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It was a very large bed, with broad, gleaming dark wooden frame. Four great, carved posts rose seven and a half feet above it, connected at head and foot, by thick, intricately carved foot and headboards. It was a bed for a very large man, or perhaps a very large couple.

With the half dozen big pillows and their lace trimmed cases habitually placed there, the sheets and thick, colourful duvet, she had often felt sunk within a mass of fluff.

Only two pillows were there now, however, and she was laying across them on her belly, her hips elevated, her legs spread towards the bottom post. Her arms were spread up and forward to the upper posts so that she was effectively spread-eagled. And she was held there by the layers of dark black rope which had been wound carefully about her wrists and ankles, each loop set precisely next to its neighbour, all of them ending in a strong length which connected her wrists and ankles to the four great posts.

Her bottom was raised and elevated, while her face was pressed against the bed below. Her long, thick mahogany hair, usually brushed until it glistened, was now an untidy, tangled mass about her head, partly matted against her cheek and forehead, where perspiration glistened. Her face was red, her lips drawn back around a dark black latex ball which partially protruded from her open mouth, two narrow straps pulling in against the sides of her mouth and then back around behind her head beneath the tangled hair.

Her sex was hairless, the lips taut and stretched back around the thick round shaft of the foot-long stainless steel vibrator which had been jammed painfully deep into her pussy. Only an inch protruded, gleaming, wet, like her entire groin, partially with sweat, partially with her body’s cream, which glistened moistly along the edge of her opening.

The even thicker base of a black, very realistically shaped latex dildo protruded from her anus, the rest of it clutched tightly by the muscles of her spasming rectum, continually trying to either draw it in deeper or expel it.

Miranda’s body trembled slightly, and she groaned as she drew in shallow, gasping puffs of air through her nose and around the edges of the ball-gag filling her mouth.

On the nearby fireplace, a clock ticked softly. Aside from this and her breathing, the only sound in the room was the distant growl of a lawnmower coming through the closed window from a house up the street.

She gasped and rolled her eyes up and back as the tip of the crop was placed against her spine just below her neck. The tip of the crop was more flexible than the crop itself, flat, but hard, called the “slapper”. Now it rested lightly against her spine, as Miranda moaned, as her muscles spasmed and moved beneath her moist, hot skin, her arms and legs pulling feebly against the ropes binding them in place.

The slapper, bent against her spine, slid slowly downwards, tracing the line of her spine between her shoulder blades, then down her slender back, and was soon wet with her sweat as it slid down into the small of her back, then rose up once more as it reached the base of her spine. It seemed to hesitate there, then slid on, just a short distance, off the tail of her spine, between her buttocks to where the round base of the dildo stuck out of her straining anus.

It circled the dildo slowly, then drew back and turned, laying sideways across her elevated bottom, pressing firmly into the skin as Miranda moaned and pulled against the ropes again.

Then it drew back and lashed down across her buttocks with a sharp meaty “thwack!” that drew a muffled cry of pain from her lips.

A thin line grew across the otherwise pale skin stretched across her buttocks, and her breathing came faster.

The slapper circled the base of the dildo again, then drew back and snapped down again – harder. Again the room echoed with the soft “thwack!”, and her cry was louder, more strained as she pulled more desperately against the ropes binding her.

Another thin line began to rise across her bottom, then “thwack!” and she cried out again.

She moaned, her head rolling back painfully, trying to see behind her, trying to roll her eyes up in mute appeal.

“Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!”

The four blows came close together, the first one drawing a cry, the second, a louder, more startled cry. By the fourth blow her cry was desperate as the mounting pain made her frantic, her skin burning like fire.

The blows stopped, the slapper sliding gently around the base of the dildo, rubbing gently at the skin of the perineum, then circled the base of the vibrator. It slid downward, caressing the top of her sex, rubbing lightly across her clitoris. The sensation was both uncomfortable and oddly pleasant, and Miranda relaxed measurably, her breathing easing.

Then the vibrator was turned on.

The vibrations made her entire lower body begin to thrum in tandem. The nose of the vibrator was jammed so deep inside her it had actually passed just to the side of her cervix so that it was painfully wedged right into the back wall of her vagina. The entire long silver body quivered inside her, setting her internal organs shaking lightly, making the muscles of her sex spasm. Tiny droplets of cream were forced out around the tightly clutching lips of her sex to trickle down along the base of the vibrator.

Below, her clitoris had swollen and pushed out from beneath its hood. The cream trickled down across it as the flat slapper rubbed gently and insistently, and Miranda groaned into the gag, her bottom rolling instinctively upwards. She tried to turn her head again, to look behind her, but her hair was across her face, in her eyes, and she could only see a shadowy figure there through it before dropping her head again.

The crop slid back up, caressed her bottom and then - .

“Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!….. Thwack!

She twisted and writhed and groaned as the sharp, stinging blows cut across her raised bottom, crying out into the gag, tears of pain beginning to fill her eyes as she twisted and pulled against the ropes.

Then the slapper was between her trembling thighs once again, rubbing gently against her clitoris. But she was wet there, now, and the stroke of the slapper was more intimate against her slick flesh. Her bottom still burned but the heat in her groin began to overshadow it.

Her body trembled and she gulped in air, sweating again, gasping.

“Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!”

She cried out against the pain, frantically trying to rise up, to arch back, her legs jerking spastically against the ropes tight around her ankles, then she collapsed gasping, gulping in air, drooling around the ball gag.

The dildo began to move. It twisted slowly to the right, then the left. Then pressure on its base tilted the nose up against where it was jammed deep inside her anus. The pressure reversed, and then reversed again. Then the dildo twisted, first clockwise, then counter. Then it slid slowly back out. It glistened, though not with her juices. It glistened with the lubricant with which it had been coated, so that it moved slickly despite her tightness. An inch more slid out of her, then two, then five, then they were all very abruptly rammed back into her.

She screamed, her head thrown up and back as the pain startled her. It felt as though she’d been punched in the gut – quite literally.

Then the slapper began to stroke across her clitoris, rubbing gently.

The dildo twisted, first left, then right, then pulled out slowly. This time it slid back in again just as slowly, fighting the pressure of her anal muscles. It began to pump in and out, just two inches one way, then the other, then four, then six. The slapper rubbed against her clitoris as the vibrator buzzed, and Miranda’s glassy eyes rolled back as pleasure and raw sexual heat coursed through her veins.

The dildo pumped harder, faster. It hurt, but not enough to distract her, and in a way, the pain was welcome, and she felt herself embracing it as right, proper, natural. She welcomed it, and the dildo pumped with longer strokes, faster, harder, the whole long length of it thrusting into her now in hard, fast strokes that jammed the fist of the person holding it against the opening to her bottom.

No matter how aroused her body had become it could not take the entire fourteen inch length.

But the nose jammed into her hard and deep, and her breathing grew rougher and harder and faster as she gasped and moaned and began to grunt and cry out at every hard thrust. Her entire body began to tremble and writhe and her bottom rolled lewdly up against the thrusting dildo, against the leather slapper rubbing, rubbing, rubbing at her throbbing clitoris.

The orgasm rose around her like a building wave, then crashed down upon her. She shuddered and bucked back, gurgling in wild, dazed pleasure even as the slapper stopped rubbing and started – slapping. An inch long, an inch wide. It was just large enough. The shaft of the crop was a blur as it slapped in short, rapid little motions against her swollen clit.

She cried out, twisting, writhing, bucking, the pleasure and pain so intense they were tearing at her mind. She bit into the ball-gag and cried out again and again, her throat aching from the force of her cries – however muffled, as her hips bucked violently. The orgasm rolled on and on as if it were a record with a deep scratch, skipping, skipping, skipping again, as fierce, furious flares of pleasure tore through her writhing body.

The dildo was rammed deep into her anus and left there, twisting clockwise, then counter. Then an open hand slapped against the base, then again, then again as she gasped and grunted and moaned at the jarring pain in the midst of the blinding storm of pleasure.

Her belly ached from the spasms, and black dots began to dance before her eyes from lack of air. She needed to breath, but wouldn’t for fear it would interrupt the rush of pleasure washing over her. And then she had to. She sucked in air desperately, interrupting the orgasm briefly, then it rolled on and she let the air out in a long, dazed wale of pleasure as the orgasm finally tailed off.

She fell limp, gasping, dazed, her chest heaving as she drew in deep sobbing breaths.

She felt a presence next to her face, soft breath which smelled of raspberries washed over her ear as a voice whispered “whore.”

 * * * * *

Miranda had always loved books. As early as she could remember she enjoyed nothing so much as curling up in a warm place with a good book and letting her mind wander through the strange and exiting worlds she found there. While other kids were out playing during lunch, she could be found in the school library, elbows on a large table, alone, lost in an exciting adventure. This had made her something of a loner, of course, something of a recluse, but she hadn't minded.

High school was little different, except the length and complexity of the books she loved grew greater, and she'd become a regular visitor to the public library for more sophisticated fare. She began her own collection then, partly made up of precious books bought at second hand stores and garages, and partly of books slyly stolen taken home from school and never returned. 

 Once Miranda had thrilled to the invented world of a book, she liked to revisit it from time to time. Again, all this time with books tended to cause a degree of social isolation, but as long as she had her books, Miranda didn't particularly mind. Social relationships were difficult and often embarrassing. Books were easy. She just had to sit there and absorb the events without worrying about her own response.

It would have surprised no one that her sex life was non-existent. It would have surprised almost everyone that Miranda actually even thought about sex, much less how much she did so. Her outlets, however, were few. She had isolated herself from people for so long she really wasn't good in social settings. She did not dance, nor drink, and was somewhat taken aback by male attention. Her main social outlet, in fact, outside of work, was the internet.

There were books on the internet, and stories, and there were, finally, people to talk to - in safety, about events which transpired in the world. She was a dedicated newspaper reader, of course, and also watched the news on television every night. Much of what she saw left her indignant, and, despite her sheltered life, left her cynical about the world. She found herself angered by the stupidity and corruption of politicians, and would argue angrily with people she had never met on the internet, throwing fiery post after fiery post against those who disagreed with her: idiots all.

Of course, there were other things on the internet, and, while at first nonplussed by some of the sexual topics and sites she discovered, Miranda came to understand just how broad the world of sexuality was, and how odd were some of the people who inhabited it. It was not an introduction to sex, of course, but it greatly expanded her horizons. 

 And the stories she read there, from an early age, were a revelation of passion and hunger, of excitement and thrilling adventure. She could not find such books in the library, and she had always been too embarrassed to do more than quickly skim across the "erotica" section in the book stores. She certainly would not have dared carry those books up to the counter and buy them.

But books were available on the internet, fascinating books, shocking and wicked books, and she began to order those, consuming them voraciously, sometimes aghast, sometimes outraged, but very often deeply aroused by the stories, scenes and events those books contained. Miranda had never been a stranger to masturbation, but now she began to refine and develop her skill to a high art, especially with the aid of various interesting devices she could purchase on the internet.

 She was not entirely certain why her interests took the direction they did. She could never really see herself in those free spirited girls who threw themselves at men, who danced wildly and engaged in mad, passionate romance with all and sundry. That simply wasn't her. She was quiet, even a little meek in public. She abhorred confrontation or angry words, avoided risks of social gaffes like the plague. It was simply not in her to seek out men and she was wary of those who would seek out her But some of the earliest stories she had come across had touched something in her

Those early adventure books had often involved girls who were involved in danger, and who were captured, taken prisoner, by some cruel man or other. Nothing untoward ever happened, of course, but sometimes they were tied up, and that had always, for some reason, deeply thrilled her. 

 When she had later come upon girls tied up - and involved in wicked, passionate, thrilling sexual adventures - she was entirely hooked, and could easily see herself in those same situations. She would constantly fantasies about being taken prisoner of evil pirates, or shipped off to be in the harem of a handsome sheik, or overcome by dark, cruel men who would ravish her again and again.

 But that, of course, was fantasy. The bookish young girl’s life contained no such dangers, no such adventures or thrills. She worked hard at her studies in preparation for university, where she intended to take library sciences. She had no real friends. For her shyness and studious demeanour did not create a great deal of interest in her from either boys or girls.

 She lived with her aunt, having been abandoned by her single mother shortly after birth, and having had no idea who her father was. She read her books, studied, and watched TV. She spoke softly, when she spoke, often with eyes downcast, for she was uneasy when speaking to strangers. She wore drab, loose-fitting clothes, whatever seemed comfortable, thick glasses, and hair which was – to put it kindly – wild and untameable. 

 She was an eminently practical girl, and cared little for the opinions of others. She knew that many of the girls sneered at her for her unfashionable clothing, thick glasses, and rats nest hair, but while this did not please her she accepted it without sadness. She had little need for people, after all. They were confusing, difficult, and often rude.

She walked along the pavement with a brisk, clipped step, eyes straight ahead, apparently seeing no one she passed in her determination to get to where she was going. She turned aside only briefly, at a newsstand.

“Telegraph, please,” she said, her voice a strange mixture of youthful hesitation with an insistent command. 


 She required a newspaper, and required it now, held out her fingers with the coins, took the newspaper, and resumed her brisk pace.

She was not one to draw the eyes as she moved. Her trousers were beige, her sneakers black. She wore a pale rose blouse under a brown, hip length jacket, with a nondescript bag over one shoulder.

She stuffed the newspaper into the bag as she walked, crossed the street, and waited for the bus, her stance solid, unmoving, as if sleeping whilst awake.

When the bus appeared, however, she squinted at it through her glasses, and, upon recognizing the number, thrust her arm out firmly to bring it to a halt. She boarded, showing her pass to the conductor, and then climbed the stairs to the top, found the most isolated seat she could, and tucked herself into it for the remainder of the ride, watching the world go past her window.

 * * * * *

 “Take off your bra.”

 Miranda considered the request. She was not wearing a bra, at the moment, but whomever was typing on the other end of the line would not know that. She had, after all, described the colourful lingerie she had imagined would please their mind.

 “All right,” she said, after a suitable pause.

 She was sitting in her bedroom at the computer, clad in pyjama bottoms and an old t-shirt. 

 The man had called himself “Master Baater,” which was dreadfully silly, but at least had the advantage of honesty. It was also most unlikely to be a woman. She had found herself involved with someone last week who had only afterwards revealed herself as a middle aged woman, and Miranda was quite uncomfortable about that sort of thing. 

 “Now pinch your nipples – hard,” the screen said.

 Smiling, she actually did reach up, pinching her nipples lightly through the t-shirt, feeling a little thrill of excitement start between her legs.

 Things continued from there, and the man grew steadily more nasty, which sometimes offended Miranda, and sometimes made her want to giggle. It was exciting, however, as her stiff nipples and throbbing groin could attest.

 He had her tied up now, ankles to wrists, hog-tied, and he was forcing his cock down her throat. The image was deliciously nasty, though she thought it most unlikely she’d ever enjoy such a thing in reality.

 For one thing, she could breath here, and probably could not were she really trying to cope with a man’s cock in her throat.

 She eased a hand down into her pyjamas and began to rub at her clit, spreading her legs and slouching a little in her seat.

 He was very good, his writing strong and clear, lacking the usual silly spelling mistakes and adolescent word play. He took his time to lovingly describe her plight, and then began to require she submit to his will.

 “Yes, master,” she typed, with only a small smile.

 How droll, she thought.

 “Now tell me what a fucking whore you are,” he ordered.

 The idea of that thrilled her a little. She? Little mousy Miranda? 

 “I’m a cheap little slut,” she typed. “I love to suck cock. I love to take them down my throat and drink come. I love being fucked hard, by many men at once.”

 “Bitch,” he typed, “whore. Are you naked, whore?”
Excited, Miranda peeled the T-shirt off, then skinned out of her pajama bottoms.

 “Yes, master,” she typed.

 “Then take your dildo and shove it up your hot little cunt.”

 Miranda moaned a little, then drew her knees back and did as he ordered, rubbing the dildo along her slit first, then slowly working it deep into her pussy.

 “Now get on the floor, on all fours, spread your legs, raise your ass, and pretend I’m fucking you, that that dildo is my cock. Do it now, you fucking slut,” the words ordered, the words and tone harsh and cold.

 Breathing a little harder, Miranda did just that, the floor hard against her knees as she raised her bottom to the screen, reached back, and began to work the dildo in and out.

 This is fucking sick, she thought, giggling a little. But she was aroused, too, and grunted with pleasure as she thrust the dildo in harder and deeper than usual.

 She groaned as she forced it deep, almost all the way in, then, panting, straightened up and shuffled over to the computer on her knees. She read through the last few lines of obscenity, then eased up and back onto the chair, very carefully and delicately pressing herself down until the base of the dildo encountered the seat, and she felt the pressure of its head grinding against the back wall of her pussy.

 Reading, and typing, she began to shift her weight up and down, up and down, legs well apart, gently jamming the end of the dildo into the back of her pussy, rolling her hips a little, gasping with excitement and effort.

 “… shove my twelve inch cock right down your filthy whore throat…”

 Miranda rubbed at her clit as she watched the text unfolding, gasping as she rode the dildo down hard, forcing every last inch inside her slim body. It ached, but it ached in a delicious way that brought her to orgasm.

 She shut off the computer. There was no point in winding down. Mostly that involved whoever was on the other side trying to get a phone number, trying to arrange further meetings, on-line or otherwise. Besides, she always felt a little ashamed after the sex heat had left her, thinking of how pathetic she was for being excited by these kinds of degrading things.

 She slipped on a pair of loose shorts and a tank top, then climbed into bed and opened a book, then read for a while before reluctantly turning off the light.
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Miranda woke slowly, then with a start, sat up in bed, jaw dropping. 

It was not her bed, that was certain, nor her room. She was lying in a huge four-poster bed set in the middle of a large red rug. The floor around the rug was stone, while the walls were of large gray blocks. There was a dresser on one wall, and doors on two more. Behind her, bracketing the bed, were a pair of large windows.

And she was nude.

More than nude, for as she glanced down, amazement rising to astonishment as she saw that her nipples had been pierced, and rings now hung from them. Her wrists were clasped in some sort of shackles, or very, very thick handcuffs, though not joined together, and she felt something around her throat.

Yet the astonishing thing was she could see all this with perfect clarity, even though she did not wear her glasses. She was quite certain, as well, that she did not have her contacts on. What did that leave, here in this strange room? Some sort of laser surgery, she supposed. But who, and why, and how long had she lain here that she felt no pain in them?!

She sat in bed for long minutes, staring, her mind spinning frantically, trying to come to terms with what her senses were telling her. She even pinched herself a few times, thinking to wake herself up, but nothing came of that but pain.

She slid her legs out of bed and tried to tug the sheets with her to wrap round herself, but they would not move. Warily, she left them behind and scurried nude to the dresser, gazing at herself in the mirror in rising astonishment, fear rising swiftly in her mind.

Miranda had to admit she had never looked better. In fact, she was amazed she could look as well as she did. Her eyes seemed startlingly bright green without her glasses, amazingly liquid and deep, and her face appeared longer and more sculpted. Her nose stood out more, narrow and aristocratic, her cheekbones high, her lips full. Her hair – her hair was – amazing. She’d never imagined it could be so beautiful.

It fell like a shimmering curtain of glossy, glistening reddish brown silk on either side of her head, without bangs, without curls, curving in across the edges of her forehead and down to frame her face She could not but help admire herself, to finger her hair and wonder at who’d cut and styled it – and why. And fear rose higher at that.

The rest of her seemed incongruous in the mirror – nude, her breasts pert, firm and perfectly round, with dainty pink nipples pierced now by stainless steel rings. Her slender body seemed perfectly proportionate given she stood barely five foot four on small bare feet. Her sex stood out appallingly bare, as though she were a much younger girl. Her fingers traced the line of her sex in disbelief, feeling no trace of hair or stubble.

Then they rose to the collar circling her slender throat, a collar with a ring set in the front from which two neat silver chains descended to the rings piercing her nipples. Neither collar nor rings appeared to have any way of removal, nor did the two inch wide silver bracelets circling both wrists and ankles.

She moved away from the mirror, and paused, her eyes caught by a row of objects sitting atop the dresser, standing on end as if on display. They were dildos, a round dozen of them, standing in a row, lined up according to size, with the smallest on the left, and an enormous monster of at least fourteen inches on the right. She stared at it, eyes wide, almost startled. 

She felt a mixture of revulsion and fascination at the thought of something that large going – she dropped her eyes and ran a finger along her tight, neat little slit, then shook her head and, eminently practical, began searching for something to wear. It was clear she was here for sexual purposes, had been since she’d wakened nude in someone’s bed. The trick was to get out.

As she moved, her breasts, firm though they were, moved as well, and every time they swung down however slightly she felt the tug of the rings against her nipples as the chains held them in place. The more active her movements, of course, the more her breasts moved, and the more her nipples stung.

She clasped a hand across her chest as they began to sting, using the other to swing open the closet now, finding nothing there except a pair of leather stilettos. She slipped a foot into one experimentally, and shook her head as she found the fit perfect.

Better to go barefoot.

Having found nothing she attempted again to tug the bed sheets off but discovered them held immovably in place. Angry and frightened, her brow furrowed, and she went to the windows, then pulled them back. There was no screen, and she leant over the sill to look down at ocean waves washing ashore at least two hundred feet below. 

Amazement mounted. She’d been nowhere near the ocean. What on earth had happened to her? How had she been taken here? By whom? And why? The bondage gear resembled things she’d read about, things she’d seen, even fantasized about. But did her fantasies have anything to do with this? Had one of her many on-line lovers tracked her down and then kidnapped her? Or was it just a coincidence?

She looked from side to side, then up, then down again, examining the old stone around the window. Like the interior, the outside walls were of large blocks of stone. However, over time, the mortar between seemed to have worn away in many places. Thus there were wide cracks running along the walls.

She went to the door and pulled, unsurprised to find it locked, then went to the bed, sat, and tried to calm her racing mind enough to think.

She was clearly here to be abused, and not merely once. No one went to this much trouble; to have her hair done, to have her pubic hair removed, her eyes done – no one did that who wasn’t intending on keeping her for quite some time, if not forever. And the collar round her throat and shackles on her wrists and ankles spoke of a kind of imprisonment which would be something less than gentle and romantic.

Miranda was the calmest of girls, but it was difficult to keep calm for this!

Some pervert had grabbed her – a rich one, given the looks of the place, and intended using her as his little sex toy. And while she had had many fantasies about such things, she had never had any desire to be someone’s play toy for good! She had a lot of things she wanted to do with her life, and kneeling and calling some smug, middle aged man “master” was not among them – at least, not outside a few brief game-playing dalliances. She was an independent, confident young woman.

She jumped to her feet and crossed to the windows again, then leaned out over the sill, the cold stone pressing into her bare abdomen as she looked sideways in both directions. 

Yes, it was doable. She’d done plenty of rock climbing, after all, and this looked quite easy by comparison. The difference being, of course, that if she fell she’d fall screaming into the rocks and ocean below.

Now wouldn’t that irritate the one who’d kidnapped her!

She climbed onto the sill, determinedly ignoring the cold against her bottom, turned, and slipped her arms over the sill from the outside. Her toes pressed blindly against the wall, feeling for a crack, and then, after a moment, finding one. She reached out with her left hand, found another easily, dug her strong fingers in, and then gently edged sideways away from the window.

Fingers and toes in cracks between the stone blocks, bare body pressed tightly against the wall, she slowly edged sideways, the wind whipping around her as the sound of waves striking rocks rose from far below.

For perhaps the first time she cursed her breasts for being too large. For she wanted to melt into the wall as she slid sideways, and despite being pillowed out between her chest and the cold stone, her breasts did force her back several inches.

They hurt, too, as she scraped along the wall, the chains linking her nipples to the collar getting caught and scraping worse, tugging painfully at her now aching nipples in a way which was dangerously distracting.

But she reached the next window over, grabbed the sill with a gasp of relief, and pushed against it.

It was locked.

Hanging naked two hundred feet in the air was no time to consider delicacy. The windows were tall and wide, but made up of individual panes of glass. She reached up and banged her shackled wrist against one – hard. It cracked, and broke, and she used the shackle to clear the glass carefully away before reaching through and undoing the lock. Then she opened the window and with a gasp of relief, pulled herself over the sill, slid in, and tumbled onto the floor, chest heaving.

She looked up, and her eyes widened as a shock rippled through her.

A man stood there regarding her. He was all in black. He wore heavy black boots to the knees, thick, padded black trousers, a black jacket, and a kind of chest protector, like police or soldiers did. Around his waist hung a kind of belt, like the police wore, with various compartments, including one for a radio. His gloves were bound in leather, and he wore a helmet with a mirrored visor which covered his face to the nose, leaving just his mouth and jaw free.

Fear and alarm sent her scrambling to her feet and backed against the wall, arms across her chest, hand covering her embarrassingly bare little sex as the man stared at her unmoving.

He was enormous; well over six feet, perhaps six and a half, with broad shoulders, easily more than twice her weight.

He stepped closer, and Miranda pressed back harder against the wall, speechless. He reached out, and a gloved finger stroked along her hair, combing it away from her face, then caressed her cheek, and finally, closed around her throat.

It was a large hand, quite large enough to engulf her throat easily, and when it squeezed she gurgled as the air was halted, and her hands leapt up to clasp at his heavy wrist. He eased closer, and then his closed hand rose, lifting her off her feet, jamming her against the wall, toes quivering, feet pawing at the air.

He held her like that, faceless mirrored visor showing only a distorted vision of her own face as her hands clung desperately to his wrist and she gurgled for breath. But the air came slowly, too slowly given the energy she was expending in trying to support herself there. She began to get light-headed, and slowly, her fingers weakened, her muscles, already overused in the climb, failed her, and her arms dropped to her sides so that she was held there by the throat by the tall, silent man.

He eased her slowly down and then loosened his grip, allowing her to breath, and Miranda dazedly gulped in air as she stared into his mirrored visor, gripped by fear and pain, her mind whirling.

He eased his grip on her throat more, then his hand moved to her bare shoulder and spun her about, pressing her belly and breasts in against the stone. An instant later he had her wrists together behind her, and the shackles locked in place. Then he spun her about again.

“Who - .”

He put a finger against her lips, an obvious command for silence, then reached behind him, pulling a short leather chain from his tool belt. Miranda watched as he hooked it to the ring in the front of her collar, then let it unfurl. The lips curled up in a cold smile and he stood back, holding the chain now as though it were a leash.

Miranda had been shocked to see him, then frightened out of her wits. Now she felt a blossoming sense of humiliation as he regarded her, small and helpless and naked, and then stepped back and tugged on the leash.

She might as well have been tugged by a car, as she was yanked away from the wall. He turned and walked to the door, pulling her after him, and Miranda, wrists tugging feebly against the metal shackles behind her back, was forced to trot along after him.

“Wait! Wait a minute! Who are you!? What -- .”

The man halted, whirled, and raised his right arm, and now she saw that he had a kind of bracelet on his wrist, a long one, with buttons on it. He pressed one.

The pain came from deep in her abdomen, a sudden shocking – shock! She screamed and leapt up and back, stumbling, staggering as he let her go. She fell against the wall, and he pressed the button again. Another shock crackled through her insides, and she screamed again, thrown up and back, then down to her knees. Her hands were yanking against the shackles, wanting to clutch her groin, to cup her sex, though there was no pain – not – now – but – he pressed the button again, and again she screamed, arching up and back to land on her back on the floor, legs splayed.

The man appeared overhead as she gasped, stunned, dazed.

“When we wish you to speak, you will be so informed.”

He reached down and grasped her left arm, then yanked her bodily to her feet.

Her knees were rubbery for a moment, but then she got control of herself, and stumbled to the door and out, his hand on her arm. He released it, and, holding the leash alone, led the panting girl up a wide hallway.

Inside her, she thought weakly. There was something deep inside her, up in her belly. She could not feel it, but it must surely be there. Where? In her pussy? Up her back opening? Some sort of – shock thing, she thought as she stumbled along.

What kind of place was this!? Who were these people!?

Fear gnawed at her as she padded along behind him. And embarrassment rose once more. She was certainly not used to being naked around strangers. She knew embarrassment about mere nudity was foolish, but she could not rid herself of it. Besides, her nudity made her feel vulnerable and helpless.

Not that it would have mattered whatever she wore. She was certainly helpless next to this massive man.

What was going to happen to her!?

An avid news junkie, she had read many stories of crimes over the years, including many sexual ones, and never come across one quite like this. Did that mean this sort of thing rarely or never happened?

Or that no one ever found out about it when it did?

 There was a circular stone stairway at the end of the hall, and they descended, his boots clicking on the stone, her bare heels silent.

 Every thirty seconds or so a sudden flash of numbed amazement rolled through her mind, a kind of “This can’t be happening! This isn’t happening!” sort of insistence from that logical, commonsense side of her mind. Unfortunately, the pull of the chain against her collar and the cold stone floor below her feet argued otherwise.

 They arrived on another floor, and turned onto an even larger corridor. The corridor was enormous, bigger from side to side than her apartment, easily thirty feet to the ceiling above, the walls lined with huge framed paintings, small antique tables and chairs, the centre of the floor covered by a long blue carpet.

 On one side they passed fifteen feet high arched windows looking out onto a courtyard where fountains played and gardens grew. And then they came to a door, turned through it, and bright sun made her eyes blink rapidly as she was led outside into that courtyard.

 They walked along a stone path between flowered hedges, then up to a large, gurgling pond with water flowing down from the pot carried by a tall statue of a beautiful, nude woman. There were two high, slender, Romanesque pillars standing on either side of the stone path just before the fountain. The tall man placed her between them, and moved behind her. 

 She felt his powerful hands at her wrists, then the link between the restraints came free and her left arm fell free. He held her right in a grip like iron, lifting it up and out to the side, then reached for a chain there dangling from the post. Before Miranda even understood his intent her wrist was chained up and out to the side, and there was little point in trying to resist as he took her other hand and repeated the action with a chain attached to the second post.

 He bent smoothly, drawing her legs apart, and she gasped, face flaming hotter as she was forced to expose herself even more. She looked down to see him fitting another chain from the bottom of the pillar to her left ankle. Then he moved to the other side, and pulled her other leg wide – so wide she was forced up onto the balls of her feet as he locked it in place.

 And then he simply – left.

 Of all the bizarre things!

 Miranda’s head swivelled from side to side, looking behind her, looking above and around her. The courtyard was about fifty yards wide and long. Tall, gray stone walls rose up on all four sides, containing windows on at least three floors. The roofs sloped back on two sides, but were flat on two others. 

 She stared at the fountain, and at the statue, trying to discern some deeper meaning in her presence here at the foot of the fountain.

 Nothing came to her. And no one appeared. The sun shone brightly, but it was not particularly warm, and goose bumps rose across the surface of her skin as she shivered a little. Her eyes scanned the windows above and around her, trying to see who might be looking at her here – naked – exposed.

 Her ankles were starting to ache. She had to keep on the balls of her feet, or the pressure of the metal cuffs against her wrists became painful. Of course, the insides of the shackles were lined with leather, but while that might protect her somewhat it still hurt rather a lot if too much weight came down on them.

 After what she guessed was a good hour, the black clad figure returned again. She felt an odd sense of relief. She had had too long to contemplate the possibilities, and in an uncomfortable position, to boot.

 He came up behind her, but then, to her surprise, simply placed a blindfold across her eyes.

 “Wait! Don’t – .”

 The pain in her belly tore at her again and she screamed and flung herself against the shackles.

 Then her hair was neatly gathered in and then pulled sharply, forcing her head up and back – and back – and back so that she gasped aloud as her head was actually pulled so far back it was almost upside down and looking back behind her. She felt something slide between her teeth. It was far too late by then to do anything to stop it as something which tasted of latex or plastic filled her mouth, and still kept her jaws wide. She felt a strap going behind her head, and then nothing.

 She was alone, as before, but blind and unable to speak. Yet she had not spoken before, so why the gag? Or was it in response to her daring to attempt to speak after he had put the blindfold in place?

 More minutes passed as Miranda waited anxiously for something to happen, for someone to come along and tell her what was going on, what her fate was to be.

 And then she heard a sound. She had been there long enough by then to recognize its foreign nature. She listened more intently, trying to hear over the pounding of her heart. Was it her imagination or – no, someone was there! She listened anxiously, blinded eyes turning this way and that.

 And then a hand, a warm hand, male, she presumed, work-roughened, was laid against her abdomen. She yelped in startlement, and tried to jerk back, but, of course, could not. The hand stroked her belly gently, as she flinched and twisted, then it moved down to rub her abdomen. It slid lower still, and her face reddened as fingers softly stroked along her slit, the lips parted slightly because of her spread legs. Fingertips pressed back the folds of her sex, lifted up the hood of her clit, and she felt a soft breath against her clit that made her tremble.

 Then the hands went away, and she waited in an agony of anticipation before a hand began to caress her bottom, to stroke and glide gently across the round curves of her buttocks, then gently knead the firm flesh. Two hands stroked gently up along the pale, smooth flesh of her back, then around her ribs and up front to cup and squeeze her breasts.

 Again the hands disappeared, and after a moment she felt a presence before her. Hands slid down her back and onto her buttocks again, squeezing, pulling her against a fully clothed body which pressed against her from the front. The material felt soft and smooth against her bare flesh, against her breasts, and then she felt a breath under her left ear, then lips at the nape of her neck.

 And then, bizarrely, for long minutes whomever was against her proceeded to lick, tongue, nibble and gently bite at the nape of neck and her earlobes, on both sides, as his hands kneaded her buttocks and breasts. She could tell little about who was pressed against her except that she thought they were not very tall, for she was even shorter, with her legs spread so wide, than normal, and certainly no one as tall as that monster who had locked her in place could have kissed her while pressing his chest and groin against her so firmly.

 And then nothing. She stood, panting, head turning from side to side. Had he gone and left her? What was going on!? What was to happen to her?! Who were these people!?

She waited.
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 She could feel someone nearby, but could see nothing because of the blindfold. She started at a breath against the nape of her neck, then a body pressed against her from behind. Teeth bit gently into the side of her throat again as arms went around her, hands cupping, caressing and gently kneading her breasts.

Fingers caught at her nipples twisting them, first one way, then the other, then pulling them outwards so she gasped and moaned in pain.

He moved away from her, and she drew in deep breaths, listening, trying to hear him move. She felt breath on her sex, then his tongue lapped very slowly up along the length of her sex to circle her clit. She gurgled weakly, her hips rolling up against him involuntarily. But he was gone again.

She was astonished to realize that she was aroused. With the fear and anxiety still swirling through her, with the embarrassment of being held naked and exposed, with the indignation of being held prisoner, for someone’s amusement, it should not have been possible. Yet it was undeniable.

Fingers pinched her nipples, suddenly, plucked at them. Then gripped the rings and pulled them up and out, stretching her nipples achingly.

 They were released, but then she could feel – a weight there, on both nipples. And as she moved a little, the weights shifted, swung as if they were on short lines hanging from her nipple rings. Her breathing was becoming less steady, and she no longer felt chilly as her heart raced. She looked and listened, trying to feel where he was.

She was anxious, heart thumping as her head turned slowly to the right, then the left, wondering where he was, what he would do next.

Then she felt a touch, behind her, at her small rosebud opening. She inhaled sharply, face burning red as something pressed against her there, something hard. It pushed in, and she could feel the cool slickness of it as her anus was forced open. The thing pushed into her deeper, and the deeper it got the wider. She felt her anal opening forced wider, and moaned as she was stretched. Wider still, and she ground her teeth again as it began to hurt.

Then the thing abruptly narrowed as the widest part passed into her body. Her anal ring closed – almost. A part of the thing was left outside, pressed against her opening like a silver dollar. Her face burned with shame and embarrassment behind the gag and blindfold, both her arousal and her fear deepening.

The sound of movement, and she turned her head. A finger traced the line of her sex, stroked lightly across her clit. Again, again, and she moaned. Then something cool and slick again, metallic, pushed against her, slid into the mouth of her sex. It was wider than the butt-plug, and she groaned as it pushed against her tight sex, twisting from slowly from side to side, eased, then pushed, eased, then pushed. 

Her opening gave way, the lips of her sex folding back and stretching apart – wider. The thing was huge! She almost cried out, her breath coming more rapidly, then it pushed up, higher, deeper, spreading wide the narrow, elastic tunnel in her lower belly, going higher, until she felt something odd, felt as though it were encountering something else deep within her, something metallic which it pushed against.

She began to ache from the deep penetration. And then, the thing abruptly narrowed, like the mouth of a bottle, with the thickest part inside her, and the narrower part holding apart the lips of her sex.

It felt hard, heavy. She heard a gentle “click”, and then felt something slide up diagonally across her upper left thigh. It crossed over her hip, went directly to the small of her back, then crossed her other hip and slid down across the other side of her abdomen. And then there was another click. And she felt the weight, the pressure of the too-long thing inside her trying to escape, pulling against what felt like a very narrow cord which cut into her hips and the tops of her buttocks.

A click, and the thing within her began to vibrate. She felt the vibrations deep inside her, felt them travelling up her spine, through her internal organs. Her clit was hard, exquisitely sensitive, waiting for a touch. It didn’t get it, but it trembled lightly in time to the vibrations, and Miranda ground her hips helplessly.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

Her hips jerked forward at the sharp blow to her bottom. Her body shook to the movement, and the weights handing from her nipples jumped and tugged with stinging effect. Her breaths were short and sharp. She could feel a hot line of pain across her buttocks as she waited anxiously for what was going to come next.

The vibrator was still buzzing away inside her, her entire insides quivering with reaction now. Her pussy muscles had loosened a bit, and she was very wet. The heaviness of the thing pulled down against the thin straps crossing her hips.

Crack!

“Ahhg!”

The blow crossed her back just below her shoulders, and she arched violently, causing the weights to tremble and bounce once again. But with almost no delay, another blow cut into her buttocks, and again she cried out, hips jerking forward. The blows were from something flexible, like a belt, yet narrow and light. But the pain was sharp, jagged. It was – it was a whip! Surely it was! What else could it be? She was being whipped!

Behind the blindfold her eyes were huge and frightened. She whimpered anxiously. Pain had never been a part of her sex life, and she did not like it. Yet despite this her pussy was dripping wet, and her insides were still quivering around the powerful vibrator lodged deep inside her, jammed against her very womb.

She felt a tongue at her clit again, lapping steadily as hands kneaded her buttocks. Her body began to loose its stiffness, heat flowing up through her groin, and her eyes, behind the blindfold, began to narrow into slits. She had often dreamed of having someone’s tongue there, but this was her first experience with the sensation, and she found it indescribably delicious.

The whip cut across the small of her back and she cried out, free to give vent to her pain, to cry out at the top of her lungs, to scream into the gag lodged deep in her throat. Another blow, and another, and three more in quick succession now, slicing into the delicate flesh of her back, across her shoulders, across her buttocks. Each blow sending a shockwave of violent sensation through her body, and she convulsed, twisting and writhing against the restraints as she screamed.

A pause, and she gulped in air shakily, moaning, trying to regain her balance. Her feet and ankles ached trying to keep her up, but it was that or hang freely from her wrists.

The tongue lapping at her clit continued, the slow, artful strokes now harder, faster, sliding up one edge of her clit and down the other, then licking strongly across it. Lips closed on her clit, which was swollen with heat, and sucked gently.

Five more blows cut into her flesh and her head thrashed as the pain poured through her. She screamed and bucked, heat flaring wildly along her back and bottom.

And then nothing: a pause. She shuddered and moaned, exhausted, on edge, half hanging by the wrists as she moaned and her eyes fluttered weakly behind the blindfold. She fought to draw breath through the thick plug in her throat, and felt light-headed from lack of oxygen.

Her back burned.

Her head fell slowly back, and then she was hanging fully from her wrists, groaning, body limp.

The tongue slid slowly up along her inner thigh, slowly and teasingly, up and down, tracing the edge of her sex, stroking along the swollen lips gripping the vibrator, easing higher, and then flicking lightly across her clit in short, rapid motions that, even as her mind swirled dazedly, caused her hips to grind, and then begin to roll forward against it.

She groaned and her head came forward, the muscles of her legs working again, her feet pressing down, lifting her, taking the weight off her aching wrists. 

The tongue moved, and she felt a hand on the vibrator. And then it was thrust up – hard, and she cried out again, head rolling back.

The tip of a finger began to stroke gently across her clit, and her insides flared and pulsed with power and energy. The finger kept rubbing, and the energy coalesced, grew, began to burn and flare. She moaned and rolled her hips. The sexual energy began to crackle along her spine.

The finger halted.

She moaned, then felt a tongue at her back, sliding gently along one of the lines of pain which crossed her shoulders. It traced slowly from side to side, then down along a different line, onto her spine, slithering from side to side, down and down to the small of her back, between her buttocks. Outstretched fingers squeezed her buttocks, then the butt plug twisted and slowly pulled out. 

She felt the pressure inside her trying to force her sphincter open, and then it did, and the butt plug slid slowly out of her, spreading her apart.

She felt open, vacant, but only for a moment, then something warm and thick slid easily into her, pushing halfway up before meeting resistance. It was warm flesh, and she felt a shockwave roll through her mind, a wild mixture of outrage, disgust, excitement, heat, hunger, denial and fear as it pushed against her. 

No! No! You can’t, her mind wailed.

 She grunted as there was a sudden thrust, and a pain, but the cock pushed deeper. Hands squeezed her breasts, and then drew her hair back as a tongue slid along the nape of her neck. Another tongue was stroking up at her clit, hands caressing her thighs, fingers tracing the straining lips of her sex.

Another sharp thrust and the cock was jammed up high, giving her a cramping sensation. It eased back, then pushed up once more. It began to thump against the back wall of her anus in short, sharp, rapid thrusts now, as a fingertip resumed a gentle rubbing against her quivering clit.

She felt lost, out of control, and she groaned as his pelvis pushed into her buttocks and began to grind against her, forcing her own hips forward in short, sharp movements which began to grow more rapid as his thrusts came faster. A hand cupped her breast and teeth closed slowly on the side of her throat.

She could feel the big cock thumping up into the deepest part of her belly with every stroke, could feel the long, hard length of it filling her and spreading her open as it pumped faster. Her hips rolled forward and back more rapidly as her clit felt like it was swelling, getting harder, the sensations coming from it growing more and more powerful, the intensity almost unbearable atop the quivering of her overfilled pussy.

Her body rolled and writhed, the weights tugging insistently on her aching nipples as they swung and bounced, causing hot little sparks of pain. His hands shifted to her hips, pulling her bottom firmly up and back as he stroked in and out of her quivering opening. The tongue and mouth on her sex followed. Miranda gasped and gurgled around the thick latex gag in her mouth, her eyes rolling behind the blindfold as the sexual heat overwhelmed her and she flashed into orgasm.

The orgasm swept around her like a storm, caught her up in its embrace, and brought her soaring skyward. She screamed in dazed exultation, then gurgled, eyes going wide as the orgasm grew even more intense. She surfed before the wave of energy with a sense of jubilation which gave way to a euphoric wonder as the orgasm screamed along her nervous system and threatened to tear her apart.

She collapsed, moaning, hanging freely from her wrists, head falling forward onto her chest. The cock thrust into her again and again and again, and then stopped, and withdrew. A moment later, she felt, though she hardly noticed it, the butt-plug being forced back inside her.

A minute passed as she hung there, gasping in the languorous aftermath, and then her mind began to clear. Groaning, she regained some control of her body, and got her feet underneath her once more to take the weight off her wrists. Her head rolled back up and she put more effort into breathing, trying to ease the burning in her chest.

Her nipples were on fire. They felt as though they were being pulled off her chest. And then the weights were removed, the stinging pressure eased. Her nipples felt raw and sore, throbbing against her breasts, but the relief was almost sensual.

A mouth closed over the centre of her right breast, teeth digging into the soft flesh, tighter, deeper, harder, until it began to hurt. Then it sucked wetly, the tongue rolling back and forth over her stiff, aching nipple.

It – hurt. At first it hurt, then the pain turned into a raw sort of sensation that was so powerful it made her squirm. And then that gave way to a hot, delicious sense of suction that felt simply incredible. Her hips rolled helplessly, and her pussy spasmed around the fat vibrator inside her.

Another mouth fastened itself against her other breast, teeth pinching, hurting, tongue lapping and licking as it sucked her there.

The feeling was intense. A hot rush of incredible pleasure making her breast burn and swell.

The mouths drew back, and an instant later a hot line of fire cut across her abdomen. She cried out in dazed confusion and pain, and another blow sliced into her lower belly, then a third cut across her breasts. The whip flew faster, slashing across her hip, biting into her nipple, cutting in along her inner thigh. A dozen blows snapped across her breasts, turning them to fire as she cried out and sobbed and thrashed in mindless pain.

The butt plug was yanked out, and his cock rammed up into her ass again, pumping violently, his hips slapping her buttocks, throwing her forward against the restraints again and again. His teeth bit into the other side of her throat, and the tongue returned to lick her clitoris with strong, furious motions.

Another climax tore through her, and as she bucked and rolled in time to his thrusting the soft pad of the finger turned to the sharp edge which dug into her clit, jamming it down against the vibrator. Pain flashed through her orgasm, then turned to a wild, quivering shockwave of wondrous bliss as the orgasm redoubled in power.

The orgasm tore back and forth inside her, and she was racked by convulsions as the storm of pleasure whipped across her mind. It was too much, too intense, and she felt herself giving way beneath its power and spiralling down into blackness.

 * * * * *

 She wakened in the same bed, in the same room, groaning weakly as she forced herself out from beneath a thin satin sheet.

 She examined her body carefully, cringing from the thin red whip marks criss-crossing her breasts and belly, shocked memories flowing through her mind as she numbly sat up, then got weakly to her feet. Her skin felt raw where the whip had struck her, as if she were sunburned. She stumbled to the dresser and stared into the mirror.

 She stared, amazed. The entire front of her body was criss-crossed with the thin, almost delicate lines of the whip. She turned and saw them covering her back and buttocks as well. She was shocked at how many there were, and surprised they didn’t hurt more than they did.

 Her hair was almost unnaturally soft and sleek, and she stroked it a moment, certain someone must have washed it – washed her, since – since – the whipping.

 She had been sodomized, and she winced at the sudden memory, her mind squirming away from both the indignity and outrage of the deed, but the fact she had climaxed as it had been done to her. What kind of a slut was she!? She still hurt inside from the way the big cock had pounded into her so hard, so deep.

 And yet, despite her numbed astonishment at all of this, a small part of her mind said “So that’s what that’s like. It really wasn’t that bad.”

 Being sodomized, of course, had never been an act she had hoped to endure. Still, it really hadn’t been that bad, not really.

 She went to the window, unsurprised to find both of them now firmly locked. She turned again. There was a bowl of mixed fruits on a table, and she was suddenly ravenous. She picked up a plum and began to eat as she circled the room, prying at doors, eyes scanning corners, seeking any angle, any surprise, anything which might aid her, might identify where she was.

 How long would they keep her like this, she wondered, as she picked up an apple next. Surely someone would come and talk to her, tell her she was theirs now, to do with as they wanted, give her rules, order her to be respectful, threaten her with dreadful punishments, that sort of thing. Wasn’t that the way things were supposed to work?

 She worked at her shackles for a bit, but there appeared no way to remove them, nor any she could spot on the collar by studying it in the mirror. She could break the panes of glass in the window, but she doubted she’d be able to do the same with the frame, and she’d need to before climbing through. Even if she could it would be very loud, and she was sure they would hear.

 They? Who? At least two or three of them. She didn’t think it was that enormous man in the helmet sodomizing her, no, nor the one licking her pussy either.

 Her stomach sated, she paced back and forth for a bit, then sat gingerly on the edge of the bed, and finally, gathered pillows behind her and sat along the bed. There seemed nothing else to do. There were no books to read, nothing to see out the window but endless ocean. All that left was sitting and – waiting for what was to come next.

 And thinking about what had already happened, about what they had done to her, about the pain – and, reluctantly – the pleasure. There had been a lot of both. The orgasms she’d felt had been extremely powerful, intense. If she hadn’t been gagged she’d have screamed out loud, screamed in pleasure. Her, Miranda, mousy Miranda, screaming in ecstasy as someone – sodomized her.

 God!
What was she going to do? What could she do? She couldn’t even talk without being punished by that horrible shock thing inside her.

 Thinking of that reminded her, and she drew her knees up and caressed her pussy. She slid a finger inside herself, wincing, slowly forcing it deeper, trying to search for the thing, the thing which apparently had been up there even when the vibrator had been pushed into her. She had felt it being jammed higher into her pussy by the vibrator. Her questing finger became two, as she tried to reach deep into her pussy, but she could not quite get to the thing. 

 She glared around the room, searching for something longer, something she could slide deeper into her pussy. The only things which came to mind were the dildos, and she failed to see how they would be of any use for what she wanted.

 She wanted to get the thing out of her!

 Bastards!

 She glared around the room, considering the wisdom of giving vent to her feelings by simply smashing things. It was tempting, but she decided, in the end, that this was unlikely to advance her interests in any way she could foresee.

 Hours passed, and gradually, she drifted off to sleep. She slept intermittently, tossing and turning, waking often, waking and wondering, then sleeping again.

 She woke a final time, slowly, turning in bed with a groan, and then sat up abruptly, gasping at the sight of the helmeted man before her. Almost at once she realized it was not the same man. For while he was enormous, and clad exactly as the first had been, this one was Black.

 He pointed at the floor in front of him, and, blushing, Miranda got out of bed, still trying to cover her body a bit with her hands as she came warily up to him. He took her arm and turned her away from him, then drew her in and turned her so her back was to him. She felt her wrists pulled together behind her back, and locked in place. Then the leash was attached to her collar, and she was led from the room.
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 The walk was the same as the previous one, down a flight of stairs, silently padding along just behind him and to the side, eyes scanning about her, looking for whomever else might inhabit this place, but seeing no one.

 They turned aside, this time, into a large, low-roofed room. There were a number of odd looking devices and frames here, all strange to her young eyes, several looking quite menacing in appearance.

But he ignored them all, pointing instead to the floor, where a fat dildo protruded. He pushed down on her shoulders.

“Can I just ask – .”

The pain tore at her vitals and she cried out and fell to her knees.

The man made her squat over the dildo, then delicately smeared an oily substance on it before pushing down on her shoulders again. She gasped as she felt the thing against her anus, but continued pressure on her shoulders forced her lower and lower. And though it hurt, she was able, to a certain degree to adjust so that she was soon sitting fully on the floor, impaled on the thing, and her anus did not hurt terribly.

He drew her legs in together before her, ordering her to place the soles of her feet together. He produced a long length of cord, and then began to carefully bind her feet together, even working the cord around her toes until her feet were pressed firmly together. He ran the cord around her legs then, binding each leg separately so that they were fully bent, and could not straighten even without her feet being tied together.

Miranda simply looked on, having no idea what this was in aid of, heart thumping.

Whatever it was, at least it was better than being whipped, she thought morosely.

He moved behind her, and to her surprise, Miranda felt the shackles removed. Then her wrists were forced up high behind her back, and she grunted as her shoulders and arms ached with the strain. The man whipped the rope in and out, around and around, clearly with experience in this, and her elbows were soon painfully bound together, her wrists shoved high between her shoulders.

She was somewhat bent forward, and now a strong hand on her back pushed her over more. He wrapped the thick cord around her breasts, round and round, tightly, next to her ribs, squeezing them tightly, then fed the rope in beneath the cords circling her legs and pulled. Miranda gasped as she was forced to bend forward further, the pull of the ropes irresistible. This resulted in her being bent so far forward her breasts were actually touching the floor on either side of her bound feet.

He turned away, apparently satisfied, and she watched him, gasping, her breasts throbbing, her insides aching as she wondered what he would come back with.

He returned and her eyes raked over the things in his hand. One was clearly a blindfold, but she had no idea what the other was.

She soon found out. Her mouth was forced wide, and a kind of metal frame was shoved into it, the metal pulled at her jaw from above and below, two on each side of he mouth, preventing her from closing her mouth at all. Then the blindfold went on.

She gurgled helplessly, heart thumping. She felt something at her mouth, and instinctively tried to close it. The thing had a plastic taste to it as it slid over her tongue, rubbing in and out, turning over and over against her tongue. It was clearly a dildo of some sort, not particularly thick, soft, smooth.

“You are going to learn how to swallow a cock,” he said, the first words he had ever spoken to her. “You are going to learn to deep throat a man.”

The words made her belly quiver as she now realized he intended to shove the thing into her throat. Again her mouth tried to snap closed, and again she could not. She could hardly move at all in her position, and he had a tight grip on a thick mass of her hair.

“When it enters your throat, swallow it naturally,” he said.

Easier said than done, she thought anxiously.

She gagged as he pushed it into her throat, gagged and coughed and choked and twisted frantically. But of course, her body was tightly bound in place. She could not straighten nor turn, could not pull back at all. She could only try to twist her head a bit, and his hard grip on her hair made that almost impossible too. She did manage to jerk her head up and back a bit, but he simply pushed the dildo in further so it slid back down her throat. And then she had no way of avoiding it as it slid deeper into her throat.

Her throat spasmed and ached. She choked again, eyes watering, and nausea threatened to overwhelm her. Still it slid deeper and deeper, and the sensation of it moving across her throat was horribly uncomfortable.

He drew it slowly back, and if anything, that was worse. But once again, she could do nothing, could not twist away, could not close her mouth, could not really move as he worked the thing back up her throat – and out.

A stream of saliva poured over her lower lip as Miranda coughed and gasped and moaned, tears trickling down her cheeks now. 

“P-Please I – .

The pain inside her made her scream and thrash weakly.

The dildo pushed back into her mouth again, into her throat.

Again – and again – and again. In and out, slowly, carefully, remorselessly, as she choked and gagged and sobbed and her head pounded and throat burned. He worked it in and out and in and out until – slowly – it got easier for her. The choking eased, the gagging was less violent, and her throat felt mere discomfort.

Still he continued, switching to a different, thicker dildo, choking and gagging her with that one until she adjusted. Then he fetched one with dimples and studs so that it made her throat ache, and he pumped it slowly in and out, patiently.

And then, finally, he moved aside, and she hoped and prayed it was over. Her head was pounding, and her stomach ached. Her breasts throbbed painfully, and she needed to rest.

He returned and she felt metallic sounds before her. She felt something pushing into her mouth, something so thick that even with her jaws held painfully far apart, it could barely slide through. It ground over her tongue and pushed against the roof of her mouth at the same time, and then, with his harsh hand on the back of her head pushing her forward and down, it slowly forced its way into her throat.

It was horribly thick, and barely managed to fit into her throat. She gagged and choked as he forced her downward, forced the dildo upwards. It felt as though it were stretching out the narrow tube of her throat, stretching and straining the flexible tube to the point of tearing, and her eyes watered again as she gurgled in helpless pain and despair.

He forced it deep, and then forced it deeper. With her head pulled back the thing could slide almost straight into her throat from her mouth, and it pushed deep, down past her throat, down into her chest, down, she thought, almost to her very stomach.

He left it there for a bit, then eased it back out again. He let her breath, gasping and gulping in air, then forced it down her throat again. When it was deep in her throat, he halted. 

“Feel the difference?” he said. “Feel this part against your lips? It’s metal instead of plastic. Feel that? That’s what you need to touch with your lips to make it stop.

To make it stop, she thought dazedly. What did he mean by that.

He released her head and it eased back, her throat sliding off the thing until it came free. It filled her mouth, but she could breath around it. She tried to pull her head back more, but could not.

And then she felt a buzzing inside her. It was not the usual punishment device, and after a few moments she realized it was the dildo she was impaled on, the one up inside her backside. It buzzed more and more strongly, and then she felt a little electric shock coming from it. Another followed, and another, and another, short stinging little shocks. And they were getting more powerful. She began to flinch and jerk and gasp as they crackled up her spine.

“The shocks will get more and more powerful until you reset them,” his voice said. “And you know the way to do that.”

She did!? What was he talking about?! Miranda gasped as the jolts grew more powerful, more painful. His hand pressed against the back of her head, and she gurgled and choked and flinched and jerked as the shocks got worse, sharp little firecrackers of pain inside her belly going off at regular intervals.

He forced her mouth forward and down onto the dildo, and then, with it deep inside, her lips slid off the plastic onto the metal, and the shocks stopped. She moaned around the thing, and he released her. She slid her head backwards, and the shocks began again, very mild, though, compared to how strong they had been.

“I’ll leave you now,” he said.

Like this!? He was going to leave her like this!? He couldn’t do that!
The shocks continued, about once every two or three seconds, making her yelp and gasp and moan as she sucked in air around the fat dildo in her mouth. It was clear what he intended her to do, but Miranda couldn’t bring herself to do it, not yet!

But as the shocks got worse, and she yelped and cried out with growing pain, as her body jerked and shuddered to each painful shock, she slowly forced her lips down the length of the dildo, down harder, crying out in pain at each sharp blast of electricity, until, finally, she was able to get her lips around the metal part, and the shocks – stopped.

She gagged around it, but that was better than the shocks!

Unfortunately, she couldn’t breath at all. So Miranda had to slide her lips back down its fat length until it popped out into her mouth, as the shocks began again.

She had no idea how long she sat there, alternately being shocked or being gagged. It seemed like forever, but as she got better and better at swallowing the thick latex cock, she was able to ease the shocks faster, and even hold them off longer.

And then there was the sound of heavy boots, and she was pulled back, the ropes unbound – or some of them. She was able to unbend her legs, to straighten. A hand gripped her hair and pulled, and she gasped in pain, working her stiff leg muscles frantically to force herself up off the floor, to rise to her knees. Gloved fingers pressed against her jaw painfully, and the ring which held her mouth wide was pulled free.

She groaned in pain, her jaw even more stiff and sore than her legs. Then there something pressing against her open mouth, sliding through it and along her tongue. There was no question this was a real cock, and it pushed in to jab against the roof of her mouth, then slid down and pushed into her throat. It pushed deep, so deep she could feel her nose jammed against his pubic bone, then pulled free again, the fat head popping out of her throat so she could breath.

Her hair was released, and she felt no hands on her any longer. She eased back, gulping in air, but the cock pushed against her lips again. She did not resist, but nor did she do anything, and a moment later she cried out in pain as she was shocked by whatever that thing was they had put inside her.

But why, she thought desperately. She hadn’t tried to talk! She hadn’t done anything! 

The wet, slick cockhead was still pressed against her lips, and she wondered why he had made no effort to push forward. Then she understood, and she pushed herself forward, taking it into her mouth, sucking on it, licking along the underside. She bobbed her lips up and down the front, then forced herself to push herself still further forward, taking it into her throat with a gurgle of discomfort and a little gagging.

She pushed herself fully onto it, grinding her nose against his pubic bone as she held him deep inside her, then slowly eased back until she could begin to suck and work her tongue again. She let the head pop out into her mouth and inhaled deeply as she worked her tongue and lips around it, thinking of nothing but doing a capable job so she would not be further punished.

The hand came to her hair again, roughly, the cock pulling free, and her lips were pressed against his groin, against – his balls. She mouthed once, sucking and licking, and then he fed her the other. He pulled her back, then fed her more cock, and she sucked it down to the hilt and moaned around it.

Her hair was released, and then the blindfold was taken from her. She blinked rapidly as the light hit her eyes, and she moaned again, surprised to see that not one, but three men were standing before her. One was immediately in front of her, the other two were angled in, partly in front and partly on the sides. All wore the mirrored visors which hid the greater part of their faces, which hid their eyes, which hid their souls.

Assuming, of course, they had any.

The man to her right pushed forward, rubbing his cock against her cheek, and she pulled off the one in front, turning her head, taking that one into her mouth, sucking and licking, then bobbing her lips up and down. She took him deep as the one before her rubbed his saliva coated prick against the side of her face, and the other one rubbed his cock against her ear.

She pulled back, panting, taking in the other cock, the one on her other side, sucking and licking as the first two rubbed their cocks against her cheek and ear.

They did not speak. She could not. She worked one cock after another, but however good she was each managed to cool down while she was working on the other two, and her jaw was getting tired before the first one finally exploded deep within her throat. She swallowed gladly, and concentrated on the remaining two, causing each to explode in turn, one in her throat, one in her mouth.

As she drew back, panting, one of them gripped her by the hair and forced her to her rubbery legs. The rope around her breasts and arms was removed, but then she was tugged across the room to stand in a low circle made of slightly darker stones. Her legs were forced well apart, and her restraints chained to small, strong rings set in the floor. Her wrists, having been shackled together once more, were lifted up, forcing her to bend, to bend further, and then still further, as her wrists were lifted straight up above her and fastened in place to an overhead hook dangling from a chain.

Her hair was yanked up, and then strong fingers pinched at her jaw, forcing her mouth open. She squealed in fear as one of them thrust a set of narrow pincers into her mouth, caught her tongue in a painful grip, and tugged it forward. When it was out of her mouth he placed a wide clip on either side, and let it snap closed.

The pain was intense, and Miranda screamed, her head trying to thrash and twist, her body bucking and heaving. But it was quite firmly attached, and after she’d given up her histrionics, one of the faceless men attached a narrow chain to it, letting the chain dangle over her lower lip and down. Then a weight was attached, pulling at her tongue.

Other weights went on her nipple and clit rings, as a butt-plug was thrust up her back passage, and a dildo up her pussy.

They left her, and Miranda stood like this for some time, perhaps hours, her back aching, her shoulders burning, her arms threatening to pull out of their sockets. Her tongue was hot and painful for some time, but then got sort of numb. Her nipples and clit ached a bit, but so long as she didn’t move much the pain from there was too mild to care about by comparison.

But it was constant – steady.

Her back was on fire, and she groaned weakly, hair hanging down around her face like a silk curtain, her tongue protruding from her mouth, pulled downward by the chain. Her tongue was numb and hot where the clamp bit into the soft flesh, not far back from the tip, and then, further back, into her throat, it ached, as though straining, as it was pulled forward, stretching the muscles.

She had no idea how long she was bound like that. It became difficult to maintain her position. Pain and exhaustion began to cause her to lose focus on keeping her balance. She kept swaying, and then would be brought up painfully short as her arms were pulled half out of their sockets. She was sweating badly, gasping weakly for breath.

And then the door opened and not one, but two of them returned. She felt a wave of relief, thinking they would at least untie her from this particular position, but neither moved to do so. One of the faceless men moved behind her, the other taking position in front of her. He gripped her thick hair and yanked her head up so that she was facing forward – then undid his trousers and pulled his cock out.

She moaned, comforted, despite herself, by the hold on her hair, for it held her heavy head up. His cock pushed into her open mouth and she sucked weakly as it moved in and out. Then she squealed at a sharp blow to her backside.

Her mind awake in a hurry, churning frantically, trying to understand what she had done wrong. Another blow made her backside burn, and then a blow cut across her thighs with such pain she twisted and cried out, the weights dangling from nipples, clit and tongue swaying and swinging. The man before her held her hair steady, and thrust himself into her throat, then began to pump sharply, quickly, deeply, as she gurgled and gagged.

Behind her, the blows sliced into her soft buttocks, her taut thighs, and then she felt her legs quiver and go rubbery as short, sharp, rapid blows struck directly against her clit. One after another, again and again and again, faster and faster, so that while they were not particularly hard blows the pain began to accumulate until her entire groin was burning and aching.

Then they stopped. The man before her slowed his pumping, and a moment later she felt a lazy tongue sliding along the taut, swollen lips of her sex where they gripped the dildo, then down against her aching clitoris. At first any touch hurt, even this, but as the tongue licked softly and gently, as moist, soft lips caressed and sucked lightly against her clit, the throbbing ache turned into something else again, and she felt her hips thrusting back involuntarily as sexual heat began to ignite within her.

His tongue was exquisitely talented, and while her own hung slackly across her lower lip as her throat was used, she felt it twirl and swirl, and stroke and caress and the heat began to build into a fever inside her. Warm lips caught her clit between them and sucked, gently, then hard, then gently, and her aching, swollen, over sensitized little clit exploded with sensation. As the sucking grew more powerful, the intensity of the sensation became almost painful.

And then it became too much for her, and she exploded in climax even as the cock before her buried itself in her throat and her spasming throat muscles brought him into the howling storm of pleasure. His come poured down her throat, and her spasming muscles caused her to swallow it without thinking.












Chapter Five
 

































 There were two dances. One was bold, fast and brassy. The other was slow, sensual and seductive. Miranda could watch three separate videos of three different women performing each of the dances on the flat screen television now installed in what she had come to think of as “her bedroom.”

Each had a name, not in English, which she could barely pronounce. The name was spoken of just before each dancer began, spoken in a harsh, masculine voice as though a command. She had not understood, at first. Not until the first of the visored men had come into the room and spoken that word. She had stared at him blankly, and he had spoken it again. Then the pain had torn through her insides. 

Again he spoke the word, and then again came the pain as she failed to do anything.

“Please!” she sobbed.

More pain tore through her, again and again, until he finally bent her over, strapped her bottom until she sobbed in pain, and left her. 

Only to come back a few hours later and say the word again.

And of course, she finally realized that she was to learn the dances. Miranda had never been much of a dancer, but pain was a fierce inspiration, and so she watched the dances desperately, and tried to imitate them there on the floor before the television, swinging her hips, rolling and twisting her lithe young body, caressing herself, her hands rising and falling like the swaying limbs of a tree.

And each time one of the men spoke the word she danced as best she could while he watched silently. Then he punished her, making her scream and writhe on the floor with the shockwaves coming from within her, and spoke the words “Practice more.”

Again and again she practised the dance, trying to imitate the women on the screen. And finally, one day, instead of the anticipated punishment, he placed a flat slab of chocolate into her hand. Miranda was astonished as he turned and left, her mouth wide. She watched him depart, then stared down at the chocolate. Apparently she had succeeded, and the success gave her a wild flare of excitement and pleasure. Finally! After so much effort and tireless work!

It not really the fact that she had escaped punishment that gave her a sense of victory, but that she had finally succeeded at something she had put so very much effort into. If she had put much thought into it, she might have wondered at that feeling of great victory and joy over something she had never wanted to do to begin with. But human nature was odd in that way. She had tried, and failed so many times – and now she had succeeded. She was elated.

Her food was plain in the extreme. To be given chocolate after so many days was a treat indeed, and she savoured the taste slowly as she sat on the bed.

Then she practised again, feeling confident and delighted at herself.

When she had finished, the door opened. Miranda had learned by now to immediately jump off the bed when one of them appeared, but was shocked to see, not one of the visored men, but a young girl not unlike herself, wearing a simple black robe. She had short red hair and a pleasant, girlish face. She was quite a short girl, not much over five feet, and quite thin, and Miranda stared at her nonplussed.

The girl looked back with a smile. “I am here to begin your training.”

“What kind of - .”

The girl touched her wrist and Miranda’s words dissolved into a scream of pain as she fell to her knees on the floor, clutching at her groin.

“I will instruct you in the behaviour expected of a proper slave,” the girl said, as if nothing had occurred. “Some of these instructions are quite simple, but you will be expected to obey them with considerable alacrity. You will be enthusiastic and willing. Any sign of rebellion or dislike, of unhappiness or resentment, of anger or pride will be punished. I will not explain this again.”

She looked at Miranda, then continued.

“You will do as I do. You will attempt to move with a degree of grace. Move smoothly and continuously – and immediately. Your aim is not for sudden, sharp movements, but an immediate smooth flowing motion.

She slipped her robe up and off in a smooth, simple motion, then tossed it on the bed. She was nude underneath, save for the electronic bracelet around her wrist which held several buttons.

“Koy,” she said as she knelt smoothly before Miranda.

Miranda stared at her, then abruptly dropped to her knees as well.

The girl shook her head, rose again, and Miranda did the same.

“Koy,” she said, smoothly sinking, folding down to kneel.

Miranda tried to do the same. The girl smiled, then rose again, effortlessly.

“Roos,” she said.

Miranda rose, too, not nearly as smoothly.

Up and down they moved, kneeling, rising and kneeling again, until Miranda’s legs ached.

“Back straight,” the girl said with a frown, her hand lightly brushing one of the buttons on her wrist so that a small shock went through Miranda.

Up, and down, and up and down. Then, a new word.

“Saf,” it sounded like.

The girl was kneeling, sitting on her heels just as they had been doing. Now she shifted her knees smoothly apart – wide apart, to display her shaved sex. Miranda blushed, despite herself, and then wondered why as she did the same.

Again, and again they went through the three movements, as the girl said “Koy, Roos, and Saf.”

And then a new word – “Ris” brought them both to their knees, upright, backs straight. 

“Koy,” dropped them to sit on their buttocks. “Ris,” brought them back up.

Again and again and again.

Then there were other movements, these less simple, but repeated until Miranda’s body was exhausted.

And then came the dance words, which startled Miranda, as she hadn’t been expecting them. That brought sharp pain as the girl punished her, and Miranda sobbed as she writhed on the floor.

The girl left a video for her to watch, which essentially contained all the movements she had already been taught. She was to practice it, and then another – a stretching and exercise video, each for one hour each morning.

The girl did not disrobe the next time she came, nor did she go through the motions. She stood calmly and made the words Miranda had come to memorize, and Miranda went through the motions before her. This felt much different than it had. Now she felt decidedly more inferior and embarrassed by the girl, who looked to be even younger than her, standing there clothed giving her orders.

But pain was her incentive, and so, despite her shame, she prostrated herself before the girl as ordered. She lay on her belly, hands flat on the floor, then rolled onto her back.

“Koy!”

Miranda knelt, sitting on her buttocks.

“Saf!” and she shifted her knees as wide apart as they would go.

“Saiy!”

Miranda blushed as she dropped herself forward to all fours and turned, facing away from the girl. 

“Diye!”
Miranda lowered herself to her elbows, shifting her knees apart.

“Diya!”

Blushing more, Miranda lowered her chest to the floor, feeling her breasts pillow out against the cold stone. She kept her bottom up high and spread her arms out to either side as she shifted her knees apart.

The girl kept her in that position, moving slowly around her.

“Koy,” she said.

Grunting, Miranda pushed herself back up onto her knees and sat on her heels.

“Naye!”

Miranda fell backwards, laying flat on the floor, knees raised and apart, arms straight out to either side.

“Beish.”

Now she raised her hips up, drawing her hands in beneath her, pushing them up against her lower back just above her buttocks to keep her groin elevated. Her legs were spread, her feet flat on the floor.

She did not know why she found it more degrading to do this with the girl than she would have with men. But she did. Debasing herself before strong, powerful men was one thing, but this was a small, weak looking girl whose only threat was that bracelet on her wrist. Still, the strong men were behind her, if not in the room at the moment, and so Miranda was helpless to defy her.

And then she danced the two dances as the girl looked on.

Breathless, panting, she stopped finally and the girl shook her head.

“You lack grace,” she said. “Position yourself for punishment.”

She nodded her head towards the wall and Miranda, lips pursed, walked towards it. The punishment was simple, and shaming, and she knew that protesting was pointless.

There was a low metal bar attached to the wall at waist height, about a foot and a half away from the wall. Miranda took it in her hands and leaned forward, rising to the tips of her toes, and pushed herself up a bit more against the bar, rising briefly from her feet as she slipped her nipple rings over two small hooks protruding from the wall.

She then eased back down, still gripping the bar in two white-knuckled hands. Then she crossed her wrists together behind her back.

The girl moved behind her, locking her shackles together behind her back and then moved to the side, crop in hand, and brought it firmly in against Miranda’s buttocks as she stood bent forward.

“You must learn grace,” she said. “You must strengthen your body through exercise. You must learn obedience.”

She sawed the crop lightly against Miranda’s buttocks, then drew it back and swung sharply.

Thwack!

Miranda flinched sharply and gasped in pain.

“Th-th-thank you, Mistress,” she gulped.

“You are soft. You must learn to embrace pain more.”

Thwack!

Miranda cried out softly at the harsher blow, the stinging, jagged pain making her jerk violently.

“Thank you, Mistress!”

“You must embrace your slavery. Accept it and learn your role.”

Thwack!

“Uh! Thank you, Mistress!”

Thwack!

“Ungh! Th-thank you M - .”

Thwack!

“Ahh! Thank you, Mistress!” Miranda cried, chest heaving now as her sweating fingers clung to the bar.

“Maintain your position, slave,” the girl said. 


Miranda kept her knees together, her bottom pushed back, her chest bent forward, nipples stretched out as the rings pulled against the hooks.

“You lack discipline,” the girl said. “You lack physical and mental discipline. You are weak and much in need of further training.”

Thwack!

“Ghu! Thank you, Mistress!” Miranda cried, her bottom aching and burning.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Miranda groaned and shifted her feet further apart on the floor, rising onto her toes as she kept her bottom pushed up and back. She felt something pressing against her pussy, and bit her lip as the girl forced a thing vibrator up inside her. The girl moved back and returned, then pressed a fat dildo against Miranda’s anus.

As before, she felt more shame that a girl was doing this than she had when those large, powerful, faceless men had done it. Miranda’s face burned as the girl worked the dildo in and out of her bottom, then forced it painfully deep so that she cried out, and, reflexively, cried “Thank you, Mistress!”

“Close your legs, slave.”

Miranda tried to, though her thighs and buttocks now squeezed tightly against the thick shafts of the dildo and vibrator, both of which protruded from her body.

Thwack! The crop cut across her bottom with a sharp, painful stroke.

“You need more exercise, slave. You are soft and flabby. You will exercise twice a day now.”

Thwack!

“Y-Yes, mistress! Thank you, Mistress!” Miranda gasped.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

Miranda gasped and moaned and hissed and cried out as the blows landed more quickly on her already fiery, overheated bottom. Tears filled her eyes and she shifted and moaned as the pain rose higher, the burning deepening.

“You still feel pride. You must not. You must discard it. You are not a person now. You are a slave, a thing. Does the dog feel shame at bowing to its master? Does the pig feel shame at its nudity?

The girl unbound her wrists, and gestured for Miranda to ease her aching nipples off the hooks. Then a sharp pull at her hair staggered her back, and she was forced to her knees on the floor.

“Diye!” she barked.

Miranda tiredly knelt on all fours, bottom raised high.

The girl felt the tightness of the dildo and vibrator protruding from her pussy and bottom, then stepped back, holding up a small rubber ball. She showed it to Miranda, then tossed it across the room.

 As tired as she was, as mentally and physically exhausted as she had been for so long, Miranda still gaped as she realized what the girl wanted.

 “Fetch,” the girl said carelessly.

 Grunting with the pain to her elbows, Miranda crawled awkwardly across the floor to where the ball lay, reaching for it.

 “No!” the girl barked. “With your mouth only.”

 Miranda’s face reddened, but she obeyed, dropping her mouth to take the ball between her teeth. She then turned and crawled awkwardly back to where the girl lounged on a chair, and deposited it in her open hand.

 The girl responded by tousling her hair, then threw the ball again. 


 “Fetch,” she said.


 Miranda was not surprised, and turned to obey even before the ball had left the girl’s hand. She crawled across to the ball, took it in her mouth, and crawled back to the girl to once again deposit it in her hand. 

 Then she did it again, a dozen or so times.

 The girl then dragged her across her lap by the hair, not roughly, but not gently either, and, shoving her head low so that her bottom was raised up, she used the vibrator on her. The vibrator had been stuffed deep inside her, its buzzing a continuous teasing, taunting sensation. But now the girl pulled it free and stroked it directly across her exposed clit, and the sensations became far more intense.

 Miranda was angry and resentful, but her body apparently did not care. It responded to the vibrator very quickly, very intensely, and the flooding waves of arousal swamped Miranda’s anger and drowned it in a sea of need. She began to groan and gasp and roll her hips back wantonly as the girl brought her to a higher state of heat, and then with a cry, she came.

 The girl shoved her off, and let her lay on her side, gasping, chest heaving. 

 Miranda rolled onto her back, groaning, spreading her legs, straightening them, luxuriating in the afterglow of orgasm and the ability to finally unbend her stiff arms and legs.

The girl leaned forward and snapped a leash to her collar, then stood up, tugging at the leash. Miranda groaned and rolled over, then pushed herself up to all fours. as the girl led her, crawling like an animal on its leash, across the room and back again, several times. Then she opened the door and led the crawling, shamed girl down the corridor. One of the faceless, visored men approached, and the girl tugged on her leash so that she was required to stop.

“Saiy,” the girl barked.

Still blushing, Miranda turned so that her bottom was to the man and raised it, shifting her legs apart.

He stopped and spoke to the girl in a language she did not recognize, and then casually, as he spoke, put a booted foot up onto her bottom. She gasped as he brought the heel down against the dildo protruding from her anus, and she felt a hard, painful pressure deep inside her as the weight jammed the dildo in deeper.

The two spoke for a minute as he rested his boot on her, and Miranda fought to keep from giving in to the pain and moving – something she was certain she would be punished for. 

Finally, the boot came off. The girl snapped her fingers “Ris!” she ordered.

Miranda’s dazed mind failed to recognize the word, at first, then she swung around and rose on her knees to find herself facing the man’s groin. He had a smirk on his lips as he unzipped himself and brought his thick cock into the light. Miranda knew what was expected of her – or thought she did. She reached for it, then gurgled weakly as the girl yanked back on her leash hard, then reached down and yanked her hair, pulling her head up and back.

“Did I tell you to do anything?” she demanded.

“N-No, mistress,” Miranda gulped.

“You will do nothing without being told to do it. You will not sleep, eat, drink, sit, stand, or urinate without direct instructions. Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Miranda said in a low voice.

“Now. The instruction you are looking for is “Galah. That instructs you to take his member in your mouth and pleasure him.”

She released Miranda’s hair. “Galah,” she said.

Miranda reached for the man’s cock and again gasped as the leash yanked her back.

“Did I say you could use your hands, slave?”

“N-no, Mistress,” Miranda gasped.

The girl slapped her face sharply. “What did I tell you to do?”

Miranda blinked away tears. “T-to take his – his cock in my mouth.”

Another slap to her face made her shudder and raise her hands weakly.

“Put your hands down!”

Miranda dropped her hands weakly.

“I said to take his member in your mouth. You will use that word. Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Galah.”

Miranda miserably leaned in and slipped her lips over the man’s cock, wetting and licking the head, forcing herself further down its length.

“Keep your back straight, slave,” the girl ordered, “and raise your eyes. Look at the man who’s member you are pleasing. Do not look away from his face.”

There was little of the man’s face she could see but Miranda obeyed, moaning as she mouthed his cock, as she licked and sucked, taking it deeper and deeper. Then she forced herself all the way in, gurgling and choking a bit as it was forced down her throat. She kept moving forward until her face was jammed against his groin, arms still at her sides as her lips pressed against his trousers.

She drew back slowly, bobbing up and down the length of his shaft, sucking and licking as the two of them looked down at her. Twice she received sharp blows from a crop across the back for not keeping her back straight.

Then the man pulled back, gripping his cock, pumping it as she knelt before him. She blinked her eyes dazedly as he came, spraying his seed across her face.

“Do not wipe it off, slave,” the girl ordered. “Saiy”

The man did up his trousers and the girl led Miranda further up the corridor, semen dribbling slowly down her face.

Twice more along the long hall they met men, and each time Miranda had to display herself, then get to her knees and deep-throat him. And each time he came in her face.

Finally, they came to a stone-floored work room of sorts. It had a sink, refrigerator, long wooden tables and benches, and had half a dozen or so men wearing helmets with visors. The men sat along benches on either side of the room as the girl had Miranda go through her paces. She started off kneeling, crawling, rolling over, positioning and exhibiting herself to them, then she danced, both dances, while they all looked on.

There was a small round rug in the centre of them, and Miranda felt dreadfully exposed and on display as they all watched her turn and twist and spread herself for their viewing pleasure. And then the girl gave her a new order. As she was kneeling, sitting on her heels, knees spread wide, she was ordered to cup and fondle her breasts. Of course she did so. She plucked at her nipples, pinching and twisting them as the men looked on, then lay back, spreading her legs, arching her back, running her trembling hands up and down her body.

“Spread the lips of your sex so they may see inside you,” the girl ordered.

An order which would have devastated her not long before now merely made her blush. She obeyed, obeyed on her back, obeyed on her knees, obeyed when ordered to put her fingers into herself and spread herself open. And when ordered to stroke those fingers across her clitoris, she obeyed that too, aware with a slow, spreading flush, that she was masturbating in front of them.

“Now use the dildo and vibrator,” the girl said. “Move them in and out.”

Face hot and red, Miranda obeyed, drawing her knees back, pumping them in and out of herself as everyone watched.

“Koy,” the girl barked.

Miranda shifted quickly into a kneeling position, knees apart.

“Do you need to urinate?” the girl asked calmly.

She did, and had for some time, but Miranda’s face blushed anew at the words. 

 She nodded weakly and received a slap to the face.

“Yes or no, slave?”

“Yes, mistress,” she said, face hot.

The girl nodded. “Do so.”

Miranda looked at her in surprise, then disbelief. She was kneeling, sitting on her heels on a white rug with six men looking at her. She looked around, as if she might spy the door of a toilet, but there was nothing.

“Now, slave. Right this instant. Right there.”

Miranda gaped at her. How could she!? Years of conditioning fought the idea.

“If you do not, you will be severely punished,” the girl said sternly.

Miranda whimpered, fear rising to do battle with what little pride remained.

The fear won out.

She released her bladder, slowly at first, and with even more fear as it seemed she might not be able to do so. But then the urine began to stream down onto the rug before her as the six men looked impassively down at her.

The girl bent down, put a hand under her groin to catch some urine, then quickly raised it and pushed her fingers into Miranda’s mouth. She tried to jerk back in instinctive distaste, but the girl held her hair, pushing the fingers in and out of her mouth.

“Lick them clean!” she ordered.

And Miranda did, whimpering in disgust and shame and misery.

“Lay back, slave.”

Miranda, still sitting on her heels, legs folded below her, fell back onto her back, moaning.

“Arms apart, back arched.”

One of the men rose and undid his trousers, then took out his cock. He was not hard, though as he stood over her, nor did he move to come closer so she could mouth him. He simply held himself there. Then, after several moments, he began to urinate on her.

Miranda was frozen in shock as the warm liquid hit her belly. Then, as he shifted his aim and the rain of yellow liquid rose, she kept herself in check out of fear. The urine spray rained up and down between her breasts and groin, soaking her, rivulets of urine trickling down her neck and chest and sides as she held herself stiffly arched.

The next man rose and he too urinated on her, his stream of urine aiming at her pussy, then running up along her belly and over her chest until it was actually hitting her face directly.

Miranda sobbed brokenly, but held herself, trembling, in place.

“Open your mouth, slave,” the girl ordered remorselessly.

And she did.

One after another the men urinated on her. For the final man, she was forced to rise onto her knees again and open her mouth so he could urinate directly into it. Then she had to slip her lips around his cock and hold him in place – and swallow.

















Chapter Six
 





























Miranda’s arms were bound tight against her back, her shoulders aching from the pressure. Loops of strong, but soft rope were looped around her wrists, and above and below her elbows to bind them back against her. Her legs were similarly bound, at ankle and above and below her knees. 

The girl was toying with her, or so Miranda thought.

She lay on the floor on her side as the girl walked to the other side of the room.

“Come,” she was ordered

Grunting with effort, Miranda began to wriggle and writhe across the floor towards her, kicking out with her feet and legs, rolling onto her belly, and then from side to side as she slowly and inelegantly crawled across the floor to where the girl stood idly next to the wall. It was an effort to get there, and once there her work began. 

Miranda reached out with her mouth, kissing the girl’s bare foot, licking at the toes and up along the heel, then back along the instep. The girl raised her foot idly, cocking it back on the heel, and Miranda sucked on her toes, one by one, sucking and licking as she rolled her eyes up at the girl so far above her. Then as the girl raised the front of her foot more Miranda licked down across the bottom, her tongue pushing out far and licking softly across the ball of the girl’s foot.

Then the girl put the other forward, and Miranda again licked at it and sucked on her toes as she lay on her side, so tightly bound.

“Come,” came the order, this time from the man on the other side of the room.

Miranda turned, grunting with effort, twisting on the floor and wriggling slowly back across the floor to where the man stood, so she could lick at his feet and suck at his toes.

“Come,” ordered the girl.

Miranda turned again. The girl had found a chair and was sitting idly, waiting and watching as Miranda, gasping for breath, writhed and wriggled her way across the floor to her so she could once again lick at her feet and suck at her toes.

The man walked up behind her, and then knelt and undid the ropes around her ankles and legs as she licked. Miranda did not stop licking. She hadn’t been told to and feared punishment if she did. She grunted as the man reached below her and lifted her belly up, drawing her bottom into the air. She continued to lick, breasts pressed against the floor as her bottom was lifted high. She shifted her knees apart as he began to finger and stroke her pussy, and trace the line of tight flesh gripping the big dildo inside her.

He drew back a bit, but Miranda was busy licking at the girl’s foot to pay attention. When she felt the first blow across her buttocks she cried out, but continued to lick. Another followed, then another, then another, in slow, measured succession as the man used a thin crop on her. She kept licking and sucking, whimpering, eyes filling with tears as the pain mounted.

The man stopped, and dropped to his knees behind her as Miranda continued to lick. He gripped the base of the dildo protruding from her pussy and began to twist it around in circles, then to pump it in and out, in and out, as his finger stroked across her clitoris. A vibrator clicked on, and she grunted as she felt its pressed against her clit, felt it rubbing around and around, back and forth as he pumped the dildo.

She kept licking, running her now quite agile tongue slowly up and down along the sides of the girl’s foot, up along her ankle, then down again to lick and suck at her toes.

She wondered if he would fuck her. No one had fucked her yet, which struck her as odd in those few moments when she was capable of considering more beyond her immediate pain, fear and discomfort. They had used her mouth and sodomized her, but no one had used her pussy, save only for somewhere to thrust dildos and vibrators. And that did not seem to be changing with this man.

It was true that, technically, she was a virgin. But that was a very, very thin technicality given all the things which had been thrust up inside her – both by herself in her masturbation, and since her kidnapping, by these people. She couldn’t imagine why they would care, even if they knew she was still – technically – a virgin there.

“Enough,” the girl said.

Her arms and wrists were cut free, and she was put through her paces again, kneeling, squatting, rolling over, positioning her body as they looked on, crawling back and forth on all fours. Then she was ordered to dance, and rose up onto her feet, a little shaky, and began to roll her hips and grind her pelvis, her hands swaying about her.

The man pulled the dildo out of her pussy and tossed it to the girl, who then beckoned Miranda forward.

“You will straddle me, girl, the way you would your lover,” the girl said, placing the dildo between her thighs, the head pointed upwards. “Roll your body across me. Dance against me.”

What she meant, was to lap dance for her, Miranda thought, though she doubted she would have much expertise in that area. Stills, she could do little else but to obey. She straddled the girl as she sat on the narrow chair and continued to roll her hips as she brought her bottom down against her legs. She ground herself against the girl, sliding her bottom up and down along her upper legs as she gripped the back of the seat.

“Slide your breasts along my face, girl, arouse your lover,” the girl said.

Miranda obeyed, leaning in, sliding her bottom forward further, sliding her breasts against the girl’s chest, then upwards as the girl’s hands settled on her bottom.

She arched up, bowing her back, sliding her breasts up across the girl’s face, still trying to dance as though she were standing, to unseen music.

“Now take this inside you and milk it with your muscles,” the girl ordered. “Squeeze down as you ride up. Make your lover a happy man.”

Miranda was wet, and had no difficulty sinking down onto the big dildo. When she started to rise the girl gripped her hips.

“No! Forward and back, forward and back, squeeze as you rise, roll your hips. Do not merely bounce up and down as though riding a horse.”

Miranda rode the dildo, grinding her pelvis, rolling her hips back and forth, leaning in so her breasts were pressed against the girl’s face as she squeezed herself around the dildo. Up and down and in and out, rolling and grinding, swaying and rocking in place, now and then just bouncing up and down as she tried to milk the dildo with her pussy. The man behind looked on silently as the girl studied her without apparent enthusiasm. 

The girl reached down and forced a finger up inside her pussy alongside the dildo.

“Squeeze down more,” she ordered, pumping the finger, along with the dildo, inside her.

The man behind produced a short flog with thin, foot-long laces, and brought it down across her bare back. Miranda gasped in pain, but continued to ride the dildo, to ride the girl.

Her legs were getting tired, but she had no options, and rose up and down, grinding herself down on the dildo and the girl’s finger squeezing as hard as she could each time she slid herself upwards. The girl had her kneel on all fours, and rode her from behind, again ordering her to squeeze down on her “cock” more. Then she lay on her back and spread her legs, and the girl knelt between them, thrusting the dildo in and out, rubbing at her clit as she ordered her to roll her hips up at her.

The girl did not appear to be taking any pleasure in any of this, but was merely studying Miranda, guiding her, showing her what was expected of her. Miranda presumed that someone was eventually going to fuck her, but had no idea when that might happen, or why it hadn’t already happened.

The girl handed her the dildo, then sat down, and Miranda masturbated as the two looked on, pumping the dildo in and out, stroking her clit with her finger, gasping in a sexual hunger which was less and less feigned. She had no shame, now, in masturbating in front of them. Why should she?

But she was not to come, unless given permission. She pumped the dildo in and out, stroked her clit, and moaned as the pleasure rose to the peak, and then halted.

“I’m ready, mistress!” she gasped.

Sometimes the girl let her come, sometimes she did not. This time she did not.

Instead, the girl lifted up her robe and spread her legs, exposing her own groin. She snapped her fingers at Miranda, who sat up slowly.

“Leave the dildo in. Kneel here before me.”

Miranda obeyed, of course, heart thumping a bit faster as she was pulled in by the hair. She had never had any sexual interest in women and still didn’t, but she was not surprised the girl was apparently ordering her to perform oral sex on her. She had long been expecting it. The wonder was that it had taken her this long.

And given that she had been forced to suck on toes and drink urine, well, licking the girl’s pussy no longer seemed as gross as it might once have.

And so she began, following the girl’s fingers, licking up and down along the sides of the girls pussy, then up higher, kissing and sucking on her clit, sliding her tongue lazily back and forth across it as the girl instructed her on the finger points of pleasuring a woman. Miranda felt a little odd, in that part of her which could sit back and consider herself, that she approached the task as just that – a job – without emotion, without disgust. She licked at the girl’s clit exactly as taught, traced her tongue up and down the line of her sex, plunged it inside her with as much enthusiasm as any female lover could demand, and sucked and licked at the girl’s clit until, despite her mask of calm, the girl’s body began to react and she climaxed.

And then she did it again.

And again. And again, until the girl finally tired of her. Then she was allowed to crawl back to the low, stone room, much like a cell, where she now slept – on the floor. There were no furnishings in this room, just a hole in the corner for waste.

There was also a large dildo attached to the floor, with a vibrator at its base. In a room with barely no light, and nothing to do, where Miranda often lay for hours on end, unsleeping, it presented the only thing to occupy her time. At first she had ignored it, but gradually, over time, she began to feel less inhibited, less restrained. She was becoming more and more a creature of sex, where all her waking hours were concerned, one way or another, with sexual pleasure. And so it seemed less strange that, when bored, she might straddle the thing and pleasure herself, riding up and down as she groaned and gasped and shuddered with the sexual heat inside her.

 * * * * *

She spent more and more time now with the girl, using dildos, pretending the girl was a man, except of course, when she performed oral sex on her. She learned to work her pubic muscles, and to strengthen them, and her anal muscles as well. She danced, writhed, exercised, and crawled to them, and any deviation, any hesitation, any lapse or break or fault drew punishment.

Or sometimes, she was simply punished for no reason she knew. No one was required to explain to her why she was being punished, or even IF she was being punished. If she was tied in an uncomfortable position for hours on end, was that a punishment, or simply some other type of training? Or were they simply amusing themselves? 

Miranda did not, of course, ask. It was as if she no longer had the ability to speak. She knew any question or query would be instantly punished, and would draw no other reply. And so she had stopped trying to talk, trying to ask questions. She tried now, only to minimize the pain she was given.

Why was she hanging upside down? She had no idea. But she was, legs spread far, arms free, dangling down below her. She was alone in the room, and had been since she’d been tied this way and left. Why? She had no idea. These things were not explained to her. She didn’t think it was a punishment, but that wasn’t always explained either.

Her head had ached, at first, her eyes bulging, but that had settled down. Now, for the last hour or so, she had simply hung there, staring at the blank wall, her mind clear but empty, for she had nothing really to think about.

The girl showed up, finally. She drew a thin, short whip from a cabinet, and stood before Miranda. Miranda stared up at her, upside down, and her insides tensed, but she did nothing, said nothing. What was there to do or say? What could stop the girl from doing whatever she wanted? Nothing.

The girl slashed the thin whip across her belly, and Miranda gasped, her arms jerking up, but then settling down again. The whip cut across one breast and she cried out, her hands rising almost to chest level, then falling again after she deliberately pushed them back. She knew now that she could not protect herself, and that trying would only draw more punishment. She knew this as surely as she knew anything in life.

It was hard, though, to keep control of her hands as the girl slowly walked about her, slashing the whip across her back and shoulders, across her belly and breasts. Her hands kept jerking up instinctively, and she had to force them back down again, fighting the urge even animals had, to protect themselves.

And she mastered that urge, that instinct. The girl circled slowly, almost carelessly, slashing the whip down across Miranda’s breasts with stinging, painful force. And Miranda’s arms stayed down, hanging loosely, even the instinct to lift them driven back by the futility of the gesture. The girl whipped her back and breasts and Miranda flinched and gasped and jerked in pain, but her hands stayed below her, hanging just above the floor.

Then the girl began to whip her between the legs. Miranda had almost gotten used to the pain before, came to accept it, to absorb it. This fresh pain brought her hands jerking up again as she moaned and cried out. Her hands jerked up almost to her waist before falling, and then again, and then again as the girl circled her, slashing the whip directly down between her legs.

But she fought the instinct, and forced her hands down, and simply hung limply as the girl whipped her between the legs, gasping, groaning, crying out, but not trying to stop her, keeping her hands where they were.

“Good slave,” the girl said, after a time.

Now the vibrator came out, and though Miranda felt a sullen dislike of the girl, the vibrator roused her body as it played back and forth across her aching, exquisitely sensitive sex, and despite herself her hips began to buck as sexual energy rolled up and down her spine.

The girl teased her, backing off again and again to resume a light, but painful whipping of her sex and breasts. But each time she returned with the vibrator, rousing the dazed girl’s body to feverish heights of sexual hunger and passion, then backing off to whip her once again.

When Miranda was almost there, the girl thrust the vibrator deep inside her pussy, then worked a dildo down deep into her anus, pumping it in and out. And then, she left, ordering Miranda not to touch either.

Trembling, moaning, Miranda hung in place, her insides throbbing and pulsing with hunger and need, her fingers twitching from the desperate need to reach up and bring herself over the edge. Yet she did not even think about doing so. Although there was no one in the room, and no one to watch, so far as she knew, Miranda obeyed, and hung there, the vibrator burning within her as she groaned and moaned and panted for breath, and hoped desperately the girl would come back and give her permission to climax.

Instead, a man came. He knelt behind her, reached for her hair, pulled her head up and back, and thrust his erection into her mouth. Miranda sucked and licked him, at once, and as he forced his cock into her throat, she kept her hands away, free, hanging, fighting the urge, now weak, to jerk them in to protect herself, to push him back. She let him use her throat, despite his roughness, despite a gurgling and gagging and choking,, and her hands stayed clear as he did so.





















Miranda was standing in the centre of a small, round room, the floor and walls made of large white stone blocks. Her wrists were shackled behind her and her head was cocked far back, so that her back was arched as she looked up at the ceiling beams overhead. Her tongue protruded well beyond her, for another clamp was biting into it, the clamp held to a narrow chain which disappeared into the darkness high overhead.

Her thighs were slightly spread, and she was impaled on a thick wooden post, a post which she had stared at with disbelief when led into this room, a post she hadn’t imagined could possibly fit into her body. It was wider than a cola can, made of smooth, polished mahogany carved into the shape of a penis at its head. Deep, concentric rings were carved into the post below that, one each half inch.

A thin chain was clipped to her nipple rings. Hanging from it, in front, was a second chain of similar thickness, which held a heavy round metal ball the size of a golf ball at its end. That chain dangled the ball precisely down to the level of her clit. However, it made only the lightest of touches – unless she angled her body more, pushing her hips out, arching her back further. Then the contact was more firm.

Her ankles were not locked down in any way, but then it was impossible, due to the length of the post within her, to remove herself from it. Even had her hands been untied it was most doubtful she could have managed to lift herself off it without something of substantial strength to hold onto and pull herself up on.

Miranda had been standing more or less in the same position for quite some time now. She was coated in sweat, her hair bedraggled, her eyes glassy, her tongue, insides and back aching. The post was thick within her, stretching out the elastic tube of her sex to its utmost.

Miranda had long since resigned herself to the discomfort, to the pain. There was no possibility of doing otherwise, and so she had simply decided to do her utmost to survive it. The only distraction from that discomfort and pain was the metal ball dangling before her groin. Its buzzing vibrations were quite – soothing, in a strange way, whenever she brought it in contact with her sex. 

With little else to do, then, she repeatedly did so, grunting with effort as she pushed her hips slightly forward, angled her back more, despite the pain, and felt the vibrations buzzing against her body as the round ball pressed against her clit.

It was not a particularly powerful vibrator, but the sensations emanating from it were attractive nonetheless, and her body and mind both fixed on them, unconsciously, at first, then with a sort of dazed purpose. She was not really interested in sexual needs at first, but as she repeatedly brought the thing in against her body the hunger within her grew and deepened.

And yet the vibrator was not particularly powerful, and the pressure against her was intermittent, and weak. Something more was needed. She was so exhausted that she did not realize this consciously, but her body did, and her legs flexed weakly, her feet shifting repeatedly in and out. And as the pleasure rose inside her Miranda belatedly realized that she was working herself up and down – if slowly and painfully – on the massive wooden cock impaling her.

The carved rings were slipping in and out through her taut sex lips, stroking across them in a manner which was simultaneously painful and pleasurable. 

She could not move quickly or easily, and the extent of her stroke was no more than an inch or two. But it was enough, in conjunction with the vibrator – enough. And as the hunger and pleasure rose in intensity she worked herself against the dildo and vibrator more desperately. Orgasm blossomed within her, and she cried out dazedly, grinding herself down onto the dildo, jamming her sex down onto the rounded roof of the carved head so that it ached her deep inside.

The ache grew deeper, but the sex-heat burned more fiercely. She felt a mad need to take more and more of the post into her body, and grunted with pain as she jammed herself down onto it with greater force. But the pain didn’t seem to matter. The throbbing ache as she shoved herself down onto that fat wooden cock was setting her body and mind aflame.

She pressed herself down painfully hard, her thighs squeezing tightly together around the thick post, tightly, and then tighter, and then she shuddered and her mind was drowned in sensations as she left her feet entirely, impaling herself atop the post, clamping her thighs and ankles together around it as she ground her aching body down onto the rounded nose inside her, as her body twisted and writhed and her hips bucked convulsively.

And then, exhausted, aching inside, the orgasm slowly dissipating, she had to extricate herself from the painful perch, crying out in pain as she let her ankles slowly uncross, uncurl, sliding them down to the floor to take up more of her weight.

She stood, finally, still impaled, her insides still aching, her body trembling with exhaustion and pain. 

And then, as more hours passed in quiet, she did it again.

 * * * * *

 How long, she wondered. How long had it been since she’d slept?

How long since she’d been here? How long since she’d wakened to find herself in this bedroom overlooking the sea?

The bed lay before her, the sheets drawn back, taunting her with its warm, soft comfort.

Technically, she supposed, she was in the bed.

Or at least, partly.

She was sitting along the footboard, facing the bed. Her limbs had learned to stretch out since she’d gotten here, as she was placed in a variety of uncomfortable positions. Now her feet were pointing in opposite directions, as her legs were strapped tightly along the thick round footboard of the bed at ankle, knee and thigh. She was doing the splits, her wrists held up and out to either side, attached by chains to the opposite posts so that she could neither fall forward nor back, but could only sit firmly along the post, staring at the warm, comfortable bed before her.

The footboard was smooth, unblemished, unmarred, except in one small place. Her pussy was jammed down against the post, of course, and precisely before it was a narrow imperfection in the wood, a sharp wart or pimple which rose up perhaps a half inch, and which pressed against the top of her pussy so that, by grinding herself forward, she could bring herself to orgasm – eventually.

Most girls, held in a similar position, would not even think to, but her world had been sex for some time now. She wore no clothing, and everything done to her, everything done by her, was related to sex. She had had almost no sleep these many days, and her mind would have been fuzzy under the best of circumstances. Coping with the draining physical and emotional toll since she had wakened – without sleep – was more than it could bear. Sex was the only kind of pleasure she was allowed, the only surcease from pain and discomfort, and so in Miranda’s muddled mind she came to feel need far more often than she once had.

Her body ached all over. It always ached all over. Whether it was from the uncomfortable positions she was bound or the strappings and whippings she was subjected to, she was always in some kind of pain. Her mind and body revelled in pleasure as it brought her some brief surcease from the pain. But usually, even the pleasure came with pain.

Why? She no longer even wondered. Where? The question never occurred to her. 

She did not think about who she was, or what she could do. All she knew was pain and obedience – and the occasional gift of sexual pleasure. She did not speak, had not spoken except to say “Yes, master” or “No, mistress” for as long as she could remember – her memories now limited in scope.

And then the man was there behind her, his rough hands moving gently over her soft body, kneading her breasts, fingering her clitoris as his lips moved hungrily against the nape of her neck.

“Would you like to come to bed with me, slave?”
“Yes, master!” Miranda moaned.

The bed looked incredibly inviting after watching it these hours from her uncomfortable perch.

He gently unstrapped her, half lifted her into the bed, and then stripped and got in with her. Miranda was amazed. The feel of his warm body against her was luxurious. She had felt no human touch save for blows, save for the sharp pull of leather clad fingers, since she had come here. Now a soft, warm human body was pressed against hers, and not hurting her, and she moaned beneath him as his lips found hers.

He entered her slowly, and she wrapped her legs around him, groaning and thrusting back, exulting in the most comfort, most human warmth and touch she had felt in a long time. 

And when it was over, he let her sleep in the bed with him, his arm across her, his groin pressed against her bottom. And finally, she was able to sleep.

Miranda no longer had her own bed. If she did not spend her sleeping hours in the warm bed of one of the men, then she spent it bound in a painfully uncomfortable position on the stone floor, or half hanging by her wrists, or impaled on some hard, uncomfortable phallic substitute. So, of course, she came to crave the warmth of a man’s bed.

And that meant, in addition to the sex, that she had to swallow the man’s urine in the morning, and often at night, too, to take his cock into her mouth, seal her lips around it, and then swallow as he poured urine into her.

But she did it. For refusing brought pain, punishment. And the punishment threatened to break what was left of her mind apart. Punishment for – letting a single drop of urine fall to the floor, for example.

 * * * * *

 There was an initial period of dizziness after she was hung upside down, then her head ached and her eyes bulged. But after a while it passed. The disorientation which came from being upside down did not.

There was nothing much to see. The lights were turned out, but a single candle flickered above her – between her widely spread legs.

She was hanging spread-eagled, in mid-air, thick leather restraints pulling on her wrists and ankles, holding her tight, her limbs straining so she could not move them in the slightest. Her legs were wide open, and a candle, a very thick, long candle, had been forced deep into her pussy. Even with almost a foot of it inside her another foot protruded, producing the only light in the small, square room.

She was left alone, to contemplate her sins.

Her thoughts were of sex, and shame, sex, and pain, obedience and fear.

Her body moved a little, her hips twitching, and the pool of wax built up at the top of the candle spilled over the edge. She cried out as the hot wax dribbled down the side and over her clitoris. The searing heat produced a sudden twist in her hips, and another thick wave of wax trickled down the candle to burn the sex lips clutched so tightly around the candle.

She cried out, the sound muffled by the penis gag filling her mouth, a gag wedged into the ring gag which had been strapped tightly in place – so that her mouth and throat could later be used as easily as possible without any possibility of interference or resistance from her.

She held herself still, but then twisted again, hips giving a little lurch, and more wax spilled down onto her sensitive pussy. She bit into the gag, groaning, whimpering at the heat, waiting for it to fade, as she knew it would. Whether she moved or not, though, the wax built up to a certain point, and then trickled slowly down the sides of the candle.

The door opened, and she looked up, moaning, as a figure moved through the shadows, coming up to her, moving behind her, then circling. A second candle was lit from the first. A gloved hand caressed her buttocks, then fingers spread them a bit wider, exposing her wrinkled rosebud opening more perfectly.

The second candle was turned over, and Miranda cried out as wax trickled directly down onto her anal opening. Her hips jerked violently, and that caused the other candle to tip, with more wax spilling down around her groin, searing her.

The figure paced around in front of her, then squatted low. The candle was so bright, it seemed, that she could hardly look into it, but must squint. Then the candle moved closer, tilting, wax spilling down onto her breasts, onto her nipples.

She trembled and moaned as she was tormented by the hot, stinging wax. Soon it was virtually covering both breasts, and hot little patches of wax stuck to her belly and ribs, to her arms and underarms, to her legs and buttocks and back.

She was breathing hard, perspiring, gasping for breath, moaning as the torment continued. And she felt no better when the figure put the candle down, and leather gloved hands began to slide over her body, brushing away the wax, exposing her skin – which was even more sensitive now.

The figure moved away, and for a long minute Miranda hung in place, as if alone, her breathing beginning to slow. Then the first blow struck, low across her back, the flog lacing her soft skin.

The laces were thin, but struck with stinging force, and Miranda’s back bowed a little as she cried out in pain.

The figure, covered in black leather, moved around her, and the arm snapped out again. The flog cut across her belly, and she squealed and shook.

Around behind her again, the flog cut across her shoulders, the tips of the laces biting into her underarm, into her ribs. 

Slowly, the black-clad figure circled her, lashing out suddenly, sometimes after brief pauses, sometimes after long delays, the flog like a cat clawing across her skin. Usually it struck her back, sometimes her belly. But Miranda knew these were merely warm-ups, and waited anxiously for the true blow to fall. Her heart was pounding, her pulse racing.

The flog cut across her breasts and she screamed.

It slashed again, and then again, as the figure passed her, and again, backhanded, the thin laces slicing into the soft, sensitive flesh, biting at her nipples again and again.

The figure circled her, but when the flog swung out it was aimed at curling around her ribs, slicing into her breasts again from behind, into her breasts and ribs, first on one side, then the other, then the first side, then the other.

Wax spilled across her groin as the flog cut into her again and again.

The figure paused, and then the candle was slowly pulled free of her sex. The wax which had built up around her groin was brushed aside to bare her. 

Miranda was in a state of feverish desperation now. She feared every blow, waited in an agony of anxiety for it.

The figure moved back, and the flog flew – up, overhead – and down – between her legs, lashing across her throbbing pubic mound so that a shocking blast of sensation, of pain, of heat, blew through her.

She screamed, her hips bucking wildly, pain and pleasure twisting strangely inside her.

The figure circled her, the flog cutting across her aching breasts, across her sore, red back, then down between her legs again – and again – and again.

Again.

Again.

 He used the slapper on her hard little nipples. Pain mounted, became a burning. The burning grew worse, raw sensation screaming through her veins. And then the sensation twisted and change and became something else, something dark and feral and hungry. The flog whipped down in a blur, the little slapper cracking rapidly against her nipples.

The climax began low, then began to build. Miranda’s body shuddered, her hips bucking. The orgasm rose, and fell away, and the slapping continued. The orgasm rose and fell away, and another, and another, as a string of orgasms rippled through her like firecrackers going off.

The figure stopped, reached to the sides of her mouth, where her lips were drawn back, aching. The penis gag was pulled free, and the air rushed into her mouth as she gulped in deep, ragged breaths. 

The figure’s hand moved to its groin, unbuttoning the silver buttons set into the black leather there, opening the trousers, drawing out a long, thick, hard cock. It was rock hard, ringed in veins, the helmet head pointed at her face, the small round opening holding a small white dot of liquid. 

A hand moved to the back of her head, pulling her face forward, and the figure leaned in, thrusting the cock through the round ring, filling her mouth.

Miranda gurgled and sucked and licked at it, and the figure pushed deeper, the fat cock barely able to fit within the ring as it slid down across the roof of her mouth, then in further, gagging her briefly before pushing up into her throat.

Now the figure divided her hair in two, spreading it to either side in thick pigtails, gripping each in a fist and pulling her forward as he began to move his hips. His cock plunged deep into her throat as her face was pulled up against his groin by the hair. Her nose was jammed against his anus as her lips circled the base of his cock. Then he began a rapid pumping and thrusting motion that threatened to choke her.

He pulled roughly on her hair as he fucked her face and throat, jerking her towards him to meet every thrust.

But then she felt his tongue against her clit, felt it licking wildly, frenziedly against the top of her clit, and sea of fire rolled over her, dazing her. Another orgasm howled through her system, more powerful than any of those which had come before. Another, and another caused convulsions to spread through her body until she was writhing and trembling in maddened reaction.

Round and round he moved, the arm lashing out, the claws of the flog cracking across her body, across her breasts and belly, her thighs and back, down between her legs from front and back. Her skin was pale, had always been pale. Now it was red, marked with scores and scores of long lines forming a close latticework across her body.

The figure moved away, and Miranda shuddered, chest heaving, body glistening with perspiration. Then the figure was behind her, and a large dildo was being forced down into her anus, twisting and pushing, pulling and twisting, pushing forward until she ached deep inside, until cramps rippled through her abdomen and she trembled and shook in pain.

Then came the vibrator, a deep silver rocket filling her aching sex, buzzing and trembling as it stretched out the lips of her pussy, a small, narrow arm wedged in against the bottom of her clit.

The figure came around in front of her, now holding the riding crop, and Miranda whimpered in fear and excitement. Her entire body burned, the pleasure and pain raw sensation inside her.

The figure knelt before her, the crop held lightly in hand, then began to use it once again.
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Miranda did not like having sex with girls. Despite the highly charged sexual state she was always in now, she vastly preferred to be in the arms of a man, almost any man, then a woman. But it was not something she could escape. At least it was usually with the girl, and she came to, if not enjoy it, at least tolerate it.

She and the girl were arm in arm, belly to belly, naked in a bed, their lips and breasts together, their hands moving over each other’s bodies. Their legs scissored and they began to grind against each other until the girl wanted more. Then Miranda knelt between her legs and licked at her. She had come to know well how to perform on a woman, and her tongue was long and strong and talented now, so that she could bring them the most pleasure.

This time, though, the girl wanted more than her usual climax. Miranda had to lick her to climax after climax, until she was finally allowed to lay next to her and rest. Then the girl rose and got dressed. She turned to Miranda, and said “It is time. You will obey, and make me proud of you. Or you will disobey, and your training will begin all over again. Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes, mistress,” Miranda said, though she did not.

“You will wear these clothes. And you will obey.”

Miranda blinked at the clothes. She had not worn clothes in quite some time. The entire concept of wearing clothes felt oddly foreign. There were shoes and socks, a knee length pleated skirt, white blouse, blazer, and underwear. She put them all on with a furrowed brow, confused. Why was she to wear clothes? They fit, but felt very odd on her skin. Her hair was brushed till it shone, and her collar and restraints removed. She allowed herself a strange, distant hope that somehow it was all over. No, surely not. 

“What is your name?” the girl asked.

“I am a slave, mistress and have - .”

The girl put a finger against her lips. “Your name is Miranda. Say it.”

“My name is Miranda, Mistress.”

The girl smiled and gestured. “Come.”

Miranda followed her, feeling very strange at the tight clothes against her flesh, at the uncomfortable shoes on her feet. It felt strange walking with shoes. They walked up several flights of stairs, and then for the first time in many days, she saw the outside. She was led to a large doorway, and, wonderingly, blinking in the sun, followed the girl – whose name she still did not know – outside.

The sun shone down as the girl took her arm and led her to a car with darkly tinted windows. She got in, and the girl got in beside her. They were out in the countryside, and the car drove down a long dirt road, then passed onto a narrow paved road before heading up a hill and out onto a motorway.

It was no more than fifteen or twenty minutes before they drop into a small city, and she could see cars and people going by. Miranda stared in fascination, eyes wide, amazed and wondering what was happening. 

They turned into a garage and the door closed behind them. 

“Open the door and step out, Miranda.”

“Yes, mistress,” she whispered.

She opened the car door and stepped out. The girl came out behind her, and now she drew the hood of the robe over her head and donned a pair of large tinted glasses.

Miranda followed the girl down a narrow hall and heard a growing buzz of voices. Several voices were speaking at once, but one was speaking over them all, on a speaker of some sort. The words were foreign to her, but it sounded very much like an auction, as he called out again and again, and then there was the bang of a gavel, and the words stopped.

They arrived at a darkened area behind a tall curtain, and Miranda saw at least a dozen other young girls there. All were beautiful. Some were nude and shackled. A few had clothes like her, but were bound. She was the only girl who was not bound in any way, and she wondered at that.

“Do you remember the ceremony we had the other day?” the girl asked.

“Yes, mistress,” she said.

She had thought it odd at the time. The shackles had been removed, then been placed on a low stool. She had had to crawl to them, put them on herself, and proclaim herself a slave.”

“You will do that when you go out beyond the curtain. On my order.”

“Yes, mistress,” she said wonderingly.

The girl gazed around at the other slaves, and their owners, and then shook her head. “They forget the importance of marketing, of presentation,” she said. “We learned how to sell a product in college.”

Miranda was baffled.

The girl turned and combed her fingers lightly through her hair, brushing the long bangs back from her forehead. “You are the little girl next door,” she said with a smile.

Miranda did not understand, but knew better than to ask questions.

Another of the girls was pulled, whimpering and sobbing, through the curtains, and the voice picked up again, calling out rapidly, then receiving shouts in return.

“Well, Ms. Smith,” a man said, coming across to them with a greasy smile on his face. “One a week, as usual. And isn’t she a pretty little thing.”

“Mr. Smith,” the girl said, not rising.

“Very well trained, is she?”

“We endeavour to provide a quality product,” the girl said.

The man chuckled and jerked on a rope which led to the throat of a tightly bound, naked girl. She was gagged and blindfolded, and gurgled weakly as she staggered against him.

“Too much time and effort,” he said. “Not to mention increased risk.”

“And yet our products routinely draw much higher prices than yours,” the girl said.

He snorted. “And no doubt you have higher costs to absorb, too! I just grab them, beat them down, use them a little, and then unload them.”

“There is a market for different kinds of product,” the girl said.

He looked her up and down insolently. “I bet there’s a market for you, too, honey. I bet you’d fetch a pretty penny on the block.”

“Quite possibly,” the girl said with a shrug, then she rose as a man stepped through the curtain and gestured to her.

Miranda followed her to the curtain, and through it.

“Go to the pedestal and stand there.”
She was a little dazed as she looked around. They were in an amphitheatre on the stage. Row on row of seats rose in a half circle around them, with hundreds of people looking down. She gaped at them, having seen no more than a few people at a time since her captivity began.

“Go!” the girl ordered.

Face flushed, Miranda walked forward to a small round pedestal at the centre of the stage, near the edge, and stepped onto it. She stood straight-backed, trembling a little as the girl, hooded, came out a little ways and stopped. The audience stared at Miranda eagerly as the voice began to speak, and now she saw, high up, a small box with a man sitting inside, speaking into a microphone.

Most of the audience members were older men, with many wearing dark glasses. There were a few women there, too, often wearing hats and dark glasses, or in a few cases, veils. Miranda felt frozen under so many eyes.

And then – music.

Miranda felt a shock through her system. She knew that music, and the order came almost at once.

It was odd, how all the time she did the dance nude she had never really thought of how it would have been done with clothes. Still, she began to move almost instinctively in tune to the music. It was almost as though she had no control over her body, as if the music forced her body into movement without her mind even having to make any decision.

“Now strip as you dance,” the girl ordered.

And so she did, and it was not difficult to incorporate removing her clothes into the dance, for the dance was clearly designed with this in mind.

And so, with hundreds looking on, she removed the clothes which had felt so strange, finding now that removing them felt even stranger, that stripping in front of so many people made her unaccountably shy once again. She had thought such shyness had been beaten out of her, but some apparently remained, for she blushed as she finally slipped off her panties, and began to prance and dance nude before them all.

And then the music stopped, and the girl stepped forward. 

“Koy,” she ordered.

It seemed natural to kneel, panting, and she was spreading her knees apart almost before the girl gave the order.

“Saiy,” the girl barked.

Blushing, Miranda fell forward onto her hands, then turned, shifting her knees apart, showing everyone her sex.

“Diye” the girl called.

Miranda lowered herself to her elbows.

“Diya.”

Now she lowered her chest to the floor, shifting her knees wider, spreading her arms out to either side. Around her, the man speaking from the booth continued as she knelt in her obscenely lewd position and exposed herself to the audience.

She had to get onto all fours and then crawl across to the other side of the stage, and there she again showed them her pussy, pressing her breasts against the floor.

Then it was onto her back, knees raised and apart, feet flat on the floor as she lifted her hips up and displayed herself again.

A low bench was placed at the centre of the stage, and the girl nodded at Miranda. Heart thumping, she crawled across the stage – on her belly, to the bench, and there slowly picked up the collar and shackles. One by one she snapped them around her throat, wrists and ankles, each time proclaiming “I am a slave.”

Then it was on her back again, masturbating as the audience looked on. And, bizarrely, when she was given a vibrator to use, she actually climaxed there before them as all those hundreds of people stared down at her.

A man rose from the audience, then, apparently in response to a call for a volunteer. He grinned beneath his dark glasses as he stood before her.

“Galah,” the girl said.

Miranda undid his trousers, took his cock out, and took it into her mouth. It grew quickly, and she bobbed her lips expertly up and down its length, taking it deep into her throat now with each long stroke, her hands at her sides as the man thrust in and out of her mouth.

He spit his load inside her throat, and she swallowed the rest as he withdrew his softening cock, then, chuckling, did up his trousers and went back into the audience.

Another man rose in response, she supposed, to another request, and he too stood before her, their sides to the bulk of the audience, and took out his cock. She had not been given the order to take it into her mouth, so Miranda only stared at it.

Then he began to urinate on her. She was slightly surprised, but did not move as he pissed on her face and chest and belly.

“Open your mouth,” the girl ordered.

Miranda obeyed, and his stream of urine went into her mouth, filled it, and began to spill down onto her chest.

“Swallow.”

She swallowed, and then swallowed again – and again, until the man was finished.

And then the bidding began in earnest.

The girl moved back, and then disappeared entirely, and Miranda was left kneeling naked, wet with urine, staring out at the audience as she was auctioned to the highest bidder – and sold.

She wondered if she went for a good price.
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Miranda had thought she had some idea of what being a slave was all about. It was about sex, and punishment. It was about cringing and crawling around everyone, and doing your best not to be beaten. And certainly, there was some of that, but not as much as she had thought, and in fact, most of the time she was doing quite mundane things.

She was a maid. She wasn’t sure where she was. She did not understand the language. It was European, but not French or Spanish or Italian or German. She was fairly sure she would have recognized them. Then again, maybe it was only the people in the house who were European. Perhaps she was in Africa, or in America. She didn’t go outside so she didn’t know.

She lived in large house. It was clearly a home of wealthy people, but it was not like the huge estates she had seen in the English countryside. There was a cook – a fat, older women with wrinkled skin, and a sort of butler guy. And there was her. She wore no chains most of the time. She wore a maid uniform, but the kind of maid uniform one would find at a costume shop.

It was mainly black, with lots of white lace around the hem and décolletage, with short puffy sleeves, and a tiny white apron. The skirt was very short, and the front was low cut, with laces criss-crossing the cleavage. Her shoulders were almost bare, with two thin black straps crossing them, and she wore a tiny little pillbox cap on her head which had to be held on with a thin strap. She wore it with stiletto heels and black nylons.

And yet, most of what she did in it was not the least bit sexy, and most of the time she did it alone. This was refreshing, given she finally had some peace of mind. And the tasks set to her were relatively simple. She had to scrub floors, do laundry, wash dishes, clean windows, change bedding, vacuum rugs, and all the other things a maid would be expected to do. The man, the butler, told her what to do in halting English, and she did it. 

Of course, she was not paid for doing it, and all the doors were locked. The windows on the lower floor were closed and barred. When she looked out the upper windows she saw a quiet courtyard with trees and gardens, and beyond that, a gate and a street where people walked back and forth. 

She slept in a tiny attic apartment which faced the rear. She had a narrow cot with bedding, and a small, nearly empty armoire which contained only two of these uniforms, and some lingerie. The alarm clock woke her at five in the morning, and she began work immediately. She ate around seven, in the kitchen, and she worked straight through until ten at night, pausing to eat in the kitchen at one and seven.

A maid was what she was, a slave maid. But that, of course, was not all she was. The couple which owned the home had other tasks for her. The man was in his fifties, while his wife was what Miranda thought of as a “trophy wife”, which was to say she was in her early thirties and quite beautiful. She was not, however, very much interested in having sex with her husband. She was, however, interested in having sex with Miranda.

The couple slept in different, adjoining rooms. It was Miranda’s task to wake the man up at five thirty, and she would usually then give him oral sex, or, on occasions, usually the weekend, he would strip her, take her to bed, and give her a quicky. When she was done she would go into the lady’s room and waken her, but usually no sex was involved there.

The man, Jozsef, was easily satisfied. He seemed to take great delight in his possession of her, however, in pawing and fondling her at every opportunity, and wanted sex – or at least, oral sex - every morning and every night before bed – and often at other times, as well. He used her fast and hard, but in very ordinary ways, usually on her back in bed.

The woman was something else again.

Her name was Eva. At first, Miranda thought she was a lesbian. But she came to suspect the woman was only mildly bisexual, and that the reason she did not care to sleep with her husband, aside from his age, was that she really didn’t have much interest in sex. At least, not in ordinary sex.

Whenever she made Miranda perform on her Miranda got the impression that it was the power she held over her which was the real excitement, not the expertise of her tongue and fingers. Eva also seemed to become thoroughly excited when punishing her. And it was only then that their sex seemed to really give her pleasure.

Eva was a bottle blonde, and lovely, with large, but phoney breasts, and very expensive taste in clothing. She was always dressed up, even when staying home alone – which was often. She would summon Miranda frequently when bored – which again, was often, and give her menial things to do simply to assert her own superiority.

She spilled things a lot, though never on the expensive rugs. She would spill something summon Miranda, and watch smugly as she knelt on all fours and cleaned the floor. Often enough she would then spill something again immediately and say “oops” and watch as Miranda cleaned the floor again.

At first, Miranda thought she was jealous and angry about Miranda sleeping with her husband. But she came to realize the woman didn’t care at all, and was actually pleased to have that onerous duty passed on to someone else. No, the woman was simply – cruel – and there really wasn’t any other more appropriate word for her behaviour. Other words could be added, such as arrogant, smug, and stupid, but cruel fit her quite well by itself.

When first Miranda came to their home, her punishments were little more than slaps to the face and angry glares. But the first time the woman really punished her, which was to make her bend over a chair and strap her bottom, Miranda could see the exultation in her eyes, the delight, the arrogant pleasure and excitement.

She became more interested in her sexually after that, as well, perhaps realizing from Miranda’s submissive acceptance of her punishment, that she really was hers to do with as she chose, without complaint. She began using strap-on dildos then, large ones, and thrusting into Miranda so hard her insides felt bruised for days afterwards.

A few weeks after her arrival, Miranda was called in to see “madam” in one of the parlours. She was wearing her French maid outfit, and had been vacuuming. She walked up to the “madam” and curtseyed as she had been instructed, and waited.

The “madam’ was sitting on an expensive antique couch, and had a smile on her face that Miranda has already determined meant trouble for her.

“Koy,” the said, idly extending her long finger and pointing it at the floor before her.

Miranda knelt obediently and sat on her heels, hands on her outer thighs. The woman smiled again, and then drew out a sort of dildo. It was a “sort of dildo” because it was not quite like any other she had seen. It had the head, and the long shaft with the carven veins, but it sat on a sort of stand, a thin metal stand, no wider than a pencil led to a silver dollar sized stand several inches below.

The woman held the dildo by the stand and pressed the head against Miranda’s mouth. She obediently opened it, and the woman, her eyes excited, forced the cock into her mouth, pumping it in and out as Miranda licked and sucked. The woman kept pushing it deeper and deeper, until the thing pushed into her throat and she gagged a little.

Then she pulled it back.

“Ris,” she ordered.

Miranda rose on her knees, back straight, and the woman leaned forward and placed the thing, on its base, on the floor between her knees.

“Saf,” she ordered.

Miranda knew that meant to spread her legs, and shifted them apart, then apart more. Then more at the woman’s impatient gesture, shifting her knees farther and farther apart until she lowered herself onto the now spit-wet head of the dildo, tugging aside her little G-string to press it against the mouth of her sex. Eva motioned for her to go lower, and Miranda sank down, taking the fat dildo into her pussy, then sliding down its length more and more until she could really take no more. Still the woman motioned impatiently down, and Miranda tried, though it ached inside her. The dildo was over a foot long, even without the stand, and while she had most of it inside her she was gasping and moaning as she tried to take more. She ground herself down on it, twisting and rolling her hips, trying to work it deeper.

Eva leaned forward, then, pressing her fingers against Miranda’s sex lips, against the base of the dildo.

“Roos,” she ordered.

Miranda grunted with effort as she rose up. The woman kept her fingers on the dildo, and slid it out of her, then pulled the stand out of the body of the dildo, and pulled off the bottom two inches of shaft. When she pushed the base in again the dildo was shorter, and with a twist, the stand slid right up inside it so that only a half inch or so of “pencil” stuck out above the base.

She gave it back to Miranda, and Miranda straddled it and sank down the full length, taking the whole shaft inside her until only the thing “pencil” stuck out between the lips of her sex. The flat base was then pressed against her opening. 

Eva nodded in satisfaction. “Roos,” she ordered.

Miranda rose, and Eva pulled the dildo down, then removed the base from the “pencil” and attached a second base. This one was more elongated, and curved to the same shape as her body. When Miranda slid down on the shaft and took it deep the flat base was flat against her pussy opening. It was of plain metal, about an inch and a half wide and perhaps four inches long. The part which went over the top of her pussy, however, where her clit was – was hollow so that it could be accessed.

“Diye,” the woman barked.

Miranda turned and bent over, spreading her knees, lifting her bottom, and dropping her front onto her elbows. The woman tugged her G-string aside again, and Miranda felt her rubbing her clit through the opening of the base. She tugged lightly on her clit ring, then attached a small weight.

“Saf,” she said.

Miranda turned around, knelt, and the woman produced a second such dildo. Again, Miranda sucked and licked as the woman pumped it in and out of her mouth, and then this one went into her bottom, all of it fitting into her body, though Miranda felt an ache inside her. Like the first one, this filled her up but allowed her sphincter to nearly close behind it, with the flat narrow base pressed against her.

Miranda was to wear them every day, she was informed. She was to put them in every day on waking, and wear them as she did her chores.

The next morning, when Jozsef discovered them, he seemed surprised, then chuckled in amusement. She did not know what he thought of them, however. He simply pulled the one in her pussy out, used her, then put it back in. He pulled the one in her bottom out a little ways, then put it back without comment. However, that night, for the first time, he sodomised her, so she supposed he must have liked what he saw.

After that, Eva began to punish her more often, trying new and different ways of punishment, as if experimenting, or perhaps, playing with her new possession. She jiggled Miranda’s hand while she was serving, causing her to spill wine, and then, of course, cursed her and slapped her.

She ordered her to strip completely for her punishment, the first time she had done that, and for the first time also, had a thin flog to use on her. 

She first made Miranda bend over the coffee table, and flogged her bottom. Then she had her lay back on her back across the coffee table, and flogged her belly and then her breasts. Flogging her breasts seemed to cause her tremendous excitement, and her eyes were shining as Miranda lay back, gasping, moaning, panting for breath, chest heaving, clutching the top of the table as she arched back across it, tears of pain filling her eyes as the woman brought the thin leather laces down across her breasts again and again, harder and harder, until she was sobbing in pain with each blow.

It was the most excited Miranda had yet seen the woman, who climbed atop the table, straddling her head, and settling her pussy down onto her mouth. Miranda licked feverishly, eager to please the woman and give her another outlet for her pleasure. Evan moaned and gasped and rocked atop her, grinding her pussy into her mouth until she came with a cry of pleasure and went limp above her.

Two days later Miranda was serving drinks to Eva and another woman, another bottle blonde in her late twenties named Katrin. Eva had her kneel after serving, which was unusual. Up until then, they had only treated her like a maid around others. When Eva extended her foot with the point of her gleaming leather shoe held out to Miranda, she knew that she was showing off her new possession, and not merely her new maid.

She leaned in and began to lick at the woman’s elegant shoe as the other gazed down in delight and chortled with amusement. Eva then produced a large black dildo and extended it to Miranda, who took it into her mouth and sucked, much like a baby sucking on mother’s bottle.

But mother wouldn’t have thrust the bottle so deep, all the way down her throat, as the other girl laughed again and squealed with delight.

From there, Miranda was ordered to strip, then lay back on the coffee table and masturbate while the two women looked on, giggling and laughing and talking rapidly to each other. Miranda was then ordered onto her knees, with her bottom raised and arms spread out to either side while Eva strapped her bottom hard. 

Eva gave the strap to the other girl, who looked delighted but hesitant. She slapped Miranda’s bottom lightly a couple of times, squealing in amusement each time, but squirming uncomfortably, as if she knew she was doing something forbidden. At Eva’s strong tone, however, she began to strap much harder, and soon Miranda was gasping and moaning at the burning pain as the strap cut across her raised bottom.

Miranda then had to kneel and arch her back, with her hands behind her head, while first Eva, then Katrin, strapped her breasts. Tears were pouring down her cheeks as the two women squealed with laughter and took turns strapping her red, aching, throbbing breasts.

Then she had to get dressed and serve them more drinks.

There was no sex with the other woman, but as soon as she was gone Eva ordered her to strip again, took her to her bed, and used a strap-on dildo to ride her violently before forcing her to tongue her to orgasm.

Jozsef never shared her with others, but Eva began bringing other women home, occasionally to demonstrate her mastery of Miranda. One day she brought home a large black man, and made Miranda strip and perform oral sex on him while she watched. The had the man sodomise her, as well, and then, after the man had left, she again used the strap-on, slapping Miranda’s bottom and cursing her.

And then, one day, Miranda was sick. 

She was afraid they would be angry at her, but to her surprise, they were not. A man came and examined her, and took blood samples, and they gave her a pregnancy kit. They seemed pleased at the results. Miranda had never thought about becoming pregnant before, but then, she had not been used by men in her vagina until coming to this place.

They began feeding her better, but little else changed during the first few months. Then, as she began to show a little, the punishments eased. And, oddly, she began to notice that Eva’s gowns looked as though they were padded. As Miranda grew bigger, so too did Eva – or at least, so too did her appearance. Beneath the padded dresses and gowns she was as slim as ever.

And that was how Miranda bore Jozsef a son, though he and Eva pretended it was theirs. Miranda was given the task of feeding and taking care of the child, which would have happened even if it actually were Eva’s, of course. No one thought this strange – though they might have if they’d seen her breast feeding it. Then again, such things were not unknown. The wealthy did sometimes rent the services of women who were newly pregnant to breast feed their babies.

Over the following years, Miranda bore him three sons and two daughters while living as his maid and Eva’s sex toy. He was quite proud of his children, and Eva at least pretended to be. Miranda was proud, as well, though of course, she was not permitted to show pride in anything. Eva often grew jealous of her whenever she looked at the children – though of course, Eva had no interest in changing or rearing them, and beat her more often.

And then, one day, when, so far as Miranda could tell, she was in her twenty eighth year, Eva bound her, gagged her, blindfolded her, and men came to take her away. 

The men fucked her while in the back of their van, then transported her to a ship, where she was carried aboard and placed somewhere. For several days men made through use of her body, and she was fed intermittently. When the ship went ashore she was carried off, and placed in the back of another truck. Again, she was used there, and then delivered elsewhere. 

The blindfold was finally removed and she was placed on her knees before an older man, a tall, thin man with gray hair and a goatee. He spoke English, and informed her he had just purchased her, and she would henceforth, be his slave. His name was Alfred, and he was a New Zealander who owned a large ranch. He kept her in a large underground area where he immediately began to beat and torture her, and used a number of creative instruments upon her nude body. He branded her, shaved her head, and made her crawl before him for much of the first year.

After six months, the torments eased, as if he had gotten it out of his system. He continued to beat and whip her, but the torture no longer drove her into screaming unconsciousness. It was then she became pregnant again.

She bore him two children, a boy and a girl. He kept them down in the underground area with Miranda for the first few years, then sold them. 

She never knew where. She was old shortly afterwards to an American. He kept her as his sex toy, and beat her very rarely. And she bore four children to him, which he raised as his own. When they became old enough to notice such things he gave her clothes to wear, and began treating her almost like his wife. And, except that she obeyed him in all things, that was, in effect, what she became.

He died when her oldest child was ten, and left his considerable fortune to his children, in her care. And so Miranda finally had the happy ending she had never even imagined would be possible. She never found out what happened to her other children, but the four she raised were happy and content, and raised more or less normally.

Until they reached adulthood.

It was then that they came for her, for them. When Miranda opened the door and saw the man there, all in black, with the dark, mirrored visor, she almost collapsed.

She was forty two now, though still quite attractive and shapely, and she soon learned that the organization which originally trained her had more work for an experienced woman. Her two daughters were taken as slaves, while her two sons were trained to the visor and whip, learning to subjugate and dominate young women. Miranda became a trainer to the innocent girls taken into the program, educating them in the finer arts of sexually pleasuring both men and women.

While her daughters learned to obey, her sons learned to punish.

Slavery, she learned, was a way of life which could never be left behind.

Whatever she once was, whatever she had once hoped to be, whatever she had once thought she was, Miranda was a slave. And she would be a slave until the day she died.










End
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