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Chapter One

ROUTINE

 


~

 


The lights came up to reveal a heavyset man
with a hairy chest and forearms who stood trembling on the stage.
He was completely nude save for a hooded latex mask with three
strategically placed holes, and his excited eyes looked out from
two of them.

Alongside the man stood a statuesque blonde
in tall boots and leather pants with a bright red strap-on
attached. She brandished a stiff riding crop with wide leather
flaps and began to test it in the air, flicking it back and forth
with a swish and swoosh that captured the crowd’s attention.

Masked revelers gathered before the showcase,
speculating about the man’s identity in hushed whispers. The blonde
slapped the tip of her crop against the leather of her boots with a
series of loud cracks that drew even more onlookers.

“Down on your knees, slave,” she sneered.

The man’s eyes darted around with excitement
as he clumsily complied, and once he was in position he looked up
at her with devotion while she swiveled her hips to slap his face
with her rubber phallus. It swayed from side to side, comically
followed by a pair of realistic dangling balls.

“Can you take this monster?” she asked.

He nodded vigorously.

“Do you want it?”

“Yes mistress!” he cried out.

He followed her direction to drop onto his
hands and crawl in a circle on the floor around her while she used
her crop to deliver a series of stinging blows that his bare ass.
She finally bid him to stop and face the crowd while she took a
position behind him. The blonde took a bow while she gestured to a
petite black haired beauty who wheeled a cart bearing a draped
object onto the stage.

Kiki and Clara had fully embraced the
performance aspect of the club, and they even Rena was surprised by
the variety of novelty acts their devious minds conceived of. The
girls had discovered the joys of dominating and abusing men, and
there was never a shortage of club members who volunteered to
perform with them, eager to submit to the girl’s particular brand
of humiliation.

The pair had also begun a brisk side business
charging top dollar for private “therapy” sessions. In short order,
they were the only members of the special staff who ended up
financially better off as a result of the Xanadu’s change of
operations, and their act had quickly become one of the highlights
of the club’s performance schedule.

Kiki took a bow and held a finger to her lips
while she lifted the fabric from her prop to reveal a mechanical
device with a dildo jutting out from one side. The audience audibly
gasped, and when the masked man turned to look he received a smack
from Clara’s crop on the side of his head as a reprimand.

“Bad boy!” she scolded him. “Did I tell you
to turn around?”

“No mistress,” he muttered.

The crowd watched with fascination as Kiki
applied some lubricant to the phallus and adjusted the height to
line up perfectly with the man’s backside.

“Do you know what happens to slaves who
disobey me?” Clara asked.

“Yes mistress,” he said with enthusiasm.

“Do you love my big cock? Do you want it?”
Clara asked him.

He nodded vigorously. “Yes mistress.”

Clara nodded to Kiki, and she slid the
machine behind him, penetrating him with one smooth thrust. He
gasped, and received another whack on his backside from Clara’s
crop.

“Hush!”

Kiki held up a remote control with a wicked
grin. There was a smattering of titters from the audience as they
realized the trick that was being played on the unsuspecting man.
She turned the machine on and he groaned as it began to piston
slowly in and out of his body.

“What was that?” Clara asked sharply from
behind him.

“Nothing mistress.”

“If you can’t take it, we’ll stop right now,”
she warned him.

“I can take it,” he said through gritted
teeth.

“What do you think?’ Clara asked the people
assembled before the stage. “Can he take any more?”

Kiki gestured to the crowd for a thumbs up or
down as she worked a remote control, and the audience responded
with calls for more. She sped up the fucking machine to an almost
inhuman pace, and the crowd responded with gasps of shock and
laughter at the sight.

The man writhed in discomfort as the machine
pistoned into him mercilessly, oblivious to his moans and groans.
It was clearly more a device of punishment than pleasure, but after
a few minutes it was clear that those things were one and the same
to the girl’s willing victim, and his mouth contorted in a
combination of pain and ecstasy.

The look of shocked comprehension in his eyes
when Clara circled around and back into his line of vision
concluded the act, and she patted him on the head like an obedient
dog as Kiki slowed the machine to a stop. Kiki and Clara linked
hands and took a deep sweeping bow to wild applause as their
showcase concluded.

When the lights went down on the scene the
crowd dispersed and moved to the bar to freshen their drinks. Just
as Rena had predicted, the sex club was a wild success, and between
the membership dues, room rentals, private parties and bar tabs,
The Pleasure Dome had put the resort firmly in the black.

Lila and Hudson hadn’t returned to the club
together since the eventful opening night, and the one time Hudson
agreed to stand in as host he was disturbed by a guest act in which
a woman inserted her entire foot inside of another woman’s body.
Some things were just too much—even for Hudson—and he told Rena
that he was done with the club. She would have to find someone else
to fill in for her.

The rest of the resort’s operations were now
in the capable hands of a Vegas-trained general manager, and Hudson
found himself free to do as he pleased for the first time in years.
Filled with a renewed sense of purpose, he decided to pursue his
passion for construction and property development in earnest.

Rena was also happy with the way things had
turned out and enjoyed her work more than ever. She liked to dream
up new scenarios for her and Kelly’s popular performances, and
would spring little surprises on Kelly during their act, explaining
afterwards that it made for a more authentic response. Kelly had
come to trust Rena without question, and she too eagerly
anticipated each and every performance.

That night Rena dressed her in virginal white
lingerie that stood in stark contrast to the heavy leather collar
that encircled her slender throat. When Rena turned her to face the
crowd at the end of their act Kelly shuddered through one of her
powerful orgasms, producing a perfectly backlit arc of fluid that
made the crowd burst into appreciative applause. Kelly’s special
talent had quickly become one of the club’s popular draws.

When the lights went down a worker came from
backstage to remove the equipment and wipe down the stage, handing
Rena a silken robe to drape over Kelly’s shoulders.

“Good girl,” Rena murmured, taking her by the
hand to lead her to their private dressing room where she sat the
dazed girl down on a chaise and kissed her mouth softly before she
gently unfastened the collar.

After every session Rena cuddled and cared
for Kelly, tenderly massaging her welts with a soothing cream and
praising her for her bravery. Kelly looked forward to the aftercare
even more than the main event, because it was the only time Rena
ever showed her any affection, and Kelly suffered the bitter pangs
of unrequited love.

“How are you feeling, luv?” Rena asked
her.

“Better now,” Kelly whispered.

Rena had just peeled off her own leather
costume when there was a knock on the door.

“Who is it?” she snapped, annoyed by the
interruption.

“There’s someone here who wants to see you,”
Sally’s muffled voice called out.

Rena opened the door a crack. “Who?”

“A woman named Gemma. She’s on the guest
list.”

“Gemma? Where is she?” Rena asked
excitedly.

“I told her to have a seat at the bar.”

“Tell her I’ll Ill be right out!”

Rena stepped into her pinstriped trousers and
flats and donned a perfectly cut smoking jacket before opening the
door. She turned to address Kelly, who was watching her from her
perch on the chaise with big liquid eyes. “Will you excuse me for a
moment? I’ll be right with you.”

Kelly felt a rush of jealousy, but she
nodded, her cheeks still flushed from her performance.

Rena hurried to the bar where a chic blonde
woman waited, sipping a martini.

“Gemma! What a pleasant surprise! I wasn’t
expecting you until next week.”

Her dear friend from London swept her into an
embrace and air kissed each side of her face. “Muah! Muah! I’ve
heard such amazing things about the club I thought I’d skip my
visit to San Francisco and come here straightaway.”

Rena held her at arm’s length. “You’re
looking fabulous.”

“Why thank you.” Gemma fluffed her hair.
“I’ve been to my man in Buenos Aires for a little touch up.”

“Money well spent.” Rena gestured around
proudly. “Well … what do you think of the new club?”

“It’s brilliant! You’ve really outdone
yourself.”

“As you can see, in many ways I modeled it
after yours.”

“The sincerest form of flattery.” Gemma
inclined her head with a smile. “Bravo, by the way! I saw your
performance, and that little redhead was amazing! Another one of
your strays?”

Rena paused. “Not really.”

“Wherever did you find her?”

“She found me, actually.” Rena changed the
subject, “Are you checked into a room?”

“Oh yes, the front desk staff was lovely. And
the rest of the resort is as beautiful as ever. Now where is your
handsome business partner? I was hoping he might be able to give me
a personal tour.”

“Oh … Hudson? He’s become more of a silent
partner lately. He’s hardly here anymore.”

“What a shame. Perhaps you can arrange for us
to get together for cocktails?”

Rena smiled knowingly. “You might as well
know that he’s involved with Lila.”

“Drat. I figured as much.” She heaved a
dramatic sigh. “Well, everything certainly worked out in her
favor.”

“It did.” Rena agreed. “And none of this
would have happened without you. Lila’s good fortune has made all
of this possible.”

“I’m glad I could help.” Gemma’s eyes strayed
to the next stage where the lights came up on Dylan in all of his
nude glory. He was strapped to a St. Andrews cross with restraining
points on his wrists and ankles. He started writhing in theatrical
pain before the dominatrix on stage with him even landed a single
blow. “Oh My! Who’s that specimen?”

Rena took in his overacting with a roll of
her eyes. “That’s Dylan. Not very subtle, is he?”

“With a body like that, who cares?”

Rena sighed. “He was a decent escort, but I
don’t know quite what to do with him now that we’ve made the
transition to a private club.”

“I could think of a few things.”

“Oh Gemma, you’re incorrigible.” Rena chided
her. “I have so many questions for you! I can meet you for a drink
in a bit, but right now I have some aftercare to do.”

Gemma cocked her head knowingly. “I had a
feeling she was more than just an act to you.”

Rena bristled at her insinuation. “I’m a
professional.”

Gemma laughed. “You go and take care of your
girl, I’ll finish my nightcap and enjoy the rest of the show before
I catch up on my beauty sleep. How about we meet for
breakfast?”

Rena nodded her head regally. “That sounds
absolutely perfect.”

 



Chapter Two

ROAST

 


~

 


Hannah and Kelly ambled down the beach,
stopping to collect sand dollars and little bits of blue and green
sea glass. The sun began to sink into the horizon, and it set the
sky ablaze with brilliantly colored clouds.

Kelly checked her phone. “I didn’t realize it
was so late.”

The girls returned to the beach house and sat
down on the wooden steps of the deck to empty the sand from their
shoes.

Kelly gazed out across the vast expanse of
sand and surf, taking in the dramatic sunset that reflected on the
sparking water, all pink, orange and gold. “This is the life,
alright.”

“Yeah, it’s really beautiful out here,”
Hannah agreed. “Want something to drink? Some more lemonade?”

“No thanks,” Kelly replied. “I should really
get going.”

Kelly had helped Hannah move into Nigel’s
place, and although she was happy that her friend would be staying
nearby for the time being, she made it abundantly clear that she
disapproved of the living arrangement. “Have you given any more
thought as to what you’re going to do when the baby comes?”

Hannah shrugged. “I’ll need to get my own
apartment eventually, but I suppose I’ll cross that bridge when I
come to it.”

“This house has got to be worth a fortune,”
Kelly grumbled. “He should be able to pay some serious child
support.”

Hannah’s brows knit together at Kelly’s
critical tone. “Actually, I think Nigel’s just barely hanging onto
the place. Now that the resort isn’t booking his regular escort
jobs he’s had to give extra tennis lessons to try and keep up the
house payments.”

Kelly scoffed and mimed playing a tiny
violin. “My heart bleeds for him.”

“Don’t be so sarcastic.” Hannah was
defensive. “He still won’t take any rent money from me.”

“He should sell the house and give you
all the money.”

“I told you, I don’t want his money,” Hannah
snapped. She cast Kelly a withering look that made her friend bite
back further commentary.

“Sorry,” Kelly’s tone softened. “I’m only
worried about you.”

“How are things going at the club?” Hannah
asked, changing the subject.

“Good.” Kelly nodded. “I only perform on
weekends so I have tons of free time. I’m thinking about going back
to school.”

“What will you study?” Hannah asked.

“I dunno. I was thinking about taking some
creative writing classes at the community college. Or art … I
always did like drawing.”

“Sounds like fun,” Hannah said. “Maybe I’ll
take a class too.”

“You should!” Kelly said happily.

“How are things going with you and Rena?”

“Okay, I guess,” Kelly’s face clouded over,
“but she’s all business.”

“And you want more?”

“Maybe,” Kelly replied with a noncommittal
shrug that Hannah could see right through.

“Have you told her how you feel?”

“Not in so many words.” Kelly slipped her
shoes on and stood up.

“Do you want to stay for dinner?” Hannah
asked. “I’m making that lemon roasted chicken you like.”

“No thanks, I should get back to the resort.
Rena doesn’t like it when I’m out after dark.”

“Sounds like a little more than just business
to me,” Hannah observed with a knowing smile.

Kelly shrugged, gave her friend a hug, and
headed out the door.

After she drove away Hannah busied herself
with chopping vegetables and herbs, humming to herself as she
worked. When she’d first moved into Nigel’s house she was too timid
to make a mess in his sterile kitchen. She was intimidated by the
unused high-end appliances and cold expanses of granite, but she
soon grew tired of eating take-out and gradually unpacked her
cookware and dishes, moving them onto the nearly empty shelves to
take their places alongside Nigel’s cut crystal tumblers and pricey
stemware.

Now the polished countertop hosted a scarred
wooden cutting board, a spice rack, knife block, recipe files, and
an electric teapot with a selection of herbal teas in a basket.
Hannah bought some colorful new oven mitts and dishtowels, and even
kept a few pots of fresh herbs growing on the windowsill alongside
a collection of seashells that she’d gathered from the beach.

She set the roasting pan in the oven and left
the kitchen to curl up on Nigel’s black leather couch. An hour
later she was cocooned in a soft blanket and engrossed in her
latest romance novel when she saw the flash of headlights and heard
the crunch of tires on the gravel driveway. She marked her place
and put her book down just as a brisk knock on the door broke the
silence. She peered out the window to see Nigel’s Jaguar
convertible parked in front.

Her heart pumping, Hannah dashed to the door,
pausing to fluff up her hair and draw a deep breath. She composed
her face and opened it, trying to sound casual, “Oh … hello. What
brings you out here?”

“I was in the neighborhood,” Nigel said. He
presented a shopping bag to her. “I got this for you.”

Hannah took the bag and opened it to pull out
a book on pregnancy and a bottle of prenatal vitamins.

“I read that folic acid is important, you
know, for the baby,” Nigel explained.

“My obstetrician already has me taking
some.”

“Oh.” He looked disappointed. “I guess I
should have known.”

Hannah didn’t have the heart to tell him that
she already had the exact same book as well, so she leafed through
it. “Thank you—this was very thoughtful of you. I’ll ask my doctor
about the vitamins at my next appointment.”

“I drove by earlier,” Nigel confessed, “but I
saw your friend was visiting, so I thought I’d better swing by to
drop it off after she left.”

“You could have come over,” Hannah said.
“Kelly doesn’t bite.”

“I know, but I’d really rather not cross
paths with her.” Nigel scratched the side of his head with gritted
teeth, a gesture Hannah found endearing. “She’s made it abundantly
clear that she hates my guts.”

Hannah smiled ruefully. “Hate is too strong a
word. She just blames you for, well, for, um...”

“I understand,” Nigel said, holding up his
hand to stop her. “So how are you feeling? Do you need anything for
the house?”

“I’m fine,” she said. After an awkward pause
she asked, “Do you want to come in?”

Nigel nodded and stepped inside eagerly, “It
smells good in here.”

“I have something in the oven,” Hannah said,
blushing furiously when she realized what she’d just said. “I’d
better go check it.”

Nigel didn’t seem to notice the double
entendre, and stood watching Hannah as she headed into the kitchen.
He’d kept to his room at the resort lately, honoring her request to
stay away, but it was his first day off in weeks, and he found
himself driving up the coast aimlessly until he came up with a good
enough reason to check in on her.

He looked around the place. “Are you all
settled in okay? It feels a bit chilly in here. Are you warm enough
at night?”

“I’m fine. It seems like a waste to heat the
whole place just for one person, so I just bundle up at night.”

Nigel walked over to turn the thermostat up.
“There’s no need for that. I want you to be comfortable.”

“I’m fine,” Hannah repeated firmly. “Would
you like a cup of tea or something?”

Nigel practically slumped with relief at
being invited to stay. “I’d love one.”

His eyes locked onto the bounce and sway of
her voluptuous breasts as Hannah moved around the kitchen to put
the water on to boil.

Pregnancy agreed with her, and Nigel had
never seen her look prettier, with glossy shining hair and dewy,
glowing skin. He realized that he was responsible for it, and even
though he had mixed feelings about the situation they were in he
felt a flush of pride.

Hannah looked up to catch caught him staring.
She always felt stripped naked by his penetrating gaze, and he was
so disturbingly attractive that he made her feel painfully homely
in comparison. She looked down to busy herself with the cups and
saucers. She’d gotten better at maintaining her composure around
him, but seeing him was still pure torture, and no matter how
calmly she behaved outwardly her body seemed to have a mind of its
own.

It was his accent, she told herself. Just the
sound of his voice was like an aphrodisiac. It made her breasts
tingle with an electric current that traveled down to churn her
stomach and lodge between her thighs. Whenever their eyes met her
heart started hammering in her chest, her hands grew clumsy, and
her face flushed with heat.

“All I have is chamomile, ginger or
peppermint,” she announced, adding, “I’m avoiding caffeine.”

“Ginger sounds nice,” Nigel replied.

“Honey?” she asked, “or lemon?”

“Just lemon please,” he said.

She prepared the tea and slid his cup over to
him, keeping the counter between them.

Nigel blew across the top and took a sip. “I
worry about you being out here all alone.”

“There’s no need to worry. Kelly visits a
lot, and I like the peace and quiet. I take a long walk on the
beach every morning.”

“What about at night? What if you … I don’t
know, need help or something?”

“Margaret next door is very nice, and she’s
always home. And the couple across the street spend almost every
weekend here.”

Nigel was taken aback. “You know the
neighbors?”

Hannah nodded. “Margaret invited me to join
her book club on Wednesdays, and there’s Joe two houses down. He
keeps an eye on all of the vacation rentals on this street. Did you
know that he’s a retired FBI agent?”

Nigel’s eyebrows raised. “No. How did you
meet them?”

“I brought over some banana bread and
introduced myself.”

“What did they say?”

Now Hannah raised her eyebrows at him. “Thank
you.”

“I—I just meant that I’ve had the house for a
few years now and I’ve never met a soul.”

“Don’t worry, I didn’t say anything about our
arrangement. They all seem happy that you have a tenant living
here. I don’t think they liked the place sitting empty.”

Before Nigel could comment the oven timer
beeped, and Hannah slipped on her mitts to pull the roasting pan
out of the oven. The steaming bird was perfectly browned,
surrounded by a bed of golden potatoes and carrots seasoned with
fresh rosemary and lemon. It smelled divine.

“Wow,” Nigel exclaimed. He couldn’t remember
the last time he’d had a home cooked meal.

“Are you hungry?” Hannah asked.

“I am now.”

“Would you like to stay for dinner?” she
asked.

He flashed another one of his panty dropping
smiles at her. “I’d love to.”

 



Chapter Three

RENEWED

 


~

 


Hudson parked his sports car inside the
ranch’s security gate and climbed out gingerly. He’d just finished
learning how to frame up a new condominium complex with the
contractor who’d worked on the resort and his back was stiff and
sore. It had been a particularly grueling day, but he’d learned all
about shear walls, and had pitched in to help long enough to
realize that construction work was a young man’s job.

Even so, he was more convinced than ever that
he wanted to develop some properties of his own. He liked watching
buildings rising like magic out of thin air, and it was satisfying
seeing things built to last. Hudson wanted to do some work he could
be proud of … something that Lila could also be proud of. He was
determined to acquire the skills he’d need in order to make
something out of himself.

Hudson still refused to allow Lila to invest
her money in a project for him, and it had become a sore spot
between them. They’d finally agreed to disagree about it, and had
reached a truce by avoiding the topic as much as possible. Lila
found his stubbornness irritating, but she grudgingly respected his
desire to be independent.

He made his way towards Lila’s house just as
Wayne was heading out towards his new truck. The old cowboy’s
opinion of Hudson had changed considerably now that he was doing
what Wayne
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