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FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE 

[current date] from Bremerton, Washington, United States of America  

The sinister threads of a dynasty’s unraveling secrets begin to weave an intricate web of sex, 

loyalty and violence. 

On Fractured Ground: Book 1 of The Shattered Lives Chronicles, written by Subject BGD 

(Available in August, 2018 in digital format for Amazon Kindle, $5.99 retail). 

This series is not for the weak of stomach or the soft of heart. The controversial and graphic nature 

requires I use an alias and keep my appearance veiled to prevent the possible complications of 

authoring a rape culture series. Writing this series has saved my life more than once. I hope others 

find the strength I did in its characters. 

As a small child, Tylar Daislea was abandoned at Pleasure High, a despicable fortress with just 

one directive: to brainwash, train and traffic sex slaves. At sixteen, she was introduced to her first 

sex trainer. For two years she excelled in her skill training, until one fateful afternoon in her third 

year when it all fell apart. When Tylar leads two skill trainers to ruin a year later, it’s Corbin 

Manning who receives the call. His father’s unsolved murder has left him in charge of the illicit 

facility the Manning family established several decades ago. Forced to return to an underground 

world he has always loathed, Tylar’s behavior threatens to drive him past the brink of his tolerance. 

Thrust into the middle of this is Chase Tiburon, Corbin’s most trusted employee. Faced with a 

distasteful decision, Chase must return to his former life as a skill trainer or take on a task that will 

haunt him for the rest of his life.  

I am Subject BGD. I have conceived this elaborate mythos revolving around a bloodline’s 

celebration of rape culture through centuries of brainwashed heirs and 3 generations of selling sex 

slaves. While I wrote a book series about the subjugation of women, I do not condone the activities 

or believe in any form of misogynistic ideology. The story’s focus centers around a common erotic 

fantasy and is not intended to factually represent or downplay the horrifying reality of human 

trafficking. My own personal devastations have shaped the living hell I inflict on my 3 main 

characters throughout the 6 book series. This story is filled with emotional triggers and despair 

because of the times my life depended on it as an outlet to process and endure my own truths.  

On Fractured Ground exposes an illicit realm of selling sex slaves, as it bares witness to three lives 

that have been blown apart by a family’s legacy of sexism and cruelty. Experience the small 

triumphs, phenomenal failings and shocking brutalities as viscous secrets drip like blood from the 

cracks of three shattered lives. 

For marketing and other inquiries, please contact us at subjectbgd@gmail.com or reach out to my 

literary manager, Adeline Blake, at 360.979.9805. To learn more about the Shattered Lives 

Chronicles and its characters, please visit www.shatteredlivesbooks.com. 

# # # 
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I was born and raised in Washington State, which is also the setting for my 6 book series. I am 

choosing to publish under an alias and keep my appearance veiled to prevent the possible 

complications of authoring rape culture novels. The name Subject BGD is a foreshadow for a big 

reveal in Book 3, Broken by Blood.

I have written a book series about the subjugation of women, but I do not condone the activities or 

believe in any form of misogynistic ideology. The story’s focus centers around a common erotic 

fantasy and is not intended to factually represent or downplay the horrifying reality of human 

trafficking.

Writing the Shattered Lives Chronicles helped me process various devastations I have faced 

throughout my life, some of which nearly destroyed me. The human trafficking facility was 

modeled after the hospitals I was in and out of as a kid (minus the sex and abuse, of course). It 

shaped how the place would be locked down, the privilege system for keeping its victims in-line 

and the seclusion rooms used for punishment. The sex slave plot was a byproduct of sexual 

frustration, though it did give me an outlet for dealing with a sexual assault in my early twenties. 

Writing this series also gave me a way to work through the discovery of my mom not being my 

real birth mother, which I found out through medical records as an adult.

For more information about me, my writing process and the Shattered Lives universe, please visit 

www.shatteredlivesbooks.com.
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On Fractured Ground
Book 1 of the Shattered Lives Chronicles

As a small child, Tylar Daislea was abandoned at
Pleasure High, a despicable fortress with just one
directive: to brainwash, train and traffic sex slaves.
At sixteen, she was introduced to her first sex trainer.
For two years she excelled in her skill training, until
one fateful afternoon in her third year it all fell apart.

When Tylar leads two skill trainers to ruin a year
later, it ’s Corbin Manning who receives the call. His
father’s unsolved murder has left him in charge of the
illicit facility the Manning family established several
decades ago. Forced to return to an underground
world he has always loathed, Tylar’s behavior
threatens to drive him past the brink of his tolerance.

Thrust into the middle of this is Chase Tiburon,
Corbin ’s most trusted employee. Faced with a
distasteful decision, Chase must return to his former
life as a skill trainer or take on a task that will haunt
him for the rest of his life.



Blog Sample: 
Follow our Blog:  www.shatteredlivesbooks.com/blog 

My World Will be Exposed

In 2001, I wrote the first line. 

“She’s trouble,” Mary snipped,“Keeping her here is a mistake.” 

It was simple. It flowed through me. It flowed from me. That first line. And in all its simplicity, it 

changed my life forever. The story bloomed. It evolved. It took root in my soul and it changed me. 

As it changed me, I changed it. We grew together. The story was living, breathing, I had very little 

control over it but it controlled me. It determined when I would add to it, when I would change it, 

when I got to sleep, if I ate, what I dreamt about... it even held power over its own ending. 

It became my outlet. My escape. My way of dealing with life when life was just too fucking much. 

When I found out my mom wasn’t my birth mom from medical records, I worked through it by 

making one of my characters go through a life altering discovery about her family. When I was 

raped by an ex boyfriend, I made one of my characters go through a similar betrayal and chased 

away my demons by being someone else on paper who I felt was stronger. Better equipped to cope. 

I created the changes I needed but felt I would never have. I made characters who were more 

adaptable than I felt I could ever be. When I was powerless, I could hand myself over to my 

characters and not feel helpless. Hope lived for me in those Word documents, light in even the 

darkest places and worse situations.

Since 2001, Shattered Lives has been my world. I got to control who saw my world and when. Of 

the people who were allowed to read my world, some couldn’t stomach it because of the triggers. 

Others were drawn in, and I know at least one who has read it repeatedly. Over the years they’ve 

encouraged me to publish, and I toyed with the idea. In February of this year, a friend with editorial 

and marketing talents read the first 17 chapters, and offered to act as my literary agent. 

So… I’m under contract. I have purchased domains that will soon be websites and I have set up 

Instagram, Facebook, Goodreads, and Twitter accounts under my pen name Subject BGD. Later 

this year, On Fractured Ground will be published as an eBook and the first installment of the 

Shattered Lives series. My world. My escape. My hope. My LIFE. It’s going to be out there for 

others to consume. I didn’t expect this to feel so… personal. It’s kind of scary. But it’s exhilarating, 

too. I hope others find the strength I did in its pages. Because in many ways this world has saved 

my life.

http://www.shatteredlivesbooks.com/blog


Taglines 

 “Sinister threads from a dynasty’s unraveling secrets will start to weave an intricate web of 

sex, loyalty and violence.”

 “A controversial and graphic series centered around a human trafficking facility and an all 

male bloodline known for raising inhuman vessels of corruption, lethalness and cruelty."

 "Experience the emotional triggers of the small triumphs, phenomenal failings and shocking 

brutalities as dark secrets drip like blood from the cracks of 3 shattered lives.” 

 “On Fractured Ground will immerse you in the dark, unforgiving world of human trafficking 

as it focuses on 3 lives torn asunder.”

 “The Shattered Lives Chronicles are not for the weak of stomach or the soft of heart. They 

challenge the very crux of nature vs nurture, as they explore the extremes the mind will go to 

for ensuring survival and quality of life.” 

 “The struggle of nature vs. nurture will be challenged.”

 “A dynasty's dark secrets of violence and corruption will start to unravel.” 

 From Book 7:

“The Manning Bloodline has a very…” Jim tapered off, trying to find the words to finish 

his sentence, “…storied past.”

“He raised his eyebrows, “Meaning?”

“They kill each other,” Jim flatly stated. “Frequently.”



Interview Resources:

1. What is the first book that made you cry?

The Doll in the Garden.  It’s a children’s ghost story and the end scene was heart wrenching.  I 

bawled like a little bitch.

2. Does writing energize or exhaust you?

They become synonymous.  When I write, it is all-consuming to an exhausting degree, but the 

need to get thoughts on paper enhances my stamina like a drug.  I don’t sleep, eat or function very 

well outside of my stories when my muse is in town.  One time I was balancing college with a 60-

hour workweek when an overwhelming wave of inspiration crashed down on me.  I tried to ignore 

it but the need to write became so urgent, it felt like it was ripping my brain apart.  I held out for 

about two weeks before I caved.  It almost destroyed my work ethic, a 3.8 GPA and my sanity in 

one fell blow.  I think this is why I always develop writer’s block within 6 to 10 months of an onset 

of creative.  The conditions just aren’t sustainable.

3. Why do you write under a pseudonym?

Because of the controversial and graphic nature of the books.  It centers around a human trafficking 

organization and an all male family of patriarchal extremists, which categorizes it as ‘rape culture’.  

I have a day job and if people in my industry read my books and know they are mine, there’s a 

potential for misconceptions to be formed.  Just because I wrote the things that happen does NOT 

mean I think the behavior is acceptable or make them my beliefs.  It’s pure fiction my mind came 

up with as an outlet.

4. What was an early experience where you learned that language had power?

I have always overanalyzed words to a degree that is probably unhealthy, so I can’t pinpoint a 

specific early experience.  I do know when I finally realized just how meticulous I am about true 

definitions, however.  About a decade ago, I knew an argument was imminent with a friend who 

has a reputation of not taking responsibility for their actions.  Not knowing how to handle it, I 

consulted my best friend about my fear that this individual was going to try to manipulate my 

words to their advantage.  This is when my best friend sternly informed me, “If they try to argue 

the meaning of words with you, they are going to lose.”  I’ve thought about that statement a lot 

over the years.

5. What kind of research do you do, and how long do you spend researching?

My book series deals heavily with psychology, but I have decades of first-hand experience with 

the subject so I didn’t have to do a lot of research.  My process was to write the content and if I 

had any doubts I would do enough digging to ensure what I came up with was believable.  Tylar’s 

trances are a perfect example.  On Fractured Ground (book 1) introduces them in a way that can 

be dismissed as a deep form of meditation, but in later books the reader will discover the truth 

behind them.  Years after I finished the story, I was checking up on a different psychological 

phenomenon for the sequel (book 7+), when I stumbled across an article that talked about semi-



conscious states similar to Tylar’s that have been recorded.  Not to the extent of what I describe in 

the books 3, 5 and 6, but it is a work of fiction so I’m not inclined to change it.

When I am doing info checks to confirm plausibility, I usually end up going down one of the many 

conspiracy theory rabbit holes.  These always lead to some aspect of the modern day interpretation 

of the Illuminati.  No, my books do not contain their theories, although the Illuminati are mentioned 

by a character out of frustration. It’s a nod to all you conspiracy theorists and to make fun of myself 

for spending so many hours reading myths about world domination.

6. Do you hide any secrets in your books that only a few people will find?

There is at least one foreshadowing and/or Easter egg in almost every chapter of all 6 books.  One 

of these hidden gems is in chapter 8, when Tylar asks Corbin if he was ever a skill trainer.  It’s a 

set-up for a reveal in Fragmented Past (book 2).  I have also done a bit of wordplay with some of 

the names.  Like the last name Shugarts in Fragmented Past, which is a joke about the nickname 

Sugar Tits that one of my friends likes to use.  And there’s also Officer Buttecragk, who is 

introduced in On Fractured Ground (book 1).

My favorite obscure gem is in Broken by Blood (book 3), where I have a character who does not 

speak with contractions and is against the use of ‘superfluous’ body language, such as shrugging, 

nodding or shaking their head.  It’s essentially a case of character vs player knowledge, as it is not 

pointed out in the books, its just something I didn’t believe the character would do.  This individual 

would view such communication styles as ‘lazy’ and therefore unacceptable.

7. Shattered Lives is 1 story that had to be split into a 6 book series.  Do you have a favorite?

Broken by Blood (book 3), though Rendered Asunder (book 5) takes a close second.  Broken by 

Blood is where powerful secrets are revealed, which was exciting and fun to write.  It also 

introduces my favorite character.  It’s because of Broken by Blood that I am writing another 

Manning story that takes place 20 years after book 6’s ending.  As for Rendered Asunder, that part 

of the story is devoid of happiness and is full torture and anguish.  But it challenges the true nature 

of who Corbin, Tylar and Chase really are and how they have evolved since the opening line of 

the first book.  It also leaves you wondering who and what they would become in the wake of all 

that happens.  By the end of book 6, there’s no denying my characters have paid in blood.



Short Excerpt  

From On Fractured Ground 

Chapter 8: What He Can’t Control 

 

“You're an asshole!” Chase spat as he climbed into the back of the limo and slammed the 

door. 

“What did I do?” Corbin asked defensively. 

“Don't pull that shit with me. You know exactly what I'm talking about!” 

“I think you need to calm down,” Corbin coolly advised, “And what was that about you 

telling Tylar I made another threat on her life? Should we have taken her out of seclusion or are 

your emotions getting in the way?” 

“When you left I wanted to teach her a lesson for throwing herself at you!” Chase 

declared with shameful fury. “How's that for my emotions getting in the way?” 

Corbin eyed Chase with an anxious measure that hinted at a lurking form of wrath, “You 

didn't, did you?” 

“No,” Chase shot back with resentment. “Don't look so goddamn worried.” 

“Why would I be worried?” He challenged with annoyance. 

“Oh, come on!” Chase was getting sick of the games. “You two were putting out 

pheromones like plants emit spores. That was the most sickening display of angry hormones I've 

experienced since I was a teenager!” 

Instead of responding, Corbin silently stared out the window. Anyone else would have 

thought Corbin hadn't heard the offensive attack that was just launched at him. Chase knew him 

well enough to recognize Corbin's current state of quiet contemplation meant he was warring 

with thoughts he didn't want to acknowledge or display.  

“Admit it.” Chase angrily demanded, “You're attracted to Tylar so fiercely, it makes you 

furious. That's why you go out of your way to threaten and intimidate her. You're aware it 

doesn't work on her, right? She's not scared of you.” 

“You don't know what you're talking about,” Corbin stated way too calmly, his increasing 

level of irritation manifesting in the way he set his jaw. 

“You want to know why your attraction to her pisses you off so badly?” Chase pressed, 

too livid to quit though he probably should have. 

“Stop.” He said through clenched teeth as he started to lose his temper. 



Chase didn't care. He kept right on going, “It pisses you off because she's a student at 

Pleasure High and you've found yourself drawn to her. She played you like a puppet back 

there!”  

“Enough!” Corbin barked, his anger nearing dangerous proportions. 

“I'll bet that's what infuriates you the most.” He continued, ignoring all the warning signs, 

“Corbin Manning, the man who has to be in control of everything can't keep a handle on 

something as simple as lust. Maybe you will end up just like your father, after all...” 

Before Chase realized what was happening, Corbin lashed out and socked him in the 

nose, spilling blood down the front of Chase's shirt. This was the first time Corbin has ever hit 

him and the shock of it shut him up, instantly sobering him. He leaned his head back and pinched 

the bridge of his nose as it continued to spill crimson. After a few moments of enraged silence, 

Corbin reached up and rapped two knuckles against the black glass of the privacy window 

behind his head, signaling Jimmy to roll it down. 

“Yeah, Boss?” His driver responded. 

“Could you please hand me a handkerchief or a box of Kleenex?” Corbin tightly 

requested. “Chase had a mishap and is bleeding from his nose.” 



  
 

  
 

Book Excerpt 
From On Fractured Ground 
Chapter 1: Problem Child 

  
“She’s trouble," Mary snipped, "Keeping her here is a mistake."  

Short and heavyset, Mary had dishwater blonde hair and blue eyes so pale they looked 

scary. The frightening quality intensified with her frustration, her face showcasing the escalation 

in shades of red.  

Corbin wondered if she might explode. 

"Or it could be the best decision we’ve made," he hoped his feigned patience would rub 

off on her. No such luck. Mary gave him a glare meant to inspire a withdrawal of statement. This 

tactic may have worked with the girls, but Corbin ignored it. "The truth is, Mary, trouble sells."  

"She’s too stubborn!" she hissed. "Whatever your father did all those years ago to fix her 

attitude is wearing off."  

"Didn't you say Tylar’s seclusion a year and half ago solved the problem?"  

"It took care of the violence," Mary ranted, gesturing toward the back of the room, "but 

what about Jay? He was a good skill trainer until she came along. Now look at him!"  

Corbin glanced at the back corner. Jay spent the last three weeks assigned as Tylar’s fourth 

year skill trainer. Two days ago, Corbin received a call that resulted in today’s visit to the so-called 

'school'. Referred to as Pleasure High, the tasteless double entendre brought the acidic flavor of 

revulsion to the back of his throat. From what his father, William Manning, revealed of its origins, 

Corbin's grandfather established Pleasure High three decades ago. Michael passed the black-

market endeavor on to William, which landed him next in line to inherit when William died.  

Unlike the two generations before him, Corbin avoided involvement with the place 

whenever possible.  

His late father's journals indicated they had registered the facility as a boarding school for 

troubled girls. Corbin understood how the inspectors who checked on the place bought into the lie. 

Pleasure High took in girls between the ages of five and seven. It offered a limited homeschool-

style education and ‘psychological treatment’. One might be able to explain the girls remained 

until they were twenty because they required 'special care'. The house physician who oversaw their 

care did in fact hold a PhD in both psychology and general medicine, so the story could appear 

plausible.  



  
 

  
 

Nothing about the actual operation of the place resembled a boarding school. More like a 

concentration camp for psychological abuse and human rights violations. Pleasure High 

brainwashed and trained its young girls for sale as sex slaves. The school reprogramed by isolating 

its students within certain age groups from the day they arrived. Women known as proctors 

enforced rigorous schedules as they nurtured naiveté, ensuring dependency on authority figures 

for survival. The facility censored toys, movies, books and music and incorporated severe 

regulations on social interactions.  

Education began with watered down versions of core curriculums offered in preschool 

through the twelve-grade system. They learned to count and tell time, but the course schedule 

omitted the useful tool of math. Schooling included lessons to promote reading, writing and 

comprehension but exploited tailored version of history and literature, maintaining their ignorance 

of civil and human rights. 

Early in the modified educational system, the proctors teach the girls about their future 

submission to men, though not on an alarming scale. The students' only exposure to the male 

gender before the age of sixteen was the house physician, Dr. Frederic Kale and William Manning, 

before his death. Pleasure High spoon-fed propaganda on the concept of sex from the day of arrival 

but kept them sheltered from the extent of their impending subjugation until age thirteen. Students 

learn the scope of the physical part of their sexual education at fifteen.  

The girls receive a first-year skill trainer following their sixteenth birthday. Trainers assist 

with the student's physical learning by introducing lessons into the bedroom. Pleasure High tried 

to keep the trainer’s age as close to the student's for the initial year to create a degree of comfort. 

They rotated to a different girl at the completion of each curriculum, and new assignments offered 

increased aggression and modified sex lessons. The typical syllabus for a year of skills took ten to 

fourteen months to complete, making twenty the average age for graduation into the purchasing 

sector.  

By introducing a new bedroom partner every year, students received a well-rounded 

education in the act of seduction and various levels of sexual athletics. They also experienced 

diverse personalities and how needs and wants differed for each man. This way the students also 

learned characteristics fluctuate from person to person. Some trainers took an aggressive approach, 

where others used persuasion as their primary tool for bedroom compliance. Those with the most 



  
 

  
 

stable personalities managed the difficult students, since weak or hotheaded boys presented a risk 

of disrupting their delicate programming.  

Almost all skill trainers were cocky delinquents with no regard for anything other than 

themselves, a quality Corbin's father touted as the key factor behind Pleasure High's success. The 

men in his family believed a woman's duty was to tend to the needs, desires and well-being of the 

man she served. The Manning creed dictated the weaker gender should never hold power over any 

male, regardless of their stage of maturity. His family viewed such conduct as the first step to a 

man's destruction. 

As if to prove the point, here sat Jay. A once proud skill trainer reduced to sulking at a desk 

in the corner. Unwilling to make eye contact after falling prey to the blight William spoke against 

with disgust.  

Corbin turned his attention back to Mary, "If I have this straight, Tylar saw an opportunity 

to take advantage of her skill trainer and acted on it, so you think she’s no longer controllable?"  

Mary almost nodded her pudgy head but thought better of it.  

"Unacceptable," Corbin's patience slipped. His voice devoid of reaction, he announced, 

"Tylar stays. We will get another trainer and you will go through the usual steps of reprogramming. 

Isolate her from her peers and replace her routines with a stricter schedule. Instead of assigning a 

couple of months in seclusion, leave her in there with her final trainer until she submits and 

completes her curriculum. You will reward her when she takes a step forward and revoke freedoms 

when she regresses. Prepare her for graduation."  

Corbin stood to leave. His disdain for trafficking women aside, Pleasure High brought back 

memories he preferred to forget. Even after inheriting this hellhole, he refused to return to the 

awful establishment. He reviewed bids from his home, but only out of a feeling of obligation and 

guilt over what went down four years ago. Until the issue of Tylar's insubordination, Corbin had 

not intended to revisit the site he loathed more with each passing year.  

"She’s so stubborn!" Mary repeated, stalling his escape. "She’s a predator, Corbin, not the 

prey. Look at how bold she was with you!" 

The recollection of those blue-green eyes staring into him in the hallway earlier caused an 

internal shiver.  

"That's what will make her appealing," he responded, straining to reestablish indifference.  

Mary started to protest again.  



  
 

  
 

"Enough!" Corbin snapped, unwilling to hear another word of argument. "Tylar continues 

her education. End of discussion!"  

 Closing the door before Mary protested further, he saw Tylar leaning against the opposite 

wall. Her tropical eyes fixed on him. She stood a few inches shy of his five-nine, which put her at 

five-foot-six, give or take. Her raven hair fell in shiny waves across elegant shoulders like an oil 

spill. Pale golden skin accented graceful facial features, her cheekbones set high on a delicate face. 

Tylar's expression displayed undeniable intuitiveness, a rare trait for a student to possess. This 

place worked to destroy insightfulness and complexity in the girls it raised. 

A half-hour earlier, he rounded the corner, almost running straight into a slender figure 

with an ear pressed against the closed door. Tylar spun in alarm but appeared to relax when he 

turned out to be someone other than who she expected. She regarded him with silent curiosity 

before she approached.  

Caught off-guard by her audacity, Corbin took an involuntary sharp breath as she stepped 

up with bold intention. She reached out a graceful hand and ran her fingertips down the front of 

his chest, as if testing to see if he was real. Frozen in shocked silence, his body tensed as the heat 

of her touch permeated his skin. Raising her gaze to meet his, a distinct intensity blazed up from 

the depths.  

"You're him, aren't you?" She asked, alarming him further. Could it be possible she 

remembered?  

"Get away, Child!" Mary scolded when she came around the corner. "Shoo! We are not 

supposed to accost the owner. Don't you think you're in enough trouble?"  

Yet again under the force of that powerful inspection, Corbin's anger toward himself 

surfaced at his stalled reaction prior to the meeting. Surprised at the sight of her, he allowed Tylar’s 

boldness to knock down his defenses. He would not to repeat the behavior now. Corbin met her 

stare with potency.  

"You run this place," Tylar concluded, disappointed.  

"Does that change your mind about who you thought I was?” Corbin burdened his voice 

with condescension. His body temperature elevated at their proximity, but he ignored it.  

Tylar tore her eyes away, her cheeks flushing bright pink. She declined answering his 

question, which he interpreted as a yes. Not that it mattered. To Corbin, the show of deference 

suggested she may be salvageable.  



  
 

  
 

"Good." he stated.  

Startled by his change of demeanor, Tylar searched his features for answers to unknown 

questions. A flash of arousal almost overcame him at the taste of dominance her behavior offered. 

This woman sent fire straight though him.  

Recalling the consequences of the last few times he let carnal need override his better 

judgment, Corbin suppressed his excitement. A challenging task. Built like a ballerina, the only 

flesh exposed was her face, smooth neck, and dainty hands. He could see the rise and fall of her 

breasts under the crisp white blouse, buttoned to the base of her throat. The hourglass shape of her 

lithe body indicated a pair of long legs hidden beneath the black uniform skirt that fell to her 

ankles.  

Needing out of the building before his desire got the best of him, Corbin moved to exit. 

Tylar laid a tentative hand on his shoulder. He spun on his heel, causing her to withdraw. Taking 

an aggressive stride, his arousal intensified as she responded with two steps back. The part of him 

still capable of civilized thought was amazed to notice Tylar acted out of shyness instead of fear. 

"Don't touch me." His words coated with forbiddance. Met with her timid retreat, Corbin 

fought against placing his hands all over her in ways he doubted her skill trainers ever attempted. 

"Did you not pay attention in class or did they forget that part of your lesson plan? Never touch a 

man unless he initiates or gives you permission." 

"Men aren't the center of the universe," Tylar declared.  

She held her ground as he took another step forward. Close enough to smell the clean scent 

of her, Corbin reached out and swept a piece of black hair away from her eyes. His fingers brushed 

Tylar’s brow, filling her cheeks with sudden red. On the brink of being drawn-in by the 

seductiveness, he clung to his arrogant temper to stay the unrest that burned inside.  

 "They're the center of your universe," the retort flowed with a smoothness that defied the 

impending threat it commanded, "Especially when they hold your life in their hands."  

That last part got her attention. 

"Are you saying Mary wants me dead? Do you expect me to be grateful for you being my 

savior?"  

"Mary just wants you out of here," Corbin answered, again surprised by her bravado. 

Before she got smug he added, "What do you think happens to those who leave here without being 

purchased? We don't let failed students wander the streets and I doubt you would survive if we 



  
 

  
 

did. I see potential, so I gave an order for you to remain." He paused, taking in the sight of her. 

Coating his words with heated threat, he advised, "Don't make me regret my decision."  

This time, Corbin stalked off without interruption.  

  

  

Michael Manning had built Pleasure High on the outskirts of Belfair with the fantasy of an 

erotic school floating around in his head. Descended from old money and successful businessmen, 

he spared no expense when establishing the small community set apart from a world of restrictive 

legalities. Purchasing everything outright, he renovated an existing mansion by adding two floors 

and several wings. Once completed, the compound housed more bedrooms and bathrooms then 

Corbin cared to define, a recreation room for each wing and a huge kitchen on each floor with two 

separate dining rooms branching off either side. It contained a library, classrooms for schooling 

and an activity yard on the flat reinforced roof complete with a small swimming pool, a game 

court, and a track to run on.  

A fence surrounded the impenetrable structure and a towering steel gate permitted entrance 

only to those with a code. A ten-foot high concrete wall surrounded a play area on the roof, 

maintaining the student’s isolation from the outside world. With every window unbreakable and 

all the doors aside from the students' bedrooms restricted by cypher locks, the facility resembled a 

prison. In the basement were half a dozen seclusion rooms for punishment and reprogramming. 

Pleasure High had thrust Tylar into the isolated quarters on two separate occasions, though she 

had no recollection of her first stint. 

Corbin fled the building. As he approached the limousine idling in the driveway, his 

chauffer bodyguard opened the back. Chase, his head of staff, took the seat across from him as 

Jimmy shut their door and got behind the wheel. Corbin watched out the window as they passed 

through two sets of gates and started down the three-mile dirt alley away from Pleasure High. 

Staring at his reflection, he tried to collect himself. His black hair in slight disarray, a few 

loose curls dangled over his dark, heavy brow. The tanned complexion of his cheeks and chin 

showed faint signs of a five o'clock shadow. Corbin's caramel eyes were full of intent, though the 

target of said focus was no longer present.  



  
 

  
 

The limo exited the thick of trees and took a right on a wider unpaved road. The nearest 

neighbor to Pleasure High came into view a mile later. Letting out a sigh of relief, Corbin’s arousal 

began to subside. 

"Rough day?" Chase broke the silence.  

"You have no idea," Corbin muttered, then requested of the driver, "Jimmy, please roll up 

the privacy window."  

After the tinted soundproof glass separated them from the front, Corbin reached into the 

briefcase next to him and pulled out a manila folder. William destroyed all evidence of Tylar’s 

original file two years ago, replacing it with one that omitted her first seclusion and what led to it. 

Several months prior to William’s murder, the new file underwent an amendment to conceal an 

act of rebellion against a trainer. Circumstances behind the destruction of her original chart might 

be contributing to her conduct over the past few years, but there was no way to be certain. Needing 

a trusted opinion from an unbiased point of view, he checked to make sure the folder included the 

Adam incident before handing it to Chase. 

Three years Corbin's senior, Chase Tiburon was twenty-eight and stood six feet tall with 

dark blond hair and ocean blue eyes. Hired at sixteen, Chase responded to an ad for a labor position 

that turned out to be a lure for a skill trainer. Short conversations had revealed Chase was one of 

the best skill trainers in the history of Pleasure High. With a keen talent for reading body language, 

he worked with difficult students by learning what drives them and how to manipulate it into 

compliance. He never cared to ask for examples of this, but recognized Chase’s perceptiveness 

also lent to his success as Corbin’s bodyguard. At the very least, it helped him avoid becoming a 

direct target of the dangerous Manning rage. 

What possessed William to pull Chase from Pleasure High to join the security team 

remained vague, though his assignment as Corbin’s bodyguard ten months later was no secret. A 

threat on the then sixteen-year-old’s life prompted William to demand Chase never leave his son’s 

side when outside the gates of Manning Estate. At nineteen, Chase carried a weapon and looked 

young enough to cause minimal problems when William bribed officials at the high school to allow 

his enrollment. After graduation, he put Chase through college under the caveat that he took the 

same courses and maintained his grades. After almost a year of constant exposure, Chase became 

Corbin’s only friend. Corbin was now twenty-five and he still preferred not to leave the estate 

without Chase. 



  
 

  
 

When Corbin inherited William’s assets, he promoted Chase and gave him a seat on 

Manning, Inc.'s board of directors. The two positions presented a heavy workload. Chase delegated 

well to his subordinates and took advantage of the long hours by tending to paperwork while 

sequestered with Corbin. Moreover, the days spent at the office and in the field as Corbin's shadow 

kept him informed enough to vote on the board without being involved in the company's actual 

operations. 

"What's this?" Taking the documents Corbin offered, he read the name on the tab, "Tylar 

Daislea. Is this one of your skill trainers?"  

"The only skill trainers involved in this mess are Adam, Lance and Jay."  

"Then who is this guy?"  

Corbin smiled, though it came across as more of a grimace, "Tylar is a girl."  

"A student?" Chase complained with utter distaste. "Damn it, Corbin. Please tell me you 

don't want her killed for failing Pleasure High's tortures."  

Offended he would jump to such a conclusion, Corbin demanded, "When have I ever asked 

you to kill anyone?"  

"Yeah, well, when's the last time you were out here? I figured it must be something serious 

to bring you back to a place you hate more than anything." 

"I don't want her killed," Corbin clarified in a sour tone. "Would you just read the damn 

file?"  

"Alright," Chase relented with a sigh as he flipped open the folder.  

At first, Chase picked through the biography of the troublesome student with an expression 

bordering on general disinterest. Several minutes into skimming through the paperwork, something 

caught his attention. Creasing his brow, he focused on the content word for word and revisited 

segments of the documentation as if comparing information. Chase's analysis lasted for the 

remainder of the hour-long ride to Manning Estate, located on the outskirts of SeaTac.  

Finished reading, Chase held up the snapshot of a four year old Tylar taken around the time 

when Sam Cranson, the longest standing member of Manning security, brought her to William. 

Aside from the immaturity of the child’s facial features and the sullenness in the younger girl’s 

eyes, Tylar retained the same stunning looks as an adult. 

"You mean to tell me that this cute little button caused all this ruckus?"  

"Let's finish this in my study," Corbin said with distraction as they pulled up to the gate.  



  
 

  
 

The original portion of Manning Estate had boasted a five-bedroom, three bath upstairs 

with a downstairs one-bedroom apartment. When William ascended to patriarch, he doubled its 

size by adding self-containing studios for four guards, a cook, and a housekeeper. He erected a 

giant concrete wall around the estate, complete with a huge iron gate and an elaborate security 

system that pointed a guilty finger at his maddened paranoia. Access to the main house from the 

staff quarters was through the front gate or a side door near the front of the house. Both required 

an employee code to open. Despite the magnitude of the renovation, the exterior of the building 

looked normal and well-balanced. Of course, the wall helped by breaking up the view. 

Rolling down the window, Corbin put the six-digit master pin into the comm box. A red 

light switched to green, signaling the opening of a huge, heavy gates. They made their way up the 

curving driveway to the cul-de-sac with its gaudy fountain gurgling in the center. Coming to a halt, 

Jimmy climbed out of the front seat and opened the door for Corbin and Chase.  

The two men made their way up the marble veranda and entered a stained oak foyer that 

opened through an archway into a corridor. Gold carpet and off-white paint accented most of the 

estate. The closed door on the left emitted the faint scent of chlorine from the indoor pool. Corbin’s 

favored method of exercise and stress relief involved swimming laps, where Chase preferred 

training equipment and martial arts. Unable to make the gym every day, Corbin let him set up a 

workout area in the basement several years back.  

Chase paused at the security room, located in between the basement stairs and his 

apartment on the right. Corbin continued toward the stairs to the upper floor as his friend checked 

on the guard sitting in front of a bank of monitors. Mounted on the wall in two rows of five above 

a counter that served as a desk, the screens surveyed live feeds from cameras installed all through 

the property. Chase and Jimmy managed the state-of-the-art system through the server in this 

room. Hardwired throughout the house and grounds, the system facilitated communication inside 

and controlled outside access from any keypad.  

The similarities between this setup and Pleasure High’s often sent Chase into a rant about 

how William must have purchased it black-market. Of course, Corbin dismissed his tirades as an 

overreaction. A technician showed up at least once a year to perform upgrades and maintenance. 

No black-market seller in his or her right mind would offer a service contract for an illegal product.  

A staircase rose a few feet beyond Chase’s apartment on the right, leading to the top floor. 

An archway opened next to the stairs and as Corbin approached, a roll-up window at a counter 



  
 

  
 

with two stools came into view. A formal dining room lurked unseen beyond the service counter. 

During his grandfather’s reign, he required daily punctual attendance of all household members at 

its table for breakfasts and dinners. William had no use for it after Michael died, and Corbin 

deemed it even less useful now. 

Chase caught up as he ascended to the upper level. Passing through a door at the top, a 

substantial living room sprawled before them. A 70-inch flat screen TV centered on the wall across 

from the entrance, with a bedroom door about six feet to the right. Front and center sat a suede 

couch the color of coffee with a matching recliner on each side and dark wood tables nearby to 

hold drinks or other conveniences. Prints from various artists adorned the vertical surfaces, though 

Corbin paid them no heed. The artwork absorbed ambient sound and kept the room from echoing. 

A hallway on the right led to the other four upstairs bedrooms and a guest bathroom. 

Double doors to the left of the stairwell sequestered his beloved study. The left leaf never 

opened, and Corbin closed both when he needed to concentrate, sometimes locking it. Built-in 

shelves dominated three-quarters of the dark copper wall space and surrounded the entrance. 

Corbin removed his father’s journals following his death, but thousands of books of every genre 

still packed the ledges. Some of them more than three hundred years old. A set of beige couches 

faced each other before the French doors and Corbin’s enormous mahogany desk brooded in front 

of a window wall to the right. Two chairs sat at attention in front of the throne, with a bronze 

enclosed fireplace off to the side.  

A degree from the University of Washington hung above the mantle with over a dozen 

pictures surrounding it. He obtained his master's at twenty-two, making him the first in his family 

to achieve past the bachelor's program. The accomplishment meant nothing to him or his father. 

They both knew he took on the added class load as a desperate attempt to avoid William’s hateful 

fury. The spread around his diploma were site photos of some of Manning, Inc.’s subsidiary 

businesses, including Corner Street Drugstores, Wandering Industries and a couple Stop-n-Gas. 

The original endeavor of Manning, Inc., Corbin sold the gas station company after someone 

gunned down William outside the storefront off Highway 99 in SeaTac. His death remained an 

unsolved murder.  

"Are you planning more expansion for Corner Street next year or are you going to take a 

break and eat up the profits?" Chase inquired, noticing what held Corbin’s attention as they crossed 

the room. 



  
 

  
 

Corbin sat down in his over-sized leather chair. The docked laptop, dual monitors and 

phone sitting off to the side took up a quarter of the huge desktop. Chase took his usual seat in the 

chair on the left in front of him. 

The question about Corner Street seized Corbin away from thoughts of his father to focus 

on a more pleasant topic. Of all seven subsidiaries, he still favored the drugstores his father 

acquired at Michael's demand. He began making plans for restructuring the chain within a month 

of working at corporate at fifteen, though he expected William to die before he could enact the 

changes. To his surprise, William handed the company over after his twenty-first birthday. Corbin 

pulled the business out of the gutter and bided his time until he could take over the parent company 

and the rest of its subsidiaries. Lucky for him, his father’s murder took place less than three years 

later. It had been on the verge of capsizing from sheer neglect and the board's fear of leading a 

proxy fight against a Manning. 

Corbin wasted no time over the past year implementing massive changes similar to what 

he did for Corner Street. He doubled the budget company-wide, bringing it up from the deep red 

William let it to sink into. Corbin also acquired another chain of hotels through a hostile raid, 

which increased profits for the hotel management subsidiary, Wandering Industries. 

In contradiction to his father's obsession, Corbin abandoned Pleasure High to run itself, not 

caring if the damned place broke even. 

"Didn't you listen at the board meeting last month?" Corbin questioned, "We won the bid 

on another piece of property. An empty lot off Military Road, not far from the I-5 exit."  

Chase looked surprised, indicating he had been snoozing through that part of Corbin's 

summary. "That's just a couple miles down the street. I take it you wanted one close by, so you 

can reap the benefits of owning a pharmacy?"  

Not in the mood for bad jokes, Corbin narrowed his eyes. "What do you think?"  

Chase took the hint. He slapped the manila folder down on the desk, ready to talk business. 

"Looks like Tylar's problems started about fifteen months ago with Adam, who was supposed to 

be her third-year skill trainer. You know what happened to him is a trainer's worst nightmare, 

right?" Chase shuddered at the thought of a student racking him in the nuts.  

"The first several weeks of training went fine, though after the fact, Adam contradicted this 

by saying Tylar was uncooperative leading up to the incident." Corbin continued from memory, 

"Adam decided to take matters into his own hands and deal with the problems himself, instead of 



  
 

  
 

reporting her behavior so she could be reprimanded or reassigned. He tried to manage her into 

submission without authorization or guidance on how to do it without damaging her conditioning. 

Tylar chose to resolve this new development by giving him a knee to the balls. Proctor Teri was 

teaching class down the hall from the pleasure room when she heard Adam scream. She found him 

curled into the fetal position on the floor. Tylar was sitting up with a couple of buttons popped off 

her blouse and her skirt ripped off."  

An involuntary mental picture of Tylar half-naked on a bed caught Corbin off-guard. He 

pushed the image from his mind before it re-invoked his arousal from their encounter earlier.  

"How long was he out of commission?" Chase asked.  

"About five weeks."  

"Wow, she sure nailed him," He mused aloud. He thought for a moment before adding, "I 

don't understand what the problem was in the first place. Her records state she cooperated with 

him until the day of the incident. Not to mention she excelled through her first and second year 

skill training in the course of a year. A year!"  

"Students sometimes complete itineraries early." Corbin reasoned.  

"Yeah, by a couple months! But satisfying a years' worth of skills in six?" Chase shook his 

head, "No way. Her syllabus would've had to be cut in half for her to finish that quick. That means 

Tylar's trainers must have been bragging about her sexual abilities way more than usual, catching 

the attention of the handlers in charge of drawing up her bedroom syllabus. Even then, they would 

have to be impressed enough to think she didn't need to learn the entire curriculum! It's unheard 

of, which makes her a goddamn unicorn. Something catastrophic must have been happened during 

one of the training sessions to screw things up like this."  

"I've been thinking about that." Corbin leaned back in his chair, unwilling to enlighten 

Chase on what he suspected the problem might be. His father had wiped that particular issue from 

Tylar's file. "Adam and Mary both claim he stuck to the authorized training schedule. As far as I 

know, the handlers never intervened. Tylar was the one who received punishment."  

"Trainer intervention or not, it had to be something that happened between the two of 

them,” Chase asserted. "She never tried it before and it hasn’t happened since. The skill trainer 

they assigned after her two-month seclusion escaped without injury."  



  
 

  
 

Corbin grunted, "That's a gross understatement. When it came time for her to transfer to 

the fourth-year sector last month, Lance begged to continue as her final trainer. Pleasure High 

denied his request, so he tried to fail her to keep her back. That didn't work, either, so he quit."  

"Maybe what happened to Adam combined with whatever power she held over Lance led 

to the issue with Jay," Chase suggested. "Word spreads fast among the skill trainers. She must 

have intimidated him after he heard about the first two. I'm not exaggerating when I referred to her 

as a unicorn. What happened with Lance is also unheard of. Assigning each trainer up to five girls 

at a time reduces the risk of the boys attaching to one student. The chances of one as young as he 

was becoming obsessed like that should be next to nil."  

"That could be what happened," Corbin agreed. "In any case, I'm going to instruct Teri to 

stop taking in girls for Pleasure High. That hellhole needs to be phased out."  

"Really?" Chase appeared startled by Corbin's declaration.  

"Why are you surprised?" Corbin’s irritation rose. They discussed closing down Pleasure 

High every time he sat down to review bids on girls in the purchasing sector.  

"I just never thought you would do it," Chase replied, still baffled. "I mean, it was your 

father's favorite business. Your grandfather's, too, for that matter. In a dysfunctional, offbeat sort 

of way, that place is your heritage."  

"A heritage I would rather have buried, I don't care who was invested." Corbin's voice 

dripped with bitterness. "I don't need the income and treating women like this is fucked up. I may 

womanize, that much is no secret to the general public. Hell, it's the only thing about my personal 

life the media can get their hands on, so they milk it for all it's worth. But the women I bed are 

willing, not to mention they know if they don't want to sleep with me, all they have to do is say 

no. Pleasure High makes sure those girls are unaware that if they say no and a man continues to 

take what he wants, it is not their duty to lay back and allow it to happen."  

"Yeah, well, judging by what this Tylar girl did to Adam, I'd say she figured out what rape 

is and that she shouldn't have to stand for it."  

"She did irreparable damage to Jay in the process of asserting herself." Corbin changed the 

subject with a subtlety he hoped Chase wouldn't pick up on. "He’s no longer useful to Pleasure 

High. Can you contact your old trainer, Tristan, and see if he'll license Jay as an unarmed security 

officer?"  



  
 

  
 

"Sure, but I do not want to be asked to kill that girl. You need to come up with a plan to 

get her to cooperate." He looked contemplative for a moment before asking, "Why not let me try?"  

"What?"  

"You know I was an effective skill trainer, even with the difficult students. I'm the safest 

bet you have. Let me try to bring her back in line."  

"Why?" Corbin did not want Chase anywhere near Tylar. Not caring to say such a thing 

aloud, he deflected with, "You've never been interested in going back to being a skill trainer."  

"I am not interested in going back," Chase corrected, "and unicorn or not, I'm well aware 

her reprogramming will be distasteful at the stage she’s at. She’ll have to learn to submit again, 

which is going to require rougher aggression trainings. With the way this girl has been acting, you 

throw her in with the wrong person and she'll end up beyond repair." He grimaced before adding 

with an unenthusiastic mutter, "If she isn't already."  

"No," Corbin denied, unwilling to accept the solution though he did see his point.  

"What else are you going to do?" Chase insisted, frustration surfacing in the face of 

Corbin's inflexibility, "We both know those horror stories about men in black suits abducting failed 

students is a fabricated scare tactic. But I can only think of one outcome if a girl flunks out of that 

shitshow. I have never harmed a woman and I sure as hell don't plan to start by killing this eighteen-

year-old girl. There's a good chance whatever started all this wasn't even her fault!"  

Corbin stewed in silence. He threatened Tylar today with the consequence of death if she 

failed, though left out the part about men in black suits. The act of ordering a young woman’s 

murder horrified him. He did not want to be responsible for demanding Chase or Jimmy carry out 

such an atrocity.  

"Look, by sacrificing a year of my full-time presence around here, we have a better chance 

of coming out on the winning end of this. You won't have to make the decision to end her life and 

I won't be faced with the choice to either quit or live the rest of mine with the memory of killing a 

teenage girl."  

"You're too old to be a skill trainer," Corbin argued, still reluctant to concede. "You're 

twenty-eight."  

"At least she’s a legal adult! Desperate times call for desperate measures. If you don't agree 

to this, you're going to have to give her to one of those boys. And you better believe every last one 

of them knows she’s been the downfall of three of their buddies. That's a bad idea."  



  
 

  
 

"I'll think about it," Corbin conceded with reluctance. "Until then, I have instructed Teri to 

hire a new skill trainer with a girl like Tylar in mind. There are still students who need to have 

their training completed before I can walk away from that dumpster fire. I don't ever want to be 

faced with a mess like this again.” 
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