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Chapter One 

The Soiree 

“Ah! Madame Duvalier, what a pleasure to see you still guarding the gentry with all this unpleasantness abroad.” Mr. Trowbridge stood a head above his noble hostess. The American businessman smiled deferentially, while twirling his greying mustache between his thumb and index fingers, briefly. He bowed, graceful in his brown tweed suit, looking as cultured as any Continental man, a rare quality in those travelers from the United States. 

“Abroad, sir!” the diminutive beauty looked aghast, hefty bosom heaving passionately, cheeks unusually flushed from summer wine and indignation. “Why this war is hardly on English soil…it will be at my backdoor within days, if the news reports are correct.” 

“I didn’t intend to diminish the danger here, Madame,” Trowbridge quickly returned, “but merely point out how well you manage under these stressful circumstances.” He gazed appreciatively about the room, honoring the elegance—a reflection of a Golden Age of prosperity in the new millennium gone awry—wondering as everyone did how long the ornate stained glass, the damask, brocade and finely paneled wood would survive when the rebels finally ransacked the city. It had been a hard journey through the 21st Century and an especially treacherous one for the female of the human species. Her golden years were over. 

Madame Renee Duvalier calmed, not wanting to make too much a scene of her vexation. She cocked her head sweetly, her mass of brunette curls strewn lustily about her shoulders—those falling from a lazy bun, held secure by a single jeweled hair pick. Her dress of amber, autumn hues clung closely to the curves of her sensuous form in a retro style reflecting the mid 20th Century. The neckline plunged obscenely, hinting at the sexual treasure beneath her clothes. Madame batted her long lashes coyly, turquoise eyes exuding feminine chicanery she’d been long noted for. Madame Duvalier lived by wits, by beauty and what wealth she managed to hide from a corrupt government. She had learned to remain calm in most circumstances, regardless of how harrowing. After all, her world was teetering on the edge of chaos, while she hosted a mannerly soirée in her formal parlor. 

Beneath pleasant smiles and urbane chatter, disquiet reigned—even in the confident Mr. Trowbridge who had so simply suggested that the uprising was an English affair. He had great reason to fear. Unable to book passage to the United States, he moved to the continent where he could hopefully find safety for himself and his two daughters. There was little doubt that his safe return home would be ensured, but for Isobel and Katrina, their youth, fair skin and nubile bodies made them prime targets at any border crossing. Hundreds of young women had already been declared missing—most likely kidnapped, raped and brutalized if the underground press could be believed. No woman was safe.

The flaxen-haired Isobel was a hearty and sensuous twenty years—full bosomed with a curvaceous figure and flirtatious cinnamon eyes. Her hair was unusually short but naturally curly and decidedly wild. She pursed her thick lips one minute, licked them wet the next, and solicited men with the allure of her voluptuous promise when her daddy wasn’t looking. Madame Duvalier admired her charms; at the same time realizing what a detriment they were to a young woman in dangerous times. She was so unlike her younger sister, Katrina. The demurely shy young lady had her own appeal—a muted sensuousness, innocent grace and smoky blue eyes that dripped unknowingly with romantic desire. It would not be easy protecting either one of them. At the very least, Isobel could live by her wits. Katrina’s fate was less certain. At nineteen, she seemed many years younger than her sister. Madame Duvalier dreaded the proposal about to be offered her by the two young beauties’ father. He was a desperate man—whether he knew it or not—his entire world was at risk. At risk, a desperate man looks for solutions, even the most difficult to manage. 

“I think you worry exceedingly, Madame,” Professor Leopold chimed in. The portly fellow swaggered forward with his wine in hand, practically spilling the contents of his glass. Perhaps he already had too much. “Why just yesterday I heard that the rebels were taken down in the former Germany.”

“It is temporary, I assure you,” his hostess declared, though she wouldn’t divulge the source of her information. 

“If we can believe any tales we hear,” an unexpected voice piped up with sarcasm exceedingly thick. Three pairs of eyes turned to Madame’s cousin, Brigitta, a comely, though not ravishing woman of nearly twenty-three. She had been university educated with an excellent government position, just before the first insurrection when the government changed. She was cast out of her job after just six months, thrust into the streets and thankful that her cousin still had a way with the prevailing establishment or she would have been arrested and deported to one of the camps for female rabble-rousers. She was of German birth and had written several documents—just simple term papers as far as she was concerned—critical of the current government and its questionable ties to tyrants. She had thought her rantings would only get her a decent grade for the most recent term; instead, the student documents at the university were seized, opened and thoroughly inspected to root out rebels and instigators. To date, this inquisition hadn’t done much good; there were rebel factions popping up throughout the Continent. Her writings, however, had left Brigitta as Madame’s responsibility. The wise mentor kept her younger charge safe when there were so few options for women like her. Madame had taken her off the streets, exchanged her trousers for decent dresses, and fashioned her sand-colored hair in a feminine style, curling the straight ends and drawing them behind her head with a bow. 

“It’s not that I have any problem with the way you’re dressed,” Madame told her, “but you can’t look like a lesbian, an insurrectionist or an independent thinker and survive these times.” Brigitta didn’t like dressing prissy—as she called it. But she was no match for the powerful Madame Duvalier when she wanted her way. Besides, Brigitta was neither a rugged woman nor a defiant trollop. Though her sexual preference was questionable, she was still a virgin. And her view on life and politics were as virgin, uninformed and shallow. Her outlandish dress and behavior had been more for show than substance. She liked the theatrics, but easily relented to her more worldly and experienced cousin when she was scared out of her wits faced with deportation, incarceration and death.

Tonight, Brigitta felt secure in the protection of Madame Duvalier’s façade of safety; and she looked forward to stretching her limits—just for the fun of it. If nothing else, the evening would be a cure for her constant boredom. With the eyes of the room staring her way, she smiled, quite coyly—she loved the attention. “I don’t believe you can count on any news agency to print the truth,” she went on. “That was exactly what I was going to handle for the Bureau of Communications when I was ousted. We’re all dupes now. I’d trust no one.”

Mr. Trowbridge nodded, understanding her well. He held the same views.

Monsieur Leopold did not. He swilled more wine, while his smoldering wife stood at his rear, whispering things like, “Don’t you think you’ve had enough to drink?” He shrugged her off repeatedly. 

“Anna, you’re an alarmist like the rest of them!” He was annoyed with his bride, and spoke to the rest of the guests. “There is too much money vested in the status quo for Versegian to let us down.”

Brigitta was on him instantly, “You’re foolish to think that! Why, even my cousin is preparing to go to her country house, as ticklish as things are now.”

“I’d spare myself the trouble, Renee,” the Professor shot back at his hostess. “If it’s as bad as you think it is, your estate will not be invulnerable to attack…” he swilled his wine like a sailor swills ale, “but I still wouldn’t worry.”

“Ah, Professor, gentlemen, ladies… what good does it do to talk politics tonight? I invited you here to get away from the storm of fear. If we can’t put all this aside for one evening, then what good does it do to live?”

“You are so right,” Mr. Trowbridge moved forward, bowing in deference to his hostess. 

He seemed to have the others in the lady’s parlor settled, when from the hallway, everyone heard the sound of a fist banging on Madame Duvalier’s front door. The room instantly quieted as if they expected the gendarmes to appear at any moment. 

“Madame,” Louisa opened the parlor door, her sweet face showing a trace of fear she tried covering with a pleasant grin. “Inspector Lyon says he has an appointment?”

Madame Duvalier nodded, not a hair on her head quivered. “Show him into my receiving room, Louisa, and offer him a glass of port.”

“He has a young man with him.”

“Really?” She was curious but not distressed. “Then offer him some port as well.” She turned back to her guests, “If you’ll excuse me, I might be a few minutes.”

“Is there something wrong here, Renee?” the Professor asked. 

“Why heaven’s no!” She whirled around too fast to be convincing. “The inspector does have a terrible sense of timing,” she laughed, “but I am obliged to meet with him. We’ve been on the orphan’s committee together the last two months.”

The explanation further reassured the small crowd. As the sumptuous woman swept from the room, the others returned to their drinks and lighter conversation. A Brahms Concerto was playing on the radio to cheer her guests; while even the dim lights in the room seemed to brighten for a time as if their Mistress cued them just before she left. 

“Inspector,” Madame Renee Duvalier graciously held out her hand for the government official. In like fashion, he kissed the back of it and clicked his black, knee-high boots, bowing as though he belonged in a world two centuries past.  

His dark hair was suitably short, his mustache neatly trimmed and his uniform perfectly pressed. His associate, on the other hand, was more casual. Young, to be sure, and filled with testosterone. But with his surly grin and buff-colored military clothes, there was the suggestion of hostility and threat surfacing in the encounter. 

“Madame, you have met Captain Labeque?”

“No, I haven’t had the pleasure,” she answered.

The inspector turned to his young friend. “No, sir, the lady and I have not met,” he confirmed. His eyes perused her lustily, catching Madame’s eye. The feeling behind that gaze made her quake to her core. He took her hand as the Inspector had and turned it so he kissed the palm—a more intimate gesture. In some circles, it would be an insult to a lady of such breeding, but few people would object now and certainly Madame Duvalier would not. 

“Well then, he has much to look forward to. I’ve told him of our accommodation.”

“Inspector, I would love to accommodate your friend, but I have guests this evening and must return to them.”

“Surely. But only after we’ve gone upstairs.”

She stared at them, internally unnerved, but determined not to let her anxiety show.

“I would have time another night,” she said evenly. 

“You’ll have plenty of time tonight, Renee.” He used the familiar because he did not respect her position—even in her own home. Titles mattered little in his world. Hers was a relic that few bothered to acknowledge anymore. His vision narrowed, ebony eyes glimmering ominously, while his bushy brows hovered above them as storm clouds might. 

“Yes,” she said, voice fluttering only momentarily, “I’m sure I will. Let me inform my guests that I will be detained.”

“Yes, you do that, Madame Duvalier. I hope that they appreciate what they have here. It will be so much rubble in a few months.”

There was no reply to his warning. Just a simple nod and a pleasant, if not a bit phony, smile. She moved back to the parlor as the gendarme and his military friend quickly took the stairs to her boudoir. 

***

The lust apparent on the Captain’s eager face disclosed his youth. Though his swarthy complexion was quite appealing, his dark aims were enough to make Renee Duvalier’s tummy flutter excitedly. His earthy demeanor was too attractive for a woman who guarded herself against such false perspectives of the men.

“I’ve informed Captain Labeque of your sexual deviancies,” Lyon remarked. “He was intrigued that a woman could favor the kind of sex that drives you.”

Renee turned to her unexpected suitor, “I’m afraid the inspector tells you only half the truth,” she said boldly. “I am not a woman of loose morals but I am a woman of convenience.”

“It matters not to me what you are, Madame,” the soldier replied, “I’m simply looking for a good show. You won’t disappoint me.”

“Of course not,” she smiled, while Inspector Lyon gestured widely toward the corner of the lady’s bedroom, toward a velvet covered apparatus, its purpose still a mystery. 

She moved to the green velvet, giving the dust cover a quick tug, revealing a large and rather complex looking bench designed for the submissive wife, lover or penitent to offer themselves for punishment. 

“Pull it forward, Renee,” Lyon ordered. “If you don’t want us to waste your time, I’d suggest that we get on with this.” He turned to the Captain, “Emil, she keeps her weapons in the safe.” He pointed to a black lacquered cabinet on the opposite wall, an Oriental design inlaid with wood and painted with a border of Chinese figures in explicit sexual positions. Just opening the cabinet a swoosh of erotic energy seemed to flood the room, immediately raising the ante in this confrontation with desire and coercion. With one quick inspection, the young man could see that Madame’s weapons were tools for punishment, not devices for deliberate maiming. 

Renee tugged the heavy apparatus into position so that the men could have easy access to further their plans. It lurched across the hardwood floor and simply wouldn’t budge further when it reached the thick carpet. Without suggesting to them the other available options for the device’s use, she knelt on the padded bar at the front of the bench, raised her skirt with her hands and tucked it under her waist. She wore a pair of simple black panties that she left about her bottom to be dispensed with later. Over time, she’d learned she would assume too much to take them off at this point in an encounter. 

“Pretty damned submissive, if you ask me,” the Captain turned happily to the Inspector. 

“She knows it would do her no good to balk now,” Lyon replied. “Don’t let her lead you either. Have her as you like and punish her well. You’ll have a juicier snatch to screw if you lay it on hard.” 

Renee trembled more, urgency and desire rolling through her body as she laid her tummy forward over the bar. A cool draft in the room ruffled the hair at her nether regions, which the position completely exposed. Moving forward, Captain Labeque grabbed the top of her panties and yanked upwards so that the thin film of black cloth disappeared into her anal crack and left both ass cheeks white and bare. Their dimpled surface shown luminescent by candlelight—looking almost radiant and begging for punishment. 

“Does it help or hurt you to know I’ve never beaten a woman’s ass?” the Captain wondered aloud.

“I’ve plucked many a virgin,” she retorted saucily. 

“You call me a virgin?!” He looked amused and aghast. 

“In my realm you are, sir.”

He chuckled. “Perhaps so, but that doesn’t mean I’ll go easy on this hide of yours.” He ran his hand along the skin, then slapped it. Not hard, but firmly. The sensation radiated outward from the print of his hand reaching her throbbing clit where the buzz made her internal sensation more acute. Her insides clutched excitedly, though Madame never gave away her arousal until she was bound toward climax. She breathed now evenly, contentedly, settling, as she’d become accustomed to doing these last two years of her service to the gendarmes of the city and the hierarchy of the local government. 

She recalled the first days, when she stood her ground, protecting her property from attack. Inspector Lyon headed the committee to roust her and dozens of women like her from their homes—on orders from the general collective. Renee Duvalier defied them while the others buckled under the threat of dismemberment, rape or death. She refused to be incarcerated, or driven into the country in the dead of winter where, with little prospect of gathering food, she would surely die. Madame prevailed… but not before she was taken to her bedroom, stripped of her clothes and raped by the entire lot—save the Inspector. She could easily give up her body, but never her home! The crafty Inspector Lyon didn’t take her that first day as the others did, but came back the next with a peace offering—the accommodation, as he liked to call it. 

The imaginative man had pulled the polished wooden containment device now housed in Renee Duvalier’s bedroom, from a basement on the Left Bank where a bizarre faction of Sadomasochists practiced the ancient rites of body purification. The group had quietly exited the city, driven out when the prevailing political rhetoric turned reactionary. They knew their way of life would soon be threatened by guns, imprisonment and strong-armed tactics, which made their relocation across the borders imperative. They left their collection of oddities with little thought that they’d even be used again as they were intended.

In the dead of a chilling winter night, Inspector Lyon had the cleverly tooled wooden instrument of torture delivered to Renee’s door and installed in the corner of her bedroom—decorating the elegant boudoir with the macabre guarantee of a grisly future. 

At the time, no one—least of all Madame Duvalier herself—had known how much the containment device would become the symbol of a quiet revolution waged by women who learned to use their bodies as weapons to protect what little they could in this dangerous climate. She was one of a few wealthy women who survived the blitz when one government was defeated and another installed. For nearly a week she entertained soldiers and government officials from both sides of the conflict later to see several of her lovers die during gunfights outside her front door. While her lovers were still alive, Renee became the paragon of sexual delight used for the wicked crimes of the most deviant men. She took her task in stride—giving herself up to the pleasure of sex—doing her best to forget that love and emotions ever had anything to do with sharing the intimate secrets of her body. When the Inspector’s unearthed device arrived, it became the opening salvo of a torturous week. As the first three rebel soldiers were led to her boudoir, Madame Duvalier was in her dressing gown, cloaked with fear but hardly shaking. 

Once her attackers focused on the beautiful woman, her dressing gown was brusquely ripped away. Naked, she was taunted for several minutes, spun around like a top, flesh probed, inspected and jeered at. She was accustomed to similar treatment, but theses brutes were unlike the more cultured ones who used her as a high-class prostitute, who graciously, and rarely with malice, bound and teased her to a long string of climaxes. They were gentlemen, in awe of her sexual prowess, grateful for the opportunity to take such liberties with a woman. But their creative inclinations stopped long before they discovered any real sadistic designs. 

The week of her ravishment, Renee Duvalier was not so lucky with her lovers. 

They came on her like a wild wind blowing from the north… to look in its face bit the flesh and wounded the soul.

The wooden struts and beams of the horrid contraption were pulled into place in the center of her luxurious boudoir. In one of its many possible arrangements, the device allowed the victim to be strapped face down or face up along a padded beam, legs and wrists fixed in tight metal cuffs. At her first session, she was laid face up, her naked body bound with leather to the wood frame at the underside of her breasts and again at her waist. Her thighs, shoulders and arms were similarly bound by metal straps that locked tightly into grooves, keeping her flesh inert while every bit of her from her toes, to her opened crotch, her breasts and mouth were exposed and prey to her attacker’s malicious fascination.

One beastly fellow turned the crank beneath the containment device, forcing the struts to move further apart, stretching her body with them. She worried that they’d rip her limbs. Though even as the timbers creaked and the physical strain became more intense, her body swelled with sexual heat. Humid late night air playfully teased her pubic mound. Her breathing quickened, and her inner spirit pressed forward to gain any bit of satisfaction possible before the onslaught of pain began. A gag was forced inside her mouth—an open ‘O’ ring made of wood, fitting neatly behind her teeth, but wide enough to press down her tongue. She nearly gagged before she became accustomed to the awkward fit. With concentration, her throat relaxed and Renee’s spirit eased from her ever-present fear. She was wise to realize that there was just one way to survive these extremes: let her cunt take charge and let her basest instincts rule. 

The abuse began with floggers, no more meanly struck than her more gentlemanly lovers used them. But that simple pleasure was short-lived when the lead fellow—his name Leontis—quickly stopped the attack, pushing his friends aside. Renee’s proud nipples thrusting boldly toward the ceiling were too much inspiration to be ignored. With deft fingers, he circled them with metallic threads and tied the supple strings so they dug cuttingly into her flesh. Her nipples were stretched and fastened to a holding beam above the rack, pulled enough to make her shriek. 

Ignace, an awkward, gangly giant of a man tickled her clit with surprising skill until Renee’s body could not refrain from replying, chest heaving so her nipples were drawn out more tautly still and her belly thrust out beckoningly. 

“Not so fast,” Leontis slapped Ignace’s hand away. “Sluts don’t deserve to come so quickly—if at all.” His lips curled into a jeer, while his body twitched, lust aflame and pouring through his veins. “We’ll see how this one takes her cunt impaled with this.” 

He stood between her bound legs, pinching a long needle between his fingers. Dousing her cunt with whiskey, he snatched her outer lips together and held them high while he skewered the flesh.

“EEEEEawwwwwwww!” Her scream hit the walls like lightning hits the heavens, enough to the shake the struts beneath her body and make her nipples rip with fire. 

And afterwards, the thunder of sensation that burst through her settled shamelessly in her crotch. The pain had passed. 

“I think the bitch likes the pain,” Leontis came up snickering as he held the needle and her labia lips high enough to make the stretch hurt. He fixed the threaded flesh to the beam above with another cord, leaving his prey seven ways bound, body panting heavily, chest and pelvis constrained not to move. Her physical urgings came on more strongly now. Her pussy ached for rape—if nothing else. 

“Wanton little whore, you are.”

She would agree, but not in words; only the most muffled noise emitted from around her gag.

“Perhaps I should pierce the rest of her flesh and string her up,” he gloated for his friends. But instead, he turned them on her with their quiet floggers. “Try her now and see how much she enjoys.” Ignace and his friend, Cyrus, worked her in tandem, in erratic rhythms, breasts first while Leontis remained between her thighs; then exchanging places with him they moved down to flog her belly and thighs with ever increasing muscle. With every twist and turn, excruciating sensations wracked her system. Arms, nipples, labia, tugged. Her muffled cries were agonized—though her body belied them with the erotic movement of her swaying groin. Female nectar seeped unbidden from her hot snatch.

“Want more, slut?” Leontis taunted her, peering down scowling.

Answering was optional. 

“Didn’t know what you opted for, did you now? Thought this gig would be an easy show of sex. But even the raunchiest bitches can be taken down. And I’ve only begun.” He pinged the nipple threads like guitar strings. “Hurt?”

Her eyes filled with tears. She was waiting to climax, but would wait more. Her lovers were sadists and this tale of woe had just begun. 

Leontis followed, dripping candle wax on her exposed clit, with Renee’s eyes glued to the pool of liquid paraffin that gathered about the wick and watching it suddenly fall free. Her flesh bounced each time the drizzled wax burned the surface. In tandem with that shock, her pussy spasmed. The ache for climax expanded. From her deeply distraught insides, through her torso to her limbs, the craving to satisfy this lust crescendoed until she felt as though she were on a high precipice waiting to fall into a bliss of nothingness. 

A devious master of the macabre, Leontis noted each response with unexpected understanding. He was no dimwitted buffoon, but a craftsman in the art of sexual torture. Dripping wax along her upstretched nipples, he then reached underneath her head and yanked her hair. Renee’s chest rose high, while her crotch dove low and the piercing pulled to the point where it seemed that it would tear away. Still between her out-stretched thighs, Ignace stopped the flogging just long enough to press his erection into her weeping sexual center. 

Little but pain and oblivion remained in the infinite minutes that followed. She came almost the instant that her first attacker plunged into the dew-drenched crevice; and didn’t stop until the last one—Leontis—pierced the hollow of her insides with his ravaging seed.

Once his stores were depleted, each man was too faint with satisfaction to worry over her torture. They left her boudoir with smiles, and with Renee Duvalier still pierced and strung to the beam above by nipples and crotch.

“I didn’t say this would be easy,” Inspector Lyon reminded her as he cut the taut cords. “You want the needle to remain?”

“No,” she shook her head to make her point. “Let the others who have me think for themselves.”

“Suit yourself.” She was quickly freed, allowed to stand on her own. As proud a woman as she was, she found his warm hands comforting—if not overtly affectionate. She allowed the Inspector to lead her to her bed where she collapsed to sleep. 

“I’ll return for you, Madame,” he said almost politely, “bringing the rest. Though, I could stop the assault now, if you like.”

“And be deported?” With her last bit of strength she looked toward the door where the Inspector waited for her reply. “I think not.” Her voice was calm and determinedly focused. 

“Suit yourself,” he replied. “I imagine you’ll toil for several days before this rout is over.”

She lay her head down on the pillow without answering. 

It was minutes, not hours before she was pillaged again. 

Her emotions torn, her body bruised, her mind raging with darkness, Renee existed in this curious vacuum for six days, submitting as though she were masochist enough to enjoy the ravaging. In part, she was. She learned to suppress the inner urge to fight, to plunge darkly and well into caverns in her psyche that were beyond her understanding. Physically, she had never been more satiated. If that was all there were to life, she could survive and happily so. But there were other matters in her mind that needed expression, too. 

The only constant in Renee’s life was Inspector Lyon. He was one of very few government officials who were valuable to both sides of the conflict. His only imperative was to survive, so it didn’t matter to him which side paid for his skills in gathering information. He blew with whatever wind blew to his advantage. He weathered storms of controversy, smilingly amenable to any vision that protected his position. Madame Duvalier saved his ass a dozen times, giving her body in sacrifice to the men Lyon brought to her boudoir. She offered her services to soothe rough waters in a rough land, knowing only that she was saving herself. Doing Inspector Lyon favors was only secondary. 

For himself, Lyon came to Renee’s bed alone; he never took part in the wilder festivities he afforded her special guests—though he often watched. When he wanted sex himself and Renee was the target of his affections, he would appear at her door late at night and she would wordlessly lead the man upstairs. He would sit in a chair watching her disrobe, then often wearily draw her to his face, planting his cheek into her belly, drinking in the aroma of a good woman’s perspiration and sexual perfume. Like Madame Duvalier, he was a sensualist. Lungs filled with the redolence of her body, his hands would move caressingly over her flesh, his mouth soon dining in a liquid bath at her cunt. Parting her labia with fingers and tongue, he lapped the juices, drawing in another deep breath of her, sighing, often murmuring… “If it were only another time… another time, another time.”

She found his sentiments endearing at first, but soon tired of the ritual; after several months finally declaring in exasperation, “It is not another time, sir! It is now. And now, you are holding me hostage to whatever political winds drift your way.” She pulled back from him. “Fuck me now, or free me from this persecution.”

He stared up at her in wonder, no surly expression, no fire in his eyes. There was a glimmer of lust, however, raised even more by her authoritative tone. Following the suggestion as if it were an order, he rose to his feet, gathered her in his arms, and laid her on her bed. Turning her on her side, with her long and supple back facing his face, he entered her from behind, and diligently planted his best fruits into her clambering crevice. This was exactly the way he fucked her every time he needed her—wordlessly—except for the finishing gasps of climax that came from them both, sadly. He left her in the same position, exiting the lady’s bedroom without looking her in the eye. Despite the anonymity of these encounters, they were pleasing; creating a certain bond between the pair that needed no explanations to be understood as healing for them both.

Thwack! 

The sharp sting of a flattened palm connecting with the flesh of Renee’s ass woke the dreaming Madame Duvalier from her memories.

“Think me a virgin if you will, Madame, but think me a scoundrel, too.” The Captain’s voice grated like nails down her spine. An unwarranted response registered in the juices seeping from the slit between her legs. He’d find it and know the truth—and probably assume too much about her state of passion from the natural act. Others had. She believed herself as little more than Pavlov’s dog at such times. Hook her to the apparatus and push the buttons—she reacted on cue, juices flowing as solace for a weary soldier’s under used erection, there and ready for the taking. She’d been thinking so sarcastically for several months now—when sessions like this one had become so commonplace that the moments were losing the really good thrills. Now it was all pertinent physical reaction and Renee crawling inside herself to wait out the end result. She relished the days when she was menstruating and could legitimately refuse a session with one of the Inspector’s friends. 

