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Chapter I: Not So Even Trade



It was a trade, and they both knew it. Melody Mary
Sanford was giving her body; Eric David Bronson was giving her the
harsh treatment that she wanted. Nothing more. Just a trade of
services between a man and a woman. She would spread her legs and
invite him in. He would perform upon her the kinky play she asked
for, although that was not his way – not normally. But Melody was
one beautiful woman; slender, fit, sexy as hell, and highly
desirable, so he would happily go along with her kinky tastes.

Standing there in the pale moonlight, his eyes
seeing nothing beyond her beauty, his body aching for hers and his
breathing coming hard, he pushed aside his qualms about being
kinky, and did as she wished. He was perfectly willing to make this
trade.

Melody, although not greatly experienced in sexual
matters, nevertheless instinctually understood the power a woman’s
body has over a man, and was not afraid to exercise it to get what
she wanted. Sliding the thin strap of her evening gown from her
shoulder, one perfect breast became revealed, a soft interplay of
curves and shadows in the silvery half-light. With the natural
instinct of a woman, she knew not to display her body too quickly,
not to throw her charms at him in a single instant. Slowly, oh, so
slowly she slipped the other strap off her creamy shoulder and let
the top of the dress fall away from those mounds she was so proud
of and men so coveted.

With the eagerness of an adolescent rather than the
experienced maturity of his thirty years, he pulled the polo shirt
over his head, tossed it aside, and reached for her.

Waving a single finger in admonition, she stepped
back, away from his hands, and shook her head, fanning out her
long, black tresses like a cloud around her face. In her hand was a
small evening bag of silver and black velvet, barely able to hold
her car keys and perhaps a few other essential items. She opened
it, reached in, and withdrew her hand clutching a small coil of
rope; white cotton rope of the kind used long ago for hanging
clothes to dry. She handed it to him, placed her purse on the table
and stepped back another pace. Her hands went to the dress now
bunched up around her slender waist and, with a tantalizing wiggle,
pushed it down over her hips. It fell to the tiles beside the pool
but his eyes did not follow it. Instead, they were fixed upon the
black patch between her legs now on display. Gracefully she stepped
out of the dress, her only remaining clothing a pair of black high
heels clicking softly on the tile coping as she did. Equally
gracefully, she turned her back on Eric, placed her hands behind
her and crossed the wrists in an X of invitation.

Truth be known, there was only one intent on his
mind, and the binding of her hands had little to do with it. His
body was aching at the sight of such feminine perfection, his
manhood pushing against his slacks, eager to be free and in pursuit
of satisfaction. But he had promised. Fumbling because he was not
familiar with the procedure, he uncoiled the rope and began
wrapping it around her wrists.

As she felt the rope pressing against her flesh,
Melody sighed gently and closed her eyes.

There was not a lot of rope, so it did not take long
for him to finish wrapping it. For a few seconds he stood there,
the ends of the rope in his hands and unsure what to do next.
Finally he tied a knot in them.

As she felt the knot going on, she almost spoke out
aloud. “Not tight enough,” were the words that almost came to her
mouth but failed. She had obtained one thing she wanted, and if it
were not perfectly done, at least it was done. Her body was also
longing for contact with his. It would not be good to interrupt
their journey to pleasure by criticizing his workmanship. Instead,
she allowed him to turn her around.

His kiss was filled with passion and urgency, his
hands clutching at her ass and back even as his tongue probed into
her mouth eagerly. The woman could feel his hard chest against her
breasts and was aware of how rigid her nipples had become. Melody
was one of those women who, when sexually aroused, display it by
assuming nipples “as hard as a rock,” as one man had put it.

She moaned when he broke the embrace, the probing
kiss and fondling of her naked body having stoked the fire between
her legs begun by the first gentle kiss only minutes before. There
had been the negotiation, the trade, conditional consent offered
and accepted. Then the disrobing and binding, all of which took
only a pair of minutes, and the emotion begun as a soft flicker of
heat between her legs was rapidly growing to a blaze that could not
be ignored. Eric backed away, but only to reach down and grab a pad
from one of the lounge chairs poolside and toss it to the ground.
As he unbuckled his belt, Melody gracefully lowered herself to the
pad. Her breathing was coming faster. This was it! She was going to
be screwed with her hands bound behind her! It was what she wanted.
It was an aphrodisiac of great potency for the young woman, the
fulfillment of hidden desires long held but never realized.

Then he was standing over her, his muscular body
illuminated by the moon, his manhood fully rampant and level with
her face, pointing directly towards her like a seeking arrowhead,
or perhaps a guided missile homing in on a target. Then his strong
hands were pushing her back onto the cloth padding. She came to
rest on her bound hands. His hands caressed her breasts, teased the
hard nipples and making them ache with desire. She thrust her
breasts up to meet his hands.

Forgoing foreplay in his eagerness, Eric pushed her
legs apart and positioned himself between them. Taking her hips in
his hands, he lifted and placed his phallus at the entrance of her
womanhood. Then, with a thrust, he was inside her. She cried out,
both at the surprise of his penetration coming so fast and at the
pleasure it gave her as it filled her. Fortunately, prolonged
foreplay was not needed by either of them. Both were hot and ready,
and went at it like two teenagers in rut.

The coupling did not last long. It was doomed from
the start to be brief and hard, and it was. After two minutes of
frenzied pumping, he let out with a half grunt, half moan, and
buried himself as deeply into her as he could.

Melody tried to let her body fall into ecstasy, but
even heated as she was, her body was not quite ready. Before she
had felt him letting loose inside her, she was trembling with
desire, but now it was with frustration that grew from the moment
she felt him shrink and finally withdraw.

For a while they both lay on the pad beside the
pool. Drifting softly across the water to them were the sounds of
the party going on inside the house. Against the drapes, they could
see the shapes of guests moving about. The potential of discovery
had been a good part of the rapid arousal in both of them. It was
an exciting sport that added spice to the sex act, just as Melody’s
hands being bound behind her did.

Eventually, both of them were breathing normally and
feeling the cool late spring night air on their bodies.

Eric rose first and was putting on his shorts and
pants when he remembered that Melody’s hands were bound. Turning,
he was about to lift her up and untie her when he found that she
was already standing. The rope that had been wound around her
wrists was now held in her hand as she faced him, like an accusing
finger pointing at him. The fact that he had not done a very good
job of binding her meant very little to him. He had gotten what he
wanted and was satisfied. Another conquest to add to his chain of
them; another “piece of ass” he had bedded down.

Since there was no need for him to untie her, he
went looking for his shirt, content to let her dress herself.

Melody did not move to regain her dress. She stood
there in the moonlight, the failed rope hanging loosely in her hand
and soft tears creeping down her cheeks.

It had not been as wonderful as she had
expected.

Not at all.


Chapter II: A Decision



The next morning, Melody awoke in a disgruntled
mood. She had left the party, leaving Eric to go boast of his
conquest to his buddies, and went home. Tossing herself on the bed
after pulling off her dress, her fingers found their way to the
bush between her legs. It felt good, but her fingering was done in
a haste born of frustration. She willed herself to slow down.

With her eyes closed and her ears refusing to hear
the hissing sounds of cars passing on the nearby freeway, she
filled her thoughts with what might have been. She imagined Eric
having bound her wrists tightly and knotted the ropes so well that
her fingers could not possibly work the knots free. She imagined
trying to pull her arms apart and the wonderful, growing feeling of
being helpless. Then, in her mind, Eric had taken her, roughly and
fast, but with the long-lasting ability of a superman. For long,
long minutes he pounded away, driving her crazy with lust. All the
time she was aware of being helpless in the hands of this hunk. She
could not have stopped him even if she had wanted. Her body was his
to play with, to tease, and, ultimately, to please.

In her fantasy, the climax was an orgasm like none
other she had ever felt. It was skyrockets exploding her in brain,
red-hot flames consuming her body, and an ecstasy like she had
never known. When he finally withdrew, she was a limp, exhausted
but totally satisfied female. With a wicked smile, he turned her
over on her stomach, bound her ankles together with more rope, then
linked that to her wrists, pulling her feet up to almost touch her
hands. Then he left her there beside the pool, naked, bound and
totally helpless. She should have complained, told him not to do
that to her, but she did not. She was content to float along on the
warm afterglow of the orgasm, feeling more helpless now than she
had been when he was pumping away.

In reality, she did have an orgasm, but it was not
the orgasm of her dreams. It satisfied but did not satisfy – at the
same time. If left her in a strange state of frustration, both
physical and mental. That state carried over to the next morning
when she left her bed angry at the world.

She showered, dressed and consumed a roll and some
tea. Then she was off to the first class of the day, an unpleasant
math course taught by an equally unpleasant professor who thought
he was the world’s ultimate mathematician. Well, at least, she
thought to herself as she settled into the lecture hall seat, he’s
not as bad as that literature professor who assumed himself to be
not only perfect but also God’s gift to womankind. He flirted with
the female students and damned near openly hinted that a high grade
could be gotten if the girl was interested.

After small talk with some acquaintances after the
class, she sat in the courtyard and ate a so-so ham sandwich from
the cafeteria. Then it was to the one o’clock English Lit class.
She hated the fact that her major required her to take courses that
were dry, dull and boring. And going to college had seemed to be
such an exciting adventure!

On the way home, she made a decision. Well, maybe it
had been made the night before or sometime before that. She was
going to drop out of her classes. She had enough money to coast for
quite a while, thanks to an inheritance from her Aunt Louise. Her
mother would bitch something terrible, but then she was always
bitching about something. That was the main reason why she had
chosen to go to a university far away from home.

With an exhilarating sense of freedom, she
tossed her books into the corner of the front room and vowed never
again to touch them. She changed her clothes to a summer weight
dress of pale blue, and added sandals. Then she went out to treat
herself to a good dinner at Rocco’s. She loved Italian food and
Rocco’s made the best Gamberoni e Capesante with wonderfully grilled shrimp and
scallops. It was to die for!

She was the only single there; all others were in
pairs or more. She watched the other couples with interest,
wondering what was their kink. Did that man over there tie up his
wife, that mousy looking little blonde (probably from a bottle)?
How about that virile looking fellow over on the far side? Did he
spank that gorgeous dish who had been hanging on his arm when he
came in? She imagined that rather heavy-set brunette with the short
cropped hair taking that man, who was trying to look debonair, into
her bedroom, tie his hands and then fuck him with a strap-on
dildo?

She sighed when the main course came and chided
herself for indulging in too many kinky fantasies. It was the fault
of the Internet, she told herself. There was entirely too much
porno and kink available if you just looked for it. And she had
looked, her inner self immediately attracted the first time she saw
a photo of a sexy naked blonde all tied up and looking scared.

Of course, she had always been fascinated by scenes
of women tied up and tortured in the movies, no matter how fake
some of that bondage was. Still, the thought of being helpless in
the hands of a dark and handsome villain excited her no end,
provided her with fantasies to fill her lonely hours.

She really wondered just how many people were into
that kink she saw on the websites. A tiny percentage? Or most of
the people out there?

Satisfied with a good meal under her belt, she
wandered into the bar for a liqueur. Not normally a girl given to
drinking seriously, she did, however, like some wines with meals
and after-dinner liqueurs. As she sat in a dark corner, sipping a
pale green Chartreuse and feeling rather mellow, she was approached
by a man. Looking up, she saw him coming and almost groaned. Here
comes another one, she thought. He was in his late twenties, not
bad looking, and smiling like a cat who had just spotted a
mouse.

“Hello,” he said. “I would like to meet you.”

At least he was honest in his pickup line.

“Are you kinky?” she asked him, then continued the
eye contact long enough to make him squirm.

“Kinky? What do you mean?” he asked.

“I mean really kinky. Like, would you tie me up and
spank me until I cried?”

He seemed shocked. Girls usually did not talk like
this. His response came before he had time to think about it. “Of
course I wouldn’t. I’m not cruel!”

“Then get lost.” She turned back to her drink and
ignored him. Eventually he walked away, muttering to himself.

She was not bothered again. Perhaps the other men in
the bar out on the hunt had seen his failure and decided not to
risk such a blow to their egos. Whatever.

She did reprimand herself for being so blunt. He was
probably a nice guy. Might even prove to be good at tying, unlike
Eric. But she was pretty certain that he had never done such a
thing, so she felt justified turning him down. A tiny,
argumentative part of her brain suggested that perhaps he was very
kinky but did not want to come right out and say it. She sighed.
This could get so complicated! Which set her to thinking.

I’m free now, she told herself, feeling a warm glow
at the idea. I can go and do what I want. I can always return to
college. If I want to, some day. But, in the meantime, I want to
experience more than dull lectures and fumbling boys who think oral
sex is kinky enough. So... what shall I do?

It was logical that she would have to contact people
who knew more about this than she did and learn from them. That
sounded good. But where do you find kinky people that you would
also be comfortable with? She was sure that there were many men out
there who would be happy to bind her and beat the shit out of her,
fucking her and generally abusing her. But that was not really what
she wanted. Not that she was certain of what it was she really
wanted, but she was pretty sure it was not to be tortured.

So what to do? She drove to her apartment, thinking
about it all the way. By the time she was undressing for bed, she
hit upon an idea. Smiling to herself, she tossed the used panties
in the hamper and slid her naked body between the satin sheets.
Tomorrow, she would call an acquaintance from high school, the one
voted ‘most likely to run a brothel’, Cheyenne Boyd.


Chapter III: Most Likely to Run a
Brothel


“Most likely to run a brothel” was sort of a joke in
the high school yearbook, yet, as with many supposedly innocent
jests, it had a basis in truth. Cheyenne Boyd was a good looker in
high school, one of those girls who bloomed early and obviously.
That is to say, she had a large set of boobs long before most of
the other girls had any. This fact was not lost on the boys, or the
girls, for that matter. Along with her nice legs and dark, erotic
face, she was considered a very sexy item, one that most of the
boys hoped they would bag before graduation. Few, if any, did. For
one thing, it was a frequently told story that Cheyenne was
lesbian, or at least bi with leanings towards lez. A few boys
bragged about getting into her pants but they were doubted from the
start. There was one boy who was considered the most likely to have
actually bedded down the exotic beauty, and that was Herbert
Henshaw, nicknamed Hap. He disliked the name Herbert, and barely
tolerated ‘Herb’ from the teachers. Everyone else called him
Hap.

Hap had never said a word about what went on when he
and Cheyenne went on a date, but rumors raced rampant. Since he was
a running back on the football team and had a healthy set of
muscles for a high school student, no one challenged him about his
alleged sexual activities. He did, on a few occasions, adjust the
attitude of a few boys who claimed to have screwed the girl with
the Indian name. Seriously adjusted their attitudes. But most of
them healed quickly.

There were also rumors that the delicious looking
Cheyenne, who was not Indian at all despite the name, but Italian,
was heavily into the kinkier side of sex, although most of the boys
had no idea what that really meant. Still, her reputation was
enough to earn her the coveted title of “Most Likely to Run a
Brothel” in print.

She never denied it.

The next day, Melody began tracking down Cheyenne.
She began with the high school office. No luck there. Then she
tried looking in the phone directory. No luck there, either. Not
one to be put off so easily, she looked in an old phone book in the
library basement and found Cheyenne’s home address. The information
was only three years old, so she figured there was a good chance
that someone there might know where the girl was now. Maybe the
family moved, maybe not.

She drove to the house and was surprised to find it
was in one of the better sections of town, the type of place where
Mercedes cars and BMWs are found in every driveway. She walked up
to the address and knocked on the door. It was actually answered by
a maid.

At least, Melody assumed it was a maid. The young
Latina was dressed in a very – very – short black skirt and a white
blouse. Fishnet nylons and high heels went nicely with those. The
feather duster in her hand completed the picture. Too bad the girl
was not French.

“I’m looking for Cheyenne Boyd,” she told the maid.
“Does she live here?”

“Just a moment, I’ll get the Master,” the girl said
in a low voice. She closed the door politely and disappeared. A
minute later, a man opened the door and stood there looking at
Melody as if he were considering buying a side of beef before he
spoke.

“You’re looking for Cheyenne?” he asked, then went
on before she could reply, “Are you one of her girls?” He seemed
very interested in her answer.

“I am looking for Cheyenne. Does she live here?”

The man laughed. “Oh no, she does not live here any
more.”

“Can you please tell me where she moved to?”

“Oh, I can do that, yes indeed! Would you like to
come in?”

Melody had no desire to enter that man’s home. He
had the look of a male predator circling his prey. His intent was
pretty clear, although what form it might take was not.

“Thank you, but no. I have to be going. But can you
tell me where I can find Cheyenne?”

He seemed disappointed, but was civilized enough not
to grab her and drag her in.

“Try the Blue Lotus,” he said, then shut the door a
bit harder than necessary. Another one got away.

Melody walked back to her car, wondering what the
Blue Lotus was. A Chinese restaurant? A bar? She would have to do
some searching.

Search she did. However, the Internet, usually so
very reliable, failed her. There was no Chinese restaurant named
the Blue Lotus. Likewise, no bar, fast food place, or fashion
store. In desperation she typed in a general search for “Blue
Lotus” without any qualifiers. She found nymphaea caerulea, also
known as the Blue Egyptian water lily. And a rock and roll jam band
based in Oregon, a holistic center in California, a Buddhist Temple
(also in California), and a couple of restaurants, but none local.
She scrolled down a few more pages but found nothing, and was about
to give up when a headline caught her eye:


Mayor Vows to Close the Infamous Blue Lotus


Reading on, she found:

 


Mayor Harlan Sanders has vowed to close the most
famous or rather infamous house of ill repute in our city, known as
the Blue Lotus. “This public disgrace has lasted too long,” the
Mayor said at a news conference yesterday. He went on to say, “I
will personally order our Police Chief to do all he can to shut
down this whorehouse and blight upon the upstanding citizens of our
fair city.”

The Blue Lotus is located in the Fairfax district,
an area well known for the number of prostitutes to be found on the
street corners any evening. Sources within the Police Department
had told this reporter that the Blue Lotus is only one of many such
houses, although perhaps the most well known since the scandalous
Riechman affair last year. It is believed that the Blue Lotus also
runs a call-girl service that covers the whole city.

A few city hall observers noted that this is an
election year and candidates up for reelection (such as our Mayor)
often make high profile promises to the voters. Several times in
the recent past such campaign promises have been made, but the Blue
Lotus and other places like it are still with us.


Interesting, she thought. Could this be the Blue
Lotus that guy was talking about? Now that would be interesting?
Cheyenne Boyd working at a brothel! She shook her head.

But she also checked a map of the streets in the
Fairfax district. It was a pretty big area; she would have to do
some more research. Well, it was almost lunchtime. She would get a
bite to eat at the Reef Restaurant, then drive over that way and do
some searching.

It did not occur to her until she was half way
through her lobster ravioli with crabmeat cream sauce that the Blue
Lotus would probably not have a sign out front. Oh, well, she would
have to ask around.

As she was driving towards Fairfax, she began
wondering if she were doing the right thing. Yes, she had kinky
fantasies, but maybe they should remain
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