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      My Dear Reader,

      First of all, I would like to thank you for choosing to download my book and read it. I am very grateful to you on board and will try to bring your reading experience to new heights.

      

      FOR YOUR READING PLEASURE, I have included a few bonus stories right after the main book.

      

      AFTER THE BONUS STORIES, I have included “Gloves Off” that has never been published before and is exclusive to this book.

      

      You can read all of these super steamy and explosive content via the Table Of Contents (TOC).

      

      Once you are finished reading, I would love to hear back from you! So, if you have any feedback, don’t forget to write back to me @ miafordpublishing@gmail.com

      

      I hope you enjoy my work and help me in my journey to become a leading author in romance. I look forward to your support!

      

      xoxo Mia.

      Mia Ford. Let Loose Your Inner Nymphos.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Join my VIP Reader’s Club

      Join my exclusive naughty readers club to get notified of new releases, excerpts, giveaways and discount sales.

      Also, receive a Free copy of my book - HIS FOREVER
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        Click here to join Mia’s VIP Readers Club
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      She’s broken and scared.

      She thinks it is easy to walk away.

      What she doesn’t know is how hard those curves are making me.

      The game is already over as she locks her seductive eyes with mine.

      It’s decided. I am buying her V-card today.

      The problem: Seems like I wanna spend more than one night with her.

      

      This is my first time participating into this kinda thing.

      There must be a reason they call it – THE V*RGIN AUCTION.

      I am really not the kind to get into relationships.

      Relationships are….let’s say complicated.

      I would rather have the girl at my mercy, begging for more and screaming my name tied on to my bed.

      And then I walk away – always.

      I never f*ck the same woman twice.

      But she seems to be different.

      Those s*xy eyes, tiny waist and breathtaking curves make me break all my rules.

      I want to own her pleasure – forever.

      But first I have to win her trust.

      They say relationship is not a bad thing after all, is it?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Katrina Donovan

        

      

    
    
      I never thought that four little words could have such an impact on my life.  I mean, if you had told me yesterday, or this morning even, that the plans I had so carefully laid out for my future would disappear on the turn of a card I would have said you were crazy.  Then again, I was Tommy Donovan’s daughter, and Tommy Donovan quite possibly had the worst luck of any gambler east of the Mississippi.

      He and I lived in a tiny apartment above a seedy bar because he had gambled away everything we had owned after my mom died of cancer ten years ago.  I remember coming home from school one day to find a rented moving van out front of our nice suburban home, and him stuffing our belongings into it at a harried pace, as if we had to leave as quickly as possible because of some evil that was headed our way.

      I stood there in my little school uniform with my books clutched to my chest, asking what was going on.  He just told me to get in the truck and be quiet.  To this day, I don’t know what exactly happened or why we had to leave so quickly, other than he had lost our home and most of our possessions playing cards.  I thought his gambling days were over because we had nothing more to lose.  I guess I was wrong.

      “They are gonna kill me,” my father said quietly, like he was talking to himself, or someone other than me.

      I glanced up from the other side of the folding card table we had wedged into one corner of our kitchenette and frowned at him.  For a moment, I thought I’d imagined his voice because I was so lost in my own thoughts.  We rarely talked anymore, even on Sunday, the one day when we sat down to eat together.  My mother loved our Sunday family dinners and always refused to let anything interfere with them, even my father’s bad habits or addictions.

      “I don’t ask for much, Tommy Ray Donovan,” I recalled her saying, though I couldn’t recall the sound of her voice.  She was Irish, and her voice had a lovely lilt that I hoped would be mine someday.  “You don’t have to attend church, but you can at least sit down for an hour and eat with your family.”

      I never got her Irish lilt.  My voice is husky and my tongue is sharp like everyone else’s in the neighborhood.  Sunday dinner is not as big a deal as it once was.  Now we just go through the motions to honor her memory, I suppose, though many Sundays my father is gone before I got out of bed and doesn’t return until time to open the bar for lunch on Monday.

      We had never been close, my father and me.  I was a mama’s girl and he preferred the company of his gambling buddies to his family.  Now, we simply shared a living space, not a home.  We rarely talked because neither of us had much to say to the other.  It was as if it had all been said and there was no need to say anymore.  We were just biding our time until I could get into a good school and start pursuing my own dreams and leave my old life behind.  Sometimes I wondered if I would ever see my father again after I went away to school.  Sometimes I wondered if he would survive without me or simply drink himself to death without me around to mother hen him all the time.  If that happened, I wondered if I would even care.

      I watched him for a moment without saying a word.  His head was down.  He seemed to be mumbling to himself.  He was picking up the food on his plate with a fork.  He hadn’t eaten a bite of the meatloaf I’d made, or the instant mashed potatoes that I’d slathered with butter and salt.  Granted, I would never win an award for cooking, but we allowed ourselves the luxury of meat once a week and he usually devoured whatever I put in front of him like a starving man, then ask for more before I could take a bite.   I knew something had to be seriously wrong if he was poking the meatloaf with his fork rather than shoveling it into his mouth.

      “Is there something wrong with the meatloaf?” I asked.  I had allowed myself a small piece and thought it tasted fine, or as fine as my version of meatloaf could taste.  I wasn’t much of a meat eater, which worked out well since we could rarely afford meat.  Don’t get me wrong, we weren’t poverty-stricken or starving, but money was always tight, even though the bar did a good business most nights.  I knew my dad pocketed a lot of the cash that came through the till and that was okay.  It was his business and his life.  I planned to be out of there soon anyway, with or without his help.

      I picked up the bottle of ketchup and held it out to him.  “Do you need the ketchup?”

      “No,” he said quietly.

      “Then what is it?”

      “Did you hear what I said?” he asked, sounding irritated.

      “I guess not,” I said, setting my fork aside.  I took a deep breath and held it as I put my hands in my lap and balled them into tight fists.  I was getting the feeling I’d had that day I came home to catch him packing the moving truck.  Something bad was coming our way again.  I just knew it.  I braced myself for the worst.

      “They’re gonna kill me,” he said quietly.  He put down his fork and pressed his palms to the table, one on each side of his plate, as if he was trying to keep the table from floating in the air.  He looked up with tears in his eyes.  “They’re gonna kill me.  And there’s nothing I can do.”

      I shook my head to make sure I was hearing right.  I let my eyes go around his face for a moment.  I guess I didn’t pay much attention to him anymore because it was as if I was staring at a stranger.  I hadn’t noticed how old and worn out he had become.  He was only fifty-seven but looked to be closer to a hundred.  His once pleasant face was pudgy and red from the drinking.  Little blue veins mapped the skin beneath his eyes and across his thickening nose.  His skin had an ashen pallor, like a man who had not seen the sun for a very long time.  He had put on weight and was losing his hair.  And he had big tears in his eyes.  That was the thing that caught me off guard and told me that something was wrong.  I’d never seen my father cry.  Not even when they were lowering my mom into the ground.

      “Who’s going to kill you?” I asked with a little disbelieving smile on my face.  My father wasn’t a kidder, but I thought, surely, he can’t be serious.  His expression told me he was.  “Jesus, Daddy, what have you done?”

      He took a deep breath and let it shudder through his body.  When he took his palms from the table they left a perfect outline of sweat on the surface.  He rubbed his hands together and avoided looking me in the eye.

      “I have debts,” he said, wiping his nose on the back of his hand.  “I owe people.”

      “What kind of debts?” I asked, already knowing the answer but wanting him to confess out loud.  I laced my fingers together in my lap to keep my hands from shaking.  “Daddy, what debts and what people?”

      He glanced up for a second, then quickly looked back down at the plate still in front of him.  He looked like he was praying as he quietly said, “Gambling debts.  And who the people are don’t matter other than they want their money by the end of the month or they’re gonna kill me.”

      I took in a deep breath and let it out slowly.  It was sad, but I wasn’t that shocked by what I was hearing.  Honestly, I was more shocked that it hadn’t happened sooner.

      “How much do you owe, Dad?”  I asked the question calmly, even though my insides felt as if they were being ripped to shreds.  “Dad?  Look at me and tell me how much you owe.”

      His eyes came up slowly as he blew a long breath through his round cheeks.  He wiped the snot from his nose on his hand again and brushed a knuckle from the other hand under his eyes.  “Seventy-five thousand dollars.”

      “Jesus fucking Christ, dad!  How can you lose seventy-five-thousand dollars playing cards?”  I barked at him without meaning to and he flinched at the tone of my voice, like a pup being scolded by its owner.  My fists came up and settled on the table, ready to be thrust into the air or into his nose.

      “I lost it playing cards,” he said.  “And betting on horses.”

      My mouth literally fell open and my head bobbed as if it had gotten too heavy for my neck.  “Horses?  Dad, what the fuck do you know about horses?”

      “Don’t use that language in this house,” he said, giving me a frown.  “Your mother wouldn’t approve.”

      “My mother wouldn’t approve of you losing seventy-five-thousand dollars either!” I screamed.  I was suddenly furious with him and I couldn’t help but pound my fists the table.  “Oh, my god, dad, what the fuck were you thinking?”

      “I don’t guess I was thinking,” he said.  He folded his arms over his chest and leaned back from the table as if he thought I was going to punch him and he needed to be out of arm’s reach.  “I just got caught up at the track.  I was ahead in one race, so I doubled down and won that one, then won another.”  He looked at me, pleading for understanding with his eyes.  “I swear, Katrina, it was like I could do no wrong.  Like God was finally rewarding me after so many years of losing.”

      “I don’t think that’s quite how God works, dad,” I said, huffing at him.  “Otherwise there would be slot machines in church.  Then what happened?”

      He shrugged and looked away.  “So, I doubled down again and, well, the horse didn’t win.”

      “Oh my god,” I said again, covering my eyes with my fingers and shaking my head.  “These people that you owe the money to, who are they?”

      “People you don’t know and don’t need to know,” he said forcefully, as if he was warning me to stay away.  “But they will kill me if they don’t get their money.  I have no doubt of that in my mind.”

      I held out my hands to signal that I needed to catch my breath and process what he’d told me.  I got up from the table and went to the coffee pot on the counter and filled two mismatched cups.  I had bought a pecan pie for dessert, but I knew there was no need to slice it.  You don’t tell your daughter that you’re going to be killed by hoodlums then ask for a slice of pie.  At least not in this house.

      I didn’t bother putting anything in the coffee.  We both drank it black to save money.  I set a cup in front of him and sat back down with mine.  I could feel my heart racing in my chest as I held the cup to my lips and blew a cooling breath over the surface.  The mist settled beneath my eyes.

      “I’m sorry, Katrina,” he said, his voice hoarse and low.  He took the cup between his hands and stared down into it, as if he thought it held the solution to his problem.  “I’ve been a lousy father to you.  And now, well, I don’t know what to do.”

      He glanced up at me with tears in his eyes and quickly looked away.  If he expected me to feel sorry for him or to defend his fathering skills or was just fishing for compliments, he was shit out of luck.  He had been a lousy father and I would never tell him otherwise.  He blamed his heavy drinking on his grief and his incessant gambling on his desire to make a better life for us.  It was all fucking bullshit and we both knew it.  He was a degenerate drunk and a chronic gambler before he met my mother and resumed it quickly after she died.  She kept him tempered during the marriage, but I think after a while she, like me, got tired of trying to keep him on the straight and narrow and just let him run free.

      He could blame his shortcomings on her death until the cows came home, but we both knew the truth even though we’d never spoken the words.  Still, he was my father and the only family I had left.  Even with his faults, and they were many, I knew he loved me in his own way and would never intentionally put me in danger, but this could affect us both in tragic ways.  If these people were as ruthless as I thought, they would probably kill him, then come after me.  Or at the very least force me to sign over ownership of the bar, the only asset the poor Donovan family had left.

      I hated him at that moment, but he was all that I had left, the last link to my mother, the one person who loved me completely and unconditionally.  She said loving me was as easy and natural as breathing in the spring air.  I won’t lie, after cancer took her I cried myself to sleep many nights, often wishing that it had been my father who had died rather than her.  But life wasn’t built on wishes, she’d say.

      The best thing I could do to honor my mother was to set my own course and follow it.  That’s why I had applied to MIT.  I wanted to be a cancer researcher, even though I had no idea how I would cover the massive tuition even if I was accepted into the program at the ripe old age of twenty-one.

      I would apply for grants and loans to supplement the ten-thousand dollars I had managed to save working as a dishwasher, fry cook, and busboy in the bar since I was fourteen.  Seven years of hard labor and that was all I had to show for it.  Ten grand wouldn’t pay for one-quarter’s tuition at MIT, but it was a start… Then it hit me.  That money, the money I had saved for my future, now might have to go toward saving my father’s life.  Fuck.

      I finally broke the silence by asking the obvious question. “How are you going to pay them back?”

      He let his shoulders go up and down.  “I don’t know.”

      “Is the bar worth anything?” I asked.  “Can you get a loan on the building?”  I knew the place wasn’t worth much.  Tommy’s Bar & Grill, and the ramshackle building that housed it had been in his family for years.  It was originally started by his grandfather, Tomas Donovan, then passed down to his dad, Thomas, and finally to him.  It was all we owned and it wasn’t much.  The bar occupied the entire bottom floor and we lived in the tiny eight-hundred-square-foot apartment upstairs.  I had my own bedroom and he slept on the couch.  There was a living room and kitchenette combination and one bathroom.  That was it.  And every day I expected the building to fall down around us.

      “The place is already mortgaged to the hilt,” he said, looking around the room and shaking his head.  “The business account is low.  The credit is maxed out.  We operate week to week.  All our savings are gone.  There’s nothing I can sell that’s worth anywhere near what I owe.”

      He glanced up, but when our eyes met he quickly looked away.  I felt a chill creep up my spine.  I said, “When you say our savings are gone… What does that mean?”

      The answer came when he wouldn’t look me in the eye.  He stared down into the coffee cup, which had grown too cold to drink.  I asked again, “Dad, what does that mean?”

      “It means I already lost our savings,” he said, almost too quiet for me to hear.  “It’s gone.  Every last cent.”

      “When you say our savings, you don’t mean my savings?  My college money?”  He didn’t have to answer.  I knew the truth by the look of guilt that was washing over his face like a fine sweat.  My fingernails cut into my palms as I tightened my fists on the table.  My breathing grew heavy until it felt like my lungs were going to burst.  I gritted my teeth and willed the tears back from my eyes.

      “Dad, my college money…”

      “It’s gone, Katrina,” he said, whispering.  He started to cry again.  “Every cent.  It’s all gone.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Nicky D’Angelo

        

      

    
    
      “I fucking hate Sundays, man,” my cousin Tony said as he pounded back the tequila shot the waitress had just set it front of him.  He immediately ordered another round, though the three shots in front of me were so far untouched.  He picked up the bottle of beer he was using to chase the tequila, drained it dry, and slammed the bottle on the table.

      “Why do you hate Sundays so much?” I asked, sliding one of my tequila shots across the table to him.  We’d only been there for half an hour and I could already tell that it was going to be a long afternoon, probably followed by a long night if Tony didn’t find a girl (or girls) to occupy his time.  Tony didn’t skip a beat.  He picked up the shot and splashed it down his throat.

      He sighed and smacked his lips.  “Because the only bitches here on Sunday are all fucking second string pussy,” he growled, swishing his hand through the air at the assortment of nude dancers and topless waitresses who were milling around the club, doing their best to suck every last dollar out of the patrons like vampires suck blood from their victims.  The girls glanced our way every now and then, but they knew better than to approach the VIP area uninvited.  Tony could be a real prick when he was in one of his moods, so like good dogs lying in the yard, they knew to only come onto the porch when their master called.  And Tony considered himself to be their master, without a doubt.

      He picked up another of my shots and grumbled into the glass.  “I don’t know why all the best girls have to get off work on Sunday.  Surely to shit they’re not all in fucking church.  I’m gonna complain to management.”

      “Aren’t you management?” I asked.

      He grinned.  “Whatever.”

      I smiled and sipped my beer.  I smiled a lot when I was around Tony, depending on his mood.  He was a lot of fun to be around, at least until he got shitfaced and wanted to fight some poor schmuck who had looked at him wrong or was taking away the attention of some girl he’d had his eyes on.  Of course, Tony never did the fighting himself.  He never had, not even when we were kids.  That’s what Jimmy Fist was for.  Jimmy sat next to Tony scanning the room with his beady eyes as if Tony was the president and he was a Secret Service Agent on steroids.  Jimmy was three hundred pounds of hard muscle toting half a pound of brain.  He was a humorless pit bull of a man who wore tight Armani suits and black t-shirts with a large gold cross dangling from a thick gold chain around his neck.  Most people thought the cross meant that he was religious.  They were wrong.  The cross was hollow and the top screwed off.  It was where Jimmy kept Tony’s stash of blow when they were out on the town.  The only time Jimmy Fist went into a church was to steal the collection plate when we were kids or to beat up a priest when we were teenagers because Tony said the guy looked like a pedophile.  He probably wasn’t, but that didn’t matter to Jimmy.  He just did what Tony commanded him to do.

      “That girl is a five out of motherfucking ten,” Tony said, rolling his eyes at one of the nude dancers who was leading a drunk guy in a suit toward a private room for a lap dance and whatever favors he could afford to buy.  He tapped the air with his finger like he was pecking on a typewriter.  “That one’s a seven, that one’s a six, that one’s not even on the fucking scale.  Christ, Nicky, I wouldn’t fuck her with your dick.”

      “That’s good because my dick is not available for you to use,” I said.

      “Your dick’s too small for me to use,” Tony said with a laugh, bumping Jimmy with his elbow.  Jimmy grunted without smiling and cut me a sideways look.  Jimmy and I were not friends.  Never had been, never would be.  I thought he was a fucking thug and he thought I was a condescending asshole.  We were probably both correct to a large degree.

      Tony was still grumbling about the lack of what he called “Grade-A pussy” working the club that afternoon.  He considered himself to be quite the expert on gentleman’s club pussy and pussy in general.  Lord knows he’d had more than his share of it, paid and free.  Tony was a good-looking guy, not too tall, not too thin, with the dark Italian looks of the D’Angelo family, with coal black hair and olive skin and deep-set brown eyes that could cut through you like a laser.  A lot of people mistook us for brothers rather than cousins, though I was a year older, a couple of inches taller, and had about twenty pounds of muscle on him thanks to my rugby playing days at school and the daily workouts I did with the personal trainer who came to my office every afternoon.  The only heavy lifting Tony did was dragging his ass out of bed every morning.  And sometimes he had to call Jimmy to help him with that.

      I listened to Tony rate more girls as I sipped my beer and watched the naked girl who was dancing on the main stage at the center of the room.  She was rubbing herself against the silver stripper pole to some George Michael song like she was getting fucked by the invisible man.  She was a redhead with big hair and big tits and an ass you could set a drink on.  Her pubes were waxed clean, so I had no idea if the carpeting matched the drapes.  Her clit had a silver ring pierced into it.  Ouch… I was wondering how it felt to have a metal rod pushed through the hood of one’s clit when she caught me looking at it.  She used her fingers to pull back her mound to give me a better look at her cunt.  She gave me a dreamy look and grinned.  There was a large gap between her front teeth.  She stuck her tongue through it.  I quickly looked away.  Tony was right.  Sunday was for the second string at best.

      “Maybe all the best girls rest on Sunday because they work so late on Saturday night lap dancing for pricks like you,” I said thoughtfully, as if I was hypothesizing one of the great mysteries of life.  “On Sunday, you get the leftovers.  Although, some of them are still pretty hot.”

      “Yeah, if you like a gap between their front teeth that you can shove your dick through,” he said, nodding at the dancer who was still looking my way.  He sat back and shook his head.  “I’m gonna have a little talk with Mavis,” he said, referring to the former stripper-cum-manager who managed the dancer’s schedules.  “If she’s gonna bring out the second-string pussy on Sunday afternoon she ought’a at least discount the motherfucking lap dances.  Or put them on a sliding the scale.  The hotter the bitch, the more it costs.”

      I snorted a laugh and rolled my eyes at him.  “When’s the last time you paid for a lap dance, motherfucker?  Or for a drink, for that matter?”  I oversaw the accounting for the club and handled the public set of books (someone else handled the private ones), so I knew who paid and who didn’t.  Granted, the club was owned by Tony’s dad, my uncle Gino D’Angelo.  Neither Tony or I had ever paid for anything in all the years we’d been coming here; drinks, pussy or otherwise.  I reminded him of that fact and added, “You can’t complain when the shit is free.”

      “Of course, I can,” he said with a smirk, reaching for my last shot.  “Just because it’s free doesn’t mean it has to be low quality.  If I think it’s shitty, the customers will think it’s shitty.  And shitty pussy is bad for business.  You graduated from a big fancy school.  You know what I’m talking about.  It’s simple economics.”

      “I must have been out the day they covered shitty pussy and its effect on the economy.”

      “Fucking college boy,” he snorted, shaking his head.  “I never even drove past a college and I’m smarter than you.”  He bumped Jimmy with his elbow.  “Ain’t that right, Jimmy boy?”

      “That’s right,” Jimmy grunted.  He looked at me and wrinkled his nose like I was a bad smell.  “Fucking college boy.”

      I almost told him to go fuck himself but decided to let it go.  I wasn’t afraid of Jimmy, to the contrary, I kicked his ass when we were in high school and I could do it again today.  He was all muscle and strong as a fucking ox, but in a fair fight he moved with the speed and grace of a sloth.  One good punch to the nose or jaw and his knees would buckle like toothpicks.  I just didn’t want to spend my Sunday afternoon picking his teeth out of my knuckles.

      Tony grinned at me, waiting for my reply.  When it became clear that I wasn’t going to get into it with Jimmy, he downed the shot and wiped his lips on the back of his hand just as the waitress arrived with a full tray of shots and beers.

      Tony started talking smack to the waitress, who, unlike the dancers, was topless, but wearing a see-through thong that did very little to hide the outline of her neatly-trimmed dark pubes.  The health department demanded the waitresses (all servers of beverages and food) cover their vaginas (for the purposes of sanitation), so Tony had found the see-through thongs online and bought them by the gross.  He said it was his way of telling the health inspector to go suck a dick.  Tony loved coming out on top.

      The waitress was a pretty brunette with small tits and a big smile named Bethany something or other.  She had worked at Gino’s Gentleman’s Club for a few months and had spent a considerable amount of her off time in Tony’s bed or in the back seat of his car.  He said she wasn’t bad for backup pussy and could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch, which seemed to be all that Tony was thinking about at that moment.

      I picked up my beer and sat back in the plush booth to let my eyes go around the large room.  I heard myself sigh, but I wasn’t sure if it was from boredom or disgust.  It was barely two in the afternoon on a freakin’ Sunday and the place was already filling up with men ready to spend their whole paycheck or max out their credit cards on the two things that made the world go around: booze and pussy.

      I looked away when Tony pulled the waitress onto his lap and started fondling her tits while she stuck her tongue down his throat.

      One thought kept running through my mind.

      I was Nicky D’Angelo, the proverbial tall, dark and handsome Italian man, with a business mind second to none and a cock that would make most men envious and most women salivate.  I had a Master’s Degree in Finance from Wharton.  I lived in a luxury penthouse downtown and had my own limo and driver.  I was the founder and CEO of a successful financial services company that had made me a multimillionaire before I was thirty years old.  I was twice voted one of the city’s most eligible bachelors and had dated more beautiful women than I could even remember.

      I was young, rich, and had the world by the tail.

      So what the fuck was I doing here?

      One word: family.

      My full name is Nicholas Ramone D’Angelo.  I had been called Nicky since the day I was born.  In a big Italian family like mine, everybody has a nickname.  You only hear your full Christian name when your mother is pissed off and screaming at you.

      Tony’s full name was Anthony Luigi D’Angelo; Tony for short.  Jimmy Fist’s real name was James Orson White.  He wasn’t Italian, but he got a nickname anyway, like naming the family pet.  Jimmy was an Irish mick whose father worked for our grandfather as a bodyguard and enforcer.  Jimmy grew up with us and Tony gave him the nickname Jimmy Fist because he used his fists more than he used his brain.  It fits him still today.

      I’m the only son of Ricardo and Marina D’Angelo.  Grandson of Luigi D’Angelo, and one of the heirs to the D’Angelo family fortune.  The thing is, I don’t want anything to do with the family business or the family fortune.  Unlike Tony and the rest of my shithead cousins, I prefer to make my own way in the world, not because I don’t want the money, but because I don’t want to spend the rest of my life in jail.

      The D’Angelo family is involved in lots of businesses, some legit, most not.  I knew all along growing up what my family did for money and while I didn’t involve myself in any of it, I certainly enjoyed the spoils.

      Family money put me through Yale, then through Wharton Business School, where I earned my Master’s in finance and graduated with honors.  I started my company, Phoenix Capital, on family money and my first clients were my mother and father, then my uncles, and cousins.  I manage their investment portfolios and retirement accounts.  I make my money off their money.

      I know.  I’m a fucking hypocrite, but I keep telling myself that once my company is firmly established with non-family clients, I’ll turn over the management of my family’s money to someone else.  Until then, I’ll do the best fucking job for them that I can and pretend that I don’t know where the money comes from.  And therein lies the issue because I can’t ignore the fact that much of my family’s wealth has come from the pain and suffering of others.

      The D’Angelo fortune was built on drugs, prostitution, loan sharking, gambling, racketeering, money laundering, extortion, and other more violent acts that I try not to think about.  Like most criminal empires, it’s one that’s built on a house of cards that could come tumbling down at any time.  One good jailhouse snitch or one random conversation picked up on a wiretap could bring the Feds to my grandfather’s door.

      I refused to take part in anything criminal.  The money I managed for the family was done so legitimately, no money laundering here.  I made damn sure every cent was vetted by my in-house counsel before accepting the wire transfer.  I felt that I owed the family a debt for getting me here, and nurturing their fortunes, making them grow, was my way of paying them back.

      I also told myself that family was the reason that I was sitting in a bar surrounded by drunk, horny men, and naked women at two o’clock on a Sunday afternoon.  Tony was my cousin, my best friend, and I loved him like a brother.  He had asked me to come out for brunch and we ended up here, as we did most Sundays.  And like most rationalizations I come to about my family, this one was bullshit, too.  I enjoyed Tony’s company, but I also enjoyed the attention of the girls, even if I didn’t partake as much as he did.

      I’m a red-blooded American male with raging testosterone and a fondness for blondes with big tits and blue eyes; especially if those eyes are looking up at me while she has my cock in her mouth.

      I’d had my share of lap dances and I’d even fucked a few of the girls in the backroom, but I always went home alone, unlike Tony, who liked to caravan all the girls back to his place so he could have as many girls at a time as he wanted.  And like a good cousin, he always invited me to come along.

      We’d done a lot of gangbanging in our younger days.  Tony was like a carnival ride in bed.  He liked to have a girl riding on his cock, a girl riding on his face, and a girl riding on each hand.  I had to admit, it was pretty impressive to watch.

      The truth is, playing the field is getting a little old for me.  I’d love to meet a nice girl and settle down, but it’s been my experience that women are more interested in what you can do for them than having a serious relationship.  I’m surrounded by strippers and hookers and gold diggers who will do whatever I tell them to in the bedroom but expect a gratuity in exchange for spreading their legs to me.

      I’d love that ring, Nicky.

      Oh, look at that convertible.

      Wow, Nicky, wouldn’t I look great in that mink coat?

      I’d tried dating models, actresses, socialites and spoiled rich chicks, but they’re even worse because they don’t need your money.  They act like you should be honored just to be fucking them.  I swear, I fucked this chick you would recognize from TV and she just laid there while I fucked her.  It was like shoving my cock into a corpse. It literally gave me the creeps.

      I was ready for something different.

      I needed a real woman, one with a brain as well as a body.

      One with ambitions and passions that rivaled my own.

      It wouldn’t hurt for her to have big tits and like it up the ass once in a while.

      Like I said, I am a red-blooded American male.
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      I left my father sitting alone at the table feeling sorry for himself and went downstairs to open the bar for the Sunday night crowd.  Maybe I should have gotten up and given him a big hug and told him I loved him.  Or reassured him that somehow, some way, we’d figure it out together and it would all be okay because that’s what families did, they put their heads together and came up with a solution when one of them had done something so incredibly stupid that it might get them all killed.  Or at the very least I could have told him that I’d miss him when he was gone.  Maybe I should have done all that, but I didn’t.  I couldn’t.  At least not yet.  So it was tough luck, pops, but you’re getting what you deserve.  Thanks for stealing my savings and ruining my life.  You’re just the worst dad ever… you selfish prick.

      We opened at four on Sunday to give the churchgoers time to do their morning penance with God and have lunch with their families before coming in to drink with their pals and blow their grocery money on beer and wings.

      I hated the bar.  I always had and always would so long as my life was tied to it.  I hated that it was a haven for men like my father, who preferred the company of their drinking and poker buddies over their wives and kids; men who would steal money from their kid’s piggy bank to gamble it away without a moment’s regret.  I hated the bar, but it was all we had and the only way my father could make a living.  He had worked at the bar since he was a kid for my grandfather.  He barely graduated high school and had never worked anywhere else.  Then, as now, he was devoid of ambition and talent.  Working the bar was all he knew.  It was who he was.  If my grandfather hadn’t died and passed on the deed and debts to him, he’d probably be selling shitty used cars in Jersey or pushing buggies at people out front of Wal-Mart.  Granted, he drank up much of the inventory himself and always had his hand in the till, but without it, we probably would have been homeless long ago.

      We didn’t open the kitchen on Sunday because the fry cook, an elderly black man named Willis Jones who had worked there as long as my dad, insisted on taking the Lord’s day off, but we did a healthy business in beer and shots among the heathens who came in every Sunday like clockwork.

      Our clientele was loyal, I had to give them that; mostly older neighborhood guys and a few skanky older women not above blowing you for a couple of beers.  They were the hard drinkers, the career drunks, the ones who had kept the place going all these years.

      Tommy’s was a dive bar, a shit hole, not one of those fancy uptown joints where drinks are mixed from recipes and secret formulas and cost twenty bucks a pop.  We didn’t mix fancy drinks here.  If you wanted something other than beer and liquor shots, you were shit out of luck.  And asking for something fruity would get you tossed out on your ear.

      I had been behind the bar pulling taps for several hours when my father finally came downstairs.  He appeared in the kitchen doorway, standing with his hands in his pockets and his shoulders slumped, as if the weight of the world was bearing down on him.  I glanced at the neon clock above the bar.  It was almost seven.  I figured he had been upstairs drinking all afternoon, but when he joined me behind the bar his eyes were clear and he wasn’t stumbling over his tongue.

      “I’ve got this,” he said quietly.  “Why don’t you take a break.”

      I didn’t say a word.  I just held up my hands and scooted past him to get out from behind the bar.  I picked up a round tray and started walking around the bar collecting empties from the tables and booths.  Several people said hi and I said hi back, but my mind was a million miles away.  I wished that my body could join it.

      “Hey, Kitty Kat, what’s shaking?”

      I turned around to see my best friend Bethany coming toward me with her arms out and a big smile on her face.  She waved at my dad, who gave her a nod, then gave me a hug and slid into the booth I was clearing.

      “I’ll have a Coke, waitress,” she said playfully.  “And pour one for yourself.  On me.”

      God bless her.  Bethany was always so happy and upbeat, even though her home life was no better than mine and she worked as a topless waitress as a strip club downtown where men pawed and poked her like a grocery store cantaloupe.

      She’d told me horrible stories of nearly being raped in club’s restroom and having to fend men off with a drink tray.  Then again, she bragged about the money she made on her back and on her knees working there.

      She was also a “favorite fuck” of one of the owners, she said, who showered her with gifts and hundred dollar bills.  I couldn’t do what Bethany did, but she had her own place and her own car and her own money and wasn’t dependent on anyone other than herself, so maybe the trade-offs weren’t so bad.

      Bethany’s perpetual giddiness was infectious and I was so happy to see her I almost cried.  She always had a smile on her face and a twinkle in her eye.  She said life is what you make of it.  It can be great or it can be shit.  It’s all up to you.  I would have loved to buy into that bullshit, today especially, but my life was nothing like I wanted it to be.  Maybe because it wasn’t really my life.  At least not yet.

      I took the tray of empties to the bar and came back with two glasses of ice filled with watered-down Coke.  I set the Cokes on the table and slid into the booth across from her.  She picked up a straw from the table, ripped off the paper, and stuck it into her glass, then guided the straw to her lips, which were painted a deep red.

      I took a sip of my Coke and looked her over.  She worked the afternoon shift at Gino’s on Sunday and had obviously just come from work.  She was wearing a pair of jeans so tight they looked painted on and a gypsy shirt that fell off one shoulder with no bra underneath.  Her thick nipples poked through the material, though she didn’t seem to notice as much as everyone else did.

      When Bethany came into the bar every head turned and every mouth dropped open.  The old men lusted after her and the skanky old ladies hated her guts.  Bethany loved the attention, bad and good.

      There was glitter across the top of her chest and her lipstick was smeared, as if her mouth had recently been busy doing something other than sucking on a Coke straw.  I could smell the smoke and sex beneath her heavy perfume.

      “Did you just get off work?” I asked, working up the best smile I could for her.

      “I did,” she said with a nod.  She swizzled the straw around the glass and gave me a heavy sigh.  “It was a slow afternoon, so the tips were shit, but Tony was there, so it was fun.”

      I rolled my eyes at the mention of his name.  Tony was one of the club’s owners that Bethany slept with on occasion, and by “slept with” I meant that she screwed him in the back of his car or in the back of the club or anywhere else they happened to be when his cock got hard.  She also gave him blowjobs under the table right there inside the club while it was full of people.

      She told me about all kinds of things they did that I would never have the guts to do.  Granted, some of it made my panties damp and made my clit tingle, but on the sex scale Bethany and I were miles apart.  I was still sitting at ground zero and she kept pushing the scale further and further out on the other end.

      I had never met Tony, but he sounded like a total rich jerk who treated her like total shit.  She said he had a huge cock and loved rough sex.  She called him “The Hammer” because of the way he “hammered his monster cock into her”.  Her words, not mine.  There were times she’d come in walking bowlegged, like she’d been hit in the twat with a bat, but she would just laugh it off and say Tony went up the back a little too hard, whatever that meant.

      The real allure for Bethany was that Tony had deep pockets and didn’t mind sharing the wealth.  Bethany often came home with her pockets full of hundred dollar bills and new clothes and jewelry he’d bought her.  In my mind, she was prostituting herself and I’d told her as much.  She just smiled and said a girl had to do what a girl had to do to pay the bills.  After the day I’d had, I wondered if I would soon be of the same frame of mind.

      “What’s bothering you, Kitty Kat?” she asked, frowning at me with the straw between her lips.  She had been calling me Kitty Kat since the fifth grade.  She was the only one allowed to do so.

      I blinked at her.  “What?  Nothing’s wrong.  Tell me about your day.”

      “Oh, fuck my day,” she said, setting the drink aside and wiping her lips on a napkin, staining it blood red.  She reached across the table to put her hands on my arm.  “Okay, cut the shit, home girl.  This is me.  I can read you like a book.  What’s wrong?”

      I glanced toward the bar.  My father wasn’t looking our way.  He was lining up shots and pouring drafts for the regulars at the bar.  His expression was blank, emotionless.  Like me, he was just going through the motions.  I saw him glance toward the door several times.  I wondered if the people he owed the money to would actually come into the bar to collect.  They might come in to intimidate him, but I doubted they’d do anything to him in front of a roomful of people.  Rats and cockroaches avoided the light.  When they came to collect, it would be in a back alley where there were no witnesses.

      Call me selfish, but I couldn’t help but wonder if that would be the end of it.  Once he was dead, would they expect me to cover his debt?  People like that don’t just write off seventy-five-grand like a business loss.  They would get their money one way or another.  And I was a twenty-one-year-old girl.  Maybe I’d seen too many Liam Neeson movies, but I knew that I had assets that were worth money to people like that.  The thought made me shiver.

      “Kat, what the fuck is wrong?” she asked, shaking my arm, pulling my eyes back to hers.  “You look like you’ve seen a fucking ghost, babe.  What’s going on?”

      “They’re gonna kill him, Bethany,” I said quietly as my eyes drifted back to my father, who was staring back at me even though I knew he couldn’t hear me speaking.

      Bethany squeezed my arm.  “Who is gonna kill who?  Katrina, who is gonna kill who?  What the fuck are you talking about?”

      “They’re gonna kill my father,” I whispered.  “And there’s not a damn thing I can do to stop them.”

      *  *  *

      Bethany clutched my hand as she followed me through the kitchen and up the stairs to the apartment.  We sat at the kitchen table where my world had collapsed just hours before and I told her the whole story.  She held my hand and listened quietly.

      “Jesus, Kat, he blew your college money?”  Bethany held up her hands with her fingers crooked as if she was choking my father.  “That old fuck!  That old piece of fucking shit.  What the fuck are you going to do?”

      “I don’t know what to do,” I said as I wiped the tears from my eyes with my knuckles.  “I’m not concerned about the money right now, I mean, I’m pissed, but what if they make good on their threats?  What if they kill my father?”

      Bethany huffed at me.  “You’re worried about that prick?  He got himself into this mess, Kat.  It’s not your responsibility to get him out.  You just need to get the fuck out of here and let him deal with his shit.  Pack a bag, you can come stay with me.”

      “He’s still my father,” I said pensively, as if I was coming to the realization at that moment that no matter what he’d done over the course of my life, he was still my father and I still loved him in my own warped way.

      Bethany sat back with her arms folded over her chest.  “Okay, fine, whatever.  Do you know who he owes the money to?”

      I shook my head.  “No, he wouldn’t say.  He said it didn’t matter.”

      “And how much does he owe again?”

      “Seventy-five thousand dollars,” I said.  “It might as well be a million dollars because we don’t have it and there is no way to get it.  This place is mortgaged to the hilt.  He’s blown through my savings.  We don’t have anything to sell or anyone we can borrow it from.  We’re screwed, Bethany.  I don’t know how to get us out of this.”

      “There might be a way,” Bethany said quietly.  I glanced up at her.  She had a cautious look on her face, as if she knew the path to take, but also knew it would be fraught with danger.

      “How?” I asked.

      She leaned her elbows on the table and held out her hands.  I set my hands in hers and her fingers closed around them.  “I’m going to ask you a question that you might think is totally irrelevant, but when you hear why I’m asking it, you’ll understand.”

      I blinked at her.  “Okay…”

      She looked at me and arched her eyebrows.  “Katrina, are you still a virgin?”
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      “Dude?  Hey, Nick.  What the fuck’s wrong with you, man?”

      I glanced over at Tony and was immediately sorry that I did.  He was leaning back with his arms splayed over the back of the booth with a goofy smile on his face.  I looked down.  The dancer with the gap between her front teeth was under the table sucking his cock.  Christ, it looked like she was sucking on a thick Italian sausage.  Jimmy Fist was sitting sideways in the booth, his broad form shielding from view what looked like a pretty decent blowjob from the rest of the club.

      “Jesus, man, do you have to do that here?” I asked, wincing and turning away.  “Take that shit into a back room.  What if your dad walked in?”

      He just grinned at me. “He would give me two thumbs up and find some bitch to suck his cock,” he said.  He punched me in the arm.  “I’ve been talking to you for ten minutes and you haven’t heard a word I said.  What’s on your mind.”

      I gestured at the girl’s head bobbing up and down on his cock.  “Seriously, we’re gonna have a conversation while you’re getting your cock sucked.”

      “Fuck, man, hold on…”  He put his hands on the top of the girl’s head and pushed her mouth down onto his cock until she gagged.  “Okay… that’s it… right there… yes… yes… fuck…”

      I looked away as he moaned and shot his load into her mouth.  I could hear him groaning and her smacking her lips.  I heard her ask if I wanted one.  I held up my hand without looking at them and Tony told her to get lost.

      “You should have had one, bro,” he said with a satisfied smile.  “Bitch ain’t much to look at, but damned if she can’t suck a cock like nobody’s business.  I give her five for looks, and ten for performance.”

      He picked up his drink and sighed into it.  He had changed over to whiskey sours a couple of hours ago.  I had lost count of how much he’d had to drink, but he still seemed pretty much in control.  I looked at my watch.  It was just after seven.  I knew he’d be hitting Jimmy’s cocaine cross soon. That’s when I’d be checking out.  Tony could be a real cunt once he started doing blow.   Besides, tomorrow was Monday and I had to be at the office by nine. Tony would stay up partying all night because there was no place that he had to be at any particular time.  He’d say that he was Tony D’Angelo for fuck’s sake.  He wore a twenty-thousand-dollar Rolex just to show it off, not to tell him the motherfucking time.

      “There’s nothing wrong with me other than I turn around and your schlong is hanging out with a girl’s mouth attached to the end,” I said, picking up my beer. “Other than that, I’m good.”

      I could feel him eyeing me.  “Come on, man, it’s me.  Tell me what’s bugging you.”  He held up his hand with three fingers extended like a Boy Scout taking an oath.  “I promise, I won’t give you any shit.”

      I took a deep breath and pushed it out slowly.  I held out my hand to gesture at the room, which was now packed to the gills and buzzing like a beehive with naked women and drunk, horny men.  “Why am here?”

      He frowned at me like I was speaking French.  “What?”

      “Why am I here?” I asked, my hands cutting the air.  “I mean, what’s the point?”

      He turned sideways in the booth to face me, putting his back to Jimmy, who was still watching the crowd like a pit bull looking for something to kill.  Tony said, “The point is free pussy and booze, cuz.  The point is to enjoy being young and rich and have a great fucking time doing anything fucking thing you wanna do.  I don’t understand, you used to love this shit.”

      I shrugged.  He was right.  I did enjoy it at one time, and I wasn’t sure why I wasn’t enjoying it now.  I blew all the air out of my lungs and shook my head.  “I don’t know, Tony.  Maybe I’m growing up.”

      He leaned in toward me and growled like a wolf toying with its prey.  “Why the fuck would you do that?”

      “Maybe it’s time.”

      I watched the crowd while he watched me.  He tapped his glass on the table for a minute, then poked me with his finger.  “So, what you’re telling me is that you want something more than this.  Because this doesn’t do it for you anymore.”

      “Something like that,” I said.

      “I know what you need,” he said, slamming the glass on the table so hard it made Jimmy glance over his shoulder at us.  Tony scooted up next to me and put his arm around my shoulders.  He pulled me close and whispered in my ear.

      “I know what you need, cuz,” he said, his breath hot on my cheek.

      I leaned away to look at him out of the corner of my eye.

      “Yeah?  What’s that?”

      “You need some virgin pussy, my friend,” he said, giving my shoulders a shake.  “Some fresh meat to give you a fresh perspective.  And I know just how to get you some.”
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      Because it was Sunday night, I helped close the bar around ten and was in bed by eleven.  My father and I didn’t say another word to each other, probably because there was nothing left to say.  He came upstairs and did his thing and I did mine.  When he plopped down on the couch with a six-pack of Coors and the TV remote in his hand, I went into my room and locked the bedroom door, something I’d never felt the need to do before.

      I didn’t think anyone was going to break in and harm me, at least not yet, but I felt better knowing that the lock might at least slow someone down until I could call 911.  I set my cellphone on the nightstand and plugged in the charger without turning off the phone.  I usually turned it off at night to recharge, but not anymore.  You can call me paranoid.  I call it being prepared.

      I took off all my clothes and put on my pajamas and slid under the covers.  I was exhausted, as if I’d spent the day pushing boulders up hills rather than pushing drinks at patrons.  Stress can do that to you, I supposed, suck the life right out of you like cancer sucked the life from my mom.  I could just picture her looking down from Heaven, furious at my dad for what he’d done to me; for what he’d done to himself.  She always loved him regardless of his flaws.  I wondered if she was still alive if she would support him now.  Probably so.  She was always much more tolerant and forgiving of him than her daughter would ever be.

      I cried for a while, feeling sorrow for myself, and loathing and fear for my dad.  Once I had no more tears to give, I tossed and turned for a couple of hours, unable to shut off my brain so I could fall asleep.  When I did start to drift off, the conversation I’d had with Bethany started replaying in my mind.

      Her question took me aback at first.  Was I still a virgin?  Really, at a time like this, you’re going to give me shit because I don’t fuck every guy who looks at me like you do?

      That’s what I wanted to say to her, but didn’t because I didn’t want to get into it with her again over my virginity.  She knew I was still a virgin.  We’d had this conversation dozens of times before.  It was always the same.

      “Would you please fuck somebody already,” she’d say.  Then the rant would begin.  “You’ll be amazed at how much better you feel once your cherry is popped!  Maybe it’ll loosen your tight ass up a little bit.  I promise you, Kitty Kat, it’ll feel so fucking good you’ll wanna do it over and over again!  And I can teach you how to suck a dick so good that it’ll literally make any guy your slave.  Men think with their cocks.  You make a man cum until he thinks his head is gonna explode and he’ll follow you around like a puppy.  Get that cherry popped, bitch!  Spread those legs and put out the ‘open for business’ sign!”

      Bethany was such a whore and far from a poet, but she was probably right.  I had so much sexual tension built up in my body that sometimes I thought I might explode.  Don’t get me wrong, I’m no prude, nor have I been saving myself for marriage based off some misguided religious or moral grounds.  I was a virgin for two reasons: lack of opportunity and lack of a man who I wanted to fuck.  That’s it.  There were lots of guys who would have gladly popped my cherry over the years, but I’d never met a guy I would offer the opportunity to, and I wasn’t going to let a guy pop my cherry just because it needed to be popped.  And it wasn’t about love or any of that sappy shit.  It was about desire and passion.  When I do give my virginity away it would be because I wanted the man so badly I couldn’t hold back, not because Bethany told me it would make me feel better, like popping a fat pimple on your nose just to relieve the pressure.

      It wasn’t Bethany’s question about my virginity that was keeping me awake.  It was what she told me afterward that had me so restless, the reason behind the question.

      “There’s this auction,” she said, glancing around the bar to make sure no one was listening.  “They do it every few months at this big estate outside of town.  Rich guys bid on the girl’s virginity.  A hundred thousand dollars is the starting bid.  Sometimes it goes into the hundreds of thousands.  The guy who bids the highest gets the girl for the whole weekend and she has to do whatever he says sexually, within reason, of course.  Violence is not allowed, but some light BDSM is.”

      “BDSM?  What’s that?”  I asked, feeling a little like I’d been living under a rock all my life.

      “Bondage, discipline, sadomasochism,” she explained as casually as if we were talking about the weather.  “He’s buying the right to pop her cherry. And paying dearly for the opportunity.  If he wants to tie her up and gag her, that’s allowed, but nothing that would cause serious injury or leave permanent marks.”

      I blinked at her for a moment, wondering how she could be kidding around at a time like this.  Her expression told me that it was no joke.

      “You’re not serious,” I said.  “Girls actually auction off their virginity?”

      She gave me a slow nod.  “I’m totally serious,” she said.  “And the girl gets half the money.  Tony told me that some girls go for as high as three or four-hundred-grand or more.”

      “Tony?”  I huffed and rolled my eyes.  “Your fuck mate Tony who owns the club.”

      “Technically his dad owns the club, but yes, that Tony.  He’s told me several times that if I knew any smoking hot virgins to let him know.  When I asked why he wouldn’t say, then he got drunk one night and told me everything.  They hold these auctions every few month or so.  And they’ve been doing it for years.  They usually have a dozen or so virgins and a couple dozen men bidding on them.  There’s a little meet and greet before the auction so the men can talk to the girls and get to know them a little, then the auction happens and the bidding begins.”

      “Oh my god, this is like something out of a movie,” I said, putting my fingers to my lips.  “This can’t be real.”

      “Oh, it is,” she said, head bobbing.  “Anyway, after the bidding stops, the winner pays up and the girl is his for the weekend.  The only rule is they have to stay there at the mansion in a private room for the weekend to make sure the girls are kept safe.  Other than that, they own the girl from Friday night until midnight Sunday night.  At the end of the weekend, the girls is paid half of what she went for at the auction, in cash.  If it was a hundred grand, she gets fifty. If it was two hundred grand, she gets one.  And so on.  Not a bad paycheck for a weekend of fucking a rich guy, even if he’s old and fat.  I wish I could go back and close up my hole so I could cash in, but those days are looooong gone.”

      “And you think you can get me into this auction?” I asked, barely believing I would even consider such a thing, even though the thought of it was making me tingle all over.  “I mean, is it really safe?”

      “Tony guarantees that it’s completely safe,” she said.  She reached across the table and squeezed my hand.  “Kat, is this something you’d really consider doing?  I mean, auction off your virginity to save your dad?”

      I thought about it for a moment, then began to slowly nod.

      “Yes.  To save him and myself.  Talk to Tony.  Find out what I need to do.  I’m in.”

      *  *  *

      I opened my eyes to find myself standing on a stage of some kind.  Not a stage, actually, more like a box or a podium that lifted me off the floor by several feet.  I had to hold out my arms to keep my balance.  The room was dark except for a spotlight somewhere above my head.  I glanced up and shielded my eyes with my hands to peer into the darkness.  I looked down.  I was naked except for a pair of stiletto heels.  My tits were full and round, my nipples large, like plump thimbles about to burst.  My bush was neatly trimmed, though I had no recollection of having trimmed it myself.  It was cool in the room.  I felt little goosebumps rising and falling all over my body.

      Suddenly, out of nowhere, I was surrounded by men on all sides as far as I could see, too many to count.  They were of various shapes and sizes and ages and colors, all naked, all extremely well hung, their cocks long and hard and veiny in their hands.  As they stroked their cocks with one hand, they began to reach for me with the other.  I tried to slap their hands away, but my wrists, which were free a moment ago, were now stretched wide and bound high above my head.  I felt my legs spreading.  When I looked down my feet were shoulder-width apart and my ankles were chained to the podium.  I was basically standing, but spread eagle, like the man in that Da Vinci sketch.

      I tried to cry out, but found that I couldn’t because there was something in my mouth.  My tongue pressed against the hard rubber ball gag that was wedged between my lips and tied around my head.  I was completely helpless to protest as the men got closer.  My eyes widened as the men and their big cocks closed in around me.

      Hands and fingers and lips and tongues probed every inch of my body.  They squeezed my breasts and tweaked my nipples until I moaned at the pain and pleasure it brought.  Hands squeezed my ass cheeks, massaging them roughly, kneading them like dough.  I felt fingers slipping between my ass cheeks, probing my anus lightly at first, then deeper, until the pain brought tears to my eyes and finally a sigh of pleasure from my lips.

      Fingers explored my pussy, spreading my lips and swirling around my hole.  I felt warm juices gush from within me.  Something hot and wet, a tongue perhaps, teased my clit, rolling it from side to side and licking it up and down.  My body started to heat up, as if a fire had been set deep inside my belly and was now burning its way through me, sweat dripping from every pore.

      The ball gag that had blocked my screams disappeared as fingers pushed into my mouth, forcing their way past my lips and across my tongue.  I welcomed them into my mouth.  I sucked on the fingers and moaned.  The fingers melted together and grew in thickness and girth until I knew it was a cock in my mouth now.  My lips suctioned around the thick shaft as it slid in and out of my mouth.  My mouth was filled with the taste of salt and sweat.  I felt hot juices flowing on my tongue. The bulbous head pushed against the back of my throat, but I didn’t gag.  I somehow relaxed my throat and took the cock all in, slathering it with my tongue as it slid slowly in and out of my mouth.

      Fingers slid around my opening from the front and from behind, lubricating themselves before sliding deep inside me, pushing the breath from my lungs.  One finger slid inside me, then two, then three, then the whole hand up to the wrist.  The hand started sliding in and out to the rhythm of the cock’s motion in my mouth.  I moaned as my body began to shudder with orgasm after orgasm.  I wanted to suck the cock down my throat and take the hand deeper inside me.  I wanted to cum so hard that it took my breath away and made me scream out in pleasure and pain.

      The hand in my pussy became a large cock.  The cock that was in my mouth became a hot, wet tongue.  When I opened my eyes I found that both belonged to a beautiful man, tall, dark, muscular, though the features of his face were a blur.  My wrists and ankles were suddenly free.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and he slid his hands under my ass to scoop me up.  I wrapped my legs around his waist and felt his cock go deeper inside me as he pulled me to him.  As his tongue dueled with mine and his cock stretched my cunt to the point of splitting open, I began to cum.  I tightened my grip around his neck and sucked on his tongue as wave after wave of my juices washed over him.  I heard him whisper my name and knew he was filling me with his hot milky seed.

      I startled myself awake.  I was naked, my body covered in a film of hot sweat.  My pajamas were on the floor.  The twelve-inch silicon dildo I kept hidden under the mattress, a gag Christmas gift from Bethany, was buried deep inside my pussy.  The dildo, my hand holding it, and much of the bed beneath my ass was soaked from my juices.  The scent of my sex filled the air like a heavy breeze from the salty sea.

      I sighed as the dildo slid from my pussy, my inner walls flexing to push it out.  I massaged my breasts and nipples for a moment.  They were aching and I realized I must have been squeezing them in my dream.  After a moment to catch my breath, I picked up the pajama bottoms and mopped my drenched pussy with them, then wiped off the dildo with the pajama bottoms and slipped it back under the mattress.  I left the pajama top lying on the floor.  My body was on fire, too hot for clothing or covers.

      I closed my eyes and quickly fell asleep again.  There were no dreams this time.  I slept peacefully and woke up completely refreshed because I knew there might be a way to save my father and to free myself, as well.
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      The Virgin Auction, as it had come to be called, was started by Tony’s dad, my uncle Gino D’Angelo, in the mid-seventies, when he and my dad were around the ages Tony and I were now.

      Uncle Gino was a visionary and entrepreneur of the highest magnitude.  He knew there was money in booze, drugs, and pussy because the family had made hundreds of millions from those things for decades, almost since the day my grandfather Luigi started the business in his teens.

      Gino also knew the purer the product, the more the family could charge for it.  When a drinking buddy once jokingly asked him why he couldn’t buy virgin pussy like he could everything else, a lightbulb went off in Gino’s head and The Virgin Auction began, first in a downtown warehouse with a handful of girls and a few of his buddies as bidders.

      Now it was held at a private estate the family owned in Jersey with dozens of girls at a time and lots of bidders with deep pockets and cocks made hard by youth or little blue pills.

      Rumor had it that Uncle Gino outbid the famous mobster John Gotti for the virginity of a beautiful, young Russian girl named Ursula Petrova, who ended up as his second wife and Tony’s mom.  My grandmother Lillian never knew that her oldest son bought his bride at an auction, not that she would have paid it much mind.  Things were different in my grandmother’s day.  She often said Papa Luigi bought her from her father for six jugs of red wine and a cow that barely gave milk.

      The estate where the auction was held was an hour from the city and the auction would begin precisely at midnight on Friday night.  Tony picked me up at my apartment in a Town Car at seven and immediately handed me a tall glass of scotch to nurse on the ride over.  We sat in the back while Jimmy Fist sat in the front with the driver.  I was glad the fat fuck wasn’t sitting with us in the back.  I didn’t feel like dealing with him.

      “So how does this work exactly,” I asked, settling back in the plush leather seat with the drink resting on my knee.  I kept my hand tight around the glass to keep it steady.  I won’t lie, I was a little nervous.  I had never been to an auction to bid on virgin pussy before.  I wasn’t sure if I was going to bid on anything because I found the whole concept of bidding on human flesh more than a bit off-putting.  Still, I couldn’t help but be intrigued by the entire process and the possibility that I might not end the night alone.

      “Works just like a normal auction,” Tony said with a shrug as he sipped his drink with a bored look on his face.  “There is a mixer beforehand where you can meet the girls and check out the merchandise.  We dress them in these little see-through nighties so you see what you’re bidding on before the auction starts.  There’s no touching, just eyeballing and conversation.”

      “And how do the bidders know for sure that the girls are virgins?”

      “Because we have a doctor check them out and issue a certificate of authenticity.”

      I snorted bourbon out of my nose.  It burned like a son of a bitch.  I pinched my nose together and gawked at him.  “You can’t be serious.”

      He grinned.  “Serious as a heart attack.  Guys aren’t gonna pay half a million dollars for a virgin pussy without proof.”

      “Christ,” I sighed with the glass at my lips.  “I can’t believe I let you talk me into this.”

      “You’ll thank me on Monday,” he said.  “Hope you brought your checkbook.”

      I gave him a serious look.  “You really think I’m going to bid on some random girl’s virginity?”

      “Yes, I do, cuz,” he said with a smile.  He held up his glass to toast me.  “Just you wait till you see what I’ve got lined up for you.  Nothing below a ten.  The best USDA grade-A primo pussy money can buy, just for you.”

      “Have you done it?” I asked.  “Bought a girl’s cherry?”

      “Several times,” he said, nodding with a piece of ice in his mouth.  “And each time it has been a motherfucking spiritual experience.  You’d think a virgin would be all timid and afraid.  Bullshit!  Once your cock pops that cherry it’s like a fucking dam bursting and bitches turn into animals, man.  Leave scratches and bite marks all over your body.  She’ll want you to fuck her in the ass and teach her how to suck your cock and have you eat that pussy until she screams.  Trust me, you are gonna love this shit.”

      “If you say so,” I said with a wry smile.  I had no idea if he was bullshitting or not.  I’d never been with a virgin, so I had no idea what to expect.  Knowing Tony, he could be just feeding me a line of shit.  For all I knew the girl could be terrified of me and scream the entire time.  Her virginity was for sale, but there was no guarantee that either party would enjoy consummating the deal.

      Tony glanced over at me with a sly curl to his lips.  “I gotta warn you, though.  Virgin pussy is highly addictive.  More addictive than crack, even.  Some of the guys who’ll be there tonight are repeat customers and they’ll be willing to spend their last million to feed their virgin pussy habit.  So be prepared to dig deep into those pockets of yours.”

      The subject turned to football, then to cars, then to a dozen other things that young, rich guys like us talk about spending our money on.  The one thing Tony and I never talked about was the family business.  I operated on the fringes of the family business while he was neck deep into it.  I knew my grandfather Luigi and uncle Gino were grooming Tony to take over the family someday.  My father didn’t like the fact that I was being passed over, but it was just fine with me.  I had told him and my grandfather many times that I had no interest in how they made their living.  My grandfather threatened to cut me off and my father threatened to disown me, but when they realized that I was not like them and I was going to do my own thing whether they liked it or not, they relented and wished me well.

      Besides, Tony was next in line behind me and before the other cousins.  Tony ate, lived, breathed, and shat the family business.  He was the logical choice to take over the family when his dad passed the mantle on.  I just hoped that Tony would grow up before that day to realize that he didn’t have to use violence and intimidation to get what he wanted.  Although, sometimes I thought he enjoyed the violence, so long as he had Jimmy Fist and other family thugs enforcing his will.

      *  *  *

      A short time later we drove through the massive iron gates where two large men wearing dark suits with holsters bulging from beneath their arms were checking the cars before letting them through.  They saw Jimmy in the front seat and waved us through.

      It had been years since I’d been to the estate, but little had changed.  I glanced out the window at the perfectly-manicured grounds illuminated by the full moon and the large manor house ahead that was lit up like a Christmas tree.  The house was over a hundred years old, built from large cut limestone and Italian marble.  I couldn’t recall the square footage, but knew that there were twenty bedrooms and at least that many bathrooms, along with a gourmet kitchen, a dining hall with seating for several dozen diners, a massive ballroom, a banquet hall, and various studies, cubbies, nooks, and crannies that Tony and I used to explore when we were kids.  It was once our grandparents’ estate.  Now, they lived with Uncle Gino and Aunt Ursula and the house was just used for functions pertaining to private family business and The Virgin Auction.  From the outside, it looked more like a stately mansion in the south of France than the country estate of an American crime family.

      The car dropped us at the front door.  I stepped out and stood on the stone driveway for a moment adjusting the cuffs of my Armani suit and straightening the open collar of my shirt.  Tony climbed out of the car with a fresh drink in hand and waved for me to follow him inside.

      We walked across the broad front porch and into an open foyer with marble floors and a grand staircase.  Soft classical music was playing from hidden speakers.  There was a man dressed in a butler’s uniform just inside the door.  He handed each of us what looked like a colorful brochure and gestured toward the large doorway to his right that led into the ballroom.

      “What’s this?” I asked, opening the brochure to find that it contained professionally-done headshots of the twelve girls on auction that night, as well as a brief biography of each.  “A brochure?  Really?”

      “We can also send the information to an app on your phone if you prefer,” Tony said with a smile.  “Come on, put that fucking thing away and let’s go peruse the inventory.”

      I tucked the brochure into the inside pocket of my jacket and followed him into the ballroom.  There were several dozen men milling around the room, all wearing expensive suits and thick Rolex watches and wedding rings, making the rounds to meet each of the twelve girls who would be on the auction block in just a few hours.   I held my position just inside the door and let my eyes take it all in.  The women were all beautiful and practically nude, wearing just the see-through nighties and stiletto heels.  Actually, see-through was not an accurate description.  The nighties were basically transparent, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination.

      There was quite a variety to choose from: tall, short, thin, full-figured, blonde, brunette, redhead, pale, dark and olive-skinned, small tits, big tits, neat bushes, no bushes.  They were standing on small risers that made them taller than the men, like meat hanging in a butcher shop window.

      “See anything you like?” Tony asked, bumping me with his elbow.  He held up the glass and extended one finger toward a tall black girl with a body so perfect it looked Photoshopped.  “Damn, look at her,” Tony said, clicking his tongue.  “She’s a fitness model, I think.  You up for a little dark meat?”

      “You’re a pig, Tony,” I said, though my eyes remained on her dark body, sweeping up and down from her perfect tits with their dark nipples to the small strip of curls directly above her clit.  Her legs were long and her body was lean and flawless.  She appeared to be perfectly comfortable, exposed as she was.  She put her hands on her hips and bent one knee and smiled at the circle of men gathering around her.  I had a hard time believing she was a virgin.  I was sure a girl like that had men fighting to get to her.

      “How about a redhead?” Tony asked, pointing again.  The redhead was buxom, with large tits that hung from her chest like melons with areolas the size of baseballs and nipples as thick as my thumb.  She sported a thick vee of red curls between her legs.

      “I’m not much on redheads,” I said.  A waiter came by carrying a tray of champagne and I grabbed a glass.  As I was tipping the glass to my lips, I saw a gorgeous blonde across the room, doing her best to act sexy even though she was clearly uncomfortable standing naked on a podium in a roomful of men.  I watched her for a moment.  She was nervous, with a look of near panic in her eyes.  Several men were ogling her.  She did her best to smile, though clearly, she was self-conscious.  She kept covering her perfect breasts with her arms, then dropped them the moment she realized what she was doing.  I supposed that she had been instructed on how to stand and smile and talk to the men.  I couldn’t explain why, but I felt the sudden need to go to her, to protect her, to reassure her that by Monday she could put this all behind her and buy a small house with her cut of the proceeds.

      “That’s Bethany’s friend,” Tony said, leaning in to bump me with his arm.  “You remember Bethany from the club?”

      “I’d probably recognize the top of her head,” I said without taking my eyes off the blonde.

      “No, not the chick with the gap,” he said, making a sour face.  “The waitress, Bethany.  Dark hair, big tits, likes it in the ass?”

      I had no idea who the fuck he was talking about, but I nodded anyway and sipped the champagne and stared at her eyes, waiting to see if she was going to look back at me.  She didn’t.  She was doing her best to smile and chat with the men around her.  I’d never seen a beautiful woman look so uncomfortable, of course, she was practically naked standing on a podium in front of a roomful of lustful strangers who would soon be bidding on the right to shove their fat, smelly cock into her tight pussy and decimate her virginity.

      I wondered if she’d ever done anything sexually before.  Tony, my expert, explained that Certified Virgin meant that the girl’s hymen was intact, not that she had never had a cock in her hands, mouth, or ass.  He told me it wasn’t unusual for girls these days to have anal sex and suck cock every night of the week and still call themselves a virgin.  I just shook my head.  I only slept with mature women that were as experienced and adventurous as I was.  I probably wouldn’t know what to do with a virgin, but then again, it could be fun to find out.

      “She’s beautiful,” I said quietly.

      I dug the brochure from inside my jacket and opened it up.  I found her photo and bio on the fourth page.  The photo was a standard modeling headshot.  She was gazing into the camera with a slight tilt to her head, as if she were too shy to have her picture taken but excited that she was.

      Her long blonde hair was draped over one bare shoulder.  Her blue eyes narrowed a little when she smiled.  She had high cheekbones and lips that were perfectly full and utterly kissable.

      Her expression was both hesitant and seductive, like a Pandora’s Box waiting to be opened so its secrets, good and bad, could spill out.

      I ignored Tony for a moment and silently read her bio.

      

      Katrina Anne Donovan

      21 years old, 5’8, 125 lbs.  Natural blonde, blue eyes, fair complexion, Irish descent.  Occupation: Waitress, college student working toward a degree in medicine.  Likes: Romantic movies, walks in the park, cuddling by a fire, the New York Jets.  Dislikes: Arrogant men, stupid people, the New York Giants.  Citizenship: US citizen, New York residency.

      Certified Virgin.

      

      I smiled at her comments.  If she hated arrogant men and stupid people, she was in the wrong place.  I tucked the brochure back into my jacket and watched her as I finished the glass of champagne.  She was putting forth an effort to be cordial, but I could tell it was hard for her.  She had probably been told that the friendlier she was to the men beforehand, the higher the bids for her would be at action time.  The other girls were laughing and joking and striking seductive poses.  One of them, a petite brunette with enormous tits and a thick Jersey accent, was spreading her thighs and holding back her pubes with her fingertips to give patrons a closer look at the pussy they would be bidding on.

      Katrina Donovan, on the other hand, was standing with her legs pressed tightly together and her hands balled into fists at her sides.  It was easy to tell that she would have rather been anywhere but where she was at that moment.

      “She is a bit of a tight ass, but a total fucking babe,” Tony said with a smirk, obviously humored by my interest in the what he called “the primo merchandise”.  “She probably has a pussy so tight it’ll rub the skin right off your dick.”

      “You’re such a romantic, Tony,” I said, cutting my eyes at him.

      “Fuck romance.”  He bumped me with his elbow again.  I was going to be battered and bruised before the night was over if he kept that up.  He nudged me and growled in my ear.  “Go on over and talk to her.”

      “I will,” I said, bumping him back.  “Give me a minute.”  It was a little ridiculous, my hesitation to approach her.  I had been with more women than I could count and had never had a problem approaching a woman before.  But as I watched Katrina Donovan nervously covering her blonde bush with her crossed hands and forcing a smile for the men surrounding her, I felt like a nerdy high schooler mustering the courage to ask the most beautiful girl in school to dance.

      A waiter came by and I plucked two glasses of champagne from the tray.  Giving Tony a pensive look, I took a deep breath and said, “Wish me luck.”

      “Luck has nothing to do with it, motherfucker,” he called from behind.  “It’s all about the money!”
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      What the hell had I gotten myself into?

      And how the hell could I get myself out of it?

      Those were the only thoughts that kept running through my mind as I stood on the little podium practically naked in front of the roomful of men who were ogling me like… like… well, I don’t know what!

      To say that I felt like a piece of meat hanging in a butcher store window would have been an understatement.  I felt totally exposed, completely vulnerable, utterly defenseless, and sadly alone as I stood up there wearing nothing but a transparent nightie and a pair of four-inch stiletto heels that I could barely walk in.

      Honestly, I was horrified and a little turned on at the same time.  It was not lost on me that this was very much like the dream I’d had, only the men gawking at me now were wearing expensive suits with tall drinks in their hands rather than huge cocks.  It was almost comical the way they tried to make small talk like we were at a cocktail party discussing the weather or current events, all while they eyed my tits and bush, and gave me lusty looks that made me want to puke.

      “So, sweet cheeks,” a short, round man with gray hair and bushy eyebrows said, giving me a toothy smile that made my skin crawl.  “What will you do with the money you make here tonight?”  He leaned in and lowered his voice.  “And don’t give me that old shtick about your mom dying of cancer or you’re about to lose the family home.  What are you really gonna do with it?  Shopping spree?  New car?  Trip to Europe?”

      “My mom did die of cancer, you fucking asshole,” I said, staring down at him from my high perch.  I thought he might be trying to make a joke, but I didn’t find anything funny about it.  My nostrils flared like a mad bull and I growled at him.  “And I’ve never had a family home, so fuck off.”

      His eyebrows knitted together as his forehead furrowed and his cheeks flushed bright red.  He narrowed his eyes at me.  “You little cunt.  I might buy you just so I can teach you some manners.”

      I was about to tell him to go fuck himself again, then I noticed the older woman who was in charge of the auction giving me the eye.   Her name was Lois something or other.  She was probably in her late fifties, with hair dyed jet black, makeup that looked as if it had been applied with a trowel, and the stern eye of a Marine drill instructor.  I tried to remember everything she had told us during the orientation (yes, there was an orientation).  Smile.  Be friendly.  Chat them up.  Be seductive.  Don’t cover yourself with your hands or arms.  Shoulders back.  Tits out.  Legs spread.  If a guy asks to see your pussy, show it to him, but don’t let anyone touch you.  If anyone gets out of line scream and security will escort them out.  Remember, the sexier you are, the more money you’ll make, she said, like it was the whore’s mantra.

      I forced a smile and waved a hand at the greasy bastard.  “I’m just messing with you, sweet cheeks,” I said, trying not to choke on the words.  I would rather slit my wrists than give this asshole my cherry, but I had gotten myself into this mess and I was determined to see it through.  Just think about the money, Bethany said.  Think about the money. That’s all that matters.

      I put my hands on my knees to lean down and give him a smile.  “But, I would love to learn from you, if the price is right.”

      “Well, that’s better,” he huffed, the eyebrows wiggling at me.  “I like a girl with a fire in her belly.”  He leaned in close enough that I could smell the liquor on this breath and the sweat on his neck.  “And my cock in her ass.”

      “Um, well, that’s good to know,” I said.  He ogled me for a moment more, his eyes lingering on my nipples, which were full and plump despite my embarrassment, then went off to bother another girl.  I tried to wipe the perspiration from my upper lip without anyone seeing.  There’s nothing sexy about lip sweat.  Ass sweat, maybe, but not lip sweat.  And I had to be sexy if I wanted to bring a high price, even if it embarrassed me to death.

      The men probably thought otherwise, but there was nothing sexy about standing naked in a roomful of leering men, at least not to me.  I was naked and on display, like an animal at the zoo, only I wasn’t there to be looked at.  I was there to be poked and prodded and invaded in the most intimate way, my hymen violently punched through, my virginity forever a thing of the past.

      I felt totally alone, even though the room was filled with people.  I had to force myself to smile even though I felt like crying.  I just kept reminding myself that in a few days I’d hopefully have the money to pay off my father’s debts and pay for my first semester at school.

      Think about the money.

      It’s all about the money.

      *  *  *

      I didn’t know how or why, but I felt as if someone was watching me.  Not gawking at my body in a lustful way like the other men in the room, but watching me in a protective way.  It was hard to explain, but I couldn’t shake the feeling.  I glanced around the room for a moment and then I saw him, the source of my paranoia, a man watching me (not staring) from across the room.

      The little podium was tall enough that I could see over the heads of the men directly in front of me.  This man watching me was tall and broad shouldered, wearing a dark suit and white shirt that was open at the collar.  His complexion was dark, as were his hair and eyes.  He was by far the most handsome man in the room, perhaps the most handsome man I’d ever seen, and he was somehow different from the others, as if he wasn’t meant to be there, but was fascinated by it all nonetheless.  Surely, I thought, he could get more than his share of women without having to buy one’s virginity.

      When I noticed him looking at me, he casually glanced away.  He was standing next to a skinny guy in a shiny blue suit who looked like a character from The Sopranos. Next to him was a muscle head stuffed in a suit that looked like it might burst at the seams at any moment.

      When the handsome stranger looked away, I brought my attention back to the men gathered in front of me.  A large man with a thick black hair and a bushy mustache and cold blue eyes was speaking to me.  His accent was thicker than the hair above his lip.

      “I’m sorry, what did you say?” I asked, working up a smile that took most of the energy I had left.

      “Your ass,” he said, his voice deep and gravelly.  “Is virgin, too?”

      I blinked at him.  “Excuse me?”

      There was a shorter fat man standing next to him, holding a drink he was stirring with a straw as he stared at my tits.  He looked like an accountant or maybe a lawyer.  He gave me a smile that reminded me of the creeps you’d meet on the subway late at night.

      “My Russian friend is asking if your ass is virginal, too,” the fat fuck said.  “He is interested in bidding if his cock would be the first to enter your ass and your pussy.”

      “A twofer,” the Russian said with a broad grin that revealed a mouthful of crooked teeth.  He held up two thick fingers with the knuckles facing me and wiggled them in the air.  “Ass and pussy, virgin for Dimitri’s big cock.”

      Was my ass virginal, too?  Seriously?  Who the fuck asks a question like that?  Was he really willing to pay more to be the first cock I’d ever had in my ass?

      Jesus Christ, I didn’t know my ass was for sale!  I’d never done anything like that before and wasn’t sure I even wanted to.  I mean, that’s an exit, right?  Not an entrance?  I got the feeling that if he did win me in the auction he would have his way with me regardless of what I had to say about it.  As his eyes burned into mine, I felt my ass cheeks clench.

      I suddenly felt like Alice in Wonderland.  I wasn’t dealing with the evil Queen of Hearts, but I was surrounded by a bunch of crazy motherfuckers all the same, though I didn’t recall the Mad Hatter asking Alice if her ass was virginal, too.

      “My ass is not for sale,” I said, narrowing my eyes at them.  “If you like ass so much go fuck each other.”

      They glanced at each other for a moment, then burst out laughing.  The big Russian waved his hand at me.  He was chuckling, but his words sent a chill up my spine.  “Fucking white cunt.  I buy you and fuck you until you scream, then put you to work like fucking dog.”

      “Excuse me, fellas,” a voice interrupted from behind the Russian.  The Russian and the fat man both turned to find the handsome man who had been watching me from across the room.  He was smiling at them with a flute of champagne in each hand.

      “What fuck you want, cocksucker?” the Russian grunted.  His fat pal put out a hand to shush him.

      “Dimitri, this is Nicky D’Angelo,” the fat man said.  “Nicky, how have you been?”

      “Good, Roger,” he said with a smile.  “Enjoying the party?”

      I had no idea who the handsome stranger was, but he had rattled the fat man for some reason.  The Russian, on the other hand, seemed unimpressed.

      The fat man blinked as if he had something in his eye and said, “Uh, yes, we are.”

      “Good, now, if you don’t mind, I’d like to talk to the young lady.”  The smiled slowly faded from his lips.  He set his eyes on the Russian.  “You boys go find someone else to bother.”

      “Uh, sure thing, Nicky,” the fat man said, forcing a nervous chuckle.  “Good to see you.  Dimitri, let’s check out the other girls.”

      I couldn’t see the Russian’s face when he was told to go bother someone else, but I noticed his head twitch just a little to the side.  He glanced back at me, like a wolf watching a fawn get away, then followed his fat friend to the next girl in line.

      “I can never decide who are bigger pricks; lawyers or their Russian clients,” my savior said with a smile, the first one I’d seen all evening that didn’t look as if it had an agenda behind it.  He held out one of the champagne glasses to me.  “Thirsty?”

      “We’re not supposed to drink,” I said.  I folded my arms over my breasts, then quickly dropped them to my sides and balled my hands into fists to keep them there.  “We’re supposed to be sober for the auction.  Even though it would be much easier if we were drunk.  At least for me.”

      “Ah, that makes sense,” he said, pulling his arm back.  He gazed into my eyes and let his eyebrows go up.  “I’m Nicky D’Angelo.  And you are?”

      “Katrina,” I said, my cheeks flushing like a school girl being asked to dance by the most handsome boy in class.  Even though I was naked and didn’t know him from Adam, I found myself not wanting to cover up in front of him.  I wanted him to look at my breasts and my hard nipples and my neatly-trimmed bush and my tight ass and my toned legs.  I wanted him to take in every inch of me with his eyes, then explore every inch with his hands and mouth.  I felt a moist heat growing between my legs.

      “I’m not sure what we’re supposed to talk about,” he said, giving me a playful frown.  “I mean, am I supposed to ask you about your hobbies or your favorite movies or how you plan to spend the money or?”

      “I’m not sure either,” I said, smiling genuinely for the first time since I’d arrived at the mansion earlier in the day.  I glanced around the room and shook my head.  “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

      “Neither have I,” he said with the champagne glass at his lips.  “If you don’t mind me asking, why are you doing it now?”

      “I need the money for college,” I said.  “And to pay off some family debts.”

      “Ah, cool, what are you going to study?”

      “I want to do cancer research,” I said.  I didn’t realize it at the time, but I was standing with my hands behind my back, rotating my hips from side to side like a little girl talking about what she wanted to be when she grew up.  When I realized what I was doing, I crossed my hands in front of me and told myself to stand still.

      “That’s great,” he said, toasting me with the glass.  “I have great respect for people like you.”

      “What kind of people is that?” I asked.  I gazed deeply into his eyes and felt the world around me collapse into darkness.  It was as if I had tunnel vision.  Even though the room was filled with noise and activity, he was the only thing I could see.

      “People who care about other people,” he said with a thoughtful frown.  “Nurses, doctors, social workers, teachers...  I have great respect for people who do that sort of thing.”

      “What do you do?” I asked.

      “Not that,” he said flatly.  He stared at me for a moment, as if he couldn’t think of anything more to say.  Then he cleared his throat and gave me a nod.  “Well, good luck, Katrina.  It was nice to meet you.  I hope you get everything out of life that you deserve.”

      “Thanks,” I said, thinking it was an odd thing for him to say given the circumstances.  Maybe he was as nervous as I was.  “It was nice to meet you, too.”

      I wanted to add, “And please buy me.  Please, please, please buy me!”

      A moment later, the woman running the auction came by to tell me that things were about to start and I should follow her.  I carefully stepped off the podium and along with the other eleven girls, followed the woman to the front of the room and lined up side by side.  I was number four in line, just like my bio in the brochure.

      “Okay, girls,” she said, directing us with her bony hands.  “Lose the nighties and line up.  The auction is about to begin.”
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      “The fun begins,” Tony said with a devilish glee to his voice.  The girls had taken off the transparent nighties and lined up side by side like contestants in a beauty pageant.  Some of them were striking sexy poses (or trying to), some looked a little uncomfortable, and Katrina, the gorgeous girl with the pleading smile that I couldn’t take my eyes off of looked like she literally wanted to run screaming.  I could tell she was doing her best to hold it together, but she kept bringing her arms up to cover herself then forcing them down, fidgeting from one foot to the other, and tugging at the long blonde hair draped over her left shoulder, as if she thought she could cover herself with it.

      I recognized the woman who ran the auction.  Her name was Lois Perkins, a former stripper from back in Uncle Gino’s day.  She was giving them instructions and talking with her hands, like a quarterback in a huddle.

      I sipped a fresh glass of champagne and glanced around the room. There were probably thirty or forty men there now, eyeing the women and grinning like wolves before a slaughter.  The big Russian prick and his fat fuck of a lawyer were standing on the other side of the room, eyeing me and whispering.  When the Russian caught my eye, he gave me a grin and held up his middle finger.

      “Who is that?” I asked Tony, nodding in the Russian’s direction.

      “Dimitri Popov,” Tony said while masking his words behind the glass.  “They call him “The Shiv” because he likes to cut things up.  A real psycho cocksucker, an enforcer for the Russian mob.  Steer clear of him.  He’s like a disease.  Spend enough time around him and you get sick and die.”

      “I think he’s going to bid on the blonde,” I said, turning toward Tony so the Russian couldn’t see me speak.  “Does he hurt girls?”

      Tony sighed and glanced at Jimmy Fist, who uncharacteristically broke his silence to say, “He hurts everybody.”

      “Good to know,” I said, turning back toward the girls.  I glanced the Russian’s way one more time.  He and his fat buddy were looking at Katrina with evil thoughts in their eyes.

      I said to Tony, “Tell me how this works.”

      “Lois will call the girls up one by one to stand on the podium,” Tony said, pointing toward the girls and the single podium in front of them, which was a couple of feet tall.  “The starting bid is a hundred-grand with minimum raises of twenty-five-thousand.  There is no limit on the dollar amount of raises, so you can go over twenty-five at a pop, if you want.  Lois conducts the action until the bidding is done, then highest bidder gets the girl for the weekend.”

      “Then what?”

      “The bid includes the use of a suite upstairs for the weekend where the deal in consummated, so to speak.  The girl is yours until midnight Sunday night.  If the girl wants to leave with you afterward she can, but she has to stay here over the weekend so we can ensure her safety.  If she leaves before Sunday midnight without a valid reason, she forfeits the money.”

      I gave him a sideways frown.  “Has that been a problem in the past?  The safety of the girls?”

      “We instigated the rule when the Russians started coming to the auction,” he said bitterly.  “They would bid on a girl and nobody would ever see her again.  Or she’d pop up working as a whore or a dancer in one of their clubs.  It’s bad for business when a girl ends up sucking cock in a Russian brothel in Pittsburgh.”  He glanced at the Russian and shook his head.  “Fucking assholes.”

      “Gentlemen, welcome,” Lois said, turning toward the crowd and clasping her hands together between her breasts.  “If this is your first time to The Virgin Auction, welcome.  If you are a repeat customer, welcome back.”  She extended her arms and gave us all a sweeping clap.  When no one clapped along with her, she let her expression go serious and reeled her arms back in.

      “For our first-time guests, here are the rules.”  She told the crowd basically what Tony had told me, ticking off the rules on her skinny fingers and leaving out any mention of disappearing girls and Russian brothels.  When she was done, she went to the first girl in line, a skinny redhead with tits too large for her thin frame and a thick bush the same color as the hair on her head.

      Lois extended her hand to the girl and led her to the podium, then held the hand as the girl stepped onto the podium and came to stand completely naked before the crowd with her hands held behind her back and her chin held proudly in the air.

      “Gentlemen, if you will refer to the brochure for details, this is Candace.  She is twenty-one, a natural redhead as you can see, and is ready to offer her virginity to the highest bidder.  The bidding starts at one-hundred-thousand dollars.  Who will give me an opening bid?”

      I was shocked as controlled chaos broke out around me. Hands were thrust high in the air by men willing to spend cold hard cash for hot virgin pussy.  Lois continually scanned the room with her arms outstretched in front of her.  Her right hand was open and drifting across the crowd looking for the next bidder.  Her left hand was balled into a fist and held in the direction of the highest bidder thus far.  For the life of me, I didn’t know how she kept up.  She would recognize a bidder’s amount (one-hundred-fifty-thousand, thank you, sir) then immediately ask for a higher bid (who’ll give me one-seventy-five?).  The bidders laughed and kidded one another, as if it was all in good fun.  Finally, at a high bid of two-hundred-thousand dollars, the redhead was auctioned off to a short, balding man I recognized from Wall Street, a guy I knew to be married with six kids and a couple of mistresses.  He beamed as he approached the girl with his hand out to help her down from the podium.

      “Congratulations, sir, please see the gentleman at the door to cover your bid and get the key to your suite.”

      “Pretty fucking interesting, huh.”  Tony bumped me with his shoulder.  “It’s a fucking adrenaline rush when you’re bidding.”

      “I’m sure,” I said, keeping my eye on Katrina, who was the fourth girl in line, one behind the black girl with the fitness model body.  I casually sipped my drink and pretended to be disinterested as the next two girls went for even more than the redhead.  The fitness model brought half a million dollars, going to a guy wearing an Armani suit and black keffiyeh on his head like an Arabian sheik.  When Lois led Katrina to the podium, I gave my empty glass to a passing waiter and rubbed the sweat from my hands.

      “I knew you would bid,” Tony said happily, bumping me with his shoulder.  He glanced at the Russian.  The humor left his voice.  “Dimitri is going to bid.”

      I kept my eyes on Katrina.  “How do you know?”

      “Because he knows you’re interested.”

      Sure enough, I glanced over at the Russian and he was smiling at me.  He held up two fingers this time and slathered his tongue between them.  It was at that moment that I knew that I was going to take Katrina upstairs to spend the weekend with me no matter the cost.

      One, because I found her sexy as hell and could only imagine the delights I could derive from her luscious body.

      Two, because the Russian was going to try to win her just to spite me, and if he won he would take his anger with me out on her and God only knew what else he would do to her.

      And three, when I gazed into Katrina’s eyes I saw a girl who didn’t belong there any more than I did.  She was beautiful and smart and funny and sexy as hell.  She wasn’t some gold digger selling her body for money.  She needed the money to build her life, not to blow it on vacations and cars and frivolous shit that girls like her didn’t care about.

      Her eyes were pleading with me, begging me to win her and whisk her off to safety.  She gave me a little smile as if she had read my mind.  We both knew that before the night was over she was going to be mine, no matter the cost.

      *  *  *

      Katrina stood naked on the podium with her arms behind her and her eyes turned toward the floor.  Her large breast heaved as she struggled to keep her breathing steady.  She squeezed her thighs together as if she were trying to keep some invader from burrowing its way inside her.

      “Gentleman, this is Katrina, a natural blonde, twenty-one years old, certified virgin in every way.”  Lois grinned and held a hand to the side of her mouth as if she were telling a secret.  “That means she’s never had a cock in any hole, boys.”  The men chuckled.  I wanted to punch her teeth down her throat, where I was sure my Uncle Gino had deposited his seed many times back in the day.

      She held up her hands like a conductor.  “Now, let the bidding begin at one-hundred-thousand dollars.  Who will bid one-hundred-thousand dollars?”

      A flurry of hands shot up and the bidding quickly reached two-hundred-thousand dollars.  I was about to put my hand up when I felt someone grab my wrist from behind.

      “Not yet, cuz,” Tony said quietly, holding onto my wrist.  “Wait until the old bat starts calling for final bids, then swoop in.  Otherwise, you’re just running the price up.”

      I glanced over my shoulder at him and nodded my head.  The bids kept going higher.  I watched Katrina as the amount grew.  She glanced up at each bid, then glanced quickly back down.

      Two-hundred-fifty-thousand…

      Two-seventy-five…

      Then, as quickly as it had begun, the bidding stopped.  My heart clenched in my chest when Lois directed her fist to the Russian and said, “You, sir, have the highest bid at two-hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars.”  She swept the room with her right hand.  “Do I hear three-hundred thousand?  Three-hundred-thousand?  I have two-seventy-five, do I hear three?”

      “Fucking end it, old woman,” the Russian growled, stepping out of the crowd with his glass held high in the air like a champion gladiator.  He turned to face the crowd with a threatening look on his face.  “It is done, yes?  Nobody will bid against Dimitri anymore.  Clear?”  He wasn’t asking if anyone else wanted to bid.  He was telling them not to.  He was declaring the auction to be over and himself as the winner.

      Lois had a nervous look in her eye.  I saw her glance at Tony, then she quickly looked away.  Her first was cocked back, pointing in the air.  When the first came down with one finger extended at the Russian, the bidding was over.  Katrina was his.

      “Now,” Tony said, releasing my hand.

      “Three-hundred-thousand,” I said, nearly shouting the bid, thrusting my hand in the air like Braveheart leading his men into battle.  Lois couldn’t help but smile briefly as her fist came down and fixed on my direction.  “I have three-hundred-thousand from Mr. D’Angelo.  Do I hear three-twenty-five?”

      “You bid against me, cocksucker?” the Russian growled.  His fat lawyer was trying to tell him something, but the Russian pushed him away and stood to face me.  We were ten feet apart, facing each other down like old-timey Western gunslingers.  The crowd took a step back as if they didn’t want to get caught in the hail of bullets.  The Russian gave me his hardest look and upped the bid.

      “Three-twenty-five,” he said.

      “Four hundred,” I shot back without hesitation.  My eyes were fixed on the Russian, but I thought I heard Katrina gasp at the amount.

      “You motherfucker crazy cocksucker,” the Russian said.  He put his hands on his hips and pulled back the leather jacket he was wearing.  There was an empty holster clipped to his belt.  I supposed guns weren’t allowed inside the auction for this very reason.

      I glanced up at Katrina, who was staring at me with wide eyes filled with tears.  Call it adrenaline, call it bravery, call it thinking with my cock and not my head, I stepped closer to the Russian until I was just out of his reach.  We were the same height.  He was broader at the shoulder than me, but thicker around the waist.  He had ten years on me and I had twenty pounds of muscle on him.  I wasn’t afraid of him, but I knew he wasn’t the kind of guy to fight fair.  Still, I doubted he would start anything here.

      “Gentleman, do I hear four-hundred-twenty-five?”

      I gave him a stony look.  “Well, comrade?  Bid or fuck off.”

      His shark-like eyes narrowed and he worked his jaw back and forth.  What little brain he had was weighing his odds.  Finally, he waved a hand at the old woman and spat on the floor.

      He swept a hand between us.  “This between us, this is not done.”  He turned with his fat friend in tow and pushed his way out of the room.  I saw him say something to Tony, who followed him out the door.

      “Four-hundred going once,” she said.  When I went to the podium to take Katrina’s hand, she closed the bid without further call.  “Sold, for four-hundred thousand dollars to Mr. Nicky D’Angelo.”

      Katrina took my hand and carefully stepped down.  I took off my jacket and wrapped it around her shoulders.  I tugged the lapels tight across her breasts.  The look of relief on her face made me smile.

      “Come on,” I said, nodding toward the door.  “Let’s get you upstairs.  You look like you could use a hot bath and a cold drink.”
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      Holy fucking shit…

      Unless I was just imagining things, or having another one of my weird dreams, the hottest man I’d ever seen just paid four-hundred-thousand dollars for my virginity and a couple days of my time.  That meant that my share was two-hundred-thousand dollars.  Two hundred fucking thousand dollars!  The best part was, I would have given my virginity to him for free on the first date if he had asked.  He was that hot and I think he was that nice, though it was hard to judge how nice someone is when they’re bidding on the right to fuck you all weekend.

      The big guy with the Russian accent scared the living shit out of me.  He literally looked and talked and acted like every Russian mobster I had seen on TV.  When I thought that he was going to be the one to win my cherry, I think my cherry started to dry up in fear.  Then he stepped in and made all my fears go away.

      As I watched him hand the man at the door a black American Express card and sign the receipt for $400,000, I let go the sigh of relief that I’d been holding for hours.  The man gave him a copy of the receipt and a keycard that would let us into the suite we’d be sharing for the next two days.

      “Thank you, Mr. D’Angelo, and congratulations,” the man said.  He looked at me and smiled.  “Your things are already in the room, miss.  Have a good weekend.”

      “That was like checking into a hotel,” I said with a nervous quiver in my voice.  “I mean, other than the auctioning off my virginity part.”

      “Are you okay?” he asked, offering me his arm to lead me out of the room.

      “I’m okay now,” I said, taking his arm.  “I can’t thank you enough for saving me.”

      “It was my pleasure,” he said as he led me up the grand staircase to our suite on the second floor.  “Or at least it will be.”  He gave me a shy smile that unnerved me for a moment.  He sensed my sudden tension and started to apologize.  “Sorry, bad joke.  I’m not sure what the protocol is for this sort of thing.”

      “It’s okay,” I said, squeezing his arm, walking close to him like two lovers strolling down a lane.  I knew it was completely insane because I barely knew him (like barely, barely), but there was something about him that put me at ease, something that made me want to trust him and hold him and squeeze him and let him inside my body, my heart, and my mind.

      He had just paid a fortune for the right to be the first man ever to make love to me.  I owed it to him to make sure he got his money’s worth in every way.  And perhaps more.

      *  *  *

      I had said this was like checking into a hotel.  I was wrong because I’d never seen a hotel like this nice.  The room was large and spacious, with a private bathroom that had a large clawfoot tub that must have been over a hundred years old and a sitting area in front of the bay windows that looked out onto the back of the property.  There was a king-sized bed with a hand-carved mahogany headboard and matching nightstands.  The furniture was all old and beautiful, like the house itself.  The only modern amenities were a huge flat panel TV on the dresser and a modern minibar stocked with alcohol, soft drinks, juices, and snacks.

      “This is amazing,” I said as I stepped into the room and waited for Nicky to close and lock the door.  I had not been able to shake the feeling I’d gotten from the Russian guy.  I expected the place to be as secure as Fort Knox, but guys like that never let locks and guards stop them from carrying out their evil deeds.

      I had slipped my arms into the sleeves of his jacket and was holding it closed around me.  He came to stand in front of me and adjusted the lapels.  He said, “I’m not sure how this is supposed to work.”

      “Oh no, you’re a virgin, too?”

      He blinked at me, then grinned.  “That’s not what I meant.”

      “Thank god one of us has a clue,” I said.  I took a deep breath and put my arms around his neck.  The jacket fell open, exposing my naked body underneath.  “Let’s start with this.”

      He was nearly as shocked as I was when I pressed my lips gently to his and let my tongue slither out of my mouth like a hungry snake.  His tongue came out to play and the kiss quickly turned passionate.  I felt little tingles shoot through my body, starting at my lips, rolling down my breasts, and gathering in my pussy, which grew hot and moist between my legs.

      I sighed into his mouth as my nipples plumped against the inside of the jacket.   I pulled my arms from around his neck and let the jacket slide down them to the floor.  I put my arms back around his neck and kissed him harder, probing his mouth with my tongue.

      I was a virgin, but I was not totally ignorant in the ways of sex.  I had been with enough boys in school and watched enough online porn to know how these things worked (I called it research).  I knew all the moves, even though I’d never practiced them myself.  I expected that I’d be a clumsy lover at first, but I was an eager student and a fast learner and knew that my skills at pleasing a man would grow over time.  Starting now.

      Granted, the only things ever to be inside my pussy were my fingers and my toys, but I had always been careful not to violate myself to the point of tearing the veil that protected my virginity.  That was something sacred to me.  It was a gift I planned to save until I met a man worthy of it.  I never expected that a man would pay a small fortune for the privilege of being my first, but this is the way things worked out and at this point, that was more than fine with me.

      Nicky’s hands slid around my waist and found my ass.  He cupped my ass cheeks in his palms and pulled me into him.  Then I felt it, the rock-hard cock in his pants, pushing into my leg, pulsating like a heartbeat against me.  The heat inside me intensified as the fire in my cunt began to roar.

      “What is that?” I asked playfully, my lips moving to his ear. I traced my tongue along the ridge of his ear and bit at his earlobe.  I loved the way his skin tasted on my tongue and his warm breath felt against my cheek.

      “That is your prize,” he said as he left kisses along my neck and shoulder.  His fingers flexed in my ass and ground me against him.  I brought my left hand down from his neck and pressed my palm against his cock.  It was the first time I’d ever felt a man’s rock hardness before.  It felt long and thick beneath my hand.  I couldn’t wait to see it with my own eyes, taste it with my mouth, feel it deep inside me.

      I said, “You had mentioned a hot bath and a cold drink?  Care to join me?”

      “I would,” he said, pressing his forehead to mine.  “You go run us a bath and I will order champagne.”

      “Yes, sir,” I said with a happy sigh.  Before I let him go, I looked him in the eye and tried not to cry.  “Thank you, Nicky.  Thank you for saving me.”

      “Again, it was my pleasure.”

      I gave his cock a playful squeeze.  “Not yet, but it soon will be.”

      *  *  *

      The big tub filled quickly with hot water and bubbles.  There were candles on the back of the tub and a lighter.  I lit the candles and dimmed the lights.  There was an ancient radio built into the wall.  I turned it on and found a channel playing soft music, then took off the stiletto heels and slid into the tub.

      I was grateful to have the chance to wash myself off before we started making love.  My body was covered in a film of nervous sweat that even I could smell when I was standing naked on the podium.  Like I said before, sweat is not sexy unless you’re sweating together.

      I filled the tub with water until the bubbles covered the bottom of my breasts but left my erect nipples free in the warm air.  I scooped water onto my breasts and rubbed them until my nipples were pink and hard.   I took the bar of soap off the side of the tub and washed my pussy with it, stroking the bar slowly between my folds, feeling little tingles shoot through my clit and making me hot and wet to the touch.  When I opened my eyes, Nicky was standing next to the tub wearing nothing but a smile, stroking his hard cock from shaft to head with his right hand.

      I felt the breath catch in my chest when I saw him naked for the first time.  Nicky’s body was lean and hard with muscle across his shoulders and chest.  The hair on his chest and above his thick cock was as thick and black as the hair on his head.  His cock, the first cock I’d ever seen in person, was long and thick and roped with veins.  The head was purple and round, looking as if it might burst if not relieved soon.  He moved his hands slowly over the shaft and smiled at me.

      “You like what you see?” he asked, moving to the side of the tub so my wet hand could replace his.

      “Yes,” I sighed, marveling at the feeling of the hard shaft in my hand.  I slid my hand back and forth as he was doing.

      “Have you ever sucked a cock before?” he asked.

      I gave him a demure look and shook my head.

      “Do you want to suck my cock?”

      “Yes,” I whispered, licking my lips.

      “Do you want me to teach you?”

      “Everything,” I said quietly.  “Teach me everything.”

      “Press your lips to the head,” he said, moving as close to the tub as he could.  “Kiss it.  Lick it.  Take it into your mouth.  Just be mindful of the teeth.”  He grinned as I moved to the edge of the tub still holding his cock in my hand.  When I pressed my lips to the head and flicked my tongue to the slit, he put his hands on my shoulders and sighed.

      “Yes… like that…” he whispered.  “Hold it up and lick the underside… Yes… that’s it… Now spread your lips just enough to let me slide inside… yes… that’s it…  Now move your lips back and forth… oh fuck…  yes… just like that…”

      I smiled with his cock in my mouth.  I was giving my first blowjob and obviously doing a pretty damned good job.  It was amazing, the feeling of his manhood between my lips.  As I slid his thick cock in and out of my mouth, I felt things deep inside me that I’d never felt before.  My breasts were swelling.  My nipples were so hard they ached.  And my cunt was on fire, filling me with a heat and desire I had never felt before.

      “That’s perfect…” he said.  My hand came up to fondle his balls as I sucked his cock.  I knew enough to be careful there as I kneaded the flesh of his sack between my fingers.

      I took his cock in my hand and let it slide from my mouth.  I worked my hand back and forth and gazed up at him.

      “Come into the bath with me,” I said.  “I have something for you.”
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      For a virgin, Katrina sucked cock like a seasoned pro.  She was gentle and firm at the same time, sliding the head and a few inches of the shaft slowly inside her mouth and suctioning her lips to draw it back out again.  I could have shot my load over her hand and into her mouth and would do so later if all went well, but I wanted my first orgasm to be inside her.  I’d never had a four-hundred-thousand-dollar orgasm before.  I expected it to be spectacular.

      She released my cock long enough to let me climb into the tub with her.  She leaned back against the side with her legs spread and her beautiful tits on display.  I got on my knees in front of her and kissed her on the lips, then let my tongue trail a path down her neck to her waiting nipples.  When my lips closed around her right nipple I heard her gasp.  I knew no man’s lips had touched this nipple before.  I could just feel it in the connection between us that seemed to be growing stronger by the minute.  My hands came up to knead her full globes as my tongue slid between her nipples, lingering for a moment, licking, sucking, then back to the other.

      She put her hands around my neck and moaned in my ear.  My hands dipped beneath the water, sliding down her flat stomach to her wet mound.  I could feel the hot moisture gushing from of her pussy even under the warm water.  I pressed my lips to hers and probed her mouth with my tongue as my fingertips touched her pussy for the first time.  She jumped a little, then giggled, then sucked on my tongue to urge me forward.

      Her hand found my cock and she pumped it as my fingers explored her folds, sliding up and down from her asshole to her clit.  I spread her pussy lips with my fingers and slid one inside the entrance to her hole and swirled it around.

      “Oh… fuck…” she moaned, arching her back.  “I think I’m… oh… god…”

      I smiled as I watched her squeeze her eyes shut and bite her lip.  She was cumming for the first time because a man was touching her.  As her hand milked my cock faster, I pushed my finger in up to the knuckle and fucked her with it.  She came hard against me, her hand tightening around my cock and her pussy tightening around my finger.

      “Oh my god…” she sighed, breathing hard.  She tugged my cock toward her.  “Fuck me, Nicky.  Fuck me and make me cum again.”

      “My pleasure,” I said with a smile.  I maneuvered myself closer to her as she guided my cock to her hole.  I pressed the head to the opening and braced myself with my hands on the edges of the tub.  “Are you ready?”

      She bit her lip and gave me a nod.

      “Just relax and let me do it,” I said, watching her face for any sign of pain as I slid the head inside her.  I felt the walls of her pussy expand to grip my cock, tight as a thousand tiny fingers.  I had to focus because I could have cum at any second.  I pressed my lips to hers for a moment, then put my lips to her ear.  “Take a deep breath and let it out slowly.”

      As she took in the breath, then began to let it out, I moved my hips into her.  I could feel the head of my cock against her veil.  When she closed her eyes and pursed her lips to breathe, I thrust into her, ripping the veil and forcing my cock past it.  She gasped and closed her eyes.  A single tear trailed from her eye and down her cheek.  I kissed it away.

      “Are you okay?” I asked.  She opened her eyes and smiled.

      “I am now.”  She put her hands around me and dug her fingers into my ass.  “Fuck me, Nicky.  Fuck me hard.  I’m so close.  I want to cum with you.”

      I started kissing her as my hips moved back and forth, my cock hard and firm, forcing its way inside her.  Her pussy felt amazing as it closed around my cock, so tight, so wet, so hot.  It didn’t take long to feel the orgasm that had been building inside my balls to start shooting through me.

      “Fuck… I’m cumming, Katrina…” I said, gritting my teeth as I quickened the pace, sliding in and out of her so hard the tub seemed to wobble beneath us.  I gazed into her eyes.  She was smiling with her mouth open.

      “I’m… cumming… too…”

      We erupted together, me filling her with my hot milky seed and her washing her hot virgin juices over me like a warm sea coming to shore.  We moved together as we came, until we were spent and I lowered myself on top of her.

      “That was incredible,” I said, my cheek pressed to hers as we both tried to catch our breath.

      “That was incredible,” she said, nibbling at my ear.  “And just think, we have all weekend to do it again.”

      “Again, again, and again,” I said as my cock slid out of her and I fell back against the other side of the tub.  I found her foot beneath the water and brought it up and held it to my chin.  I gave her a playful smile.  “This could possibly be the best four-hundred-thousand dollars I’ve ever spent.”

      She grinned.  “I promise to give you your money’s worth.”

      I pressed my lips to her big toe and sighed.  “I would expect nothing less.”
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      I couldn’t ever remember sleeping so soundly as the first night I spent in Nicky’s arms.  After the bath, we moved to the bed, where we made love for what seemed like hours. I was an eager student and Nicky was a willing teacher, showing me how to please him and asking how he could please me.

      I eagerly sucked his cock again, this time letting him fill my mouth with his hot, milky cum, which I eagerly swallowed, then licked him clean.  He used his tongue and lips on my pussy and clit to drive me over the moon.  The feeling of his tongue inside of me, like a little flexible cock, was unlike anything I had ever felt before.  I was immediately a huge fan of oral sex.  A HUGE FAN!

      We fucked in every position imaginable until we were finally exhausted and sore and unable to go on.  We giggled and passed out in each other’s arms.  When I woke up Saturday morning, I opened my eyes to find him smiling at me.

      “Good morning,” he said, leaning up on one elbow as his fingers traced circles around my nipples.  “Did you sleep well?”

      “I slept like amazingly well,” I sighed.  “You?”

      “Amazingly well,” he teased.  He let his eyes drift across my face, as if he was searching for signs of regrets.  “You okay?  Really?”

      “I am beyond okay,” I said, stretching out my limbs and grunting playfully at him.  I opened my arms and he rolled on top of me.  His cock was already hard.  I spread my legs so he could slide his shaft along my pussy, which was still wet and gooey from the night before.  He braced himself on his elbows and stared into my eyes.

      “What would you like to do today,” he asked.  He pushed his cock against my clit, making me moan with delight.  “Other than this, I mean.”

      “Are there things to do here?” I asked, trying to focus on the conversation as the fire ignited inside my cunt and my juices began to flow hot and thick again.

      “There are lots of things to do,” he said.  “Horseback riding, a lake, woods to explore.”

      “How do you know so much about the place?” I asked, giving him a suspicious look that made him smile.

      “I grew up here,” he said.  “Believe it or not, this used to be my grandparents’ home.”

      I frowned at him.  “What?  So, wait, are you involved in putting on the auction?”  I didn’t know why, but the thought of my new… what were we exactly… lovers?  The thought of him being involved in the auctioning of women’s virginity bothered me, even if it did just net me two-hundred-thousand dollars.

      “No, I’m not involved in the family business at all,” he said, bracing himself on his arms as he continued sliding his cock against me.  “The fact that I was even here last night was purely coincidental.  My cousin dragged me here.  It was the first time I’d ever seen such a thing.”  He leaned down to give me a kiss.  “I’m glad I was here.”

      “I’m glad you were here, too,” I said, relaxing again as his shaft slid up and down between my folds.  I put my hands around his neck and gazed into his eyes.  “Can I ask you a strange question?  I mean, given the circumstances.”

      “Sure,” he sighed.  His eyes were getting dreamy and his breath heavy.

      “Is there a connection here?  I mean, other than the sex.  Do you feel a connection or is it my imagination?”

      He stopped moving his hips and focused his eyes on mine.  “Do you mean something more than a weekend of amazing sex with a handsome stranger?”

      I smiled as my cheeks flushed.  “I guess.”

      “Tell you what,” he said, lifting up to reach between us so he could guide the head of his cock to my waiting hole.  “Let’s have an unbelievable weekend, then if you still want to meet when we’re back in the city, that would be more than fine with me.  Deal?”

      “Deal,” I moaned as his cock slid inside me, sending shudders through my body.  I dug my fingernails into his back and wrapped my legs around his waist as he moved in and out.  It was a marvelous way to wake up.  As the orgasm shuddered through me, I couldn’t wait to see what the rest of the weekend would bring.
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      The two days I spent with Nicky were without a doubt the best days of my life.  Granted, we spent most of the weekend in bed exploring each other’s bodies and discovering new ways to derive pleasure from them, but we also ate in the dining room, explored the grounds, watched TV in bed, walked and talked and held hands, and just got to know one another.

      Nicky D’Angelo was not only handsome and sexy as hell, but super intelligent, warm, caring, funny, and sexy as hell… oh wait… I said that already.  Well, it warranted saying it twice, he was that sexy.

      He told me he grew up in a well-to-do family and went out on his own after college rather than joining the family business.  Other than that, he didn’t talk at all about his family.  I got the impression it was somewhat of a touchy subject so didn’t push him.  That was fine.  I didn’t want to talk about my family either.  For all he knew, I had a perfect home life and all was well.  I didn’t lie to him.  I just didn’t talk about it.  As my father would say, it’s not a lie when you don’t say anything.

      I was thrilled to learn that Nicky was a successful entrepreneur who had his own multimillion dollar financial services company.  Plus, he had never been married and didn’t have a girlfriend, so he came with no baggage there.

      And best of all, he seemed genuinely interested in me.  I mean, granted, he paid a ton of money to spend the weekend with me, but I got the feeling it wasn’t all about the sex.  There was more to Nicky than that.  It was that connection I was talking about.  Call it chemistry or kismet.  There was definitely something there.  We weren’t in love or anything silly like that, not yet, but maybe we would be someday if this little spark suddenly caught fire.

      Still, I had trouble believing it was real.  And deep down inside, I kept waiting for it to fall apart.  I expected Nicky to pull off his Mr. Nice Guy mask and reveal his true self.  That was how my luck usually went, but so far, so good.

      *  *  *

      On Monday morning, Nicky was already gone when I woke up.  I knew he had to be back in the city early for business, but I was sad that he wasn’t there to wake up to.  I loved our morning sex, but truth be told, I was a little sore and welcomed the break.  I was still breaking in the equipment, as they say.  I had the feeling that I would be walking a little bow legged for a few days.  The thought made me giggle.  And miss him.  It would have been lovely to wake up in his strong arms.

      I took a shower and got dressed, then packed my stuff and started to go downstairs to call a cab.  I was about to leave the room when there was a knock at the door.  I opened the door to find the woman who had overseen the auction standing there with a broad smile on her heavily made up face and a leather briefcase dangling at her side.  She handed me the briefcase and clasped her hands between her breasts.  She looked as proud as punch.

      “Congratulations, Miss Donovan,” she said.  “I’m so glad things worked out for you. Mr. D’Angelo is a lovely man.”

      “Thank you,” I said, holding out the briefcase between my hands like a tray full of drinks back at the bar.  “What is this?”

      “It’s your share of the money, dear,” she said with a nod.  “Two hundred thousand dollars in cash.”  She leaned her head in, put her hand to one side of her mouth, and lowered her voice.  “And don’t worry about paying taxes on it because the IRS will never know.”

      “Um, okay…” Wow, in my orgasmic bliss I had totally forgotten about the money.  This day just kept getting better.

      “Mr. D’Angelo ordered a car for you.  It’s downstairs to take you back to the city when you’re ready.  We do like for guests to leave before noon if possible so we can close up the house.  I hope you found your experience here enjoyable.  And please, tell your virginal friends about us, confidentially, of course.  The authorities don’t approve of our little game.  We pay a handsome commission for referrals.  And confidentiality.”

      “A commission?”

      She held up ten fingers and wiggled them one at a time, as if I were a little kid she was teaching to count.  “Yes.  Ten thousand dollars for each referral that is successfully auctioned.”

      “Wow, um, okay.  I’ll definitely keep that in mind.”

      I didn’t really know what to say so I thanked her again and she walked away.  I was a little dumbfounded that I was holding two hundred thousand dollars in cash and had been invited to refer virgins for a commission.

      I wondered if Bethany would be getting ten grand for referring me.

      If not, I would gladly pay her a commission myself because the Virgin Auction was about to change my life.
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      When I arrived home around ten, I found my dad standing behind the bar with a pencil and clipboard in hand, taking inventory of the liquor bottles and beer in the cooler, acting like it was just another day at the bar and all was right with the world.  And he didn’t have some guys threatening to kill him.

      The bar wouldn’t open for another few hours, so all the lights were on and he had the radio turned up, listening to one of those loud mouth political commentators he listened to all the time.  I didn’t think my dad was especially political.  He just liked the noise.  He once said it made him feel like he was not so alone.  The sadness of the remark never registered with me before, though it was doing so now as I watched him through the small glass in the kitchen door.  He looked so small and alone behind the great, big bar.  I had never really thought about how sad he must have been over mom’s death.  I had never really thought about his feelings at all.

      I had used my key to come in through the back door and when I walked into the bar from the kitchen, he jumped at the sight of me.

      “Jesus, girl, you nearly scared me to death,” he said, tossing the clipboard on the bar and swiping the back of his hand across his forehead.  He took a minute to catch his breath, then forced his version of a smile and waited for me to slide onto a barstool.  I set the briefcase on the floor and laced my fingers together on the bar.

      “Wanna Coke or something?” he asked.  “Might be some coffee left in the pot.”

      I gave him a little smile. “No, I’m fine.”

      He picked up a bar rag and rubbed it between his hands.  “So, how was Atlantic City?”

      I had told him that I was going to Atlantic City with Bethany for the weekend so he wouldn’t worry or suspect anything.  It was also the perfect cover to explain how I came home with so much cash.

      I set the briefcase on the bar and clicked open the latches.  “It was a good weekend,” I said, spinning the briefcase to face him.  “In fact…”  When I opened the case and he saw the banded stacks of twenty-dollar bills, I thought his eyes were going to pop right out of his head.

      “Jesus, Joseph, and Mary, where did you get that money?” he asked.  He reached into the case and tentatively ran his fingertips over the stacks of bills.  I knew that showing a gambling addict so much money was like handing the keys to a meth lab to a crack addict.  I playfully slapped his hand and closed the case.

      “Like I said, I had a very good weekend,” I said.  “I hit a hot streak at the roulette table.”

      “Roulette?”  He was staring at the briefcase, even though I had closed the lid and set my arms on top of it.  He narrowed his eyes at me as if he was looking for a lie on my lips.  “I didn’t know you knew how to play roulette.”

      “Well, you don’t really know how to play roulette,” I said.  “You just pick a color and number and give it a spin.  It was all dumb luck.”

      “How much is in there?” he asked cautiously.  I could see a film of sweat coating his forehead and upper lip.  He wiped the sweat away with the bar rag and stared at the briefcase.

      “Enough to settle your debt and put me through a couple of years of school,” I said.

      “Settle my debt?”  He held up his hands and shook his head.  “No, no way, I will pay my own debts.  I’ll figure it out.  I don’t need you paying for my sins.”

      “Dad, you told me they would kill you if you didn’t pay them $75,000 by the end of the month.  Has that changed?”

      “No.”

      “So, you will use $75,000 of this money to get square with them,” I said.  “But after that, no more gambling because I won’t help you again.  Do you understand?”  I reached across the bar and put my hand on his arm.  It was the first time I’d touched my dad in years.  “Dad, promise me.  No more.”

      “I promise,” he muttered with tears in his eyes.  “I swear on your mother’s grave.  No more.”

      “All right then.  You set up a meeting with them and I’ll give you the cash to pay them off.  Meet them in a public place.  In daylight.  Today.  Do you understand?  You pay them and then never see them again.”

      “I understand,” he said, his voice barely a whisper.  His eyes overflowed and the tears streamed down his ruddy cheeks.  “I’ll go call them now.”

      I squeezed his arm again. “Dad, I love you.  It will be all right.”

      “I know,” he said, sniffing back the tears.  He didn’t say that he loved me back, but I knew that he did.  He wiped his nose on the bar rag and carried it with him into the kitchen and up the stairs to call the men who had threatened his life.  My only hope was that once they had their money, they would know better than to trust him again.

      *  *  *

      I counted out $75,000 in cash and put it in a paper bag and handed it to my father when he came downstairs.  He didn’t open the bag.  He tucked it inside his Member’s Only jacket and zipped it up, his version of safe keeping.

      “I’m meeting him in the park in an hour,” he said.  “I’ll be back right after that to open the bar.”  He paused to look me in the eye.  “Thank you, Katrina.  I’ll never let you down again.”

      “That would be awesome,” I said with a playful smile.  I leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.  “Be careful, daddy.  I’ll be here when you get back.”

      *  *  *

      I was finishing the inventory when my cellphone on the bar rang.  I looked at the number.  The caller ID said Nicky D.  I smiled.  He must have put his number in my phone without me realizing it.  I picked up the phone and slid the screen to answer the call.

      “Well, hello there,” I said.  I felt my heart speed up in my chest when I heard his voice.

      “Hello back,” he said.  “Did you make it back to the city okay?”

      “I did, thanks to the car service you sent.  That was very kind of you.  I could have called a cab.”

      “I didn’t want you taking a cab carrying all that cash,” he said.  “I talked to Lois before I left and she promised to take good care of you for me.”

      “She did a fantastic job,” I said gleefully.  I had to pinch myself to calm down.  I sounded like a giddy school girl gushing over the phone.  “So, are you at work?”

      “Since eight A.M.,” he said.  “I was actually hoping that I could kidnap you for a late lunch.  Are you busy?”

      I leaned back against the beer cooler and bit my lip.  “Um, no, I could get away for an hour or two.  Where would you like to meet?”

      “Why don’t I come to you,” he said.  “I’ll pick you up in an hour and we’ll find a place close by.”

      “Actually, I have an appointment downtown,” I said.  It was a lie, of course, but I wasn’t ready to expose him to the reality that was my life.  “Just text me your address and I’ll meet you there.”

      Nicky texted the address of his office and I set my phone back on the bar.  I had taken all of the beer out of the cooler to inventory it and to clear out a place to hide the money.  I took the briefcase and set it at the bottom of the cooler, then covered it with several layers of beer bottles and cans.  I knew I couldn’t walk around the city carrying that much cash and I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do with it yet.  I mean, if I put that much in the bank they would have to notify the IRS.  I was fine with paying my share of taxes, but until I could figure it all out, hiding the money seemed to be the best bet.

      I went upstairs to do a quick check of my hair and makeup, then went out the back and locked the door.  I normally would have taken the subway, but I had five hundred dollars in my pocket and was dying to spend some of it.  As they say, it was burning a hole in my pocket, mainly because I’d never had more than a few dollars on me before.  I felt like the richest girl in the world.

      I hailed a cab without worrying about the fare and went off to have lunch with my new lover.
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      I was waiting on the sidewalk when the cab pulled up and Katrina waved at me through the dirty window.  I held the door open for her, then took her into my arms and gave her a long, sloppy kiss right there on the sidewalk.

      “Wow, do you greet all your lunch guests this way?” she asked with her wrists crossed behind my neck and a smile on her gorgeous face.  My eyes took her in.  She was even more beautiful than I remembered.

      “Just you,” I said, taking her hand.  “Come on, I have a fancy restaurant in mind that I think you’ll like.”

      *  *  *

      Katrina grinned as we stood in line at Nathan’s to order our hot dogs and drinks.  She was clutching my arm, leaning into me.  “This is your idea of a fancy restaurant?”

      “I’m a pretty basic guy,” I said, playfully bumping her with my shoulder.  “Next time I’ll fly you to Paris for dinner.  For now, I was craving Nathan’s.”

      “Fair enough,” she said.  “Although, for the record, I hate French food.”

      “Duly noted,” I said.  “Maybe we’ll just stick to fast food.”

      We finally got to the front of the line and ordered our food, then carried it to a corner table and spread it out like a grand feast.  We both dug in, no pretense here after the weekend we had, and ate as if we were starving.  Apparently, our weekend, and the energy we expended had left us both famished.

      I finished my Chicago dog and wiped my lips on a greasy napkin.  I watched her swirl a French fry around a puddle of ketchup and asked, “So, what are your plans now that you are a woman of means?”

      “Well, I guess I will apply to a few schools to see who’ll have me,” she said with a sigh.  “My high school grades were good and my SAT scores were not terrible, but I have been out of school for four years, so…”

      “That shouldn’t matter,” I said, reaching across the table to brush a strand of blonde hair behind her ear.  “You’re brilliant.  You’ll get in wherever you apply.  If there’s anything I can do, a letter of recommendation or whatever, just let me know.”

      “And exactly what would you be recommending me for?” she asked with a devilish gleam in her eye.

      “I would recommend you for many things,” I said, feeling her foot rubbing against the inside of my calf.  She had slipped her foot out of the shoe she was wearing.  I could feel her toes crawling up my leg like a sexy spider.   Her eyes burned into mine.  I wanted her so fucking badly I could have swept the trash from the table and taken her right there in Nathan’s with everyone watching.  I felt my cock getting hard in my pants just thinking about fucking her.

      “Can I ask you a professional question,” she said, breaking the mood even as her foot slid higher up my leg.  She wiped her mouth and picked up her drink.  She shook the ice and took a sip.  I watched her luscious lips close around the straw.  It made me swallow hard.

      “Of course, Miss Donovan,” I said.  “I am at your service.”

      “All that cash,” she said, leaning in and lowering her voice.  “Should I just put it in the bank or what?”

      “The IRS will eat a huge chunk of it if you do,” I said.  “Tell you what, give me a day or two and I’ll work up a plan for you to protect the money and keep it available for tuition and expenses.”

      “That would be awesome,” she said, squeezing my hand.  She gazed into my eyes and gave me a dreamy smile.  “Can I see you later?”

      “You can see me now,” I said, arching my eyebrows at her.  “We could go back to my place.  Or I could come to yours.”

      “Actually, there are some things that I have to take care of at home this afternoon.  Can I text you later?  Maybe see you tonight?”

      “You can text and see me anytime,” I said.  I reached under the table and stopped her toes just before they reached my cock. “For now, you need to pull that foot back and give me a few minutes to compose myself.”

      She pursed her lips and glanced down, as if she could see through the Formica table.  “Why, Mr. D’Angelo, is that a hard-on in your pants or are you just glad to see me?”

      “Yes and yes,” I said with a grin.  “Let’s just say that if I try to walk out of her now I’m afraid I’d make a spectacle of myself.”

      “Well, it is a hot dog place,” she said.  “Your foot-long would be right at home.  She grinned and pulled her foot away.  It just made me want her more.
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      I was starting to freak out a little.  It was nearly six o’clock and I hadn’t heard from my father, who had been gone for nearly six hours.  And because I hadn’t heard from my father, I had not texted or called Nicky to set up a date for later tonight.  The old feelings of dread, the ones that used to hang over my head like a dark cloud, returned as I paced the floor and stole occasional glances out the window.  Was my father ever coming home?  And if so, what shape would he be in when he arrived?

      I got the sinking feeling that something had gone terribly wrong when he went to pay off his gambling debt.  These people he was dealing with, they were not nice people who operated within the bounds of the law.  They were thugs and criminals, not above hurting or even killing someone to make a point or get what they wanted.  My father was in grave danger.  I could just feel it in my bones.

      I tried calling his cellphone again and it went right to voicemail.  I had been calling him every ten minutes for several hours.  I had left a dozen messages pleading with him to call to let me know he was okay.  The dark feeling was so strong that I had not opened the bar.  I kept the closed sign on the door and the lights off.  Patrons came by and knocked, but I ignored them and didn’t let them in.

      I was about to call dad’s cell again when I heard a noise coming from the kitchen.  I burst through the door to find him on his hands and knees just inside the back door.  Thank God, he was alive, trying to push himself up off the floor.  I rushed over and helped him sit up with his back against the wall.  My heart stopped when I looked at his face.  He had been beaten to a pulp.

      “Oh my god, dad, what happened?” I screamed, my hands on his shoulders.  I swept my eyes over him.  His eyes were nearly swollen shut.  His nose was broken and bloody.  His lips were split and puffy.  His face, shirt, and jacket were covered in dried blood.

      “I’m okay…” he whispered, holding out his hands to blindly reach for me.  “I just need… to lie down.”

      “Christ, daddy, you’re not okay,” I said, taking his hands and squeezing them tight.  “You need a doctor. I’m going to call an ambulance and the police.”

      “No, no, don’t do that,” he said desperately, clutching at my hands.  “That will only make things worse.”  He leaned his head back against the wall and peered at me through the slit of his right eye.  “Please, just let me rest for a minute.  I’ll be okay.”

      I took a deep breath and let it out slowly.  I ran to the sink and wet a cold rag and brought it back to him.  He took the rag and held it to his split lips.  “Thank you… I’m okay… just need a minute.”

      “Daddy, tell me what happened.”

      “He said it wasn’t enough.”

      “Who said it wasn’t enough?” I asked.  “What does that mean.”

      He struggled to breathe through his swollen lips.  His nose was completely broken and blocked.  “He said there was more money.  He said the seventy-five grand wasn’t going to be enough now.  He wants it all.  The son of a bitch.  He wants it all.”

      I felt a cold chill creeping up my spine.  “Daddy, tell me exactly what he said.  Word for word.”

      He licked his lips and tried to swallow.  “He said you had two hundred thousand dollars.  He wants it all or he will kill us both.”

      The breath caught in my throat.   “How did he know I had that much money?  Daddy, how did he know?  Did you tell him?”

      He let his head roll from side to side.  “No, I had no idea how much you had.  He said you had two hundred thousand dollars in a briefcase and he wants every cent or he will kill us both.”

      I swallowed the lump that had lodged in my throat.  “Daddy, tell me the man’s name.”

      “No, Katrina, you can’t fight these people and you can’t call the cops,” he said.  He coughed and put the towel over his lips.  It came down covered in bright red blood.  “You have to leave, Katrina.  You have to get out of town.”

      “Daddy, goddammit, tell me the name of the man who did this to you!”

      When my father said the name of the man who had threatened our lives, I had to fight back my tears.  I knew my change in fortune was too good to be true and too good to last.

      People like me aren’t meant to be happy.

      I’d had one glorious weekend and was rich for a short time.

      Now, it was all going away.

      *  *  *

      I helped my father to bed, then cleaned his wounds as best I could.  It looked worse than it was, but it was bad enough.  Ice packs would take the swelling down around his bruised eyes and split lips, but his nose was broken and needed to be set, and his right cheekbone stuck out more than it should.  He promised to let me take him to the hospital the next day and I reluctantly agreed.

      I gave him a couple of extra-strength Tylenol and sat next to him until he fell asleep.  Then I went down to the bar, pulled the ice-cold briefcase from the beer cooler, and went to face the man who had done this to my father, and to me.
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      I had never been inside Gino’s Gentlemen’s Club; or any strip joint for that matter.  I knew nothing about the place other than what Bethany had told me.  She had worked there a few months and was fucking the son of the owner, a guy named Tony.  She had never told me his last name and I had never been interested enough to ask.

      I took a cab to Gino’s and walked through the front door holding the briefcase tightly in my right hand.  Bethany was working the floor, serving drinks to tables filled with rowdy men.  When she looked up and saw me standing near the entrance, she did a double-take, as if she thought that her imagination was playing tricks on her.

      She came to me with her bare tits bouncing on her chest and a round drink tray between her hands.  She was wearing a sheer thong and high heels, and nothing else.  I glanced at her when she waved, but then let my eyes continue around the room searching for the man I had come to meet.  The place was dark, but not so dark that I couldn’t see who was there.

      “Jesus, Kat, what are you doing here?” Bethany asked, clutching the tray to her breasts as if she were trying to hide them from me.  “Is something wrong?  Did something happen?”

      “Your friend Tony,” I said calmly, still scanning the room.  “What is his last name?”

      She frowned and blinked at me.  “D’Angelo,” she said warily.  “Why?”

      “Is he here?”

      “Yeah, he’s in the VIP area like always.”  She stepped in front of me, forcing me to look into her eyes.  “Kat, what the fuck is going on?”

      “Take me to him,” I said.  “I have something for him.”

      “Kat, seriously, what the hell…”

      “Take me to him now, Bethany,” I said forcefully enough to make her blink.  She stared at me for a moment with a confused look on her face, then turned and started making her way through the club with me following close behind.

      I had never met Tony D’Angelo before.  I wasn’t aware that I had ever even seen him.  But when I saw him sitting in the booth with his arms around the shoulders of two naked dancers, his hands squeezing their tits as he nuzzled his nose into their necks, I recognized him immediately from the auction.  He was the man who was standing next to Nicky, the guy who looked like a character from The Sopranos.  He was the cousin Nicky mentioned.  And the man who had beaten my father senseless and threatened our lives.

      There was another man sitting at the table.  The muscle head I’d seen him with at the auction.  He was sitting at the end of the booth with his elbows on his knees, nonchalantly picking at the scrapes across his knuckles, the result of hitting my father over and over in the face with his fists.

      “Uh, Tony, this is my friend, Katrina,” Bethany said, stepping aside when we reached the table.  Poor Bethany had no idea what was happening, but there was no time to explain.  The muscle head took one look at me and got to his feet as if he thought he had to put himself between me and his boss.  Tony D’Angelo grinned at me for a moment, then pulled his arms away from the girls.

      “Ladies, take a hike,” he said, pushing them out of the booth.  He stared at me while he spoke.  “Bethany, another round for the table.  And bring your friend, Kat, something.  She looks like she could use a drink.”

      “You want something?” Bethany asked quietly.  She turned her back to the table and lowered her voice.  “I don’t know what’s going on, but be careful.  You do not want to mess with him.”

      “I will,” I said.  “And no, I don’t want a drink.”

      “What are you doing here?”  My heart sank when I heard Nicky’s voice coming from behind me.  I turned to find him standing less than a foot away with a confused smile on his face.   He held out his arms, but I didn’t move.  I realized I had the briefcase clutched protectively to my chest.

      “I’m here to give your cousin this money so he won’t kill me and my father,” I said, forcing the tears back from my eyes.  Nicky frowned as he looked at me, then glanced at Tony.   He came to stand next to me and put his hand on my arm.  I jerked my arm away.

      “Don’t touch me,” I said.

      Nicky held up his hands and turned to Tony.  He had a wary smile on his face, like someone who had missed the punchline of a joke.  He said, “I’m a little confused.  What exactly is going on here?”

      Tony sighed like he was bored with the entire scene.  He waved a hand at me and rolled his eyes.  “Sweet cheek’s dad owes me money for a gambling debt.  I guess she’s here to pay it off.”

      Nicky turned to me.  “Is that right, Katrina?  Does your dad owe Tony money?”

      I didn’t look at Nicky because I thought I might cry.  Instead, I stared into Tony’s eyes and spoke through gritted teeth.

      “My father owed him seventy-five thousand dollars,” I said.  “I gave my father the money to settle the debt, but now he wants it all.  He said that if I don’t give him the entire two-hundred-thousand dollars he will kill my father and kill me.”

      Tony rolled his eyes.  His bodyguard moved to stand behind me.  Tony nodded at the briefcase and said, “So, is that my money?”

      “Hold on a second,” Nicky said, holding out a hand.  “That’s not your money.  It’s hers.  It’s her cut of the auction.”

      “Actually, cuz, it’s mine,” Tony said.  He folded his arms over his chest and glared at me.  I could feel the hot breath of his bodyguard on my neck.  I glanced out of the corner of my eye to see if Nicky was going to step in.  He was still standing a few feet from me, not moving as if his feet were cemented to the ground.

      Tony shook a finger at me and said, “Your old man obviously forgot that there was interest on the balance.  The original amount was seventy-five-grand, but that was two months ago.  Now, it’s two-hundred.  Next week it’ll be two-fifty.  Now, you can give me the money or I can have Jimmy pound it out of your old man.  Or, you can work off his debt dancing here.  You gotta nice ass and a good rack.  And Nicky tells me you fuck like a machine, so you’ll probably work it off in no time.”

      “Did you say that?” I asked, gazing into Nicky’s eyes, no longer able to hold back the tears.

      “Of course he did,” Tony said with a laugh.  “He said for a virgin you were one hell of a piece of ass and you sucked a cock like a pro.  In fact, he said you were right up there in his top one hundred best fucks ever.”

      “Shut up, Tony,” Nicky snapped.  He looked at me with guilty eyes.  “Katrina, I didn’t mean that.  It was just talk, like locker room bullshit.  You know how I feel about you.”

      “Do I?” I asked, tears streaming down my cheeks.  “Oh my god, you were just using me.  You’re in on this, aren’t you?”

      “What?  No, that’s insane.”

      “God, I was such a fool.”  I stared into Nicky’s eyes and suddenly realized that the connection I thought we had was nothing more than a silly, vulnerable girl falling for the first white knight that rode past her door.  Only this white knight had a black heart.  God, what a fool I had been.  A blanket of shame fell over me.  It was all I could do not to drop to my knees and wail.

      “That money does not belong to you,” Nicky said, facing Tony with his hands on his hips.  I took it to mean that he thought the money rightfully belonged to him.

      “You paid for her cherry, cuz, and got more than what you bargained for,” Tony said, wagging a finger at Nicky.  He directed the finger toward me.  “Her old man owes me money and she wants to cover his debt, so that’s my money.  End of discussion.”

      “That’s not your money,” Nicky said again, taking a step toward me and reaching for the case.

      Tony snapped his fingers.  “Jimmy. Get the goddamn briefcase.”

      I suddenly found myself being torn between Nicky and the guy called Jimmy.  I did my best to hold onto the briefcase long enough to open the latches, then shook it in the air.  Twenty dollar bills went everywhere and all hell broke loose.  Tony was scrambling to gather up the money.  I fell backward just as Nicky and the muscle head went at it with fists flying and bottles breaking.

      I stumbled back away from the table.  Nicky and Jimmy were locked together like two awkward dancers.  They fell sideways onto the table and Tony screamed bloody murder.  The air was filled with twenty-dollar bills, over six thousand of them.  In a screaming mass, everyone who was nearby lunged for the table, grasping for handfuls of cash.

      “What the fuck, Kat?”

      I turned to Bethany, who was standing beside me with her tits hidden behind the tray and a dumbfounded look on her face.

      “Ten thousand of that belongs to you,” I said, tossing the empty briefcase to the floor.  “Your commission for referring me to The Virgin Auction.  You’d better get in there before it’s gone.”

      I walked away without another word.

      I hoped I’d seen the last of anyone with the last name D’Angelo.
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      “It’s a good crowd for a Saturday,” my dad said as he set four glasses of draft beer on the bar and wiped his hands on the bar rag he kept tucked in his back pocket.  “This keeps up, we might be able to afford meatloaf twice a week.”

      I rolled my eyes at him as I loaded the beers onto a serving tray.  “Will we ever be able to afford anything better than meatloaf?” I asked playfully.

      He grinned at me.  “Will you ever learn to cook anything other than meatloaf?”

      “Probably not,” I said, hefting the tray onto my shoulder and balancing it with one hand.  “I need four tequila shots and four Rolling Rocks for table three.”

      “Hey, think positive,” he said, tapping the tip of thumb to the side of his head.  “One day we will have steak.”

      “Yeah, yeah, if you say so.”

      I delivered the four drafts and returned to the end of the bar to wait for him to bring the next order.  I set my elbows on the bar and rested my chin on a fist to watch him work.  It was amazing the difference in him since his close call with Tony D’Angelo’s gorilla.  It took a couple of weeks for his bruises, cracked cheekbone, and broken nose to heal, but once he was back on his feet it was as if a great weight had been lifted from his shoulders.  He hadn’t had a drop to drink and had not gambled once that I knew of.  His step was spryer.  He smiled and laughed more.  He looked and acted happier than I’d seen in a long time, since before mom died.  It was a hefty price we both paid, but worth every cent and every ounce of blood.

      The weeks had passed more slowly for me.  I tried to forget my weekend with Nicky D’Angelo and all the pleasure and pain it had brought.  I reconciled myself to the fact that I was not destined to go to MIT or to become a cancer researcher.  My life would be spent behind the bar, just like my old man and his old man before him.  There were worse ways to make a living, I supposed.  And big dreams weren’t meant for people like me.  I didn’t know what I was thinking.  I should have known better than to expect anything more than what life had given me.

      “After you deliver these, take a break,” dad said, loading the drinks onto the tray.  “You’ve been going hard for hours.  I can handle things for a bit.”

      “You sure?”

      “I was schlepping drinks before you were born,” he said.  “Go on, take a break.”

      He gave me a wink, then went back to pouring drinks and laughing with the customers lined up at the bar.  I delivered the shots and beers, then poured myself a Coke and carried it into the kitchen.  Dad was right: my feet and back were killing me.  I sat down at the little table we kept in the kitchen and kicked off my shoes and took a long drink.

      There was a stack of mail that had collected over the past few days on the table.  I picked it up and flipped through the envelopes, finding the usual bills and junk.  Then an expensive looking envelope caught my eye.  It was addressed to Miss Katrina Donovan.  The return address was for a company in Manhattan called Phoenix Capitol.

      I picked up a butter knife that was on the table and slid it under the flap to open the envelope.  Inside was a monthly statement for an account in my name.  The balance in the account was one-hundred-twenty-five-thousand dollars.

      “What the hell?”  I checked the envelope, but the statement was the only thing inside.  I read over it again.  Account holder Katrina Donovan… my address … account balance $125,000… account open date… I did the math in my head.  The account was opened a week after The Virgin Auction.  The day after I gave the money to Tony D’Angelo.

      I folded the statement and was about to stick it back into the envelope when I noticed something odd.  Under the flap, written in red ink, were the words, “I miss you. Nicky.”
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      The woman at the front desk gave me a warm smile as I came through the heavy glass doors and approached.  I tried to smile back, but it came out as a nervous twitch.

      “Hi, I’d like to see Mr. D’Angelo,” I said.

      “Do you have an appointment?”

      “No.”

      “Can I have your name?”

      “Katrina Donovan.”

      “One moment.”  She picked up the phone and pressed a button.  I heard her say my name.  She turned back with the smile still plastered on her face and pointed toward the hallway to her right.  “You can go right in.  His office is at the end of the hall.”

      “Thank you.”  I tried to slow my breathing as I walked down the hallway toward Nicky’s office.  My hands were shaking and my palms were sweaty.  Sweat is not sexy.

      As I approached, the door opened and Nicky appeared, looking perfect in a dark blue suit and a starched white shirt open at the collar.  He smiled when he saw me, but made no attempt to touch me.  Rather than hold out his arms for a hug, he stepped aside and held out one hand to usher me in.

      “It’s nice to see you,” he said formally, directing me to sit in a red leather chair in front of his huge smoked glass desk.  He sat behind the desk and folded his hands together.  “How have you been?”

      “Fine,” I said, forcing myself to look him in the eye.  “You?”

      “Fine.”

      “That’s good.”

      “Yes, it is.”  He stared into my eyes for a moment, then let his eyes go soft and offered a smile.  “It’s good to see you, Katrina.”

      “Is it?”

      “It is.”  He tapped his fingers together and pushed his eyebrows up.  “This is where you say it’s good to see you, too, Nicky.”

      I reached into my purse without responding to his playful words.  I took out the envelope containing the account statement and slid it across the desk.  He opened the envelope and took out the statement, then quickly glanced over it.

      “Is there a problem?” he asked.

      “I don’t understand,” I said.  “What is that?”

      He held up the paper and frowned at it.  “It’s your account statement.”

      “I don’t have an account here,” I said.

      “You must,” he said, tucking the statement back into the envelope and sliding it back across the desk to me.  “You wouldn’t have a statement if you didn’t have an account.”

      “Are you trying to be funny?” I asked, perturbed.  I grabbed the envelope from the desk and stuck it back into my purse.

      “I’m not trying to be funny,” he said with a shrug.  “It just comes naturally.”

      I had to keep myself from smiling.  Dammit, just being in the room with him was like being drunk.  The world around me blurred as my vision tunneled into him.  My head felt lighter, my feet barely touched the ground.  But no, dammit, he was not who I thought he was.  He wanted something, obviously, but I’d be damned if I was going to give it to him.

      “I’m going to ask again,” I said calmly.  “What is this all about?”

      “That’s your money,” he said, leaning back and spreading out his hands.  “Tony got seventy-five thousand to settle your father’s debt and the rest was yours.  I told you that I would figure out a way to invest it for you and that’s what I’ve done.  I will need your signature on some forms, but that’s just a technicality.  The account is yours, as is the money.  I can issue checks and a debit card for you to draw out whatever you need whenever you need it.”

      “That’s my money,” I said, still not fully convinced.  “But I thought you and Tony were fighting over the money when I left.”

      “That was never the case,” he said.  “I was fighting for you, for your money.  I never intended to take the money back. There was no grand scheme to buy your virginity and then steal the money back from you.”

      “There wasn’t?”

      “No, of course not,” he said with a heavy sigh.  “Look, my cousin, Tony, is a world-class prick who plays every angle that puts money in his pocket.  When your father showed up with seventy-five-thousand dollars to cover his debt, Tony asked where he got the money.  Your father refused to say, so Tony had Jimmy work him over a bit because he figured something was up.  Your father finally said his daughter won it in Atlantic City.    He didn’t mention you by name, but Tony remembered your last name from the auction brochure and connected the dots.  He realized that you were Tommy Donovan’s daughter and the payoff was coming out of your share of the auction.  Tony knew how much you were paid, so he decided to get it all.”

      “What a fucking prick,” I said.

      Nicky’s head bobbed.  “Yes, he is a fucking prick, but he’s not an unreasonable man.  After I mopped up the place with Jimmy, I had a little private talk with Tony in the alley out back of the club.  It took a little convincing and getting my uncle Gino involved, but eventually, Tony saw the error of his ways and delivered the money to my office.  I opened the account and waited to hear from you.  It’s been a few weeks.  I figured you didn’t want to speak to me.”

      “What didn’t you call me?” I asked quietly.

      “Would you have taken my call?  Would you have believed anything I had to say?”

      “Probably not.”

      “Well, there you go,” he said, clasping his hands together.  “I assume your father is okay?”

      “Yes, he’s fine now.”

      “That’s good.”  He licked his lips and gazed into my eyes.  “And you?  How are you, really?”

      I thought about it for a moment, then sighed through a smile.  “You know, I’m okay.  I mean, this was all a mess, but in a way, I’m glad it happened.  My dad has quit drinking and gambling.  His business has picked up.  He’s healthy and happy.  For the first time in a long while, I think he’s going to be fine.  We both are.”

      “Have you enrolled in school?”

      I snorted a laugh.  “No, up until this moment I thought I was broke.”

      “Now you’re not broke,” he said, sweeping his hand in the air.  “Start applying for the fall semester.”

      “I may do that,” I said.  I let my eyes rest on his.  “I’m sorry I doubted you, Nicky.  I know now that you really are a good guy.”

      “I have my off moments,” he said, leaning over the desk and smiling with his eyes.  “You make me want to be a good guy.”

      “I do?”

      “You do.”  He glanced at his watch.  “You know, it is lunchtime and I’m famished.”

      “It is?  You are?”

      “It is and I am.  There’s a Nathan’s just up the block.  Can I interest you in a hotdog, Miss Donovan?”

      “You can, Mr. D’Angelo.  Among other things.”

      He came around the desk and held out his hand.  I hesitated for a moment, then put my hand in his and let him pull me out of the chair and into his arms.  He kissed me softly on the lips as I melted into him.

      Maybe things were going to work out after all.

      THE END
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      Katrina

      College was a lot harder than high school.  Even though I was just a freshman taking basic courses, I knew that I had my work cut out for me.  To become a cancer researcher, I would need to earn a bachelor’s degree in biology or some other life science, then a graduate degree and maybe even a Ph.D.  It could take years and cost every cent I had and then some, but someday, if I kept going, I would be Dr. Katrina Donovan, cancer researcher.

      My mom would have been so proud of me, although I don’t know if she could have been any prouder than my dad.  He told everyone who came into the bar that his daughter was going to be a doctor.  They even started calling me Dr. Donovan when I brought their rounds of beer and shots.

      I had been accepted at NYU in the fall, which meant I could go to school and keep working at the bar to help my dad.  It wasn’t MIT, but that might come someday.  I had a very long road ahead of me.  Luckily, I had Nicky D’Angelo coming along for the ride.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Nicky was sitting up reading some financial magazine when I came out of the bathroom naked from the shower and crawled into the king-sized bed next to him.  He pretended to be engrossed in some article about international currency trading, but when I nuzzled up to him and slid my hand between his legs, he seemed to lose the ability to read.

      “Mmmm, what are you doing?” he asked, tossing the magazine to the floor and wrapping his arms around me.   His cock was long and hard in my hand.  I worked my fingers up and down the veiny shaft and teased his hard nipple with my tongue.

      “I’m forcing you to take a break,” I said, my tongue working its way up his neck.  I took little bites out of his jaw on my way to his lips.

      “Do I look like I need a break,” he asked, opening his mouth so my tongue could slide inside.

      “You do,” I said, moving to straddle his thighs so I could milk his cock in front of me.  His hands came up to my tits and gave them a firm squeeze.  He rolled my hard nipples between his fingers, making me moan in delicious pain.

      “Can I read my magazine after you fuck my brains out?” he asked, putting his hands on my hips to pull me onto his cock.

      “You can try,” I said with a smile.  “But I doubt you’ll be able to.”

      I held his cock with one hand and slowly impaled myself onto it.  The breath rushed from my lungs as he filled my entire cunt with his long, thick manhood.

      “That feels amazing…” I moaned, putting my hands on his chest as I slowly slid my hips back and forth down the length of him.  He dug his fingers into my sides to help me along.

      “Yes, it does…” he said.  “Amazing…”

      “God, you’re setting me on fire,” I said, closing my eyes as the heat from my cunt radiated throughout my entire body.  It was warm in the bedroom.  I started to sweat as the heat from our bodies intensified.

      “Oh… fuck…” he moaned, arching his hips to drive deeper into my cunt.  “You’re so fucking… tight…”

      I licked the sweat from my lips and lowered my mouth onto his.  He was sweating, too.  He was salty on my tongue.  His skin was glistening and slick beneath me.

      “I’m cumming…” I moaned as the orgasm began to shudder through me.

      Nicky slid his hands around to my ass and started pummeling me onto his cock.  “Cum with me, baby… cum… cum…”

      He growled and stiffened beneath me, every muscle in his body rippling as he filled me with his hot seed.  I came with him, gushing hot juices over his cock and balls, making a wonderfully sticky mess.  The room filled with the scent of our sex and sweat.  We thrust at each other for a moment more, then I collapsed on top of him, panting in his ear,

      “Fuck… I needed that,” he said with his lips at my ear.

      “So did I,” I said, getting up onto my elbows.  I was literally burning up.  I brushed the back of my hand acros my forehead.  I was sweating like crazy and so was he.

      “I may have turned the heat up too high,” he said with a happy sigh.  “I didn’t want you to freeze when you got out of the shower.  Now I’m sweating like pig.  Wait, Dr. Donovan, do pigs sweat?”

      I smiled and kissed his lips.  “I’m not sure,” I said, gazing into his eyes.  “But there is one thing I know.”

      “What’s that?”

      “When I’m making love to you, sweat is so fucking sexy.”

      He ran his tongue up my neck like he was licking an ice cream cone and said, “Yes, ma’am, it certainly is.”

      I put my hands on his face and looked deeply into his eyes.  “Thank you for buying me, Mr. D’Angelo.  You saved my life.”

      He smiled and nuzzled his nose to mine.  “My darling, it was the wisest money I have ever invested… With the most wonderful returns.”

      THE END
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* * *
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