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    Note from the Author:


    People who know me have asked why I would write a book like this, as its quite risqué. The main reason is because it was an interesting topic to learn about and it made for some incredibly hot scenes. It’s definitely not for everyone, but considering the fact that Fifty Shades Of Grey has sold over 100 million copies, there seems to be plenty of readers interested in the subject matter.
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    Prologue


    

    



    “You never know how strong you are, until being strong is your only choice.”


    


    - Bob Marley


    


    

    Raven


    


    As I wilted into the driver’s seat of my sports car, my bottom felt completely numb and my mind was still abuzz. I had never quite understood the whole pain and pleasure thing. People who are into pain and bondage are total freaks; at least that’s what I used to think. Then I met Gunner… the man who changed everything. After our first weekend together, I knew that he had unleashed something within me that could never be repressed.


    


    He quickly became an obsession or maybe even an addiction. No matter how hard I tried, I could not get him out of my head. If someone had tried to describe the feelings that he had dredged up from deep within me, I never would have believed them. The fear, the panic, the exhilarating pain, and the intense pleasure that I have experienced since our first night together have changed me forever. How can I possibly go back to the way things used to be? How could anyone?


    


    ~~~


    


    As a young woman, I was always strong or strong-headed, as my father liked to call it. Most of my friends had parents to lean on, but my father had been sick for as long as I could remember due to the time he spent in Vietnam. I put myself through college by working two jobs. By the time I graduated, I had already established myself as a real estate professional. The real estate market was booming at the time, so the money was incredible. My natural networking skills not only landed me a ton of listings, but a sexy husband as well. Perry was the quintessential entrepreneur… smooth, charismatic, and very driven. I was immediately attracted to him for all of those reasons and more.


    


    The sex was incredible right from the beginning, but so were the fights, as the two of us butted heads endlessly. I’ll never forget the day that I found out I was pregnant. After trying every different type of birth control pill, I hadn’t been able to find one that didn’t make me feel like shit. Since I was the one who had chosen to use an alternative method of birth control, he blamed me for the pregnancy.


    


    Having another human being inside of me began to change my priorities for the better. I became much less concerned by how much money I was making and more interested in establishing roots. Unfortunately, that didn’t mesh with Perry’s five-year plan.


    


    “How are we going to reach our goals if you are at home taking care of a kid?” he asked in a flurry of rage.


    


    “I set my own hours, Perry! I can work around it.” I tried to assure him, but it was clear from that very first day that things would never be the same.


    


    I had always known that raising a family wasn’t a huge priority for him, but I had failed to realize that he was adamantly opposed to the idea. When he insisted that having an abortion or giving it up for adoption were my only two options, I chose option three… divorce. My parents helped me get settled into a two-bedroom apartment and were there to help me after my little girl was born. They had assumed that Perry would remain part of our lives after she was born. They hadn’t fully comprehended the gravity of our split. Perry wanted nothing to do with either of us.


    


    The birth of my daughter coincided with the start of the great recession, so my income dropped by seventy percent while I struggled to adapt to motherhood. If it hadn’t been for the court mandated child support, I never would’ve made it. From a young age, I had always known exactly what I wanted and had been laser focused. Now piece-by-piece, my entire life had been either ruined or dismantled. For the first time ever, I felt like an utter failure. I found myself struggling just to make it through the day.


    


    As if my misery level wasn’t high enough, my father took a turn for the worse and died about six months after Hannah was born. At least he got to know her for a little while. I’m sure many women share a special bond with their father, but Dad and I were especially close. Mom was hard on both of us and that seemed to be what drove us closer together. We always sought refuge in each other whenever there was tension at home. Believe me, there was always plenty of tension.


    


    After he was gone, I fell to an incredibly low point in my life. It took every bit of my strength to take care of Hannah and work part-time. Most days I actually felt relieved that the real estate market remained so dead, as it meant that I didn’t have to leave the house. I began avoiding people, preferring to spend time alone with Hannah. After several months of letting calls go to voicemail, the calls slowly stopped coming. Some of my friends gave up on me; others got married or moved away. In my lowly state of mind, I didn’t care and had no inclination toward finding any new ones. A year after Dad died, I found myself in almost complete isolation, and baby talk had become my primary language.


    


    In an effort to stave off the feeling of losing my sanity, I joined a single mother’s support group. It made sense that it would be easier to make friends with other women who were going through similar situations. The meetings were a little boring, sometimes even depressing, but I did meet a few nice people. The one who I really clicked with was Amber.


    


    Amber was a tall redhead with roughly the same build as me. We both liked to complain about the post-motherhood problem areas throughout our mid-section, but in reality, we had both been blessed with good genetics. She had a sarcastic sense of humor as well, so we were like two peas in a pod right from the start. Two peas in a pod, another saying my father used to favor. God I miss him.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 1


    


    Three Years Later


    


    A cold, dreary winter had given way to a cool, miserable spring. Amber and I sat at our favorite little coffee shop on a Friday evening, getting our caffeine fix before going out for the evening. Our kids were both at her house where her niece was babysitting, so we had the whole night to burn. We were both dressed to kill, just in case we decided to hit the clubs. I thought back to how much fun the clubs had been a decade earlier. Everything seemed fresh and new back then.


    


    Unfortunately, the past few years had left me feeling as if I was past my prime. The thought of going out to the clubs in search of Mr. Right left me with a hollow feeling. Even though I still wanted to find love, it had been a long time since someone had caused the slightest flutter in my heart. The exhilaration of a sizzling hot relationship seemed as if it had become nothing but a far-fetched dream. I really shouldn’t feel this damn old. I’m only twenty-nine.


    


    Judging by Amber’s demeanor, I could tell that she felt exactly the same way. The fact that we had each other was cool, but we were both craved the type of excitement that could only be found in the opposite sex. As bleak as my personal life felt, Amber was always convinced that hers was even more pathetic.


    


    “At least you have a rich baby-daddy,” she spouted while taking sip of her vanilla latte. “The loser who knocked me up doesn’t have a pot to piss in.”


    


    “Having money doesn’t make my ex any less of a loser.” I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.


    


    “Maybe not, but it’s easier to put up with a loser who helps pay the bills and takes care of Hannah every other weekend,” she countered. “I need to find myself a sugar daddy.”


    


    “I’m pretty sure that’s been your primary goal the entire time I’ve known you, hun.”


    


    “Oh shut up,” she chided me and began fussing with her straw. “It’s not easy finding a sugar daddy who’s interested in a thirty year old single mom. Most of them are trying to escape their own baggage.”


    


    “I know, sweetie, I just like messing with you. I love how defensive you get.”


    


    “Hey, the truth hurts. It’s not like I don’t feel pathetic enough already.” Amber gave me that cute little pout that made her look like a little girl. She was so adorable with her fair skin and generous sprinkle of freckles. “Hey, maybe we should go to group tonight, instead of a club,” she added after a moment of silent reflection.


    


    “Dressed like this? I don’t think so. Besides, that place has been boring me to tears lately.” I sat there for a moment before lightning struck. “Maybe we should start our own group. At least then we could hand pick some fun members.”


    


    “Get some cool people like us?”


    


    “Exactly.” As if we’re cool.


    


    As we sat there kicking around ideas, a woman about our age came in with her daughter in one arm, dragging along a whiny young boy with the other. The little boy was convinced that he needed an energy drink, but his mother was dead set against it. “Your father will kill me if I give you one of those right before he picks you up,” she told him.


    


    After a spirited debate, she was finally able to get him to settle for a giant chocolate chip cookie. I’m so glad Hannah doesn’t behave like that.


    


    “That looks awfully familiar,” Amber said as the woman kissed her kids goodbye and passed them off for the weekend.


    


    “Yeah, she is obviously one of us,” I surmised, as she slumped into a chair at the next table and gave us a sigh.


    


    “You look familiar,” she said, studying my face and trying to look past the black wig I was wearing. “You used to be on those billboards all over the city.”


    


    “Her name is Raven and I’m Amber,” Amber interjected, trying to throw her off course. She knew the last thing I wanted to talk about was my former glory days at the top of the real estate world.


    


    “Raven, now that’s an interesting name,” she replied, giving us a suspicious look.


    


    “I’m sorry, that’s my bar name. We use them when we are talking to guys we don’t know,” I told her. The black wig and new name were part of an experiment that had been suggested by my therapist. She thought if I could reinvent myself, maybe I could get my life back on track. Throwing on a wig and adopting a crazy nickname seemed like an easy way to kick-start the process. Obviously, it was a pretty thin disguise.


    


    “That’s cool, but they sound sort of like stripper names,” she said, thinking for a second.


    


    “Hey!” Amber retaliated. “My grandpa gave me the nickname Amber when I was a little girl.”


    


    “Because of your red hair, I’m sorry,” she said with a sorrowful look. “If we are going to use bar names, then mine will be Polly.”


    


    “Polly?” Amber questioned; obviously thinking it was a boring choice.


    


    “Because my ex always said I reminded him of the girl Jennifer Anniston played in Along Came Polly,” she confessed. “I’m kind of a free spirit. It drove him nuts.”


    


    “A free spirit, huh? You might be exactly who we are looking for,” I told her. “We were just sitting here talking about starting a club for single moms.”


    


    “One that’s actually fun,” Amber added.


    


    “I could definitely use some fun,” Polly replied, shaking her head and looking generally pathetic.


    


    “Then you can help us out. We’re trying to figure out something fun to do on the weekends,” I said. “We both feel like we’re slowly dying.”


    


    “So what are you going to name your club?” she asked.


    


    “The Single MILF Club,” I blurted out as it popped into my head.


    


    “That sounds so nasty!” Amber countered with a surprised look on her face. Polly simply smiled and shook her head.


    


    “I know, but the Single Mom’s Club sounds just as boring as the one we already belong to. I think we should spice it up a bit.”


    


    “I don’t think we need an official name. Let’s just go out and have some fun,” Polly suggested.


    


    “That’s true,” I agreed. “It’s not like we are going to start marketing our club or anything.”


    


    As we sat there talking and getting to know one another, the conversation finally got back to what we were going to do for fun. After all, that was the whole point of starting a club. We didn’t want to be a group who just got together to bitch about our problems and drink coffee on Friday evenings.


    


    “We could go out to a different club each week,” Amber suggested. Polly and I immediately shook our heads in disagreement.


    


    “I’m so over the bar scene,” Polly declared.


    


    “I couldn’t agree with you more. I want to do something different.” I hadn’t had any luck in the clubs in the past, so I really wanted to try something new.


    


    “But what?” Amber moaned.


    


    “I just thought of a club that might be perfect for you two,” Polly said with a glimmer in her eye. “I’ve heard it’s pretty crazy, so it would definitely liven up your weekends!”


    


    “I’m up for crazy… ” Amber whispered, sitting up in her seat.


    


    “Ha! You look like a dog who’s about to get a treat.” I teased her.


    


    “Let’s go somewhere else and talk,” Polly said looking around. “I’m kind of a regular here.”


    


    “Yeah, us too,” Amber agreed.


    


    “Wow, this must be good. I’m actually feeling a little excited for once.”


    


    In my excitement, I ignored the fact that Polly said she was a regular at our coffee shop. I never forget a face and I would have definitely recognized her if she was one of the regulars. It’s funny how hormones can so easily override the other senses.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 2


    


    

    After meeting up at a little pub where none of us knew a soul, we ordered our drinks and found a secluded table in the back where Polly could reveal the big idea. At the time, I had no clue how transformative it was going to be, changing every aspect of my life.


    


    “As I told you, I’m a free spirit, and everyone knows that about me,” she started out.


    


    “Get on with it, you’re killing us,” Amber said impatiently. Both Polly and I laughed at how eager Amber was to hear what she had to say.


    


    “Okay, we all know how much online dating sucks in this city. Personally I’ve had enough let downs in the past couple of years to last a lifetime.”


    


    “And???” Amber waved her hand for her to get on with it.


    


    “Okay, okay. So anyway, I have a friend who works at this place on the edge of town. It’s a place where… well, it’s for people who are tired of normal dating.” She paused.


    


    “So you just learned about speed dating?” Amber asked with a major look of disappointment crossing her face.


    


    “Oh, believe me. This is NOT speed dating,” she replied with wide eyes, shaking her head from side to side.


    


    “Excuse me; can I get any of you anything?” a waitress asked as she dispensed a napkin to each of us.


    


    “No, we’re all good,” Amber, replied on our behalf. She proceeded to stare at the waitress until she made a hasty retreat back to where she had come from.


    


    “Please tell us before Amber loses it,” I told Polly, giving Amber a disgusted look.


    


    “I know, but I hardly know you guys,” she said suddenly seeming self-conscious.


    


    “I assure you, both Amber and I are completely open minded. We are frustrated and bored, looking for a release,” I reminded her.


    


    “Okay, well… It’s like an S&M club,” she suddenly blurted out.


    


    “So people dress up in leather and chains?” I asked, not having a clue what that actually meant.


    


    “No. There are several guys and two girls who run the place, and they basically do whatever you want,” she said in a hushed voice.


    


    “So it’s like a brothel?” Amber asked, shrugging her shoulders and raising her eyebrows.


    


    “No, she told me it’s a perfectly legal club,” she explained. “She said they know how to make you orgasm a hundred different ways without even having sex with you.”


    


    “Orgasm? Now you have my full attention!” That was the one thing that I had missed most after the split with Perry. He was the only one who ever gave me multiple orgasms. God those were awesome.


    


    “When can we go?” Amber asked with a completely straight face.


    


    “I don’t even know where it is exactly,” Polly confessed. “Let me see if I can reach my friend who works there. She can tell you more about it.”


    


    An S&M club, now that is way beyond anything I would’ve come up with. I cringed at the thought of my participation getting back to my clients or co-workers. My mind began to race as Polly got her friend on the phone. Do people really do that stuff? I had always thought that Fifty Shades of Grey was way out there. At the time, I couldn’t imagine anyone I knew being involved in role-playing or bondage. Amber was sitting there silently as well, so I knew that she had similar thoughts running through her mind.


    


    “I’ve got you on speaker phone,” Polly told her friend as she set her phone in the middle of the table.


    


    “Hi, guys, this is a little awkward. If I wasn’t busy tonight, I would come and join you in person.”


    


    “That’s okay.” It didn’t bother me if it didn’t bother her.


    


    “We need details,” Amber said, leaning in to make sure she didn’t miss anything.


    


    “I told them about the club and they would like to hear more,” Polly explained.


    


    “Like when can we do this and where do we go?” Amber added eagerly.


    


    “Well, let’s start at the beginning. I’ve been working there for nearly five years,” she began. “I was the first female to make it through all ten levels.”


    


    I could just picture this burly woman who enjoyed beating on people.


    


    “Do you dress in black leather?” Amber asked with a giggle.


    


    “I do actually. I find that it contrasts nicely with my blonde hair,” she responded.


    


    My mind had begun to race once again as she relayed all of the details of what went on at their sex club. Apparently, there were ten different levels of pain and pleasure. Starting out at level one, there really is no pain involved, just pleasure. She piqued my interest when she talked about level one being primarily about achieving multiple orgasms.


    


    “If you want to add a little extra excitement, you can be restrained or blind folded, but there is no pain involved,” she assured us. “As you move up through the levels, though, each one becomes more intense with pain and pleasure until you have completed the first five levels. Beginning with level six, there is sexual penetration and humiliation combined with the pain.”


    


    “What’s the deal with pain? Why would anyone want that?” I had to ask as soon as she paused for a couple of seconds. I just didn’t get it. Amber nodded her head in agreement wanting to know as well.


    


    “Pain is highly addictive, because it triggers endorphins to be released into your system. The more pain you endure, the more endorphins build up in your system, leading to a more intense orgasm,” she explained.


    


    “Oh, wow… that makes sense,” Amber replied, her eyes widening. “But what’s that stuff about humiliation?”


    


    “That really doesn’t come into play until the last few levels,” she said. “They will tie you up and have sex with you in combination with the bondage once you advance to level six. Level seven is similar but it might be a threesome involving two men or a man and a woman.”


    


    “I don’t even want to know what happens on level ten,” I said, cringing at the thought of it.


    


    “That’s good, because everyone has to find out about the last three levels on their own. In fact, everyone has to sign a confidentiality agreement before they are allowed to proceed with level eight.”


    


    My panties were drenched just from hearing her describe the first seven levels. I couldn’t imagine what it would happen if I actually went through with it. The words multiple orgasms continued to echo through my head.


    


    “So, how do we do this?” Amber asked, squirming in her chair.


    


    “You simply send a text to 415-555-SEXX with your name and phone number, and let them know that you want to try level one,” she instructed. “Someone will call you or text you back to set up an appointment.”


    


    “And you haven’t tried it yet?” Amber asked Polly, with a puzzled look.


    


    “No. I haven’t dared try it yet. If you guys do it, though, I think I will too.”


    


    “We’re going to hold you to that,” I assured her as I added the number to my contacts.


    


    After Polly hung up with her friend, we all sat there silently for a moment. Everyone was obviously absorbing all of the information that had just been shared.


    


    “Excuse me, Miss. Could we get a round of kamikazes please?” I asked, when the waitress glanced our way. I’ll tip her extra to make up for Amber’s rudeness earlier.


    


    “Well, was that exciting enough for the two of you?” Polly asked with a smile of pride crossing her lips.


    


    “You definitely blew our ideas out of the water.” Amber laughed.


    


    “Yeah, you’ve brought my thought process to a whole new level,” I added.


    


    “I’m glad I was able to help out,” Polly replied still smiling.


    


    “I’m going to text that number as soon as I get home,” Amber declared as our kamikazes arrived.


    


    “Here’s to new friendships and new adventures ahead,” I said as I lifted my shot glass to toast both of them.


    


    “To new adventures,” both Amber and Polly agreed.


    

    ~~~


    


    When I got home that night, I knew I wasn’t going to be able to sleep. I couldn’t stop thinking about the whole premise of a sex club where I could experience unlimited sexual pleasure with no strings attached. How can this even be legal? 


    


    If it’s all on the up and up, I could definitely use some exhilaration. Even on nights when I had gone out, I would end up lying in bed alone feeling blue. I loved being a mom and my financial worries had eased a bit recently, but there was a definite need for something more in my life. I also dreaded the fact that I would soon turn thirty. I had always heard that it was much harder to find a man once you entered that dreaded fourth decade, especially being a single mom. I’m not going to be old and alone. I don’t even like cats.


    


    The words multiple orgasms once again drifted through my mind. I wonder how many I could have in a row? I would sure love to find out! I suddenly decided that I was going to be the guinea pig. In a moment of sheer bravado, I grabbed my phone, pulled up the number, and sent a text:


    


    Me: I am interested in trying level 1 as soon as possible. I’m 29 years old, 5’ 9” with black hair, hazel eyes, and a slender build.


    


    After pressing send, I started thinking that I probably should’ve sent my name instead of my description. Stupid.


    


    Me: My name is Raven btw


    


    Looking at the time, it was only 10:35 pm, so I thought maybe someone would get back to me. Of course, most normal people probably aren’t sitting at home on a Friday night. I’m sure these guys are busy punishing their subs. I laughed to myself and began clicking the remote looking for anything interesting to watch. I’m not even sure I could be a submissive, I thought, as there wasn’t anything on TV that could compete with the idea of the S&M Club.


    


    Luckily, my phone buzzed within a few minutes. Someone has replied to my text already! I felt an instant rush of adrenaline through my body.


    


    Unknown: Is now a good time to talk?


    


    Oh my god!


    


    Me: Yes! Now is great!!


    


    Did I really have to use three exclamation points? That doesn’t seem at all eager or desperate. Sheesh. Within a few seconds, my phone buzzed again. I felt another surge of nervous energy as I saw the number on the screen and clicked to answer.


    


    “Hello?”


    


    “Hello Raven, this is Gunner,” a completely sexy, sultry voice said on the other end of the line.


    


    “Hi Gunner, nice to meet you.” Ok, that was pretty lame as well. “I’m fascinated to know more about what you guys do there,” I added trying to make intelligent conversation.


    


    “When would you like to come in?” he asked. “The only way to learn about us is to experience it first-hand.”


    


    “Yeah, I guess that’s why I sent the text. My ex will have our daughter next weekend, so will Friday or Saturday work?”


    


    “How about I pick you up at nine o’clock Friday evening, in front of the Excelsior Hotel? I will have you back there by midnight at the latest.”


    


    “That will be fine.” God he has a sexy voice.


    


    “I really look forward to meeting you, Raven. I’m a sucker for black hair and hazel eyes,” he replied in that sultry voice again.


    


    “I can’t wait either,” I replied feeling as giddy as a high school girl who had just been asked to the prom.


    


    “Remember to bring five hundred in cash,” he added before hanging up.


    


    “Okay, I will.” Holy shit, five hundred dollars? Not only did that curb the giddiness, but I suddenly felt more like a curb crawler than a schoolgirl. Neither Polly nor her friend had mentioned the stiff fee. I guess I should’ve known that it would be costly.


    


    I texted Amber to motivate her as well, but she had become intent on waiting until I had returned safely. Amber was the type who was always gung ho, until it was actually time to commit. I love her, but she’s kind of a chicken shit.


    


    I’m excited to meet Gunner, was my last thought before I finally drifted off to sleep with the help of two slippery fingers.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 3


    

    The Following Friday


    


    Raven


    


    Friday evening was another cold and misty one in northern California as I stood outside of the Excelsior Hotel waiting to meet a guy named Gunner. What the hell am I doing? The anticipation that I had been feeling all week was slowly being replaced by an overwhelming urge to flee. I felt a twinge in my stomach as I stood there thinking about all the unknowns that lurked ahead. Why did I decide to go first? Maybe Amber was smart to wait until someone else had paved the way. It would be reassuring to know someone who had done this and made it back unscathed. I forced a smile and lowered my head as a couple passed by on the sidewalk. Fuck, it’s freezing out here. I felt a shiver run up my spine as a black stretch limousine pulled into the driveway and stopped right in front of me. Oh shit, now it’s too late to run.


    


    “Are you Raven?” a cool, collected and seriously sexy voice asked as the window began to descend.


    


    “I am.” I nodded my head nervously.


    


    “Excellent,” he said, opening the door and stepping out to greet me. “I’m Gunner.”


    


    “Hi Gunner, nice to actually meet you,” I replied, sticking out my hand. Holy shit he is even hotter in person! He had dark wavy hair with matching eyebrows contrasted by perfect white teeth, gorgeous blue eyes, and a ruggedly masculine jaw line.


    


    “Ahh, a professional woman. I like you already,” he smiled, shook my hand and stood there looking all sexy in his partially buttoned white cotton shirt and distressed jeans.


    


    The smell of his cologne was just as intoxicating as his chiseled features. He stepped aside and motioned for me to enter the limo. This is it. I hesitated momentarily, giving him another once over from head to toe.


    


    “Don’t be afraid,” he reassured me. “If at any moment tonight you feel uncomfortable, simply say the word Red and we are done.”


    


    “Is that my safe word?” I asked, recognizing it from Fifty Shades Of Grey.


    


    “It is. If you say the safe word, everything stops, and we will drop you off right back here where we started,” he said with a confident smile. “If you just want me to back off a little bit on the intensity, the word to use is Yellow.”


    


    “Alright, that makes me feel better.” I got into the back of the car and slid over to let him in. “So E.L. James didn’t make up the safe word Red huh?”


    


    “No. Red and Yellow are pretty standard,” he laughed. “By the way, I’ve been doing this for three years and no one has ever used their safe word.”


    


    “So you must be pretty gentle?”


    


    “No. I’m that good,” he said, signaling the driver. “Do you have the money?”


    


    “Yes, five hundred in cash just like you said.”


    


    I gazed into his intensely blue eyes; trying to recall how much money I had in the bank. I knew right then that if he turned out to be as good as he looked, I would be fighting an instant addiction. Shit, things are already a bit stretched.


    


    “Thank you.” He smiled as he folded the bills and stuffed them into his shirt pocket.


    


    “I have never done ANYTHING like this before,” I said, feeling a strong compulsion for him to know that I was way out of my comfort zone.


    


    “A beautiful, professional woman with no prior experience? My favorite. We are going to have a lot of fun together.” He laughed.


    


    His laugh was almost evil. What am I getting myself into? I looked around and noticed that between the interior lights and the windows being so dark, I couldn’t see a thing outside of the car.


    


    “Where are we going?” I asked, the butterflies once again going crazy in my stomach.


    


    “To the dungeon.” He smirked. “I think you’re going to like it.”


    


    “Where is it?”


    


    “It’s high up on a hill, hidden from the civilized world.” He smiled once again. “Don’t worry. We are very secretive, but we have no intent of hurting anyone. In fact, I’m hoping that you will be a repeat customer.”


    


    “That’s good. My girlfriends know what I’m doing tonight. They made me go first,” I said, feeling compelled to let him know that if I went missing, they would know where to look.


    


    “So you and your girlfriends like to venture out to the wild side?”


    


    “Something like that. We’re all single moms who are slowly dying of boredom.” I laughed, lightening up for a moment. I also wanted him to know that I had a kid at home who was depending upon my safe return.


    


    “Do you understand what we will be doing tonight?” he asked, sitting back and cocking his head to the side.


    


    “I think so. I was told that level one is all about pleasure, no pain. That’s pretty much my general MO in life.”


    


    “So you’ve talked to someone from the club?”


    


    “Yeah, she’s the one who gave us the number to text,” I explained. “We weren’t told her name but she said she had been there five years.”


    


    “Why are you afraid of pain?” He stroked his chin with his thumb and forefinger.


    


    “I don’t know. I just don’t think that part of the equation will appeal to me.” I tried to keep myself from fidgeting, but I was having a hard time controlling my nerves.


    


    “Relax; there will be no pain tonight. We use levels one through ten because that allows people to adapt to a level of stimulation before increasing the intensity or difficulty.”


    


    “Do most people stay at level one?” I asked hoping for a simple yes answer.


    


    “No, that would be boring. If you come back again, I’m going to take you to the next level whether you want to or not,” he warned, flashing that devilish smile.


    


    “You enjoy scaring people, don’t you?”


    


    “I enjoy helping people escape from their little boxes and allowing them to test their limits. Most people find out that they are much stronger than they thought.” He shrugged. “It’s fun.”


    


    “Oh, I know I’m strong. I’ve been told how strong-headed I am my whole life.”


    


    “After tonight, you will have to decide whether or not you want to find out just how strong you are. But for tonight, it’s all about pleasure,” he said as I felt the car slow down to a crawl and go over some kind of a bump.


    


    “Are we there already?” My heart was pounding so hard that I could feel it in my throat.


    


    “Yes, this is the entrance,” he confirmed, looking down to shut off his phone.


    


    The car continued to descend while making a series of turns. We must be going into an underground parking ramp, I thought. I pulled my phone out of my purse to turn it off. The words No Service made me cringe.


    


    “There’s no reception down here,” he affirmed after seeing my reaction.


    


    “I thought you said this place was on a hill?”


    


    “I’m sorry, deep within a hill would’ve been more accurate,” he replied as the car came to a stop. “Welcome to the dungeon, Raven.”


    


    My heart was racing and I was so nervous that my hands shook as I clutched onto my purse and grabbed his hand to lift myself out of the car. I had been nervous before in my life… my first date, prom, giving my first speech, giving birth, but I had never been this nervous. I was absolutely terrified as I stepped from the car into what can only be described by the word he had just used - a dungeon.


    


    Why the hell did I decide to go first?


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 4


    

    Gunner


    


    That first night when Raven and I met, she seemed more nervous than anyone I had ever worked with. Most of my subs had previous BDSM experience and were generally much more sexually promiscuous than she seemed to be. That made me even more excited to introduce her to a whole new world of pleasure. I knew that I was going to blow away any preconceived notions that she had about BDSM and bondage. She was going to experience things that she couldn’t have possibly imagined at the time.


    


    She looked like a doe in headlights as I helped her from the car and she saw that we were truly entering a dungeon. In the daylight, the outside of the building looked like any other old commercial building that had seen its better days. The lower entrance, however, looked as if it had actually been an eighteenth century dungeon. Originally designed to be a slaughterhouse, the owner died before it was ever put to use. I was never quite sure why someone would have built an underground slaughterhouse in the first place, but it sure made an incredible dungeon.


    


    The visual effects of having the steel rings protruding from the walls, where cattle would have been tied up, and the racks hanging from the ceiling where carcasses were meant to hang, mixed perfectly to provide for a terrifying visual backdrop. The cool dampness and slightly musty odor only added to the sensory overload that most newbies experienced during their first visit. I could feel her hand trembling as I led her down a dark, narrow corridor to the room where she would spend the next hour with me. I had to wonder if this woman would be the first to shout out the word Red, ending my fun. I have my doubts. She seems like she might be a fighter.


    


    “I’ll need you to sign these liability release forms before we get started.” I handed her the five-page document and pointed to the signature line.


    


    “What am I releasing?” she asked, her eyes widening once again.


    


    “It basically says that you understand the risks of what we are about to do. It mostly applies to the higher levels, unless of course you have a bad heart,” I explained. “It also makes this whole thing legal.”


    


    “My heart is perfectly healthy. I’ve been feeling every heart beat for the past ten minutes.”


    


    “This place has a tendency to get the adrenaline flowing. That’s the whole reason for being here right?” I just loved how intimidated she looked while she stood there pretending to read the fine print.


    


    “Yeah, I can honestly say that I’m not the slightest bit bored right now,” she joked as she tried to steady her hand long enough to sign her name.


    


    “Slip off your shoes and take a seat. I have a few questions for you.”


    


    “Alright,” she replied, kicking them off quickly and taking a seat on the couch.


    


    “So tell me, why are you sitting here, Raven?”


    


    “When the lady was describing what you do here, she used two of my favorite words… multiple orgasms.” She giggled.


    


    “Have you experienced multiple orgasms before?”


    


    “Yeah, my ex used to do that for me. Sex was our strong suit.”


    


    “I can understand how you would miss them.”


    


    “I really do. Most men that I’ve run across since him have been pretty lame in bed. There should be instructional videos that they have to watch before they are allowed to date,” she said with a smirk.


    


    “It’s nice to see you lightening up.” I walked around behind her. “So tell me what turns you on?” I whispered in her ear.


    


    “Men like you,” she said, turning to give me a coy smile.


    


    “Excellent answer, but I was thinking more along the lines of your favorite way to get off. How do you do it when you masturbate?”


    


    Without a word, she held up two fingers and smiled.


    


    “So you’ve got a sensitive clit, that’s good. How about your G-Spot? Do you ever make yourself come that way?”


    


    “I can’t really reach with my fingers and I don’t like dildos. They have never gotten me off.”


    


    “Interesting. What if I told you that within the next fifteen minutes I will have you begging to be fucked by a dildo?”


    


    “I don’t think I would believe you.”


    


    “You told me in the car that you’re a strong-headed woman. Are you ready to submit?” I asked, but it didn’t seem to register. “I asked you a question! Are you ready to be completely controlled and utterly dominated?”


    


    “I thought you said there wouldn’t be any pain tonight?” she asked, fear creeping back into her expression.


    


    “There won’t be any pain, but that doesn’t mean that I won’t dominate and control you,” I said as I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it to the side. “In fact, I’m going to make sure that you’re fucked within an inch of your life.”


    


    “Oh shit,” she blurted out, sensing the beginning of our session.


    


    I definitely like this woman. “Now take off your clothes!”


    


    


    Raven


    


    Just as I was beginning to feel comfortable, his personality suddenly turned dark. His cool, blue eyes were now cold as steel and his sultry voice that had been making me feel giddy was no longer soothing. I stood up and pulled one strap down over my shoulder trying to look confident.


    


    “Let me help you,” he growled, grabbing the hem of my dress and pulling hard, just as I released the second strap.


    


    “Sorry, I’m new at this.”


    


    Without a word, he grabbed my shoulder and turned me away from him. I could feel his hot breath against my neck as he moved his hands along my body. The scent of his cologne combined with spearmint gum caught my attention as his hands diverged. One began to explore my breasts while the other went south.


    


    “It’s hard to believe that you can’t find a good man to violate a body like this,” he whispered as his hand slipped between my trembling legs.


    


    “All of the good ones are married,” I said as if we were having a casual conversation.


    


    “Shhh! You don’t speak unless I tell you to,” he snarled grabbing me by the throat. “And no, all of the good ones aren’t married.”


    


    Shit, that probably wasn’t the right thing to say to a single guy. He wrapped his left hand uncomfortably around my neck, as the fingers of his right hand began to work my folds right through my drenched panties. Just relax, I thought to myself as I found myself instinctively resisting him. My mind was struggling between the heat that was being generated below and the grip that he had on my throat.


    


    “You’re already wet. Are you a little slut?” he asked, continuing to stroke my swelling pussy lips.


    


    “No!” I said instinctively. That was one thing I had never been called in my life!


    


    “You’ll address me as ‘sir’!”


    


    “Yes, sir,” I replied, remembering the BDSM research I had done online.


    


    “If you’re not a slut, then why are you about to get naked and violated by a man you met less than an hour ago?” He breathed in my ear.


    


    Fuck, that’s a damn good question. “I don’t know, sir.”


    


    “I think it’s because deep down you are a dirty whore,” he growled back.


    


    “No, I was just tired of my boring life, sir.” My mind was frantically trying to rationalize the situation.


    


    He didn’t reply, but instead snickered in my ear. I took that as a good sign. “Let’s see if I can give you what you want, you little whore.”


    


    I really don’t like that word. Being called a slut is bad enough. I didn’t say a word despite the fact that he was looking for a response. Without another word, he grabbed me by the hand and led me through a doorway into a larger room. Wow, this looks like some type of prison cell from the middle ages! Could this place be any more intimidating?


    


    “Here is your first challenge,” he informed me as we stopped at a wooden table that looked like it came straight out of a nineteenth century gynecologist’s office. Did they actually have gynecologists back then? 


    


    My mind snapped back to the present moment when he told me to remove my bra and panties. Remembering his prior impatience, I removed them as quickly as possible. He simply smirked at me, as I stood there awkwardly in front of him, completely naked.


    


    “Take off your necklace and earrings as well” he commanded, holding out his hand.


    


    Seriously? I can’t even have a little jewelry on? I handed him my earrings and began fumbling with the clasp on my necklace. “Could you help me out here?”


    


    “I’ll wait,” he replied, keeping his hand outstretched.


    


    I know he’s just doing this to rattle me, as if I’m not already nervous enough. My fingers were trembling so bad, that I just couldn’t get the clasp to open. I must have fumbled with it for nearly a full minute while he stood there coldly staring at me. Finally, it let loose. Thank god! I was on the verge of just breaking the fucking thing.


    


    “I knew you could do it,” he said as I handed him the necklace.


    


    “Thank you for being patient with me, sir,” I replied in an attempt to gain favor.


    


    “Up on the table,” he directed without a second of hesitation.


    


    “Yes, sir,” I said as I climbed onto the cold hardwood surface. My body was already glistening with sweat, despite the fact that it seemed quite cold in the room. I never sweat, not even when I workout. I definitely should’ve kept up with my workouts, I thought as his eyes traveled the length of my body.


    


    “Lay back,” he said as he moved to the foot of the table.


    


    It’s an antique birthing table, I suddenly realized as he lifted my left leg and strapped it to the adjustable footrest.


    


    “I want you grab hold of those handles,” he instructed as he finished strapping in my second leg. “The only way you will experience pain tonight is if you let go of those handles.”


    


    “Yes, sir.” I really don’t need any pain right now. My system is already on overload. I can’t believe I’m so sweaty. This is really embarrassing.


    


    “I want you to hang onto those handles and stare straight at the ceiling regardless of what I’m doing to you. Do you understand?”


    


    “Yes, sir. Hang on and stare at the ceiling.”


    


    “If you have the urge to look down, just close your eyes instead,” he said as he snapped an examination glove on his right hand. “Do you understand?”


    


    “Yes, sir.” I’ll never look at my annual visit the same way again.


    


    “Are you ready for the most intense orgasm of your life?” he asked as he looked down at me with those incredible blue eyes. I felt better after seeing that his chest was glistening with sweat as well. Maybe it is hot in here. I was too excited to tell.


    


    “I’m ready, sir,” I replied after a brief hesitation.


    


    “Do you remember your safe word?”


    


    “It’s Red, sir.”


    


    “Don’t ever say it, unless you mean it.” He snorted, slapping his hand on the table next to my head. “If you do, it’s over!”


    


    “Yes, sir!” Jesus, I would hate to see him if he was actually mad.


    


    “Don’t you dare move a muscle, I’ll be back in a few minutes,” he said as he turned and walked back toward the door that we had entered.


    


    Seriously? He is going to leave me like this? My initial impulse was to lift my head and look around the room, but I was afraid that he might be watching me, so I simply stared at the ceiling. I could feel a bead of sweat traveling down the side of my body. I just have to relax. As the room became quiet, I realized that my heart was still racing. I must be insane for doing this.


    


    The silence also brought out other sounds that I hadn’t noticed, like the shrill screams of other subs. One woman in particular yelled, “stop!” repeatedly before having what seemed to be a gut wrenching orgasm. Obviously, that’s why they use safe words, because you aren’t instinctively going to yell out ‘Red’ in the middle of an intense orgasm. I wondered if I would be able to handle such intensity. Lying there listening to what that woman was going through on the other side of the wall was an incredible turn-on. In fact, as I listened, my fear and nervousness began to transform into sheer lust and desire. Hopefully that’s what’s in store for me. I’m ready to let Gunner test my limits.


    


    ~~~


    

  


  
    Chapter 5


    


    Gunner


    


    Standing in the doorway, I was impressed by how well Raven was obeying my orders. She kept her hands on the handles and stared at the ceiling, just as I had instructed. The cries from a slut next door were echoing through the corridor, which is why I left the room momentarily. I wanted her to hear first-hand how intense it was going to be. There was no way to describe it. It had to be felt, or at least witnessed.


    


    Raven was the most intriguing woman I had met in some time. She appeared to be a strong, professional woman, rather than the porn starlets and BDSM junkies we normally entertained. I had two goals going into that first evening together: To make her beg for a dildo and to get her to admit that she was a filthy dirty slut. It will be fun to push her buttons.


    


    “Are you listening to the girl next door?” I asked as I walked back into the room.


    


    “Yeah!” she said lifting her head and looking at me.


    


    “Oh, baby, you were doing so well. You were supposed to keep staring at the ceiling.” Even though I wanted her to do exactly what she just did. “Now I’m going to be forced to use the blinders on you.”


    


    


    Raven


    


    Truthfully, I was so horny by the time Gunner came back that I just had to steal a glimpse of his sexy, shirtless body. I wanted to have that image of him burned into my mind as he drove me into fits of pleasure. If the girl next door was any indication, I was in for the night of my life. I’ll wear the fucking blindfold. It was worth it! I’m not exactly sure why I was suddenly so brave, but something primal had clicked within me and I was up for the challenge.


    


    “This will not only blindfold you, but it will also secure your head to the table,” he said as he tightened the cord. “There will be no more lifting your head.”


    


    “Thank you, sir,” I replied with a new sense of confidence.


    


    “Do you need me to secure your hands to keep you out of trouble?” he asked, obviously reading my mind.


    


    “Yes, sir,” I replied, surprisingly excited by the idea of being completely restrained.


    


    “You really are a dirty little slut aren’t you?” he asked me once again.


    


    “No, sir. I just like to orgasm, sir.” I had been thinking about how I would respond the next time he asked me that question.


    


    “You like to orgasm with strange men, but that doesn’t make you a slut?” He pressed.


    


    “No, sir,” I answered again, firmly standing my ground.


    


    “I especially enjoy breaking the feisty ones.” He snarled as he tightened the final restraint.


    


    I tested the restraints and was shocked to realize just how tight they were. I couldn’t move a thing except my fingers, toes, and lips.


    


    “Do you need a ball gag, too?” he asked after seeing my lips moving.


    


    “No, sir.” I really didn’t need anything more for the moment, my heart rate once again felt as if I was wide-open on a treadmill.


    


    “Alright, but if you don’t behave, I’m going to gag you. I won’t take any shit from a newbie. You understand?” he asked as I heard the snap of a second surgical glove.


    


    “I understand, sir.”


    


    “You’re a fast learner,” he commented as he ran his fingers along my jawline and down to the center of my chin.


    


    “Thank you, sir,” I replied feeling as if I had found the key to an easier session.


    


    “Are you trying to suck up to me slut?” He growled, grasping one of my nipples between his gloved fingers.


    


    “No, sir. I wouldn’t do that, sir.”


    


    He grabbed the other nipple and squeezed both of them firmly. “That’s good because I don’t like suck-ups! I don’t want you to say another word until I ask you a question. Do you understand?”


    


    “Yes, sir.”


    


    Being blindfolded and restrained definitely heightened my other senses. My nipples continued to burn for several seconds after he released them and moved on. I listened to his footsteps as he moved from one side of the table to the other. Then everything fell silent. I couldn’t tell if I could hear him breathing or if it was just my imagination. It makes me nervous when everything is so quiet. I’ll bet that’s why he doesn’t want me to speak. He’s trying to freak me out. After a few more seconds, I felt his gloved fingertips touching my nipples once again. This time he was gentle, softly caressing them to make up for the harsh treatment a few moments earlier. My body definitely responds more to this than it does to the rough treatment, I thought as I felt a rush of blood to my privates.


    


    “You have sensitive nipples to go along with that sensitive clit, don’t you?” he whispered as one hand slipped down beneath my drenched folds.


    


    “Yes, sir,” I whispered back not wanting to disrupt the moment.


    


    “I’m going to have so much fun with you,” he teased. With one nipple between his gloved fingers, he leaned down, pulled the other into his mouth, and began to nibble gently on it.


    


    God that feels good. He continued to work all three spots in a rhythmic motion that quickly had me melting into the table. He didn’t even know me, but he seemed to know exactly how to get to me. Just when the sensation began to lessen, he would change up the rhythm or pressure, sending me to another new high. No one since Perry has worked the magic triangle like this. He switched nipples, so now his gloved hand was working with a slippery surface, which was even more erotic. This guy is amazingly ambidextrous.


    


    “Mmm,” he moaned as he began to suckle the other nipple while firmly squeezing the first.


    


    I nearly had my first orgasm when he repeatedly began to trace his fingers between my clit and my entrance. I can’t believe I’m letting a complete stranger do this to me. An utter lack of decent sex has finally driven me over the edge. Maybe I am a dirty slut. Shit that feels incredible. I struggled against my restraints a bit, as he continued to tease my opening while inundating my breasts.


    


    “You can’t come until I give you permission,” he said sensing my ragged, choppy breathing.


    


    “What?” I blurted out before my mind had a chance to catch up.


    


    “Is that how you talk to me slut?” he barked in my ear as he forced his fingers deep inside of my pussy while grabbing my hair with the other hand.


    


    “No, sir. I’m sorry, sir.” His fingertips were smack dab in the midst of my G-spot, which caused an involuntary shudder. Oh fuck…


    


    “Are you coming, bitch?”


    


    “No, sir!” I quickly tensed my body against the impulse.


    


    “Are you sure?” he questioned as he slowly moved his fingers within me.


    


    “I’m trying really hard not to, sir.” Quit rubbing me there if you don’t want me to come! Damn, that feels incredible. I can’t come… I can’t come…


    


    “I know how badly you want come. All you have to do is admit that you’re a dirty slut and I’ll give you a mind blowing orgasm,” he muttered in my ear.


    


    I’m a dirty slut! I thought to myself, but I couldn’t force the words to cross my lips. I was honestly trying to make my lips move, when I felt his fingers pull away from my yearning pussy. Oh please don’t stop! I’ll say it!


    


    “Your hesitation is going to cost you, bitch,” he growled angrily.


    


    “I’m sorry, sir. I was trying to say it,” I pleaded to no avail.


    


    I instantly realized that years of programming from my mother, made it nearly impossible for me to tell this man that I was a dirty slut. My mind was not only unwilling to accept the concept, but was still reeling from being called a bitch and a whore as well. Why does he have to be so damn mean? Where the hell is he? I could still smell the scent of his cologne, but that was the only hint that he was still in the room with me.


    


    “I’m going to give you some time to think things over,” he whispered snidely. “I’m not going to deliver a single orgasm today unless you admit to being a dirty slut.”


    


    “I’m a dirty slut,” I murmured after hearing him walk away.


    


    

    Gunner


    


    This is going to be easier than I thought. She wasn’t lying when she said that she’s in dire need of an orgasm. It felt good to break down twenty-nine years’ worth of programming in less than half an hour. I watched her squirm for several minutes, then grabbed a small fan from the shelf and crept back over to her. She was actually moaning softly and moving her hips as if she was trying to get herself off. Good luck with that.


    


    “Is that you, sir?” she asked as I placed the directional mini-fan just inches from her wet pussy lips and turned it on the lowest setting.


    


    Without replying, I silently crept back to the supply room for a few more items that I would need to complete the task of completely breaking her. She continued to moan and stir as I gathered my supplies before rejoining her. I moved the fan just enough to allow me to place a silicone dick lightly against her opening. There are a lot of sex toys out there, but a nice big silicone dick with a sturdy handle is one of my favorites. That and the trusty Hitachi Magic Wand are all I need to send most women through the roof. Since she made the mistake of telling me about her sensitive clit, she will be no different.


    


    “Have you had time to think about your answer, whore?” I asked, knowing that the word whore would instantly bring her defenses back up.


    


    “Yes, sir, but I wish you wouldn’t call me a ‘whore,’” she replied with a whimper.


    


    “Tell me, what’s the difference between a whore and a dirty slut?” I asked as I began to circle her clit with my slippery, gloved finger. These gloves feel incredible with a little lube on them.


    


    “I don’t know, sir. ‘Whore’ just sounds so nasty.”


    


    “I heard you admit to being a dirty slut earlier. A whore and a slut are the same thing, so all you have to do is admit that you are a dirty whore and we can proceed,” I drizzled some lube on the tip of the silicone dick and pushed it partially past her swollen lips.


    


    “I’m a dirty slut, sir.”


    


    “Tell me you’re a dirty whore and I’ll give you the best orgasm of your life, Raven,” I propositioned as I put a bit of pressure on the dick and continued to circle her clit with my fingers.


    


    “I’m a dirty whore,” she whimpered after several seconds of hesitation.


    


    “I didn’t quite hear you. What did you say?” I asked putting a bit more tension on the fake cock.


    


    “I’m a dirty whore! Now fuck me, sir!” she snapped with a sudden change in her demeanor.


    


    “You want me to fuck you with a dildo? You told me that dildos do nothing for you,” I extended her teasing.


    


    “I obviously don’t know how to use one, sir,” she replied in desperation.


    


    “I’m a very good teacher. Would you like to learn?” I began to push lightly on the handle once again.


    


    “Yes, sir. Please show me how to fuck a dildo.”


    


    God, I like this woman.


    


    

    Raven


    


    Somewhere between the fan, the clit teasing, and the feeling of that dildo between my aching lips, I lost it. Suddenly nothing mattered. Yes, I’m a dirty slut. Yes, I’m a whore. Yes, I want to be fucked by a fake penis! Shit… I think he just broke me. The feeling of being broken was extremely emotional for me. I actually felt tears burst into my eyes when I admitted to being a whore. The sadness only lingered for mere seconds however, before something much more intense took its place. The instant that he pushed that big, fucking thing inside of me, I felt the shudder of an unstoppable orgasm. It simply washed over me like a tidal wave.


    


    “Did you just come without permission?” I heard him say.


    


    “No, sir. I admitted to being a dirty slut. You said I could come if I did that,” I blurted out, somehow remembering what he had said earlier.


    


    “You are way too coherent,” he contended as he began to fuck me with that big, slippery, fake dick. “I’m going to have to fuck up your mind a little bit.”


    


    Just as I stopped trembling from the first orgasm, the next one began to build up behind it. I had never been fucked so deep before. Obviously I didn’t have the right kind of dildo. This one feels so damn real. I arched my back just a bit to catch the right angle.


    


    “I’ve got you, baby,” he said, changing the angle and fucking me even more intensely. Oh my god, that’s insane.


    


    “You have a sexy fucking body,” he moaned as he vigorously rubbed my clit while pounding me with that fabulous fake cock of his.


    


    “Thank you, sir.” The sound of those complementary words rolling off his tongue, combined with the thought of him between my legs, immediately triggered my second orgasm.


    


    “Oh god, that is sooo…” the words caught in my throat as my body clenched and I felt the bite of the restraints against my skin. Fuck he’s not stopping.


    


    

    Gunner


    


    After two intense orgasms, I had her right where I wanted her. I had planned on using the Hitachi Magic Wand next, but since she was so sensitive, I decided that I should switch it out for a less powerful vibrator.


    


    Just as she began to recover, I immediately wanted to push her further. “Hold onto this,” I instructed, pushing the fake dick as deep into her pussy as it would go.


    


    “Hold tighter,” I barked as it started to slip out.


    


    “I can’t,” she gasped.


    


    “Yes, you can. Hold it as tight as you can.” I let go of the handle and she managed to hold it in place. “See, you can do it.”


    


    I stepped out from between her legs and had to smile at the way she was flexing her abs in an effort to hang on to the dildo. I could hear her straining as I walked back over to the storage area and retrieved a more appropriate vibrator. I chose a little chrome one called the Silver Bullet. It works great on sensitive clits like hers.


    


    “You aren’t holding on tight enough,” I chided as I slipped back between her legs and saw that half of the cock had been exposed. It’s actually impressive that she was able to hang onto it at all. She must do kegel exercises.


    


    


    Raven


    


    Seriously? My pussy is literally dripping and I’m supposed to hang onto a slippery fake cock? He has to be just messing with me again.


    


    “Hang onto it now,” he commanded as I squeezed as hard as I could.


    


    Suddenly a familiar buzzing sound filled the air and I felt a sharp bite on my clit as he pressed the damn thing right against my over-sensitized flesh.


    


    “Don’t drop the dick,” he growled as he spread my lips and attacked my clit with the most amazing vibrator I had ever felt in my life.


    


    I tried to focus on hanging onto the dildo, but the harder I tried, the more intensely he worked my clit. I’m not going to be able to hold it much longer, was my last thought as I felt it begin to slide. He suddenly grabbed the handle and yanked it from my straining pussy, unleashing another wave of orgasmic tension. Oh my fucking…


    


    “Now you have to pay for dropping that,” he snarled as he thrust it deeply inside of me while circling my clit with the evil vibrator that had caused me to lose my grip.


    


    It felt as if he was giving me every bit of that fake cock when he returned to the rhythmic fucking that he had been doing earlier. The deep penetration, combined with constant clit stimulation, kept me in a near constant state of orgasm. I don’t know how much more of this I can handle. I strained to pull away from that damn vibrator, but there was no possible way to retreat. I tried to catch my breath, but that only brought on another wave of pleasure from below.


    


    “Are you beginning to like the dildo?” he asked breaking me from my trance.


    


    “Yes, sir. I love it,” I replied, hoping he would lessen the intensity.


    


    Nothing changed. He continued to stimulate me and fuck me with reckless abandon. I guess he meant it when he said he was going to fuck me within an inch of my life. My mind was becoming hazy and I was starting to have trouble swallowing. Am I actually drooling? I snapped back to consciousness briefly, just in time to feel a sensation that took me completely by surprise. It was as if something that had been welled up deep inside of me for a long, long time had suddenly been released.


    


    “Oh, you good little sub,” Gunner muttered as I experienced the most earth shattering orgasm of my life.


    


    My toes curled so hard that my foot instantly went into spasm, but even that didn’t faze me. My nervous system was so overloaded that I was seeing fireworks and felt as if I was having an out of body experience. Whatever had erupted from within me was very slippery and now that big, fat dick was moving even more freely.


    


    The vibrator stopped and was replaced by his thumb, gently caressing my traumatized nub. That’s much better. He slowly moved the dick in and out of me, twisting it just slightly. My body shuttered once again as it struggled to recover from complete multi-sensory overload. Please be done.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 6


    


    Gunner


    


    That was incredible. In the three years of working with subs, I had never seen anyone squirt quite like that. Our members love that kind of shit. Raven will be a star if she can do that consistently. After a brief cool down, I set down the dildo and began to loosen her foot restraints. Her left foot had been incredibly contorted during her last climax, and I felt compelled to take a few seconds to massage it.


    


    “Holy fuck,” she suddenly blurted out as she came back into full consciousness. “Were you trying to give me a heart attack or what?”


    


    “Just relax and enjoy the endorphins.”


    


    “I never knew they could make you feel like this. It’s like I’m completely wasted,” she mumbled as she began to move her feet.


    


    “It’s amazing isn’t it? You did great,” I assured her, as I released the bindings from her hands.


    


    I knew that Raven was flying high on a natural cocktail of neuropeptides that have been proven to be as powerful as morphine. Based on other first time subs, I also knew that once they wore off, she would be struggling with a myriad of mixed emotions. As the deep satisfaction began to fade, it would slowly give way to feelings of guilt. Guilt would slowly build into shame, and before long, feelings of regret would set in.


    


    Human beings tend to think too much. If she starts to over-analyze what went on tonight, I will most likely never see her again. I need to make sure that doesn’t happen.


    


    


    Raven


    


    He removed the blindfold that had been covering my eyes and slowly the gorgeous hunk of a man who had been torturing me, came back into view. Beads of sweat glistened on his chest showing the amount of exertion that had gone into his efforts. I definitely needed an orgasm, but that was totally over the top. I struggled to focus on his face as he stood over me.


    


    “Are you okay?” he asked with a hint of concern.


    


    “I think so. Did you drug me or something? I feel so completely out of it.” I could sense that I was actually slurring.


    


    “No, it’s all natural, sweetie. Just think… that was just level one.” He smirked as he bent over and gave me a kiss on the forehead. “Just let me know when you are ready to get up. I’ll help you.”


    


    I was too worn out to even move. I watched him as he cleaned up his toys and put new sheaths on them. They definitely practice safe sex around here. Even the toys wear condoms. He pulled off his gloves and threw them in the trash before washing his hands. I will never look at hospital gloves the same way again. 


    


    “Would you like me to help you up or are you ready for level two?” he asked as he returned to my side.


    


    He’s so sexy when he smiles like that. It took a few seconds for my mind to comprehend what he had just asked me. “God no, I’m done. But yes, you are going to have to help me up.”


    


    He lowered one foot to the floor at a time and then pulled my arms toward him to bring me onto my feet.


    


    “Holy shit!” My legs were like noodles, buckling instantly beneath me. Luckily, he had quick reflexes and scooped me up before I hit the floor. As we stood there chest to chest, I couldn’t resist laying my head against him. “I think you broke me.”


    


    “You’re damn right I broke you.” He laughed as he bent down, taking my legs out from under me and into his arms. “And I had a good time doing it, too.”


    


    After carrying me back to the room where we had begun, he set me down on a fresh towel that had been strategically placed on the leather sofa.


    


    “Here’s another towel, in case you want to dry off.”


    


    “I could really use a shower, but I guess that can wait,” I replied as I toweled off and glanced around for my clothes.


    


    “I would offer you a shower, but the water heater is broken. I’m assuming you wouldn’t want a cold one.”


    


    “A cold shower might actually snap me out of this, but no. I’ll pass.”


    


    He handed me my dress and high heels. “I’m keeping your bra and panties as souvenirs,” he needled.


    


    “I’m a mess and you are going to make me go commando?” I asked looking down at my still drenched pussy.


    


    “Welcome to the dungeon.” He chuckled retrieving a box of tissues for me.


    


    “Thank you, sir. You are such a gentleman.” I gave him my best evil eye.


    


    He slipped on his shirt, leaving it unbuttoned and then sat down on the couch as if he was going to watch me clean up. I swiftly slipped on my dress and turned away to finish cleaning up.


    


    “That’s where you draw the line?” He laughed. “I can fuck you silly, but you won’t let me watch you clean up the mess?”


    


    “Can you allow me to leave with just a tiny shred of dignity intact?”


    


    “I guess I can. Just for tonight, though. If you return, you better check your dignity at the door.” He gave me a stern, seriously sexy look.


    


    “Actually, I think this will have to hold me for a while. I’ll have to restock the piggy bank before I can spend any more money on sex play,” I replied hoping he would offer a reduced rate.


    


    “Let’s go. We can discuss that in the car.” He grabbed my hand and began leading me back out of the dungeon.


    


    I think he’s going to give me a discount!


    


    

    

    Gunner


    


    As we settled into the limo, Raven still had that freshly fucked look on her face. It’s a look that suits her well. After being so nervous and fidgety earlier, she now seemed completely relaxed and pleasant.


    


    “How is all this stuff even legal?” she asked with a hazy look in her eyes.


    


    “That’s what I wanted to talk to you about. The contract that you signed earlier was more than a simple liability release form, it was a modeling contract.”


    


    “A what?” She shot straight up in the seat.


    


    “Relax, it’s nothing binding. It’s just to protect us from any prostitution allegations.”


    


    “So you call us models and it’s not prostitution?”


    


    “More or less. Had you read the contract, you would’ve seen that tonight was actually considered a screen test.”


    


    “Really,” she replied crossing her arms defensively.


    


    “Yes and you totally blew me away. Have you ever squirted like that before?”


    


    “No! Is that what happened? That was the strangest thing I’d ever felt in my life. It was like something erupted down there.” Her eyes widened.


    


    “It sure did, you blasted me right in the face. There aren’t many women who can do it like that.”


    


    “I’m pretty sure you were the one who did it.” She giggled. “No wonder your chest was glistening so much.”


    


    “Yeah, you got me pretty good.”


    


    The car pulled up to the hotel and stopped before I really had a chance to explain the whole contract to her.


    


    “I’m going to send you a text from my personal phone. Will you have dinner with me tomorrow evening about five o’clock? I’ll explain all of the details of the modeling contract.”


    


    “Yeah, but I wouldn’t be caught dead doing that on video,” she replied adamantly.


    


    “You know Sapphire right?”


    


    “Is she the one we talked to on the phone?”


    


    “Yeah, her dungeon name is Sapphire. She signed her contract just over five years ago and since then has accumulated over a million online fans.”


    


    “Gross, over a million people are watching her online?”


    


    “Gross? She makes about seventy five cents per year from each of those followers. I know that doesn’t sound like much, but that’s over $750,000 per year!” That got her attention.


    


    “Wow, that’s a ton of cash,” she responded with a faraway look in her eyes. “I could never do it, though.”


    


    “What if I told you that you already did it?”


    


    “You mean you recorded me?” she replied turning instantly hot.


    


    “Whoa, whoa, whoa…. Every session done in the entire building is recorded, but you bought the rights to it for the $500. No one is ever going to see it except for you and me,” I said putting my arm around her.


    


    “You swear to God?”


    


    “I swear to God! In fact, I’ll give you the master copy tomorrow night at dinner.”


    


    “Ok, I’ll meet you for dinner, but this is way out of my comfort zone. Like so far out of it, that I’m actually trembling again.” She held up her hand to show me.


    


    “I know. That’s what makes it so hot.” I gave her a kiss on the cheek. “I can make you our biggest star, if you let me work with you.”


    


    “I need to go. You have already blown my mind several times tonight. I need some rest,” she said as she struggled toward the door of the limo.


    


    “There’s no pressure whatsoever. Just think about it and I’ll pick you up right here for dinner tomorrow evening,” I said, trying to reassure her.


    


    “Ok, I’ll be here at five.”


    


    

    Raven


    


    Oh my holy fucking… what have I gotten myself into? Not only did he violate me in nearly every possible way, but he also recorded it? Fuck me! As I wilted into the driver’s seat of my sports car, my bottom felt completely numb and my mind was still abuzz. While sitting there trying to collect myself, my phone buzzed. It was a text from Gunner:


    


    I know your head is probably spinning right now, but just relax. We’ll discuss everything tomorrow and then I will respect whatever decision you make. Remember, no pressure.


    


    After a few seconds, a second text came across the screen: I had a blast with you tonight…


    


    I knew that the right thing to do would be to get the recording from him the following night and say goodbye; however, I had never had an orgasm like that in my entire life. It was going to take every bit of will power I could muster to walk away. Who am I trying to kid… I won’t be walking away. Not yet anyway. 


    

  


  
    Chapter 7


    


    Raven


    


    Crawling into bed that night, I was more physically and emotionally exhausted than I had been since giving birth. And yet, there were so many thoughts running through my head that all I could do was stare at the ceiling. I can’t believe I did that. It still seems like a dream. Gunner is sexy as hell, but I can’t believe he recorded me. What if that leaked out? That would completely ruin what’s left of my career. I had a blindfold and wig on most of the time, so maybe no one would recognize me. How would I ever explain it to Hannah? Then there’s my mother, who would never let me live it down. Maybe I really am a dirty slut.


    


    I glanced down at my phone and re-read the last message from Gunner. He had a blast? My thoughts instantly turned back toward the lustful side. I have never come like that in my life. I can’t believe I squirted. That was so weird. After tossing and turning restlessly, I rolled onto my stomach and stuffed my headphones into my ears. I cranked up one of my old favorites, Take Your Mama by the Scissor Sisters. Screw it. I had one of the most amazing experiences of my life tonight, but I’m not going any deeper. I’ll get that master recording from Gunner tomorrow night and tell him I’m done. My mind continued to flip flop, back and forth.


    


    The remainder of the night was spent drifting in and out of sleep, dreaming about all that had gone on earlier in the evening. I thought back to how intense it had been. He damn near made me pass out. My juices began to flow once again just at the recollection of being forced to orgasm repeatedly while being unable to escape his touch. What a rush! My fingers traveled down between my legs. Wow, I’m actually a little sore.


    


    After several hours of fitful sleep, my phone buzzed again. This time it was a text from Amber:


    


    Amber: I’m dying to know what happened last night!


    


    She must have truly been dying because I had never heard from her before 8:00am on a Saturday morning for as long as I had known her.


    


    Me: It was wild, scary, and amazing!


    


    Amber: Get up! Let’s go have breakfast or coffee or something.


    


    Me: I need a good breakfast. I’ll call you after a shower.


    


    Amber: Just throw your hair back - you can shower later.


    


    Me: No. I really need a shower! : )


    


    Amber: You’re killing me…


    


    ~~~


    


    “You should see this fucking guy,” were the first words that flew out of my mouth when I met Amber at our favorite breakfast place. I don’t normally swear in public, so she was more than a little shocked.


    


    “What does he look like?” Her eyes lit up.


    


    “Tall, dark, and seriously ripped. His name is Gunner and he’s sooo frickin’ hot.”


    


    “Gunner.” She laughed. “You do know that’s not his real name, right?”


    


    “I know, but he doesn’t know my real name either. That’s what makes it kind of fun.”


    


    “Are you going to see him again?”


    


    “Yeah, he’s taking me to an early dinner tonight.” I beamed.


    


    “You are sick. I want a Gunner!” She pouted.


    


    “Hey, you have the phone number, too. Quit being such a chicken shit and send them a text,” I countered, giving her the raised eyebrows.


    


    “I know. I will as soon as we’re done here. I just wanted to make sure that you had a good time and that everything checked out okay.”


    


    “I had the time of my life. I even squirted,” I whispered.


    


    “We can actually do that?” she asked in disbelief. “I always thought that was a myth and they were just peeing or something.”


    


    “No, it’s very real. It’s incredible actually. If you want to have a little extra fun, just bet him a hundred bucks that he can’t make you squirt.” I smirked.


    


    “Yeah, I’m going to taunt him my first time out. Good advice my friend!” she replied, her face becoming flushed.


    


    After finishing an interesting breakfast with Amber, I sent Gunner a quick text letting him know that Amber was going to be contacting them. I wanted to make sure he knew that she was my best friend, so he would let someone else call her back. I didn’t want to share my Gunner! My Gunner, yeah right.


    


    Throughout the course of the afternoon, my thoughts kept drifting back to how incredible he looked without his shirt. I wonder if I made him hard? I’m sure he’s seen so many girls. I need to stop thinking about him. I’m walking away. At least that’s what I kept repeating to myself. It’s what I really wanted to do, but part of me knew that he had literally opened up Pandora’s box and I was going to have a very hard time not finding out what else was hidden inside. If pain heightens the experience even further, I’m not sure I could even handle it. I almost passed out from level one. God, I’m getting horny again. He’s going to drive me fucking crazy.


    


    The day literally dragged by as I checked the time every fifteen or twenty minutes. For once it was gorgeous outside, so I decided to get out and enjoy it. Watching people in the park was one of my favorite pastimes, so I thought it would be a good way to kill some time. The nice weather had drawn out all of the fair weather joggers and exercisers, so there were all types of people to watch.


    


    One of the highlights was an older gentleman who apparently took his fashion cues from an old Richard Simmons workout video. Can you even buy those sweat bands anymore? Oh well, at least he is out here trying to get a little exercise which is more than I can say. I really need to get back in shape. That was honestly why the thought of being recorded had sent me over the edge. I haven’t worked out in months for Christ sake and I’m white as a damn ghost.


    


    “Hey, neighbor,” a familiar voice startled me from behind me.


    


    Holy shit! “Tom, how are you?” He was one of the only single guys who lived in my apartment building.


    


    “Doing great, just glad to finally get some sun.”


    


    “Me, too. I was just noticing my pasty white legs.”


    


    “Well, you’re in good company. Anyone with a tan is either from out of town or fake baking.” He laughed. “You look good, even without a tan.”


    


    “Thanks for lying to make me feel better. You look hot in those bike shorts, too,” I blurted out without thinking.


    


    “Sorry, they’re a little tight,” he said with an embarrassed look crossing his face. “I gained a few pounds over the winter.”


    


    “Nah, bike shorts can never be too tight,” I teased.


    


    “On that note, I’m going to get back to my exercise.” He smirked.


    


    “Nice to see you, Tom.”


    


    “You, too. Have fun creeping on everyone,” he added while peddling away.


    


    That was one of the most normal conversations I had ever had with Tom. For some reason, he had always made me flustered, which usually led to walking away in embarrassment. God I hate that. That never happened when I was younger. If anything, I had been a little too bold and scared the boys off. Ever since my divorce, though, I hadn’t been able to regain the confidence and composure of my younger days. Being a struggling, single mom has definitely taken a toll on my ego. Even though I knew it was all in my head, it didn’t make it any easier to correct. It had always been way easier for me to change physical habits than mental ones.


    


    It’s finally three o’clock! I sprung off the bench and began the trek back to my apartment. Since I had worn my little black dress the night before, I decided to break out the red one. That red dress always makes me feel sexy. Once again, thoughts of Gunner began to flood my mind. It had been years since I couldn’t stop thinking about someone. It felt like one of those intense crushes from my high school days. I’m a little too old for crushes. I really can’t wait to see him, though.


    


    


    Gunner


    


    I was shocked when the first thought that I had the following morning was of Raven. She’s so different from most of the women I’ve met in the past few years. Her innocence and professional demeanor are definite turn-ons. Since she was so out of it, I don’t think she even noticed how aroused I was after our session. It took every ounce of willpower I had to resist sweeping her up in my arms and taking her home with me last night.


    


    Unfortunately, that hadn’t even been a possibility due to my extremely rigid employment contract. Any relationships that began in the dungeon stayed in the dungeon. I’m not going to lose a lucrative gig like this over some foolish attraction. I can’t believe I’m even contemplating it. I’ve worked with hundreds of girls without giving any of them a second thought. None of them were like her, though.


    


    I made a conscious decision to suppress my feelings. I had mastered that skill over the years. Being a Dom in the porn industry wasn’t exactly something that allowed for stable outside relationships, but for the moment, the money was way too good to pass up. In fact, with my debt paid to Carter, I had finally been able to build up a serious cash cushion. It was a huge improvement from where I had been the day that Renegade pulled up to the gym in a new hundred thousand-dollar Boxster. Thank God he took the time to introduce me to his boss. At the time, all of us in the financial services industry had been hanging on for dear life and I had foolishly stepped over the line. I was simply trying to get ahead, but it had only left me in a dire situation.


    


    I have never forgotten our first conversation that afternoon; I had no idea what BDSM even was. I had heard of bondage, but it wasn’t something that I had spent any time thinking about. It wasn’t until he told me how much money he was making that I developed a keen interest to learn more. After describing the basic concepts, he turned me over to Sapphire, who became my Dominatrix. She opened my eyes to a world that I had never imagined and made me feel things that were way beyond my sense of reality at the time.


    


    For some reason, I thought that she would go easy on me since she was a girl… I couldn’t have been more wrong. Sapphire and Sable both turned out to be at least as brutal as any of us guys. I honestly didn’t think my balls were ever going to be the same after our first few sessions, but they survived. In fact, I found the pain and agony to be strangely addictive. That’s when I began to realize why some people kept coming back over and over to conquer even more challenging levels. It truly is a challenge, not unlike a triathlon, mountain climbing, or any of the adrenaline-fueled sports.


    


    In BDSM, there is adrenaline, fear, pain, and the eventual reward of an endorphin overload, which is exactly what makes it so addictive. It’s definitely much more fun than skydiving or base jumping, but it’s every bit as challenging to master your fear of the unknown. Sapphire was always a huge fan of blindfolds, so I never knew when the cattle prod or the next crack of a cane was coming. Just like in real life, I simply had to train my mind not to fear the uncertainty. Once I mastered that and learned to relax into the pain, then the humiliation training had begun. That’s a whole story within itself.


    


    Over the past few months, though, things had begun to grow a bit stale. The money was great and the job wasn’t hard, but it seemed as if the same girls kept on coming through the door over and over again. I was more than ready to meet someone like Raven, so I found myself hoping that I could convince her to stay. I went so far as to contact Jasmine, a friend of mine who was a makeup artist for the movie industry. She had helped me cloak my identity when I first got started, so I knew she would be able to do the same for Raven. In the meantime, we could continue to use the blindfolds or even something more extreme like a hood.


    


    I just want to work with her. I want to see just how far I can push her. I knew she had to have been a strong person who, like me, had simply experienced a few bad breaks. It’s easy to get beaten up in this crazy, fucked up world. The best way to find yourself again is to push yourself to the absolute limit and see how much you can really take. That’s what I hope to do for Raven. She seemed to be a kindred spirit, someone I had never expected to find, especially in the dungeon.


    

  


  
    Chapter 8


    


    Raven


    


    As I stood in front of the Excelsior Hotel, I had to wonder if I would ever be able to get past the guilty feelings that I kept on harboring. I felt as if I was about to do something horribly immoral, even though I was simply waiting for a dinner date. Maybe it was because my thoughts kept diverting back to the way he had driven me to multiple orgasms the night before and how I had melted into a puddle of hormones against his touch.


    


    My heart skipped a beat, once again, as the black stretch limousine came into view. My breath caught as I anticipated the opening of the car door. When it did, out stepped Gunner dressed in a black tux, white shirt, and tie. Holy shit, he looks good! I took a deep breath. I knew it was going to take all of my resolve to resist this handsome devil that came dressed as if he was George Clooney at the Oscars.


    


    “Hello, Raven. It’s a pleasure to see you again,” he said with a glimmer in his eyes and a smirk on his lips. “You look stunning.”


    


    “Thank you. You look great, too.”


    


    “I thought I would go upscale tonight. I didn’t want to be outclassed by you two nights in a row.” He smiled and nodded his head, signaling me to get in the car.


    


    “Where are we going?” I enquired as I scooted to the middle of the seat.


    


    “To the mansion,” he replied. “I want you to see the other side of things.”


    


    “Whose mansion?”


    


    “It’s the corporate mansion; the five of us can use it or crash there whenever we want. I thought you might like to see that it’s a first class operation,” he explained.


    


    “Okay, but I don’t think it will change my mind.” I’m not getting involved.


    


    “I’m not sure why I’m telling you this, but my real name is Dalton Taylor.” He held out his hand to shake mine.


    


    “Jillian Price.”


    


    “I know. When I worked downtown, I would see your beautiful smile each time I looked out my office window.” There’s that devilish grin again.


    


    “So you knew who I was the whole time?”


    


    “Actually, the black hair threw me at first, but when I took of your blindfold last night, I noticed that it was a wig,” he confessed. “I have to say, it was a real turn on once I realized it was you.”


    


    “Well, thank you… I think.”


    


    “You should definitely take it as a compliment. After all of the women I’ve worked with, it takes a very special woman to turn me on.” At that point, he broke eye contact and turned back toward the window.


    


    The mansion was located in the foothills, not far from the place we had gone to the previous evening. When the limo pulled up to drop us off, it became clear that it was truly a mansion. It was at least a hundred years old and would sell for millions. I racked my brain trying to recall who had purchased it. I should know who owns this.


    


    “Your face used to be all over the valley. I often wondered how you had become so successful at such a young age,” he said after a few moments of silence.


    


    “That seems like a lifetime ago,” I replied with a sigh. “Sometimes I wonder if it was just a result of the real estate bubble. It’s been much more of a struggle in recent years.”


    


    “Everyone has had a tougher time since the crash. All you can do is dust yourself off and move on,” he said with a growing look of concern. “What the hell happened to you? It had to be more than just the economy.”


    


    “Perry Walters happened to me,” I admitted in a moment of self-pity.


    


    “So he’s your ex? You must be attracted to powerful men.”


    


    “I used to be. I always had a tendency to scare off the weaker ones.” I laughed trying to make myself feel better.


    


    “Just for the record, you don’t scare me a bit.” He smirked.


    


    Jesus, I feel like a damn schoolgirl around this guy.


    


    ~~~


    


    The entrance to the house was spectacular, with a huge chandelier hanging in the vaulted entryway. The beautiful marble floor led into a formal living room complete with overstuffed leather furniture, an incredible stone fireplace, and the largest flat screen television I had ever seen. In the adjacent wing was a huge dining room with a massive handcrafted oak table that looked like it could seat twenty guests. Everything was bold and overstated. This was definitely put together by someone who had a powerful ego and wanted to impress his or her guests.


    


    In the center of the house was a magnificent open kitchen that overlooked the entire city. After sampling a few appetizers and pouring a glass of champagne, we took one of the spiral staircases down to the equally stunning pool area. Looking in one direction there was that breathtaking view of the city. In the other direction, there was an equally impressive view of the coastline and ocean.


    


    “The views are incredible up here.” I kept looking around trying to take it all in.


    


    “Let me introduce you to the guys,” Gunner said leading me over to the pool. “Raven, this is Blade and Renegade.”


    


    “Hey, Raven,” they each replied in turn.


    


    Gunner and Renegade could’ve easily passed as brothers, maybe even twins. Other than the color of their eyes and the fact that Gunner was a bit more muscular, one could’ve easily been mistaken one for the other. Blade was totally different but still hot in his own right, with his shaved head, intense eyes, and ominous expression. He definitely would’ve scared the shit out of me if he had stepped out of the limo last night. I’m not so sure I could’ve gone through with it.


    


    “We’re going to go over the contract,” Gunner informed them.


    


    “You would do well,” Blade said with a shit-eaten’ grin. His eyes continued to canvas my body from top to bottom.


    


    “Yeah, you’d be good competition for the other two,” Renegade added. “We need a little more of that around here.”


    


    “I think they approve,” Gunner relayed in a hushed tone as we made our way toward an outdoor fireplace. “Sapphire and Sable are both so compact and muscular. It will be nice to have a tall, lean woman like you in the mix.”


    


    “You’re assuming I’m going to stay?” I asked, a bit shocked by his assumption. “I told you last night that this is way outside of my comfort zone.”


    


    “That’s why I brought you here. I wanted you to see the more normal side of our existence.”


    


    “You think this place is normal? I would say it’s someone’s attempt at recreating the Playboy mansion,” I replied raising my eyebrows.


    


    “Hey, everything is platonic around here. Nothing goes on at the mansion,” he stressed.


    


    “So you are saying that you and Sapphire aren’t involved with each other?”


    


    “She was my Domme, so we’ve done it all. We are still on a set with each other once in a while, but it’s strictly for work,” he replied flatly.


    


    “This is all so beyond my comprehension right now,” I said feeling a little flustered.


    


    “It’s no different than what you and I did last night. It was business, nothing more,” he said using that same flat tone.


    


    “But you made it seem as if you actually liked me. Am I really being that naive?”


    


    “I really do like you. That’s why I want to take you all the way,” he replied with more urgency. “I want you to experience heights that you couldn’t possibly imagine right now. You and me baby, all ten levels.”


    


    “So you want me to be your new submissive? Your sex slave?” I felt a wave of anxiety instantly wash over me as a result of hearing myself utter the words.


    


    He lifted my chin with his fingers and said, “I want to uncover that incredibly strong woman that has somehow become trapped inside of you. She’s still in there and she’s even stronger than you remember.”


    


    He’s so damn sexy. I really want to feel his naked body next to mine. But I don’t want to do anything stupid. Shit, I’m about to do something stupid.


    


    “Take me through level two and then we will discuss the contract,” I threw out there in a moment of pure lust.


    


    “You’ve got it.” His demeanor instantly changed as he took me by the hand and led me toward the gate.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 9


    


    


    Gunner


    


    I honestly thought that she was going to bail on me. Who could blame her when she has a young kid at home and so many people in the area who could possibly recognize her? I was hoping that Jasmine could’ve joined us tonight, but it was short notice.


    


    When Raven suggested that I take her through level two, I instantly took her hand and led her back to the car. I didn’t want to give her the slightest opportunity to change her mind.


    


    “Slip off your dress,” I instructed, just as the car began to pull away from the mansion.


    


    “Right here?” Her face immediately flushed to match her dress.


    


    “Yes, I want you in nothing but high heels,” I replied, giving her my sternest look. “Now…”


    


    She took a deep breath and slipped her dress off one shoulder, followed by the other.


    


    “A little help, sir,” she requested as she turned her back to me.


    


    I slowly glided the zipper down her back. The sweet smell of her perfume teased my senses as I leaned into her. She always smells so incredible. I unhooked her bra and helped her wriggle free from her clothing. She turned to face me once again, giving me a look of disapproval.


    


    “How much pain would you like to experience during level two?” I asked, letting her know who was in control of the situation.


    


    “As little as possible,” she mumbled.


    


    “I couldn’t hear you.”


    


    “As little as possible, sir,” she proclaimed defiantly.


    


    “Then you better get those panties off.”


    


    She rose just slightly off the seat and slid her panties down over her hips. She gave me a subtle glare as she held them out on one finger.


    


    “You can put them with your dress. That glare just earned you at least one moment of intense pain.”


    


    “I’m sorry, sir.” She complied, placing her panties within her neatly folded dress.


    


    “Do you wish to be blindfolded again tonight?”


    


    “Yes, if you are going to be recording it, sir,” she replied in a more subdued tone.


    


    I slipped the blindfolds over her eyes and secured it. Once she was deprived of her vision, I reached behind her and grabbed my cane. I ran it down one inner thigh and back up the other, before letting it come to rest between her legs.


    


    “Are you familiar with a Delrin cane?”


    


    “No, sir,” she whispered back.


    


    “You will be after tonight. So far you have earned one good smack with it,” I teased as I made a whipping sound in the air before smacking the leather seat next to her. “These are much more durable than the old wood canes. They can take much more abuse.”


    


    “I look forward to it, sir,” she muttered.


    


    “Ah, the suck-up is back,” I said as I ran the cane along the left side of her body.


    


    “I’m sorry, sir,” she replied as I circled each of her nipples with the cane’s tip.


    


    Judging by the subtle moans that escaped her lips, the cane was doing exactly what I had intended. She was definitely in the moment and the fact that she was completely naked had been pushed to the back of her mind.


    


    

    Raven


    


    The feel of the cane as he touching me randomly sent quivers through my body. The sound of it slapping the car seat nearly caused me to jump out of my skin. Then as he began to circle my nipples, I felt an instant gush of juices down below. Next, I will be in trouble for leaving a mess on the car seat.


    


    “We have arrived,” Gunner said as the car began to slow, before coming to a complete stop.


    


    “Do I get my clothes back, sir?”


    


    “When we are finished,” he replied, taking me by the hand and opening the car door.


    


    I felt a mixture of exhilaration and humility as a cool evening breeze floated across my exposed flesh. Wearing nothing but a blindfold and high heels, intuition told me that my obvious vulnerability was part of his power play. I’m going to keep my cool. There is no one who is going to see me anyway.


    


    The sudden absence of light, followed by cool, dampness were obvious clues that we had entered the dungeon. Despite the chill against my skin, I was relieved to know that we were inside. As someone who had recurring nightmares about being naked in public, being able to keep my emotions in check was a definite victory. After several twists and turns, we finally came to a stop. I could sense either a wall or something large directly in front of me. Next, I heard the sound of metal clanking on metal as he changed his grip on my hand and raised my arm above my head. Without breathing a word, he grabbed my other arm and strapped them both above my head. Hearing his footsteps recede, I was left standing with my arms extended above my head. I began to think about the fact that I was being recorded. What if thousands of people were watching me right now? I was caught off guard by a strange feeling of excitement that followed the thought. I’ve never thought of myself as having any exhibitionist tendencies. Why am I suddenly feeling excited about it?


    


    

    Gunner


    


    Raven handled the first humiliation test with ease and was eerily calm as I secured her wrists to the bondage bar overhead. The goal of level two was to help her fully understand the path that she was contemplating, before she signed the contract. After experiencing a good taste of what lay ahead, she would either love it or hate it. Either way, I wanted her to make an informed decision with her eyes wide open. She would have to endure a little pain, considerable restraint, and in the end, another round of humiliation. I knew she would be angry before the night came to a close, but then she would be given a week to think about everything.


    


    I removed my shoes, socks, and shirt before going back into the room. Being barefoot allowed me to move in silence, which I always preferred when my subject was blindfolded. It always added an additional layer of tension when they couldn’t tell where I was or what I was about to do next. I’m really looking forward to finding out what she’s made of. After letting her hang there with her thoughts for a few minutes, I retrieved my cane and snuck up behind her.


    


    “Are you ready to discover the painful part of the equation?” I asked quietly, running the cane down the length of her spine.


    


    “No, sir,” she muttered in return.


    


    “When would you rather feel the pain?”


    


    “At the end, sir,” she said with a whimper.


    


    It immediately became apparent that being subjected to pain was going to be another hot button for her. Most people who visited the dungeon were already involved in BDSM and bondage, so they were looking to take things to the next level. Either that or they were exhibitionists who wanted to make some money by performing for an audience. Raven fell into neither category. That’s another reason she gives me such a hard-on.


    


    “I thought maybe you would like to get the pain out of the way. That way you could enjoy the rest of the evening,” I replied, tapping the cane along the curve of her right hip.


    


    “No, sir. I would rather have it right at the end,” she pleaded.


    


    “Pleasure normally follows pain,” I told her, switching the cane to her other hip. “You need the pain first to get the endorphins flowing.”


    


    “I understand that, sir,” she replied with a slight hesitation in her voice.


    


    “So, you are a newbie who wants to buck the system? Is that what you’re telling me?” I asked while more aggressively tapping the right cheek of her ass.


    


    “No, sir,” she pleaded.


    


    “I think that you are simply afraid of the unknown,” I speculated as I moved the cane to the front of her body. “I think if I gave you a good crack, you would see that it’s not so bad. Then we could move on.”


    


    She began to whimper instead of replying, so I knew I was getting to her. I went back to circling one nipple with the tip of the cane before moving to the other. Her whimpering increased in intensity as I began to tap the cane on the upper part of her chest.


    


    

    Raven


    


    I had read about caning online and I couldn’t believe that he was actually going to start out with such an aggressive tool. Aren’t they supposed to start out with flogging then move to a paddle before going on to a cane? If he’s trying to scare me off, this is the way to do it. I felt a violent shudder as he began to tap the cane on my chest. I’m definitely not ready for anything like this.


    


    “Maybe you’re right, Raven. Maybe it would be better to wait. You aren’t ready for the cane are you?” he asked as he continued to tap his way around my body.


    


    “No, sir,” I said feeling a little sense of relief.


    


    “You are sure you don’t want to get it over with?”


    


    “No, sir. I want to wait.”


    


    He began to run a gloved hand between my juicy lips as he tapped the top of my ass with that damn cane.


    


    “You definitely are excited. I think you actually like the cane. I think it’s making you hot, but you just won’t admit it,” he said teasingly.


    


    “No, sir,” I whispered breathlessly.


    


    “Are you telling me that you aren’t incredibly turned on right now?” he whispered in my ear.


    


    “No, sir,” I repeated.


    


    “Have you ever been more sexually excited in your life than you are right now?” he asked while tapping a little harder on my ass.


    


    I hesitated for a moment, thinking about how I should answer. I didn’t want to admit that the fear of the cane was actually turning me on. But at the same time, I didn’t want to lie because for some reason, he always knew when I wasn’t telling the truth.


    


    “Answer me!”


    


    “I don’t know, sir,” I replied, still not knowing exactly what to say.


    


    That’s when a loud crack split the air and a sharp pain surged through my ass and up my spine that made me believe I had been truly injured.


    


    “Ooowwww!” I cried out in both shock and pain. You fucking bastard!


    


    “Did you just call me a fucking bastard?” He snarled in my ear.


    


    “No, sir.” Fuck, did I say that out loud?


    


    “I swear I heard you call me a fucking bastard. If that’s the case, then you just earned two more strokes just like the first one,” he said tapping on my ass once again.


    


    “No, sir. I would never call you that,” I pleaded, not wanting any more of the cane.


    


    “Never lie to me. That’s why I decided to give you the first stroke. You were incredibly turned on, but you insisted on lying to me about it.”


    


    “I’m sorry, sir!” God is this guy a fucking mind reader?


    


    “Since you’re a newbie, we will stop at one for now. From now on however, you tell me the truth when I ask you a question. That way you won’t get hurt.”


    


    “Yes, sir.”


    


    With one final tap on my ass, he walked away. Much to my relief, I heard the cane hit the floor. That thing really fucking hurt, but he was right. I’m glad it’s over.


    

  


  
    Chapter 10


    


    


    Gunner


    


    She just passed my second test with flying colors. I knew this girl was strong. She just needs to get her mojo back. In the next part of level two, she would learn about predicament bondage. She won’t experience much pain unless she inflicts it upon herself.


    


    I walked up behind her and reached around her, cupping her breasts. “Are you ready for some intense pleasure?”


    


    “Yes, sir,” she replied sweetly.


    


    She was obviously a fast learner. I reached up and released the bondage bar that bound her wrists. Grabbing hold of it, I used it to lead her to the next station.


    


    “All you have to do is hop up on the table and lie on your back,” I instructed while helping her maneuver with the bar still attached to her wrists.


    


    “Now what are we doing?” she asked as she struggled into position.


    


    “I’m going to teach you about predicament bondage. Have you ever heard of it?”


    


    “No. It sounds bad,” she replied with a cute little pout crossing her lips.


    


    “Actually, you are in control. So I think you will like it.”


    


    “I’m in control?”


    


    “Yes, give me a second and I’ll show you how it works.”


    


    Once she was flat on her back, I raised the bar so that her arms were extended above her. Then I took each foot and cuffed them to the ends of the bar as well. Both her arms and legs were hanging from the bar, but her back and head were still resting on the table for the moment.


    


    “Is this my predicament?” she asked, squirming to get comfortable.


    


    “You wish. I’ll show you your predicament in a moment.”


    


    

    Raven


    


    He always sounds so ominous when he answers my questions. He tells me just enough to make me worry about what’s coming next. The smell of his cologne and sensing his presence were the only two ways that I could determine his location. Someone else brushed by me, too. I could tell it wasn’t him because it was a completely different brand of cologne.


    


    “Is someone else in the room with us?” I asked, suddenly wishing I wasn’t blindfolded.


    


    “Let me explain your predicament,” Gunner replied, completely ignoring my question. “I’m going to tie a string to each of your nipples and then I’m going to tie the other ends to the bar.”


    


    “Ok,” I replied, not really understanding how that would create a predicament.


    


    “When I begin using the vibrator on your clit, your natural reaction will be to close your legs. When you can’t do that, your next reaction will be to lower your legs. If you try to lower your legs, these strings are going to pull on your nipples,” he explained as he finished tying the knots.


    


    “Ouch!” I just barely moved and there was a sharp pinch in my left nipple.


    


    “In other words, if you need to move, make sure you pull your legs toward you instead of pushing away or moving side to side,” he clarified.


    


    “Yes, sir.” That doesn’t seem too complicated.


    


    Next I heard an ominous buzzing sound that reminded me of the trimmer that my hair stylist always used to shave the little hairs on the back of my neck. My body tensed as the sound came toward me and hovered in between my legs.


    


    “Oh fuck!” I cried out the moment that prickly little thing hit my clit. This is no ordinary vibrator. Holy shit that’s intense!


    


    “Oh oh oh god, oh my god, oh god, oh fuck…” were the only words that passed from my lips as he rubbed the nubs of the vibrator all around my clit. “Oh god, oh fuck… Ohhhh!”


    


    “Now you see the beauty of your predicament?” he asked as he moved back and forth driving me absolutely fucking crazy.


    


    My legs began to shake and I instantly felt the strings tugging at my nipples. Pull with your arms back, flashed through my mind as he insidiously continued to work my ultra-sensitive flesh with that extremely invasive vibrator.


    


    “Now I’m going to turn it on high.”


    


    Are you fucking serious? That wasn’t high?


    


    


    Gunner


    


    A moan of sheer anguish passed from her lips when I told her I was switching it to high. It was priceless. She let out a scream as I parted her drenched lips and once again began to work her swollen clit with the most intense clitoral vibrator in my arsenal. I knew that this was yet another situation where the intensity would either be an extreme turn-on for her or it would be one of the deal breakers.


    


    “The safe words are Yellow and Red if you can’t take it,” I reminded her.


    


    Her nipples strained, her arms shook, and her abdomen rippled as she began chirping once again, “Oh my god, oh god, oh god, oh fuck, ohhhhhh…”


    


    I pressed her lips further apart and held the vibrator firmly, rolling it just slightly as she alternated between whimpering and crying out in sheer ecstasy. I pulled back for a moment to give her a break and used my fingers to massage her red, swollen lips. After several soothing strokes, I once again put the vibrator to her clit and circled it even more aggressively.


    


    “Tell me when you’re going to come,” I instructed, as her arms and legs began to shake violently. In addition to her steady stream of cries there was the chattering sound of the bondage bar, which by this point was completely drowning out the buzzing of the vibrator.


    


    “Oh my fucking... I’m going to come!” she finally screamed after at least two more minutes of extreme clitoral torture.


    


    She threw her head back and pulled with her arms as she rode wave after wave of contractions that nearly seemed to cause her to black out. By the time I finally let up, she seemed to have entered into a state of semi-consciousness with staggered breaths and a continuous chant of the same three words over and over. “Oh my god…”


    


    


    Raven


    


    Oh my god… was the only phrase that kept running through my head. I’m not sure why those words were so prevalent, but it could have been because I thought I was about to pass over to the other side. There simply are not words to describe the intensity of whatever he was using on me. Holy fucking shit, that was unbelievable.


    


    “Are you alright?” I heard through the extreme brain fog as he slapped the side of my face. “Are you still there?”


    


    “Yeah, holy shit that was amazing! Holy shit!”


    


    “Do you think you can come one more time for me?”


    


    Is he fucking serious?


    


    “You have to come once more to pass level two,” he said as he switched over to the magic wand and buried it between my sensitive lips.


    


    “Oh god! Oh my god! I can come again! I will come again for you!” I screamed as he pushed it even deeper between my lips.


    


    “I’m going to help you come,” he replied as I felt his fingers deep inside of me.


    


    I felt as if I was screaming incoherently as his fingers began working my G-spot. This combination was the same one that had driven me over the edge during level one.


    


    “I want you to squirt again!” he demanded as he held the vibrator tight to my clit and continued to ravage my G-spot with his thick fingers.


    


    This is un-fucking-believable, was my only thought as I felt that same feeling building deep within me that I had experienced the night before. It was something so incredible, so explosive, that the moment I felt it again I knew that I was never going to have the willpower to walk away from him.


    


    He pulled back momentarily. “Are you sure you want to come again?”


    


    “Yes, please! I’m almost there,” I begged. I literally cringed at the thought of him stopping at that point and leaving me unfulfilled.


    


    “Are you sure you want to squirt again?” he asked as he traced the length of my swollen lips with his fingers.


    


    “Yes, I’m sure. Please do it for me!” I begged again. “Please make me come!”


    


    

    Gunner


    


    Sometimes when a woman has had so much stimulation, you have to stop for a minute or two to reset the nervous system. Raven almost came as a result of me pulling back, so I knew this was the case with her. It was music to my ears when she begged for another orgasm. She’s not going anywhere. I’m going to give her another mind blower.


    


    I had always protected myself with subs, because most of them were quite promiscuous, and by nature, I had always been a little paranoid of STDs. That particular night however, I let my rigid protocol slide for Raven. Even though I hadn’t known her long, it was obvious that she was different from the others. I was excited by the prospect of taking her through all ten levels and now was the time for me to reel her in.


    


    “I’m going to make you explode, baby,” I reassured her as I turned on a smaller vibrator and slipped it inside of her ass.


    


    “Oooh, that feels good,” she moaned as I positioned it for her maximum pleasure.


    


    “Pull back with your arms,” I told her as I slipped my fingers back inside of her and began caressing her G-Spot with one hand while working the vibrator with the other.


    


    In a matter of seconds, she was right back to where we had left off - moaning incessantly and struggling to control the violent shaking of her legs.


    


    “Pull back with your arms,” I warned her one more time before bending forward and slipping my tongue between her incredibly juicy folds.


    


    “Oh fuck!” was all I heard from above as I ran my tongue up to her clit and pulled the swollen little nub into my mouth. I sucked down hard on her and began rolling her clit between my lips and tongue. “Oh fuck!” she screamed once again.


    


    Encouraged by her latest outburst, I focused on working her G-spot with my fingers and her clit with my mouth. With my other hand, I simply held the vibrator steady in the best possible position. The moans continued to grow and I enjoyed watching her abdomen twitch and flex in front of me. I could hear the chattering of the bondage bar becoming louder and louder, so I knew there was an impending orgasm brewing.


    


    I gasped for a quick breath before burying my face within her, sucking her clit and working it with everything my lips and tongue had to offer. As her cries intensified, I curled my fingers hard against her G-spot and feverishly stroked those little bumps. Just as I was thinking that I had to come up for air, everything let loose in one explosive climax.


    


    She literally screamed at the top of her lungs as her pussy exploded in my mouth. Everything contracted so hard that she literally expelled both the vibrator and my fingers while simultaneously drenching me with her juices. Her incredible climax was topped off by the fact that she thrust her legs forward, jerking her nipples so hard that it popped both strings right off of them. It was an experience that she would bring up repeatedly over the coming weeks. It was nothing short of amazing!


    


    


    Raven


    


    After the earth-shattering orgasm that Gunner gave me, I no longer had any concerns about my heart or cardiovascular system. If there had been any weak points, I would’ve either stroked out or died of a massive coronary right on the table. I also learned a lesson in control, which is the whole point of predicament bondage. I had been so focused on the orgasm that I completely forgot about my poor little nipples. Until Gunner lifted the blindfold, I was quite sure that I had ripped them right off.


    


    “That’s a wrap,” someone else yelled.


    


    Fuck! I knew there were other people in the room!


    


    “Now that’s one for the archives,” Gunner said as he leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the lips. He held it just long enough to draw me back to the moment and then he pulled back. “Are you okay?”


    


    “I never thought it would be possible to have such intense pain and incredible pleasure in the same exact moment,” I gasped as I began to drift back into reality. It was as extreme as having an orgasm while giving birth!


    


    “Your nipples are pretty red,” he said as he lightly rolled them between his fingers.


    


    “I’m just glad they’re still there!”


    


    Out of the corner of my eye, an older gentleman in a creepy black mask came walking toward us. Coming to a stop right in front of me, he lifted his black mask. I was horrified to see who had been in the room with us the whole time.


    


    “Carter? What the hell are you doing here?” I gasped in utter horror.


    


    “I just wanted to stop by and check out the new girl. A better question would be…what the hell are you doing here?”


    


    “It’s a long story. Long being the key word,” I replied not knowing what to make of the situation.


    


    “Well that was one spectacular performance. I think you’ve found your true calling,” he replied. He then gave me a pat on the leg before making his exit.


    


    Oh dear lord… Suddenly everything came together. “Carter owns it! I thought it was someone I knew,” I exclaimed as it hit me like a lightning bolt. “I couldn’t think of who had purchased that mansion.”


    


    “Yes, it belongs to Carter. He doesn’t spend much time there, though. He’s a busy man.”


    


    “Does he own this place, too?” I asked suddenly becoming suspicious as hell.


    


    “Yeah, he bought it at least six years,” he replied, grabbing a towel to wipe his face.


    


    “I always knew he was a total player,” I said shaking my head in disbelief. “Does he always wear that creepy black mask?”


    


    “Whenever the cameras are rolling. He’s convinced that no one will recognize him.” Gunner laughed. “Do you know him well?”


    


    “I had an internship with Randolph Development during my sophomore year in college. That’s where I got my real estate license.”


    


    “He’s one hell of a role model, definitely knows how to put a deal together. No wonder you were so successful, you learned from the best,” he said, putting two and two together.


    


    “True, but he was always flirting with me because I was the youngest one in the office. Since I was a teenager, and he was in his fifties, I found it very creepy,” I said, thinking back to those days. “He was always trying to touch me back then, and now he was in the room watching me. I’m a little creeped out right now.”


    


    “Pain, pleasure, and humiliation all go together around here,” he said flatly, as he reached for my hand to help me down from the table. “I wanted you to know exactly what you are getting into.”


    


    “So what happens now, if I want to bail on this whole deal?”


    


    “You pay me $500 for tonight’s session and you take both masters along with the copyrights,” he replied in a business-like tone.


    


    “This is just a game to you, isn’t it?” I asked, suddenly feeling a little dejected.


    


    “It’s far from a game. This is my livelihood,” he said, turning deadly serious once again. “Before I met Carter, I was up shit creek without a paddle.”


    


    “And now you’re rich because of all of this?”


    


    “Yes. I’ll make over half of a million this year. If you decide to come onboard and we release tonight’s performance, we could each make twenty five to thirty grand on the next live show.”


    


    “That much for an hour of work?” I gasped.


    


    “Tonight was pure gold, Raven. You’re an amateur, and we have great chemistry, so people will eat that shit up,” he said with a definite glimmer in his eyes. “The first two videos we’ve made together would blow up if we released them. After that, if members wanted to see more, they would have to pay to watch each new session live.”


    


    “How much could I make from eight live shows?”


    


    “Anywhere from two fifty to three hundred thousand for the whole set.”


    


    “That’s incredible, but then what?”


    


    “After you make it through the ten levels, you can continue to do guest appearances or you can become one of us.” He smirked.


    


    “A dominatrix?”


    


    “Yeah, something like that. You can start your own show, just like Sapphire and Sable. Choose whatever theme turns you on.”


    


    “I’m going to have to think all of this over. Where are my clothes?”


    


    “They are still in the car. Slip on your shoes and I’ll walk you out.” He smirked once again.


    


    “You love embarrassing me, don’t you?” He is lucky he’s so damn sexy.


    


    “I love the fact that you can take it,” he replied, hanging onto me while I strapped on my heels. “I thought for sure I would lose you.”


    


    “What makes you think you haven’t?”


    


    “The fact that you’re still speaking to me in a rational tone.”


    


    “You really have a devilish grin,” I told him as I popped the second heel into place. “Are you going to grab your clothes?”


    


    “I suppose I should grab them, but it’s a nice night for boxers.”


    


    Sure, he just wants to torment me some more with those killer pecs and abs. I might have to try turning the tables on him. As we walked down the corridor, I heard the screams of another woman in distress. I immediately recognized that it was Amber’s voice. We were definitely going to have a lot to talk about at Sunday morning coffee.


    

  


  
    Chapter 11


    


    Gunner


    


    Walking her to the car, amidst the echoes of other subs enjoying a distressful evening, I knew I had her full attention. Between the extreme orgasms and the promise of big bucks, there was no way she could walk away from all of it.


    


    “You should take the week to really think things over,” I suggested, downplaying my confidence.


    


    “Yeah, especially if Carter is involved,” she replied still seeming a bit out of it.


    


    As we re-entered the limo, she once again took the spot in the middle of the back seat. I was rather surprised that she didn’t immediately grab her clothes, but simply crossed her legs and sat back instead.


    


    “Aren’t you going to get dressed?”


    


    “There’s no rush. Like you said it’s a gorgeous evening,” she replied with a content sex-kitten look on her face.


    


    “Look who’s suddenly an exhibitionist.” I ran my fingers along her left thigh, just to tease her a bit.


    


    “You surprised me tonight with that tongue of yours,” she cooed, tracing her fingertips along the curve of my chin.


    


    “Yeah, I was a little out of bounds there. I’m going to hear it from Carter later on. That’s not something that normally occurs in level two.”


    


    “It may have been out of bounds, but it was spectacular,” she replied while trailing her fingers down my chest and abdomen, coming to rest on my package. “Hey, it’s getting hard again!”


    


    I shifted in the seat, pulling back from her hand.


    


    “It has to be a little frustrating… providing all this incredible pleasure with no release of your own,” she teased, once again running her fingers across my aching bulge.


    


    “I think we better get dressed before I end up losing my job. Toby reports everything back to Carter,” I whispered.


    


    “The window is up. I don’t think he can even see us,” she said showing some persistence.


    


    “Nothing can happen in here. What starts in the dungeon…”


    


    “I know… stays in the dungeon,” she interrupted. “You guys have way too many rules.”


    


    She ran her hand down my leg on her way to retrieve her dress. I had to suppress a sigh as she slipped her panties over her high heels and began to glide them up her outstretched legs.


    


    “What level do we have to get to before you get to come?” she asked as she lifted her ass and coerced them into place.


    


    “It’s normally level six or seven depending on what the sub wants.”


    


    “Wow, really? So even if I sign the contract, it will be more than a month before I get a crack at this thing?” she asked, petting my bulge as if it was a furry little critter.


    


    “How do you figure that?” She can’t be serious.


    


    “I’m only free every other weekend, so it will be five more weeks before we reach level six. I remember you saying something the other night about not working Sundays,” she gave me one more little pat before turning for her purse.


    


    “Yeah, I guess you’re right. That’s a long time.”


    


    “Here is five hundred for tonight. I’ll think things over and get back to you in a week or so,” she said nonchalantly.


    


    I really wanted to grab those panties and rip them right back off, but instead I helped her with her dress.


    


    “We’re three blocks from the Excelsior,” Toby informed us as he began to lower the divider.


    


    Shit... I would give anything to fuck the daylights out of her right now.


    


    “What was that?” she asked as she collected the rest of her things.


    


    “I didn’t say anything.”


    


    “You didn’t have to buddy, that throbbing dick of yours is doing the talking for you.” She laughed and shook her head.


    


    That’s it! I’ve got to put my pants back on.


    


    “Alright, here is your stop,” I said in an attempt to regain control of the situation. “I’ll see you in a couple of weeks. If you decide to go for the next level that is.”


    


    “I’m still pissed that Carter was there,” she said with a little fire reigniting in her eyes. “If I sign that contract, he’s not laying as much as a finger on me.”


    


    “He won’t be happy about that. He was damn near salivating when I went down on you.”


    


    “I’m serious, Gunner. You have to promise me that you will keep that creepy old bastard away from me or we are done here,” she replied much more loudly than she should have.


    


    “Did you hear that, Toby?” I shouted, giving Raven a glare. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll have a talk with him if you decide to come onboard. He doesn’t seem to bother Sapphire or Sable, so I wouldn’t worry about it.”


    


    “I’m holding you to that. I quit one job because of him and I’ll do it again,” she replied as she nudged me to open the door.


    


    “I love your feistiness.” I pushed the hair out of her face and looked into those gorgeous hazel eyes. I really wanted to give her a kiss right there, but I could see Toby gawking in the rear view mirror. “I look forward to hearing your decision.”


    


    “Goodbye,” she smiled before taking off toward the main entrance of the hotel.


    


    I stood there for a moment, just watching her as she walked away. There was a feeling in my chest that I hadn’t felt in years. It was an uncomfortable tightness that even made my stomach a little queasy. What the fuck? As she reached for the door handle to enter the hotel, she looked back and caught me gawking. She gave me a beautiful, knowing smile before disappearing through the glass doors.


    


    “Is everything okay, sir?” Toby asked as I got back in the limo.


    


    “Yes, everything is fine, Toby. I’ll have a talk with Mr. Randolph in the morning.”


    


    I’ll be fucked if I keep heading down this road. I can’t let it become so personal.


    


    

    



    Raven


    


    As I released the door handle and made my way into the hotel lobby, my tough façade immediately gave way. My hands began to tremble and a flood of emotions that I had been holding back suddenly overwhelmed me. Jesus, not here. I fought back the tears that were desperately trying to burst forth from my eyes. What is wrong with me? I found a place to sit down and felt like I was losing my mind as I tried to rationalize my sudden outburst of feelings. I must have overloaded my nervous system or something. Then it occurred to me that the brush with Carter was what had brought all of the negative feelings to the surface. Those were the same feelings that had provided the fuel for me to succeed on my own. After being suppressed for years; they were once again coming to the forefront.


    


    I pushed my hands along my sides, attempting to straighten out my wrinkled dress as an older couple walked by, casting their judgment upon me. I probably look like a hooker. I pulled a compact from my purse to touch up my makeup. Good God! I look like a fucking train wreck. I’ll just have to take the walk of shame through the lobby to get my car. I don’t know why I decided to park in the ramp.


    


    “Are you alright?” the valet asked as I gave him my ticket.


    


    “I’m fine. It’s just been a long night.” I looked off into the distance avoiding eye contact. Please don’t ask any questions. I just want to go home.


    


    As I stood there waiting for my car, I heard my phone buzz in my purse. I knew it would be a message from Gunner. Tears wet the corners of my eyes just at the thought of what he had to say. I can’t let myself fall in love with this guy. I just can’t. This whole situation is a fucked up mess. I glanced down at the screen and pulled up his message.


    


    Gunner: I knew you were strong, but you fucking amaze me. BMM


    


    Me: BMM? Beating My Meat?


    


    Gunner: LMFAO! No, you Blew My Mind! But yes, I might have to BMM, too!


    


    “You look much better with a smile,” the valet said as he opened the car door and motioned for me to get in.


    


    “Thank you.” I was still smiling when I drove out of the ramp. I’m so witty sometimes.


    


    ~~~


    


    After a long, hot shower, I once again found myself lying in bed staring at the ceiling. The emotional meltdown from earlier hadn’t completely subsided, but it seemed to be balanced out by the left over sex hormones that were still floating through my system. I was a little shocked that I hadn’t heard from Amber. I knew it had to be her that was in the next room. She’s probably waiting until morning to text me. I’ll bet she’s staring at the ceiling, too. Going through such a drastic change so quickly would’ve been enough to twist anyone’s brain. Until two days ago, we had both been bored shitless, dying to inject some excitement into our stagnant lives. But this had been such a dramatic shift that I wasn’t really sure whether or not I could handle it.


    


    The pit in my stomach began to grow once again as I thought about Gunner and the horror that I would endure if anyone found out about my excursions to the dungeon. Why am I so afraid of what people would think? After all, if I made hundreds of thousands from doing it, I wouldn’t need to worry about my business reputation.


    


    Then a newspaper headline flashed through my head: Former Real Estate Superstar Turns Porn Star! I immediately knew that was one of the reasons why I was feeling so emotionally disjointed. A number of my biggest deals had made headlines during the real estate crash and I had no desire for any more negative publicity. Whoever said, “All publicity is good publicity,” was either a complete idiot or had never been at the receiving end of bad publicity.


    


    Gunner definitely rocked my world, but to him it was simply a good paying job. I knew that I was in danger of falling for a male porn star, but I couldn’t seem to stop myself. He was not my normal pursuit; in fact, I had always found male strippers to be a little creepy instead of sexy. I nearly died when one sat on my lap at my bachelorette party. The rest of the evening, I had a strong urge to go home and take a shower. Gunner is different, though. It seemed as if he had gotten into the business purely because of financial pressures. It hadn’t been because he wanted to be a slut. He was just another victim of the financial crisis. At least that’s what I tried to tell myself.


    


    After tonight, though, I had another point of contention… Carter Randolph. He had cornered me at the firm’s Christmas party when I worked there. He basically told me that unless I was willing to sleep with him, I wouldn’t stand a chance in the real estate world. I had previously made it clear that I had no desire to sleep with him, so in desperation had resorted to threats. I was so upset at the time that I didn’t sleep for a week.


    


    After graduating from college I quickly realized that he had blackballed me. I couldn’t get an interview or even a returned phone call. Thankfully, a friend of my father’s was a real estate broker and he agreed to give me a chance. It was a good decision on his part, as I brought a ton of business to the table. That’s when I learned that there is no greater fuel for success than anger and revenge. I can’t believe I’ve run into him again. What are the odds? If I’m going to have to put up with him on an ongoing basis, it will definitely be a deal breaker.


    


    


    


    Sunday Morning


    


    Gunner


    


    This is ridiculous, I thought as I woke up obsessing about Raven once again. There had only been one other sub in the past three years who had piqued my interest and that one was purely physical. She was one of the few who had completed all ten levels before disappearing, never to be seen or heard from again. I still thought about her from time to time, but there had never been any point in trying to find her. All subs were off-limits, so unless she came back to the dungeon, I had to write her off.


    


    Sapphire had initially intrigued me as well, with her vibrant personality and incredible sexual appetite. She had rocked my world as she took me through my ten levels of training, but she was the consummate dominatrix. No one would ever steal her heart. If she ever does settle down, it will probably be with another woman. She claimed to be bisexual, but in practice, she strongly favored working with females. I wonder what Amber thought of her first session?


    


    I told Sapphire to reach out to her after I received the text from Raven. I’m sure Amber had expected to hear back from one of us guys, but Sapphire had a way of convincing otherwise straight ladies to take a walk on the wild side. She either loved it or we will never see her again. If she loved it, Raven’s odds of sticking around will increase as well.


    


    After a few more moments of contemplation, I decided to send Sapphire a text.


    


    Me: Did things work out with your new sub last night?


    


    After several minutes of waiting, I heard back from her.


    


    Sapphire: You know me… blew her fuckin’ mind!


    


    Me: Thought so, we heard her all the way down the corridor.


    


    Sapphire: Yeah, she’s a screamer!


    


    Me: So she’ll be back?


    


    Sapphire: I hope so. She’s fun.


    

    I hope so, too. Raven will be much more apt to make it if she has her best friend going through the levels with her. Once subs get past level six, things get increasingly kinkier and emotionally taxing. The last few levels are actually more psychologically challenging than they are physically demanding. In order to make it, she is going to need some support and reassurance.


    


    Reality began to sink in, though, as I thought about how many girls had come and gone in the past years and how few had ever made it to the top. It’s definitely a rare breed. It will take a small miracle for her to make it to level ten.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 12


    


    


    Raven


    


    When my phone buzzed in the early morning hours, I knew it had to be Amber. I blinked several times trying to gain my focus. I don’t feel like I’ve slept at all. When my eyes finally adapted¸ I saw that her message was short and to the point.


    


    Amber: Coffee! Now!!!


    


    Me: Is everything ok?


    


    Amber: I need to talk to you. Now!


    


    Me: Ok. I’ll meet you asap.


    


    Since I had showered the night before, I just washed my face, pulled back my hair and threw on a sweatshirt with some jeans. It was so early and I was so tired that I didn’t really care what I looked like. The only reason I was up and out of bed so quickly was because I was dying to see what Amber had to say about her evening. She will probably be freaked out and claim to have hated it, but I heard her screams firsthand. They definitely weren’t screams of anguish!


    


    Walking into the coffee shop, I was relieved to see that Amber looked exactly the same as I did. Frumpiness loves company, I thought as I shot her a smile.


    


    “Well, how was it?” As if I couldn’t tell by the glow on her face.


    


    “Oh my god!” she exclaimed, shaking her head in apparent disbelief. “I don’t even know where to begin. I haven’t slept all night.”


    


    “It’s a little overwhelming isn’t it?” I placed my hand on hers.


    


    “I don’t even know how to describe it,” she replied, still shaking her head from side to side.


    


    “Did you like it?”


    


    “That’s the problem,” she continued to shake her head. “I’m totally straight and I’ve always considered myself to be a bit of a prude, but I absolutely loved it. I can’t stop thinking about it. I want to go back right now!”


    


    My mind eased as I heard those words flowing from her mouth. It wasn’t just me. It wasn’t that I was falling in love with Gunner or that I had somehow turned into a raging slut. It was apparently a perfectly normal reaction to what we had both experienced. Of course, that assumed that both Amber and I were both normal, which may have been a bit of a stretch.


    


    “I know. I haven’t slept for two nights, either!” I admitted, happy that we shared a similar reaction. “I’ve been driving myself crazy because I don’t know if I can stop.”


    


    “Stop? Why would you want to stop?” She looked at me with an expression of utter disbelief.


    


    “Because… I don’t know. I’ve been feeling guilty. What if Hannah or my mother found out? I don’t know.” Judging by the facial expression Amber was giving me, it was clear that I had been overthinking my situation.


    


    “I’m just going to pay five hundred per session and go as far as I dare,” she said in a perfectly rational moment of clarity.


    


    “Really? You have an extra five grand laying around?”


    


    “I don’t care if I have to rack up a credit card or take out a second mortgage,” she laughed, taking another sip of her latte.


    


    “So you’re not going to sign the contract?”


    


    “Yeah, I already signed it,” she quipped. “That’s what makes it all legal. It’s actually an adult modeling contract. For the five hundred, I’m buying the rights to each shoot.”


    


    “Oh yeah, that’s what I did, too,” I replied, suddenly realizing that she hadn’t been offered a paid contract. I had assumed that everyone was offered one. “So which guy did you have?”


    


    “That’s the crazy part!” she nearly screamed. “When I got my call back, it was that chick we had talked to on the phone. She was telling me that I should have my first session with her because she is gentler than the guys and all this stuff.”


    


    “You had Sapphire?” I gasped.


    


    “Yeah. Have you met her?” her eyes completely lit up like I had never seen before.


    


    “No, but Gunner told me a little bit about her,” I replied, completely surprised by the circumstances. “Wow! And you had fun?”


    


    “It was amazing! After she strapped me in, she got right up in my face and started teasing me. I think she knew that I had never kissed another girl before.”


    


    “And?”


    


    “And, by the time she finally kissed me, I was so damn wet,” she whispered. “I had never been like that in my life.”


    


    “She obviously did a good job because I could hear you all the way down the hallway as I was leaving,” I teased her.


    


    “Really? I never thought about anyone being able to hear me,” she replied with an embarrassed look crossing her face. “It seemed like we were the only two down there.”


    


    “No. Gunner and I were in the next room.”


    


    “Jesus, that’s fucked up!” she squealed. “I’m so embarrassed; I can’t believe you were listening to me.”


    


    “Honey, I wasn’t really listening because I was so jacked full of endorphins that I could hardly see straight. I just recognized your voice.”


    


    “I know isn’t it amazing? I really do think that I’m already addicted,” she confessed, which was also music to my ears.


    


    “Me, too. That’s the other thing I’ve been worried about.”


    


    “I wouldn’t worry about it,” she whispered with a funny look on her face. “If we run out of money, we’ll just have to buy some equipment and do it for each other.” She burst out laughing.


    


    “I think I’ll stick with Gunner, thanks!”


    


    “Hey, I would’ve said the same thing, but…”


    


    “But?”


    


    “But she was really, really awesome,” she whispered with a big smile.


    


    “So when are you going back?”


    


    “I think we should get my niece to babysit on Friday. Then we can go together.”


    


    “So we can hear each other scream?”


    


    “Hey, friends that scream together, stay together.” She laughed once again.


    


    “I can’t believe you hooked up with Sapphire,” I said after several seconds of contemplation. “She’s the one who trained Gunner.”


    


    “Well, he definitely had a good teacher then. She was totally amazing!”


    


    I had never seen Amber so giggly and excited about anything. She had used the word ‘amazing’ more times in ten minutes than in the entire time I had known her. Maybe it was the first time she had ever had an incredible orgasm or maybe she had just discovered her inner lesbian. Whatever it was, it definitely made me feel more at ease with my own feelings. At least I’m in lust with a guy!


    


    ~~~


    


    The song ‘Torture Me’ began to emanate from my phone just as I was leaving the coffee shop. It was the song I had chosen as my ringtone for Gunner. Now I need to get a sexy, shirtless picture of him to flash up on the screen, I thought as I clicked to answer his call.


    


    “Good morning, Gunner, you miss me already?”


    


    “Actually, I was working on my schedule for the week and was wondering if I needed to set aside a slot for you,” he replied in his normal reserved masculine tone.


    


    “So much for giving me a week to think about it, huh?”


    


    “Well, I like to use my off day to figure out my schedule,” he said, not able to come up with a better reason for his inquiry.


    


    “You’re in luck. I was just talking to Amber and she mentioned getting a sitter on Friday. If that’s the case, we will probably both come that night.”


    


    “I’m positive you both will come,” he countered with a smile I could hear right through the phone. “What time would you like to come?”


    


    “I would like to come about eight, then again at eight fifteen, and maybe a third time somewhere around eight thirty.”


    


    “That sounds perfect, I’ll pencil you in,” he replied, sounding totally business like. “So can I assume that Amber had a good time with Sapphire last night?”


    


    “That’s an understatement! I just had coffee with her and she must have used the word ‘amazing’ a dozen times.” I laughed.


    


    “That’s great! Sapphire is one of the best,” he confirmed. “If you’re not busy this afternoon, I would like you to meet me at the mansion about one o’clock.”


    


    “Okay…” I replied hesitantly, looking at the time. “I have to clean up the apartment quickly, so it’s not a mess when Evelyn drops off Hannah tonight.”


    


    “Evelyn?”


    


    “It’s Perry’s mother. She’s the one who picks her up and drops her off on his weekends.”


    


    “Alright, you go work on impressing the ex-mother in law and I’ll see you at the mansion at one,” he said, assuming it was a date.


    


    “Sounds good,” I complied. Who was I to turn down the opportunity to hang out with a hot guy on a Sunday afternoon?


    


    ~~~


    


    

    12:40 Sunday Afternoon


    


    Gunner


    


    The primary reason I wanted to meet with Raven was so that I could introduce her to Jasmine, the makeup artist. At least that’s what I told myself. In actuality, Raven had been on my mind ever since I dropped her off at the Excelsior hotel the night before. I was actually starting to become annoyed by the persistent thoughts of her that kept churning up whenever my mind was idle. We have no future together as long as I work for Carter. He’s such a control freak.


    


    I suddenly remembered that I needed to talk to him about Raven. I had a feeling that she would be fully onboard once she saw what Jasmine could do for her. If that were the case, he would need to know the boundaries that she was demanding. I can’t blame her for not wanting a sixty-two year old in the mix. He gets all hopped up on Viagra and thinks that he’s the hottest ticket in town. Hopefully he will be able to keep his hormones in check when it comes to her so he doesn’t blow it.


    


    “I heard you turned another female last night,” I yelled to Sapphire as I walked by her and Sable, who were tanning next to the pool.


    


    “How the hell would you have heard that?” she fired back as I threw my shirt on a chair and kicked off my flip-flops.


    


    “I talked to Raven earlier. She said Amber couldn’t stop talking about how amazing you were.”


    


    “I was pretty amazing,” she joked as she rose from her lounger and met me next to the pool.


    


    “You just know how to tap into their lesbian fantasies don’t you?”


    


    “You know there’s more to it than that.” She smirked as she ran her fingers along the waistline of my swim trunks.


    


    “Yes, I remember well. You definitely have a unique ability to tease someone nearly to death before sending them into orgasmic oblivion.”


    


    “Speaking of that, I’ve been working with way too many women lately,” she breathed softly. “I could sure use some dungeon time with you real soon.”


    


    “I think we’ll be doing a scene with Raven in the near future,” I replied, throwing her a bone.


    


    “I was thinking of something a little more intimate, like you stringing me up and fucking my brains out,” she said loudly enough to grab Sable’s attention.


    


    “I’m sorry, am I interrupting something?” Raven’s voice suddenly came from behind us. She had apparently snuck in the side gate without either of us noticing.


    


    “Not at all,” I said without a second of hesitation. “Raven, I would like you to meet Sapphire.”


    


    “Wow the guys were right, you really are the hot little mama next door,” Sapphire said immediately mesmerized by Raven.


    


    “Thank you, I think,” Raven replied hesitantly.


    


    “Every guy wants to see the girl next door tied up, punished, and fucked beyond all comprehension,” Sapphire teased as she circled Raven, examining her from head to toe. “You are a perfect MILF.”


    


    “Whoa, Sapphire! You’ve already got her friend Amber under your spell,” I interjected in an attempt to get her to back off just a bit.


    


    “You just let me know when you need a little help with her,” Sapphire cooed before turning to go back to her sun tanning.


    


    “Wow, she’s a spitfire,” Raven whispered as Sapphire rejoined Sable at the other end of the pool.


    


    “I think you have another admirer.” I gave her a wink.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 13


    


    Raven


    


    It was easy to see why Amber had been so blown away by Sapphire. She was a gorgeous little blonde who had the body of a gymnast and exuded more sexual energy than anyone I had ever met. The way she ogled my body with her eyes had left me more than a little flustered. And I’m normally not someone who is easily flustered.


    


    “She was propositioning you when I walked in, wasn’t she?”


    


    “That’s Sapphire,” he replied with a shrug. “You see how her attention turned to you the moment she laid eyes on you.”


    


    “Yeah, it definitely seems like she’s a sexual dynamo.”


    


    “You have no idea,” he said with a laugh. We walked over to a secluded table in the corner.


    


    “What did she mean by putting something together with you and me?” I felt a definite flutter in my stomach as various thoughts raced through my mind.


    


    “As you heard, she was trying to get some time with me. I thought maybe it would be fun for the three of us to do a scene together,” he replied with a spark of lust in his eyes.


    


    “Doing a scene with another woman is definitely beyond my comfort zone at the moment,” I replied emphatically. “However, after seeing Amber’s reaction, I’m more interested and curious than I ever would’ve been in the past.”


    


    “It’s a seventh level experience for most people, but pushing boundaries is what this is all about,” he said as he dragged his fingers down the length of my arm.


    


    God, he gives me goose bumps every time he touches me like that. It was as if my body was on high alert whenever I was near him. The slightest touch of his hand would immediately crumble my defenses. Then there were those cool, blue eyes. It felt as if they could cut right through to the deepest depths of my soul. I found myself almost entranced by him. I was watching his lips and so focused on how he made me feel that I wasn’t absorbing a single word that he was saying. It wasn’t until his lips stopped moving and he gave me a strange look, that I realized the depth of my distraction.


    


    “I’m sorry, what were you saying?” I giggled, struggling to collect myself.


    


    He laughed out, “Holy shit, I completely lost you there. Where the hell were you?”


    


    “You do this to all the girls, don’t you?”


    


    “Do what?” he asked, pretending to be shocked by my question.


    


    “Drive them crazy,” I replied, closing my eyes and shaking my head.


    


    “I have no idea what you’re talking about. Why would you think that I’m trying to drive you crazy?” He stood there acting as if he was truly puzzled.


    


    “You always make me feel like there is something between us, when in reality, it’s simply about pushing me through these stupid levels.”


    


    “No, I don’t drive all of my subs crazy. How many women do you see here today?” he asked, panning the courtyard with his hand.


    


    “None.”


    


    “None. And yesterday there weren’t any either because we don’t socialize with our subs. The only time a sub sees me outside of the dungeon is the first time I pick them up in the limo. I like to do that in person to put them at ease,” he said, shifting back in his chair.


    


    “So why did you invite me here?”


    


    “Because it’s different with you. You and Amber both seem like normal women, who just want to push the boundaries and live life on the edge for once.”


    


    “Yeah, our lives had gotten so stagnant and boring,” I admitted with a sigh. “The men all seem to be the same, either a player or a total snooze fest.”


    


    “All the good ones are married, right?” He smirked.


    


    “All of them except you,” I replied, feeling an instant stirring between my legs.


    


    As if on cue, a gorgeous young woman came through the gate and walked directly over to our table. After Gunner rose from his seat to give her a warm welcome, he turned and said, “Raven, I would like you to meet your ticket to stardom. This is Jasmine.”


    


    “Hi, Jasmine,” I said, rising from my chair and reaching out my hand. “You must be the makeup artist.”


    


    “That’s me!” she replied with a perky smile.


    


    “Jasmine has worked on the biggest movie sets, so she can make you look any way you want. She has the unique ability to make anyone unrecognizable while enhancing the best features at the same time,” he said, trying to put me at ease.


    


    “You have some very striking features,” she said as she studied my face from various angles. “I can totally work with your nose and lips.”


    


    “Thank you,” I replied, suddenly feeling as if I was on display.


    


    “You’re a natural blonde?” she asked after completing her initial examination.


    


    “Well, I used to be, but it seems to be getting a little darker every year.”


    


    “That happens. Did you choose a black wig to create a dramatic look?”


    


    “Yeah. I have dark eyebrows, so I thought I could pull it off.”


    


    “You can, but I’m going to use temporary die and extensions instead of a wig,” she said while studying my face and neck. “If I changed your eye color, what would be your choice instead of hazel?”


    


    “I don’t know, either a striking blue or a vivid green I guess.” I had never really thought about it.


    


    “We’ll start with blue,” she replied, popping a set of contacts out of their case.


    


    After they were in place, she pulled out her makeup bag and began to work around my eyes. Next, she pulled out a small brush and some dark brown makeup that she used on my forehead, nose, cheeks, and chin. After that, a bigger brush and a much lighter color were used for application to the other areas of my face.


    


    “Now we just have to blend it,” she said, using another brush to go over my entire face. “This will minimize your nose and accentuate your lips.”


    


    After only about fifteen minutes, she held up a mirror and asked me to take a look at myself.


    


    “Wow, that’s crazy!” I replied as I looked at a completely different face in the mirror. Between the black hair, colored contacts, and makeup, no one would be able to recognize me. “You are totally amazing! I look like Megan Fox for god sake.”


    


    “That’s exactly what I was going for,” Jasmine said with flick of her hand. “I could make you look like anyone or anything if you give me enough time to work on it.”


    


    “No, this is perfect. No one is EVER going recognize me like this!”


    


    “Now you see why I brought you here today,” Gunner stated with a big smile.


    


    “Sure. It’s not because you like me, but because you want me to be comfortable going on the camera with you,” I replied testing him.


    


    “Actually, it’s both,” he replied softly as he shook his head and kept ogling my new look.


    


    “So I take it you like this look?”


    


    “Hey, whatever gets you to the next level is fine with me,” he said, holding his hands out in front of him. “I think you look just as beautiful either way.”


    


    “He’s smart,” Jasmine said with a wink.


    


    “And a killer body to boot!” He looked so cute as he rolled his eyes and shook his head.


    


    He knows he’s all that and more.


    


    “You really are incredible,” Gunner told Jasmine, handing her a couple of crisp hundred dollar bills. “Can you stop by at about seven on Friday?”


    


    “Sure,” she chirped. “I get off at five, so that won’t be a problem.”


    


    


    ~~~


    


    


    Gunner


    


    We’ve got her, was the only thought that ran through my mind after seeing Raven’s reaction to the makeover. It seemed all along that she wasn’t opposed to doing the scenes with me, but she was scared shitless by the thought that someone might recognize her. After seeing first-hand what Jasmine could do, she was quickly running out of excuses.


    


    “Are you ready to start making money, instead of spending it?” I asked, pulling out the contract and laying it on the table.


    


    “God you make my stomach churn.” Her sincere nervousness made me smile inside.


    


    “You have to admit, no one is going to recognize you like that. There’s nothing standing in your way now, except you.”


    


    She stared at me intently before allowing her gaze to fall to my chest and slowly work it’s way down my body. After nearly a minute of silence, she drew a deep breath, closed her eyes, and sighed. I’ve got her.


    


    “Okay, hopefully I won’t regret this… but I’ll give it a try,” she relented, slowly pulling the papers toward her.


    


    After going through all of the highlights of the contract, including the escape clause, she seemed to be comfortable enough to sign them.


    


    “You can bail at any time, if you change your mind,” I assured her when she hesitated in the midst of signing.


    


    “I never would have dreamt in a million years…” she said as she completed her signature.


    


    “I know. That’s what makes you so special.” I placed my hand on hers to give her a little reassurance.


    


    “Now what?” she asked, batting her new blue eyes.


    


    “I just paid two hundred bucks for that makeup, so let’s go put it to good use. You can leave today with twenty five hundred bucks in your pocket instead of paying for it.”


    


    “Really? Just for doing level three?”


    


    “No, you get five hundred per level. So you’ll get fifteen hundred for the first three, plus we’ll refund the thousand that you paid for the first two levels,” I explained. “But then we have the right to broadcast them.”


    


    “Oh, I see,” she said hesitantly, suddenly reverting to being unsure about her decision.


    


    “You were wearing a blindfold for both scenes. I’ll make sure the editor goes through them with a fine-tooth comb before releasing them.”


    


    “Okay, but please make sure…”


    


    “I will, stop worrying. Now let’s get you over to the dungeon.”


    


    “I didn’t think you guys worked on Sundays?” she countered.


    


    “We don’t, so we will have the place all to ourselves.” I gave her a wink. “Did you like the vibrator last night?”


    


    “Definitely, but my poor little clit was numb for an hour afterward.”


    


    “Well, I think you’re going to like the next one even better. It’s the king of vibrators,” I said, guiding her toward the gate. “Have you ever heard of a Sybian?”


    


    “A what?” she asked in her truly innocent style.


    


    “Perfect. I’ll show you when we get there.”


    


    It’s going to be a blast taking her through the next eight levels. I was completely naïve when I started as well, so Sapphire had me on the ropes nearly every session. This is going to be such a rush for her. God I love this shit!


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 14


    


    


    Raven


    


    Toby was off for the day, so I got to ride in Gunner’s Ferrari instead. He looks incredible behind the wheel of it. During the ride, he explained that most models were paid a flat thousand-dollar fee per shoot. “They get paid a little more if it involves multiple partners or anal,” he added. I can’t imagine doing either of those.


    


    He had asked Carter to offer me a royalty contract and apparently, he had agreed. That meant that I would be paid half as much up front, but I would share in the royalties generated from the membership base. Once I completed all ten levels, he explained, I would be offered an enhanced royalty contract if I decided to stay on.


    


    “You will be raking it in at that point,” he told me confidently.


    


    “That would be great. I’m tired of worrying about money.” I thought about how I would tell Perry to go fuck himself and be done with him. He wanted nothing to do with raising Hannah anyway. The only reason he took her twice a month was because his mother insisted upon it, as long as he was paying child support. Life would be much less turbulent without them.


    


    “Are you okay?” Gunner asked, placing his hand on my thigh.


    


    “It’s nothing, I was just thinking about what I would do if I had more than enough money in my life. Things would definitely change for the better.”


    


    “Let’s go make it happen.” He smiled as we pulled up to the entrance of the dungeon.


    


    Here goes nothing…


    


    


    Gunner


    


    It was fun to watch Raven as she checked herself out in the mirror several times. It’s really strange to look in the mirror and see a totally different reflection. She also seemed to be growing much more comfortable with everything. She was much more relaxed and playful than she had been the previous night. It made me feel the same way. Even though we hardly knew one another, we had bonded quickly, and it was time to push her to new limits.


    


    “Now things get real,” I told her as we entered the corridor leading to the room that we would be using for the afternoon.


    


    “Bring it on,” she taunted. “Just make sure I’m on my way home by six.”


    


    “Oh, believe me. You’ll be ready to go home long before then. There will be plenty of time before the mother-in-law shows up.”


    


    “Ex-Mother-In-Law,” she clarified.


    


    “Got it. Now get rid of those clothes.” I stood there staring at her while she slowly began to disrobe.


    


    “You always get so serious when it’s time to take my clothes off,” she joked. The fact that I didn’t say a word seemed to un-nerve her.


    


    “What are we doing today?” she asked after finishing her uncomfortably silent striptease act.


    


    “You are about to find out,” I replied, grabbing her by the back of the neck and leading her into the pipe room.


    


    


    Raven


    


    I never really understood why, but I always became instantly wet when Gunner turned dark and demanding. I guess it made me hot to have someone else in complete control of me. He led me into a dimly lit, creepy room where there were several structures made out of old plumbing pipes. I immediately spotted what I thought must have been the ultimate vibrator that he had told me about. It looked like a saddle with a dildo strapped to the top of it.


    


    “Is that it?”


    


    “That’s Sybian.”


    


    “That’s kind of a strange looking dildo on top of it.”


    


    “You’ll see the beauty of it in a few minutes. After seeing how much you love G-spot stimulation, I knew it would be perfect for you.” He smirked while moving me into position. “Use plenty of this,” he instructed as he handed me a bottle of lubricant.


    


    I poured some into my hand and began rubbing it onto my tender bottom. “I’m still sore from the last two nights,” I told him, hoping he would take that into consideration.


    


    “You’ll have all week to recover,” he replied, lowering me onto the contraption. I had a hard time taking it in, so he drizzled more lube over the top of it. That’s better.


    


    He reached down for a strap and slipped it around my left ankle, before doing the same to the right. With both feet securely bound, he used a similar strap around my knees. The combination of the two made it impossible for me to escape the grip of the Sybian. Oh fuck, this could get ugly fast. The thought of not being able to escape instantly sent my heart rate climbing.


    


    “Just relax,” he said, sensing my discomfort. “You’ll do just fine. Remember, all you have to do is use one of the safe words if you can’t handle it.”


    


    “I remember,” I acknowledged as he put a spiked collar around my neck and strapped it to another pipe that ran right behind my head.


    


    “Now, we just have to secure your arms.” He used two more straps around my wrists to fasten them to the pipes that ran on either side of me. “Can you still move anything?”


    


    “No, sir,” I whimpered, my fears suddenly coming back with a vengeance.


    


    “What are you afraid of, Raven?” he asked with a puzzled look on his face.


    


    “I don’t know, sir.”


    


    “Is it because you are completely restrained? Because that’s no different than the last two nights.”


    


    “I know, sir.”


    


    “Is it because you know level three will include more pain?”


    


    “I think so, sir,” I replied, not really knowing the real cause.


    


    “Are you more afraid of getting smacked with a cane or getting your nipples pinched?” he asked, running his hand along my breasts.


    


    “Getting my nipples pinched, sir.”


    


    “Are they sore from last night?” he asked, rolling them between his fingers.


    


    “Yes, sir.”


    


    “Tell me, Raven. Are you more afraid of water or electricity?”


    


    “I don’t get what you mean, sir,” I replied, not knowing what he was getting at.


    


    “Are you more afraid of drowning or being electrocuted?” he asked as he held some sort of zapper up to my left nipple.


    


    “Electricity, sir. I’m much more afraid of electricity,” I pleaded, not wanting him to shock me.


    


    “That’s good to know,” he replied with a satisfied look on his face. “I’ll be back.”


    


    I really hate it when he walks away like this. My movements were limited to wiggling my fingers and toes, blinking my eyes, and moving my lips and tongue. The scariest part was being at the mercy of the huge machine that sat precariously between my fully bound legs.


    


    “Oh shit.” I flinched as the machine began to thump slowly at first.


    


    Gunner was still out of sight, but he obviously had a remote control for it. The machine then began to vibrate, which caused me to release an instant squeal. It was so intense on both my clit and G-spot that it startled me. I tried to tilt my hips back just a little bit to reduce the intensity on my clit, but then he turned it up even more.


    


    “Holy shit!” I screamed at the top of my lungs, not only overwhelmed by the incredible sensations, but also by the idea of being strapped in place.


    


    “How do you like it?” Gunner whispered in my ear after the machine came to a stop.


    


    “It’s so fucking intense,” I replied, already feeling a little light-headed.


    


    “I told you it was the ultimate ride,” he said, walking in front of me wearing nothing but a pair of thong underwear.


    


    This is the third time that he’s seen me in all of my glory. Finally, I get to see some of him. He stopped directly in front of me, leaving me staring directly at his bulge. God, he smells so good again. He loosened the strap that was attached to my neck, allowing me to move my head a few inches back and forth. Having just a bit of freedom instantly made me feel more comfortable.


    


    “Would you like to see my cock?” he asked, already knowing what my answer would be.


    


    “Yes, sir.”


    


    “What else do you say?”


    


    “Please, sir.”


    


    “You are getting so good at this,” he smiled as he began to move the thong down his hips. “Are you sure you are ready for this?” he asked after pausing half way down.


    


    “Yes. Please, sir, I really want to see it.” You have no idea how badly I want to see it!


    


    He reached down and turned a dial on the remote once again sending instant shockwaves through my body.


    


    “Alright, here it comes.” He pulled down the thong and his big, meaty cock sprung from its pouch.


    


    “It’s fucking beautiful, sir,” I said, expressing the exact thought that immediately popped into my mind. I had never seen a more incredible dick in my entire life.


    


    “Would you like to suck on it?” he asked, as if he was reading my mind once again.


    


    “Yes, sir. I would love to suck your cock.”


    


    He stepped up to the pipe that ran across in front of me. He couldn’t come any closer, so he just stood there smiling down at me. Then he turned the dial up another notch, which immediately tore my focus from him and back to my own sex.


    


    “Oh fuck, sir. That is so damn intense,” I pleaded, hoping that he would turn it down just a bit.


    


    “Lean forward and suck my dick,” he commanded as he turned it up a bit more instead.


    


    “Oh fuck, oh fuck, ohhhh fuuuuuckkk…” The intensity was off the charts as I leaned forward on the thing. “I can’t, sir. It’s too intense.”


    


    “You don’t want to suck my dick do you?” He bent down and snarled in my ear.


    


    “Yes, sir. I really do, sir.”


    


    “Well then get up here and suck it, bitch!” He demanded while turning the fucking machine up yet another notch.


    


    “Aahhhh! Fuck! Son of a… Fuuuuccck!” A steady stream of obscenities flowed from my mouth as I fought in vain to move close enough to him. The goddamn strap is too tight!


    


    Sensing my dilemma, he turned down the Sybian and leaned forward to loosen the strap behind my head. I felt the release of tension the second it occurred and used his proximity to my full advantage. I lunged my head forward, instantaneously taking two or three inches of him into my mouth.


    


    “That was cheating. Now you will have to pay the price for that,” he said as he pulled back and turned up the intensity once again before setting down the remote.


    


    it was worth it. I think…


    


    


    Gunner


    


    It was time to punish Raven for her feistiness, so I cranked up the intensity before retrieving the Zapper. The Zapper was like a mini cattle prod and it was my tool of choice for the night since she had admitted to being afraid of electric shocks. Her nipples were still tender from the previous session, so they seemed like the logical place to start.


    


    “Which nipple should I zap first?” I asked as I triggered it in front of her so she could see the zap of electricity and hear the terrifying sound up close.


    


    “Neither!” she screamed instinctually.


    


    “Well, one of them is getting zapped, so you have to decide which it will be,” I picked up the Sybian remote and turned it up to the seventy-five percent setting. “Does that help you think?”


    


    “Nooo, sirrrr,” her voice quivered due to the intensity of the vibrations coming from below.


    


    “I’ll just pick one,” I said, placing the Zapper on her left nipple.


    


    “No!” she screamed as if she had already experienced the pain.


    


    “This one then?” I quickly switched sides, which garnered the same exact response.


    


    It was obvious that she had no idea that the Zapper was a completely harmless shock of static electricity. She began babbling incoherently as I moved it back and forth along her chest.


    


    “Are you going to follow instructions now?”


    


    There was no response, just a continuation of her babbling. I turned off the Sybian, lifted her head and looked straight into her eyes.


    


    “Are you going to follow instructions?”


    


    There was no verbal response, but the look of defiance she gave me instantly made me rock hard. I reached over and zapped her left nipple, releasing the best scream yet, and then cranked the Sybian back up to the seventy-five percent setting. By now, I could feel my cock pulsing with every heartbeat, as I once again positioned myself directly in front of her. She leaned toward me and I turned the knob to ninety percent.


    


    “Oh fuuuuck,” she yelled once again before pulling back.


    


    “Get up here and suck it. Otherwise I’m going to zap your other nipple,” I warned her.


    


    “No, please, sir,” she pleaded, leaning forward to appease me. Her body instantly began to shake and quiver.


    


    It felt like a slice of heaven as I watched those beautiful lips wrap firmly around my throbbing head. I thought back to all of the times that I had seen her face outside of my office window and wondered if she was as gorgeous in person as she was on those billboards. It was no fucking PhotoShop that’s for sure. She moaned incessantly as she leaned even further forward trying to take me deeper into her mouth. I strained in the opposite direction after seeing that she had reached the end of the strap that was restraining her head.


    


    “Mmmmmm,” she moaned as the Sybian continued to stimulate her inside and out.


    


    I turned it on full blast before taking her head with both hands and burying my cock as deeply into her mouth as I could. There is nothing quite as sexy as a woman trying to scream with a cock halfway down her throat.


    


    


    Raven


    


    Holy shit, holy shit, oh my fucking clit, holy shit… was all that kept streaming through my mind as the Sybian hammered away relentlessly at my G-spot and clit. On top of all that, I now had Gunner thrusting into my mouth giving me more cock than I ever dreamt I could handle. I could hear him gasping above me, but all I could see was his huge rod pounding in and out of my mouth as he used me like a fuck doll.


    


    I tried to scream out as another wave of orgasm washed over my entire body. I consciously had to keep from biting down on his cock. My entire body clenched in a fit of overwhelming climax that sent me spiraling completely out of control. Holy fucking shit!


    


    I was able to lift my bottom just enough to allow for a slight recovery before Gunner once again grabbed the sides of my head and pulled me toward him. At that point, my over-sensitized clit seemed as if it was on fire, every little vibrating nub was driving me right back into oblivion. Holy shit, oh holy shit… my internal mantra continued.


    


    “I’m almost there,” were three very welcome words as he pulled back and quickly stroked his cock several times before blowing his load all over my chest.


    


    Thank God! I can’t take anymore! “Turn this fucking thing off!” I pleaded, as my body continued to go through a series of convulsions that I feared would cause permanent nerve damage.


    


    “Holy shit that was hot!” Gunner spouted as he finally shut down the Sybian. “Shit, we weren’t supposed to do that for at least another level.”


    


    “Do what?” I asked in an almost an incomprehensible state of confusion.


    


    “Carter warned me after our last session that I was supposed to focus on pain instead of pleasure,” Gunner confessed. “But fuck, I couldn’t resist shoving my cock into you one way or another!”


    


    “Who gives a shit what Carter thinks,” I mistakenly said out loud.


    


    “Shhh! We’re being recorded, so watch your mouth,” he snapped, placing his fingers on my lips.


    


    “Can’t we just delete it?” I whispered back.


    


    “No,” he shook his head. “That was way too hot to delete, even if I could. I think you just made your first ten or fifteen grand, baby.”


    


    “You have to be joking!”


    


    “No, it was perfect. You had such a genuinely scared look on your face as we began and by the middle, it had transformed into a look of defiance,” he said with a sincere look of pride. “You can’t script shit like that. The members are going to totally eat it up!”


    


    It was at that moment that I had the complete realization that I had made the gigantic leap from being a real estate professional and single mother to being a porn star. How the fuck does that even happen? My mind was so warped and confused at that point that I could barely manage to dress myself.


    


    Gunner was talking about having someone edit out the part where I dissed Carter and that it was going to be the biggest hit of his career. The only thought that kept flashing through my mind was the fact that thousands of people would be watching me have an orgasm while being throat fucked by Gunner. He made it sound so romantic. It was really hot, though! Every level is more insane than the last one.


    


    “Do I even want to know what you are going to be doing to me by the time we reach level ten?” I asked him with complete sincerity. “I can’t even imagine when I’m this fucked up after the third one.”


    


    “You’ll just have to wait and see.” He laughed, giving me another quick kiss on the lips. “I definitely have to quit being so easy on you, though, especially when it comes to the discipline. Otherwise I’ll lose you.”


    


    Oh yeah, this has been way too easy so far…


    


    “Red!” I yelled as we started walking back to his car. “I just remembered the safe word. I should’ve used it about ten seconds before you came on my chest.”


    


    “I’m glad you didn’t.” He chuckled. “That would’ve been a very painful situation.”


    


    I’ll have to be sure to cut him short sometime when our roles are reversed. Actually, there are several things that I am going to do to him.


    

  


  
    Chapter 15


    


    Raven


    


    I awoke from a deep sleep to the sound of Evelyn ringing the doorbell repeatedly, while Hannah pounded on the door. It took a few seconds for me to get my bearings. For a brief moment, it seemed as if the whole weekend could’ve possibly been nothing more than a dream. After three or four steps toward the door, I definitely knew that was not the case. Thank God I have several days to recover, I thought as I unlocked the door to greet my little cutie and her venomous grandmother.


    


    “Did you just get up for Christ’s sake?” She interrogated in her persistent Jersey accent. Living on the west coast for several decades had done nothing to soften it.


    


    “I haven’t been feeling well the past day or so. I think it might be a nasty virus,” I replied, releasing a cough in her general direction.


    


    “Well, I’m too busy to be sick, so I’ll see the two of you in a couple of weeks,” she said, hastening her retreat.


    


    That worked beautifully.


    


    “Goodbye, Gramma,” Hannah said, giving her a little wave.


    


    “Goodbye, sweetie, I’ll see you in two weeks.”


    


    “Are you okay, Mommy?” Hannah asked with a grave look of concern.


    


    “I’m just fine. You guys just caught me in the middle of a nap. I didn’t want her to know I was sleeping for no reason.”


    


    “You aren’t supposed to lie, Mommy,” she said, lowering her eyebrows and crinkling her forehead in disgust.


    


    “I know, sweetheart… I know.”


    


    After spending the evening baking cookies with Hannah, everything seemed to be returning to normal. She got ready for bed, I read her a book, and after she drifted off to sleep, I just sat there for a few minutes watching her. She is so angelic. I remember being her age. Everything was so black and white back then.


    


    My stomach began to churn nervously once again, so I went back to finding ways to distract myself. I checked the closet to make sure that I had something clean to wear for work in the morning. After steaming one of my favorite outfits, I decided to wash my face and go to bed early. It had been a physically and emotionally draining weekend and it had left me exhausted. A smile crossed my face when I heard Torture Me playing on my phone in the other room. There’s Gunner.


    


    I retrieved my phone from my bedside table and glanced down at his text:


    


    Gunner: Joey edited the first two videos and uploaded them late this afternoon. Carter’s daughter sent out a promo email to the members and things have already exploded. The two combined have over 200k views, 46 comments, and the ratings are 96% positive!


    


    Me: That all sounds pretty good, huh?


    

    Gunner: Not pretty good, AMAZING!


    


    Me: That’s awesome. Thanks!


    


    Gunner: I knew I was right about you. You’re going to be a star!


    


    Me: Goodnight! : )


    


    


    A star, that’s funny. Being a porn star is not even in the same universe as being a real star. It could’ve easily been another night of staring at the ceiling, but luckily I was too tired to worry about anything. I had no idea Carter had a daughter, was my last thought as I crashed for the night.


    


    ~~~


    


    7:30am Monday


    


    Gunner


    


    Holy shit! Three hundred and forty thousand people have watched our first two videos. It will be half a million or more by the end of the day.


    


    Carter was right when he said that members would go crazy for an amateur, instead of the usual porn stars. Everyone was always fascinated when the girl next door did something totally out of character. Raven definitely came across as the girl next door. She hadn’t seemed very excited by how successful the video launch had been the night before, but I knew that would change once she realized what it really meant. More than half of the members who watched them were paying fifty cents to register for the release of video three, and most were spending another dollar to register for Friday’s live show. Raven was about to have her first big pay day and I couldn’t wait to tell her about it.


    


    Me: Are you up yet?


    


    Raven: Yeah, getting ready for work.


    


    Me: Call me when you are driving. Great news!


    


    


    Raven


    


    Just when I started to feel like a bit of normalcy was returning to my routine, Gunner sent me a text at seven thirty in the morning. I need to get ready, get Hannah to daycare, and have at least one strong cup of coffee before I can even think about sex videos. I looked back at the previous text from him telling me how many people had watched the first two videos. I’m sure that number has grown, but I don’t think anyone had to pay to watch them.


    


    As I finished getting ready, I began to think back to our initial conversation about Sapphire and how she had made over seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars last year. By the time I dropped Hannah off at daycare, my apprehension had transformed into excitement. The moment I pulled back onto the street, I gave Gunner a return call.


    


    “You should call in sick and skip work,” Gunner said the moment he answered my call.


    


    “That good, huh?”


    


    “It’s absolutely amazing. Carter was right about you,” he replied.


    


    “How much are we talking here?” I asked impatiently, wanting to know the magnitude.


    


    “So far you will make about twelve thousand when we release last night’s video and about thirty when we do Friday’s live show.”


    


    “Thirty thousand dollars?” I replied as my mind did a flip-flop.


    


    “Yeah, forty two thousand for both so far and it’s only been about fourteen hours,” he confirmed with amazement in his voice. “It will probably be over sixty by the time Friday rolls around.”


    


    “If it’s sixty thousand by Friday, I’ll quit my job.”


    


    “You promise?”


    


    “I swear to God!”


    


    After hanging up with Gunner, I still went to the office. I think I needed some quiet time in the office to balance out the crazy-assed weekend. Once I arrived however, I had a hard time even picking up a file. After returning several emails, I found myself staring blankly out the window, contemplating the numbers Gunner had thrown at me. Sixty thousand dollars was more money than I had made in the past year, and the housing market showed little sign of improving any time soon.


    


    I pulled out a sheet of paper and wrote $750k on the left side of the page. Next I wrote down Gunner’s name, along with multiple O’s. I had to smile as I looked at the wonderful short list of positives. On the right side of the page, I wrote down three negatives: Hannah, Mom, and porn star. The thought of being labeled as a porn star made me absolutely sick. The thought of my mother or daughter finding out made me want to throw up on the spot. If I could be guaranteed that they would never find out, it would be a much easier decision.


    


    I sent Gunner a text to get the website where the videos were being shown. I wanted to see some of the member comments.


    


    Gunner: You aren’t going to watch your own videos are you?


    


    Me: I just want to read some of the comments.


    


    Gunner: They are almost all positive. Members think you look like a taller version of Tori Black.


    


    Me: Is that good?


    


    Gunner: Very good. She’s one of the most popular porn stars around. Several have mentioned Megan Fox, too.


    


    Me: Cool. Is there something I can do to keep them from questioning my true identity?


    


    Gunner: Sure. What I did was create a secondary profile that was fake as well. In that fake profile I told them that my real name was Ben Smith and that I was from Denver, Colorado. Just tell me what you want it to say and I’ll take care of it.


    


    Me: Raven St. Clare - My real name is Stephanie Smithfield from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. I graduated from Pittsburgh High School and was a waitress until I recently moved to California. I’m a 29 year-old MILF with a five year old child.


    


    Gunner: Perfect. That will help calm their curiosity. You need to set up a Facebook page that reiterates all of the same info. We’ll throw a few sexy pics on there later on.


    


    Raven: Thanks! J


    


    I sat back in my chair feeling a little better about everything. I had my fake name and a fake back-up name. Since Jasmine could do such a miraculous job with my makeup, there was almost no chance of anyone recognizing me in future videos. Taking everything into consideration, the left side of the page strongly overpowered the right side. I should go to gym. I definitely need to start working out and tanning.


    


    After I finished setting up a Facebook page for Raven St. Clare / Stephanie Smithfield, I contacted my old personal trainer and set up a time to meet her later in the afternoon. With four and a half days to go until my first live show, I had time to squeeze in a couple of workouts and tanning sessions. The workouts will help me burn off some of this nervous energy, too. It’s driving me crazy.


    


    


    Gunner


    


    Knowing how sensitive Raven was regarding her true identity, I immediately went to work helping her create an additional layer of protection. The members seemed to be delighted to learn more about the real girl behind the Raven persona. Once a Facebook page was available that corroborated her bio, no one would bother digging any further into her identity. Coming from the highly regulated financial world, I had been very discreet when I got involved in the business. After several years, my parents and friends still asked me about the stock market as if I was an active broker. They had no idea what I did for a living and I had always been intent on keeping that way. If she can remain completely incognito, this will be a great gig for her. I hope she can pull it off.


    


    After taking care of Raven’s background information, I had to stop by Carter’s office. I had been procrastinating all morning because I knew he was going to bust my ass about going too easy on Raven in the past two sessions. Since the members were eating them up, though, I didn’t really think he would be such a dick about things.


    


    “What’s up, Carter?” I asked as I walked in and plopped into one of the chairs.


    


    “We need to discuss you and Raven,” he said, getting up to close his door.


    


    “The members are going crazy for her,” I said trying to steer the conversation.


    


    “It’s looking good, but I want more. I spent the past year figuring out how to get her onboard and I want to make the most of it,” he said with a scowl as he retook his seat behind the large mahogany desk.


    


    “That’s understandable. What are you thinking?”


    


    “I just watched the third video and after three sessions you have only given her a couple of taps with a cane and zapped one nipple. That’s not going to cut it and you know it. Right now the members are infatuated with her, but that will wear thin,” he scoffed.


    


    “I told her that I’ve been too easy on her and things will have to intensify on Friday,” I explained.


    


    “Things are going to intensify alright. I’m giving Sapphire a shot at her in full bondage.” His eyes narrowed and locked onto mine.


    


    “Okay, so that means I’m cut out?” I was counting on a huge payoff.


    


    “I gave her to you because I thought you could reel her in, but it seems that you have a soft spot for her or some shit.”


    


    “You have to give me another shot at it. I’ll deliver, you know I always deliver.”


    


    “The only thing I know is that Sapphire will deliver on Friday night,” he said, getting up and walking around to the front of the desk. “You get her all tied up and then you are going to trade with Sapphire. You can play with her friend Amber for the night.”


    


    “Then I get her back?”


    


    “We’ll see. It depends on how well everything goes. If you don’t get her back for level five, you’ll get another shot at level six. But if I see any more of this pussy-assed shit, I’m giving her to Blade,” he threatened, knowing how much that would piss me off.


    


    “You won’t be giving her to Blade,” I countered, rising from my chair.


    


    “You’re in control,” he said with a smart-ass grin. “By the way, I talked to Sapphire an hour ago and she’s pretty pissed as a result of the affection she has been seeing between you and Raven. You might want to warn her that Friday night is going to get a little rough.”


    


    My blood was boiling by the time I left his office. The only reason he was doing this was to hurt Raven. He had an axe to grind with her because of the fact that she had rejected him nearly a decade ago. Petty bastard. He was going to use Sapphire’s jealousy to hurt Raven. Having been a sub to Sapphire in the past, I knew that Raven was in for one hell of a shoot on Friday night.


    


    

    Raven


    


    After a twenty minute tanning session and my first real workout in months, I hopped back into my car to pick up Hannah. I glanced at my phone and saw that I had two missed calls, both from Gunner. I love how excited he is about everything.


    


    “What’s up, sir?” I asked facetiously as he answered my return call.


    


    “I had my meeting with Carter this morning. He’s being a dick as usual,” he replied, sounding a little disappointed.


    


    “Now what?” I knew I was going to regret being involved with that pervert.


    


    “I knew that I was going too easy on you the past couple of sessions. He busted my ass and said that he’s going to switch things up on Friday.”


    


    “Switch things up?”


    


    “Yeah, he’s thinking of switching you and Amber around, so you will have a session with Sapphire.”


    


    “Okay…”


    


    “Sapphire is fun, but she can be tough as nails. Especially since it’s a level four gig,” he said with growing concern in his voice.


    


    “It’s not like she’s going to actually hurt me… is she?”


    


    “No. Not really. She just knows how to make you feel like you’re about to die. She has driven me right to the brink several times,” he admitted.


    


    “So, what’s your advice?”


    


    “Focus on your breathing and just know that you are going to walk away unscathed,” he assured me. “No one has ever been hurt on a set.”


    


    “Hopefully I won’t be the first,” I replied, turning into the daycare parking lot. “I’ve gotta run. I’m picking up Hannah.”


    


    “Give me a call tonight,” he said before hanging up.


    


    The only thing that bothered me about the whole conversation was the fact that he seemed worried. He had known Sapphire for several years and he knew exactly what she was capable of doing. I’m not going to worry about it… that much.


    


    ~~~


    


    Later that night, I called Gunner back because I found myself feeling nervous about everything he had told me. It was the first of several conversations where we really got to know one another. Surprisingly, we had grown up just a few miles from one another. We had even graduated from the same high school, but he had graduated several years ahead of me. His parents still lived about five miles from where I grew up.


    


    “So how do you deal with the fact that you’re a porn star?” I asked him teasingly.


    


    “I don’t really view myself as a porn star,” he countered.


    


    “So what would you call yourself?”


    


    “An educator,” he immediately replied.


    


    “Teaching people how to orgasm?” I laughed.


    


    “You know it goes a little deeper than that. I’m not only helping people discover new things sexually, but I’m also helping them find their inner strength.”


    


    “You have definitely given me an education. I’m not sure how you got me to do half of the things I’ve done.”


    


    “Momentum. Once I got you rolling, you didn’t want to stop,” he surmised.


    


    “You really did get me going, but knowing that these levels are going to get harder and nastier still scares me.”


    


    “But you are still moving forward because you trust me,” he replied in that soothing masculine voice of his.


    


    He was right. The more we talked, the more I began to see that Gunner was truly a character that Dalton played on the set. My gut told me that the real Dalton was a man I could trust. On the other hand, my gut knew that I couldn’t trust Carter. He had made it clear that he still carried a grudge, even though a decade had passed since our conflict. The fact that Carter was ultimately in charge of everything still made me leary of the road ahead.


    

  


  
    Chapter 16


    


    Friday Afternoon


    


    Gunner


    


    By the time Friday came around, the dynamics had changed quite a bit. Raven and I had been talking nearly every night and our relationship was moving past the superficial stage. We were even using our real names whenever we had personal conversations outside of the dungeon. Based on everything I had told her about Sapphire, she was mentally prepared for whatever was about to come her way. On the business front, our third video had been released and she had already netted over sixteen thousand dollars on it. Based on the pre-bookings for Friday’s live session, her total take was going to be well over sixty thousand. In the past three years, no other video launch had ever come close to those numbers.


    


    I sent her a text about three in the afternoon telling her to submit her resignation.


    


    Me: You will be well over sixty grand. Give your two weeks.


    


    Raven: What am I going to do with all of my free time?


    


    Me: Whatever you want.


    


    Raven: Let me think about it until Monday.


    


    That was the response that I had anticipated. Quitting a stable job wasn’t easy for someone who had been raising a child on her own. I don’t blame her for being a little hesitant.


    


    


    Raven


    


    I had mixed feelings walking out of the office that Friday afternoon. I actually enjoyed working in real estate, which was the whole reason I got into it in the first place. I also loved the idea of making thousands of dollars for doing hour-long sessions with Gunner, but I knew that wasn’t going to last forever. I wouldn’t want to do it forever, even if I could somehow defy aging. Maybe I can do real estate part-time.


    


    After stopping home for a quick change of clothes, I picked up Hannah and went straight over to Amber’s place. It was crazy to think about how much our weekend agenda had changed over the past three weeks. We still ordered pizza for the kids and the babysitter, but it was going to be another crazy night for the mamas after that. I’m still having a hard time believing what we are doing.


    


    “Have you been tanning?” Amber asked as she adjusted the strap of my dress.


    


    “Yeah, I was so white. I went an extra five minutes last night and got a little burnt.”


    


    “I don’t even bother,” my fair-skinned friend replied. “Tanning just brings out my freckles.”


    


    “You’re cute as hell even without a tan,” I assured her. “Where should we stop for a cocktail?”


    


    “Let’s go to that place where we went with Polly. That’s right on the way.”


    


    “Whatever happened to Polly? I haven’t seen her at the coffee shop ever since.”


    


    “Yeah, I tried the number she gave me, but it just keeps ringing and no one ever answers,” Amber replied with a puzzled look.


    


    “That’s too weird.” Maybe Amber just entered it wrong.


    


    

    



    Gunner


    


    When the girls arrived for the shoot, it was obvious that they had been drinking. They weren’t drunk, but there was a very distinct smell of alcohol. I completely understand why they would want to deaden their senses a bit, but Sapphire hates it when subs do anything like that prior to a shoot.


    


    “Go rinse your mouth with mouthwash and chew on a piece of gum,” I instructed Raven as soon as Jasmine finished applying her makeup.


    


    “I feel like I’m in high school again,” Raven scoffed and rolled her eyes.


    


    Honestly, I just wanted to make sure that Raven didn’t give Sapphire an additional reason to be hard on her. She was already in for more abuse than she could possibly imagine.


    


    “Amber, good to see you,” Sapphire smiled, giving her a big hug. “Are you ready to take things to the next level?”


    


    “I think so. I had a really good time last time,” she replied with an appreciative look in her eyes.


    


    “Well then, let’s go get you uncomfortable.” She giggled taking her by the hand. “Have you girls been drinking?”


    


    Oh great! Amber will tell her the truth because she seems so fun and harmless. I thought back to how I had misjudged her when we first met. The old saying that “looks can be deceiving” had never rang truer.


    


    “I’m ready for my breath inspection,” Raven teased as she snuck up behind me.


    


    “Alright, bitch,” I glared at her. “Are you ready to feel some real pain?”


    


    “You always freak me out when you turn nasty like that.” She ran her fingers along my shoulder and down my arm.


    


    “I’m not pretending. This is your first live show and it has to be for real,” I replied in a serious tone. “I don’t want Carter to break us up.”


    


    “Well then… let’s do it!” she said, releasing the straps of her dress.


    


    “Shit, are you sunburned?”


    


    “A little bit,” she admitted with a growing look of concern.


    


    “Fuck, that’s not good. If this was a recorded session I would postpone it, but this is totally live.”


    


    “Is it that big of a deal?” Her eyes widened with fear.


    


    “Oh, baby, it’s going to hurt like hell. Your ass cheeks are bright red and we haven’t even started!”


    


    “I’m sorry, I just didn’t like being so pasty white,” she tried to explain.


    


    “You were gorgeous just the way you were. Besides it’s nearly dark in there.” What the fuck?


    


    


    Raven


    


    Oh shit. I felt an impending sense of doom as I gauged Gunner’s reaction to my sunburn. I can’t believe I was so stupid. I should have stopped after the first tanning session. The members loved my first two videos, why couldn’t I just leave things alone?


    


    “I’m going to have to tie you a little differently than I had planned,” Gunner said as he grabbed me by the hair and led me to the dungeon. It actually seemed as if he was truly pissed at me because he kept muttering under his breath.


    


    “I’m sorry, I wasn’t thinking.”


    


    “Set your ass down here,” he barked, guiding me toward a padded table.


    


    As he went over to pick up several pieces of white rope, I caught a glimpse of Carter out of the corner of my eye. That’s why Gunner is being such a dick. He was making it look good for him, so I began to play along.


    


    “I’m sorry I let myself get sunburned, sir,” I said when he returned.


    


    He simply shook his head, hanging on to the look of disgust that had settled on his face. I sat there quietly as he tied a rope to one of my ankles, before pulling my arms behind my back. Silence continued to hang in the air as he securely tied my arms together and then proceeded to tie up my other leg.


    


    “That’s not going to work,” he said assessing his work. “I’m going to have to use another set of ropes around your thighs. That sunburned ass of yours needs to be higher in the air.”


    


    Great… I’m smart enough to know that my sunburned ass is going to be one hundred times as sore when I leave here tonight.


    


    “Welcome to the pile driver,” he growled in my ear as he cinched the last rope and slapped me on the ass.


    


    “Ouch, fuck!” That damn thing really is tender.


    


    “If that hurt, you are in for a long night,” he scoffed before shedding his shirt and walking back to a table filled with bondage toys.


    


    Lying there with my arms immobilized and my legs suspended in the air, I cringed when I saw Carter walking over to Gunner. This isn’t good. After a quick exchange of words, Gunner shot me a sorrowful look before exiting the room. Shit, this is what he has been warning me about. I sat there helplessly as Carter slipped on his black mask and casually made his way over to me.


    


    “You picked a bad day to come in with a sunburn sweetie,” he said, glaring down at me in all his conceited glory. All I could see was his eyes, which made it all the more annoying.


    


    “Yes, I’m sorry, sir,” I replied, even though I really wanted to tell him to fuck off. I knew however, I had no choice under the current circumstances.


    


    “It’s too late for you to play nice with me. I’ve been told that I can’t so much as lay a finger on you,” he said picking up an ice cube.


    


    Eat shit and die, flashed through my mind as he began to run the ice cube along my sunburned ass and legs.


    


    “This should help to cool the burn.” He laughed as my nipples hardened and trails of goose bumps popped up on my tender skin. “I have to make sure that my fingers don’t accidentally touch you.”


    


    After a few more moments of ice cube torture, he added, “I’m going to enjoy watching them break you.”


    


    “Who? Sapphire and Gunner?” I asked not knowing exactly what he meant.


    


    “No… them,” he said pointing to the live camera. “They’re like a pack of wolves and you are a little wounded lamb. I have been planning this for months.”


    


    “Planning what, sir?” I still didn’t understand exactly what he was talking about.


    


    “This moment. To bring you in as the naïve amateur and watch as you are beaten into submission on a live feed,” he sneered picking up another ice cube.


    


    I really wanted to give him a piece of my mind, but instead I just sat there glaring at him while he amused himself. I totally despise you.


    


    “Gunner and Sapphire have been hooking up off-set for a long time. I couldn’t fire them because they were my top two revenue generators,” he said after a long pause. “I had a feeling that Gunner would fall for you and now you get to face Sapphire’s wrath. I would say this is a win-win for me.”


    


    “Why do you have to be such an asshole?” I hissed between my teeth.


    


    “It’s called revenge, little lady. No one turns their back on me,” he whispered once again as he ran the ice cube over the top of my breasts. “By the way, if you use your safe word, I’ll reveal your true identity.”


    


    “You wouldn’t!” I gasped in sheer horror.


    


    “Only if you use your safe word,” he whispered again, “and since you called me an asshole, it now applies to all ten levels.”


    


    “And if I make all ten?” I asked, suddenly feeling determined.


    


    “Then your secret will be safe,” he smiled and tossed the ice cube onto the floor. “Oh shit, sweetie, I’ll bet Sapphire’s whip is going to hurt even more against wet skin. Maybe those ice cubes weren’t helpful after all.”


    


    You mother fucker. I closed my eyes and forced back the tears of rage that were burning behind my eyes. I can make it through this. All I need to do is focus on my breathing. As soon as my attention turned to my breathing, I realized that I was already in a state of full panic. My heart was pounding in my chest and my breathing was choppy as hell. I tried to calm myself and take control as Carter said something to the camera before strolling to the back of the room.


    


    I can do this. I’m strong. He’s not going to break me. I tried to flood my mind with positive thoughts, but there was already too much adrenaline coursing through my veins. I can’t catch my breath. I was able to shift my position just enough to release a bit of pressure that had been on my rib cage. That’s a little better.


    


    Unfortunately, Sapphire was standing there watching me as I repositioned. She moved in closer and came to a stop right in between my outstretched legs. I have to admit, she looked pretty amazing with her long blonde hair, studded collar, and black leather suit that covered her from head to toe. She definitely looks intimidating right now.


    


    “It looks like someone’s restraints are a bit too loose,” she taunted as she grabbed the rope that was tied to my left thigh and gave it a tug.


    


    “No, ma’am,” I replied, hoping that she would leave the rest alone.


    


    “I just saw you move and my subs don’t move,” she snarled in my ear as she reached for the rope securing my other thigh and gave it a tug as well.


    


    “Ouch!” I screamed out as the rope bit into my sunburned leg.


    


    “I think someone needs a ball gag,” she said scornfully, the result of me inadvertently screaming in her ear. She grabbed one from her pocket and slid it over my head, pushing the ball deep into my mouth.


    


    I instinctively used my lips and teeth to push the ball back out, much to her displeasure.


    


    “I’ve got a fix for that,” she seethed, tying a cord the back of the gag and cinching it to the table behind me. “Now, I think you’re ready.”


    


    “Yes, ma’am,” I tried to say despite choking on my own spit.


    


    “Call me ‘master,’” Sapphire demanded as she came nose to nose with me.


    


    “Yes, master,” I complied.


    


    I can do this. I’m strong. I won’t let her break me.


    

  


  
    Chapter 17


    


    


    Gunner


    


    I felt an overwhelming sense of guilt as I reluctantly traded subs with Sapphire. I hadn’t gotten overly detailed when I warned of what was about to happen to her. I hadn’t wanted her to spend the entire week worrying. Sapphire had been trying to pressure me into a relationship ever since I completed my initial training with her. Over the past few years, we had hooked up on several occasions, but I knew deep down that it would never work out.


    


    A few months ago, Carter caught us in one of the hot tubs at the mansion. After that incident he warned both of us, so I made it clear to Sapphire that any further activities would be restricted to the dungeon. Needless to say, she was rather unhappy with my decision. To stoke the fire even more, Sapphire had been in the editing bay the previous Sunday when Joey was working on Raven’s first two videos. According to him, she got more and more agitated as she watched our onscreen performances. I’m sure she could tell how I felt about her and she must have gone to Carter to express her concerns. That has to be the real reason he switched us tonight. I really wish I were the one being punished, instead of Raven.


    


    “You must be Amber,” I stated the obvious as I walked into the room. “How did two nice girls like you and Raven end up in a place like this?”


    


    “Primarily out of boredom… and a little curiosity.” She laughed, fidgeting in her cuffs.


    


    She was strapped into the same chair that Raven had been in her first night. She had long, beautiful legs like Raven, but a much fairer skin tone. Her cute little freckles looked as if they had been carefully sprinkled across her body.


    


    “I love your puffy nipples,” I told her as I rolled one of them between my fingers.


    


    “You are really sexy, too. No wonder Raven likes you,” she said returning my compliment.


    


    A loud scream broke the silence and I knew immediately it was Raven. This isn’t fair. She and I have been forming a bond of trust and this will fuck it all up.


    


    “That was Raven wasn’t it?” Amber asked as I placed a suction cup on her nipple.


    


    “Yeah, she’s going to have a tough night,” I replied as her nipple was sucked into the cup.


    


    “My god that hurts.” Amber gave me a scolding look.


    


    “This is only the beginning, doll.” I placed an identical one on the other nipple and pumped that one up just as tight.


    


    Amber was a sweet, personable redhead who was looking for a little adventure, but my thoughts were completely consumed by the dark haired woman in the room next door. Over the course of the next hour, I brought Amber to several orgasms, but the whole time I was wishing that I was next door with Raven instead.


    


    


    Raven


    


    I can do this. She won’t hurt me. I’m strong enough to take it. My stream of positive thoughts continued as Sapphire’s heels clicked across the floor. I turned my head to the left as much as I could. I could just barely see what she was doing. She had picked up a flogger, but Carter pointed to something hanging on the wall. What the fuck is he doing? My heart skipped a beat when I saw that it was a whip.


    


    “He must really have it in for you,” Sapphire seethed. “Do you know what this is?”


    


    “No, master,” I struggled to say. Fucking ball gag.


    


    “It’s called the Scorpion,” she replied with an evil smirk. “Have you ever been bitten by a scorpion?”


    


    “No.” I once again felt tears pushing into the corners of my eyes.


    


    “A sunburn, damp skin, and the scorpion.” She shook her head. “He’s got one hell of an imagination. I would never dream of doing this to someone as pretty as you.”


    


    She cracked the whip and the tip actually left a mark on the table next to me. She better not hit me with that or I’m going to… The whip cracked again and this time a sharp pain ripped through my left hand. Son of a bitch that hurt! I groaned loudly, keeping my words to myself.


    


    “Do you want me to use this on your bottom?” she whispered in my ear as she came around to the side of the table.


    


    “No, master,” I replied, my left hand continuing to throb.


    


    “Would you like to be flogged or caned instead?”


    


    After thinking for a split second, I decided to take a calculated risk saying, “I would like to be caned, master.” My sincere hope was that she would do the opposite of what I asked.


    


    “Why would anyone choose to be caned instead of flogged?” she questioned, trailing the tip of the scorpion up and down my thighs. “You aren’t trying to trick me, are you, Raven?”


    


    Are all of these people fucking mind readers? Maybe I should stop trying to outsmart them. “No, master,” I muttered, feeling sick at the thought of being caned by her.


    


    “Even though you are trying to steal my boyfriend, I’m not going to use the cane on you,” she said in a vindictive tone. “I am going to flog the hell of you, though.”


    


    My mind was trying to process everything when another crack of the scorpion split the air and a searing pain shot through my other hand and up my arm. Son of a bitch! God dammit!


    


    “Don’t I get a thank you for going easy on you?” she demanded, placing her fists on her hips.


    


    “Thank you, master! I’m sorry, master!” I pleaded. My right hand was now throbbing just as bad as the left one.


    


    “That’s better. You better start being more grateful you boyfriend stealing bitch. Otherwise I’ll use that scorpion on your ass!”


    


    “Yes, master.” I definitely didn’t want the scorpion, especially since she didn’t know that I was unable to use my safe word. Once again, I sat there listening to the click of her heels and yet again I saw Carter say something to her. I’m going to get even with that son of a bitch one day.


    


    “This one is from the boss,” she smiled, before hitting me directly between the legs with the flogger.


    


    “Thank you, master,” I gasped, completely taken by surprise. The pain emanated all the way up through my abdomen. I’m going to kick that little bastard in the nuts. I made a mental note as Sapphire began to slap my ass with her flogger.


    


    The sting of the flogger against my sensitive skin made me grateful that she wasn’t using a cane or the scorpion. I began to focus my attention on how I was going to torture Carter. I was hoping that it would give me the level of distraction I needed in order to make it through my first real level of punishment. She continued to slap my ass cheeks, going back and forth between them. The pain continued to grow with each slap and I released a groan each time she took a stroke. This isn’t so bad. I can handle it.


    


    “Ow! Fuck!” I screamed into the ball gag as she took several strokes against my va-jay-jay. That hurts like a son of a bitch!


    


    “Open your eyes,” she demanded. “I want you to look at me the whole time.”


    


    “Yes, master.” She set down the flogger and picked up a set of chopsticks.


    


    What the hell is she going to do with those? Even though I was confused, I honestly felt somewhat relieved. Chopsticks seemed pretty benign compared to many of the other tools that she had at her disposal.


    


    “I think you are going to like this,” she cooed, slipping a blindfold over my eyes.


    


    Being blindfolded with Gunner was quite erotic because for whatever reason, I trusted that he wasn’t going to hurt me. Sapphire, however, was apparently jealous of how much time Gunner and I had been spending together, so being blindfolded with her was absolutely terrifying. The fact that Carter was in the room seemed to double my anxiety level. My heart was pounding so hard that I could feel it in my throat by the time one of the chopsticks began probing the arch of my foot. Oh shit! I immediately knew that she intended to arouse the most sensitive areas of flesh that she could find.


    


    “I’m betting you have sensitive feet,” she taunted, randomly poking the sole of my left foot.


    


    I released a muffled scream as the intensity of the sensation completely overwhelmed my senses. My feet had always been so sensitive that I couldn’t stand to have them tickled. In fact, my immediate fear was that I could possibly wet myself. How embarrassing would that be in front of thousands of people? I know Carter would probably love to see that happen… but it won’t. I tried desperately to think of something… anything …to distract myself as she continued to prod the arch of my left foot with that damn stick. Please stop, please stop, kept going through my mind.


    


    Just when I approached the point of losing all control, she stopped. Thank god! I heard her snicker. I’m sure she could tell by my reactions that she was absolutely killing me. Then I felt that damn stick drag across the bottom of my right foot. I’m going to lose it!


    


    “You act as if you don’t like this,” she said after only a few seconds.


    


    “I don’t, master.” I gasped, choking once again on the ball gag.


    


    “Then why are you dripping wet?” she asked in an authoritarian tone. I could feel the tip of the stick probing between my lips.


    


    “I don’t know, ma’am.”


    


    “I think you are lying to me again!” she shouted. “On top of that you didn’t call me ‘master’!”


    


    “I’m sorry, master,” I tried to quickly correct myself.


    


    “I thought the boss was being too tough on you, but I guess he was right.”


    


    I cringed as I heard her heels clicking across the floor again. At this point, I felt as if I could’ve jumped right out of my skin. I have to slow my breathing. Focus on breathing, I told myself after realizing that I was nearing a full-blown panic attack. I continued to talk myself through it while trying to ignore any sounds going on around me. In fact, I was so distracted that I didn’t hear what she said upon her return.


    


    “Answer me!” she demanded. A scorching blast of pain shot through my right inner thigh.


    


    Oh my god. My eyes instantly flooded with tears and my mind snapped to attention. What did she ask me? I wasn’t sure if I should ask that question or not. I didn’t want to infuriate her any further.


    


    “Answer me!” she screamed even louder. The next blistering stab of pain shot through my left inner thigh.


    


    Fuck! What the hell is she doing to me?


    


    “I’m sorry, master. I didn’t hear what you asked.”


    


    “You call me ‘master,’ but you aren’t even listening to me? What the hell is going through that pretty little head of yours?”


    


    “I don’t know, master.” I sobbed, trying to regain control of myself.


    


    “You’re pathetic. I think you need one of those right here,” she said as I felt what I believed to be the tip of the scorpion touching my clit.


    


    “No! Please, master!” I begged. “I’ll do anything you ask!” I suddenly heard the whir as she thrashed the whip wildly in the air. Then just as suddenly it stopped.


    


    Somehow, even in my distraught state, I still managed to sense another presence. I heard some choppy, random clicks on the concrete that sounded as if Sapphire was being dragged from the room. Regardless of what had just happened, I was extremely relieved that the scorpion was no longer flailing in the air above me.


    

  


  
    Chapter 18


    


    


    Gunner


    


    Amber probably won’t be too impressed by her experience tonight because I kept getting distracted by the monitor that was tuned-in to Raven’s show. After seeing the approval-rating fall below eighty percent, I quickly read some of the member comments. Most members were pissed off by the fact that I had been removed from the set. They had paid to see the two of us and Sapphire was not a good replacement since she was focused solely on hurting Raven. The members are all siding with Raven so Sapphire isn’t doing herself any favors. I set Amber up with one of our automated machines and she seemed to be enjoying it, so I took the opportunity to exit the room intent on rescuing Raven.


    


    When I re-entered Raven’s room, I heard a sharp crack and then saw her thrashing her head back and forth. That was the kind of behavior that normally came just before a sub used her safe-word. I wonder if the ball gag is choking her? Then I heard Sapphire threatening to hit her right between the legs with the single tail scorpion. That’s not going to happen, bitch!


    


    I came up behind her undetected and grabbed her by her ponytail, placing my other hand across her mouth and nose. She always despised the feeling of being suffocated, so that’s exactly what I emulated. Despite the fact that she fought me and started throwing elbows, I held her tight and dragged her over to the exit.


    


    “Go back to where you are wanted,” I hissed in her ear before shoving her through the doorway, locking the door behind her.


    


    Turning around, I saw Carter hastily coming toward me. I met him halfway and dragged him by the arm over to the monitor. “What the fuck does that say?” I demanded.


    


    “Seventy-eight percent,” he replied sheepishly.


    


    “Are you going to let your emotions fuck up a good thing here or are you going to let me turn this thing around?” I asked in the vilest tone I could conjure up.


    


    “Alright, see what you can do,” he agreed, pulling back to straighten his ruffled clothes.


    Seventy-eight percent… un-fucking believable, I thought as I walked over to the table where Raven was still blindfolded and bound. If things can’t get personal between the two of us, then it shouldn’t get personal with that little prick either. I’ve made him two or three million since coming onboard. Ungrateful bastard. I’m going to have to pull out all of the stops and really put on a show if I’m going to make up for all of those negative ratings. Sorry, Raven, but that means you are going to experience a zipper.


    


    


    Raven


    


    After lying there for a mini-eternity, I sensed the return of my savior. This time, I caught a whiff of his scent, so I instantly knew it was him. “Thank god you’re back!”


    


    “I couldn’t let her have all the fun,” he joked as he pulled out the ball gag and slid it over my head. “Besides, she seemed to be all pain and no pleasure, so what fun is that?”


    


    He grabbed hold of my left nipple and there was suddenly a sharp pinch. Then there was a second pinch on the other side of the nipple and another and another.


    


    “Ouch! What the hell?”


    


    “Sorry, but we have to make up some ground,” he whispered. “Just relax, breathe, and go to your happy place.”


    


    My happy place? Shit, that doesn’t sound good. He must be using some kind of clips or clothespins or something. “Ow, fuck!” I complained as he pinched the tender skin right beneath my left boob.


    


    “You will get used to them. It’s called a zipper,” he informed me as he quickly pinched his way down my rib cage.


    


    “Why is it called that?”


    


    “I’ll show you in a few minutes. It’s the only thing dramatic enough to get our ratings back up to where they should be,” he continued to whisper. “The members were pissed that I wasn’t on-set with you.”


    


    “So was I!”


    


    “Hey… It wasn’t my choice, but I’m back and we are going to give them one hell of a show.”


    


    My va-jay-jay is throbbing, my thighs still burn and the ache in my abdomen is only giving way because of all the pinching that is traveling down my mid-section. Now I see why the pay is so good. This really sucks!


    


    


    Gunner


    


    “Keep breathing,” I reminded her as I continued to apply clothespins over the cord, working my way down the side of her body.


    


    The last two pins were placed on her inner thigh, snugged right up against her sweet little pussy. Then I went to the other side and repeated the same exact process. By the time I was done, there were two lines of clothespins stretching all of the way from her tits to her pussy. She’s handling them much better than I expected.


    


    “Now for the fun ones,” I teased, spreading her juicy lips apart and placing two pins on each of them.


    


    “Oh fuck me,” she moaned as the pain immediately began to build. I tied the two ends of the string together and the zipper was complete.


    


    “Now I’ve got to check my work,” I told her as I picked up a cane and randomly began to tap on several of the pins.


    


    “Ow, ow fuck… Jesus that hurts!” she cried while I tapped my way up one side and down the other. “I thought you said that it was time for some pleasure, master.”


    


    “You can call me ‘sir,’ and yes, you better be prepared for a whole lot of both.” I retrieved a small clip-on clit vibrator and attached it to her clit.


    


    “OUCH! Not on my clit, sir!”


    


    “Just give it a second,” I assured her, clicking the remote to turn it on.


    


    “Whoa,” she acknowledged as it sprung to life.


    


    I glanced at the monitor and we had already regained several percentage points.


    


    I began to run my fingers along her wet, swollen lips, brushing against the clit vibrator as well as both sets of pins that were attached on either side.


    


    “Oh god, ouch… fuck…” she moaned, going back and forth between pleasure and pain, fighting the restraints the entire time.


    


    “There’s nowhere to go. Just relax and breathe,” I told her once again, slipping three fingers inside of her.


    


    Her pussy greeted me with an explosion of juices. I had never seen her this excited in any of our previous sessions. She probably won’t admit it, but I think she is actually turned on by the pain. I curled my fingers and began to stroke her G-Spot, which was already fully aroused.


    


    “Oh fuck, that feels good, sir!” she exclaimed as my fingers continued to glide back and forth over those sensitive little bumps.


    


    I just love how she reacts when I do this. Right now, she has completely forgotten about all of those pins that are running up and down her body. She let out another scream as I picked up the string and gave it a slight tug, activating her pain receptors once again. In spite of her protests, I felt another wave of juices flowing down over my fingers. She’s a pain slut after all.


    


    


    Raven


    


    “Oh my god, oh fuck, ahhhh… shit! Oh fuuuuck.”


    


    The random stream of foul language that flowed through my mind and off my lips was slowly transforming into nothing more than grunts and primitive noises. I suddenly became conscious of how it sounded and nearly laughed out loud. I could just as well have that ball gag in my mouth. Ouch! Now what the hell is he doing?


    


    Another strange realization began to warp my mind. I noticed that each time he initiated another round of sharp pain, something else moved in right behind it. It felt like a wave of relief was washing through me, transforming the pain into a more intense form of pleasure. This is really twisted!


    


    For the first time, I began to see the beauty behind the pain. I had always been afraid of pain, whether physical or mental, and had spent most of my life desperately trying to avoid it. After the divorce, I had distracted myself with raising Hannah, spending as much time with her as possible. When Dad died, I distracted myself with work and partying with Amber. Now, for the first time, I was actually embracing the pain. In fact, I found myself anticipating what was going to happen next. I must be deranged.


    


    


    Gunner


    


    Each time I tugged at the strings, she reacted a bit less violently. I think she is almost ready to be unzipped. I clicked the clit vibrator to high and buried several fingers inside of her. A steady stream of cries and moans emanated from her lips as I moved her toward a deep and powerful orgasm. I stopped spreading her lips, so the clothespins began to hit against my hand every time I took a stroke. This instantly caused her to tense up and her moans began to transform into screams.


    


    “Oh fuck, oh fuck, owww fuck!” she screamed as my hand moved in and out of her in a strong rhythmic motion.


    


    “Can I come, sir?” she asked as her entire body tensed against the restraints.


    


    “Yes, you can come.”


    


    Her body began to flex, her legs were shaking violently, and I could see that she was desperately trying to close them. It was time to pull the zipper. I gripped the cord firmly with my free hand and continued to move my fingers within her. I felt her pussy squeezing against my fingers as a wave of orgasmic contractions washed through her body. Upon feeling it, I yanked the cord and all forty clothespins were simultaneously ripped from her sunburned flesh.


    


    Holy shit! The scream that she let out made me wish for a brief moment that I had left the ball gag in place. After seeing it on video, however, I was very glad that I had removed it. In my three years of working in the dungeon, I had never heard such a blood-curdling scream, much less two of them. Her second one was equally as powerful as the first. Her head remained flexed forward the entire time as if she was intentionally directing her screams at me.


    


    The clit vibrator continued to buzz, but in the heat of the moment, she had literally expelled my fingers from her pussy. As she drew in a deep, jagged breath and let out another more modest cry, I grabbed the remote and turned the vibrator off.


    


    “Holy fuck, I think I saw the other side,” she muttered as she struggled to catch her breath. “That was so unreal!”


    


    I just sat there smiling from ear to ear as Carter yelled out, “That’s a wrap!” She is my dream girl. Not only is she the girl next door, but she also just discovered the beauty of intense pain. This is so fucking awesome!


    


    “What are you so smiley about?” Carter seethed as he came storming from across the room with his daughter trailing behind him.


    


    “Just look at the monitor.” It had risen to a stunning ninety-four percent.


    


    “You guys are amazing together,” his daughter cooed as she punched her finger against the screen of her iPad. “This is by far our biggest live show ever.”


    


    “You’re just lucky it worked out, Gunner!” Carter said, going toe to toe with me. “This could have just as easily been a disaster.”


    


    “I’m sorry, sir, but I had to follow my gut,” I replied, while his daughter continued to crunch the numbers. She’s totally into that stuff.


    


    


    

    Raven


    


    I was beginning to regain some of my senses when I heard several people talking right next to me. It is a really weird, creepy feeling when you realize that your legs are still spread in the air. The first voice I recognized was Gunner. Wow, that was absolutely incredible. There is creepy Carter. Then I began to hear another familiar voice. It was the voice of a woman that I thought I should know.


    


    “Can someone take off this blindfold, please?”


    


    “Sure.” Gunner lifted my head slightly and gently slid them off. “Are you okay?”


    


    “Am I okay? I don’t have a clue actually.” I blinked my eyes trying to regain my focus. “Am I bleeding or missing any limbs?”


    


    “No.” He laughed. “Everything is intact. We ended with a ninety-four, no… ninety-five percent approval rating.”


    


    “Great, whatever that means.” I turned my head to see what he was looking at. “Polly? What are you doing here?”


    


    “Polly,” Carter scoffed. “This is my daughter, Suzanne.”


    


    She stood there motionless with a dumb smile on her face, trying to avoid eye contact. I looked over at Gunner, who had already begun to untie one of my legs.


    


    “Did you know about this?” I asked him, my anger piercing right through the incredible sex induced buzz.


    


    “Carter told me to contact you after you sent that first text,” he said nonchalantly. “That was the first time I had ever heard the name Raven.”


    


    “Well played, man,” Carter said slapping him on the shoulder. “Let’s get out of here,” he said, turning back to his daughter.


    


    I’m in the goddamn twilight zone. I laid my head back down and returned to my incredible buzz. “You have some explaining to do, sir. But right now, I just want you to untie me.”


    


    “You aren’t just saying that to get me to finish untying you?” Gunner asked with a smirk.


    


    “No. If you don’t get me untied in the next sixty seconds, though, there is going to be trouble!”


    


    “Ha! Those are big words coming from a girl who can’t move her arms and only has one free leg,” he countered.


    


    “Hey, it only takes one leg for me to kick you in the ass!”


    


    Right now you have no right to give me that look, sir.


    


    Watching him untie the ropes, I patiently waited to be completely unbound. Once again my growing feelings for Gunner had left me feeling disappointed. The fact that Carter had threatened to reveal my true identity only added to my frustration. Since our show had been another record breaker, I had my doubts that he would want to ruin everything. However, the fact that he had held a grudge for so many years made him rather unpredictable. The only thing muting my rage for the moment was the incredible state of mind that Gunner had left me in. I have never felt like this before, it’s amazing.


    


    Once I was free, I ran my hands along my breasts and rib cage, amazed by how much pain I had been able to endure. Other than some pinch marks and pink skin, it hadn’t done any noticeable damage. These guys definitely know how to push you to the edge. The only positive of that night’s session, was that it had erased any doubts that I had about being able to make it through the more painful levels. Gunner helped me get up from the table. It was a struggle to walk at first until my hips loosened up and then my head finally began to clear.


    


    “Are you okay Jillian?” Gunner asked, looking directly into my eyes.


    


    “Now you are using my real name here?” I shook my head in disbelief. “I’m sorry, but you just lost the right to call me that.”


    


    “I thought we were getting past this stage,” he replied. “I felt a real bond with you this past week.”


    


    “You played a key role in deceiving me,” I replied, appalled by his lack of understanding. “And, now Carter just threatened to reveal my identity if I don’t make it through all ten levels without using my safe word.”


    


    “Carter is in complete control, because he has dirt on all of us. I had no choice but to do what he asked. It’s been that way ever since I made a deal with the devil,” he explained as we walked back to the dressing room.


    


    “What’s his daughter’s excuse? Is she under his spell too? I never even knew he had a daughter… or a wife for that matter.”


    


    “I’ve never met his wife, either. Apparently, Suzanne showed up one day after finishing boarding school. She wanted to go into the real estate business with him, so he sent her to Stanford for an MBA. That’s where she learned about online marketing. She’s the one who made this place so successful.”


    


    “Were those kids even hers?” I asked, thinking back to that day in the coffee shop.


    


    “No. Carter knew you were a single mother, so he told her to use them as an icebreaker,” he confessed.


    


    “I didn’t think you knew anything about it?” I cornered him.


    


    “I said I didn’t know who you were. I only knew they were scheming and that it involved someone who had history with Carter,” Gunner stopped abruptly.


    


    “You should have warned me… and I wouldn’t say we had history!” My anger only grew as my head continued to clear.


    


    “I should have told you before you signed the contract, but I didn’t want you to run,” he replied, putting his arm around me. “After that first night, I knew we had chemistry, and I wanted to see how far I could take you.”


    


    I stood there motionless, not saying a word. I knew that Carter had probably been manipulating him, but I also wanted him to stop and think about things. If there was more to our relationship than what went on in the dungeon, then he was going to have to prove himself.


    


    “Are you and I okay?” He bent down looking me directly in the eyes once again.


    


    “I’m committed to doing six more levels with you, but right now I need to get dressed. Where is Amber?” I suddenly remembered that we had come together.


    


    “Yeah, sure, get dressed and we’ll take a peek,” Gunner replied sheepishly while tuning the monitor to the room that Amber and Sapphire were using.


    


    Reaching down to pick up my dress, I noticed the marks Sapphire had left on my inner thighs as well as my hands.


    


    “They’ll be gone in a couple of days,” Gunner assured me as I ran my fingers over them.


    


    Gunner is lucky he came back when he did, otherwise I would be even more furious with him. Judging by the screams that were coming over the monitor, she wasn’t being much easier on Amber. She had apparently substituted her for me. I made a mental note to get even with her one day as well. Carter was first on the list and she had become a close number two.


    


    “What is she hitting her with?” I asked, hearing Amber scream even louder.


    


    “Piano wire,” Gunner scoffed. “That’s a little advanced for level two.”


    


    “It really has to hurt when she does it on your foot like that.”


    


    “She’s big into foot play,” he replied. “And, yes, it hurts like hell.”


    


    She then began tickling Amber’s feet with one hand, while using the Hitachi on her clit with the other. She was driving her absolutely nuts. I knew it was wrong, but I found myself becoming a bit aroused by watching my friend in distress. I had to wonder if this whole ordeal was unleashing some sort of inner pervert.


    

  


  
    Chapter 19


    


    


    Gunner


    


    By the time Sapphire released Amber, she was just as sex-drunk as Raven had been earlier. Raven and Sapphire exchanged glares when they met each other briefly in the hallway. I warned Raven that she would have to play nice for now, because she will meet her again in level seven. At least I’ll be involved in that scene, so I can make sure it doesn’t get out of hand.


    


    Even though I was excited by how well the show turned out, a bigger part of me felt bad about how things had gone with Raven. I should have told her that Carter and his daughter had tricked her into coming to the dungeon. At first, I had no idea who Raven was, so the whole situation seemed irrelevant. Once I figured out it was Jillian, I didn’t mention it because I thought that she would walk away. She had already been so hesitant about signing the contract; I knew that I would lose her. Besides, our first session had already been recorded by the time I realized who she was, so it probably wouldn’t have made a difference anyway. If she had tried to walk away, he definitely would’ve used it against her.


    


    My mind shifted. I thought back to the expression on Raven’s face the moment I pulled the zipper. Now that was priceless. It had looked as if her eyes were going to pop right out of her head. I smiled to myself just thinking about it. There’s that feeling in my chest and stomach again. I’m a grown man, so why do I keep feeling like this every time she leaves? It’s stupid. Raven is pissed at me anyway, so I might as well cool it.


    


    Fuck… I hope she realizes that I really am on her side and not theirs.


    


    


    


    Raven


    


    The ride back to Amber’s house was interesting to say the least. Once she came out of her haze, she had a rollercoaster of emotions similar to what I went through the first couple of times. The funniest part was that she spoke to me as if I hadn’t been there.


    


    “I see why you like Gunner,” she started out as we pulled onto the highway. “He’s really hot.”


    


    “Yeah, he is but…”


    


    “Sapphire is hot, too, but in a totallly different way,” she said, completely cutting me off.


    


    “Actually, that chick is fucking scary!”


    


    “Yeah, but it’s a good scary. Like when you go to a horror flick,” she interjected.


    


    “This doesn’t happen at a horror flick,” I replied showing her my hands.


    


    “Shit! She did that to you?” Amber’s eyes widened.


    


    “I have worse ones on my thighs. She most likely would’ve done more damage if Gunner hadn’t come in and stopped her.” That bitch.


    


    “I don’t think I’ll go back,” she said with a slight quiver in her voice. “I can’t have marks like that at work!”


    


    “At least you have that option. You can just walk away with no consequences.” I sighed.


    


    “And you can’t?” she asked, her eyes widening once again.


    


    “Nope. Carter is going to tell the world who I am if I don’t make it through all ten levels.”


    


    “What a fucker! Isn’t that blackmail or something?”


    


    “Probably, but it’s not like I can go to the police or anything.”


    


    “What are you going to do?”


    


    “I’m going to complete all ten levels and then I’m going to get my revenge,” I told her giving my best evil eye.


    


    “How are you going to do that?” Her demeanor suddenly shifted to intrigue.


    


    “I don’t know yet. I’m just going to wait for the right time and place. When it presents itself, I’m going to pounce.” I had to smile at the thought of it.


    


    “You are way calmer than I could ever be. I’m not cut out for that kind of drama,” she admitted. “I would completely freak if he threatened me like that.”


    


    “Don’t sweat it. He has no reason to threaten you.”


    


    “Well, just to be on the safe side… I’m done.”


    


    I didn’t reply. It didn’t really matter to me one way or another. I was going down the path with or without her, so she had to do what was right for her. I was just hoping that I could trust Gunner to take me down that road.


    


    “What was level four like?” she asked after a brief silence.


    


    “Once Gunner took over… I can’t even describe it,” I told her, raising my eyebrows and shaking my head.


    


    “Isn’t it weird? It’s like crazy bad and crazy good all at the same time,” she shook her head, matching mine.


    


    “That’s exactly right. I have never had a more painful experience or more intense pleasure than in that single moment when he ripped those clothespins off me.”


    


    “Clothespins?”


    


    “Yeah, he called it a zipper. I had clothespins all the way from my nipples to my yoo hoo on both sides. When he pulled the string, they all flew off at the same time,” I explained.


    


    “Ouch! That must’ve hurt,” she scrunched up her face.


    


    “You wouldn’t even believe it, but he did it right during an orgasm and together they were just completely overwhelming. I can’t even begin to describe it.”


    


    “I know,” she replied, sitting back in the seat. “I think I might go for another level or two, but I’m not sure I can totally trust Sapphire. She is kind of scary,” she finally admitted.


    


    “You should get hooked up with Renegade,” I suggested. “He looks a lot like Gunner. Blade is good looking, too, but he’s the scariest of them all.”


    


    “How would I make the switch? Text the number again?”


    


    “Don’t worry, I’ll mention it to Gunner.” I smiled. “He’ll get the two of you hooked up. I really don’t think you want to go back to your boring old life, do you?”


    


    “No, I was just thinking about that,” she replied with a dazed look on her face. “I wish it didn’t have to be so extreme one way or the other.”


    


    “You and me both.” Shit my thighs hurt.


    


    After picking up Hannah, we headed for home. I managed to hold myself together because I didn’t want her to worry, but my head was swirling with mixed emotions. Ever since I had felt Gunner’s cock in my mouth, I had been looking forward to level six. Being so close to him without being able to have him had been absolute torture. Now however, it appeared that everyone had been involved in deceiving me. Even if Carter has a hold over Gunner, he could’ve given me some sort of warning.


    


    ~~~


    


    Later that evening after Hannah was in bed, my thoughts once again turned back to Gunner. How could he drive me into a state of pure bliss one moment and make me so angry the next? My phone rang just as I slipped on a silky robe. It was Gunner’s ring tone. He must have sensed the turmoil he was putting me through.


    


    “Can I help you?” I asked coldly.


    


    “I just wanted you to know that you’ve been on my mind since the moment you left,” he replied in his sultry tone. “How are you doing?”


    


    “I’ll live,” I replied in the same cold tone.


    


    “I’ve been going over everything in my head and there is no way I could’ve saved you,” he explained. “By the time I realized who you were, it was already too late.”


    


    “What do you mean it was too late?”


    


    “He already had you on video. You know he would’ve used that against you.”


    


    “That may be true, but I still should’ve had the right to make that choice.”


    


    “I know Jillian, and for that I am truly sorry,” he replied trying to get back to where we had been only hours before.


    


    “You have six more sessions to make it up to me Gunner,” I replied, emphasizing his dungeon name. “When is our next show?”


    


    “I talked to Carter a while ago about that. Now that we are doing live shows we can only do one per week,” he explained with a hint of disappointment in his voice. “Suzanne has found that they get the best results from spacing them out.”


    


    “Suzanne… that little bitch. I still can’t believe that she played us perfectly,” I replied as another source of anger was reignited.


    


    “She was in theatre growing up, so she definitely knows how to play a part,” Gunner explained.


    


    “That makes sense. Have you ever done any scenes with her?” I asked, feeling a stab of unfounded jealousy.


    


    “No.” He chuckled a bit. “I think she prefers to stay behind the scenes.”


    


    “She’s pretty, though.”


    


    “Yeah, she’s pretty enough, but I don’t think Daddy would ever let that happen,” he said, spawning another evil thought in my devious little mind. Maybe I’ll include her in my little plan for revenge. She and Carter drew me into this, but she’s above it all? We’ll see about that.


    


    “Did I lose you?” he asked after the abnormally long pause.


    


    “No. I was just thinking about something,” I replied, not wanting to share my thoughts at the moment. “By the way, my friend Amber wants to work with Renegade for the next few levels. Can you make that happen?”


    


    “No, unfortunately,” a hint of disgust crept into his voice. “He and Sable have been sneaking around for months and finally got caught last Tuesday night.”


    


    “So Carter fired them?”


    


    “No, but he threatened Renegade. He got so pissed that he walked off the set and no one has heard from him since.”


    


    “Wow, doesn’t he have a lot to lose?”


    


    “He doesn’t give a shit! That’s why we call him Renegade.” He chuckled. “If you try to tell him what to do, all you get in return is the middle finger.”


    


    “Shit… Amber really wanted a guy for the next levels instead of Sapphire.”


    


    There was a long pause before Gunner said, “The only two choices right now are Blade or me.”


    


    “Then Blade will have to do. I’ll let her know,” I replied making a quick decision for her. “Are we on for next Friday?”


    


    “That’s what I originally called about. Carter is giving us the prime spot, eight o’clock on Friday night. He’s hoping for another record breaker.”


    


    “What are you going to do to me this time?” I inquired, keeping things in a business tone.


    


    “Remember when I asked you if you were more afraid of drowning or being electrocuted?”


    


    “Yeah! And I told you both, but electricity was definitely the worst!”


    


    “Exactly, so level five will be all about facing those fears,” he said in his menacing tone.


    


    A little flutter crept into my stomach that continued to grow long after I hung up with Gunner that night. When I was seven, a neighbor kid had been electrocuted when his kite got wrapped up in a power line. After that incident, my parents drilled into me the dangers of electricity. Even though I knew there would be no real danger, the thought of being shocked sent chills down my spine. Shit, I can’t even use my safe word.


    


    If I tell Gunner the story from my youth, he’ll go easy on me. He might even switch to something else instead. I needed to focus on comforting thoughts, so I could get some rest. The evening had been a physical and emotional rollercoaster and I definitely needed sleep.


    


    Damn my legs hurt!


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 20


    


    


    Raven


    


    “Have you talked to Gunner about Renegade?” was the first thing out of Amber’s mouth when she called me Saturday morning.


    


    “I did and you are all set,” I assured her.


    


    “So I’m going to be working with Renegade from now on?”


    


    “No, it will be Blade actually. Renegade is out of town for a while.”


    


    Long pause.


    


    “Didn’t you say Blade was kind of a psycho?” she asked apprehensively.


    


    “I don’t think I used the word psycho. He’s just a little wild,” I replied, trying to downplay it. “You can always use your safe word if he gets too rough.”


    


    “Red?”


    


    “Yup! If you say it, everything stops immediately. Carter doesn’t want anyone getting hurt and cashing in on his liability insurance.”


    


    “Okay, but is he as hot looking as the other guys?”


    


    “He’s actually better looking than Renegade,” I replied honestly.


    


    “Better looking than Gunner?” She pried.


    


    “I’m the wrong one to answer that one. You know I’m a little biased.”


    


    ~~~


    


    It was six days, ten hours, and twelve minutes until my next dungeon encounter, so I really needed something to occupy my time. I woke up Hannah to see what she wanted to do for the day. Since it was a fairly nice day, we decided to start out by having a picnic in the park. Kids are so easy to please at this age. If only I could find contentment so easily.


    


    Even though I wanted to stay mad, I found myself thinking about Gunner. I kept going over of conversation time and again until I convinced myself it wasn’t his fault. The sad fact was that he was most likely at the dungeon working with someone else, while I sat home Saturday night pining away for him. I should finish out the ten levels and ditch him. Otherwise, I will have no one to blame but myself. I opened a bottle of my favorite pinot noir in hopes that it would improve my mood. I’ll never forget my first wine buzz, that warm, fuzzy feeling that washed over my body. I still like wine, but the feeling just isn’t the same anymore. I wonder if that will ever happen with sex?


    


    Toward the end of my second glass, the pain in my heart had begun to subside. I found myself watching Notting Hill for the umpteenth time. Julia Roberts is so pretty. Even though I knew the storyline by heart, I still found myself on the verge of tears when she left him behind and went back to the U.S. with her boyfriend. Why are people so stupid? So what if she’s famous, why does that matter? It shouldn’t, because love is love.


    


    My phone buzzed, interrupting my trance, and it was a text from Gunner.


    


    Gunner: I’m bored. What are you doing?


    


    Me: Having a glass of wine and thinking.


    


    Gunner: Thinking about what?


    


    Me: You and the little sluts you are with.


    


    Gunner: I’m done for the night, so I’m just hanging out.


    


    Me: That’s good. I kind of wish we could do these levels faster and get them done.


    


    Gunner: I agree, but the wait is what makes them so intense.


    


    Me: So that’s why he insists on keeping couples apart?


    


    Gunner: I think so. He also doesn’t want a bunch of drama.


    


    Me: I still think it’s because he’s a controlling asshole.


    


    Gunner: He has his moments, but it is a business.


    


    Me: I know. It’s all about the business.


    


    Gunner: Goodnight.


    


    


    Even though I felt a little better after exchanging texts, I was still left with a longing feeling. He said he was done for the night, which meant he had been with someone or maybe more than one. Who knows what he’s been doing. Why do I even care? I’m getting paid, so it’s not a relationship. Like he said, “it’s a business.” God, I wish it had been real. I would give up the money in a heartbeat.


    


    I poured the rest of the bottle into my glass and went back to staring blankly at the television. Visions of me touching his powerful chest and ripped abs continued to creep into my mind. I need to run my hands across them on Friday. I’ll have to make sure I do that before he restrains me. Somewhere near the end of the third glass, I passed out on the couch. When I awoke a few hours later, my thoughts had turned to my sour stomach instead of Gunner. Wine always helps.


    


    ~~~


    


    Monday Morning 7:00am


    


    How can you mend a broken heart, how can a loser ever win? Those were the words that woke me on Monday morning. I love some of those old Bee Gee songs, but after two days of struggling with my feelings, it was the last thing I needed to hear. I slapped the off button and crawled out of bed. Thank god, I get to go back to work. I couldn’t take any more time off, fussing and wondering.


    


    I’m definitely not ready to quit my job. If we can only do one live show per week, I’ll have way too much free time. I’ll drive myself crazy if I don’t have anything productive to do. I wonder what Gunner does all week? I probably don’t want to know. I need to drop Hannah off and get to the office where I can focus on something productive.


    


    Since my normal daycare provider was out of town for the week, my mother had agreed to watch Hannah. Even though I appreciated the help, it also meant that I would have to see her twice a day for the next five days. We had never gotten along well, but things had become much worse since Dad’s death. She had expected my sister and me to fill his shoes, but my life was already busy enough the way it was. I wasn’t quite sure why she would’ve wanted to spend more time with me anyway, all we ever did was argue.


    


    “Do you have a new boyfriend?” was the second thing to come out of her mouth. The first had been, “You’re running late again.”


    


    “Why would you ask that?”


    


    “Because I can tell it on you,” she replied while Hannah studied the two of us.


    


    “No, I’m just in a better place,” I told her, backing away to make a break for my car.


    


    “I’m happy for you, dear. You need some stability in your life for both you and this little sweetie,” she said putting an arm around Hannah.


    


    Stability… if she only knew. I tried to recall a time when she had put her arm around me and called me “sweetie.” Instead, I remembered all of the times that she had pointed out my flaws or called me a “Daddy’s Girl.” The reason I had favored Dad was because he was the only one who gave me hugs and seemed genuinely happy to see me. Maybe that’s why I consciously tried to treat Hannah the way I always wanted Mom to treat me. I couldn’t imagine having a strained relation with my daughter, especially since she was already basically fatherless.


    


    Driving away, I once again suppressed my feelings and cranked up the radio. There is no need to dwell on the past. I need to sit down and clear the air with her one day. It just won’t be today.


    


    


    

    Gunner


    


    


    First thing Monday morning it was my ritual to login and see how much I had made in the previous week. I was especially excited this time because of the two record shows I had done with Raven. In fact, over seventy percent of my income had come from the scenes we had done together. Based on my take, I figured out that she was going to receive just over sixty-seven thousand dollars for the week. She’s going to be amazed when she gets that check on Friday.


    


    “Are you staying out of trouble?” Carter asked when I called him.


    


    “So far.”


    


    “What can I do for you, Gunner? Have you heard from Renegade?”


    


    “No, but I’m sure he’ll resurface after he cools off,” I replied, knowing that would most likely be the case. “I want to talk to you about working exclusively with Raven.”


    


    “I’m already down to you and Blade,” he rebuffed. “I can’t afford to lose you, too.”


    


    “You won’t be losing me. Raven and I can have a record breaking run if I’m able to focus all of my energy on it.”


    


    “I’ll tell you what. If you two put together six more shows like the one you did last Friday, I’ll let you out of your contract,” he countered.


    


    He knew that putting together six record breaking live shows in a row was a nearly impossible challenge. The only thing that could save us was if we could maintain the extreme level of sexual tension that had been building up between each show. The scenes I did with other subs felt like work, whereas, the ones with Raven felt real. That passion was driving our success with the members.


    


    I sent Raven a quick text after my meeting with Carter, hoping to repair some of the damage.


    


    Me: Good news. Carter is going to let me go exclusive with you.


    


    Raven: Seriously?


    


    Me: That’s what he agreed to. So I need you to show up hot and bothered on Friday.


    


    Raven: You’re hilarious. I already need some flame resistant panties!


    


    Me: Good. We need to keep you that way for the next six weeks.


    


    My balls ached just thinking about being with her. Normally, if I found myself with this much unresolved sexual tension, I would just take care of it manually. This time, however, I decided to let it build. We were eleven days away from Level Six, and I was determined to make it the performance of a lifetime.


    


    Eleven days, that’s going to seem like an eternity.


    


    


    Raven


    


    Maybe Gunner and I are on the same page after all. He obviously wouldn’t want to work with me exclusively unless he felt the same chemistry that is obvious to me. My mind instantly began reanalyzing our relationship. I began wondering how many other women had been in my shoes over the past three years. Then a truly depressing thought entered my mind. What if this is simply a ploy to keep obsessed with him in order to boost the ratings? They have all been manipulating me, why would this be any different?


    


    From the beginning, Gunner had said that it was strictly business. With a couple of record shows under our belts, it would make sense for him to do whatever it took to ensure more of them. Within a matter of minutes, I was able to go from the bottom of the roller coaster to the top and back to the bottom.


    


    I had to send Gunner another text:


    


    Me: How many women have you gone past level five with?


    


    There was no immediate response, which made me wonder whether he was busy or just reluctant to tell me. After several minutes, I tossed my phone into my purse and tried to get some work done. I glanced through a few files and after about twenty minutes, Gunner finally returned my text.


    


    Gunner: Sorry, I was in a meeting. 6 girls have gone past level 5.


    


    Me: How many have made all 10?


    


    Gunner: Only 2.


    


    Me: Really? In 3 years?


    


    Gunner: That’s it. Most are just curious and do a level or 2. Why?


    


    Me: Just wondering.


    


    Part of me was trying to figure out whether or not I was just another notch in Gunner’s bedpost. At the same time, knowing that several other women had successfully navigated the path before me probably would have eased my mind a bit. Only two other women had made all ten levels with Gunner? I found that a bit terrifying. How bad do these levels get?


    


    The entire week was a roller coaster of emotions. Thoughts of being intimate with Gunner were offset by my fears of electricity and all of the other unknowns lurking in the near future. By Thursday night, I was wishing that I could somehow get my old boring life back. After Hannah was tucked in, I sat in silence on the couch on the verge of another anxiety attack. The more I tried to relax, the worse it got. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore, so I called Gunner.


    


    “How are you?” he asked in his relaxed, sexy voice. “Are you ready for tomorrow?”


    


    “I don’t think I can do this,” I blurted out, bursting into tears.


    


    “I know you can do it. You are one of the strongest women I have ever met,” he replied, trying to sooth me.


    


    “You think so? I feel like I’m losing my mind.”


    


    “Waiting a week between shoots is rough. It gives you too much time to think.”


    


    “Exactly. My mind keeps on going back and forth over every fear. I don’t know what’s ahead and it scares the shit out of me. If I knew what was coming, then at least I could mentally prepare for it,” I pleaded.


    


    “The best advice I can give you is to focus on the end result.”


    


    “The end result?”


    


    “Yes. Figure out what you want when everything is done and focus on that. Forget about all of the unknown details between here and there.”


    


    “That’s actually pretty smart,” I told him as the squeezing in my chest began to ease.


    


    “Well, that’s how I got here,” he replied.


    


    “By focusing on being a porn star?”


    


    “No. By focusing on making half a million dollars per year,” he replied gruffly. “I thought it would come from a career in financial services, but it didn’t.”


    


    “Yeah, this is a long ways from financial services, or real estate for that matter.”


    


    “That’s for sure. I never dreamt I would be doing this, but I just focused on the money, and all of the other details fell into place. I came scarily close to spending the past few years in prison instead of the dungeon,” he confessed.


    


    “Seriously? What did you do?”


    


    “It started out completely innocent. My clients and I had lost a lot of money in the stock market meltdown,” he explained. “One day at the gym, I overheard someone talking about the fact that their software firm was being acquired. His primary concern was being laid off, but for me it was my chance to get out of debt.”


    


    “So you bought the stock?”


    


    “I did. I basically put every last penny into the stock as well as stock options, then nothing happened for several weeks. So I got nervous.”


    


    “What did you do?”


    


    “The next time I saw the guy at the gym, I asked him about the progress of the buyout. He told me he thought everything was still on track. He was a good friend of the CFO, so I knew he had the inside track. Someone overheard our conversation and decided that I was one of those one percent bastards.”


    


    “So you got busted for insider trading?”


    


    “Yeah, after the financial meltdown, the regulators went crazy, cracking down on everyone they could find.” He sighed. “They needed to re-establish their credibility and I was someone who they could easily squash.”


    


    “So how did you get out of it?”


    


    “I talked to Renegade at the gym one day after he showed up in his new Porsche. He told me that Carter had helped him out when he was in trouble. I was so desperate at that point; I would’ve struck a deal with the Devil himself.”


    


    “Which is exactly what you did, huh?”


    


    “I did. After I signed the contract, my case disappeared into thin air,” he said. “I found out later that an SEC attorney had been paid off. In return, I had to fulfill a five-year contract with Carter.”


    


    “So you have basically been here against your will ever since?”


    


    “You could say that, but it definitely beats prison,” he insisted. “Even in my darkest moments, I kept my faith and focused on making half a million dollars per year.”


    


    “Wow, I have a whole new appreciation for the road you took to get here,” I replied, realizing that my situation had actually been pretty low stress by comparison.


    


    ~~~


    


    After hanging up the phone, I began to reflect on how things had evolved in my own career. I had always focused on how much I wanted to make instead of how many houses or buildings I wanted to sell. Maybe I actually made this happen, too. I had despised my boring life for several years. I wanted to make a ton of money just like I did in the old days. I wanted to find an interesting, vibrant man. Maybe I really am in control and this is all happening for a reason. That realization was another breakthrough moment for me. Instead of being ashamed of what I was doing, and fearing the unknown, I decided to embrace all of it. Hell, I never would’ve thought that I would enjoy the pain. Maybe I will learn all kinds of things about myself before this is done. It’s only six more weeks.


    


    When my head hit the pillow that night, I had a strange feeling of calmness. I had no idea how it was all going to play out, but I knew exactly what I wanted in the end. That will be my new focus.


    

  


  
    Chapter 21


    


    


    Raven


    


    The following morning I woke up well before my alarm. Instead of rushing to the office, I dropped off Hanna and went shopping. I had already worn my three best dresses, so it was time for something new. Within minutes of entering Lord & Taylor, a beautiful black lace dress caught my eye. This will look great with my black hair and blue eyes. Walking past the shoe rack, a pair of black Damas leather pumps screamed out to me. They had pointed toes, three ankle straps with buckles, and four-inch stilettos. These are definitely proper dungeon attire.


    


    I tried everything on again once I got home, but this time I put on my old black wig and bright blue contacts. This is awesome! It was such a stark contrast to the conservative business suits that I had worn the previous four days. As I studied myself in the mirror, I thought back to my revelation from the night before. I know exactly what I want and I’m simply playing a role to get it. I gave myself a smile and looked over at the clock. Crap, it’s still nine hours until show time. I really need to find a hobby. I decided to walk to the gym for a workout and booked a massage for Saturday. I thought it would be a good idea to pamper myself a bit after a night of torture in the dungeon. I hope he goes easy on me.


    


    ~~~


    


    


    7:30 PM Friday Evening


    


    Gunner


    


    


    After telling me the tragic story of a neighborhood kid getting electrocuted, I knew that Raven would expect me to back off a bit. It left me walking a fine line because I had already told Carter that it would involve electricity and Suzanne had shared that with the members in the promo email. I must admit that I toned down my plans a bit, but I had to deliver a visually stimulating show.


    


    “You look incredible!” I told her as she walked through the door about an hour before show time.


    


    “Thanks! I took the day off and went shopping,” she smiled, settling in for makeup.


    


    She was dressed to the nines, causing an immediate change in how I planned to open the scene. She’s going to hate me, but the members are going to love it. I went on set to make sure that I had everything I needed for the revised shoot. In our previous show, we had set the bar exceedingly high, so I knew that it would take some creativity and drama to get me out of my contract.


    


    “How do I look?” she asked, twirling in front of me in full makeup.


    


    “Like I said, you look absolutely amazing.”


    


    “Too bad I have to take it off right away,” she replied with a little frown.


    


    “Actually, you’re in luck. I want the members to see how great you look tonight.”


    


    “Really? I get to wear clothes onto the set?”


    


    “Yeah, I think they will like it.” In fact, I know they will.


    


    Within a few minutes, the red light began to flash, indicating that we were sixty seconds from going live.


    


    “I’m so damn nervous,” she admitted, tightly gripping my hand.


    


    “Just remember that nothing I’m going to do can actually hurt you, regardless of how scary it might seem.”


    


    “Okay, I’ll try,” she said with that nervous look lingering on her face.


    


    


    Raven


    


    I have to admit that I was completely petrified by the time the flashing red changed to a solid red. This is it. I took a deep breath and squeezed Gunner’s hand. He gave me a comforting smirk before dragging me out onto the set. He literally had to drag me because I was having a hard time getting my legs to move. It had nothing to do with the stilettos, but everything to do with the raging fear that had steadily risen up from within me. Please go easy on me, please go easy on me, please go easy on me, I kept chanting in my mind, hoping to somehow make it come true.


    


    Once we were on the set, I immediately saw the apparatus that I would be strapped to for the duration of the show. It looked like a giant swing. Long white ropes hung down from the ceiling and attached to a brass colored pipe that rested just a few inches off the ground. That looks pretty tame, I thought as we approached the ultra-low swing.


    


    “Hop up on the swing and grab the ropes as high up as you can,” he instructed after introducing me to the camera.


    


    I followed his instructions as he leaned over to type something into the computer. The metal pipe fit perfectly between the heel and ball of my foot. I gripped the ropes with my hands and swung back and forth just slightly.


    


    “You like swings?” he asked, approaching me from the front.


    


    “I do, sir.”


    


    “That’s good; I think you will learn to like this one.” He used a small stepladder to go up behind me and secure each of my wrists with a matching piece of rope.


    


    “I want you on your tiptoes,” he said as he cinched the ropes around my wrists and pulled them tight.


    


    “Yes, sir,” I complied, standing on the balls of my feet. I could instantly feel the tension in my shoulders and upper back as the ropes strained against my wrists.


    


    “Spread your legs apart,” he commanded.


    


    “Yes, sir.” I moved one foot to each side of the bar causing additional tension on my wrists.


    


    “Is that uncomfortable?”


    


    “Yes, sir.” He could obviously see the strain on my face.


    


    “That’s good because it’s meant to be.” He laughed, before walking back over to the computer monitor.


    


    “The members have made a request,” he told me before walking over to a small table and picking up a pair of scissors. “They really like your new dress, but they want to see it on the floor.”


    


    “It would have been easier to take it off before I was tied up.” Shit! He’s going to ruin it. He grabbed the hem of my dress and began cutting his way right up the center of it.


    


    “Goddammit!” Flew out of my mouth before my brain had a chance to filter it.


    


    “Did you just swear at me? You dirty slut!” He growled with instant fire in his eyes. When his scissors finally came to a stop, I could feel the sharp point resting against the base of my throat.


    


    “I’m so sorry, sir.” I pleaded, instantly overwhelmed with regret. I felt a huge lump forming in my throat just above the point of the scissors.


    


    “This is all about learning self-control. I was simply following the members’ requests.” He leaned into me, locking his eyes with mine. “Are you willing to pay for your mistake?”


    


    “Yes, sir!” Oh shit, what have I done? Please go easy on me, please go easy on me…


    


    


    Gunner


    


    After cutting her dress up the center, I rested the blade against her skin momentarily while locking eyes with her. I could see how excited she was by the way her jugular vein was pounding within her neck. That was the type of thing our cameraman always loved to focus in on. The look on her face was priceless once she realized that she had sworn at me. I had known full well that cutting her new dress off of her was going to get some type of major reaction. That was exactly why I had done it. By swearing, she set herself up for the next punishment, which had our members salivating. She had played her part perfectly, whether she knew it or not.


    


    Her eyes bit into me as I cut both shoulders of the dress, letting it fall to the floor behind her. I tried to give her a look of reassurance, but she apparently didn’t catch it. She was still stuck in the world of reality, where actions had corresponding meanings. It was time for her to realize that everything on the set was an act, choreographed for the pleasure of the audience. I glanced over at the monitor and our audience had indeed loved the opening scene. They are really going to love what comes next.


    


    “Can I cut those new shoes off you?” I asked, squinting my eyes slightly.


    


    “No, sir,” she replied, giving me the correct answer.


    


    Maybe she is totally onboard after all. I walked back to the table and retrieved my little hotshot. “Do you know what this is?” I asked, holding up the prongs in front of her face.


    


    “A cattle prod?” Her legs immediately began to tremble.


    


    “Exactly. Do you know what we do with them?” I asked, running the prongs along the left side of her rib cage.


    


    “Torture people?” she asked.


    


    She’s so cute. I pressed the button and it made an ominous sound as the coil charged. “Some people might call it torture, but I like to think of it as behavioral training.”


    


    She released a distressed moan, scrunched up her face and closed her eyes as I moved the prongs slowly up the inside of her thigh. “Open your eyes, bitch!”


    


    She let out a small whimper and forced them open. “If you close your eyes again, I’m going to give you a jolt right here,” I warned, running the prongs along her pussy lips. “Believe me, you don’t want that.”


    


    “No, sir,” she whimpered in agreement.


    


    I would never be that mean to her. I just wanted her to act as if it was within the realm of possibilities. “What do you call this area?” I asked, running the prongs along the full length of her lips one more time.


    


    “My vagina, sir,” she replied meekly.


    


    “Really? I’ve honestly never heard anyone actually use the word ‘vagina.’”


    


    “That’s what it’s called, sir.” She replied, not understanding my question.


    


    “I want to know what you call it.” I continued to tease her with the tips of the prod.


    


    “My va-jay-jay, I guess,” she embarrassingly admitted.


    


    “Really... that’s rather childish. Do you know what it really is?”


    


    “A vagina?” she asked once again.


    


    “No, Sapphire taught me that it’s a ‘cunt.’” I replied, replacing the cattle prod with my gloved fingers. “She told me that a cunt is the most powerful thing in the world. People have died for it. Wars have been fought over it, and every young man obsesses over how to get into it.” I slid two fingers inside of her and was met with an excited flow of juices.


    


    “I just don’t like that word, sir,” she muttered.


    


    “I can’t imagine why any woman would… other than Sapphire. Besides, yours is way to pretty to be called such an ugly name, so we will call it your ‘pussy’ from now on.”


    


    “Thank you, sir,” she muttered.


    


    “What is this?” I asked in a very stern tone.


    


    “My pussy, sir!” she yelled back at me.


    


    “That’s better. You are my dirty little whore and this is your beautiful, powerful pussy. You got it?”


    


    “Yes, sir,” she muttered once again.


    


    I dropped the prongs to the top of her right foot and discharged the cattle prod because once again she was mumbling.


    


    “Ouch, fuck!” she screamed in pain. Taking one on the top of the foot hurts like hell.


    


    “You just swore again,” I replied, zapping her left foot as soon as the coil had recharged.


    


    “I’m sorry, sir. Thank you, sir!”


    


    “That’s better. Now, can I cut off your new shoes, or do you want me to keep zapping your feet?”


    


    “Cut off my shoes, please,” she begged.


    


    I gave her one last zap on the same spot on her right foot. “That’s for not saying ‘sir.’”


    


    “Thank you, sir,” she cried out. Tears trickled down both of her cheeks, completing a perfect opening scene. 


    


    Originally, I had intended to tease her with the cattle prod for most of the session before hitting her with it. Instead, I turned the intensity down as low as it would go and got it out of the way. A cattle prod on the highest setting has the same punch as a Taser. The lowest setting is still scary and stings like hell, but it’s completely harmless.


    


    


    


    Raven


    


    Everything I had read online had told me that the worst thing of all was the cattle prod. It hurt like hell, but now it’s over! I was so thrilled inside. Whatever happens the rest of the session will most likely be a piece of cake compared to that. Or so I thought…


    


    Gunner looked up at me after cutting the straps of my left shoe.


    


    “Thank you, sir.” You bastard!


    


    After cutting the straps of the second shoe, he stood up in front of me. “That copper pipe that you are standing on has an electrical charge running through it,” he said, giving me his cocky smile.


    


    “Thank you, sir,” I replied, not knowing what else to say.


    


    “When your bare feet touch it, you will get a sudden jolt of electricity,” he said, picking up the cattle prod once again. “But if you stand still on it, all you will feel is a mild tingling sensation. So you want to stand very still once your shoes are off. Do you understand?”


    


    “Yes, sir.” Fearful thoughts flooded my mind and my heart once again began pounding in my chest.


    


    “I want you to kick off your left shoe,” he said, touching my left ankle with the tip of the prod.


    


    I knew he would shock me if I didn’t comply, but the thought of kicking my shoe off and being shocked by the copper pipe seemed just as menacing.


    


    “Trust me, you don’t want me to zap you on the anklebone with this,” he hissed. “That hurts like a son of a bitch.”


    


    I lifted my foot slightly and kicked off the shoe. Then I stood there balancing on my right foot, not letting the bare one touch the pipe.


    


    “Very good, Raven. I knew you were a talented,” he teased, moving the cattle prod to my other ankle. “Now kick off your other shoe.”


    


    I’ll just hold both feet off the pipe and hang from the ropes. In a second of bravado, I raised my foot and kicked off the right shoe, holding both feet in the air. Instantly I felt both ropes biting into my wrists, but there was no way I was going to let my feet touch the pipe.


    


    “You are quite a fighter. I like that,” he remarked as he walked over to his table to exchange the cattle prod for what looked like the magic wand.


    


    “Since you enjoyed the magic wand so much, I want to see how you feel about the electrified version,” he taunted as he plugged it in behind me. “It’s called the Electro-vibe.”


    


    Fuck, the magic wand is wild enough. This isn’t going to be good. He brought it around in front of me and began playing with the settings.


    


    “First, we turn on the vibrator, just like the other one.” He clicked it on and ran it along my lips and clit. “Then we use this other knob to set the voltage.” It gave out a snapping sound as he turned the dial.


    


    “Please go easy, sir,” I said as the device distracted me to the point where I allowed my feet to touch the pipe. “OUCH!” I yelled, as both feet received a shock that pulsed all the way to the top of my legs.


    


    “You can’t hang there forever.” He smiled. “Just stand still and it won’t bother you much.”


    


    “Yes, sir.” The strange electrical current running through the soles of my feet actually tickled more than it hurt, for the moment at least.


    


    “Oh fuck, sir!” I yelled out when he first touched my clit with that evil thing. After the initial shock, it felt very similar to the magic wand but a little more intense.


    


    “See, this feels good, doesn’t it?” He laughed, moving it back and forth over my clit.


    


    “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.” Damn that’s intense.


    


    “There is one more feature that I want to show you,” he said, looking up at me with a glimmer in his eyes. “If I press this little button with my finger, it’s just like the zapper.”


    


    He was right over my clit when he pressed the button. Getting shocked in that tender spot sent me straight up in the air. Needless to say, I was greeted with an additional jolt of electricity to each foot. I don’t even recall the series of words that spewed from my mouth, but I’m quite sure they were colorful.


    


    


    Gunner


    


    Raven’s performance was absolutely flawless. When I gave her clit a small zap, she literally leapt off the pipe, zapping both of her feet in the process. ‘God damn,’ ‘holy fuck,’ and ‘shit,’ were just a few of the words that rolled off her tongue as a result of the first good series of shocks. Now it’s time to bring a heavy dose of pleasure into the mix.


    


    “Look straight into my eyes,” I commanded her as I placed the Electro-vibe back on her swollen clit. “I want to see your expressions.”


    


    “Yes… sir,” she struggled to respond.


    


    I pushed the Electro-vibe hard against her and turned the intensity up to the fourth notch. She gave out a huge moan as I moved it up and down along her drenched lips. “Do you like this?”


    


    “Yes… sir,” she replied in staggered breaths.


    


    I reached down with my gloved hand and picked up an electrified dildo called “The Rocket.” I continued to hold the Electro-vibe directly against her clit while inserting The Rocket. She instantly began to squirm.


    


    “Ouch, fuck! Goddamn, fuck, ouch!!” she squealed in chorus with a series of pops and snaps caused by her inability to stand still.


    


    I got down on one knee and turned up The Rocket, while simultaneously turning the Electro-vibe to the highest setting. Another series of snaps and pops were unleashed as the current from the rocket stimulated her G-spot, while I continued to make pass after pass over her sensitive clit.


    


    “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” gradually became a series of undistinguishable primal noises that normally occur when someone is completely lost in a state of sexual overload.


    


    


    Raven


    


    Holy shit, holy fuck, holy fucking shit… were the phrases that kept blasting through my mind as Gunner pulled out all the stops. I was completely lost in the sensations that came from being shocked and stimulated from every possible angle below my waistline. He was holding the vibrator tight against me and if I tried to pull back, I got shocked on the clit as well as on both feet. If that weren’t enough, now there was electricity inside of me. For a moment, I felt completely trapped and totally helpless. I could feel saliva pooling behind my lips as I struggled to maintain consciousness.


    


    After reaching some sort of breaking point, something in my brain fired and I flashed back to my ultimate goal. I began to embrace the intense pleasure that he was generating below and tried to ride the waves of pleasure and pain that were streaking up through the core of my body.


    


    “Thank you, sir. Thank you, sir.” I began to chant as I regained control of my vocal chords.


    


    Gunner sensed that I was taking back control, so he began to move the electric dildo in and out against my little nub. Once again, I embraced the sensations that followed and actually began to anticipate the explosion that was building within me. I had become completely intrigued by what was happening to me physically. I suddenly wanted to see if there were any limits to the amount of pleasure that I could handle. I’m in control Gunner, not you. I had the desire to taunt him once again.


    


    “Thank you, sir… Thank you, sir…” I struggled to complete that simple phrase as every fiber of my being was entering a state of complete and utter rapture. It was even more intense than previous sessions, but to my surprise, I could handle it.


    


    I focused on my feet and began to move them just slightly. The electrical sensation against the balls of my feet was every bit as pleasurable as what he was doing to my clit and G-spot. I think I’ve found the ultimate triangle, the sexual Holy Grail. Just as I began to enjoy exploring a completely new plane of existence, my physical body reached a point where it literally could take no more.


    


    “Oh my God!” I heard Gunner exclaim as a release occurred that shook my over-taxed, overly sensitized body to the very epicenter of my existence.


    


    For me, the release was so dramatic and the experience so moving, that I instantly burst into tears. The tears quickly turned to laughter, however, as Gunner stood up. He was literally dripping from his chin to his waistline.


    


    “That was amazing!” he said with wide-eyes and a huge grin.


    


    He glanced over at the monitor and then whispered, “We did it!”


    


    I closed my eyes and savored the moment while Gunner wrapped up the scene for the camera. For me, it was another mental victory. I squashed a major source of fear today.


    


    “That’s a wrap.” I heard Carter’s voice heading in our direction.


    


    Here he comes to spoil the mood. It seemed as if he always had to take a jab at me after each scene. As if these scenes aren’t torturous enough. At least this time I was mentally prepared for whatever he had to say.


    


    “Wouldn’t it have been easier to play ball ten years ago?” he asked, placing his clammy hand on my right hip.


    


    I opened my eyes and looked directly at him. “How would you like it if my father had fucked Suzanne three days after her nineteenth birthday?”


    


    He got a strange look in his eyes and his top lip began to quiver. “I would never let that happen,” he asserted before breaking eye contact. “You need to get tested before the next shoot,” he added, before tossing aside his mask and making a beeline toward the exit.


    


    There is something strange between him and Suzanne. I closed my eyes and immediately went back to enjoying the incredible state of bliss.


    


    “Sorry about that,” Gunner said upon his return. “I had to wipe off a bit. Let me get you down.”


    


    “I was just enjoying the stretch. It’s not too bad once you get used to it.” I smiled.


    


    “You were amazing, Raven,” he gushed. “I’m so proud of you.”


    

  


  
    Chapter 22


    


    


    Gunner


    


    I was utterly amazed by how well Raven had handled everything that I put her through. My initial assessment of her inner strength was definitely turning out to be true. She had conquered a fear that she had carried with her for over twenty years. Amazing.


    


    “Sorry about your clothes.” I picked up what remained of them and carried them back to the dressing room with us.


    


    “Where’s Amber?” she asked, probably hoping she could borrow something to wear.


    


    “She used her safe word, so she went home early,” Blade interjected flatly.


    


    “You always get too aggressive with newbies,” I admonished him. It wasn’t the first time that it had happened.


    


    “We had a good talk afterward. She’ll be back,” he said confidently.


    


    “So she’s okay?” Raven confirmed.


    


    “Yeah, she’s fine.”


    


    “Let’s find you something to put on, and I have a couple of other things for you too.” I led her back to my locker. “This is for the clothes and this is for last week.”


    


    


    Raven


    


    As if all of the endorphins coursing through my system weren’t enough, Gunner handed me five hundred dollars in cash for the clothes he had ruined, and a check for sixty seven thousand dollars and change. I doubled my money on those clothes, was the first thought that flashed through my mind. Then the huge check began to sink in.


    


    “I really am a dirty whore!” I exclaimed as I stared at the check.


    


    “What?” he gasped, shocked by my admission.


    


    “I just realized that I’m a dirty whore,” I repeated. “I enjoyed that whole scene immensely and I actually got off on the fact that people were watching me.”


    


    “That’s pretty normal,” Gunner assured. “Most of us are exhibitionists at heart.”


    


    “I’m grateful for my pussy, too.” I smiled. “I actually despised it for years, but you have made me appreciate it immensely.”


    


    “You despised your pussy or the fact that you were a woman?”


    


    “Both. Guys and penises both have a much easier time in this world.”


    


    Gunner laughed and threw me one of his white, long sleeved shirts. “This is the best I can do for now. Maybe I can ask Sapphire if she will loan you something.”


    


    “No, that’s fine. I’m going straight home. I’ll sneak in the back door.” If I took the back stairs, there was little chance that anyone would ever see me.


    


    “I also have a nice bottle of wine,” he added. “I’ve been saving it for a special occasion.”


    


    “So you think tonight qualifies?”


    


    “Definitely. After tonight, I have little doubt that you and I are both going to achieve our goals.” He kept staring at me with a warm smile as he uncorked the wine.


    


    I thought about what it would be like if things were actually real between us. Maybe I should throw caution to the wind and just go for it. Ok, that’s definitely the hormones talking.


    


    As we walked back to the dressing area, it appeared as if everyone else had already departed. There was nothing but silence in the air. That and the musky smell of Gunner’s cologne mixed with a little sweat and pheromones.


    


    “To a very successful future,” Gunner said, holding his glass in the air.


    


    “Cheers!” I took a small sip, which led to a few gulps that nearly emptied the glass.


    


    “You obviously needed that.” He laughed, giving me an instant refill.


    


    “You have no idea.” I took several more gulps from the second glass.


    


    


    Gunner


    


    As Raven and I sat there drinking wine, it seemed as if we were two normal people instead of a couple of sex objects in front of the cameras. I already knew that she had a great personality, but the more time we spent together, the more I liked her. It often seemed as if I was talking to one of the guys. I really like that.


    


    “What the hell was Carter mumbling about right before he left?” she asked suddenly.


    


    “I saw he was talking to you, but I didn’t catch what he said.”


    


    “It was something about being tested before the next shoot.”


    


    “Oh… It’s not a big deal,” I assured her. “You should’ve been tested right away, but since you’re not in the industry I talked Carter into letting it slide.”


    


    “Is it an STD test or something?”


    


    “STDs - HIV, HPV, and Hepatitis C - basically. I’m not worried about it, but according to Carter, it has to be done for insurance purposes.”


    


    “Okay,” she replied taking another gulp of wine. “It makes sense that everyone should be tested.”


    


    Again, I was amazed by how cool she was. Most people would be a little freaked out about having a bunch of tests done on them, but she just took it in stride.


    


    “Where will it be done?”


    


    “Just call this number,” I said, handing her a business card. “She’ll come to your house and do a blood draw. It’s pretty simple.”


    


    “Cool, I’ll do it tomorrow. My weekends are pretty quiet when Hannah is gone.”


    


    “Honestly, I wish we could shoot the next scene tomorrow,” I said, slipping my arms around her waist and looking into her beautiful eyes. Whether blue or hazel, they are equally gorgeous.


    


    “Me too,” she replied, giving me a thoughtful smile. “You’ve had a long wait.”


    


    “Making it another week is definitely going to be a challenge, but I’m determined to do it. Please don’t do that with your hand.”


    


    I love the way she giggles.


    


    


    Raven


    


    The moments Gunner and I shared in the dressing room left me incredibly hot. If there weren’t cameras everywhere, I know exactly what would’ve happened next. However, due to the circumstances, we made a pact that we would both save up all of our sexual energy until the following Friday. It’s going to be a long week!


    


    “Are you sure you are okay to drive?” he asked while walking me to my car. “I should have Toby give you a ride home.”


    


    “I’m fine,” I assured him. “I’m no stranger to wine.”


    


    “You seemed to be a seasoned connoisseur.” He laughed, giving me a nudge.


    


    “Oh yeah, if there is anything I would be a connoisseur of, it would be wine. That and maybe cheesecake, I love them both equally.”


    


    “You drive safe,” he said in a fatherly tone as I got myself situated in my car and buckled the seat belt.


    


    “Yes, dad,” I replied, giving him a sideways look.


    


    “I’m serious; I want you back here in one piece next Friday.”


    


    “Oh, that’s it. You just want to make sure I’m here to relieve that pressure for you.”


    


    “It’s not just about the release, baby,” he countered, leaning into the car. “I’ve wanted to fuck you ever since the day they put up your billboard outside my office window.” His hand slipped in behind my neck, and when our lips met, there was an actual explosion of fireworks in my head.


    


    “Wow, you really have been waiting a long time,” I replied breathlessly when our lips finally parted.


    


    “I have, that’s why I’m looking forward to next Friday,” he said before backing away and slapping his hand against the roof of the car.


    


    I love you Dalton! The voice inside of my head was screaming out to him as I turned the key. Our eyes remained locked on one another until he turned to walk back to the dungeon. I felt that throbbing ache re-emerging between my legs. Even though it had been less than an hour since the most powerful orgasm of my life, I remained unfulfilled. It was an ache that would only be resolved once Gunner and I had made love. It’s only one more week.


    


    ~~~


    


    I pulled onto the highway and headed down the winding road that led me back to my mundane, task-oriented life in the city. I’m definitely leading a double-life, I thought as I slipped the nurse’s business card into my purse, along with the cash and the check that Gunner had given me. I had to laugh as I pushed in the clutch with one bare foot and hit the accelerator with the other. I lowered the window part way so I could feel the cool night air blowing through my hair.


    


    Sixty-seven thousand dollars; just the thought of it gave me a sense of freedom that had been missing from my life for the past several years. I thought back to the day that I received my first twenty thousand dollar check for closing a big real estate deal. Since tonight’s show went so well, I’m sure I’ll have another big check next Friday. I pushed down on the accelerator and hugged a curve in the road. The sudden windfall had been a long time coming, and it had entered my life in a way that I never could have predicted. Life is crazy sometimes. Oh shit!


    


    My heart clenched and I felt as if someone had punched me in the gut when the flashers came on behind me. Where the fuck was he sitting? God dammit! Fuck, I’m damn near naked. Is it even legal to drive without shoes? A million different thoughts ran through my mind in the minute or so that it took me to pull over and wait for him to approach my car.


    


    “License and registration please,” he said in that dry monotone voice always used by officers of the law.


    


    “I’m sorry, sir, I was daydreaming,” I replied, rummaging through my purse for my wallet. After what seemed like a lengthy search, I was relieved to find both of them.


    


    “This doesn’t look anything like you,” he commented, shining an obnoxiously bright flashlight in my face. “Where are your clothes?”


    


    “It’s really a long story, sir… I’m an actress,” I felt a familiar sense of panic rising within me.


    


    “Have you been drinking, ma’am?” he asked, obviously catching a whiff of my breath.


    


    Oh good lord! What else could possibly go wrong? “I had a glass of wine with a co-worker after we got done with our shoot.”


    


    “Please step out of the car, ma’am.” He stood up and opened my door. “Where are your shoes?”


    


    “Like I said, it’s a long story, sir. Is it illegal to drive without shoes?”


    


    “No, it’s not illegal in the state of California, but it’s highly discouraged.”


    


    “I can understand why you would discourage it,” I concurred as I pushed Gunner’s shirt down between my legs and dragged myself from the car. Why didn’t I let Gunner call Toby? If I get a DUI, it’s really going to fuck up my life. “I never drink and drive,” I added, lying through my teeth.


    


    “No one ever does, ma’am,” he replied before leading me to the passenger door of his squad car.


    


    My heart was literally pounding in my chest as I took a seat and waited. I watched him walk up to the back of my car and jot down the license plate before coming around to the driver’s side and getting in.


    


    “I’m going to give you one chance to explain what’s going on here,” he said as he took his seat and positioned his gun belt. “If you lie to me, I’ll throw the book at you.”


    


    “How long do you have? It’s a pretty long and complicated story,” I replied, not knowing where to begin.


    


    “I do want to hear the whole story sometime, Raven, but this probably isn’t the right time or place,” he said, giving me the slightest grin.


    


    “Why did you call me ‘Raven’?”


    


    “I know exactly where you are coming from, Jillian. In fact, I also know what happened to that beautiful dress and those funky shoes you were wearing earlier. I paid my dollar.”


    


    Oh fuck me… I really don’t like where this is going.


    


    


    ~~~


    


    


    


    Dear Reader,


    


    I’m sorry to leave you hanging, but as an independent author I really wanted to be able to sell the first half of this story for 99 cents instead of simply charging $3.99 for the whole book. The other half will be done shortly, but since you have to wait a bit I’m going to give you a chance to purchase it for 99 cents as soon as it’s available for pre-order (instead of $2.99). Just visit the site below for all the details as well as other bonus content.


    


    www.ThePleasurePros.com


    


    


    I hope you enjoyed Raven’s Seduction. My goal is to release Raven’s Revenge on November 20th.


    


    Thanks for reading!


    


    


    M.T. Stone


    https://www.facebook.com/AuthorMTStone
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