things you said to me were exactly what I imagined you would say. I hoped you would touch my breast just as you are doing now. I wanted to feel you...to feel your cock against me.” For a terrible moment she wasn’t sure if she was telling him what she knew he wanted to hear or if her words held some truth.

Ruben twisted her nipples, “I knew then what you would become. What have you become, Mrs. Ryan?”

“I…I’ve become the possession of any man Mr. Satomi gives me to.”

“He’s given you to me.”

“Then I belong to you.”

“Tell me and show me you mean it.” He slid his hands down to her hips.

His thick fingers dug into her skin. Only last year she had slapped him in public for presuming to place his hand near her breast. Now, she stood, naked and submissive before this disgusting old man. His sweaty hands were hot. They kneaded and caressed her bare ass. His ugly face leered up at her. “Whose woman are you?” he asked.

“I belong to you...to Simon Ruben.” She took his hands and moved them along her sides until they once more cupped her breasts. He lifted his head toward her and licked his pendulous lips.

“I don’t need to order you, do I? It’s what you’ve been thinking about since you entered the room. It’s what you’ve always imagined, always wanted.” He licked his lips again. “Say it. Ask me.” 

“You’re right, Simon, you needn’t order me.” She looked down at his thick lips that were wet with spittle. “It’s what I’ve wanted, what I’ve wanted since…since before my marriage.” She leaned forward. “Please let me kiss you.” Her parted lips touched his. His thick tongue slid into her mouth. She felt nauseous but at the same time a wave of heat flushed her cheeks and spread downward. The kiss lasted a long while. Kathy groaned inwardly. When he released her, she staggered back unsteady in the heels. 

Ruben looked at her for several moments before speaking, “I think you’re easily aroused, Mrs. Ryan. Is that true? Are you easily aroused?” 

She glanced at him, then looked away, “Yes...since my...my training I seem to...to…,” she didn’t finish.

He nodded, smiling, “I see you wear a metal cap over your clitoris. I’ve been told about it. I’ve also been informed that you are not to be fucked in the cunt, you are not to be permitted to cum. Is that true?”

“Yes,” Kathy bowed her head, “Mr. Satomi has given strict orders that...that...my pussy is not to be penetrated. The brushes have been taken out of the clitoral cap. Without them I’m unable to cum.”

“Good,” Ruben nodded, “if you’re not thinking about your own pleasure, you can concentrate on giving pleasure to others. Since your cunt is not available, how do you propose to be of service?”

Her head still bowed she answered quietly, “My mouth...I can serve with my mouth.” She paused. “And...and my anus, my anal opening.”

