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Chapter One
 
 
The first time Sir Jeffrey Young, commander of the Sons of Disobedience and dealer alike in small arms and high-powered ordnance, made Tess wear a butt plug, he did it on a whim. Tess had displeased him in a relatively small matter, failing to appear promptly for dinner and seeming to deceive him about what she had been doing. Jeffrey, probably feeling a little jaded with the usual command to one of his bodyguards to belt-whip her in front of him, said with a sadistic glint in his eye, “Let’s put a butt plug in that pretty arse, and make her wear it at the table. If she can’t show up on time, like a civilized young woman, I’ll just have to treat her the way she deserves, like a misbehaving pet.”
Jack, the head of Jeffrey’s security detail, laughed and said, “What, seriously? You wouldn’t put a butt plug in a pet’s rear end, would you?”
Perhaps Jeffrey hadn’t meant it seriously when he said it, but now he seemed both amused and aroused—as Tess might well have expected, given how aroused it usually got him to humiliate her and his other girls. He liked to degrade Tess more than the others, though, and she knew the other girls tittered about it. Tess thought it must be because although it troubled her, Jeffrey would always find her wet and ready afterward when he took her to his bed, whether he had had her whipped in front of his guests or he had made her take off her panties at dinner and give them to him.
Anne-Marie and Judy, the other two current members of what Jeffrey at least never called his harem
in so many words, though Tess had heard some of his men call them that, didn’t get spanked as much as Tess did. Jeffrey never said why, but she didn’t think it could be because she didn’t behave as well—which Jeffrey used as the excuse for the frequent punishments. Anne-Marie constantly spoke of things she shouldn’t, on her shopping trips outside Jeffrey’s compound on the little Greek island where they spent most of their time, but never got spanked for it. Judy would go out dancing with visiting lieutenants of Jeffrey’s, without permission, and suffered no ill consequences. If Tess had done that, Jeffrey would almost certainly have taken her over his knee, by the pool, the next morning in front of the servants. With her bikini bottom down she would have been spanked until she sobbed out her penitence, her legs kicking uncontrollably and showing everyone present—including the other girls—the parts of her Jeffrey had instructed she keep bare, waxing them once a week.
Anne-Marie and Judy also had to wax, but Jeffrey let them keep some of their pubic curls, shaped in tight little triangles. Only Tess had to remove them all. They all saw each other’s privates often, of course, because of Jeffrey’s love of commanding them to sunbathe nude, then bringing one of them into his cabana for afternoon sex. When he chose Tess, he would always turn her face down and enter from the rear, but she knew he had other favorite positions with the other girls: Anne-Marie on her back, with her knees bent and spread; Judy on her side, from behind as with Tess, but surely less degraded than Tess felt to have her face pushed into the canvas of the beach chair, bottom high as Jeffrey rode to his orgasm without any thought for her pleasure.
When he did consider his girls’ sexual pleasure—and this held true for all three of them, as well as for Bella, a girl who had been sent away a few months after Tess arrived, after sleeping with one of Jeffrey’s lieutenants—it was always in conjunction with a spanking. Even if he had a bodyguard carry out the punishment, the girl was brought naked to Jeffrey afterward and made to bend over in front of him so he could inspect her whipped bottom, whether he was alone at the time or surrounded by other men. Then, as an explicit completion of the discipline, he would get the vibrating dildo out of his desk and work her pussy on it until she came, crying out how sorry she was for her offense.
“See how much you liked your spanking?” he would usually say. “Now go wait for me in bed.”
That happened to Tess more than it happened to Anne-Marie or Judy, but Jeffrey fucked each of them with just about the same frequency—the important difference lay in Tess’ nearly always having a spanking before Jeffrey sent her to his bedroom. The other girls got sent there unpunished, or got fucked in the cabana or in the pool house. The cause, Tess thought, lay in Jeffrey’s having decided—whether rationally or instinctively she couldn’t puzzle out—that she aroused him most, and made a better lay, when he had degraded her.
The question of how she had gotten here, and why she accepted the humiliation, was one Tess didn’t care to think about, any more than she liked to think about the specific idea that she got turned on when Jeffrey displayed her naked to his guests, or that when he made her spread her bottom-cheeks for anal and said, “Such a pretty little arse-hole,” her pussy flowed. She usually told herself the story as, “One minute I was vacationing in Greece and the next minute a rich Englishman had swept me off my feet.”
The truth of course was much more sordid, and involved the first of the many degradations Jeffrey had visited upon her for his twisted pleasure in the six months she had been one of his girls. Tess had been drinking in a little taverna with the three friends with whom she had come on a college summer trip to the Greek islands, and she had gotten mad at something Julie Taylor had said about a guy Tess had liked. She had decided, a little drunkenly, to walk back to their hotel alone.
As she passed by an elegant restaurant, a big man had detached himself from the whitewashed wall and come to say in a British accent, “Miss? There’s someone who would like to meet you, in the restaurant.”
Confused, frowning, Tess had said, “Who?”
“A wealthy, handsome man,” the bodyguard (as Tess later learned, his name was Jack) replied.
What the hell, she had thought, of course, and gone to sit at his table. Tess later learned that upon seeing her pass by, Jeffrey had had his other bodyguard take Bella home to the compound, so that Tess would receive his undivided attention. Or that represented the best face to put on it—the face Jeffrey himself put on it when challenged as to why he hadn’t told her she would be living as one of (then) four girls whom Jeffrey fucked in rotation.
That challenge, a few days later, had earned her first spanking, but that terrible punishment hadn’t been the first indication of her new ‘boyfriend’s’ intention to degrade her, or of her body’s helpless, not-to-be-examined response to it. No, Jeffrey had signaled quite clearly to her that he meant to treat her more or less as a whore from the very beginning. Tess supposed she had just felt sure he must be playing—that the stunning gold bracelet he had bought her at the little jewelry shop, after feeding her grilled octopus that tasted like the Aegean itself, must mean that when he said, “I’m going to fuck you here, tonight,” and put his hand on her backside, the arrogance in his voice covered over some essential tenderness.
He had woken up the owner of the jewelry store to come down and open the shop, and laughed with him about it, and Tess had laughed too. The sudden dirty talk, well, it had excited her, then. She had kind of always wanted to try… things, and here was a rich man who seemed to know how to try things, and wanted to give her expensive gifts, too.
Part of her reluctance to think it through, a process that might be expected to lead to her making at least some gesture toward leaving—or, rather, running away, because no one simply left Sir Jeffrey Young’s service—lay in her consciousness of how stupid she had been. Could she have left when he said, at the door of the car that had just pulled up in front of the jewelry store as if by magic, as the bodyguard held it open for her to climb in, “Time to go to my house, darling. I want to see if your ass is as perfect without your skirt and panties covering it as it looks right now”?
He had accompanied the words by lifting that short blue skirt to fondle her there, where he had promised to fuck her, his hands roaming freely over her rather sensible gray cotton underwear. She had brought some fun, lacy stuff on the trip, but she hadn’t worn it that night because she and her friends had promised not to try to fool around with hot Greek guys that night. When she felt his hands just do that—just go boldly up her skirt while the bodyguard stood there impassive—Tess had looked up into his handsome face with its two-days’ growth of dark beard, and tried to figure out why she wasn’t saying anything, when back home she would have screamed bloody murder and run for the police.
She had pretended she hadn’t heard when he had said the outrageous thing about anal sex. She had tried half-heartedly and, now, thoroughly drunkenly, to refuse the bracelet, but Jeffrey had said that what seemed a small fortune to her represented five minutes’ work to him. Then he had even said, “You’ll pay me back tonight in bed.”
And Tess hadn’t said no, then, nor had she said no when the bodyguard opened the door and Jeffrey’s hand went up her skirt.
In his bedroom, deep inside the spectacular compound to which the car brought them, its lights piercing the night sky, she had hesitated when he told her to kneel on the bed and bend over. That had resulted in his first hint that he would spank her, but, again, some part of her brain had told her that he must be playing, and her body’s response to his words seemed to draw her on without hope of refusal.
“Do as I’ve said, Tess. I don’t want to have to punish you. Face down and bottom up.”
She wondered, when she thought back on that night and the ‘relationship’ to which it had led, whether Jeffrey had seen her that night and specifically decided to try to degrade her as much as he possibly could, as a sort of challenge to himself. In that sense, Tess supposed he had actually been at play, to the extent Sir Jeffrey Young, mercenary and arms dealer, could ever be at play. The problem lay in his actually being an even worse person at heart than the man who would give a gold bracelet in a frank, degrading exchange for an nineteen-year-old’s anal virginity—always having the intention to keep her in his compound by playing at being charming the next morning when he invited her to stay.
So, taking his threat as playful, and because at that moment she had, though quite drunk, to deal with a kind of arousal she had never felt before—among other things, she didn’t feel sure she didn’t want to be punished, but she also didn’t want to think about that uncertainty—she had obeyed. She had knelt, bent, and felt the man who must be some kind of mercenary (she had guessed this with a hard gulp when she saw the armed guards patrolling the compound) lift her skirt.
He had fondled her bottom through her panties for a long time, as she gave little whimpers, so very caught in this utterly new way to do sex that she didn’t even want to ask herself whether she liked it or not. He had praised her arse, her thighs, her slender back, and he had pressed upon her, there, with his big hands, telling her to ‘present herself’ for him.
“Show me where you need my cock, darling,” he had said. “Have you had a man in your arse before?”
Tess had felt her face go bright red at that, and suddenly had known a sort of gratitude that he had made her put her face in the covers. She had shaken her head.
“Say it, Tess,” Jeffrey had ordered, his voice harsher now. “Say it in words. Have you been fucked in this arse by one of your college boyfriends?” As he had spoken, he had pulled her panties down, and then eased her bottom-cheeks apart on his thumbs.
The heat had blazed in Tess’ cheeks. The disdain this man had shown for her previous sexual experience had made her feel faint, and unmoored from the reality she had known until just an hour or two before.
“No,” she had whispered.
“Of course not,” Jeffrey had said. “That’s why you’re here with a real man, who can give you what you need. This belongs to me, now, and I’ll decide what it gets.”
Then he lubed her roughly, making her cry out, and entered her, crouching above her backside like a lion. He rode hard even that first time, so that Tess wailed in discomfort though the terrible, inexplicable arousal never departed. He came with a grunt, gripping her hips firmly, after a few minutes of steady pounding.
Then he made his one concession to tenderness that night, if it could be called that. “I’ll wash up before you suck my cock,” he said, as he withdrew from Tess’ burning ring.



Chapter Two
 
 
Jack Regensburg had at least one more problem than he thought he could easily deal with. That problem’s name was Tess Roberts. Taking down the kingpin of the Sons of Disobedience, the once-right-honorable baronet Sir Jeffrey Young, would probably not have posed a challenge otherwise. Like the vast majority of such self-made international criminals, the man had a need for display that would have doomed him to capture a month ago, if Jack hadn’t cared about what happened to Tess in the possible crossfire or, just as bad, in the system that would snap her up with the man who had taken her captive, for all intents and purposes.
He thought he probably would have owed her that much on purely ethical grounds, even if he hadn’t fallen in love with her the moment he saw her having breakfast with Jeffrey, the morning after he had seduced her. On the sweet, mostly innocent, not-quite-perfect oval of her face, framed in the tangle of ash-blonde hair that came down in unkempt waves to her shoulders and needed to be brushed back once a minute or so, Jack had seen that the girl’s first experience of rough sex—for though Jeffrey showed an admirable variety in his appetites, his satisfaction of them was always rough—had left her terribly confused. Jack had known with absolute certainty that if somehow he had met the girl somewhere else—on a New York street or in a San Francisco café—he would have been able to talk her through it, and probably ended up in bed with her with the intent of teaching her that submission didn’t have to make you feel as ambivalent as she felt right now, after her night with a ruthless mercenary.
He had heard, an hour later, that she had accepted the invitation to stay, and had called her friends to say that she would meet them back in Athens in a week. Jack had then spent five minutes—time he should have used in figuring out how to use Jeffrey’s new infatuation against him—trying instead to figure out whether he could risk blowing his cover by somehow getting Tess out of the compound and back to her friends, and then getting all of them on the ferry. Jeffrey’s other girls, decidedly older and wiser than—though nowhere near as intelligent as—Tess, could take care of themselves, if they got caught up in the web when Jack took the mercenary commander down. Tess would have her life ruined by the inevitable public revelations, her youth slipping away as she dealt with the fallout. She could write a tell-all book, of course, but Jack didn’t see that as much consolation when Tess clearly had a bright future ahead of her, if she could only get out of here.
But Sir Jeffrey Young, bart., had killed thousands of people around the world, and would kill thousands more if allowed to go on selling arms. Jack had worked the case for two years, and had finally come close to rolling up not only the Sons of Disobedience but two other mercenary groups as well. To risk that now by incurring Jeffrey’s wrath and perhaps getting both Tess and himself killed made no sense. He might have been falling in love with Tess more every day, and longing to dry the tears he saw her cry more and more regularly as she understood her true situation as a sex toy in a paradisiacal prison, but he had no choice.
When Jeffrey ordered that Tess be made to wear a butt plug, then, Jack knew he didn’t have any way to spare her the terrible humiliation. His knowledge of how troubled and complicated her feelings about her submission to Jeffrey were made it an exquisite torture for him, though, which he pressed as firmly as he could to the back of his mind, as he used all his skill to pretend he found the idea amusing.
“Maybe you wouldn’t make a dog wear a butt plug,” Jeffrey conceded rather contemplatively, “but Tess here is a very special kind of pet—the kind who gets it in the arse. Jack, my lad, go get the toy box, would you?”
The dining area in Jeffrey’s compound lay between the enormous villa and the beautiful pool, where the sound of the pool’s waterfall could susurrate under the conversation, such as it was. Jeffrey had the benefit of a university education, like Jack himself, but the mercenary’s interests lay completely in the financial world, when he wasn’t keeping the discussion on the two matters to which he addressed himself as his vocations: combat and sex, in both of which he maintained his superiority in a cultured accent, expecting full agreement from his subordinates on every point.
He had just been telling Anne-Marie and Judy, who sat next to Julian and Ahmad, Jeffrey’s top lieutenants, at the long table, that Tess had better get her backside out here or she would find herself sleeping alone with a sore bum, and Judy would come to his bedroom in place of her. Judy, clearly sensing the possibility of gaining an advantage over Tess and perhaps enjoying a second honeymoon with Jeffrey, with all the gifts and shopping that would entail, had said, “Tess was just watching the news when we left the bungalow.”
Jeffrey called the little freestanding house the bungalow, but it might as well have been called the seraglio. His girls lived in it, when they weren’t called to his bed or, after their honeymoons, as all Jeffrey’s men called the initial part of the girls’ stay, the beds of lieutenants given express permission to summon this or that girl. Ahmad had been fucking Judy for a week now, and she—understandably, Jack thought dryly, because Ahmad couldn’t provide the luxuries Jeffrey could—obviously would rather be summoned back to Jeffrey’s bed, which Tess and Anne-Marie had lately been occupying. Jeffrey’s rotations through his girls were intended to provoke jealousy, and they did—in Anne-Marie and Judy, at least, though not in Tess.
Oh, no, Jack had thought, and then Tess had appeared, her face troubled and, Jack had thought he could discern, tearstained.
“Tess, love,” Jeffrey had called. “What did you see on the news?”
Her eyes had widened, and then her glance had darted around the table to Anne-Marie, to Judy, to Jack. Jack had kept his face impassive, though he had known that no good could come of this—and probably a lot of bad would. If only Tess weren’t so smart,
he thought ruefully. He had seen the signs that she had figured out what Jeffrey did on the ‘business trips’ he made once a month or so, sometimes for a week or even two. Now he had read on her face that on the news she had probably seen something about the fighting on the Turkish border, where Jack himself had been only three days before, with Jeffrey, abetting the propagation of unspeakable suffering.
“Nothing…” Tess had said. “Just… you know, movie stars.”
She had tried a laugh, but it had sounded very false, and Judy had gone in for the kill.
“That’s not true, Jeffrey. I saw what she was watching. It was, like, war and stuff.”
Jeffrey’s eyes had narrowed. Dammit, Jack had thought, why did she lie?
Then, apparently judging it a matter for discussion at a later time and having a sudden erotic urge in response to his annoyance at Tess for being late, Jeffrey had chuckled. Looking over at Jack, who stood guard a few yards away, he had said, “Let’s put a butt plug up that pretty arse, and make her wear it at the table. If she can’t show up on time, like a civilized young woman, we’ll just have to treat her the way she deserves, like a misbehaving pet.”
Jack had managed to laugh, hoping that Jeffrey would think better of subjecting Tess to such extreme degradation. Jack could see the place of anal discipline in the bedroom, of course—as an experienced dominant who had fallen in love with Tess precisely because of the obvious strength of her need for erotic discipline, he would gladly have introduced her to the idea, and the delicious practice of imposing and receiving a butt plug. Not here at the dinner table, though, with her awful ‘rivals,’ willowy, raven-haired Judy and curvy, red-haired Anne-Marie watching and triumphing. Not in front of Julian and Ahmad and Jack himself, as well as the other members of Jack’s security team, on patrol, who wouldn’t fail to patrol nearer by as Tess’ cries and whimpers rose into the night over the splash of the waterfall.
But Jeffrey would very rarely give up such an idea once he had hold of it. Even when they were in the midst of an engagement, and his instincts told the mercenary something Jack knew to be incorrect, it was hard to get him to let go of the urge. When it came to sex, and the way he liked to see girls degraded, almost nothing would stop him in his libidinous course.
He had told Jack to get the toy box.
Tess looked wildly at Jack, and a lance of pain stabbed his heart, because he knew that somehow she had discerned, or perhaps only suspected, how much he cared about her, and she looked to him now to help her avoid this terrible whim of the cruel man who had taken her into his power. Jack had no choice: he had to leer at her, play the part of the hireling who would dearly love to fuck the boss’ woman but knows enough to keep himself in check. Jeffrey was looking at him, judging his reaction; Jack knew that beyond the slightest doubt.
Sir Jeffrey Young had true acumen in two areas: salesmanship and leadership. Both required an instinctual grasp of basic human character that Jack spent much of his time trying to fool. To show Tess the slightest degree of sympathy at this moment could doom both of them, as well as all the people Jeffrey’s arms would kill in the years to come.
But the look on Tess’ face, when she saw that her wild hope that Jack might intercede and stop this most humiliating of domestic disciplinary punishments held no promise of success, took hold of the lance that had pierced his heart and twisted it savagely. He didn’t think he had ever experienced such emotional anguish, and for a moment he almost broke, almost told Jeffrey he wouldn’t do it, that he would take Tess right now and leave the compound, so that when she wore a butt plug for the first time it would be in the privacy of a little cottage somewhere in Devon, or New Mexico, with Jack’s arms closed tightly around her as she trembled to have her submissive nature so completely exposed and so completely gratified.
Her face crumpled, and she dropped her eyes to her bare feet. The setting rays of the sun over the Aegean rendered her pale blue sundress almost transparent. Jack wondered, as he could never keep himself from wondering, what lingerie she had on. Jeffrey didn’t care much for lingerie, so his girls tended not to wear anything special, as most people would think of specialness, but Jack had to admit to finding every piece of feminine underwear special. Catching a glimpse of Tess’ gray panties, for example, when Jeffrey would carelessly and possessively raise her skirt to put his arrogant hand on her backside, could make his cock hard in an instant.
The terrible time Jeffrey had made him whip Tess with his belt three weeks ago, which he now realized must be the reason she had looked at him for help, she had worn blue panties with a lace waistband and lace around the legs in a scalloped border. His hands had lingered, for he simply couldn’t help it, as he had pulled them down. He had said very quietly, “Get ready now, honey. I’ve got to make this hurt.”
He shouldn’t have said it, Jack realized now. He had meant to let her know, as best he could, that a real dominant cares for his submissive girl. He had meant to convey to her everything it now appeared she had in fact gathered. He had meant to tell her he loved her, and he had only made matters much worse.
Now he had to undo it. He went to get the toy box.



Chapter Three
 
 
Tess hoped for one wild moment that Jack would do something. Ever since he had said the strange thing about having to make it hurt, as, trembling, she felt her panties taken down for a public whipping, Tess hadn’t been able to escape the feeling that he understood her terrible dilemma more deeply than she did herself. Now, desperately, she looked at him, filled with the certainty that he must stop this awful thing that seemed to make a mockery of Tess’ confusion and conflict, her struggle against the dark force of her relationship with Jeffrey.
Three weeks ago, when Tess had heard Jack say that he had to whip her hard, her newly exposed pussy had clenched, and she had felt the wetness flow so urgently that her face had blazed like the sun, but she had had not the faintest idea why. When he had told her to take hold of the opposite edge of the table, and had begun to bring his belt down, it had felt so different from when Jeffrey had spanked her or whipped her. Something in his voice, something in the hand he laid on the small of her back, controlling her, seemed to say that while Jeffrey punished her only to take out his aggression and for an erotic thrill, Jack had something different in mind.
I have to make it hurt. That was what he had said. He had seemed to mean that he knew the necessity of complying with Jeffrey’s command that Tess be thoroughly punished for speaking out of turn. But she had never been able to rid herself of the feeling that Jack had really meant something else. She couldn’t push that feeling away even now, when he had gone to get the toy box that held the vibrating dildo with which Jeffrey brought the girls to orgasm after disciplining them but whose other contents Tess had never known. She kept thinking, despite everything, he loves me.
“Tess, darling,” Jeffrey said in the cultured voice that always conveyed more menace than she thought the roughest lower-class accent from the London docks might have done, “take off your dress.”
It had happened enough already, to Tess and—though less frequently—to Anne-Marie and Judy with Tess watching, that she thought she should have been able to endure it without weeping and even without blushing. Every few nights Jeffrey found an excuse to make one of his girls take her clothes off at dinner.
This was the first time since he and his most important men had returned from their latest business trip, though. Tess supposed she had almost gotten used to the less fraught life the girls lived when the only men in the compound were the security detail. Judy and Anne-Marie constantly joked when Jeffrey was away, and dared each other to do this or that thing that might earn a spanking on his return if reported, like flirting with the bodyguards, but Tess kept to herself, reading and watching movies.
Tess fixed her eyes on the pool and shrugged her shoulders out of the straps of her sundress, so that it fell in a pool of pale blue around her feet, the color barely distinguishable in the twilight. She rarely wore bras, and wasn’t tonight, so her little breasts were exposed to the view of those at the table, their pink nipples stiff and tingling with the arousal humiliation always seemed to bring.
“Come here, darling,” Jeffrey said. “Let me feel those sweet little tits.”
She had no choice, of course. The way he could arouse her with his casual degradation made it worse, but the basic fact of having no alternative to obedience remained the same. When he did this kind of thing to Anne-Marie or Judy, Tess always wondered whether they could somehow simply accept it as the way he liked to act. Maybe as long as he kept letting them go shopping and live here in his walled paradise, it didn’t seem terrible.
The fact that it made Tess’ nipples stand out like little sentinels, made the pussy he had bared for his pleasure clench, seemed now unbearable. She had never really enjoyed it, she supposed, despite the erotic hold it had over her, but she had borne it—before the words from Jack, and the whipping. Before the knowledge that another man could make her feel submissive, without making her feel worthless.
She stood next to Jeffrey’s chair now, and he reached up almost idly to fondle her breasts. “I like these tiny peaches,” he said to the table. “Maybe not as much as I like your melons, Anne-Marie, but these little tits are fun to squeeze.”
He squeezed, as if to prove the point, and Tess cried out. Judy giggled. Julian leaned back in his chair. “She’s wet, I’m sure,” he said.
“Of course,” said Jeffrey. “Tess always gets wet when I show her off and discipline her.”
Tess gave a little whimper.
“Don’t you, darling? Ever since that first night, when I raised your skirt.”
She bit her lip and shook her head. She ran a terrible risk, she knew: Jeffrey might grow truly angry, as he had once before when she had refused a command to suck the penis of a dinner guest, and whip her savagely himself. Tess couldn’t help the denial, though: she just felt it impossible to admit the power his cruelty had over her.
Jeffrey thrust his hands between her legs, and pulled the gray cotton gusset of her panties aside. His middle fingers sought her wetness.
“Let’s try that again, darling. Are you wet, or not?”
Tess felt her brow furrow so deeply her forehead almost hurt. She nodded, knowing that he would make her say it, now, and not knowing how she possibly could.
Jack saved her from that at least, though, returning at that moment holding the wooden box with its hinged lid that usually sat in the bottom drawer of Jeffrey’s desk. He put it in front of Jeffrey on the table, where the servants had just served the salads. Tess sought Jack’s eyes, but to no avail at all, as he seemed to look at the pool, at the horizon where the sun had now vanished into a pink glow as night rushed in from the east, at the bungalow where she lived with Anne-Marie and Judy.
Where she had watched the news, and seen the images from the Turkish border. She had snooped, and now she knew that the news had concerned Jeffrey and his Sons of Disobedience. If she had thought Jeffrey had whipped her terribly that time she had refused at first to give the blowjob he had ordered, she knew his vengeance for her snooping might go far beyond a whipping. If she showed knowledge of what she had seen in his office, the fate Tess felt certain had actually befallen Bella—death and burial in an unmarked grave—might well befall her, too. The towns on the border where so many people had died were the same towns she had seen on the itinerary on Jeffrey’s desk.
She couldn’t get away. She knew that. She didn’t see how she could have been fooled, that night when he gave her the bracelet, or the morning after when she had called her friends and told them to go on without her. She definitely hadn’t been taken in, when he told her to mail her parents and her college and tell them she would be in Greece for the next year, but she had known by that time that she had to pretend to be, or Jeffrey would spank her—by that time Tess had received more hard spankings over Jeffrey’s knee than she could count.
She still hadn’t known, then, that the man who kept her and two other girls and fucked them in rotation actually did real evil in the world—of a kind Tess would have had difficulty imagining a person with a British accent (a real-life person, as opposed to a movie villain) could actually do, before Jeffrey had taken her. Taken me as one of the mercenary commander’s captive whores, she had thought bitterly as she watched the report. That had only come with the snooping, the itinerary, and the news.
Jeffrey opened the toy box, and Tess saw into it for the very first time. The sight drew another little whimper from her, because the things inside all seemed so big. Some of them were in friendly pastels, but many more were of black silicone, or black rubber. Tess didn’t understand how there could be so many, or how they could all have such different shapes—every shape seemingly more frightening than the one before.
“Let me see,” said Judy in a nasty, giggly voice, getting up and leaning over. She took a risk, doing that—Tess wondered if the dark-haired girl even understood Jeffrey’s moods well enough to see the danger. If he decided that Tess’ punishment should be something the other girls must watch as an example to them, Judy could find herself getting the same or worse for presuming to treat the toy box as something at which to giggle.
Tess herself certainly didn’t feel like giggling, but Jeffrey chuckled, and turned the box around to show everyone at the table its contents. Tess sought out Jack’s face, but he had turned it to look out at the pool, as if trying to make sure his men stood at their posts, or patrolled the compound as they should.
“I haven’t used these on the girls as much as I should have, I guess,” Jeffrey said to Julian and Ahmad. “Maybe that’s why I keep having to spank them.”
The lieutenants chuckled politely. They knew their commanders moods backwards and forwards—knew that if they remained respectful they would have the privilege of fucking his girls if Jeffrey deemed it appropriate to send one to them, as Judy had been sent to Ahmad the previous night.
At least Jeffrey hadn’t sent Tess to a lieutenant—yet. The very extremity of the degradation, as she had thought about it when she first learned about Bella and Anne-Marie and Judy, that second night here, when Jeffrey had had Bella brought to his bedroom and sent Tess to the bungalow, had seemed to her a hedge against its being true. He couldn’t actually treat women that way. He was British, for God’s sake! Judy had told her casually that night that Tess wouldn’t see Anne-Marie until the morning, because Jeffrey had sent her to a bodyguard as a performance bonus. Tess had laughed. She had literally felt certain that it must be a joke, and that because it was a joke, things couldn’t be the way they seemed.
“Jack,” Jeffrey said, “come here a moment and help me choose.” He reached into the box and brought out a thing that made Tess’ knees turn to jelly: long and black, ridged down its length. Six inches, at least, and an inch-and-a-half thick at the final ridge, before the narrow part and the base that would…
That will keep it inside me. Deep, deep inside me. Oh, please. She spoke it out loud: she couldn’t help it. “Please, Jeffrey. Please, no.”
“Hush, darling,” Jeffrey said. He reached out his left hand again and probed between her legs, where her panties still lay askew, exposing the bare furrow of her pussy.
Tess moaned.
“See?” he said to his audience. “She’s still wet as a five-quid whore.”
He left his hand there, still possessively fondling, and reached into the box again to bring out another black object—much shorter, but also much, much thicker. Tess gave a little cry. The idea that one of the two horrible things must go into her bottom seemed somehow much worse than simply seeing a single plug on its own.
“What do you think, Jack?” Jeffrey asked. “She needs to learn a lesson—we can all agree on that. Which one will teach her to come to dinner on time?”
“Well, sir,” Jack said, running his fingers down the long, ridged one, “I think that depends on how you plan to handle the rest of the punishment.”
Jeffrey chuckled, as if appreciating his security man’s suggestion that Tess shouldn’t get off too lightly. Tess, however, felt her eyes widen. Just as when Jack had said the thing about needing to make her whipping hurt, she thought she had heard another meaning, meant just for her. Jack seemed to say that a different kind of man would know how to handle a girl’s first experience of anal discipline.
A man like Jack.



Chapter Four
 
 
He hadn’t even meant to do it again: the words had just come out, shaped by his dominant instinct. Jack didn’t know what else he could have said, really, but it wasn’t the actual words that posed the problem, but the tone, and perhaps even the measured cadence, in which he had uttered them. The part of him that wanted Tess to know, as foolish as the wish must inevitably prove, that he loved her and, in another world, would teach her how wonderful sexual submission could make her feel—would help her forget all the pain and conflict wrought by Sir Jeffrey Young, bart.
“You think we should whip her, too?” Jeffrey asked.
Of course he would think that Jack meant Tess needed more punishment. He hadn’t truly hoped that his employer might understand that preparing a girl for her first time wearing a butt plug, and the amount of time she spent with it inserted, in what circumstances, and above all what happened when the plug came out, should have a bearing on which plug he chose. No, he supposed he had hoped Tess would realize, or sense, something about such matters: would she be sent to wash the plug, like a naughty girl? would her master’s cock immediately replace the plug in her anus? or would she have to wear it all night, sent to bed without supper?
But now he had no choice: if he went down that path, he would risk showing everyone here how he felt about Tess. He laughed, unable now to look at Tess but picturing the expression of betrayal on her face and feeling the blade in his heart twist again. “Sure,” he said lightly. “If you’re planning to whip her, too, you’ll want the thinner one, with the ridges.”
“Jack, my lad,” Jeffrey said, using the endearment that signaled his greatest satisfaction, “I like how you think.” He looked around the table and saw that no one had started eating yet. Jack watched his commander evaluate the interpersonal possibilities, feeling he watched a wolf deciding how to approach maintaining his dominance in a pack full of potential alphas. Jack saw, and knew Jeffrey must, too, that he stood in some danger of losing his audience. Julian and Ahmad certainly didn’t object to the displays of sexual dominance Jeffrey put on, but when dinner was waiting the show would quickly lose some of its appeal.
“Take her over by the pool—not too far away, mind you; that lounge chair that’s got the light shining on it—and put the plug in, while we eat. Tess will go to bed without her dinner.” A thought struck him then, as it would any dominant man. “Or I suppose she’ll have a different kind of dinner, with a good deal more protein in it, when she sucks all the cocks at the table.” He chuckled.
His hand had remained between Tess’ legs the whole while, and now another of Tess’ helpless, submissive whimpers rose above the waterfall’s gentle noise. Jeffrey pulled his hand away and turned back to the table. Theatrically he dried his fingers, wet from Tess, on the napkin in his lap, winking at the lieutenants and the other girls. Then he lifted his retsina. “Bon appetit, gentlemen,” he said, and they started in on the salads, as Jack put the two black plugs back in the toy box and removed it from the table.
He turned to Tess, standing with her panties still pulled aside, and now he couldn’t help meeting her eyes and seeing the pain there, along with the helpless arousal. She seemed to search his face, as if looking for some way to understand the contradictions Jack couldn’t help portraying despite his covert-ops training. Being only twenty-three, and having dropped out of college to join the CIA only three years before (or, from his parents in Kansas’ perspective, to become a bum who managed to support himself overseas somehow) Jack supposed he hadn’t had as much experience in tradecraft as he really needed. Still, he didn’t feel sure that they could have told him, in the training camp in Kansas or the one in Turkey, how not to fall in love, or how to pull yourself out of it.
How the hell was he going to get through this without making the situation worse?
He thought he knew how it had to start: he reached out his right hand to take hold of her left shoulder, to lead her to the nearest lounge chair, right where she had dropped her dress. Tess had her arms at her sides, slightly bent with her hands raised just a little, balled into fists, as if she were trying to keep herself from covering her pussy, or her bottom, with them. Jeffrey always punished that. Jack’s hand closed firmly around her bare shoulder.
He meant to say, Come on, let’s get this over with. The words froze in his throat, because he felt Tess’ whole body relax at his touch, felt the tension go out of her. His eyes had been turned toward the pool, but at the sensation his hand passed on to his mind, he snapped them back to Tess’ face, absolutely unable to help himself.
Her eyes said, You love me.
He swallowed, hard. If anyone had been watching that moment of pure weakness—Jeffrey above all—Jack had not the slightest doubt that everything would have gone sideways in an instant. His own eyes replied, Yes.
Then he managed to say, because now he knew that as awful as the consequences might be, hypothetical dead people in the Middle East had no chance of laying a claim anywhere near as strong on his heart as this single, lost, submissive girl did, “Come on, let’s get this over with.” He spoke the words in a rough, careless tone that drew a chuckle from Jeffrey.
He pulled hard at Tess’ shoulder, which should have made her cry out in protest, but the tension in her muscles had not returned, and she made no sound at all as she followed him.
Dangerous. Terribly dangerous. If Tess behaved as if she were in love with him, all Jack’s tradecraft, such as it was, could do nothing. Jeffrey would figure it out, and kill her, and then Jack—because he knew he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from trying to save her. The only redeeming element of that scenario, Jack supposed, lay in the fact that his being a CIA operative probably wouldn’t be discovered.
He had no choice. He twisted her arm behind her, bringing her wrist up to the small of her back as he bent her over the fully extended chair, upon which one of the wall lights that illuminated the pool area shone like a spotlight. Tess cried out. Jack desperately wanted to put his mouth to her ear, say something that would get her to respond more naturally while also making it clear that he loved her and would never harm her. He had not the slightest doubt, though, that to try that would make the situation much, much worse.
“Get that ass up, honey,” he said. “I’m going to take your panties off now.”
Tess greeted this news with a little sob, her head hung low in apparent penitence and her hair spilling all around her face. Jack didn’t think he could imagine a sweeter sight: his desperation to be the man she called sir, the man who gave her what she needed, rose so high he thought it might freeze him in his tracks.
He had taught himself the art of dominance with the help of his first real girlfriend, in his single year at college. The leading, pointed gift of a riding crop from the pretty red-faced senior, two years older than Jack, had served to guide him past his uncertainty as to whether some girls really did feel the need to submit, and even to accept discipline for things like sub-par grades and lateness. Now Jack knew a submissive when he saw one, and he had seen a very confused, thoroughly lost one in Tess, her first morning in the compound—she had mistaken Jeffrey’s heedless, rough ways for true dominance, and Jack had felt helpless to do anything that might teach her a different, better lesson.
If that first moment of recognition had posed difficulty and complications, it had had nothing on the time Jeffrey had told him to whip her. To know what Tess needed and to have to give her something completely different had burned in his mind, and left him sleepless for days. He pictured her sobbing, writhing form as he had covered her backside with curving red welts, and then he pictured what had not happened: the cuddling aftercare she should have received instead of the command to go to Jeffrey’s bed and wait for him to come fuck her, when her confusion about her erotic reaction to the belt-whipping would have left her aching and desperate.
But, now, to have to administer her first session with a butt plug represented an even worse torture. Jack tried to tell himself that it differed only in degree from the whipping, but he knew himself a liar: the intimacy of anal discipline and the way it got literally to the bottom of a girl’s submissive fantasies couldn’t truly be compared even to a severe whipping.
He had no objections to using a butt plug as a punishment, but he knew it always represented a very special kind of punishment. He would never have thought to make a girl receive and wear a plug in any public or even semi-public place like this, but Jack’s main objection didn’t lie in that quarter, because he could easily imagine negotiating a scene like this with a sub who found public humiliation arousing. He even thought it probable that Tess might be that kind of girl, if Jack could give her the training and support she deserved.
No, the reason that he had to grit his teeth as he moved Tess’ left wrist in front of her and down to the lounge chair so that she could support herself with both palms on the sturdy blue mesh surface lay in his knowledge of just how intimate an experience a girl’s first anal punishment should be. Jeffrey had made Tess’ first anal sex an ambiguous, rough affair, Jack knew, and the frequency with which he renewed her bottom’s acquaintance with his cock must be great, judging from the way he had seen her fidget at breakfast after a night in Jeffrey’s bedroom. But anal discipline should, Jack knew, be different, if Tess’ submission were ever to be something she could fully enjoy.
It should have an essential gentleness to it, despite being intended to teach a lesson. It should proceed slowly, with every push of the punishment plug accompanied by a pull, to let the girl’s little ring close and rest before she must try to open it again, wider than it had ever opened before. When Jack had selected the long, ridged plug, he had done so because he thought that even though he must not take the time, or say the soothing words, the way Tess deserved, the entry of each ridge into her bottom might allow her some space to process the experience.
He put his fingers inside the waistband of the gray panties, thinking about the lace on the blue ones he had taken down to whip her, thinking about how if she belonged to him she would wear lace every day, or no underwear at all. He pulled them down swiftly and she gave a little gasp as if at the suddenness of the baring.
The party at the table had begun talking of the sailing trip planned for tomorrow, out to a tiny, uninhabited island for snorkeling and a picnic lunch.
“Step out of the panties, Tess,” Jack said quietly. “Feet a little more than shoulder width apart. Bend your knees and put your elbows on the chair. I’m going to lube you now.”
“Oh, God,” Tess whispered, as she obeyed, when she realized how very exposed the posture made her. Jack’s cock swelled in his black trousers at the sight of the sweet young pussy and the tiny pink flower that must receive the plug.



Chapter Five
 
 
Behind Tess, the murmur of conversation at the table stopped. Oh, no.
“Look at that arse,” Jeffrey said. “That’s why she’s here. I saw it walking down the street and I knew I had to get inside it.”
She gave a little sob, and she felt again the tingling in her nipples and the warmth down below that it seemed only his humiliation could bring. Shouldn’t a girl who got wet when her lover talked about her that way just accept her fate? How could it matter that the man perpetrated so much evil, when her body’s response to his brutality was panting arousal?
“You never said that about me.” Anne-Marie’s voice seemed to able to pout just in its tone—Tess had no need to see her face to know what expression occupied it.
“Darling, you know I like to fuck your arse, too, but Tess’ bottom is a very special thing—you can see that yourself. Shaped like a heart—not too big and not too small. And I just have to say that I’ve never seen an arse-hole that looks more like a flower.”
Tess’ face blazed, and as she felt Jack’s fingers touch her there for the first time she realized that although she had experienced the problem of being aroused when Jeffrey degraded her in public before, she had never known it to be so severe. It’s Jack,
she thought. It’s knowing that he’s the one doing it. Oh, God.
Suddenly she imagined that every time Jeffrey had told her to spread her bottom-cheeks for him, so he could ready her, it had been Jack instead. That every time the mercenary had impaled Tess with his cock, and used her for the tightness of her smallest opening, until he found his release inside her, Jack had fucked her there instead. Jack’s muscular arms holding her in place; Jack’s bearded face rising above her, telling her to be a good girl for him. She cried out at the picture in her mind, much more moved by that fantasy than by the fingers that rubbed the lube on the surface of the little ring, only pushing a very little now.
She realized that the conversation had resumed at the table after Jeffrey’s words to Anne-Marie, because now it ceased again, and Judy said in a giggly voice, clearly trying to outdo Anne-Marie, “She doesn’t like it, does she?”
The attempt backfired on her though, because Jeffrey’s annoyance was audible in his response. “Do you want some, Judy? Tess is learning a lesson, but maybe you need one, too. Do you need a plug up your arse, Judy?”
“No,” Judy said flatly, sullenly, and without apparent fear that Jeffrey might follow through on the threat. Tess thought she could hear in that monosyllable—in the way it differed so vastly from how she herself would have responded—how she had come to this emotional place. She saw in an instant how and why she, who had meant to change the world, could think of herself as deserving no better than to have Sir Jeffrey Young fuck her in the ass when he felt like it, and send her to his private brothel when he didn’t.
She didn’t know why Judy and Anne-Marie were here, but Judy’s no to the question Do you need a plug up your arse? actually meant no. If Tess had been asked the question, she too would have said no, but she would have been lying. If Jack had asked the question, Tess might have said—whispered—yes. That was why Tess had stayed, that first day, before she even understood about the other girls and the bungalow, and, after she did understand that she had become a whore, for all intents and purposes, it was why she hadn’t tried to escape. Then, when she had realized that escape was probably impossible, if she wanted to get home alive, that terrible, shameful need had made it seem natural for her to get used to her lot—even to look forward to being shared with other men, as long as Jack Regensburg might be one of them.
Now Jack’s fingers pushed more firmly at the place where Jeffrey had deflowered Tess, pressed inward to prepare her for the long black thing with the thick ridges. How could it fit inside? She had thought she couldn’t take Jeffrey’s cock, and it hurt when he pounded her bottom as his orgasm neared, but his penis wasn’t as thick or as long as the plug that had made her heart quail.
She stifled another cry, biting her lip and hoping the conversation at the table would start up again, about anything other than her bottom and her punishment. Jack seemed to be going very slowly, taking much more time than Jeffrey ever did when he lubed her for anal sex. Did he, too, want the party at the table to ignore them and move on to other topics? The thought filled her heart with warmth, but to her distress it also aroused her even more with its suggestion that Jack might want her to himself.
She had seen the love there, hadn’t she? She couldn’t have imagined it.
Jeffrey said, “There’s a new restaurant in town, isn’t there?”
Tess almost sobbed with relief. The sounds of silverware, of dishes being cleared and others put down, came to her ears.
Jack’s fingers moved in and out of her most private place—three of them, she thought with a whimper that she managed to keep almost silent.
“Relax, honey,” he said into her ear. “You can do it.”
She heard a low, sobbing sound come from her throat, and she nodded her head, hoping desperately that no one at the table was watching, now. Through the first nights of anal sex in Jeffrey’s bed she had managed to learn about relaxing back there, about pushing so that it didn’t burn as much when the cock invaded her or when he thrust it in and out of her bottom. Now, though, as Jack moved his fingers, she understood that she had more to learn—that she could learn, if she had a patient teacher.
She couldn’t help it, because her pussy clenched at the feeling, and at the thought: she let out a moan.
Jeffrey said, “Don’t let her enjoy it, now, Jack, my lad. I think that’s quite enough lube on that naughty hole. Put the plug in.”
Tess let out another sob.
“Whatever you say, boss. Let’s plug this asshole and teach her to come to the table on time,” Jack said in a nasty voice that made Tess doubt what she had seen in his eyes. But… What if he has to pretend, because of the danger? She clung to that like a life raft on the sea of degradation.
“This is why disciplining the girls is so important,” Jeffrey said conversationally. Tess heard his chair scrape and knew he must be turning it so that he could watch her punishment.
“Why?” Ahmad asked. “Because rules are important?”
Jeffrey chuckled. “That’s true, I suppose. But it’s not the real reason—in fact, it’s actually almost the reverse. I like to have rules so that I can have an excuse to spank them and whip them—and even plug them, if I want, the way Tess is going to get now.”
“What?” Anne-Marie said. Tess had almost spoken up herself. She had wondered about this subject, and she couldn’t say it surprised her that Jeffrey thought of it this way, but it did startle her to hear him actually put it into words.
She felt something smooth press against her little ring, and she couldn’t suppress another moan of pleasure, which became a wail of discomfort as Jack didn’t spare her, but pushed the first bulb in, opening her and keeping her open, the way Jeffrey’s cock did, but much more insistently, much more forcefully.
“That’s it,” Jeffrey said, with his satisfaction at Tess’ humiliation and pain clearly audible. “That’s what naughty girls get, isn’t it, darling?”
How could he call her darling? Tess had wondered it before, but never quite so forcefully. Darling meant someone was dearer to you than anything. How could it be that when Jeffrey said darling, Tess heard whore, but when Jack said honey, she heard darling?
She cried out again, because Jack had pushed on the plug, so that the second thick ridge opened her anus. She couldn’t. She just couldn’t… “Please…” she sobbed, sure that he would have mercy on her and withdraw the thing. But he kept pushing, made her take it until the narrow part came again and she had two bulbs of the awful thing inside her bottom.
“Do you think you’ll be late again, Tess?” Jeffrey asked with cruel mockery in his tone. How could she ever have found him charming?
“No,” Tess sobbed. Her bottom squirmed and clenched uncontrollably, helplessly trying to expel the rubber intruder, but Jack held it inside her firmly, still pushing, but more gently now. How many more ridges? One? Two? Her bottom felt much too full, and her anus burned to be held open around the plug. The picture in her mind, through Jeffrey’s eyes, made her feel faint with shame: her little bottom full of the lewd disciplinary shaft meant to teach her to behave.
“That’s why I spank them,” Jeffrey said, his tone conversational again as he picked up the thread of his discourse. “They need to understand that they’re here to do as they’re told, whether that’s to be charming and prompt at dinner or to spread their legs and raise their knees in bed, so that my cock can have its way. It’s all about attitude.”
Julian and Ahmad chuckled politely. Judy and Anne-Marie held their silence, and Tess wondered whether they were pretending to find this arousing—the way she herself couldn’t help the clench her pussy gave at the degrading words. Or perhaps even though they never seemed to respond the way Tess did, they couldn’t help feeling the awful pull of Jeffrey’s dominance. As Jack moved the plug gently back and forth in her bottom, perhaps waiting for Jeffrey’s command to push it in further and perhaps wanting to help her get used to it—or perhaps both—she imagined again, helplessly, that Jack had said the thing about spreading her legs and raising her knees. She bit her lip to keep from crying out, as her pussy clenched again, and her bottom with it, and suddenly the discomfort seemed to become something more, something like pleasure.
“You fucked Judy last night, Ahmad,” Jeffrey said. “What did you think? Have the spankings paid off?”
Ahmad chuckled. Tess thought she sensed just a bit of tension in the sound, but she knew that Jeffrey’s lieutenants would never think of disappointing him in such matters. “Definitely,” he said. “Judy was a very good girl for me.”
“Jack, lad,” Jeffrey called then with a grandiloquent note in his voice, as if reasserting his right as master of all he surveyed, including above all Tess’ backside, “what are you waiting for? Give her the rest of it.”
He doesn’t have a choice,
Tess thought. He doesn’t have a…
Then she lost the ability to think in words, for a long moment, because Jack obeyed his commander and pushed firmly. Tess’ hips bucked and she bounced up and down, her elbows pressed hard into the mesh of the lounge chair and her eyes watering. She wailed, and then she screamed, because the man who kept her had commanded she must have this big black thing up her bottom, and it hurt.
Then the third ridge was in, and Tess thought for just a moment that she would be given a respite at least for a few seconds, but Jack… He has no… he has no…
She screamed: the fourth ridge, the thickest ridge, pressed for entry. “Please… please…” she begged, but Jeffrey laughed, and Jack kept pushing. Her bottom was full, much too full. She tried to straighten up, following some instinct to flee, but Jack pushed her down with his left hand on her back, and kept pressing the plug inside her until at last the final narrow place allowed her little flower to close around it, and she had the whole thing up her narrowest, most private place.
Tess hung her head and sobbed. She had never felt so exposed, degraded, possessed by a man who wanted her only for her use as a sex toy that might as well go into the toy box with the plug at the end of the night. Nor, if Jeffrey carried through on his threat, would it end now, for he had decreed that she must kneel before the men and suck their cocks.
Perhaps, though, Jeffrey had felt the tension in Ahmad’s answer about Judy, for—as happened relatively often—he changed his mind.
“Take her to her room and whip her, Jack,” he said. “I want to see some nice welts on that bottom tomorrow. Remember that the plug stays in all night.”



Chapter Six
 
 
Jack leaned down to grasp Tess’ upper arm and help her up. She cried out pitifully as she straightened, her hips weaving in an unintentionally lewd way that stiffened his already hard cock still further.
“Pick up your panties and your dress,” he said, hating himself. He didn’t have a choice, though: if he picked them up for her, Jeffrey would surely find Jack’s treatment of the miscreant too lenient, and change his mind again. Right now, he just wanted to get Tess back to the bungalow and spare her more cruelty and himself more risk.
A wild idea had just occurred to him, too, and he needed to think about whether it had any promise.
Tess whimpered as she bent to pick up the panties from the pool deck. Anne-Marie’s high giggle floated across from the table. “She looks like she learned her lesson,” the red-haired girl said nastily.
“She does, doesn’t she?” Jeffrey replied amiably. “Tess, darling, I’ll fuck you in the morning. Sweet dreams.”
Tess gave a little sob as she walked to where the dress had fallen. The sight of the plug deep in her little bottom as she stooped moved Jack so greatly he thought he might just pull out his gun and try to make a break for it, dragging Tess away as if he were taking her hostage. Maybe his men would be too confused to do anything, and he could get out the gate before anyone figured out what was going on.
But the chances of getting very far—even onto a boat, for example, that could get them to Crete—were so small that the attempt would amount only to throwing away his chance to take Jeffrey and the Sons of Disobedience down in exchange for a bullet in the brain, if he got lucky and didn’t find himself tortured to death. The ‘plan’s’ only redeeming characteristic was that Tess, when she found herself right back in the compound, probably wouldn’t be tortured or killed.
That mad dash, however, wasn’t the wild idea seething at the back of his brain—the one he didn’t want to think about before he got Tess back to her room, because the roiled waters might turn to steam and vanish.
Tess had her dress, and she cried out, softly and pitifully, as she straightened up, holding it.
“Come along, honey. You’ve got a whipping coming,” he said, trying to make his voice as severe and patronizing as he possibly could, like that of a school headmaster bent on taking out his sexual frustration on an unfortunate pupil’s bare posterior with the school strap.
She gave another cry, and looked at him. Jack didn’t have time to look away before their eyes met, and he saw to his alarm that she had seen through him completely: she, too, seemed only to want to get back to her room—because there, her eyes said, she would be able to pour out her heart.
Dangerous,
Jack thought, dismayed. Much too dangerous. He reached out and grasped her upper arm, and pulled in the direction of the bungalow, so that Tess had to take a hobbling step that made her wail at the fullness in her backside. At least Jeffrey seemed to want his sweet dreams to serve as his dismissal, and the table talk had turned once again to the day sail the following day.
He marched her at that hobbling pace, bent over and emitting a little sob with every step, to the door of the sprawling bungalow. He got Tess through the door and closed it behind them. If they were lucky, Judy would go to Jeffrey’s bed and Anne-Marie’s to Julian’s, and Jack and Tess would be left alone at least until very late—but counting on such luck didn’t make for success. He needed to think things through, and put the plan into motion, if he wanted it to have any chance.
And if he did set it into motion, there would be no going back: he would have committed both himself and Tess to live free, or to die, as well as hazarding the mission to take down Sir Jeffrey Young and his organization on a single throw.
But though the steps of the plan—the transformation of the wild idea into a list of tactically organized moments that would make it real—had barely begun to coalesce in his mind, when he turned to look down at Tess’ pitiful face the world stopped, and he made the decision without intending it. Her eyes turned up to his with a sorrowful, pleading expression that said, Now? Will you tell me that you love me, now, at last?
Then he had started to kiss her, though she whimpered with the discomfort of his pulling her to him, straightening her when the terrible disciplinary implement in her bottom made her want only to bend and ease the agony of its invading presence. “I love you,” he whispered. “Oh, Tess. I love you.”
She didn’t say it back, nor did he expect her to, knowing how very complicated her feelings must be now, when she must feel affection for the henchman of the cruel man who had made her his whore—the henchman who had whipped her, had plugged her bottom, and must now whip her again. Who now said that he loved her despite all those actions. But Jack could see in her eyes as he kissed, and pulled back to smile at her, and kissed again, she believed him without knowing why.
Instead, she said, “Help me. Please, Jack. Help me get out of here.”
He felt his stomach clench. This part of the plan might well kill him with remorse before he could even begin to take action. He didn’t see any other way, though.
“I can’t, honey. We can’t leave. He’d never let us go.”
Her face crumpled. “Oh, God,” she said. “I… I know.” The hopelessness in her voice broke his heart. His consolation lay in the fact that if he told her what he intended, revealed everything to her, it would only be harder for her if they failed—and she would know more for Jeffrey’s men to torture out of her. Lying exceptionally well constituted the most important part of his job, and he had never regretted it until now, when he must take away the fleeting hope Tess had cherished.
She bit her lip. “But… but you’ll take care of me? A little? When… I mean… when you can?”
Jack nodded, looking into her face with an expression he hoped would convey just how hard he would try, tight brow and tight lips showing his concern and his care. But then he said, because he had no choice, “I have to whip you now, though.”
Tess’ nose twitched as the tears welled up in her eyes. “I know. It’s… it’s okay. You have to.”
He nodded again. “Go to your room and lie on your tummy, honey. I’ll take the plug out before I whip you, and put it back in afterward.” Part of him cried out to tell her why, really, it must be thus, and what he intended it should lead to, but if there were the slightest possibility that the unfolding events looked like play-acting, the whole tissue of the plan could fall apart in an instant.
“Oh,” Tess said, her eyes going wide and a little worried. “But… Jeffrey said…”
“I have to mark your bottom thoroughly, honey. You’re going to move around a lot during the whipping, and I don’t want you to hurt yourself. If Jeffrey finds out, somehow, and gets mad, I’ll take the blame. I promise.”
Her blue eyes remained troubled, but she nodded.
“Alright. Get going. I want you on the bed and ready for punishment,” Jack said, using the warm disciplinary tone he loved to adopt when the time came to give a lesson to a girl he loved. The affectionate note differed starkly from Jeffrey’s casual cruelty, and Jack could see in Tess’ startled eyes how clearly she had heard the contrast.
“Yes, sir,” she said softly. The sir threatened to melt Jack’s heart, and he couldn’t help bending to kiss her again, before he turned her toward her bedroom door. He put his left hand on the end of the plug, and Tess gave a little whimper just at that light touch. She shivered, and started toward her room.
Jack went to the living room, to get a firm bolster from the couch, and to take the irrevocable step that would end either in joy or in death. On his cell phone, he opened the calculator and entered the thirty-two-digit code he had memorized a year before and now recited to himself in bed every night.
The encrypted app, undetectable—the CIA hoped, at least—to any cyber expert to whom Sir Jeffrey Young might have access, opened. He typed the message he had planned and pressed send. Then he restarted the phone, wiping away all record of the message along with the encrypted app itself.
Jack picked up the bolster, upholstered in real leather and very firm—perfect for the purpose he intended—and went to Tess’ bedroom. He found her just as he had commanded, and the sight swelled his cock and warmed his heart: his sweet girl—he couldn’t help thinking of her that way no matter how he tried—naked on her tummy with the very naughty black end of the punishment plug peeping out between her bottom-cheeks.
Her arms were extended to the end of the bed, and her cheek rested on her pillow, her face turned to look at him.
He carried the cushion over to the bed. “Raise your hips, honey,” he said gently. Tess bit her lip and gave a little kitten sound as she obeyed, as the plug moved inside her. Jack put the bolster under her hips, and, though Tess made a surprised little sound, not across the bed but lengthwise down the middle.
“Spread your knees,” Jack ordered. “You’re going to ride the cushion while I whip you.”
“What?” Tess said. “I don’t…” But Jack used his hands to insist on the posture he wanted her in—the classic pillow-humping posture of the furtive masturbator. As her clit touched the leather of the bolster, rubbed against it just a bit, she gave a different sort of cry than she had given yet that night. “I can’t… he won’t let me…” she protested weakly.
“I’m in charge tonight, Tess,” Jack said sternly. “This is how I want to punish you. You’ll ride the bolster during your whipping. Now let’s get that plug out of you so I can punish you properly.”
As he removed his hands from the knees he had spread, the motion brought Tess’ pussy against the bolster, and, as if unable to stop herself, she bucked her hips to rub more firmly there, giving a moan of shame and pleasure that made Jack’s heart take wing and his cock press against the front of his trousers.
Don’t get too caught up in this! he warned himself. You have to be able to think straight.
He put his hand on the base of the plug and gave it a little tug. Tess whined at the sensation.
“Push for me, honey. Hump the cushion and push like a good girl.”
The whine turned into little whimpers as she started to obey, moving her bottom like an animal in heat as she desperately sought the pleasure of the bolster’s already slick surface. “Oh, God,” she whispered. “Oh, God… oh, God.” She cried out as he pulled the first ridge from her anus, and then she pushed the whole thing out in a rush, riding the bolster faster and faster, obviously close to coming.
Jack put the plug on her nightstand and swiftly yanked his black leather belt from its loops, doubled it, and brought it down hard on Tess’ bottom. She screamed, and he kept whipping, as she rode on and on, her bottom’s clenching and relaxing the sexiest and most marvelous thing Jack had ever seen.
Tess came for the first time, with her head rearing up and her back arching, and he knew he had to do what he had planned now, even if it turned out to be only a fool’s hope. He dropped the belt, then stripped off his trousers and boxers, and climbed onto the bed, his knees on either side of Tess’ hips.
“Keep riding, honey. Keep riding,” he said softly as he slid his hard cock inside the velvet grip of her pussy.



Chapter Seven
 
 
Oh, God. Jeffrey would kill him. Jeffrey would kill her. What was Jack thinking? But Tess couldn’t deny her body’s need for him. She couldn’t deny that suddenly all her shameful urges, all her embarrassing responses to Jeffrey’s cruel mastery, had transformed themselves into something else: sobbing, submissive gratitude for what Jack had started to demonstrate to her. Tess knew now, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that her submission could mean something very different than it had meant with Sir Jeffrey Young.
He did love her. Did she love him? He had done Jeffrey’s bidding so terribly—he had undoubtedly killed people, on the Turkish border and in many other places. Could she love a mercenary?
She cried out, pushing her burning bottom, the bottom he had so thoroughly punished, against his sinewy hips, and ground her clit into the leather bolster. The pleasure seemed to explode outward, upward, downward, inward from that place. He had put the pillow there. He had told her to ride it. How could she not love him for that? For caring about her pleasure—for somehow knowing that she needed this kind of pleasure like she needed air, and that she had been suffocating all her life?
Could she love him, though… the way you loved the man with whom you’re supposed to live happily ever after?
Tess cried out again and again, and it didn’t matter whether she did love him, or could love him, because that level of rational thought had utterly disappeared inside her mind, and all she could feel was how much she wanted him—how much she wanted him to keep fucking her.
She felt like a bitch in heat—completely degraded and completely in need of masculine mastery, riding and riding and riding the bolster to show Jack how his hard fucking was no more than what she required to learn her lesson. He held her hips and fucked, and his cock inside her made her feel like she belonged to him and would always belong to him. His hips pressed hard on the cheeks that bore his belt’s marks, driving her forcefully against the cushion and bringing her so close to coming that she screamed.
Would they hear, out on the terrace? They must… but they would think it was the whipping, wouldn’t they, and Jeffrey would be happy that Jack had undertaken to punish her with the utmost severity.
The way I deserve. The way I need. The thoughts that had seemed so insane when Tess had had to think them about the sociopathic mercenary commander who had taken her prisoner as one of his disciplined whores suddenly seemed to make much more sense, with Jack whipping her and Jack fucking her. They seemed almost healing, now… as if a part of Tess that she had always pressed back into the darkness had crept out into the light so that she could cherish it, and hold it close, even though what it wanted was, strangely enough, to be put over Jack’s knee and spanked.
Just as Jack will… Oh, please… please, will he… over his knee… his huge hand coming down on my little bottom…
On the absolute edge of her orgasm, she sobbed, “Jack… please…” She meant, though it made no sense at all, that she wanted him to take her over his lap right then, like a naughty little girl, and make everything alright again.
“Shh,” he said, and then to her distress he pulled his cock out of her pussy. For a moment she thought he had read her mind, and she wanted to say, No… I was wrong… keep fucking me… please don’t stop!
But then he said, “Tess, I’m going to fuck your bottom now. Open up for me like you did for the plug.”
“Oh, God,” she said. “Please… Jeffrey will…”
She knew that if they were discovered that way, with Jack’s cock in her ass, the consequences would more terrible than she could probably imagine. Torture, not discipline. Real death. Jeffrey had told her that her ass belonged to him, and she had known somehow even on the first night that he had meant he would kill anyone who tried to steal its pleasure, and would kill her as part of the bargain if she showed any complicity in the theft.
But could she deny that a part of her at least would rather die than live like this? Would rather die than not have that shameful, special part of her stolen from the man who had first ravished it and so cruelly punished her there, so arrogantly fucked her there night after night.
In that strange moment, hovering between rationality and the irresistible ecstasy of the pleasure just out of reach, Tess remembered being over Jeffrey’s knee, for saying, oddly enough, the word fuck. It had happened on her third day in his compound, by the pool, before she had known the sometimes quirky rules under which she and his other girls had to live.
“Tess, darling,” he had said from his seat at the table where his tall Amstel rested, “that’s not a word a lady says. Come here. You have a spanking coming.” He had patted his left knee.
“What?” she had said, but she had known immediately that he meant it, and the horribly ambiguous feeling in the pit of her stomach had told her that she would go over that knee, because… because he had mastered her, and he had guessed what she had always needed.
“You better go,” Judy had said, feigning sympathy. “It’ll be worse if he has to come get you.”
As Jack put the head of his cock at the little ring of her anus, and Tess instinctively pressed down with her clit against the lovely leather-covered firmness of the bolster, she recalled how it had seemed both right and wrong to have Jeffrey upend her, pull down her bikini bottom, and start to punish her, saying, “Naughty girls have to learn their lessons, darling.”
And when it had stopped being pleasurable in the slightest, even in that way Tess had always told herself was sick, she had wept with her head hung almost to the pool deck , unable to understand why part of her had seemed to want this—had found it for an instant attractive in this wealthy, dangerous man that he spanked his girls.
Now, though… now she very nearly begged Jack not to put his cock there, though she felt desperate for that thorough claiming—that stealing—too, but rather to claim her by taking her over his knee and spanking where the marks of his belt would make it hurt so much, so much.
But when he pressed with his hardness, patiently—not forcefully like Jeffrey, even that first night—and said, “Good girl,” and Tess felt herself open to him like a flower, so well prepared by the horrible black plug that she could see, sitting there on the nightstand now like a reminder of the difference between the two men who had fucked her bottom… well, she still wanted that spanking, especially if they were both going to die at Jeffrey’s hand, soon—in the ecstasy of that moment of claiming Tess could almost giggle at death itself—but Jack had chosen to fuck her bottom, and Tess knew he had made a good choice, since she instantly started to come, as the cock in her anus caused her to push her clit one more time against the bolster, and the world seemed to go away completely.
She was screaming with pleasure, submission, and discomfort, in a way she had never cried out before, and… Oh, no. She had screamed his name. She had screamed “Jack, oh God. Please…”
As she came, though, the giggle at death she had almost let out before became something more existential: laughing in the face of danger, or… not laughing but… but coming, in the face of danger, and death, and Sir Jeffrey Young, bart. Coming, and coming, and coming, as Jeffrey himself did burst through the door, did see Jack Regensburg, head of his security team, with his cock in the ass Jeffrey had claimed as his own.
Did draw the Glock he always wore, and point it at Jack.
Did fall down, his knee buckling where Jack, drawing his own Glock, had shot him.
And then everything became truly confusing: because the whole compound outside the bungalow window had suddenly lit up as bright as day, and there were men in dark clothing, holding military rifles, and everyone seemed to be shouting.
Jack had pulled his penis out of her bottom, and after he took Jeffrey’s pistol he began to stroke her back, saying, “Don’t worry, honey. It’s going to be okay.”
Jeffrey was saying from the floor, “What? What the fuck have you done, Jack?”
And Jack said, “Well, actually, I’ve just put you out of business, Sir Jeffrey, and made sure you’ll be in an American prison for a very long time. The special ops folks who just arrived will take care of you from here.”
“You…” The mercenary’s voice took on a tone more scornful than Tess could have imagined. Maybe the pain added to it—she had heard that knee injuries could give the most excruciating pain—but the naked brutality in his tone and in his words made her whole body go hot with anger. “You fucking whore… I hope your ass was worth what’s going to happen to this traitorous cocksucker when my vengeance finds him.”
The sound of feet, of weapons, came from the hallway.
“Target is down,” Jack called. “Wounded and disarmed.”
“Not to mention untouchable,” Jeffrey snarled. “You’re insane if you think I won’t be free within a week.”
Tess’ heart quailed. How could he be wrong? He was a baronet, for goodness’ sake.
Jack met the quizzical looks on the faces of the three soldiers who entered, at his nakedness, at Tess’ nakedness and very, very compromising position, with a wry smile. He started to pull on his underwear and pants, clearly seeing that they had Jeffrey covered.
“You’re forgetting that I know what was really happening at that picnic tomorrow, Jeffrey,” he said.
Now Jeffrey’s face contorted with true rage. “Fuck you,” he said, and then said nothing else, as he limped out of the room.
Jack sat on Tess’ bed, and helped her turn over and sit up, still weak from the huge orgasm that had precipitated, it seemed, some kind of international incident. He took her in his arms and kissed her over and over.
“I’m sorry, honey. There wasn’t any other way that I could see.”
“Sorry?” she whispered. “Why?”
“Because I had to lie to you and scare you like that. I had to make you come like that, so that Jeffrey would come in, and his men would be confused—so that the special forces could come in cleanly.”
“What’s on the island? Where the picnic was going to be?”
“A very big arms deal. With any luck we’ve got them all, now.”
Tess buried her head in his chest as her thoughts about, well, everything all seemed to change. Free… she was free.
“What about Judy and Anne-Marie?” she asked.
“They’ll be alright.” Jack stroked her hair. “As long as they testify, they can have a ticket anywhere in the world they want to go, to start over.”
A special forces soldier entered the room. “Mr. Regensburg?”
“That’s me,” Jack said.
“We need to go.”
“Alright. Give us five minutes so Tess can get dressed.”
“Roger that. Good work, sir.”
“Thanks,” Jack said. Then, “Alright, honey, let’s find you a going-away outfit.”
To her astonishment, Tess giggled. Strange as it seemed, she felt suddenly playful, as if everything that had seemed so dark and terrible had been transformed into bright, shiny sparkles.
“What if I don’t want to get dressed?” she asked.
“Tess…” Jack said tenderly.
The tenderness, never experienced from Jeffrey, made her brazen. “Would you spank me?”
Jack gave a snort of laughter. “I promise you, honey, I’ll spank you until you can’t sit down for a week, if you want, just as soon as I can get you somewhere private. You’ve got a lot to learn.”
Tess felt her eyes go wide, and she swallowed hard. How could he do that with such simple words? “I do?” she whispered.
Jack nodded and stood her up, off his lap. He turned her to face him, so that their faces were level, him sitting on the bed and her standing between his knees. He reached around and took in his hand the little cheeks that had received so much consequential attention that exceptional evening. Tess shivered.
“Yes, honey. You do. And a good deal of it will involve this being bare, over my knee.”
Then she kissed him, and she said, “I love you,” because what else could she say to the gorgeous hunk of a mercenary who had saved her life by putting his cock in her ass?
 
 
The End
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