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 Prologue

The plane was an old Boeing 737-700 series; the
basic plane could hold as many as
one hundred and fifty passengers. This plane was configured for
twelve. The appointments and amenities gave opulent a bad name, but it was the only word that came
close to describing the white mink carpeting. Or the baby skin
soft, fully reclining seats of Corinthian leather. The hand-carved wood table in front of each
seat. The frescos on the ceiling
were exact replicas to scale, of
the great masters of another century.

Each passenger was given a designer bag with a
note on the designers personal stationery stating that the bag was made expressly for
that passenger by name and the designer’s actual signature. Inside
the bag was a pillow a throw blanket with the passenger’s name
embroidered and slippers for those that didn’t like the feel of
mink on their feet.

The staff, also known as flight attendants, one
for each passenger. They gave their charge the safety brief
required by the FAA as well as attend to their every need. The
meals were catered from the finest
restaurants in New York City. Each meal was prepared for a specific
passenger’s dietary requirements and taste.

When lunch was served, the plates were made of
silver with gold trim, goldware was provided. They drank from
Waterford Chrystal specifically designed for Club S.A.M. each
passenger was presented with three
silk napkins with their initials embroidered in the corner.

Each table was covered in raw silk with a single
rose in a crystal vase.

The plane had five bathrooms, not lavatories, with gold fixtures, four had
showers; one bathroom even had a full-size bathtub.

Three of the five women sat in stunned silence as the plane made its
final approach. None had been treated better in their life, and
this was just to get to Club S.A.M.

One woman could be heard mumbling to herself. “I
can’t afford this, I can’t afford this.”

Another looked at her plate as the attendant
cleared the table and realized that just her meal would cost a
week’s salary.

One passenger was chatting with another. “This
is the most exclusive resort and spa in the world, and since my husband is going away for a
three-month business trip and sent me here so I wouldn’t miss him so much,” Dominique said to her new friend Madison.

“You're staying three months?!!!” Madison said
in shock.

“It’s only a hundred thousand dollars a day.”
She said trying to rub it in to
the two panicked women behind her.

“Oh, my God!” She heard the woman moan behind
her.

The flight attendant smiled. “Your husband must
have gotten an 85% off coupon to get it that cheap. Are you related
to the owner?”

Dominique glared at the flight attendant for
speaking out of turn and making it look like she was the wife of a beggar who clipped coupons. The
wail of lament coming from the two behind Dominique turned the
glare to a grin of satisfaction.

“If I get promoted ahead of everyone else at
work, work eighty-hour weeks, and
I sleep in the street, don’t buy another stitch of clothing, never
eat and only shower when it rains
by age 93, I will have paid off my
weeks stay here. How did I let them talk
me into this?”

The plane touched down on the private landing
strip and taxied to the five Rolls Royce limousines the women were
ushered to their motor cars where they cleared customs then were
driven to the pier. A two-hundred-foot yacht waited as the five
passengers, and personal
attendants boarded then sailed the fifty miles to the private
island resort, called Club S.A.M.

Along the way,
the personal attendants briefed their charge on the rules of the
resort. The rules were the same for all, but the club always provides individual attention. “There
are 57 areas on the island. Each guest is assigned their area, some
are shared, others are private.” Deana said to Dominique.

“I assume that I will be on one of the private
areas,” Dominique said with her
head held high, nose in the air.

“As a matter of fact, you are Mrs. Lambert there
will be social gatherings and parties, but you only have to attend
the ones you wish. Now to ensure that privacy is maintained
everything you brought with you will be locked up until you leave.
You will be escorted to a private
changing room, you are only allowed to wear club approved
clothing, we have your sizes, and
we guarantee they will fit, and
you will be satisfied with what we provide. Because our resort is
so exclusive no jewelry of any kind is allowed. We don’t want you
worrying where on the beach you lost your watch or ring. Also, no
cell phones or watches are allowed beyond this point. If you want
pictures, you can call a staff photographer to memorialize your
time here.”

Dominique nodded her head. ‘Just being able
to get to the spa proved I had money, no sense in flaunting my
diamonds.’ She thought with a smile.

You understand that this island is not part of
the United States, the laws here are much different, please stay in
your designated area to ensure you don’t run afoul of the local
laws.

The yacht docked, and the ladies were escorted
ashore and into the dressing rooms. Everything they wore was taken
off and placed in a steel locker. The women entered their personal
code twice before the locker was
sealed. Naked, each woman walked to their shower and on the other
side was…


 Case #
9734623 Madison Gilliard

“Look Mad, at least you found out he was a
dirtbag before the marriage was a
year old,” Sandra said trying to
console her friend. After three hours of heavy drinking, Sandra could see Madison’s mood start
to lighten.

“He blamed me because he couldn’t make me cum.
Made it all my fault. I've had plenty of orgasms before he came
along.” Madison sobbed. She had left out the part about no one ever
making her cum and that the only orgasms were at her own hand.

“He cheated on me because he thought I was
frigid.”

“Well you got the last laugh; he got caught with
a police detective’s wife, hard to lie his way out of that
one,” Sandra said with a grin.
“And the money you're getting for life for his mistake will warm
you up.” It took Sandra a full second to notice her friend was not
laughing and the tears began anew. “Oh Mad, I'm so sorry.”

“I've never been able to… you know. I mean I'm
fine by myself but with a man in the room… in the bed… things sort
of stop working right.”

Sandra thought about that for a moment before
she spoke. “Not a problem Mad, we can go to my office and find out
exactly how to fix this.”

“You can’t fix this Sandy! I've been to doctors
before; I thought I could fake it with him; I loved him enough to
try. I hear all the time that it’s easy to fake it, but he spotted
it on the wedding night. At first, he thought it was him but after
a few weeks of trying everything, and I mean everything, he even
tried to put it up my ass!
NOTHING! I'm thirty-eight years old and have only had one orgasm
with a man.”

“Mad, I work with some outstanding people,”
Sandra said trying to calm her friend down. “I promise you, you
have not tried everything. The people I work for have worked near
miracles; if it can be fixed do you want it fixed?”

“You think I like being a dry hole?” Madison
almost shouted. She thought for a few long minutes before she spoke
again. “Sandy if you could fix it so I can cum with a man, I would
do anything, pay anything, but it has to work this time, I… I don’t
think I can take another failure.” Madison had stopped sobbing,
Sandra could see she had made up her mind about something,
and the look in her eyes was
dangerous.

‘She might just hurt herself.’ Sandra
thought with a shiver. “Drunk or sober we’re going to the office
right now!” Sandra ordered.

***

Sandra sat Madison down at the computer console.
“I don’t care how long it takes, you answer each and every question
the machine gives you, and tell the truth, one lie, and we might not be able to fix you.”

Six hours later Madison was outside in the
bright sunlight chain-smoking to
her last cigarette. Her hands shaking with fear that the doctors
were right, and she would never be with a man again. Her cell phone
startled her. She looked at the number and pressed the button.
“Well?” Madison asked saying a little prayer under her breath.

“Our people went through the results three
times. No matter how we figure it, it will still cost three hundred
grand to fix.” Sandra said.

“Three hundred thousand dollars and I can enjoy
sex with a man? My Carte Blanche card number is…”

“Wait! You pay after we succeed not before.
Clear your calendar they will need you for two days.”

“Two days!” Madison was shocked; it would only
take two days to fix a lifetime of misery.

“Yeah, it takes half a day to get there and half
a day to get back, and one day of treatment. The next flight leaves
this Friday we can have you back home Sunday. Pack nothing, not
even a toothbrush all you will need is your passport and the
clothes on your back. I have to go to work, you get some rest.”

“Sandy, thank you,” Madison said and began to cry again this time they
were tears of hope and joy.

Madison’s mind came back to the present as she
locked her clothes, passport, and
jewelry in the locker. She took a super-hot shower and was given a
thick terrycloth robe; the limo took Madison to her bungalow.

It was almost a typical island home. The house was a little larger than most but
not all that great. Madison spotted the note on the desk.

Instructions for Madison Gilliard:

No eating, drinking or
smoking before
the procedure.

No masturbation or sexual
contact before
the procedure.

In the bathroom
are a sleeping pill and a bottle of water. Take it now,
and we will see you in the morning.

***

Madison awoke before the sun; the phone started
ringing as soon as she lifted her head from the pillow.
“Hello?”

“Good morning Mrs. Gilliard, your escort is
waiting at your door. Please wear the clothes he has for you.” The
phone went dead. It took her a minute to
find the light switch, put on her robe and stumble to the
door. The man at the door handed Madison a bundle of clothes and
waited outside as she dressed. It was a small bundle. A black lacy
bra, a sheer blouse, matching
panties, and a gray skirt.

Once dressed, barefoot, Madison followed him silently to a bungalow
down the beach just as the first rays of the sun could be seen on the ocean. The sand was
cold on her feet, but the air was still warm. The man pointed to
the front door and walked away.

As Madison moved towards the innocent looking
black double doors, Sandra’s words rang in her mind. “Honestly,
Mad, it’s an experience that’s indescribable. It’s the closest you can get to heaven
without actually dying. What have you got to lose?”

‘Nothing.’ Madison supposed, vacillating
outside the doors. ‘Nothing at all.’ She could certainly do
with some erotic pleasure in her life, the kind that she could
share with someone and didn’t include double A batteries. But what
would they do to her? She had gotten injections, and pills, and
massages and nothing worked, and now she was actually told to go
through those doors, and her
problem would end, Madison’s courage was failing her.

Madison hadn’t taken her clothes off in front of
a man for a very long time and never with a stranger. Even if he
did look, as Sandra put it, like the Sheik of Arabique.

Sandra had told her the experience had exceeded
her wildest expectations. And Sandra could get pretty wild.
‘What if I don’t like it?’ She thought, pushing the door
open in the same heartbeat. She had been warned by her attendant
yesterday, once inside and the door closes; the process cannot be
stopped.

Madison could always change her mind. Stepping
through the door didn’t commit her to anything. Not this door
anyway. She shivered with delicious anticipation. Sandra had told
her about the other door with a wicked gleam in her eyes and a
sappy smile.

“Go through, Mrs. Gilliard. You are expected.”
The voice said from a speaker at the door. Madison found herself in
a room. Opulent was an understatement, the walls were draped with
rich purple silk, and the room was
scented with lavender, which was
in a vase on a small table close to the door. She’d always
associated lavender with love and death, but then, weren’t orgasms
sometimes described as ‘the little death?’ She chided
herself for quoting the Marquis De Sade, and his description of
pleasure.

The cream carpet seemed almost white with the
deep purple drapes that covered
each wall. It felt thick beneath her bare feet. The
carpet led towards another door, which had a small plaque in its
center. Madison bent to read it.

Once you pass through this
door, there is no turning back. Only those in search of the
ultimate sybaritic experience should proceed through this
door.

Feeling slightly reassured, because sybaritic
didn’t sound as scary as sexual, Madison opened the door and
stepped inside. This room was smaller and taken up mainly by a
changing cubicle, similar to the ones in expensive boutiques. The
door clicked shut behind her, and
a man’s voice filled the room.

“Welcome, Miss Gilliard. You will find a robe to
your left. Please put it on and, when you are ready, step through the connecting doors ahead of
you.”

The man’s voice was rich and deep with a hint of the exotic. Madison wondered
if he was the sheik of her fantasy. With tremulous fingers she put
on the robe, which was purple silk with red piping, she slipped it
on, tied the sash tightly around her slender waist and then, taking
a final deep breath, stepped through the connecting doors.

Madison gasped. If the previous room had been
opulent, this room put it to shame. It was seductively lit and
smelled of roses, which were in crystal vases on low glass tables
around the room. Cream carpet, so thick and soft it felt like walking on a velvet cloud,
covered the floor. Heavy scarlet silk throws adorned the walls and,
as Madison gazed, she saw other colors within, threads of gold
running through the fabric, which formed into patterns. It took a
few moments to see they weren’t patterns, but pictures couples
making love, in every conceivable position, their faces serene and
bodies beautiful.

To stand in a room that was more erotic than
pornographic, it seemed to elicit a desire within her, without
Madison even being consciously aware. At first sight, the room appeared empty, but as she stood
breathing in the beauty of her surroundings, a man eased from the
shadows at the far end of the room. He wore a golden yellow robe
that contrasted perfectly with his shaven head and dark caramel
skin.

‘He did look a lot like my fantasy man.’
Madison decided with a shiver of excitement. He was very tall, even
from across the room, Madison could feel the power exuding from
him. He was the most
amazing-looking man she’d ever seen in real life. As these thoughts passed through her mind, he
moved towards her, each slow,
measured step bringing him closer
until there were only inches between them, and she could hardly
breathe from her excitement, he reminded Madison of a panther
moving in for the kill.

He smiled, revealing gleaming white teeth in
contrast to his dark skin. His black eyes were unfathomable and hypnotic, he frightened
Madison while at the same time
Madison desired him. ‘He must
be aware of the effect he was having on me. I half expected him to
rip off my flimsy robe, but all he did was to hold out his
hand.’

“Are you ready, Miss Gilliard, for the ultimate
sybaritic experience?”

His voice was a deep base that rumbled through her loins and made her
want to listen to it forever. She nodded, unable to speak. His
fingers closed around hers. ‘Good God, I'm practically having an
orgasm on the spot! What would I do when he did whatever he was
going to do?’

Suddenly panicking, because Sandra hadn’t told
her what he actually did, just that she’d love it, she tried to
pull her fingers from his.

“Don’t be afraid.” He turned, his eyes
questioning. “You must trust me, Madison.” His voice lingered over
her name as if it were something
special. “Can you trust me?”

“I…I don’t know.” Madison’s voice trembled more
from desire than fear of what he might do to her.

“Then it must be an
act of faith… this trust of yours. Surrender your mind and
body to me, and I will free your soul.”

They’d been walking while he spoke, and Madison
had given no notice, so entrancing was his voice and gentle manner.
Now standing at the far corner of the room seemingly miles from the
door she had entered. He turned her around, so she had her back to
the wall. Then, to her surprise,
he knelt in front of her and undid
the knot of her robe with his teeth. It was a humble act but coming
from such a large man made it so
erotic Madison trembled with need
for him. Rising unhurried, he slipped it from her shoulders, so it
lay in a silken pool at her feet.

His eyes were mesmerizing and never left her
face. She couldn’t have moved if she’d wanted to. When he lifted
her left arm above her head, Madison felt the touch of silk at her wrist, Madison
didn’t protest. He did the same to her right arm, and she
realized he’d tied her wrists to silken ropes in the wall. Silken,
but very strong, she discovered when she tested them and found them
to be immovable.

“Silk is what the spider weaves to make its
webs; it is the strongest material on earth.” He murmured in that
deep voice that was earthy, like the rumbling of a volcano, just
before it pours molten lava across the land.

Madison didn’t argue with him. She was trapped,
and she didn’t care. There was a
strange sort of freedom in being this helpless in front of a
gorgeous man. In knowing he could do anything to her; anything he
liked, and there was nothing
Madison could do to stop him.

This thought barely had time to register when
she realized he was kneeling again. “I will need you to spread
apart your legs.” He said almost as an apology, and she felt his
touch on the inside of her calf, moving downwards, feather-light to her ankle. Wordless, she let
him push her ankles into
position until Madison was tied,
legs and arms spread wide apart,
held fast by the silken ropes.

‘At least I'm not naked.’ She thought,
her heart pumping lust and adrenaline around her body. In the
state Madison was in, she wouldn’t have cared if she was. Suddenly
a flood of new emotions invaded her mind; she ached for him to see
her… all of her. She could feel
her nipples straining against the black lace, and a delicious ache between her legs that had
started when he first took her hand had now begun to twitch and seep.

He was standing again. For the first time, he let his gaze travel down across
Madison’s body. He looked at her
erect nipples through her modest clothing, a half smile on his
face. “I think maybe you are still a little overdressed.” He
whispered while stepping away from her.

‘He was going to have trouble there.’
Madison thought, raising her eyebrows. ‘How could he remove my
blouse or anything else when my hands and feet were tied?’
He had done so well up to this
point, but knowing he would have to untie her, undress her
and then re-tie her, sadly put a damper on her lust.

Madison hadn’t noticed until now the metal cart
he wheeled next to her. She couldn’t see everything on the
wagon, but she did see the scary
sharp knife as he picked it up.

He held the knife up for her to see, and Madison
gasped in fear. It looked so sharp Madison was afraid she would
bleed from looking at it. He placed the blade to her throat, and
Madison took a short breath
holding in for fear that even her breathing might get her cut. She
could feel the cold metal and the ticklishly sharp edge of the
blade.

Her heart pounding, Madison slowly let out her
breath as the knife went to the front of her blouse. Slowly the
dark man drew the blade down her front. Madison heard a clicking
sound and quickly gathered that her buttons were being sliced off.
She was amazed because she hardly felt the weight of the knife.
Once past her chest, he slid the
vicious knife down rapidly. Buttons danced on the carpet at her
feet, and Madison could feel
fresh air invade her blouse.
Madison was sucking air in as fast as she could; her body trembled
from the excitement of surviving the knife.

He stepped to her left and Madison caught
movement in front of her. It took a minute in the dim lighting that
a full-length mirror was only a few feet in front of her. Somehow,
he had rolled the mirror in place without her noticing. ‘How did
he do that?’ She wondered. The mirror was immediately forgotten
when she felt the cold steel at the back of her neck.

She held her breath as the blade slowly traveled
down her back. In the mirror, Madison
could see as he pulled the blouse. The two pieces parted like a
curtain, her bare back pressed against the cold silk-covered wall
as she watched the blade slide over her shoulder strap, then the
other and finally he slipped the knife into her cleavage, Madison
gasped with fear, and the bra silently fell to the carpet.
Her breasts hung free, now she could see as well as feel her hard
nipples try to contract even more to touch him.

Madison started to feel light headed and let out
her breath only to suck it back in as she felt the blade glide from
her hip to her knee. Not even the sound to tearing material could
be heard just the muted sound of the skirt landing on the
floor.

Madison started to breathe again, taking huge
gulps of air. Looking at herself in the mirror, Madison’s chest
heaving with each breath was a sight to arouse. Then she realized
she had had a small orgasm. Not very powerful but it was still
an orgasm. Naked except for her
panties, Madison wondered if he liked what he saw.

As if aware of her thoughts, and with another
smile, he brushed the palms of his hands over her nipples; Madison
thought she might die from pleasure, as he traced the outline of
her nipples with his thumbs, saying with a faint trace of
huskiness, “I see you are beginning to trust me, after all.”
Madison gasped as another small orgasm rippled through her. She
wanted more, needed more but bound to the wall she had to wait.

Once more, he stood back, this time his gaze
lowering to the tiny thong that covered what was left of her
modesty. “But you are still a little overdressed. Do you not
think?”

Madison closed her eyes. She couldn’t believe
she was letting him do this. Wanted him to do this. Not that she
had a choice. He was right about the strength of her bonds. His
hands were on her hips now, slipping beneath the skimpy silk
fabric. “Oh, God.” The soft strip
of silk was all that protected her from his gaze and his hand.
Again, Madison saw the knife and her heart went crazy. ‘One slip
of the knife, and
I’ll be ruined forever.’ It was the fear that excited her to
a third mini-orgasm.

He stood to the side, so she could see them in
the mirror as the knife dipped into her panties, she felt the heel
of the blade slide between her labia then move up, he snatched the
blade away from her body, and Madison could clearly see her sex
exposed and glistening, framed by what was left of her panties. A
small whimper escaped her lips as his fingers traced the outline of
what he’d uncovered, caressing her pubic mound, moving downwards to
her labia, and then spreading her still further, so Madison was fully exposed to his gaze.

Even though she tried to melt away from him, in
a strange mixture of terror and lust, Madison couldn’t get away
from his touch. He wasn’t in any hurry, slip-sliding his fingers over her and into her with
infinite gentleness, so she ached for it never to stop.

But just as she was on the point of exploding,
he did stop. “We have the afternoon ahead of us.” He whispered,
standing once more and cupping her face with his hands, she caught
her own scent on his fingers. “I think we have much to do… much to
explore.” He left her spread-eagled, naked and helpless, while he
strode across the room with the unhurried grace of a cat on the
prowl.

The waiting was agonizing. ‘What was
he going to do
now?’ He could do anything to her. It occurred to Madison that
there might be hidden cameras, her body entirely on display for dirty old men all over the
internet to lust over. The thought appalled her, but there was
nothing Madison could do.

He returned with a black leather bag in his
hand, which he set down on the rolling table beside her and
unzipped. He removed what looked like a cat-o’-nine-tails, its
cords made of leather material. “No.” She said, truly frightened
for the first time since she’d stepped into the room. “I’m not
into…”

He interrupted her with a swift shake of his
head. “You have no idea what you are into… until you try it.” With
that, he drew the whip lightly
across her stomach. Madison tensed, expecting it to hurt, but it
didn’t. It was like being flailed with silk… too soft to sting, but
hard enough to titillate.

He acknowledged her surprise with a slight nod,
and then the flailing began in earnest. He lashed each breast in
turn, using the flail hard enough to caress and arouse, but not to
hurt until her nipples were so
hard, she thought they might burst.

Then he shifted his attention to her ankles,
moving the whip slowly up her legs, across her calves, and up still
higher to her inner thighs, until she was squirming in ecstasy. The
orgasms were stronger now, still weak compared to what Madison did
at home but she was enjoying it still.

He spent a long time between her legs… he was
very gentle here checking her face from time to time, to make sure
he wasn’t hurting her. But he must have known he wasn’t hurting.
Once more, just at the point of a monstrous orgasm, he stopped what
he was doing, and Madison groaned in disappointment.

“It is bringing you lots of pleasure… is it
not?” Madison knew she didn’t need to answer. That much must have
been evident to him. He had
a splendid view of exactly how
much pleasure he was bringing her, from where he knelt.

He opened the bag, once more, Madison suspected
him to draw forth more implements
of sweet torture, but all he did was put away the flail, before
turning back to her. He spoke as his fingers traced along her body
avoiding the obvious places. Feeling his touch was almost as
hypnotic as listening to his deep voice.

Madison wasn’t sure what he was saying, didn’t
really care what he was saying,
her mind and body just absorbed the sounds and feelings and wanted
more. It was as if she were drugged, he was the
drug.
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