	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

TOUCH ME


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


JILLIAN FOX 

table of contents

TOUCH ME

ONE SEXY DRIFTER

TEACH ME

BLIND LOVE

TRUTH OR DARE

ONE RUGGED MAN

Chapter 1

Elena dropped to her knees and began to scrub the floor. Before she'd come to America, she'd had so many dreams of success. Upon arrival, though, she'd learned that both of her advanced Mexican college degrees were worthless. She was a historian, by trade, but no one would even grant her a job interview. Her thick Spanish accent immediately made most people stereotype her and things were only getting worse. In the current political climate, people sometimes yelled at her to "Go back to Mexico!" or revved their car engines as she hurried across crosswalks and parking lots. The America of her dreams had all but disappeared. Now, she felt as though she had been set adrift in hostile territory. 

That said, there were still bills to be paid. In fact, she was still paying off her immigration attorney and needed to send money back to her mother and younger sister. Back home, her family owned a small hotel with a restaurant attached on the first floor. Their establishment was popular with the tourists, but local gangs took huge cuts of their profits. Bribes had to be paid to local authorities to keep their license current, and since everyone knew that their establishment was doing a lot of business, these shady characters asked for a lot of money. They had no choice but to pay-up.

Recently, the roof had started to cave in, and so someone had to make the money needed for repairs since their Mexican insurance company had denied their claim on the ironic grounds that they'd accepted too high a percentage of American tourists that year. It seemed like everyone in the whole damned world was prejudiced against someone else and Elena was sick of it. Why couldn't everyone just get along? 

So here she was, a woman with two degrees that had become just another living stereotype, feeling ashamed of herself because of that. So many years of her life had been spent in the library, thumbing through dusty books, learning about the histories and cultures of other lands, and yet here she was—on her knees scrubbing a rich man's floor, as though she'd never even picked up a history book. Granted, Elena didn't think any less of her housekeeping counterparts that weren't as educated, but she didn't feel like a part of their sorority, that much was certain. They had very little in common. 

As a child, Elena had spent endless hours with her grandmother in the kitchen, mastering family recipes. In America, her knowledge of world history was not as useful as her ability to cook and clean. “Equal opportunity my ass,” Elena muttered as she cleaned. She often talked to herself as she worked. 

As she scrubbed the floor in wide circles, she thought about an image from one of her favorite history books. It was a photo in which Che Guevara, the Argentine military leader (and Marxist) was helping a young woman to her feet. Some historians had argued that right before the photo had been taken, the woman had slipped and Che had been simply offering a helping hand, yet Elena knew better. With Che, everything had been perfectly timed and calculated. The photo had been released by his strategist PR team of young dissidents, and it was intended to encourage the males inside Argentina to help their female counterparts to rise and take their place in the world—the photo was intended to wake up certain feminist ideals within society. 

It was good PR—Che wanted people to know that he was hip to the times.  "Look at me Mr. Jangles," Elena said to the dog licking his paws nearby. "Look at how I've moved up in the world." She added in Spanish. The dog's eyes seemed to laugh at her. Just then, one of her employer's many girlfriends entered the room. Elena could hear the harsh clacking of her shoes against the hardwood floor and the scent of her expensive perfume before she even turned around. Mr. Gale's latest girlfriend didn't know it yet, but she was expendable; they all were. Mr. Gale didn't keep any of his girlfriends for very long, especially the blondes. Elena had wondered why for a few months, but had eventually chalked it up to some kind of unresolved Oedipal complex. He loved women that reminded him of his mother, and then he also punished them for it. Elena' wiped some sweat off her forehead with the back of her hand. Sweat dripped down between her round breasts and perfect thighs. Elena's ass loomed high in the air as she crawled around on the floor, scrubbing.

"Elena, have you taken my clothes to the cleaners yet?" The latest blonde asked. She was Mr. Gale's newest flame, and her eyes were ice cold. Elena couldn't understand why anyone would want a girlfriend with crazy eyes like that. One eye went left and the other one went right. It was like her eyes were trying to bolt out of her head. This specific woman was mean as hell. 

"Yes, Maam, I took your clothes to be laundered last night. Your dress for the party is supposed to be ready at one o’clock today.” Elena finished. “Then, I expect you to have it back here and ready for me to wear by 1: 15pm.You know how Mr. Gale hates tardiness,” the blonde finished. Elena lowered her head, silently hoping that the terrible woman wouldn’t make any more requests of her today. "If it weren't for my yoga classes, I'd just be so stressed out all the time dealing with you people," the woman continued." You make my life so difficult," she said to Elena. “I bet you can’t even read and write,” the blonde whined. Elena lowered her head and said nothing.

"You do have a lovely figure, though, if I must say so myself. Are you fucking my boyfriend?" The blonde asked. " Of course, not, Miss." The fear in Elena's voice was audible. " Don’t say of course not, like that would be above you people. You better not touch my man, because if I ever have any trouble out of you, you'll be on a plane back to Mexico before you can even say tortilla. My brother is an immigration attorney."

Mr. Jangles walked over and sniffed the woman's high heel. Out of nowhere, she kicked the small dog who yelped and limped backward, injured. Elena jumped to her feet. "Come on Mr. Jangles," Elena said as she lovingly scooped the pup up into her arms. She carried him back into the laundry room with her. 

Mr. Jangles, didn't seem injured, but certainly wasn't in a very good mood now. She reached into a cabinet and handed the pup a treat. Elena scratched the top of his head while he gnawed on dog-cookie. "After I finish paying for my roof, you can come back to Mexico with me." She smiled. Mr. Jangles wagged his tale as if he was excited by that prospect. " You and I can run away together. We have birds for you to chase and chickens and lots of little brown fingers for you to bite!" Elena said playfully with a growl. This time when she reached for Mr. Jangles, he bolted (thinking she was trying to steal his beloved treat). The little dog knocked into a small cabinet that Elena had never noticed before. A small USB disk landed on the floor marked "Naughty Anna." 

Elena picked the disk up and turned it over in the soft palm of her hand. She knew that she should mind her own business, but scrubbing floors was dull. She wanted to find out who Naughty Anna was. She'd just take a little peek, and then put the USB back into its spot in the cabinet. No one would ever need to know.  

Chapter 2

When Elena popped the end of the disk into Mr. Gale’s computer. She'd expected something boring, maybe footage of a golf game or Caribbean vacation, but what flashed across the screen was terrible. She immediately thought she was watching some kind of hostage home-movie.

A leggy blonde sat bound and gagged in a chair, with tears streaming down her face as she looked into the camera. Her mascara had run all the way down her cheeks, and her hair looked like it hadn't been combed in ages. She groaned in pain as she struggled to get out of the chair that she was tied to.

Elena brought both hands up to her mouth and gasped, terrified. 

"What did I tell you never to do?" Mr. Gale's voice asked. The woman whimpered as she pulled at the restraints which bound her at the wrists and ankles. There was so much black mascara running all over her face that Elena could hardly make out of the woman's features. Had she seen her on a missing person's poster somewhere? The woman looked so familiar.

"Come on sweetheart, what did I tell you never to do?" The woman whimpered again. Was Mr. Gale some kind of serial killer?

Now, the camera was panning down her body. Her breasts were two perfectly rounded globes and a stream of sweat collected in the middle of her chest. "You look like you've been such a bad girl," Mr. Gale's voice crooned.

Mr. Gale started to stroke the woman's head as though she were some kind of pitiful dying animal. After a while, he pulled away the piece of cloth which ran between her huge botoxed lips and she gasped for air.

"I'm sorry, Sam." The woman blurted out. Mr. Gale laughed. "You're not sorry yet. You don't even know what sorry is, you little bitch." His voice was so sadistic. He pulled out a knife. " Sam!" The woman screamed. "Oh, come on, don't act like you don't like it—you know the safe word," he said. Elena raised an eyebrow.

Elena felt as though she might throw up. All this time she'd been cohabitating with some kind of maniac. Mr. Gale dragged the blade threateningly up and down the woman's thigh. When he pressed down, something unexpected happened. "Oh god, yes," the woman said, breathing heavily. Her breasts heaved as she gasped for air. "You're making me so wet," she exclaimed.

Elena's jaw dropped open.  

Mr. Gale placed the camera down and started to untie the young woman. "This is what you said you wanted. Were you lying to me when you said you needed me to torture you?" Mr. Gale's voice asked. "No," the woman answered, shaking her head desperately. "If I find out you've lied to me, you realize how serious the consequences will be for you, don't you?" He continued. The blonde nodded again. " I want you to punish me. I deserve it." The woman spoke in a desperate voice. 

––––––––

Just then, Elena heard the automatic garage door opener. She slammed down the lid of the computer right before Mr. Gale sauntered into the room. He strode into the kitchen area wearing a pair of black penny loafers, carrying a dry-cleaned suit still beneath its plastic, swung nonchalantly over his back. He bent to his knees, and Mr. Jangles rushed over and started to lick his fingers eagerly. "Hi Elena," Mr. Gale said without even looking up. Elena looked over at Mr. Gale and then back over to the computer. She yanked the USB out of the port and hid it beneath the folds of her apron. "Hello, sir. I prepared a light snack for you this evening so that you might put something on your stomach before the banquet tonight," Elena said, rushing over to the oven. 

Then, she gave him a huge smile. "Is everything okay?" Mr. Gale asked. "Oh yes, most certainly, sir," Elena said. Maybe she was overdoing it.

"The food smells great," Mr. Gale commented. He draped his suit across the back of the chair and sat down, while Elena placed a warm plate in front of him. A small sampling of all his favorite foods were there. She’d made him a mini quesadilla, two fried chicken wings, and a dollop of mashed potatoes with salsa and a sprinkling of cheese on top. Elena watched him out the corner of her eye as he ate. How could someone so beautiful lead such a terrible secret life? His curly blonde hair seemed to defy gravity as it reached skyward and his full pink lips seemed to pucker as he relished every bite of her cooking. "Mmmm.." he sighed as he chewed. The sound sent a spark of desire shooting through Elena's core, and so she smoothed her apron in order to push it away. 

What a gorgeous serial killer, Elena thought. Too bad. What a waste. Hopefully, if he decided to kill her, it would be after payday. 

As if reading her mind, Mr. Gale reached into his pocket and pulled out a huge wad of cash. "You've been so amazing these last few weeks," he said. "I want you to have this as a bonus," he said, his mouth still full of food. Elena felt a little strange about taking the money. Did he really mean it, or maybe he was going to be like the old lady down the street? She'd given Elena a bag of antique jewelry and then called the police, claiming theft. She'd almost been deported because of that mess. 

Nevertheless, Elena couldn't afford to turn him down. "Thank you, sir," Elena said as she picked up the money and placed it inside her pocket. 

"I'm planning a large dinner party next Friday. If I pay for all the supplies, would you cook for everyone? Your food is so delicious." Mr. Gale said. Of course, her food was amazing—her family owned a restaurant. Mr. Gale would know that if he'd ever bothered to ask her about herself. Immediately, though, Elena felt guilty for judging him so harshly. She'd never asked him about his family either, truth be told. While Mr. Gale addressed her with a great deal of professionality, he'd never hit her or tried to take advantage of her—which was more than could be said about her last employer's family. Yet, had she really sunk so low on the totem pole that the measure of a good man had simply become one who didn't beat her or try and take advantage of her in her sleep? Elena caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror across the room. She looked a lot like her grandmother—wearing all her housekeeping regalia. She had to make sure that her family could afford repairs on their hotel and restaurant—that was the only way to save the next generation. That was the only way to make sure this job was only a temporary gig.

Chapter 3

Elena rushed around the kitchen, preparing elaborate dishes on small plates. All of Mr. Gale's friends and family were there, and there was supposed to be a big announcement later in the evening. He wanted everything to be perfect. As a result, Elena had tweaked a few of her grandmother's recipes, and the gringos were eating her food up like it was going out of style.

Mr. Gale had asked her to buy 100 bottles of fine champagne, and Elena had spent over $30,000 on the gold-labeled bottles. The other staff members rushed in and out of the kitchen, as Elena rushed back and forth from the pots to Mr. Gale's massive industrial ovens. The kitchen was swelteringly hot, but for a moment she'd forgotten where she was. It was like being back in Mexico, working in her family's restaurant during the busy season. Elena loaded a tray with some small shrimp appetizers and then heard a voice call her out into the dining room.  

“Elena, come out here!” Mr. Gale’s voice called. Elena wiped her hands on a nearby towel and rushed out. 

When Sam Gale had first seen Elena Dando, he had noticed that she was beautiful. Her dark hair was swept back in a messy bun, which somehow accentuated her large brown almond shaped eyes. He hoped that working for him hadn't been too distasteful. "Damien, this is Ms. Elena Dando—my executive chef."

Elena was surprised at the way Mr. Gale had chosen to introduce her. Executive chef? Was he out of his mind? Perhaps all that time torturing women had rotted his brain. Maybe he was just making a joke at her expense. Damien's eyes were serious as he took her hand and gently kissed the back of it—his lips lingering a few seconds too long. Mr. Gale noticed. "Let's not scare her away,” Mr. Gale added with a smile. He then started talking about how she was a life-saver, how she'd brought life back to his household with her delicious food. "I own the Mexican gourmet restaurant downtown," Damien said. "Your food is better that what we serve. Would you consider a position with us?" Damien asked. Elene looked over at Mr. Gale for his approval—he only smiled. "Perhaps between functions for Mr. Gale, I might be able to find the time to help you, it would be my pleasure." Elena smiled. Then a slinky blonde woman sashayed over and looped her arm through Mr. Gale's arm. It was the woman from the video! So...she's not dead, Elena thought. "Sam, if we're going to make our plane, I think it's time.” The woman smiled. “Right,” Sam cleared his throat and tapped his champagne glass. The room froze.

“As many of you know, Anissa and I have been dating on and off for quite a while. I've never been one for monogamy, and I've always been a sucker for a pretty woman," the crowd laughed as Mr. Gale continued. He winked in the direction of the other blonde he was dating—the nasty one who’d kicked Mr. Jangles. “While Laura has been a great and beloved friend to me, Anissa has been kind enough to overlook my endless idiosyncrasies and has somehow stolen my heart. I’ve gathered all of you here today because I want you to know that I’ve asked Anissa to be my wife." He looked directly into Elena's eyes when he said the word 'wife.'

The room erupted in cheers and shouts of joy. Sam Gale leaned over and kissed Anissa hard on the lips, while his other blonde girlfriend, Laura, fled the room in tears. That’s what you get for kicking Mr. Jangles, Elena thought to herself. 

––––––––

Yet, for some reason, Elena’s own heart also suddenly dropped in her chest. There was something about the notion of Mr. Gale and Anissa together that seemed wrong, and suddenly she felt unsteady on her feet. There was something going on that wasn’t quite right. Something in the scene unsettled her. 

The next morning, Elena woke up early. She'd forgotten that she still had Sam's USB disk in her pocket, and it slipped out of her apron and clattered onto the floor as she got dressed. Elena picked it up, and examined both sides of the disk. Then, without much thought, she popped it into her own computer.

Again, the image of the leggy blonde, popped up on the screen, but there was much more to the video that Elena hadn't seen yet. "What do you think we should do with her, Anissa?" Mr. Gale asked in a mean voice. The other blonde woman walked over and kissed Laura slowly on the lips. Then, she withdrew and cupped the woman's breasts alternately.

They were having a threesome.

Sam took a deep sigh and set the camera down on some kind of nearby surface. He walked over to the two women, obviously incredibly aroused by the entire ordeal. Elena could see the outline of Sam's erect penis standing up straight inside his pants. He started to stroke Anissa's hair as she licked the side of the other woman's face. Then, he unbuttoned the clasp on his belt and allowed his pants to fall freely to the floor. Sam reached down and squeezed his crotch. Elena was ashamed to admit that the video was turning her on. Yet, Sam was undeniably handsome, and the sight of him with the two women made her wish he could touch her so tenderly.

Anissa dropped to her knees and began to nibble all along the outside of Sam’s underwear. He gasped quietly. Then, she slowly pushed his underwear down, revealing his massive rod, which sprung out of his underwear, rock-hard. "Show me how much you like playing with me," Sam said. Anissa obediently took the throbbing head of his cock into her small mouth. It was evident to Elena that the woman was struggling with his girth. Then, Anissa began to suck as Sam bucked and thrust deep into her throat. Sam was merciless, and Elena couldn't help but think of how good it would probably feel to have him thrust into her womanhood that way. Yet, Sam was a wealthy man—a wealthy white man. It was unlikely he’d ever really take notice of her. 

Chapter 4

Later that evening, after all the floors and counters had been scrubbed, Elena's curiosity got the best of her. What if that wasn't the only USB? What if there were more of them, more home movies? She looked around furtively and then headed for the cabinet in the laundry room. Elena had been right. There were more USBs—there were hundreds of them. She grabbed a handful and retreated to her room in the maids' quarters.

When Elena popped the next USB into her computer, she couldn't help but smile. It was a video of Sam's college graduation party. He stood there in his cap and gown, smiling into the camera—looking marvelously attractive and vibrant. "What are you going to do now, baby boy?" A male voice asked, off the screen. "I'm going to rule the world, of course," Sam answered with a giggle. Then, a line of static zagged across the screen. Maybe this was his graduation trip. Now, there was a petite brunette laying in the middle of a hotel bed, and Sam was behind her, thrusting into her pussy, doggy style, as if his very life depended on it. The woman moaned in pleasure, as Sam reached forward and grabbed a fistful of her hair, forcing her to lean backward and to tighten on instinct. "That's exactly what I like," Sam laughed as he continued to fuck her. Then, he withdrew and pumped his cock quickly as he slapped it against her face. A few minutes later he spewed his sticky white cum into the small cavern of her mouth. Sam pinched her nose shut and laughed as she swallowed his juices.

The video paused for a moment and then seamlessly segued into a shot of Sam at grad school—at around age 24. He had a whip in his hand and was standing there nude, as a girl with very long hair sucked his cock. Each time she came up for air, he cracked the whip along her bare back. The woman seemed to be near tears, but also seemed to be enjoying herself. “Take me all the way in,” Sam said, as he pushed the woman’s head down on top of his member. He groaned and bucked his hips for a little while. Elena thought he was going to cum again but was surprised to find that he rapidly withdrew and then threw the woman on the bed. Sam parted her legs and spat upon his cock, making himself wet. Then, he thrust himself into her asshole like some kind of wild animal. The woman cried out from both pain and pleasure, and Elena slammed the lid of her computer down.

He was a monster...well, maybe not a monster. Maybe he just had a high sex-drive. Maybe he just liked to fuck. Elena remembered the first time she'd caught her brother with her best friend, Nina. Sex was just a part of life, and all of these women had clearly consented. Just then, she heard someone called her name. 

Elena stood and brushed off her outfit. Sam was standing in the foyer with two different ties, one in each hand. "Which one?" He asked. Elena slowly walked down the steps and pointed to the one on the left. “The yellow one brings out your eyes,” she said. "Can you help me? I'm ashamed to admit that I never learned to properly tie these things," Sam continued. Elena gently took the tie from his hand. It was alarming to be so close to him. She noticed that her heart raced as she draped the fabric around his neck and leaned up on her tiptoes. Sam didn't back away. His face was incredibly close to hers, and he smiled and looked deeply into her eyes for a little while. "Your eyes look exactly like Kona beans," he said. "Excuse me?" Elena asked. "My favorite kind of coffee," he elaborated. "Coffee is Columbian, not Mexican," Elena answered smartly. "Well, Kona is actually Hawaiian—it's some of the finest coffee known to man. Bitter enough to be interesting, but sweet enough to feel smooth." Sam said. "Do you think I look Hawaiian?" Elena asked, trying to be
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