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Lisa, Her Initiation


Chapter One

Proposition

By the time Lisa was seven and her sister, Jean, was twelve, they were orphans. Jean was sent to live in upstate New York on a farm their grandparents owned. Lisa stayed on Long Island with an elderly aunt and uncle. When she was fourteen, she was raped by her older cousin who died a month later in a car accident. At the age of fifteen Lisa gave birth to a son whom she named Richard. She and the child were then sent to the grandparent’s farm where they stayed for the next thirteen years. When I met her, she was twenty-eight and Richie was thirteen. I fell in love with her immediately. Within two months we were married. She and her son moved into my apartment on Long Island, and for a year we were very happy. This story begins early in February, the year after our marriage, and ends thirty days later. Although I will tell it, this is Lisa’s story.

Our apartment complex includes a clubhouse with a gym. I had finished working out, taken a shower, and was crossing the lobby of the club when someone yelled, “Hey, Billy!”

It was a big guy they called Frank. He had been providing the local teenagers with alcohol and generally making a nuisance of himself. He’d recently started a fight at a club dance and sent three younger men to the hospital. Several women had issued complaints about his suggestive remarks and obscene language. It was clear that residents tried to avoid him. He had never spoken to me before, so I was surprised he knew my name. 

Coming over to me, he clapped a huge hand on my shoulder. His dark eyes quickly glanced around the room and, seeing no one, he led me to a corner by a coffee table. He pulled up two chairs and motioned for me to sit. When we were both seated, he leaned over the table and asked in a low, guarded voice, “You got a kid named Richie?”

“Yes,” I said, “I mean he’s my wife’s son. His name is Richie.”

“I seen your wife around here, you know, lots of times.” He shook his head. “She’s a good looking woman but she looks like a kid herself.”

“She was only fifteen when...”

Frank interrupted, “Well, this boy of hers is in some trouble.” He looked around the room again and leaned closer, “Serious trouble, but I can help.”

“What kind of trouble?” I knew Richie wasn’t very bright, but he was a good kid, really a nice boy; quiet, shy, polite never wanting things, never complaining. I liked him. His mother was devoted to him. They were very close, more like brother and sister than mother and son. 

“Big trouble,” Frank repeated, “but I can’t tell you here. I think you and the kid’s mother...what’s her name?”

“Lisa.”

“Yeah, you and the mother better come to my place. Say in an hour. She home? The kid’s mother.”

“Yes, but what....”

“You just bring her over, Billy. It’s apartment J-14. You know, the ‘J’ section behind the pool. Number 14. I’m Frank Racene.”

“Well,” I started to protest, “can’t you just tell me?”

“No, I can’t. See you there in an hour,” he said. “Don’t say nothing to the kid.” He rose to leave. I watched him move across the room. He was surprisingly quick and light on his feet for a man his size. 

Lisa wanted to rush over to his place as soon as I told her about our conversation, but we waited until the hour was almost up. Frank greeted us warmly and ushered us into a living room cluttered with worn and soiled furniture. There were stains on the walls and carpet. Stuffing was visible through a tear in the couch. The place smelled of fried onions and stale cigarette smoke. 

We sat on the couch while Frank eased himself into a chair opposite us. I hadn’t noticed before, but he was very pale, his face and hands smooth. He waited for a moment staring at us. Lisa had thrown a nylon jacket over a plaid cotton shirt. She wore jeans and sneakers. I watched as his eyes appraised her. I got the impression he was seeing her naked. 

“Richie is your boy?” he asked, nodding at Lisa.

“Yes, please, what...”

He held up a hand. “Look, it would be faster if I showed you.” He rose and crossed over to a VCR, which he switched on along with the television. The picture on the screen appeared fuzzy and jumped around. It was a view of a kitchen much like our own, but, except for a card table, it was empty. Only the table and part of the sink were visible. Into the camera’s view walked Richie. There was no sound. Richie counted out several bills, they appeared to be twenties. He placed them on the table. Someone, out of camera range, held up to the lens for a close view, two clear plastic sandwich bags, which seemed to contain what looked like sugar. The hands holding the bag were gloved. They put the plastic bags down beside the money. Richie quickly picked them up, stuffed them in his jacket pocket and, turning to leave, came sharply into focus. There was no mistaking him. “You know that’s high-grade heroin you got there, right?” a muffled voice off camera asked.

“Yeah, I know,” Richie answered.

“Well, be careful,” the voice said.

“I will.” The camera followed Richie to the door, which he opened and closed behind him. Frank switched off the VCR.

Before either of us could speak, he said, “What you just seen is a transaction. Drugs for money. In this case the worst drug of all, heroin. If the cops get that tape,” he stared hard at Lisa, “your kid goes to reform school. I mean for a heroin deal like this, he goes up for a very long time. Some of them kids in reform school are old for their age. They just love it when a nice looking kid comes for a long visit. Know what I mean?”

“But Richie isn’t...Richie couldn’t...” Lisa began.

“Even in reform school,” Frank continued, “a nice kid’s ass belongs to anyone he can’t beat up. Get the picture?” 

“It can’t be Richie!” Lisa cried. “He doesn’t even know what drugs are.”

“Must of been his twin then,” Frank said. “Richie got a twin?” he laughed. Lisa’s eyes began to fill with tears. “Maybe it ain’t as bad as it could be,” Frank said. “I happen to know your boy don’t do drugs. He was buying for a friend. He only got one friend, right? That teenage jerk who works in Bruno’s as a dishwasher.”

“Oh, thank God,” Lisa fumbled in her purse for a handkerchief. 

“I go to Bruno’s a lot so I know this kid. His name’s Carl.”

“Yes,” Lisa said, “Richie’s had him up to the apartment.”

“Well, the little bastard’s got a record so he talked your kid into picking up the stuff for him.”

“So everything’s Okay?” I asked. Lisa was smiling and dabbing at her eyes.

“Hell no,” Frank said. “You saw the tape. This kid of yours was dealing heavy drugs. Cops get the tape, your boy gets three years, maybe more. Simple as that.”

“But...” Lisa began.

Frank held up his hand. “I know what you’re going to say. The cops don’t have to get the tape. Right?”

“Yes,” she said, “you don’t have to give it to them.”

“True,” Frank smiled, “but then I would be an accessory. I’d be withholding evidence. I used to be a cop. Twenty-five years on the force in Detroit. I know how these things work.”

“How much?” I asked.

“How much you got?” Frank turned to me still grinning. It was clear that he enjoyed this. 

“Maybe we could scrape together a thousand,” I said.

Frank paused to light a cigarette. “To tell you the truth, a thousand bucks ain’t going to buy much happiness for old Frankie here.”

Lisa turned to me. “Billy, we could sell the car. It must be worth five-hundred.”

“No,” Frank said, “what I want would cost a whole lot more than fifteen-hundred.”

“But what do you want?” Lisa looked at him earnestly. “Maybe we could....”

“Happiness,” Frank cut her off. “Ain’t that what everybody wants?”

“Yes, but....”

Frank shook his head. “Trouble is, Miss, I got simple tastes. I’m just a dumb ex-cop with simple tastes. Know what I mean?” He paused and turned to me. “Billy, it’s all a matter of understanding what’s important. Boats, cars, vacation in Vegas...none of that interests me.” He sat back and stared at us for a minute, then put both hands on his knees. “Jesus! You don’t get it, do you?”

“No we don’t,” Lisa said, “what exactly is it you want for the tape?”

“Like I said, happiness.” He stared at her until she lowered her eyes.

“Look, Goddamn it...” I began.

Frank ignored me. “I’m talking to your wife. I’m going to tell her what makes me happy, then she can tell me if she has it and wants to make a trade for the tape. Okay?” Lisa looked up and nodded. She was beginning to understand. “What will make me happy,” Frank continued, “is a beautiful young woman whose biggest thing in life is giving me pleasure. Get the picture?”

He sat back and waited. Neither of us said anything. Lisa put her hands up to her face and began to cry. Frank ignored her. He looked at me. “You, Billy, you got something I want. You got it in your bed every night.” He jerked his head toward Lisa. “And I got what your little woman needs to keep her kid’s ass from getting reamed. I’m talking a trade.”

“You can’t mean that.” I said.

“I do mean it. I want your pretty little wife. Not forever, only thirty days. If she does real good at keeping me happy that’s the end of it. If she fucks up, I have the right to add extra days.”

“You bastard,” I said.

“I’ve been called worse.” Frank leaned forward. “Now, let’s be sure you know what the deal is. For thirty days starting tomorrow night, she’s mine. Any time I want her. Any way I want her. If she keeps me happy, she’s free to go with the tape after thirty days. If not, I add on some days but no more than ten. That’s the deal.” He sat back in his chair and lit another cigarette.

“Fuck you!” I said and grabbed Lisa’s arm. Throughout his explanation she had kept her head down and her face covered with her hands. She looked up at me, the tears streaking her cheeks. She shook her head. 

Frank chuckled, “Trouble with you, Billy, is you ain’t a mother.” He took a drag from his cigarette and blew a thin stream of smoke toward the ceiling. “Look,” he said, leaning forward again, “Think it over. If you decide to take my offer, meet me at Bruno’s, in the bar, at nine tomorrow night.” 

Lisa looked at him. She swallowed and struggled to get control of her voice. “How do we know you’ll give us the tape after...after...”

“You don’t. You’ll just have to trust me. If it helps, I can tell you there isn’t a woman in the world can keep me happy for more than a month.”

“You wouldn’t hurt her?” My own voice sounded strange to my ears. 

“You mean belt her around, twist her arm?”

“Yes.”

“Nah, I don’t believe in that stuff. If she don’t do what she’s told and don’t do it good, she gets extra days, that’s all.” He leaned back. “Like I said, I’ll be at Bruno’s tomorrow night. By the way, just suppose you decide to do what’s best for your boy, is there a place he could go for the next month?”

Lisa glanced at me then turned back to Frank. “My sister’s farm upstate. He likes it there. He has cousins.” Suddenly she shook her head and the tears began again. “But I can’t...I just can’t.” She began to sob. Frank shrugged his shoulders and waited for Lisa to stop.

“I’m...I’m sorry, she said.

“Yeah, well, you gotta learn to control that, you know. It’s a pain in the ass.” Lisa nodded. Frank went on. “I done some checking and here’s what I found out. Lisa and her kid lived on the sister’s farm until a little over a year ago. They’re very tight, you know. All their lives they got no one but each other. That right?”

Lisa nodded, “Yes, until I met Billy. My sister was good to us but...”

“You do much fucking around up there in the sticks?” Frank interrupted. 

Lisa blushed. “No, nothing, no one.”

“What you do for excitement all them years.”

“We belonged to the church. Just work and the church.”

“Jesus! What a waste. No boy friends? No little rolling around in the hay?”

Lisa looked down. “No, never. Nothing like that at all.”

“Well, except for the rape that knocked you up and a little action from Billy here, you’re almost a virgin.” Frank smiled. “Pure and sweet and innocent. I bet she don’t even say ‘fuck’, right Billy?”

“Damn you!” I stood up. 

“Easy, easy there Billy boy. I could break your neck without getting out of this chair.” Lisa grabbed my hand. Frank looked at us for a moment then stood. “Okay, if there’s no more questions.” He started toward the entrance. We followed. He opened the door. As Lisa was passing through, he put his hand on her arm. “Look, Miss, if you decide to drop in at Bruno’s tomorrow, wear something sexy, you know, heels and a sexy dress.” We started down the walk. “And forget the bra.” he yelled after us.


Chapter Two

Bruno’s

We put Richie on the bus for Cooperstown the next morning. He couldn’t help but sense something was wrong, but he was so anxious to get back to his cousins and the farm, he asked no questions. Lisa’s sister, however, wondered why, without warning, we were requesting that she take Richie. Lisa explained that he wasn’t doing well in school and had gotten into some minor trouble. She made her sister promise not to mention it to Richie. In the end, they were happy to have him. They invited him to stay through the school year and maybe spend the summer with them.

Lisa quickly agreed and managed to get off the phone before changing her mind. I held her for a long time while she cried, hysterically at first, then gradually she became quiet. After awhile she looked up at me, “Billy, I’d die if Richie were sent to reform school, and so would he.” 

“I understand,” I said.

She pressed her cheek against my chest. “I can’t imagine how I’ll be able to...to...” She began to cry softly.

“Maybe Frank will change his mind and just give us the tape,” I said.

“Do you believe that?” she asked.

“No,” I said.

When we entered Bruno’s there were only a few people at the bar, no one we knew. Frank was sitting alone at a curved booth in the corner. Bruno’s is dark, all black vinyl, heavy wood, and upholstered red velour. If you want drinks at the table, you have to carry them from the bar yourself. No one except strangers sit at the bar tables in Bruno’s, unless it’s a couple of locals making a private deal. That’s what we were, a couple of locals making a private deal. 

We both slid into the booth opposite Frank. Lisa kept her coat on. “Billy,” Frank said, “before you get comfortable, how about bringing us some drinks. Jack Daniels on ice for me, and whatever you’re having. The little lady is going to pass this first round.” I glanced at Lisa. She agreed.

When I got back, Frank was laughing loudly at a joke he’d apparently just told. Lisa looked embarrassed. “Good boy, Billy,” Frank said. He took his glass and sipped. His thick lips were wet. He leaned across the table and stared at us for a moment, “Well,” he said, “you’re here. That must mean you decided to do the right thing and keep that kid of yours out of jail”

“We couldn’t do anything else,” I said. Lisa was looking down at her hands, which she kept clinching and unclenching in her lap. 

“Sure,” Frank almost shouted, “it’s not a bad trade-off. Like I told you, the kid would get three years at least, maybe more, depending on the judge.” He held his glass up and peered over it at Lisa. She had not raised her eyes. With the fingers of her right hand she began to twist her wedding band. “And the little lady has to do only thirty days.” He paused and winked at me. “As long as she gets high marks.” He laughed. “Not even full days, just three or four hours at time. You know, like community service.” 

He leaned back and laughed again. “Well, Billy’s wife, we haven’t heard from you yet. What do you say? You all set to start making old Frank happy?” Lisa waited a moment, then nodded her head. “Jesus!” Frank banged his hand on the table, “what am I talking to here, a mute? Speak up.”

“Yes,” Lisa said in a small voice.

“And good, I mean good, you know, good for Frank. Get my meaning?”

“Yes,” she said quickly, but had not looked up at him yet. 

“And if I think it ain’t so good, I add some days. Right?”

She swallowed and said, “Yes.”

“Okay, that part’s settled.” He reached across the table and tilted her head up. “Let’s not be shy. Let’s see them pretty blue eyes.” I could feel her tremble beside me. She blinked several times holding back the tears. 

“Put your hands here on the table,” Frank ordered. He covered both of hers with one of his and squeezed slightly. “Now, let’s get to the nitty-gritty, you know, the details. I want both of you to listen good. If you don’t understand, feel free to ask.” He took another sip of his drink. “Like we said, for the next thirty days, that is until 9:00 PM on March first, little Lisa is on service call. You know what I mean?” He waited for a moment then continued. “Any time of the day or night she comes running. That clear?” He put pressure on Lisa’s hands. 

“Yes, I understand,” she said softly, again avoiding his eyes. 

“Look at me, damn it!” he said. “And, by God, you better learn quick to look at me like you like what you see!” Lisa flinched. “Now, look up and wet your lips. You’re supposed to make me hot, not sit there like a Goddamn dummy!”

Lisa made a little involuntary sound, then did as he said. Her small red mouth glistened. I wanted to pull her after me, to rush away from this place, to get Richie from the farm, and drive until we ran out of money. But we couldn’t have gone far, and Frank had the tape.

“That’s better,” he said releasing her hand. “You look thirsty. Come over here.” He patted the seat beside him. “I’ll give you a taste.” He lifted his glass. I moved out of the way. Lisa stood unsteadily, then walked around the table and slid in next to him. He put a big arm around her and pulled her close. She looked so tiny and frightened. “Good,” he said smiling, “this is the way it’s going to be, just you and me, babe.” He laughed so loud several people at the bar looked at us. He drank from his glass and, careful to turn it so that she would have to drink from the same place, he held it to her lips. He watched her closely. “Billy, your wife’s got some hot little mouth,” he said, and pulled her closer to him. With his left hand, he tilted her chin so she had to look up at him. She tried to turn her head away, but he forced her to hold still. Slowly, he pressed his mouth over hers and parted her lips with his tongue. She squeezed her eyes shut. 

I wanted to kill him. The couple at the bar near us continued to stare. “Not bad,” Frank said, sitting back again, but still holding her. “The little lady’s not exactly turned on, but she’s got what they call potential.” He winked at me. “She’s nervous. She’ll learn. Right baby?” He pressed her shoulder, then his big hand slid under her coat. “You gonna try real hard?” 

Tears were in the corners of her eyes. She couldn’t speak. She nodded her head. He held his glass for her and she sipped. “Well, Billy boy, what do you think? Do we make a good looking couple or don’t we?” He drained his glass and handed it to me. “While Lisa goes to the john and freshens her lipstick you can get me another. Lisa started to rise. “Wait a minute, baby.” He held her there. “Did you wear something sexy like I told you?”

“Yes,” she said quietly. 

“Well, I sure can’t see through this goddamn coat so take it off and check it before you come back. And what about stockings? You wearing them damn things that come up over your ass?” She nodded her head. “Well take them off in there. I can tell you ain’t got on a bra so that’s Okay.” He fished in his pocket for a cigarette. “You smoke?” he asked her. 

“No.”

“Well one of your little duties is to light me. Put it in your pretty mouth and light it, then put it in mine.” She took the cigarette. Her hand shook as she held the lighter to it. Careful not to inhale, she lit it and handed it to him. He shook his head. She placed it between his thick lips. “That’s the idea,” he said. “Now, come back in here looking hot. Know what I mean? Hot for old Frankie.” He released her and she rose holding onto the table. “That’s it, baby,” Frank said. “Billy’s buying.” 

The bar was crowded now. I had to wait a long time for Frank’s drink. As I carried it back to the table, Lisa appeared. Several men at the bar turned to watch her pass. She had checked her coat. The tight turquoise dress she wore revealed her shoulders and back ending a “V” just at her waist. In the dark, they might not have seen that her legs were bare. Her spike heels left little imprints in the thick red carpet. 

Although her shoulders and back were exposed, the front of her dress was cut high against her neck. I saw the anger in Frank’s face as she approached, but when he noticed the open back and realized how accessible it made her breasts he smiled. She had made-up her eyes so that there was no sign she’d been crying. Her perfectly formed lips were bright red and her cheeks were flushed. Her jet-black hair was cut short with bangs across her forehead, and it curled under at the nape of her neck. She moved with the natural grace of a dancer. Her classic beauty always caught me by surprise, but never more sharply than now.

This time Frank stood to let her into the rounded corner of the booth. He then sat next to her, his huge bulk trapping her and partially hiding her from the curious drinkers at the bar. Suddenly the bar boy appeared beside our table. Lisa looked up, startled. It was Richie’s friend, Carl. He stood there grinning at us. Frank nodded at him, smiling. “Hey kid,” he said, “how’s it going?”

Carl wiped his hands on his dirty apron, “Good Mr. Racene, real good.” He continued to grin foolishly while staring at Lisa. It was clear that he had helped Frank set Richie up.

“Well, things are working out pretty good here,” Frank laughed. “Good for all of us.” He put his arm around Lisa’s bare shoulder. “You know this lady?” His thick fingertips slid down toward the swell of her breast. 

“Sure, Mr. Racene, she’s Richie’s mom. I seen her lots of times.” He was a short stocky kid, muscular and dark. 

“And that’s her husband,” Frank nodded his head toward me. 

“Yeah, I seen him, too.” The boy glanced my way then turned back to Frank and Lisa. 

“What do you think?” Frank asked.

“Like I always been telling you, Mr. Racene, Richie’s mom is something, ya know, really something.” Lisa was looking down at the tabletop. She hadn’t acknowledged the boy’s presence. 

“You better believe it,” Frank laughed. He moved his hand across Lisa’s bare back. She shuddered. Looking up at Carl and grinning, Frank slid his hand beneath her dress. Lisa bit her lip. The boy put his own hand under his apron. Frank noticed and laughed. “Looks to me like Billy’s wife is getting this young stud all worked up.” Frank leaned closer to the boy and whispered, “Hey, Carl, something tells me you got the hots for Richie’s mom?” 

“Yeah, Mr. Racene, she’s something, she’s really something.” He licked his lips. The movement of his hand under his apron was obvious. 

“Hear that?” Frank said, putting two fingers beneath Lisa’s chin and forcing her to look at the boy. “You got this poor kid all confused and excited. He’s probably wondering why you ain’t sitting there next to your husband.”

“Please...please don’t,” Lisa stammered. I started to rise, but she quickly glanced at me. Then she looked down at the table again.

“Tell him why you ain’t sitting over there with your husband.” Frank demanded.

“I’m with Mr. Racene because...because I...because I like him.”

“How come?” Frank winked at Carl. “Tell us how come?” 

Lisa did not answer for a long while. Frank’s hand moved under her dress. “I...I like him,” she began, “because he...he’s big and he...he...excites me.” She turned her head away from both of them. 

“Yeah, that’s right, Carl. I make you hot, don’t I, baby?”

“Yes,” she said.

Frank looked across at me. “Hey, Billy,” he almost shouted, “the kid’s got a thing for your wife. What do you think of that? And I owe the kid a big favor.” He turned back to Carl. “Don’t I kid?”

The boy wasn’t sure how he should answer. “Uh, I guess maybe you do, Mr. Racene.”

Frank motioned for him to come closer. “Maybe Richie’s mom here would like to help me pay it.” Carl smiled.

“No,” Lisa whispered fiercely. 

Frank pretended not to hear. “Or maybe Richie’s mom will be too busy visiting her kid in jail.”

Carl leaned over speaking directly to Lisa. “Richie’s a nice kid,” he said, “but you know...he ain’t been around much and in them tough reform schools...well, you know.” Frank smiled. The boy waited.

“I’ll do what you want,” Lisa said quietly. 

“Ahhhh, that’s my girl,” Frank laughed. “Look up here at our young friend and say something nice to him. Let him see that you ain’t kidding.” 

Lisa raised her head. “I’ll do what I have to,” she repeated. The boy was breathing hard. He pressed his crotch against the edge of the table. 

“That’s good enough for me,” he said, grinning down at her.

“Okay, kid,” Frank said, “get back to the kitchen. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Thanks, Mr. Racene.” He turned and started to move away. 

“Jesus, I can’t believe it!” he muttered, shaking his head. 

Lisa stared again at the tabletop avoiding looking at me directly and not wanting to look at Frank. Although she managed to hide the outward appearance of fear, I knew she was terrified. 

“Carl’s a good kid,” Frank said, sitting back and admiring Lisa. “And this is some sexy dress.” He slowly trailed his fingers across the bare skin of her shoulders. She clenched her teeth and shuddered. “I mean convenient, you know.” His hand slid down her back and under her dress. I could see the movement as he began to fondle her breast. She drew in her breath and fought to hold back the tears. I couldn’t take it. I stood, not sure of what I would do. My beer bottle was on the table. If I broke it and lunged at him...

“Sit down, Billy, unless you want her kid to get it up the ass in some crummy jail cell,” Frank’s voice was quiet and steady. Lisa looked up at me, pleading with her eyes. I sat down. 

“You just about got five days added to the thirty she owes me. One warning is all I’m giving you and now you’ve had it.” He leaned toward Lisa and whispered in her ear. Her face reddened, but she nodded. 

She looked across at me. “I like what he’s doing, Billy,” her soft voice trembled. “I like him to feel me.” She glanced at Frank, then back at me. “I want him to do it.” 

Frank laughed and whispered to her again. Lisa closed her eyes for a moment, then looking at me, “He’s making me excited,” she added, and once more looked down at the table. 

“Ah!” Frank shouted, “that’s the way, baby. You learn fast. Now, what you got to do is figure out what I want you to say and then say it, you know, without any help from me. You got to keep asking yourself all the time, ‘What does Frank want to hear? What does Frank want me to do?’Then, either say it or do it. Understand?”

“Yes,” she said. 

I could see that under her dress he was pinching her nipple. I knew how sensitive she was there, how quickly her nipples stiffened. Now, here in this public place, Frank had discovered it too. 

“I got a name, baby,” Frank said. 

“Yes, Mr. Racene.”

“It’s Frank,” he corrected. “Next time I ask you something I want you to think of a nice word to go along with my name, you know, something affectionate. His other hand disappeared under the table. She flinched as he touched her leg. “Open,” Frank said. 

Lisa looked at him, “I...I...I don’t...”

“Spread,” Frank demanded. She gasped as his hand moved up between her bare legs. “Billy,” he was grinning broadly, “tomorrow I want you to take her to one of those waxing places, you know, get her waxed, and whatever they leave, I want you to shave off. Right? Nice and smooth.” With his other hand, he squeezed her nipple again. I could see the color rising to her cheeks and her breathing came faster. I knew that under the table he was masturbating her. “You want to do that for Frankie, baby?” he asked. She nodded. “C’mon, damnit, remember what I told you, and act like you mean it!” He pulled her to him roughly, his right hand still between her legs.

She looked up at him fearfully. “Yes, Mr...I mean, yes Frank, I’d like that,” she said. Her face was scarlet with shame.

“Tell me and Billy exactly what you’d like and think of something nice to go along with my name.” 

“Yes, Frank...uh...Frank honey, I...I’d like to be the way you want me.”

“How’s that?”

“Shaved.”

“Where?”

“Down there,” she said in a small tight voice, “down there between my legs.”

“Good, now tell Billy boy, again, how you feel. You know, how I’m making you feel.” 

She closed her eyes for a moment and took a deep breath. Then she looked across at me. “I’m excited,” she said. “What he’s doing...I mean what Frank is doing makes me excited.” 

“What happens down there when Frankie does what he’s doing?” 

“It gets...it gets...wet.”

“You want me to show Billy how wet you are?”

She swallowed hard. “Yes.” He shook his head. “I...I mean yes, Frank honey, show him.” 

Frank put his hand on the table. His index finger and his middle finger glistened with her wetness. Frank laughed so loud people at the bar turned again to look. He then held his glass to her lips. She drank. 

“Good, “ Frank said. “Let’s keep it going.” He put his glass on the table, but kept his hand around it. He looked at Lisa and then down at his hand on the glass. “Remember what I told you about saying and doing what you think I want you to say and do,” he said. “Now, baby, what do you want from old Frankie?” Lisa waited, then took his hand from the glass and placed it under the table between her spread legs.

“Yeah, that’s right, baby, you got the idea. You want more?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Again,” Frank said.

“Yes, please, honey.” She bit her lip and turned her head away.

“Look at me,” Frank said. She turned back. “You know I fixed it so your kid could get jail time, don’t you?”

Lisa clenched her fists and I saw a flash of anger in her eyes. For a moment I thought she might strike him. “Yes...yes...I know.” She turned away again and lowered her eyes.

He pulled her around so that she was half facing him. He smiled down at her and licked his lips. His hand under her dress moved to her other breast. “You got such a sweet mouth,” Frank said. “Even knowing what I done to your kid, you’re gonna give old Frankie what he wants, ain’t you?” 

She thought for a moment, “Yes,” she said, then lifted her face toward his. She kept her lips pressed tightly together. There was a quick movement under her dress as he twisted her nipple. She parted her lips. The kiss lasted a long time. Her eyes were closed. I could see her hips moving against the pressure of his hand. When he released her, she half fell back against the seat. “Jesus,” he said. “I think it’s time.” He withdrew his hand from under her dress and waited for her to respond. 

“Time?” She seemed confused.

“Yeah, time for me and you to go. What do you think?”

“Go?”

“Yeah, damnit, go!” He was quick to anger.

“Yes,” she hesitated. “I mean, yes honey, we should go.” She put her hands in her lap again and stared at them. 

Frank looked at her and his face hardened. “I think you need a little lesson, because you still don’t seem enthused. Know what I mean?”

Lisa tried, but failed to smile. “I’m sorry...it’s just that I...I...” She looked down at her hands again. 

“Your pussy wet?”

“Yes.” She lifted her head. “Yes, honey, it’s wet.”

“Who made you wet?”

“You did.” He waited. “I...I...mean you did, honey.” 

“We’re going to my apartment and when we get there what do you want me to do to you?’ Lisa started to turn away from him, but he quickly pulled her close. “Look at me,” he demanded.

“I...I...I want you to...to...” she stammered.

“Say it.”

“To do it to me.”

“No.” Frank tilted her head up so that it was inches from his own. “Say the word, the ‘F’ word and say it nice cause during the next four weeks you’re going to say it a lot.”

Lisa had never in her life uttered even the mildest of profanities. To use such language was, for her, a sacrilege. On the streets or in the movies she would blush when obscenities were spoken. She sat there silent.

“You got a kid, remember. And he’s in deep shit. And I went to a lot of trouble to put him there. So, goddamn you, say it! Tell me what you want.”

“I want...I want you to...to...to...to fuck me.”

“Not good enough,” Frank said harshly. “You can do better.”

“Frank, honey, I...I… want you to...to fuck me,” she said in a small voice. He waited. “Please,” she added.

“Yeah,” he leaned back grinning. She trembled as he trailed the thick fingers of his right hand up and down her bare arm. “You know, little Lisa, there’s an upside to this whole thing, I mean there’s something good gonna come out of me putting your kid in harm’s way. Guess what it is.”

“I...I...don’t know,” she said. “There couldn’t be anything good, not for me, not for Richie, not for Billy.”

“Later tonight old Frank is gonna shove his big fat prick up inside your hot cunt, and you’re gonna like that. Believe me, babe, you’re gonna like it a lot. That’s what’s good.” He clamped his hand over hers and tightened it, causing her to wince. “So thank your new man for what he did. Tell him you want his prick. Tell him you want it inside you and you want it bad.”

Lisa shook her head, “No,” she whispered, “no...I can’t.” 

Frank nodded and began to stand up. “Then this fuckin party’s over, and your kid’s party is soon going to start.” 

Quickly, she reached out and grabbed his arm. “Please,” she said, “I...I’m sorry.” He sat down and turned to face her. She put her hand on his, “Thank you, honey, for what you did. If you hadn’t done that to...to Richie...then...then we wouldn’t be here like this.” He made as if he intended to get up again. She held his arm with both hands this time, “I...I...want it. I mean, I want your...your,” she hesitated, unable to say the word.

Frank glared at her, “You ain’t in fuckin Sunday school. When you’re with me, you’re my woman. You damn well better say what I want to hear and do what I want you to do.” 

Lisa glanced across at me. There were tears in her eyes. She looked down at her hands, which were now folded on the tabletop. “I...I...want your...your...prick.” she said softly, the color rising to her cheeks. “I want it bad.”

Several people at the bar had turned to watch. Deliberately Frank moved his hand to her waist then up along her dress until he cupped her breast, his thumb and index finger squeezing her nipple. She tilted her face up and closed her eyes. Her lips parted. I looked on, as my wife kissed the fat, ugly bastard.


Chapter Three

Ryan’s

Frank started to rise, then smiled and sat down again. “Before your pretty wife gets what she’s so hot for, I think the three of us ought to have a drink in a place where there’s some action. Right, Billy?” He leaned across the table grinning at me. 

I began to object, “No, Frank, I think we...”

He interrupted, “I want to give the guys down at Ryan’s a look at my new little piece, you know.” He laughed and pulled Lisa close to him. The familiar way he touched her as if she actually belonged to him was driving me crazy. “Going to show the boys that old Frank is doing Okay, ain’t we babe?”

“I...I...I’d rather,” Lisa began.

“Nobody gives a shit what you’d rather,” he said evenly.“Right, Billy?” I didn’t answer.“We had a good thing started. Let’s not lose it. Look at me, damnit!”Lisa turned toward him. She was terribly frightened. Once more I wanted to smash his fat face with a bottle or a chair. His big hand tightened on her shoulder. “Now, little Lisa, get this through your empty head. At Ryan’s you’re my woman.” He waited. 

“Yes,” she agreed. I could see that she was holding back the tears.

“And you’re going to let the guys see that?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re going to do exactly what I tell you and act like you enjoy it?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re going to answer me with something better than a damn retarded ‘yes’?”

“Yes, Frank, honey. I’m sorry.” She turned her head away and bit her lip.

“And you’re going to do and say things to show the guys that you’re hot for me and you want it real bad? Cause if you don’t goddamn it, you will be serving forty days instead of thirty!”

Lisa looked up at him and took a deep breath. “Yes, I’ll try...I mean yes, honey, I’ll try to...to...do what you want.”

“Now,” he licked his lips, “I want you to put your hand under the table and feel what old Frank got for you down there between his legs.” The color in her cheeks deepened as she did what he ordered. “Don’t just touch it, baby, squeeze it a little.” Frank grinned at me. “Yeah, that’s right. Your pretty little wife’s got her hand on my prick, Billy, and you’re sittin’ there watchin’. I bet your own prick is stiff as a poker,” he laughed. “Look at your husband, Lisa, and tell him what my prick feels like.”

Lisa lifted her head but could not look at me. Her tear filled eyes focused on a place above me.“It’s...it’s...”

“Say the fucking word,” Frank growled.

“His...his...prick is…it’s...it’s big and it’s hard.”

Frank continued to grin at me but he spoke to Lisa, “And you want my big, hard prick don’t you, Mrs. Lindal? You want Frank’s big, hard prick deep inside your hot cunt? Say it. Keep squeezin’ me and look at Billy while you say the words. And Goddamn it, this time look right at him.”

The tears ran down Lisa’s burning cheeks. Frank watched her carefully. She swallowed and looked directly into my eyes, “I...I...want Frank’s big...big, hard...prick. I want it.” She glanced at Frank who nodded for her to finish. “I want it deep inside my...my...hot...cunt.”

Frank reached under the table and lifted her hand back onto the tabletop. “You liked that, didn’t you, babe. You like what your new man’s got for you?”

“Yes, I like it,” she said. Frank waited. “I mean, yes, honey, I like what my...my new man has for me.” 

“Okay. We’ll finish this drink here while Billy goes to Ryan’s.” He glanced over at me. “You know where it is, 7th and Railroad?” I nodded my head and, rising, reached out to touch Lisa’s hand. Frank grabbed my wrist. “She ain’t your woman tonight,” he whispered tightening his grip. “Tell him Lisa.” Frank stared at me. Lisa looked down at the table. 

“I’m Frank’s,” she said in a small flat voice. “I belong to Frank.”

“And you better not forget that. For the next thirty days you better damn well remember it every fucking minute.” He paused. “Billy, you’re just there to watch. You go on over to Ryan’s and sit at the far end of the bar. You don’t open your mouth except to drink your beer. I’m going to put this wife of yours through a little test and if she fails...well, you both know the rules. Got it?”

“I understand,” I said. He looked at Lisa.

“Yes, honey.”

Frank gestured toward the door. I went out into the bitter cold. A strong wind was blowing the snow around in circles. I thought about Lisa’s bare legs and her bare body under the thin dress.

Ryan’s is a hangout for young jocks and the old macho types, mostly guys who wear caps and drive pickup trucks. I never go there. The place is usually filled with loud, crude drunks. Tonight was no exception. They were yelling at the huge television screen which Ryan, the bartender, kept switching from boxing to basketball to wrestling. 

Following Frank’s directions, I sat at the end of the long bar. I ordered a beer. Two fat heavily made-up women wearing boots and short, tight skirts sat at a table in the corner. They were in their late forties and obviously on the make. The men ignored them. There were no other women in the place. 

After five minutes, the door banged open and Frank, holding Lisa close against him, shouted a greeting to Ryan and several of the men. Lisa quickly spotted me and just as quickly looked away. She seemed like a frightened deer, so frail and small. I thought she was about to bolt back out into the street. Her lovely face was pale, making the gloss on her lips shine in bright red contrast. Once more, I was struck by her beauty and her almost childlike innocence. 

Most of the men turned away from the television to stare as Frank led her to an empty stool near the middle of the bar. He was obviously pleased with the reaction their arrival had caused. “Hey, Frank,” one of the young guys yelled, “who’s that, your daughter?”

Frank was about to answer, but instead he leaned over and said something to Lisa. I saw her hesitate and glance at the door. Then she turned to face Frank and reached up to put her hands on the back of his neck. She drew his face down to hers. Her lips parted as they kissed. 

By now, all of the men were watching. They shouted their approval. Frank raised his arms, laughing. “Any of you guys got a daughter who kisses you like that?” he shouted. “Yeah, right!” He laughed again. The men at the bar joined in. 

“Goddamn! That’s one hot looking little woman, Frank,” someone called out. 

Frank winked at the admiring onlooker. “Take your coat off,” he said to Lisa, “and show these poor horny bastards how sexy you got dressed up for old Frankie.” Lisa removed her coat, revealing her bare shoulders and naked back to where the ‘V’ ended at her waist. The men whistled and shouted. I could see the color rise to Lisa’s cheeks. 

An older man sitting alone at a table pointed at her legs, “Jesus!” he exclaimed, “she’s got no stockings on. Her feet must be froze.”

“Yo, Frank, she got panties on?” The speaker was a husky young man standing next to me.

“I don’t know, Al,” Frank grinned. “Maybe she’ll let old Andy here find out?” He put his hand on the shoulder of a grizzled drunk who was sitting next to Lisa. Andy smiled up at Frank with a toothless grin, not sure of anything except that they were talking about him. The room became suddenly quiet. The men sensed that Frank was serious. Everyone waited for Lisa to respond. I could see Frank’s fingers tighten on her wrist. 

She nodded her head, the color once more coming quickly to her cheeks. Then, slowly she slid off the stool and stepped over to where Andy sat. Still grinning foolishly, the old man turned to face her. “I think Andy forgot where it’s at,” Frank said. There was no laughter. Some of the men had climbed up on the bar for a better view. Frank reached out to squeeze Lisa’s arm. “Maybe you ought to help the simple minded bastard,” he said.

Lisa stood before Andy, not looking at him, her head bowed. She lifted the hem of her dress. Spreading her legs and taking the old man’s bony hand, she placed it on the inside of her bare thigh. “Ahhhh,” he sighed, nodding his head. He continued to grin at her as his hand moved up her leg. She gasped and shut her eyes when he reached her pussy. He kept his hand between her legs as he turned back to Frank. 

“What’s she wearing?” Frank asked.

“Nothin’. No panties,” Andy rasped, grinning around at the others. 

Lisa had not looked up. Her face was crimson. I’d expected the men to erupt in laughter, but they remained strangely silent. Everyone, even the two women at the table, stared intently at the toothless old alcoholic with his hand between Lisa’s legs. The young man next to me finally broke the silence. “How do we know crazy Andy ain’t lying?” The question was directed at Frank. 

Before replying, Frank sipped his drink. Then he turned toward Lisa who had not moved. “Well, if the lady wants what I got here,” he grabbed his crotch, “she’ll just step over there by you, Al, and prove Andy ain’t lying.”

Lisa shook her head, “Please, Frank don’t...”

“Let her go, Andy.” Frank’s voice was harsh. Andy quickly withdrew his hand from beneath Lisa’s dress. Lisa waited a moment longer, then staring straight ahead crossed to stand before Al, who was seated next to me. I moved between them. “Back off, boy, if you don’t want to get hurt,” Frank said evenly. Lisa glanced at me and shook her head. I stepped away. 

The young man quickly and easily lifted her and sat her on the edge of the bar, her back toward Ryan, the bartender. Her dress had slid up over her knees. Al placed his big callused hands on Lisa’s ankles. “Well?” he asked. She nodded. Slowly he moved his hands up along her legs. I felt a helpless rage building inside me. There was nothing I could do but stand there while these drunken bullies humiliated my wife. 

“For a little girl, she sure got fine legs,” Al said, “and smooth, oh yeah, very smooth.” He hooked her hem under his thumb and spreading her knees, pushed the dress up until it covered only her pussy. He paused, his hands resting on Lisa’s bare thighs. Ryan had moved behind her. He glanced at Frank who nodded. Ryan placed his hands on Lisa’s waist and moved them along her back. Then he slid them under her dress. She made a small sound as he cupped her breasts. He leaned forward and kissed her shoulder. Lisa kept her eyes focused on Al’s blunt fingers. 

“Can I show the boys here what they want to see?” He kept looking at Lisa, but his question was directed to Frank. 

“Ask her,” Frank said.

“How about it?” Al asked. 

“Yes,” she said in a whisper only those of us close to her could hear. 

“Well, then,” Al said. He lifted the hem of her dress and folded it back fully exposing her pussy. “Open wide,” he ordered. Lisa hesitated, then spread her knees. 

“Tell them what you’re going to do with that cunt hair tomorrow,” Frank shouted. 

Lisa was staring at the back wall. “I’m going to shave it off,” she said, like someone drugged, her face expressionless. 

“Tell them why,” Frank ordered.

“Because Frank wants me that way.”

“What way?” Frank asked.

“Bare, completely bare.”

“Well,” Al said, “maybe Frank will bring you back tomorrow night so we can all see your shaved cunt.” Lisa’s body stiffened. She started to turn toward Frank.

“We’ll talk about that later,” Frank said with a wave of his hand. The men had crowded around Al to stare at her pussy.

“How about tonight then!” someone shouted. “Maybe Frank will make her dance for us.” I could see that under her dress Ryan was squeezing her nipples. 

“Yeah, a fuckin strip!” a huge, bearded guy who had pushed in next to Al yelled. Ryan tongued her ear. Lisa shut her eyes. Al began to push a thick finger inside her. Everyone could see that she was wet. Some of the men were rubbing their crotches. They were getting worked up and mean. I looked for a phone but couldn’t see one. 

“She don’t dance,” Frank said.

“What does she do?” Ryan asked. 

“She pees,” Frank answered. For a moment, they didn’t grasp the significance of what he had said. Lisa began to tremble. Ryan withdrew his hands from under her dress and reached beneath the bar for an old, blue, enameled basin. 

“She going to pee for us?” Al asked. Frank shrugged his shoulders and winked. Al lifted her so that she now stood on the bar. 

She turned toward Frank, “Please Frank, I can’t...please don’t.”

“You want fucked tonight?” He looked up at her unsmiling. “Or you want to make old Frankie unhappy?”

She couldn’t answer for a few moments. “Yes,” she said softly.

“Yes, what?” Frank asked. 

“Yes, honey, I want...I want you.”

“How bad?”

“I don’t...I don’t…” she looked around the room and glanced at the door. There was no way out.“Bad,” she hung her head, “real bad.”

“Then hike up your dress and hunker down over the pan and show the boys how nice you make pee pee.”

She stood with her legs apart. Ryan slid the basin between her heels. She looked around the room once more, her eyes filling with tears that slowly ran down her cheeks. The men were silent and unmoved, staring up at her, waiting. Bowing her head, she bent her knees to squat over the pan. I had to turn away. After a few moments, I heard the first small trickle and then a stronger stream as her urine splashed into the basin. 

When it stopped, the silence was suddenly broken with the men laughing and shouting and pounding on the bar. As I turned around, Al was reaching to lift her down to the floor. Ryan was placing the chipped basin on the back bar. “I’m going to have this engraved,” he laughed, “from Frank’s girlfriend, with love.” Lisa did not glance in my direction. Frank motioned to her. She ran to him and almost disappeared as he wrapped his arms around her.

She seemed to be sobbing against his chest. “What do you want to do, baby?” he said in a loud voice. “How about we stay here with these horny folks and party?” Unable to speak, she shook her head violently. Frank’s hands moved down to her buttocks and pulled her against him. “Well, stop that damn blubbering and look up here and tell me what you’d rather do.” Frank leaned back but still cupped her ass with his big hands. Lisa began to speak in a small choking voice. “Speak up so everyone can hear,” Frank said. “And talk nice, you know.”

She got control of herself and looked up at him. Then she lifted her arms and held his face between her tiny hands. “Please, Frank honey, take me home with you.”

“But we got the makings of a good party right here. What you going to offer better than a party at Ryan’s?”

Lisa seemed to understand what had become obvious to all of us. Frank wasn’t kidding. He was ready to party, and if he did, Lisa would be the reason for the party. She would be forced to provide the entertainment. The men were excited by what they had already seen. It was clear to her that staying here meant the worst things imaginable would surely happen.

She stood on her tiptoes, her arms around Frank’s neck, her pelvis pushing hard against his crotch, as she tongue kissed him. When they parted, the men clapped and cheered. She waited until the noise died down, then speaking in a voice filled with desperation, “Please, Frank honey, I’ll be better than a party. Please take me home!”

“You want to fuck?”

“Yes.”

“Well, say it.”

Lisa looked down at the floor, her face turning red. When she spoke again there was a tremor in her voice that suggested she might be on the verge of hysteria. “I want you...Frank honey, I...I want you to...to...fuck me.” 

The men laughed. “Frank, you sure are one lucky son-of-a-bitch!” someone yelled. 

“Ask her does she give head,” someone else shouted.

“Yeah, maybe she could show us.”

“Come on, Frank,” Ryan said, “let’s party with your little girlfriend.” 

Once more Lisa put her arms around Frank and, looking up at him, the tears streaking her cheeks begged him, “Please, Frank, take me home. Please...whatever you want...I’ll do it good...I promise, Frank honey...I’ll do it good.” I couldn’t stand it any longer. I started toward them. Frank saw me and held up his hand. “Okay, baby, we’ll go.” He reached for Lisa’s coat and draped it over her shoulders. “While I finish my drink, you get yourself together and put on fresh lipstick.”

Lisa searched through her purse for a handkerchief and wiped her eyes. “Thank you, honey, thank you,” she said. She found her lipstick.

“You can thank me later,” Frank smiled, “on your knees.” 

The men laughed again. “She going to suck it, Frank?” one of the men shouted. 

“Of course she is, ain’t you, babe?”

Lisa was applying her lipstick attempting to steady her trembling hand. “Yes, honey.”

“Say it,” he demanded.

“Yes, honey, I want to...to suck.” I don’t believe she fully understood what that meant. She was ready to agree to anything in order to get Frank to leave.

“Suck what?”

“I...I...don’t...” Frank grabbed his crotch. “I...want to…to suck your...your...penis.” The men howled with derisive laughter. 

“Your penis!” Al shouted. “She gonna suck old Frank’s penis. Shit, Frank, do you know where the fuck your penis is?” They laughed again as Frank once more grabbed his crotch. Lisa’s eyes were filling with tears. “Guess I gotta teach the little lady some vocabulary,” Frank said. He sat his glass down and, placing his arm around Lisa, led her toward the door, waving to the cheering crowd with his other hand.

“Anytime she has to pee, Frank, you just bring her on down to Ryan’s!” Al shouted. 

“Yeah, Frank,” Ryan yelled, “It’s always free drinks and party time for you and your little woman. She’s a pisser!” Everyone laughed.


Chapter Four

First Night

It was after 3:00 AM when Lisa returned to our apartment. I expected her to shower, but she came immediately to the bedroom, placed something on the bedside table, undressed, and slid, naked, under the covers beside me. I turned to hold her, but she moved to the edge of the bed. 

“No, Billy, the rules are that you mustn’t touch me.” Her voice was flat. She lay staring at the ceiling. I could smell her sex and lingering traces of her perfume. “He also said I wasn’t to shower until morning. That way, you would be reminded of where...of what...” her voice trailed off and she was silent again. 

After awhile, she took a deep breath and began to speak. “I have to turn this on,” she said, reaching for the object she’d put next to the bed. “It’s a recorder. He wants me to tell you everything that happened. I’m to try to describe it in detail and leave nothing out. He wants me to tell what I was feeling and even things I was thinking. I have to include all of the things he said and everything I said.” Her voice began to quiver, and I thought she might cry. “He said I have to record it now, tonight, before I forget things.” She paused. “I’m not sure I can do this, Billy. The last four hours have been horrible, worse than I could ever have imagined. That man, Billy, he’s...he’s so...so...ugly, and cruel, the things...the things he made me say...the things I had to do...” she paused again to regain control. “The worst part is that he set Richie up. He planned this whole thing so that he could...could, oh Billy, I hate him. He’s perverted, and we must...I must do whatever he says. And now I have to describe all that happened to you. I’m so tired, Billy, so tired.”

“Then don’t do it.” 

“I have to. He wants to listen to the tape tomorrow.” She arranged the pillow behind her and shifted to a sitting position. “Frank is smarter that we are, Billy. And he’s a monster.” I reached toward her once more, but she shook her head. “I’m exhausted, Billy. Please, let’s get this over with.”

“Why the recorder?” I asked.

“Like I told you, he’ll play it back later. He wants to be sure I tell you everything and that I don’t lie. I think that he believes it might make a difference between you and me.” She paused. “You won’t let it, will you?”

“No, of course not.”

“He made me swear to tell the truth, but he also made it clear that I’m to say things that will please him, pump up his ego, things that will indicate that I like him and…and want him. But I hate him, Billy. You have to believe that.” 

She reached over to the bedside table, and I heard a tiny click as she turned on the machine. She sat perfectly still, continuing to stare up toward the ceiling. When she spoke her voice was lifeless. “To tell you the truth, Billy, I was so grateful that he agreed to take me out of that awful bar I didn’t think of you when we left. I didn’t think about the fact that he was responsible for me being there, that he and that boy Carl tricked Richie, and that he made me go there and made me do...those things. I only thought about the fact that he got me out, got me away from those men, that he saved me from...well, you know.” She watched the tape turning for a moment, then she looked across at me. “Oh, Billy, I’ve never been so ashamed. Doing what I did. Saying those words. Kissing Frank like that.” Tears formed in her eyes. She wiped them away. 

“Those men, Billy, you saw them. They were like animals. There were times during the rest of the night with Frank when I wanted to scream, but I kept thinking it could have been worse. And Frank kept saying that he might take me back there if I didn’t...if I didn’t...” under the blanket she reached for my hand and squeezed it. 

She clicked off the recorder. “He knows when I’ve turned it off so I’ll have to explain. But, Billy, please try to understand. I have to say the things I’m going to tell you, and I really had to do the things I did.”

“Yes, I know. Don’t worry. It’s Okay.”

“And like I told you, he wants me to say certain things on the tape...to talk about him now in ways that...that will excite him tomorrow when he hears it.”

“I understand.”

She switched on the recorder again. “When Frank and I got outside, I almost slipped on the ice. He kept his arm around me and led me back to the car. I was so relieved to be getting away from there, I forgot to get into the car the way he told me to. He gets in first. As I enter, I have to pull my skirt up almost to my waist and sit with my bare skin on the seat. I have to face toward him and keep my knees spread so that he...so that he can touch me down there if he wants to.” 

She glanced at me to see how I was taking it. Satisfied, she began again. “Like I said, I had to get into the car a second time because I’d forgotten how he wants me to do it. His car is old and rusty. A Buick, I think. The seat was freezing cold.” She shifted in the bed and was silent for a moment. “As soon as we pulled away from Ryan’s, he started to...to masturbate me again. Then, he put my hand on him...on his...his penis...I mean his...his cock. That’s what he wants me to call it. I could feel how hard he was. He said, ‘You want that?’. 

“I answered, ‘Yes’.

“‘Ain’t you forgetting something?’ he asked.

This time I leaned over and kissed his neck. “Yes,” I said, “I want it.” His fingers were making me wet.

“‘You like what I’m doing?’ he wanted to know.

“Yes, honey, I answered, I like it. He kept...touching me there as we drove. He knows just how to do it. He almost made me have an orgasm. 

“By the time we got to his apartment, I was very wet. He opened his door and left me sitting in the car. I got out and quickly followed him. It had started to snow again. My legs and feet were so cold. His car has no heater. I went into the apartment behind him. When I closed the door he told me to lock it. His apartment was even filthier than when you and I went there together.” She paused to explain, “He said I was to tell you exactly what everything looked like and not lie about anything. 
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