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 Prologue

Bill Martin smiled as he dressed. He had been
chasing after Juliet ever since he found out that her husband was
terminal. Sooner or later the old bastard would die, and he had
positioned himself as his replacement. She was a good woman and
having her as his wife would make
him a very happy man. Bill had
been alone too long after the loss of his wife; it was time to get
married again. He bent down and kissed Juliet deeply to show he
still had passion left after his vigorous lovemaking. Yes, he was
sixty-five, but he could still do
the job. ‘Hell, being in your sixties isn’t old at all.’ He
thought with a wide grin.

Juliet smiled as Bill left, she showered,
dressed and headed off to the hospital. It was her first
lovemaking in three years, and it
was better than she remembered. Bill was a good man and falling for
him was not what Juliet had in
mind, but over the years of caring for her husband she had traded pleasure for duty. Jack was still
her husband, and he said he understood if she fooled around now
that he was too sick to take care
of her as she deserved. The guilt didn’t enter her mind
until she reached the hospital and was informed that her husband of
forty years had passed away five minutes ago. ‘Was his death
because I had finally broken my marriage vows?’

Juliet Anderson was a good Catholic, but the shame of having had an affair
while her husband was dying of cancer was eating at her. Juliet
sought out the parish priest, Father George, the child assigned to
her church. Father George was one of those young radical priests
that was older than her grandchildren but not by much.

Three months of counseling with the radical
priest had allowed her to open her mind to other things. Waking up
in her backyard naked as the
morning sun began to rise brightening the world that was confusing.
How could she have been so foolish? Her body ached beyond her
usual arthritis aches and pains of
her age.

‘This had gotten out of hand.’
Juliet had to talk to someone, but
who could she trust? She thought
as she staggered back into her house. The living room was a
depressing mess, her tattered clothes strewn across the living
room. The whips and clamps used on her were equally scattered on
the floor, the humiliating stains on her sofa and the trickle of
fluids dribbling down her leg were a vivid reminder of her
night-long ordeal.

Juliet collapsed on the floor in tears of shame,
anger, and regret. They had made a fool of her taken advantage of
her, and her love for her now gone husband. They had tricked her
into letting them rape and abuse her.

Juliet sat crying, trying to compose herself.
She was not aware of the passage of time, only that she had allowed
herself to be violated. It was not until she felt the urgent need to use the toilet did she come
out of her stupor, then the desire to bathe and wash the filth from
her body, only after that did she look at the clock and notice that
the entire day had passed. Juliet dialed the number of the only person she could trust.

“Archdiocese of New York, Nancy speaking, how
may I help you and exceed your expectations?” Nancy was the typical
cheerleader type even though she
was well into her forties.

“Nancy Margaret, this is Mrs. Anderson, is the
Monsignor in?” Juliet said with relief. Nancy Margaret Flynn was a
good girl, loyal to her boss and the church.

“Yes, he is, but he is kind of busy, can you
hold or would you like him to call you
back in a few minutes?” Nancy knew Mrs. Anderson and knew
she was a personal friend of the Monsignor. This would be the last
call of the day, Nancy had to close up the office, get Mary, go
home and make dinner. Her week was almost over as soon as she
finished up, Wednesday would be in the bag then Thursday, Friday
and then Mary would spend the weekend at her friend’s house and
Nancy would have two days of peace.

“I will hold, thank you,” Juliet said with a
small sniffle still wiping away the tears.

It took a few minutes, and it gave her time to
compose herself. It would not be helpful if she babbled.

“Juliet, Juliet, wherefore art thou? How are you kid?” The kind and
deeply masculine voice greeted her
in a way no one else was allowed.

“There is a problem in the church,” Juliet said
getting straight to the point. “A faction of the third secret is
here in New York.”

“This is serious Juliet, are you sure?”

“I just spent the night being initiated into the
organization. I have to speak with you.” She felt the tears and
needed to get off the phone.

“Meet me at the church tonight, you know the
place.”


 Chapter
One

Though Nancy worked in the city, she lived in
Yonkers, a suburb of New York, the ride home was always hectic but
she lived in a quiet neighborhood, big crime was teen boys TP-ing
houses and egging other teens. Sometimes speeding tickets were more
numerous than teen pranks but on the whole, Nancy lived in a safe
area.

“How was your day, mother?” Mary asked. She
always called Nancy mother, not mom.

“Busy as always, dear. The Monsignor is starting
a new book and the staff is going crazy with research. It’s like
herding cats.” Nancy said with a grin. “That’s on top of the daily
routine, Bishop McKay and Reverend Mother Vespa are hard at work
supervising the new priests and nuns. They keep me so busy I hardly
have time to think.”

“Mother, have you heard any news about the
children kidnapped last week?”

“No, dear, I'm just glad you are safe?” Nancy
said as she pulled into the driveway. “Get the trash can and bring
it in for me please. I’ll get the mail.”

“Yes, mother.”

Nancy Margaret Flynn stood frozen in her living
room. The envelope she had found in her mailbox was not postmarked, it just had the name Maggie on
it. Inside were two photographs; one of herself naked coming out of
her shower, that was bad enough, but the other was of her
eighteen-year-old daughter, Mary, also naked. Her daughter’s
picture seemed to be in a locker room of some kind.

On the back of the photos was the part that
almost killed her. “Series 113, 1 of 435”. On her daughter’s
photograph was worse, “Series 1342, 45 of 300” both were followed
by their full name address and home and cell numbers.

Nancy Margaret Flynn had spent years projecting
an image of the perfect mother. She never wore any revealing
clothing, all her dresses were ankle length, and since her husband
had gone to jail nine years before for what she called the
“troubles,” Nancy had not let a man into her home nor dated. A good
Irish Catholic woman, Nancy would
not divorce her rotten husband or cheat on him. She made sure the
world knew she had nothing to do with his “troubles” and made sure
she and her daughter’s reputation
was above reproach. Now, this!
Nancy could already hear the snickers at church from the gossips. ‘Oh My God! What if
copies were sent to my job?’ She worked at the church for the
Monsignor; with all the trouble nowadays with the church sex scandal, he would have no
choice but to let her go.

Nancy heard the garage door and quickly hid the
pictures. “Anything good in the mail, mother?” Mary said as she
breezed in kissing her mother on the cheek and headed for the
kitchen. “I have a ton of homework tonight, big test Friday. What’s
for dinner?” Mary was a good girl, at eighteen she still did not
date and had gotten nothing but “A’s” the last seven years. She was
already planning her college courses for next year and had been
accepted to a prestigious Catholic college, on a scholarship. If
these pictures were made public, her daughters’ life would be
ruined!

“I, I don’t know dear, we just got home. What do
you want tonight?”

“If it’s alright with you mother, I will just have a sandwich while I
study.”

“Mary, you know we don’t serve sandwiches for
dinner. You need a proper meal.” Nancy insisted on serving
breakfast and dinner every day. Nancy thought about it a moment,
she was in no condition to cook tonight and relented. “Okay you can
make a sandwich tonight, but if you get hungry call me, and I will
make you something.”

“Thanks, mother.” The house phone rang; Mary
answered it. “Mother, it’s for you!” Mary called out from the
kitchen. Nancy picked up the extension in the living room.

“I have it dear.” Nancy waited for Mary to hang
up the extension. “Hello?”

“Mrs. Flynn?”

“Yes, may I help you? Who is this?” No man
called her, except salesmen wanting to sell her things she did not
need.

“This is your mailman.” The shock reverberated
through her body. “Did you get the
pictures I sent you?” Nancy could almost hear the smile on
the man’s face as he spoke.

“What do you want?” She hissed as she looked
towards the door to the kitchen.

“The mall in front of J. C. Penny’s in thirty
minutes or I send a full set of pictures of your daughter to every
boy in her class.” The phone clicked off in her ear.

It usually took
forty minutes to drive to the mall this time of day, Nancy got
there in twenty. She stood outside the mall entrance, pacing back
and forth, greeting people she knew from church as they passed, and trying very hard not to show
her fear and nervousness. This was obviously a blackmail scheme, and they had mistakenly
picked her. She was, in all but name, a single parent with little
money saved. Certainly not worth all the film spent taking pictures
of her. Once she explained this, she knew they would leave her
alone.


 Chapter
Two

So deep in her
thoughts, Nancy did not notice the person until she had
bumped into him. “Pardon me.” She said as she tried to maneuver
around him.

“Right on time, Mrs. Flynn.” Nancy froze,
looking up at the tall black man. She did not know him. Nancy did
not know any black people; sure, she met some, but she did not
‘know’ any. “Follow me please.” He said pleasantly.

“Where are we going?” She demanded warily.

“To my office across the street, or do you want
to discuss naked pictures of you here, where everyone can hear?” He
said looking around, and then just walked away. Nancy had to follow
him; if not, her daughter’s life would be destroyed.

She kept her distance, lest anyone should see
and ask her why she was walking with the black man. Nancy was not
prejudiced; it was just that her circle of friends did not have any
black people. After crossing the busy street, Nancy followed him
into an office building and into the elevator. The seventh floor
was reserved to Master Investigations. She entered the office then
followed him through a series of cubicles until they reached the
office of T. Masterson. He unlocked the door and entered holding the door for her.

“Please have a seat.” He gestured to an
overstuffed chair facing his desk. The floor to ceiling windows
faced the mall. “Would you like a cup of coffee?” He offered
pleasantly.

“I don’t have any money.” Nancy blurted out. She
couldn’t understand why he didn’t just get to the point.

“Coffee is free ma’am.” He said with a kind
smile.

“You know what I mean.” She was moments away
from screaming at him. “You are going to blackmail me, and I have
no money.”

“You want the coffee or a soda; I have bottled
water if you like?” He said ignoring her statement of poverty.

“Nothing, thank you!” She spat the words with
all the venom she could muster.

“Well. If you are going to act like this, then I
will have a glass of water.” He opened the small refrigerator and
extracted a bottle of water and poured himself a glass. Then he sat
down and took a sip. Setting the glass down, he picked up a sheet
of paper and started reading the names. After the third name, Nancy
knew he was reading a list of the people she worked for and with at
the archdiocese. “A magazine is using your daughter’s pictures and
will go to press next week. If you want her pictures kept out of
the magazine, and yours as well, then I suggest you stop acting
like you are in charge and listen to the proposition.”

Nancy sat quietly in fuming and in horror at the
same time. “I will destroy your
reputation in this town and any other you move to. I will
ensure that your daughter won’t even be able to get into community
college. When I am done with your family, everyone will know that
your husband went to jail for having sex with his students…”

Nancy was in shock; the trial was for one count
of child molestation. “Yes, I said students. He was screwing five I
have found so far, two of them were boys.” He held up a glossy
photo of her husband with little Bobby, back when he was in the
eighth grade. “There will be another trial, and he will get more
time for that.”

Nancy wanted to vomit, her husband was worse
than anyone knew. “How could you not possibly know he was doing
such things? Bobby here will testify you were the one behind the
camera. It’s a lie, but a small one that you will not be able to
disprove. Let’s see, your husband got twenty years for what he did
to that little girl, and they will be
able to use the same evidence to convict you. It should take
about three years for the trial,
so you will be able to get out of
prison by the time you are sixty-five with good behavior.”

“What do you want?” Nancy asked, crushed. Nancy
suspected something was wrong with her husband a week before he was
arrested. Moreover, she still remembered the questions from police
and friends asking her how she could not know her husband was
sleeping around on her. With his lies and the photographs, there
would be no way to convince anyone she was innocent.

“I want you to go home and think about it. Then
I want you to come here right after work, and I will tell you what
I want from you. Be clear about your situation, I have enough
evidence to put you and your husband away for a very long time. You
have no real options, but I want you to think it over because what
I want from you will be serious. You are dismissed.” He said with a wave of his hand.

***

Juliet sat in the mostly empty office waiting
for the only man she could trust to finish his usual social grace.
Monsignor sat on the sofa next to her as she sipped her glass of
wine. “Tell me, my child, what is it that you have stumbled upon.”
Calling her, ‘my child’ was out of habit they were the same
age.

“I was beaten and raped last night as part of an
initiation rite to become a New York defender of the Third Secret
of Fatima.” She proceeded to give her longtime friend and mentor
the ‘G’ rated version of what happened the night before.

***

It was dark when Nancy emerged from the office
building and stumbled across the street to her car. It was not
until she was in the car did she begin to cry. She did not stop
crying until the sun arose the next day, and she dragged herself to
work.

***

Monsignor was distracted today and didn’t notice
Nancy was also out of sorts. He made a
series of phone calls to people he believed he could trust.
But the answers were not encouraging.

Work seemed to fly by until the last twenty
minutes; they seemed to take forever. Monsignor called her into his
office and asked her a series of questions then had her do some
typing before she left. She got in her car, drove through rush hour
traffic to the mall, and parked. It took her fifteen minutes to get
up the nerve to open the car door and trudge across the street to
the office. This time, the office was full of busy people. The
receptionist asked whom she was here to see. She told her and was
offered a seat. “Mr. Masterson was working with another client.” Fear was building as she
fingered her checkbook. Nancy had
five thousand dollars saved and another twenty thousand saved for
Mary’s college expenses. Nancy would offer it all for the pictures.
Two hours she waited; now she had to use the toilet, and as she
stood the receptionist looked up. “He will see you now.” Nancy
headed to the office. The door was open, and she walked in.

“Close the door.” He said without looking up
from his papers. “You know why you are here?” He asked.

“I have five thousand dollars for the pictures.”
She blurted out. He looked up from his work.

Without looking up he spoke. “You have
thirty-two thousand seven hundred twenty-five dollars and eight
cents in three bank accounts. But that did not answer my
question.”

He knew everything about me, I can’t bluff or
lie my way out of this.’ I will have to submit. “I am here because
you told me to be here or you would publish the pictures.” She said
cowed, wondering how he knew what was in her accounts and then
realized that he was a private detective and knew how to find the
truth.

“No, you are here to find out what I want from
you.” He corrected. “It is simple, and I will get straight to the
point. You are going to be my slave. You will serve me in any way
that pleases me, and you will do it ‘til I tire of you. If you fail
to obey me in any way, I will send the pictures to your church and
friends, and after you are fired, you will be arrested for child
pornography, among other charges. Right after you go to jail, we
will publish the pictures of your daughter. We have a series of
them dating back to when your husband took pictures of you both
with hidden cameras in the house. We just continued servicing the
cameras while he was in prison, so it looks like you were the
photographer. Leave now, and we will have no further contact, stay
and you agree to be my slave. Take your time to decide. You have
ten seconds.” His head went back down to his work.

Nancy stood stone still, unable to think. It was
happening too fast to comprehend, and she was torn between leaving
and calling the police, and staying; knowing that if she stayed,
she would be owned by this dark man.

Two minutes passed before he looked up from his
work. Signing the last page and putting it in a folder. “Strip.” He
said calmly. Nancy just looked at him in disbelief. “Strip or
leave.” She turned to leave, stopping in mid-stride. He did not threaten her or call her back. She
turned to him again. The look in his eyes told her more than words,
this man had power and was not going to
waste time trying to prove it to her. She would do as he
said or face the consequences. He did not even egg her on by
repeating his order, he just watched her, waiting for her to comply
or leave. Haltingly, she started to undo the buttons on her blouse
as the first tear ran down her cheek. He lit up a cigarette and
watched impassively.

She was down to her panties and bra when the
door opened. “Hey T, we have the FBI contract.” The man said as he
walked in. He looked at the shocked woman as he walked past her to
the desk.

“Good news Jimmy, that gives us federal, state,
and local law enforcement on our side.”

“New slave, T?”

“Yeah, want to watch?” Nancy was horrified. Only
her husband had seen her this close to being naked, and now two men
were watching her disrobe with the door open.

“Naw, I have real work to do. I just wanted to let you know about the
contract.” He said and left closing the door behind him.

“Should I lock the door?” She offered
hopefully.

“No, I don’t want people to get any ideas that
something unseemly is going on here.” She
stood there, not knowing what to do. The anger clear on her face.
‘Didn’t this man think
that forcing me to strip in his office was
unseemly?’

“You may continue.” He said flicking the ash
into the ashtray. She unhooked her bra, letting it slide off her
shoulders to the floor with the rest of her clothes. Then she slid
her panties off her hips and down her legs. She stood naked before
this stranger, not knowing what to do.

The black man looked at her with a critical eye.
Her body was still firm, and she still held her figure. ‘Not bad
for forty-two’, he thought. He loved her green eyes and red
hair that made her eyes look even deeper green, especially with the
red rims of her eyes as she held back her tears. ‘She’s proud,
and that would be fun to break.’ Nancy was afraid, afraid of
who might wander into the office, afraid of what he will do to her,
and strangely enough, afraid he would not be pleased with what he
saw.

“Turn around let me see your back. You’ve kept
your body in good shape. I have pictures of you at the gym and your
home, but seeing you in person, I can see you really are in good
shape. Come here.” He commanded, in a voice that told her not to
even think of disobeying him.

Nancy walked with halting steps around the desk.
The big windows caused her to fear getting too close to them. Even on the seventh floor,
people might be able to see her. He swiveled the chair to face her.
Her hands kept moving to cover herself, but with only two hands she
could not cover enough to make her happy. He pulled her hand to her
sides as he gazed at her from her face to her feet.

Nancy had to will herself to keep her hands by her side until she felt
his hand slide between her legs. Instinct took over as she closed
her legs and her hands went to push his hand away. He grabbed a
handful of her pubic hair, pulling her closer to him. “Do that
again, and I will punish you.” Her hands wanted to push his hand
away again, to relieve the pain but fear took hold, making her
clasp her hands behind her back.

When he was sure he had made his point, he let
go of her pubic hair and gently rubbed her inner thigh. “That’s
better. Now, tomorrow, you will take your daughter to school, and
at ten O’clock you will tell your boss you are not feeling well and
go to this address.” He handed her an envelope. “Do not open the envelope until you are at the
front door, then you are to follow the instructions to the letter.
Do you understand?”

“Yes.” She said her head bowed in
submission.

“You will call me Sir or Master.” He said, still
feeling her thigh. She noticed he did not go higher, always keeping
an inch away from her vagina. Close enough to feel the heat of his hand but not touching what
she thought every man wanted to touch. He pulled his hand free just as the door opened
and a woman came in.

“Master, I need your signature on this voucher
to pay them.” The woman stopped at
the desk, her eyes narrowed at Nancy, and then went back to
business.

“Come in Wanda.” He said. She passed Nancy and
stopped at the other side of his desk. T reached up and stuck his
left hand into the woman’s blouse; Nancy could see the shame and
humiliation on the woman’s face, or was it the blush of
arousal?

“Get dressed and get out.” He said to Nancy
while he signed the papers with his right hand. Even with the door
wide open, Nancy walked around the desk and quickly dressed, taking
the envelope with her as she left. The whole time Nancy dressed, he
never let go of the woman’s breast or took his eyes off of
Nancy.


 Chapter
Three

Nancy rushed home and took a hot shower to wash
his touch from her mind, then started dinner. During dinner, she
listened to Mary prattle on about school and her plans for the
weekend. She would be spending the weekend over at Barbara’s house.
Every weekend the girls would spend at a different friend’s home; it made it easy for
the parents as between the six girls, they would only have to take
care of the “herd” once every six weeks, and they were under
parental supervision the whole time.

They were a
good group of girls; none were into drugs or had boyfriends.
Nancy had them over last weekend so she would have her weekends
free for the next five weeks. Her mind kept tuning her daughter out
and thinking of the black man that was blackmailing her.
Blackmailed by a black male, she thought with a morose smile. He touched her but did not
get sexual with her. Nancy was of two minds; was she that
unattractive to him? Was he not interested in using her for sex?
Nancy had mixed feelings about sex and thought about it as she
cleaned up the kitchen after dinner.
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