
        
            
                
            
        

    










Chapter One



































 “Why are you wearing that? Where’s the dress your grandmother gave you?” Mrs. Harper snapped.


 It was dirty,” Emily said, eyes on the floor.


 “Dirty?,” her mother demanded, voice full of disapproval and disbelief. “What do you mean it was dirty? You haven’t worn it in ages!” 



 Emily shrugged.


 “I asked you a question!”


 “I-I guess I hung it up in the closet after the last time,” Emily said.


 “Why would you do that?” her mother demanded. “All you have to do is give it to Isabella. Is that too complicated a task, Emily?”


 Emily shrugged again.


 “Honestly, Emily! I can’t imagine what happened in your upbringing to make you so deficient in thought. You know your grandmother is an elderly woman. She puts a great deal of thought into buying presents for her grandchildren. Not to mention the effort involved for someone as frail as she is! Do you really think it’s too difficult for you to show her a little consideration and gratitude!?”


 “I’m sorry,” Emily mumbled.


 “You’re always sorry, Emily. That doesn’t help anyone! If you would put the kind of effort into life as your sister does you’d get more back from it. Why do you think you don’t have a boyfriend? Why do you think you can’t find a job? You’re far too old to be acting like such an inconsiderate and irresponsible child, Emily!”


 Her sister arrived then, along with her husband Phillip. As always, Julia was perfectly coiffed, every golden hair in place. She wore a dark silk jacket with a pink scarf, and her eyes were hidden behind designer sunglasses. She was graceful and smooth in her movements, while Emily had always been gawky and awkward due to her long legs and well-rounded body.


 Her husband, Phillip wore a cream linen suit, tailored so that it fit his lithe body perfectly. 



 “Ahh, Julia dear,” Mrs. Harper said, her voice changing tone to one of warmth and affection as she crossed the. 



 She gave her eldest daughter a hug, then hugged Phillip.


 “So good to see you again, Phlilip,” she said with a deep smile.


 “Thank you, Mother Harper,” Philips replied in his usual ingratiating way.


 “I do hope we’re in time,” Julia said, glancing at her watch.


 “Oh you’re always on time, Julia dear,” her mother said with another smile. “And I see you’re wearing grandmother’s watch.


 “Isn’t it lovely?” Julia said brightly. “I wear it all the time.”


 Which was a lie, as Emily knew. The watch was a hideous thing, and Julia never wore it publicly.


 Ana, one of the maids, arrived, silent, wearing her black uniform, waiting to be noticed.


 “Would you like something, Phillip?” Mrs. Harper asked.


 It was always Phillip, never Phil, which she regarded as quite a gauche and common name.


 “A tea if it wouldn’t be too difficult, Mrs. Harper.”


 “Anna, a tea for Phillip. One sugar, one cream.”


 “Yes, ma’am,” the girl said, turning and silently departing.


 “Let’s sit down,” Mrs. Harper said, her arms stretching out as if to herd Phillip and Julia into the main living room, her back to her younger daughter.


 “Your father should be here soon,” she said. “Mother has had a long journey and I’m sure she’ll be tired.”


 Cranky and snarly, Emily thought, trailing along, after her long and arduous journey in her limousine to the airport to her private plane, to her father’s limousine. Poor thing.


 Her mother turned as she entered the room and her smile abruptly disappeared. “That simply isn’t acceptable,” she said, pointing to the summer dress Emily wore. “Mother won’t like it at all.”


 “What’s wrong with it?” Emily asked quietly, looking down at the flower print dress.


 Her mother made an impatient noise. “It’s far too immodest.”


 Emily frowned in surprise. She was wearing a simple, summer dress, white with large blue flower prints. She didn’t particularly like it but it was light and summery, and since grandmother felt chilled by a soft breeze the air conditioning had been turned off.


 “Immodest?”


 “Don’t argue with me,” her mother snapped, her voice hardening. “You know grandmother is very particular about modesty. That dress is too thin, too tight, and the hem is too high.”


 “It’s barely above the knees, and it’s not tight at - .”


 “Emily,” her mother groaned, in a long-suffering voice. “Would you please for once just do what you’re told and go upstairs and change! Put on your blue dress. Grandmother likes it.”


 “It’s too hot to wear that.”


 “Just go!”


 Emily turned and fled, embarrassed and angry at being spoken to so sternly in front of her sister and Phillip. Though she supposed she should be used to it. She went upstairs and then down the hall to her small room overlooking the garage and stripped off the summer dress. The blue dress, which she despised, was made of heavy cotton, and was relatively shapeless. The hem fell to her ankle, and the top pulled up tight around the base of her throat.


 It did go with her long blonde hair, but made her seem even more pale than usual, and besides, her parents both insisted she keep her hair long, and that she tie it up behind her head.


 When she returned, her father had arrived, along with grandmother Harper. Grandmother was a small, pinch-faced women with white hair whose eyes darted about constantly, her face set in a permanent petulent scowl as she sought disapproving for something to satisfy her need to criticise.


 Emily often satisfied that need, but grandmother wasn’t particular. Since her husband had died and left his fortune to her, and none to the rest of his relatives, she had revelled in the power it had given her over the lives of her children, nieces and nephews.


 Not that her parents didn’t have money. They were millionaires, after all. But grandmother was just so very much more wealthy that her father and mother fairly salivated at the possibility of what they could do with all that money. They could abandon their “small”, 8 bedroom, two million dollar house in the hills, and set up in a genuine mansion on the coast, for example.


 Her father was eagerly trying to usher grandmother to a chair, and the old lady slapped his hand away, grumbling and muttering as she made her way to an armchair and then sat down lightly on the edge, head still swivelling about. 



 She glared at Anna with disapproval. Grandmother didn’t like Spanish people, or black people for that matter, or Asians, Jews, Muslims or even Catholics.


 “It’s chilly in here. Do you have that infernal air conditioning on, Jefferson?”


 “No, mother. We rarely use it,” Emily’s father lied. “Can I get you a sweater or shawl?”


 “No. You can get me some tea. Real tea, none of that fancy foreign stuff you’ve got.”


 “Anna, black tea, one sugar,” Mr. Harper said.


 “I don’t want a foreigner making my tea,” the old lady said. “You there. What’s your name there - Emily. Go and make me tea.”


 Her mother nodded impatiently and Emily, blushing because at the dislike on Anna’s face, went into the kitchen to prepare the tea. She was already starting to sweat in the heat. 



 The water was already boiled, and she simply poured it and added a cube of sugar, wondering why her grandmother thought this too complicated or a foreigner. She returned with the china tea on its saucer and handed it to the old lady, who scowled in disapproval.


 “In my days we had proper tea services and trays,” she said. “I suppose that’s too much to expect these days.”


 “What’s the matter with you, Emily?” her father hissed. “Get the silver tray and put some cookies and cakes on it for your grandmother!”


 Emily turned away and went back to the kitchen, taking down the dusty silver tray, wiping it off, then getting some of the expensive cookies and small cakes they kept for visitors. She returned to the living room, where the old lady was holding sway like a tyrant of old, everyone quiet and hoping not to be noticed.


 The old lady sniffed when she set down the tray. She looked the cakes and cookies over and made a face. “Store bought,” she said.


 “Well uhm, we don’t really have enough work for a cook,” Mrs. Harper said awkwardly.


 “And it’s too much to ask for you to do a little work now and then? I think my son provides quite well for you. What do you do all day besides sit around and, from the looks of you, eat?”


 “I have many charity functions, grandmother Harper,” her mother said with a frozen smile.


 “Charity begins in the home,” the old lady replied tartly. “And speaking of which what is that child wearing?” she demanded, pointing at Emily. “What a ghastly dress.”


 “I - I thought you liked it,” Emily said.


 “Don’t be absurd, child,” the old woman sniffed. “It looks like a potato sack with blue paint. It’s too tight across the chest, too. Do you feel the need to show off your bustline to everyone in sight?”


 Emily flushed. “It’s not tight - .”


 “Emily, go and change,” her father snapped.


 “But - .”


 He gave her that look, that one, the one which showed that he would brook no argument and no discussion, and Emily, out of long habit, turned and fled, face flaming.


 “Honestly,” she heard the old woman say as she left. “Young women today think that if they have bossoms they need to thrust them in everyone’s face. It’s immorality is what it is. You should have taught her better, Emily, though perhaps you’ve been too busy with your charity to raise your daughters properly.”







 The visit unfolded very much as she had suspected it would. The old lady picked at everyone and criticised everything, her parents and sister did their best to be ingratiating to her, while snapping at Emily and the servants. Emily ate quietly at the end of the table, then went to her room, relieved to be rid of grandmother - and the rest of them.


 She knew the old lady would go to bed almost immediately after dinner, and none of the rest of her family would have any particular desire to see or speak to her thereafter.


 She locked the door to her room with a sense of infinite relief and stripped off the hated black dress she had finally been forced to wear, throwing it resentfully into a corner of the room.


 It was rough and her skin felt sore all over. She reached up to her hair and yanked out the clips and ties which held it “properly” in place, throwing them into the corner, too, then for good measure, stripped off her underwear and stockings and tossed them in before jumping onto the bed and laying there on her belly, brooding, hands crossed under her chin, blonde hair spread loosely over her shoulders and back.


 Emily hated her life. She hated her parents. She hated her family. She hated this house. She hated this city. She hated everything.


 She was a graduate of the Chesterton School, which taught the basics of education as well as the proprieties of proper behaviour to young ladies of families of the wealthy and those who wanted their daughters to mingle with the children of the wealthy.


 Chesterton stressed starkness and discipline. It was a cold, bleak places.


 Much like her house, she thought broodingly.


 Her parents regarded higher education, for her, at least, to be a waste of time. Or at least, so they said. Emily knew that wasn’t really the case. The problem was that neither Emily’s marks nor her parents’ influence could quite get her into one of the best schools, like Harvard or Yale or Princeton, and her parents would rather it be put about that she was an idler - which wasn’t particularly frowned upon in their set - than that she was going to a second rate school.


 And it wasn’t that she couldn’t get a job, exactly. It was more than her parents wouldn’t tolerate her getting a job beneath her station, or rather, their station. 



 Without a degree, of course, her options were extremely limited.


 That left marrying into a good family, “good” being defined as “wealthy” and “God-fearing”. 



 Her parents had “found God” some years earlier, and had made the lives of everyone around them a hell since then.


 She sighed heavily and rolled onto her back, dreaming dreams of what might have been, what might be, what could be, and what couldn’t possibly be.


 There was a sound out in the hall, and she started, feeling a little thrill of fear and excitement at the thought of someone walking in on her nude as she was. She knew the door was well and truly locked, of course, so felt quite safe indulging one of her secret fantasies.


 She spread her long legs more, then spread her arms out above her, arching her back somewhat, imagining someone walking in, perhaps her father or mother, or Phillip. Would Phillip get an erection, she wondered. Was Phillip even capable of getting an erection? The man was so utterly pristine, with such a neatness fetish it was hard to imagine him dirtying himself in something as common as sex.


 She thought about Phillip doing it to her sister and couldn’t help smile. Julia on all fours, perhaps, being ridden like a bitch in heat? The idea was laughable. Her perfect, pristine sister getting fucked? Emily would have paid to see that.


 Thoughts of sex, and her spreadeagle position had begun to arouse her. Emily licked her lips, then let her hands glide down the contours of her soft, smooth, rounded body. She had nice breasts, but not overly large at all, and the old biddy was wrong about her showing them off. She had never worn anything low cut or revealing. Her parents would have had a stroke.


 She ran her hands over her breasts, appreciating their size, yet how firm they were. Her fingers caressed the small, swollen circles of her areolas and the puckered, hard little pink nipples at their centre.


 Her waist was narrow, her belly firm and trim, and her bottom, so far as she could judge, well shaped and firm according to the present thoughts of fashion magazines and lingerie sites on the internet. She had often fantasised about being on one of those sites, in one of those magazines, thinking quite viciously of how aghast and horrified her parents would have been.


 But, of course, she knew she was incapable of that kind of exhibitionism. She was too shy, and too sexually repressed, and old enough and smart enough to know it.


 She wasn’t as bad as her parents or sister, of course, but month by month that spark of independence and rebellion was growing weaker.


 She rolled back onto her belly and her arms pushed down beneath her, fingers questing for her warm sex. She felt a thrill of the forbidden as she touched the top of her slit and began to rub lightly against herself. She spread her legs wider, and raised her bottom a little, grunting weakly as she squeezed her breasts beneath her and stroked her fingers across that lovely little bump at the top of her sex.


 How her parents would howl if they saw her now, Emily thought, eyes closed. Again she imagined someone walking in, seeing her like this. She raised her bottom higher, so that she could be mounted, she thought breathlessly, imagining a man kneeling behind her and thrusting himself into her warm, moist body.


 She abruptly rolled over onto her side, then her back. She swung her legs out of bed and padded to the closet, feeling fresh and free in the nude. Her body was still coated in dried sweat from the long day wearing that horrid dress, but she wasn’t prepared to shower, not yet.


 She opened the mirrored doors of the closet and squatted low, then pulled out the Earthquake preparation kit. Her parents thought it was odd of her to care about such things, and in reality, she didn’t. But flipping up the lid of the box, which contained such things as a large jug of water, bandages and first aid kits, a folded pry bar, a flashlight, and portable radio, was a long, black rope, neatly rolled up.


 She had no privacy in the house, to speak of. The maids had access to every corner of it, and everything in it. Her protests had been brusquely and impatiently overridden by her parents, who didn’t consider servants to be people anyway.


 So the maids kept her room, as they did all the others. They made her bed. They put her clothes away in her drawers and in her closet. They tidied up her closets and occasionally removed all the clothes in her dressers to scrub the drawers, inside and out. 



 She could keep nothing without them being aware of it.


 And this was a way to keep rope in her room without arousing suspicion.


 She unrolled the rope. It was actually three ropes, but no one would detect that without, like her, unrolling it, and even then what would that do?


 She felt her heart beat a little quicker as she tied one of the ropes around her left wrist. She tossed another under the bed. It was long enough for her to pull it out the other side, and then pull it up onto the bed, on both sides. She tied the third around her throat, then dropped down her back, fed between her legs, and brought up front to tie again to the knot at the base of her throat.


 She sat down as she did this, so that the rope had plenty of slack. When she stood up, unfurling her body, the rope pulled up sharply between the lips of her sex, almost to the edge of pain as it dug into her soft flesh, and grew much tighter around her throat, slightly hindering her breathing.


 She sat on the bed now, spreading her legs wide. She took one end of the rope she’d slid beneath the bed and tied it around her right ankle, then took the other and wrapped it around her left, spreading her legs wider still before tying it off.


 Then she took another item which would be little noticed or remarked upon: a small red rubber ball. She slowly forced it into her mouth, pushing and prodding, forcing her jaw wider, using her fingers to wedge the ball in under her teeth and into her mouth. She thrilled to the growing sensation of fullness in her mouth as the ball pushed down against her tongue and up against the roof of her oral cavity, as her jaw was forced wide, and her teeth bit into the soft rubber.


 With it firmly in place, she folded a thin silk scarf over her mouth and tied it behind her head, firmly gagging herself.


 She moaned softly and lay back, her legs tautly bound. As she lay back the second rope dug up into her sex and tightened around her throat, and she felt a little shudder of sexual heat rumble through her. She extended her left hand towards the corner post, then grabbed the rope, wrapped it around the post, and extended it across the bed to the other post.


 Now came the tricky part, of course. And the great failing in her little fantasy. She could not really tie the rope around her right wrist. The best she could do was to wrap it around her wrist and get it as tight as possible, by twisting her hand around and around.


 But then it was done, and Emily lay nude, spreadeagled on her bed, panting, starting to sweat again, staring up at the ceiling as she felt the pressure of the rope digging into her slit, and squeezing around her throat.


 Her nipples were hard, throbbing, and she let her hips roll slowly from side to side. Her movements were slow and small, but as she played out fantasies in her mind, her body began to overheat. She began to slowly arch her back now, groaning as the pressure against her sex hardened, as the rope tightened still further around her throat.


 Every time she arched her back, every time she rolled her hips, every time she forced her buttocks off the mattress, the rope pulled in harder around her throat, and jammed in more harshly against her sensitive sex, especially right at the top, over her clitoris.


 It shamed her that she did this. She knew it was sinful and wicked, and knew just how disgusted and revolted and angry her family would be if they ever had a clue about what she was doing. But she was helplessly obsessed with it, and could not seem to quite stop herself. It was the only real pleasure she got in life, after all.


 She writhed slowly in her bonds, being sure to pull constantly against the ropes around her ankles, delighted in their firmness, in their refusal to give at all. She loved the feel of the soft black rope digging into her soft flesh, exulted in the sensation of helplessness and the imagined thrill of being a prisoner, of being used, used so rudely and crudely by vile, filthy men.


 Emily was a virgin, not altogether uncommon among her set, but she was a frustrated one, with no feeling of pride in her restraint. For it wasn’t really her restraint but the bonds on her placed by her parents, unseen bonds which held her much more tightly than the ones she placed around her own body.


 She began to writhe in a rhythmic fashion, her back arching again and again as she ground the rope against her sex. Her pussy began to thrum and ache, her sex aching from the pressure, from the rope digging into the moist edge of her opening.


 She writhed and rolled her hips, arching her back again and again in a long, slow, deliciously sensual dance.


 A tapping at her door froze her in place and sent a little shockwave through her muddled mind.


 “Meez `arper?”


 Emily stared at the door, gasping for breath, still trying to free up her mind.


 “Meez `arper? Ju dere?”


 Then came a terrifying sound; keys being pushed into a lock.


 Emily pulled violently at the rope binding her right hand in place, but it was wrapped a half dozen times around her wrist and in her panic she twisted her hand in the wrong direction. She reversed her twisting but - the door opened.


 Shock and shame sent blood rushing to her face as the evening maid, Isabella, entered the room and stopped to stare at her.


 Emily couldn’t move. Her heart seemed to stop beating. The humiliation was overwhelming. She waited for the woman to scream, for the look of disgust to fill her face. She imagined, in horror, the woman turning and running away to fetch her parents, perhaps thinking she had been attacked.


 Instead, Isabella only smiled very slightly, and closed the door behind her. She walked up to the bed and examined the young girl in an interested but not at all surprised manner.


 Emily cringed under that observation, turning her head away, heart pounding madly now, mortified at being exposed before someone else in such lewd and perverted behaviour. Even simple nudity embarrassed her. This - this was so horribly shameful she wished she could sink through the mattress and floor.


 How could she ever face Isabella again!? And what if Isabella told others! Surely these Spanish maids and servants gossiped wildly! Everyone would know of how sick and perverted she was!


 She fumbled again at the rope around her wrist, and was on the verge of pulling it free when Isabella reached out and took her hand, freezing it in place. Emily stared at the woman in shock as she re-wrapped the rope and then tied it neatly in place.


 Then she winked at Emily.


 She examined the rest of the ropes, then, and reached for the rope bound to her right ankle. She untied it, but kept the rope wrapped around her ankle, sliding it upwards instead and then wrapping it around her leg just above the knee before tying it off. She then went around the foot of the bed, as Emily watched in disbelief and amazement, and untied her other ankle, sliding the rope upwards and then - pulling.


 She pulled at the rope which led under the bed to Emily’s left leg, forcing it out to the side, and pulled at the same time on the rope around her right leg. Emily moaned as her legs were forced wider apart, painfully wide apart, in fact, the ropes digging into her flesh and forcing her tendons in her thighs to burn and stretch.


 Then the woman, a gracefully beautiful Latino in her late thirties, ran her fingers along the rope which went down the centre of the pale young woman’s belly. She turned and smiled at the stricken girl as her finger followed the rope down the valley of her sex, then, with a small chuckle, she undid the knot at the base of her throat.


 She went to one of Emily’s dressers and drew out a scarf, then returned and wrapped it gently around her throat, tucking it in under the rope, her face looking like a mother tucking her child into bed. With that done she then reached between Emily’s legs and tugged the rope gently out between her clinging, moist sex lips.


 She then examined the rope and carefully tied a knot, measuring its location precisely as she eased the rope back against the girl’s slit and then pulled it up in between her pubic lips. The knot rested a little below the top of her slit. But as she pulled harder the rope strained against her pussy and dug in harder, and the knot slid up to jam against the underside of her clitoris.


 She also pulled harder against the rope around her throat Emily gurgled as the rope squeezed more severely on her throat. Isabella tied off the rope then, giving it a little extra pull so that Emily’s eyes bulged, before the rope was tightly in place and relaxed a little.


 Then Isabella, with a little smile, turned and left the room, locking the door behind her.
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 Emily strained against the ropes, gasping weakly. The rope was wrapped much more tightly around her throat than she had ever tied it. It was difficult to breath, even keeping her body straight. She had to draw air in long, slow, ragged breaths. 



 She wriggled and pulled futilely against the rope around her wrist for a time, then lay breathless, gasping, her chest rising and falling in slow, shaky breaths as she stared at the door.


 What on earth was Isabella up to!? Why had she tied her tighter? Why hadn’t she simply done the decent thing and turned and walked away without saying anything?! Surely she wasn’t going to tell Emily’s parents now?


 Emily allowed herself the strange, dark, frightening, and yet oddly exciting fantasy that the woman was gone to fetch a man, perhaps a Latino friend of hers, maybe the gardener or some other sweating, low type of swarthy man who would be led into her room to climb atop her helpless body and use her for his pleasure.


 And a quivering thought occurred to her as she contemplated that unlikely possibility. She knew she would never, could never tell anyone if that happened. She was helpless in more than a physical way.


 But no, that was most unlikely. Perhaps the woman was merely trying to teach her a lesson? And surely this was punishment. Yes, that made sense. The maids were Catholics, weren’t they? Didn’t she see them crossing themselves sometimes, in the Catholic way? She would be too embarrassed to tell her parents, perhaps even frightened that she would be punished, even fired. So she was punishing Emily for her wickedness.


 The antique clock in the corner chimed the half hour, and she lay still, panting, sweating, chest rising and falling shakily. Her thighs ached. Her groin felt tight, and throbbed. And the soft pink flesh of her pussy was being squeezed painfully by the rope.


 How long, she wondered, would Isabella keep her like this? It was unlikely any of her family would come to check on her but the possibility existed they would want something, so there was a danger.


 The clock chimed again, striking eight o’clock, and still she lay alone, tightly bound, her jaw aching now from the ball. She had never lain tied for quite this long, and the ball was holding her mouth wide. 



 Whenever she moved, the rope between her throat and groin tightened, pulling just that much harder. She arched her back slowly, experimentally, gurgling weakly as the knot ground against her clitoris, as the rope tightened around her throat to the point she could hardly breath.


 She relaxed, gasping, red faced, gulping in air through her nose. The knot - hurt - when it ground across her clitoris - and yet - and yet it hurt in a delicious way.


 Emily arched her back again, groaning, the groan turning into a choked gurgle as the rope tightened around her throat, as the knot ground over her clitoris.


 Again and again, in long, slow, agonizing stretching motions, she ground the knot against her swollen, aching clitoris, her body growing hotter and hotter as she banked the fires of lust and excitement within herself. Her movements became less restrained. She began to arch her back more and more quickly, pulling her head back to tighten the rope further, gurgling in pleasure as the hard, hot sensations of liquid pleasure burned in her groin.


 And then it hit, and she arched her back violently, eyes bulging as the rope tightened even more around her throat, choking off her breath, her voice, as her hips bucked violently, her body convulsing with the intense sensations ripping through her nervous system, flooding her mind, seething through her body in wildfire orgasmic release.


 So good! So good! So good! 



 The orgasm seemed to wash over her like a churning ocean wave, and she gurgled wildly, a choked, muffled cry of intense passion and pleasure issuing from her gagged mouth as she forced her head back and quivered in violent release.


 Over and over again her head pulled back, her body straining against the ropes, her chest thrust skyward as her bottom rolled and thrust upwards and the orgasm howled around her mind. It was the longest, most powerful orgasm she had ever had.


 And when it finally faded she slumped dazedly on the bed, face red, skull throbbing, aching from the lack of oxygen, sweat coating her body as she frantically pulled in air through her flaring nostrils.


 For long, long minutes she lay, still but for a faint trembling in her limbs and the unsteady rise and fall of her chest, silent save for the rattling of her breath. Tears slowly filled her eyes, tears of misery and guilt and shame, and the awareness that she was still bound helpless, unmoving, at Isabella’s mercy.


 There was a faint sense of outrage at that, too. For was she not a scion of the Harper family? Why should she be at the mercy of a Latino servant of absolutely no importance, power or influence? Yet pride was hardly a strength in her, so ground down had she been over the years by her family, and so her outrage was slight.


 She was sweating and aching, her hair matted against the sides of her face. Her jaw ached, her legs ached, her pussy ached, and she longed to breath more deeply, and to take a shower, to get the sweat off her, to be cool, to be comfortable.


 The clock chimed again.


 A minute passed, then another, and there was the sound of a key in the lock. She raised her head blearily, feeling the blood rush to her face again as the door opened. Surely it was Isabella! Surely she hadn’t brought anyone to witness Emily’s humiliation! Or worse, to abuse her!


 But it was only Isabella, and she closed the door behind her, then crossed to Emily’s bed. She smiled at her again, then undid the knot beneath her throat. Her fingers went to the knot binding her wrist, and she undid that, then with a silent finger shaking, turned and left the room.


 Emily twisted her hand again and again to unravel the rope, then reached across and untied her wrist from the other post. With a gasp of relief she undid the rope around her throat and then sat up, fumbling at the knot of the scarf around her head. She undid it, then gently, wincing with pain, worked the ball out of her mouth. 



 What a relief!


 She quickly untied the ropes binding her legs apart and, with a terrible groan of wonderful relief, pulled her legs together.


 She got out of bed as soon as she was able to work her limbs properly, then wrapped up the rope and put it away. She propped a chair under the doorknob, then showered in the adjoining toilet. 



 Showered gently. There were red marks around her legs, just above the knees, though they faded to pink fairly quickly. There were similar marks around her wrists. The mouth of her sex felt sore, raw, especially her clitoris. And she caressed it very gently with soapy fingers, wincing, yet feeling a strange, dark shiver at each touch.


 The touching was an odd mixture of raw soreness, ache, and sharp, aching pleasure. It was so strangely attractive she had to prop herself in the corner of the shower stall, wedged in between the gleaming green tiles on either side, and stroke her finger back and forth across her clitoris until she came.


 It was not as intense as the one she’d had in bed, but it was still quite powerful, much beyond her usual, she gasped and gurgled and arched her back in pleasure, almost falling as thrust a finger up into her pussy and stroked wildly across her clitoris with two others.


 She must be some kind of a pervert, she thought shakily, the water splashing at her feet. Was there some treatment, some pill, some way to cure herself without telling anyone?


 She rinsed off, then slid the thick glass door open and stepped out into the toilet. She averted her eyes from her image in the mirror and towelled off quickly, then pulled a towel around her body to dry her hair.


 Clean at last, she put on her girlish pyjamas and sat on the bed, gripped by embarrassment and indecision.


 What should she do about Isabella? How could she face the woman, much less talk to her!? And what if Isabella told others? Could she ask her not to? Could she somehow threaten her? Could she bribe her?


 From the finger shaking she gathered that Isabella was teaching her a lesson, though it was a strange lesson for a maid to be teaching people. Still, it had taught Emily to be more wary around the maids, who, of course, had keys to the rooms.


 If word got out about what had happened Isabella would surely be fired. She tried to draw some comfort from that. The woman wouldn’t want to lose her job, would she? Not that her family paid her all that well, or treated her very well, but jobs were hard to come by. Weren’t they?


 She lay back on her bed and turned on the TV which sat on the chest at the foot of her bed. 



 It was a very nice plasma TV, sitting on a chest, with a wireless keyboard sitting next to it. For the TV could and did also act as a computer monitor, and was wired into her computer.


 Her image looked back at her, like a mirror, but a mirror into time. She stared, aghast, at an image of herself bound to the bed, naked, writhing, writhing, arching harder and harder, eyes bulging, face red, limbs straining against the ropes, stared in stunned, open mouthed silence as the sound of her frantic gurgling cry of passion filled the room again, as they had a short time earlier.


 There, sitting on top of the television was the camera, a small webcam she had wired into the computer herself. Except the camera had been pointing at her desk, where she had sat to speak to one of her few friends - Angelina - from New Mexico.


 She sprang from the bed and jerked the camera around, then snatched up the keyboard. She was not a computer expert, but had, of course, grown up with one. It was childs play to find the file and delete it.


 But was that the only one?


 She hadn’t noticed Isabella turning the webcam around or turning it on before she had left. She certainly hadn’t heard her come in while she was in the shower to check to see what it had recorded. It was very possible the woman had sent the file out as email, or simply recorded it and taken a copy away.


 But the first, horrifying thought she had to cope with was the realization that her masturbatory actions had been watched, had been observed, that Isabella had played back the file and watched her writhing, watched her during her climax.


 Emily had thought herself incapable of being more humiliated than she had been when Isabella had first come into her room. She was wrong. Now she clasped her hands against her face and felt her skin burn with shame as her eyes filled with tears.


 What was she to do!?


 She would have to confront her. Somehow.


 She would have to speak with her. Somehow.


 She would have to find out what she wanted. Somehow.


 But the mere thought of looking the woman in the eye knowing what she had watched made her almost physically ill.






 The next day was as bad as the first. Grandmother picked and nagged and criticized everyone and everything, from the size of the house and her room, to its cleanliness, furnishings, style and colouring. Everyone was in a bad temper, and as usual, Emily was everyone’s favourite outlet, since she was largely defenceless and accepted most criticism with little protest.


 She was especially meek that day, especially when Ana, the maid, or any of the other servants were around. They were all Latinos, and to her that seemed to make them all members of the same club. Had Isabella told them? Had they stood in a corner of the kitchen and laughed in delight at how perverted she was?


 “But grandmother,” her father explained patiently. “As much as we’d like to we don’t have room for a chapel here.”


 “It is a small house, but surely you could find room for the worship of the Lord,” grandmother Harper sniffed. “But I suppose your comfort is more important.”


 “It isn’t that it’s more important, mother Harper,” Emily’s mother said, “but we do go to Church every Sunday and - .”


 “And so do I!” the old lady said sternly. “But I have a proper chapel in my house.”


 There were pursed lips, but no one suggested that the twenty five room mansion she lived in leant itself more easily to the creation of a chapel.


 And since there wasn’t a proper chapel nothing would do but that they all get down on their knees to pray to the Lord for salvation and forgiveness of their focus on their worldly ways and promise to do all in their power to spread His word and worship him more faithfully in future.


 Emily felt like a bit of a fraud on her knees with her hands clasped together as her grandmother read out various psalms. What would the Lord think of what she had done the previous evening? Surely He saw all. Another witness to her perversion, she thought numbly.


 She could not escape to her room, but was required to stay around to help “entertain” the old lady, which she did largely by providing a focus for her displeasure and criticism.


 When evening arrived and Isabella came on duty, Emily cringed away from her, face flushed, trying to stay out of her way as much as possible, even though she knew she had to speak to her, to find out - .


 It was late evening before she worked up the courage, and the situation presented itself. Her sister and husband had gone home. Her father had gone out. Her mother was in the front room on the telephone. Emily crept into the kitchen, a large gleaming room of stainless steel appliances and smoked glass cupboard doors. 



 She tried to act as casual, as non-challant as possible, but she doubted she carried off the act very well, for she could feel her face burning as the woman looked up from where she stood at a counter cutting meat and smiled faintly.


 Emily somehow worked up the courage to come closer, though she kept the island between them, half hiding behind it as she tried to speak. “Uhm,” was the best she could do.


 Isabella smiled faintly. “Don’t be embarrassed,” she said, slicing the knife through the chicken again and again, slicing off pieces for sandwiches. Ees not so strange, tying yourself up. Many children do so. But you, perhaps, are old for that. Still, ees no big deal.”


 A dozen questions whirled in Emily’s mind.


 “I won’t do it again!” she blurted.


 The woman shrugged. “Do or do not. As you weesh.”


 “A-are you going to t-tell?”


 The woman raised her eyebrows. “Who I am telling, eh? Your parents?” 



 She gave a bark of laughter. 



 Emily found herself at a loss for words. She backed up, fidgeting uncertainly, then hurried away, face still flaming.


 Still, she felt a little relieved. And she determined not to engage in her favourite little fantasy game again. 



 Though it was her favourite.


 Another day passed, and everyone was short tempered. Grandmother finally left, and the air conditioning went on. Everyone’s humour was raised by both events.


 Emily remained very careful around Isabella, and kept the rope in the closet, not going near it. That was difficult, however, for the echoes of the shattering orgasm lingered in her mind, and fantasies of herself tied up and writhing in pleasure continued to appear and disappear in her mind.


 She found herself going back to the computer, and recovered the file she had deleted. With face flushed red in embarrassment at the thought of Isabella seeing her this way, she watched herself writhing, watched herself climaxing. She was beautiful, she thought, and looked quite hot, quite sexy as she writhed against the ropes, as her chest arched and her hips rolled.


 She looked as good as those women in the porn videos she’d seen on the internet, as good as those women on TV.


 She still thought of herself, in many ways, as a girl, and so it filled her with excitement to think she could compare favourably to such beautiful women. She felt her hand creep beneath her skirt, and, with the door carefully locked, she spread her legs and masturbated while she watched herself, climaxing powerfully even before her image did the same.


 Then, of course, common sense took over, and fear. She deleted the file again, this time deleting it from the deleted folder to ensure no one, at least no one from her family, could stumble across it.


 The urge to tie herself up again became stronger, however. Evening was the safest time to do so, normally, but Isabella worked in the late afternoon and evening. What if she was watching Emily? What if she let herself in again and found her tied up once more? 



 A part of her felt a dark thrill at the thought, as she wondered how tightly the stern Latin woman would tie her the next time.


 Because she had discovered that the thrill of being tied up was doubled, and doubled again, when it was someone else who had done the tying, when she was truly helpless.


 She found herself paying closer attention to Isabella, to see what she did, and when, so she could determine when the woman was fully occupied, and unlikely to be coming up to visit her. She had not come to her bedroom since that time, so it was unlikely, through sheer chance ,she would be caught. Still, she dared not take a chance.


 She waited until she saw Isabella carry a large load of laundry through the stairwell door leading down to the basement. Then she hurried up to her room, closed and locked the door, and took the rope from it’s little box. To doubly protect herself, she went into the ensuite bathroom.


 It was large, and contained a large shower, and a big tub with whirlpool jets. It was a raised tub, on a low dais with a marble ledge encircling it. 



 There was a heavy planter overhead, several really, but one in particular. It was over the corner of the tub. And Emily took it down, leaving the hook behind.


 She took a glass bottle of perfume from the counter. The bottle was perhaps eight inches long, with a tapered top, and a wide, flaring bottom. She placed it on the corner of the tub’s ledge, then used masking tape to tape the bottom in place. 



 She stood with her back to the corner of the tub, panting excitedly, and tied her right ankle to the pipe which emerged from the floor just beneath the toilet a few feet away. Then she tied her left to the base of a low rail which went up to fix a handrail in place on the other side of the tub.


 This kept her legs wide apart, and now she put her hands behind her on the ledge surrounding the tub, and slowly let her pussy, now quite moist, down onto the top of the bottle. She groaned as she felt it penetrate her sex, gasped as it slid up into her body, into her belly. She squatted lower, taking it deeper, feeling it push through the soft folds of her sex.


 And then her buttocks were firmly resting on the ledge, and the bottle was deep within her.


 Tying her wrists together was a matter of holding the end of the rope in one palm, then wrapping it around her wrists several times. She then manoeuvred the rope in between her wrists, gripped it with her teeth, and pulled so the rope jammed in tight around the loops surrounding her wrists.


 It was relatively easy to get out of, of course, but it gave her the illusion of being tightly bound. She had already run the rest of the rope through the hook overhead and down again, and it hung before her. 



 While her hands were still relatively mobile, she picked up the red ball and worked it into her mouth. This time, however, she did not tie it in place. 



 Now she needed only to put some pressure on the rope around her wrists. 



 She had chosen what she regarded as a particularly clever way to do this. She had tied the other end of the rope around a huge, hideously ugly old jewel box her grandmother had once given her. The thing was big enough to hold a king’s crown, and intricately carved of heavy mahogany. It was an idiotic present for an eleven year old girl, and of course, she’d never had much to put in it, then or now.


 It was now balanced precariously on the ledge next to her. Al she needed to do was to knock it over so it fell into the tub. She had calculated the length of the rope to be such that with her arms raised straight up, the box would be flat on the bottom of the tub.


 Of course, even with it sitting on the ledge her wrists were held in place, so long as the rope was around them. She could move them up above her, and down to almost chest level. She could not actually touch the box. That was not a problem, however. All she had to do was pull on the rope. This would lift the box off the ledge. And when she let go it would drop, and fall into the tub.


 And that was, more or less, what happened.


 She pulled her tied wrists down. The rope pulled the box up, and then when she abruptly raised her arms high, the box dropped, hit the shelf, and fell over. It didn’t fall into the tub, unfortunately, but onto the floor. But it accomplished essentially the same thing. It counterbalanced the weight of Emily’s arms, so she didn’t really have to hold them up above her. Instead, the rope held them up above her.


 She wished, of course, that the rope could be tighter, but the pressure was the best she could do at the moment.


 Now nicely bound, she began to grind her hips slowly, deliciously, raising herself slowly up and down on the taped bottle, grunting in pleasure each time she slid down its length.


 One difficulty emerged. In order to further disguise what she was doing she had turned on the shower. And it was preset with the hot water temperature she usually liked. She had not, unfortunately, remembered to turn on the fan to vent the resulting steam. And so the air became hot and moist and even misty.


 But there was an attraction in that, as well. For as she began to sweat, as the perspiration began to trickle slowly down her body, she found it easy to immerse herself in the fantasy of being a bound prisoner.


 Closing her eyes helped, as well. And she began to ride slowly up and down on the bottle, moaning into her gag, gasping for breath, feeling the stress on her limbs and pressure of the ropes around her wrists and ankles.


 When she opened her eyes and saw Isabella there she thought at first she was dreaming again. But very quickly she realized it was no dream, and she felt her heart lurch in horror and embarrassment as the woman stood, eyebrows raised, looking at her, watching her.


 Shocked, Emily jerked hard against the rope. But the jewellery box which had fallen onto the floor rather than into the tub pulled up short, caught between the base of the toilet and the edge of the tub. Panicking, as she had before, Emily tried to twist her wrists free of the rope around them. But the steam had made that more difficult, for her wrists were slippery.


 Isabella laughed briefly, then, while the girl was still struggling, picked up the masking tape she had left sitting on the toilet top, tore off a strip, and wrapped it firmly around her wrists, around the ropes binding her wrists, making it impossible for her to unravel them.


 A frantic jerking on the rope loosened the box from where it was wedged, but Isabella simply gripped the rope and jerked it down, forcing Emily’s arms up high once more, up high and much more tightly than they had been before.


 Emily tried to jam her tongue against the ball, and push it out of her mouth, but that proved to be more time consuming than she had expected, especially while panicked. And Isabella merely tore off another strip of tape and pressed it over her mouth, pinning the ball in place.


 “I guessing you need another lesson,” Isabella said in her thickly accented English.


 Emily shook her head desperately but the woman wasn’t looking.


 She held the rope to Emily’s wrists in one hand, pinning them overhead, then squatted and untied the ropes from her ankles. Then she stood up, gripping Emily’s thick hair, twisted gently but firmly so the girl turned towards the tub.


 “Into the tub, dirty girl,” she ordered.


 And with her wrists bound in front of her and the painful pressure of the maid’s fingers in her long, thick blonde hair, Emily found herself in the big tub on her hands and knees. 



 Isabella fed the rope around her wrists into the drain. There were two metal bars criss crossing the hole to keep anything too large from going down the drain. Isabella threaded the rope around them and back up, then pulled up sharply until Emily’s wrists were locked tightly against the drain opening.


 “Back,” she ordered.


 And for the first time she struck Emily, slapping her hand sharply across her bottom so that the girl squealed in pain.


 But she wriggled her bottom and knees backwards along the tub. This forced her to extend her arms further and further out ahead of her, until they were straight out on the bottom of the tub, and her cheek was pressed down against them, her breasts pillowed out against the bottom of the tub as well.


 Now Isabella took one of the other ropes and fed it through the metal grille over one of the water jets at the side of the tub. She then wrapped it tightly around Emily’s leg just below the knee. She fed the same rope to the other side of the tub, through the water jet there, and around her other leg in the same position. This forced the girl to spread her knees apart in the tub.


 The rope was long enough to then feed it to another of the water jets, and through that grille, binding her ankle to the side of the tub. And then to feed it across the tub to bind her other ankle to the water jet on the opposite side of the tub.


 Isabella took the third rope and tied it around Emily’s waist, then pulled it up sharply, forcing her to raise her bottom high and keep it that way, as she tied the rope off against another of the overhead hooks.


 Emily was now in a humiliating position, head down, legs apart, bottom raised high, knees spread.


 It was the position she had thought of before as that of a girl ready to be mounted, and the thought did not escape her as she flushed bright red.


 Isabella then went away. And for a long minute Emily thought she was to be left in this position for a time, as before, to contemplate her sins.


 But the woman returned surprisingly quickly, and Emily’s eyes bulged as she saw that she carried with her a large enema bag and hose.


 “Little girls like tie-up games,” Isabella said primly. “If you act like a little girl then people should treat you like a little girl.”


 She filled up the bag with warm soapy water, then hung it from a hook overhead and pressed the nozzle against Emily’s defenceless anal opening. There was nothing at all Emily could do to prevent her and she squealed as she felt the hose make contact with her wrinkled little opening.


 She felt it twisting, turning, pushing forward, forcing its way inside her bottom, first the hose, then the thicker plug which surrounded it and locked it in place.


 Then the water began to flow. It had been at least ten years since she’d had an enema, but Emily was quite sure the water hadn’t been nearly so hot.


 She shook her head wildly, and pulled against the ropes, but she was tied firmly in place as the water gurgled down into her anus.


 “Perhaps you want this to comfort you,” Isabella said with a sniff.


 She ripped the bottle off the ledge around the tub, and then pressed it against her sex. Emily froze in shame, shock, and a dark hunger she cast back in denial. Her eyes went wide as she felt the nose of the bottle pressing against her sex.


 She felt it pushing forward, felt her sex lips spreading slowly, stretching, then the cool, hard nose pushing up through the soft, tight folds of her inner flesh, pushing up into her pussy, sliding deeper and deeper, forcing the taut, elastic walls back until the rounded base was flush with her sex lips.


 And there was nothing at all Emily could do about it. Even her desperate attempt to protest accomplished nothing, for her tongue was jammed down by the thick ball in her mouth, and she could make nothing but inarticulate moaning sounds.


 “Leettle girls don’ know what ees being good for them. So leettle girls are doing as they are told,” Isabella said sternly. “Mebbe ju should look more like leettle girl to remind you of thees.”


 She gathered up Emily’s long hair and tied it into a pair of pigtails, then, with a snort of amusement, she went to her counter, got her shaving cream, and sprayed it against her upraised mons.


 With a sigh, she sat on the ledge, a shaver in her fingers, and with delicate fingers, traced the line of her sex, where it gripped the base of the bottle, and then began to shave her thin light line of pubic hair.


 Bug-eyed, Emily could do nothing but kneel, her bottom raised high, her privates exposed, as the water gurgled down into her rectum and her belly began to fill, and as the woman’s fingers moved like small, light insects over her skin, touching her here, here, and then THERE! All the while, the razor scraped away at her pussy hair, baring her even more than she already was.


 By the time Isabella was satisfied Emily was beginning to groan from the pressure in her gut. The enema bag had emptied, and she felt dreadfully overfilled. Isabella then twisted something, and pulled the hose free, while leaving the plug jammed tightly into Emily’s anal opening.


 “There, now,” Isabella said. “Ees always good for cleaning out what ees bad.”


 She rubbed Emily’s bottom lightly. “Ju look more like leetle girl now. Maybe reminds you to behave, no?”


 Her fingers caressed Emily’s now shaven sex, gliding across the smooth, slick skin where it gripped the base of the bottle. Then, without a word, she slid them down across her clitoris, and continued to rub there. Emily stared, wide-eyed, at the wall of the tub, gasping and moaning as the woman’s fingers, the first save for her own she had ever felt on her sex, began to rub against her clit.


 And she discovered something she had never hitherto expected. While her fingers felt good when they rubbed her there, it felt infinitely better to have someone else rubbing her there. She fought desperately to ignore the sensations, but they were too intense.


 The ache in her belly grew worse, but that only seemed to make the intensity of the pleasure racing through her mind and body more powerful. Her entire lower belly was in turmoil, and she could hardly keep still, her bottom jerking and rolling and grinding as her breath came in more and more ragged gasps.


 And then Isabella stopped. Without another word she stood up and left the room, leaving Emily trembling weakly in the tub, still bound hand and foot, bottom raised high, quivering, breasts pressing hard against the bottom of the tub, harder, in fact, than they needed to. For Emily realized now that it felt very good to have her breasts squeezed, and was pressing down and rolling her chest a little from side to side, gasping in overheated sexual hunger.


 She froze at a sound, and looked up to see Isabella returned. She smiled down at Emily, and Emily stared, not at her, but at what she held in her hand. It was familiar, though she hadn’t seen it in many, many years. 



 It was a strap. It was a doubled up strap about a foot long, a belt without a buckle, really, folded so tightly in two it might have been ironed.


 “Remember thees, leetle one?” Isabella said with a bright smile.


 It had been more than ten years since she’d felt its touch, but yes Emily remembered. It had been used on she and her sister as small girls, and now Isabella closed the door and moved into position beside her.


 “Leetle girls should be punished like impudent children,” she said.


 Emily bit into the ball in her mouth and moaned, shaking her head in denial. But Isabella drew back her hand and the strap swept down against her upraised bottom, impacting with a loud crack of noise against her soft, pale skin. An instant later there was a similar crack of sensation and Emily yelped into the gag, jerking forward against the rope binding her ankles and hips and legs.


 It stung! It stung terribly!


 “Now, now. Ees not so bad,” Isabella said.


 The strap lashed Emily’s bottom a second time, and a third, and a fourth, and each time it did she rocked forward, her head thrashing, her body pulling at the bonds as she howled into the gag. 



 “Sush a baby,” the woman said.


 “Maybe you like I should spank you somewhere else, eh?”


 She moved in closer, and began to slap the strap upwards, rather than down, up against Emily’s exposed, hairless sex. Because the perfume bottle was jammed into her to the hilt it did nothing to obstruct the flat leather as it cracked up against her soft, slick little mons. And though Isabella did not strike her pussy nearly as hard as she had her bottom the affects were even greater, though not quite of the same kind.


 At first there was a sharp, stinging little pain at each impact. But as the strap continued to slap against her, in rapid little blows, the pain grew into heat which spread over her groin. The strap was hitting her clitoris, which had pushed out from under its hood, and it became more and more sensitive, throbbing and pulsing with a deeper, but lighter ache.


 But there was a different kind of ache, a different kind of feel to the pain, a strange, wild raw edge to it. And each blow made her wince, made her instinctively bear down pubic muscles, squeezing tightly around the bottle.


 Isabella shifted her aim, then, swinging the strap down across her buttocks once more. The ache was sharper, harder, deeper, and she cried out again, her body jerking and pulling, her buttocks heating up rapidly so that the sting of each blow seemed to seep deeper into her flesh.


 When she shifted back again, and began slapping the strap more lightly up against her sex, she felt a wave of relief. Yet she was already sore there from the previous blows, and the heat and pressure built up rapidly. The stings set up little echoing pains which rolled through her groin.


 And her belly throbbed ever more painfully, with even more pressure as the water bloating out her abdominal cavity sought a way out.


 Isabella shifted aim again, and struck down hard against her buttocks, and Emily writhed and twisted and moaned into her gag, becoming light-headed with all the wild sensations howling through her body.


 Isabella suddenly put her hand on the shampoo bottle and pressed down on the plunger. With the soft, clear liquid dripping from her fingers she slid her hand in between Emily’s thighs and began to rub rapidly at her clitoris. The sensation this produced was like nothing Emily had ever felt before, and her mind twisted and churned as the slick, dripping fingers moved more rapidly. 



 Emily’s insides churned with greater and greater violence, her mind reeling under the power of the sensual flood washing over her. She moaned wide-eyed, staring at her arms extended out before her, rubbing her breasts back and forth against the base of the tub, grinding her bottom up and back as the pressure built up to an overpowering level.


 And then exploded. 



 And just as she began to scream into the gag with the power of the orgasmic storm washing over her Isabella gripped the plug stuffed into her anus and yanked it free.


 Even if she had been prepared, even if the orgasm had not been upon her, Emily probably could not have stopped the water from spewing out of her anus. As it was she had no control whatever, and her muscles were spasming violently with the onslaught of climax.


 The feel of the water gushing out of her back opening was like oil on an already flaming bonfire. The flames howled upwards, and consumed not only the shame she would have otherwise felt, but her very mind. 



 Emily felt as though she were in the midst of a howling storm, and could only ride the orgasm as it roared and bucked and plunged and soared once more, tearing at her mind until there was little left but the dazed acceptance of pleasure.


 She forgot to breath, forgot to think, and as her eyes rolled back in her head her eyelids finally closed and she slumped unconscious in her bonds.






























Chapter Three




































 When Emily awakened she was laying back in the tub, head against the wall. The tub had a small amount of water in it, and there was no sign that anything had transpired in the room but a bath which had put her to sleep. For a moment it was even tempting to imagine the incident with Isabella had been nothing more than a wild dream, a fantasy which had never happened.


 But she knew better.


 And floating between her legs was the red ball. While the perfume bottle sat on the ledge of the tub beside her head.


 Shame and horror flooded her, and Emily sat bolt upright, yanking her knees in against her chest, red-faced, staring around wildly.


 Her hand slipped between her legs, and whatever slight possibility existed of the incident being no more than a fantasy was abruptly lost as she felt her smooth, hairless slit.


 Mortified, she climbed shakily out of the tub, water dripping down her body. She stared at herself in the mirror, her eyes helplessly drawn to the bareness of her sex. Oddly, while it embarrassed her, she felt a twinge of appreciation. She’d always thought her pussy was ugly and somewhat dirty. Now it seemed clean and smooth and neat.


 She moved to the mirror, her finger rubbing lightly at her sex, then licked her lips and looked nervously at the door. She crossed to it quickly and locked it, then drew on a robe and cautiously checked her outer room.


 She locked the door, and then sank to her knees beside her bed, praying desperately for some kind of guidance, praying that she could think of what to do, how to control the carnal thoughts within her, how she could cope with the humiliation of what Isabella had done to her, had seen her do to herself.







 She tried to avoid Isabella, and tried even harder to push back the lust and strange, dark desires which crowded her fantasies. She succeeded only partially, and only for a time.


 She went to church every afternoon, and prayed for guidance and strength, and she threw away the rope she’d kept in her closet - and the perfume bottle.


 And then one evening, when she went to her room after dinner, she found a small box placed in the centre of her bed. She stared at it in confusion for a long moment, then crossed the floor and sat on the edge of the bed, picking it up. When she opened the box she was not sure she believed her eyes, at first.


 It looked, not that she had a lot of first hand experience with them, like a man’s - thing!


 She recoiled - at first. But then she looked at it again. It was very large. Did men’s cocks really get that big?! She put a finger on it and gasped, yanking it back as though it had been burned. The thing was made of some odd, flesh-like material.


 She stared at it again, noting the veins curling up its thick shaft, the helmeted head, and then, there at the very base, a sort of tongue which pushed out and up. What was the purpose of that, she wondered.


 And then she dared to pick it up, holding it gingerly in her hand, and noticed a switch on the base. She pushed it and the thing began to buzz. With a cry of alarm she dropped it, then stared at it as it lay on the bed, buzzing madly. 



 Emily had led a very sheltered life, but not that sheltered. She knew very well what it was. She had heard whispers of such things, and she stared at it with a mixture of revulsion and fascination.


 The thing surely had to have come from Isabella? But why? Or could it have come from someone else, a joke, after Isabella had told them of what she had seen?


 No, it was surely Isabella. But what did it mean? Did Isabella think it was better to play with this - this toy - than to involve herself in the nastier sexual games she had been playing?


 She picked it up again, holding it lightly in her hand, fascinated by the way it buzzed. What would it feel like, she wondered, if she put it - there - ?


 But that would be sinful! Wicked!


 She turned it off quickly and dropped it back into the box. But what to do with the box? She ought to throw it out, she knew, but if Isabella had given it to her she might be angry if she threw it out. Surely it cost something? After some indecision, she placed it in a box in the bottom of her closet, and closed the door. Then tried not to think of it.


 But she couldn’t get it off her mind. As she lay on her bed reading, as she watched television, then later, as she lay in her bed in the darkness, trying to sleep, the knowledge of the thing in the closet was like a dark beacon in the back of her mind, calling to her. She tossed and turned in the dark room, thinking how safe it would be now to try the thing, for Isabella had gone home.


 And then she gave in, slid out of bed in the darkness, and, not even daring to turn on the lights, fished around in the closet for the small box. She found it, and returned to her bed. And there she clutched the thick shaft in her hand, wide-eyed, heart pounding. She raised the hem of her nightie, slipped off her panties, then raised her knees and spread them apart.


 She pressed the nose of the thing against her sex, a sex already hot and moist with anticipation. Then she turned it on.


 “Oh!”


 She gasped and jerked the thing back, then tentatively pushed it forward, gasping with each new sensation as she twisted and rubbed it over her slit. She slowly rubbed the head around and around her clitoris, and the strange pulsing, throbbing, buzzing sensation in her groin grew amazingly quickly into a powerful sexual electricity that made her entire lower body vibrate in tune to the sex toy.


 She couldn’t resist, and plunged the long, flesh-like cock into her sex opening, groaning with the intense pressure on her sex lips as they were stretched wide. Indeed, it was the largest thing she had ever tried to insert into her tight little hole, and she was stretched all along her length as she pushed it deeper and deeper.


 She began to pump the thing in and out, gasping, moaning, her bottom rolling on the mattress, her knees rising back, spreading wider. And as she thrust deeper she finally discerned the reason for the small tongue of material which angled up and out. For with the vibrator driven fully into her opening that little tongue was jammed against her clitoris.


 The world dissolved into a kaleidoscope of pleasure, and she arched her back, gasping and gurgling in a desperate effort to keep silent as the orgasm howled through her body.


 Nor was it the last.


 Emily took an unearthly delight in the feel of the bizarre toy as it slid in and out of her sensitive opening, as well as the vibrations which made her groin burn and throb in wildfire delight. She used it with wanton joy, climaxing repeatedly.






 “She wants what?”


 “She says it doesn’t look right to have Mexican servants,” Harper sighed.


 His wife glowered across at him. “Does that old biddy have any idea how much it costs to have White servants? Or how hard they are to find?”


 “She was quite determined, dear.”


 “Well then let her pay them!”


 “She offered to, actually. But that simply won’t do. We’ll have to get replace the servants with Whites.”


 “From where? The only cheap ones are from Eastern Europe and they’re dead lazy. You know that, Jefferson! The Forresters have that Romanian girl and she’s useless!”


 “Mother says we should hire American servants.”


 “American!?” She stared at him in astonishment.


 “And White of course.”


 “They’ll cost twice as much! And they won’t stay long, at all! The turnover among - .”


 “We really have no choice. Mother wants to come and visit again on thanksgiving.”


 “Here?” She stopped thoughtfully. “Well, well. Won’t that set your brother down a step or two.”


 “Yes! It’s quite a compliment. Gerard will be furious.”


 “Oh all right. But Jefferson, I don’t know how much patience I have for that - that - woman.”


 “Mother is quite old, and you know the elderly have their little quirks. She won’t be with us for long, after all. We should - enjoy the moments she has left.”


 His wife gave him an incredulous look, then turned her head away and went back to brushing her hair in the vanity.


 “I won’t miss those damned Latins,” she said crossly. “Sneaky, dirty people, all of them. Maybe I won’t have to count every piece of silver and china we’ve got every day with White servants.”


 “Yes, they’re not a very energetic people, except when it comes to getting something for no work,” Jefferson said with a sniff.


 Neither spared a thought for what would happen to the servants who had been with them for years. They might have, if they’d known that Isabella was stopped outside the open door to their bedroom, face suffused with anger. She turned now and walked back the way she had come, turning the corner, eyes fixed ahead of her on the stairs.







 “Puta.”


 Emily looked up from her book and her face coloured as Isabella looked at her with a scowl. She was in the library, reading, and her heart was suddenly pounding with the sure knowledge that somehow Isabella knew what she had done. She did not speak Spanish, but she knew what the word `puta’ meant, after all. It meant `whore’.


 “Come with me,” the woman ordered.


 Face red, Emily followed the woman up the stairs and then down the hall to her room. Isabella curtly nodded her inside and she went, head down like a schoolgirl caught doing something she shouldn’t have.


 Isabella closed the door behind her.


 There on the bed was the box, and Emily’s heart skipped a beat. It was open, and the vibrator sat in the middle in all its glory.


 “Eet was a test, puta,” Isabella said.


 Emily dropped her eyes to the floor, face flaming.


 “Remove your clothes.”


 Emily raised her eyes timorously. “B-but why?” she asked in a small voice.


 “Do not question me, Puta! Do as I say!” the woman ordered in a cold voice.


 It did not really occur to Emily to refuse.


 She stripped, blushing even more fiercely as she removed the last of her clothing and stood, head still down, nude in front of the older woman.


 “Pick up the device.”


 Mind swirling, Emily obeyed.


 “Put eet eento jhour body, puta.”


 Emily gasped. “No!”


 “Do as I tell you, puta, or perhaps you would like your parents to know what I find in jhour closet.”


 Emily opened her mouth in desperate protest, but what could she say? That Isabella had given it to her as a test? Why hadn’t she thrown it away? Was she to tell her parents about all that had happened? Perhaps they would look at the video of her masturbating!?


 She quivered with humiliation as she held the vibrator in her hand, frozen, unable to move.


 “Put eet eento your body. Now!”


 Whimpering, biting her lower lip, Emily brought the nose of the vibrator against her bare sex, then under another harsh command, slowly pushed it up into herself. She was shamed as she stood there, utterly shamed as she stared down at the floor and slowly worked the vibrator into her pussy. But she did not feel as though she had any choice but to obey.


 “Stand against the wall, puta. Put your hands against the wall and lean forward.”


 Emily had to walk, with the vibrator inside her, to the wall, and then reach out. A rough shove against her back made her stumble, and reach out to grasp the wall. She was leaning forward at the waist, hands flat on the wall as Isabella stood behind her.


 “Put your bottom out more, puta. Bend your waist.”


 Emily obeyed, quivering, red faced, and though fearful, a dark hunger began to bloom between her legs, a hunger which embarrassed her still further.


 “Spread your arms apart, puta!”


 Emily obeyed, swallowing nervously.


 “And your legs.”


 Flushing, she shifted her ankles further apart, then further still. There seemed to be a perfectly normal sense that she was a criminal, and that this was the way criminals were placed. Hadn’t she seen it in scores of movies?


 She let out a soft gasp as she felt Isabella’s hands between her legs, felt them gripping the base of the vibrator. Then the little toy came alive inside her, and Isabella shoved it up hard.


 “Oh!”


 It hurt, as the nose of the vibrator was jammed high into her belly. It hurt, for the thing was long and the nose jammed against some part of her which felt very much like the very bottom of her pussy tunnel. It hurt, but Isabella shoved harder anyway.


 “Now you will stay in that position, without moving, until I get back. Is that clear, Puta?”


 Emily stared at the wall, or really, at the floor at the base of the wall, miserable, shocked, cowed, embarrassed, and yet with a strange dark electrical excitement gripping her lower body.


 “Is that clear, puta?” Isabella demanded in a louder tone.


 “Y-Yes, Isabella,” she whispered.


 Isabella closed the door behind he, and Emily turned and stared at it, then turned back to stare at the wall. She felt very bizarre, very much as though as she were caught up in something beyond her.


 She had failed Isabella’s test. And she mentally kicked herself. She had considered the possibility, but had not thought of it seriously enough, or considered what she should have done about it. Logically, she should have confronted Isabella the next day and asked her, but the thought had been too humiliating, and so she had not seriously considered it.


 And now she suddenly realized that she had had the opportunity to deny, to protest. Isabella surely had no proof she had actually used the thing, after all! But her guilty acceptance was now impossible to deny.


 She stood as she was, and her nudity and position combined with the buzzing sex toy had an affect she was certain Isabella had planned. No doubt she meant for Emily to try to deny her sluttishness by fighting the sensations, by pushing them back, by refusing them. But try as she did she could not.


 She could actually feel her lower body moisten with a fiery liquid heat, and her breathing became harder as a sexual hunger crept over her body.


 She felt her bottom jerking, pushing back, grinding slowly, unevenly, as spasms rippled along her pussy.


 She longed to reach between her legs, to where the vibrator was tightly wedged into her sex, and grasp the base, pumping it in and out. But she dared not. If Isabella opened the door and saw her the shame would be overwhelming, and she would not be able to hang on to a single shred of her dignity and pride.


 Her legs ached, and her back began to throb. But she ignored them. All her attention was on the buzzing, purring thing between her legs. It was stuffed into her so tightly it was unlikely to pull free, yet she kept sensing that it was going to do so, and her fingers twitched against the wall as she felt the imagined need to reach between her legs and ensure the thing was kept firmly in place.


 But what if Isabella saw her!?


 She kept her position, feeling very lewd, and very sexual with her legs spread, her bottom thrust out, her torso bent forward, breasts hanging low.


 And then the door opened. She gasped and her head turned around, but it was only Isabella. Only Isabella! The embarrassment soared within her, even though it was “only” Isabella. For after all, she was standing, bent over, legs spread, with a vibrator jammed into her naked, shaven sex!


 And Isabella had a long, thin thing in her hands. It was a cane of some sort, something, Emily was quite sure, she intended to use on her, to punish her.


 “You weell hold jhour position, Puta, while you are given what you need,” Isabella said in a cold, curt voice which embarrassed her further.


 The woman held a length of wood which seemed very, very thin, and curved slightly. It was about a metre long, and gleamed as thought polished. Emily felt her heart beat quicker.


 “Perhaps you are no such a leetle girl, eh? Perhaps you are big girl and must be punished like big girl, eh?”


 The long wooden switch cut across her bottom, and Emily let out a shocked gasp of pain, her hips lurching forward.


 “Put out your bottom, puta,” Isabella growled.


 Trembling, her bottom stinging, Emily obeyed, and bit her lip as the switch cut across her buttocks a second time. She gasped and whimpered, but kept the sound low, then again, then again as the switch snapped down across her bottom with stinging impact.


 Then the woman slid the long thin switch between Emily’s legs, pressing it up against the top of her sex, against her clitoris. She rubbed the switch back and forth, as though very casually, yet the feel was like fire on Emily’s raw nerves.


 “You must learn to behave, puta,” Isabella said. “You must learn how to act, how to discipline your woman’s body, how to control your filthy impulses.”


 The switch pushed up as it slid forward, and Emily found herself raising to her toes, as that thin, polished wood ground across her clitoris. Then it would push up as it slid back, and her hips would roll helplessly up and back in the same direction.


 Then it drew back.


 “Stand up straight,” Isabella barked.


 Trembling, Emily straightened.


 “Put your hands behind your back. Cross your wrists.”


 A hot little flare burned within her as Emily obeyed. She felt the familiar tactile sensation of soft rope circling her wrists. Only this time it was tighter than she had done it, and as the rope circled and criss-crossed her wrists, then was pulled tight and tied in place, she knew with a wild little thrill that she was really tied up, that she would be unable to get free without Isabella freeing her.


 Still, Isabella did not seem to be taking any chances. She wound three loops of rope around Emily’s arms and chest, pulling them tight, just at the top of her breasts, then wound three more around her arms and chest just at the very base of her breasts before tying them off. Emily’s arms were locked immovable to her sides now.


 Still, she wasn’t finished. Three more loops went around her middle, pulling uncomfortably tight. Then Isabella ran a rope down from her left hip, and another from her right hip. 



 She smiled and held up the big vibrator and said “Bend over, puta.”


 Emily’s face flushed and she tried to bend over, but a rough hand on the back of her head bent her much further. She moaned as she felt Isabella’s fingers slide up and down along her moist sex. She gasped as a finger pushed into her, then withdrew, then yelped into the gag at a hard slap to her bottom.


 “Oww!”


 “Spread your legs wider, puta.”


 She spread her legs further apart, gasping, moaning, and felt something the vibrator pushing against her opening. She was surprisingly wet, and it pushed in deep and hard, making her ache and burn a little. Isabella twisted it from side to side, drew it back, then thrust it in harder, so that Emily cried out weakly, her insides aching.


 “Oh! Please, Isabella!”


 Isabella slapped her bottom sharply. “Silence, puta,” she said mildly.


 There was more pressure on the vibrator, and Emily clenched her teeth as it jammed against the deepest recesses of her pussy. 



 “And here is another you will come to love, little puta.”


 And with that she felt a similar pressure against her anus. She quivered ,fearing another enema, but the pressure forced her anal opening much wider, and she began to moan and wriggle, despite sharp slaps on the bottom, as a rounded - something - was pushed deeper. Her anal opening ached and strained, but the thing pushed deeper, higher into her belly, until she felt cramps rippling through her abdominal cavity.


 Then a pull on her hair lifted her upright, and she swayed dizzily.


 Isabella drew the two length of rope from her hips in together beneath the inch or two of vibrator which still protruded from her widely stretched sex lips, circled it tightly, then circled what felt like another vibrator sticking out of her anus before pulling them together up between her buttocks.


 Emily felt them being threaded through the rope around her waist and then - .


 “Oww!”


 She cried out, lifted to her toes by the sharp pull on the ropes, a pull which jammed them up cruelly into her sensitive pussy lips even as the ropes were tied off at the back of her waist.


 She felt the woman’s hand in her hair, yanking her head back.


 “Open your mouth, puta.”


 She obeyed, and felt a red rubber ball pushing into her mouth. But it was not her rubber ball, and was larger and softer at the same time. Like hers, Isabella had to push and jam at the base to force it through her teeth so it would fill up her mouth. Unlike hers there was a thick black cord passing through the middle of the ball, and the woman drew it back around her head and tied it in place.


 Then the woman produced, of all things, a collar, like a dog collar, and placed it around her throat. Emily was thoroughly bewildered, yet her body still trembled with a strange, confused sexual hunger, and when the woman attached a leash to the ring in the centre of the collar, and bade her follow, Emily obeyed.


 Isabella went to the door and opened it, pulling Emily after her. Emily shrank back in alarm, but was pulled through the door and out into the hall. Her head twisted wildly from side to side, heart pounding with fear of discovery.


 Isabella led her straight up the hall, and then to the door of the attic. She opened the door and went through, pulling Emily after her. The door was closed and locked, and then Emily was led up the long, narrow stairs to the attic.


 The attic was a long, dark, dusty, low ceilinged room filled with crates, cartons, boxes, bags, old furniture and assorted pieces of junk the family had collected over decades. Emily had not been up there since she was ten.


 Isabella led her to the end, and then pushed aside boxes piled atop one another and found a long metal pole. She reached up, as Emily watched, into the darkness overhead. She saw, for the first time in her life, a small round notch in the roof overhead. The pole went into it and turned, and there was a click as a trap door fell down.


 Emily was amazed. She had no idea that was even there. Of course, she’d been forbidden to play up here all her life for it was “dirty”. Generally only the servants went up here.


 A ladder folded out from the trap door, and Isabella put the pole aside and began to ascend. She pulled on the leash, and Emily gasped, forced to follow her.


 It was very difficult. She had no hands with which to climb, of course. She had only her feet. She would have, and should have fallen immediately back off the ladder, for it was only slightly angled. What kept her from doing so was the leash attached to her collar. 



 Isabella held it very firmly, so firmly that Emily knew a sudden fear that if she fell off the woman would simply hang on and let her hang by the neck. She pictured herself dangling, writhing, twisting, feet kicking, and knew, oddly, not only fear, but a strange excitement.


 As it was she tilted back from the ladder, but was held in place by the collar around her neck. This caused it to dig into her throat, but most of the pressure was on the back of her neck and on her jaw, as the collar dug up against it.


 Still, she gurgled and gasped. The climb was difficult, and frightening, and her neck was sore, her body sweating heavily, by the time they reached the top and Isabella pulled her through.


 They were in another attic, this one much smaller, with the top of the sharply peaked roof as its walls. The floor was probably fifty feet wide, but the roof narrowed so much less than half of that was useable.


 They were at the far end of the house, because the wall in front of her was flat. There was a chair, and some wooden planks and posts piled into a corner. There was a very dirty little four paned window high, near the tip of the roof, and a kind of cross set low on a wooden platform on the floor; some kind of religious thing, she thought vaguely.


 There was dust over everything, and the only light came from the dusty window, and one bare bulb high overhead.


 “Kneel, Puta,” Isabella said.


 She pushed down on the blonde girl’s shoulder, and Emily, gasping weakly, knelt on the dusty wood floor as the woman, of all things, began to braid her hair, pulling it out into two thick long pony tails on either side of her head.


 “Spread your legs, Puta.”


 She kicked Emily’s bare ankles apart until they were several feet wide, then tied them two rough beams on either side of her. Then she smiled as she wound cord into her two long braided pigtails. She walked over to the chair and dragged it over, then stood on it in front of Emily, holding the cords wound into her hair.


 As Emily watched, she raised the cords up high, and slipped them into a pair of heavy rings set wide apart an overhead beam which crossed above her, then, together, she pulled.


 Her braided tails were lifted slowly up, higher and higher, until they were straight up and out to either side, and began to exert real pressure. She moaned into the gag, rising to the balls of her feet, yet still the pull continued, inexorable, and she made muffled cries of protest which Isabella blandly ignored.


 Isabella then tied the cords together overhead, stepped down, and pulled back the chair. She smiled at Emily, then reached between her legs and turned on the two vibrators.


 Then she turned off the light and left, climbing back through the trap door and closing it behind her.


 Staring after her, Emily was on the balls of her feet, legs spread, moaning softly into the gag, her hair pulling up and out to either side. 



 She had no idea why Isabella was doing this, but it was becoming increasingly difficult to believe it was mere punishment based on Emily’s perverse sexual behaviour. Was it possible Isabella was some kind of - of lesbian, she wondered with pounding heart?


 That made Emily feel slightly queasy. Being subjected to punishment, even arbitrary and unfair punishment from adults was something she was used to. Though this was a lot more perverse, of course. But being used as some kind of sexual plaything for the amusement and gratification of an adult, particularly a woman, was something shockingly new. And it challenged her self-image.


 On the other hand, she was now a prisoner, a for-real prisoner, held in lewd captivity in a dark - well, not a dungeon, but a dark attic, at least. And the two buzzing sex toys inside her were doing very bad things to her mind.


 The one in her pussy was to be expected, but the one up her backside was quite novel, especially since, in addition to buzzing, it felt as though the tip was sort of - rotating inside her.


 The tight bondage, the nudity, and the vibrators were creating a wild, helpless thrill of sexual hunger within her. Now that she was alone, in a dark, empty, dusty room, far from others, she could revel in her own dark fantasies about captivity and abuse.


 Those fantasies had to overcome the very real sense of uncertainty, fear and anxiety swirling through her mind about what Isabella would do, but as she rather doubted now that the woman would inform her parents, those anxieties were, at least in part, also fraught with darkly exciting fantasies.


 She felt so very helpless, so very tightly bound, and so - abused - that her mind had no difficulty at all projecting her lewd, masochistic fantasies into what was happening to her, what was being done to her. Her hips began to rock and grind with excitement and arousal as she moaned into the gag.


 Yes, the effort of holding herself on the balls of her feet was starting to make her ankles and feet ache. And the ropes cut in tightly against the soft flesh at the top and bottom of her breasts, and her scalp ached a little whenever one of her trembling ankles eased her down, but there was no real pain.


 And the pressure against her scalp was even kind of exciting, despite what pain existed. She’d never thought of tying herself up by her hair, and the novelty of it was actually contributing to her arousal.


 And there was certainly no question of how incredibly aroused she was. Or how deep the arousal was. She moaned and bit into the gag, her back arching slowly, again and again. Her entire groin was on fire, and she was sweating heavily.


 The temperature in the topmost attic, she soon realized, was quite high as the sun baked down on the roof above.


 But even that felt exciting, as though she were being tortured. She was intensely aware of the pressure of the ropes against her arms, against her wrists, against the edges of her breasts and against her pussy, and thrilled by it all.


 Her excitement allowed to her either overlook all her aches and pains and the stresses on her body, or simply incorporate them into her fantasies. And she was soon hotter within than without, as she groaned and gasped and trembling convulsions began to wrack her body.


 The first orgasm was a massive release of pressure, an intense rush of sensations that made her cry out again and again, her hips bucking violently in and out as the climax tore through her nervous system.


 Her head snapped back again and again, though she really only succeeded in yanking her braids against the cords until, perhaps by instinct, she pushed herself up onto her very toes, and had a little more slack. Then she could arch her back ecstatically. And for the first time, part in helpless wildfire release, part in realizing how far she was from everyone else, and how tightly gagged, she could vent her pleasure and scream out her wild thrilling passion to the world.


 Or at least to the empty attic.


 A measure of reality returned when the orgasm finally departed. Weary, she sagged low, her ankles and feet really beginning to make their discomfort known now. She groaned into the gag, now noticing that she was beginning to drool around it.


 Her scalp ached.


 Still, it was all so intensely exciting, such a wild and wicked rush, that her heart continued to pound with excitement.


 She was soaked in sweat, eyes slitted as she dragged deep, shaky breaths of air through her nostrils. 



 Staying up was beginning to become more difficult, putting more pressure on her, making her sweat even more. Surely, she thought, Isabella would return soon.


 And so, while it was a concern, her excitement allowed her to push aside her anxieties. And the vibrators continued work their magic. Another orgasm had her crying out in rapture and passion, back arching, hips bucking, eyes rolling back in her head.


 That one left her drained.


 The next one exhausted her. The sweat was trickling slowly down her breasts and hips and belly now, along with drool from her gagged mouth. Her ankles and feet were on fire with pain and strain from holding her up for so long. And more and more pressure was starting to come on her braided hair, increasing the ache to her scalp and skull.


 When was Isabella coming?!


 It was starting to get darker in the shadowy attic, as the sky darkened outside. She looked longingly towards the trap door and thought of her comfortable bed and the warm bath she could take before climbing into it.


 Or perhaps a cool bath. She was so very hot. And it was draining the energy from her body.
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 Isabella did not come back for her.


 As Emily’s exhaustion grew worse and the muscles in her ankles and feet were burned out she found the pain in her scalp growing more and more severe. More and more of her weight was being transferred from her ankles to her hair, and she was unaccustomed to the harsh, sharp pull against her scalp.


 Hair after hair either stretched, pulled free of her braids or cords, or snapped with stinging force. Most, however, did not, and soon it was only the pull of her hair which kept her from collapsing.


 The air was musty and dusty, and hot. And she continued to sweat profusely, the sweat trickling down her body as though it were the manifestation of her own energy levels dropping away.


 Emily was so thirsty now, so hot, and so very thirsty. And she so longed to bend her legs and knees, to draw her arms up and out, to bend over, and to take the strain off her stinging, aching scalp.


 The vibrators had ceased their buzzing, and were now just thick, hard objects driven deep into her belly. That still held a measure of excitement, but not enough.


 She ached. And she was stiff and sore all over.


 And the room grew darker and darker.


 She was growing more miserable and more anxious as the pain mounted. Her eyes began to fill with tears of frustration and pain, and she sobbed weakly into the gag as more and more of her weight was transferred to her hair.


 And then, finally, when she’d almost given up hope, Isabella returned.


 The trap door was pushed up, and the woman climbed into the room, then brushed off her hands before replacing the trap door and walking across to her.


 “And how are we, little Puta?’ she asked with a gentle smile.


 Emily moaned and rolled her eyes beseechingly.


 “Poor baby,” Isabella said in a soothing voice.


 She reached above her and undid the knot tying the cords together, then slowly allowed them to pull further apart. The pressure eased on her hair and Emily felt a sense of glorious relief as she was finally able to sink onto her heels.


 Isabella re-tied the knots, then smiled and examined the younger woman.


 “Ees very hot here in afternoon, yes?”


 Emily moaned bleakly.


 “Ees not so bad now,” Isabella said.


 She set down a bag Emily hadn’t even noticed and then reached into it. She drew out another length of rope, more cord, and something which looked a little like an egg cup. But it was longer than an egg cup, and had what looked like a plunger in the side and a ring on the end.


 She watched, weary, waiting for Isabella to set her down. But instead the woman placed the egg cup over the centre of her breast, over her hard, pebbly little nipple and puffy areola. Then she began to push on the little plunger.


 Emily felt a sucking sensation at her breast, and felt her nipple beginning to tingle and harden. The more Isabella pumped the little plunger the more suction there was against the centre of her breast. She could actually feel her nipple and areola puffing out and being sucked into the little cup.


 When Isabella let go of the little cup it stayed in place, affixed to the centre of her breast. She picked up a second cup and placed that against her other breast, then began to work the plunger on that, as well, so that both her nipples were straining, swollen and rigid.


 Isabella then undid the ropes which were bound at the small of Emily’s back, the ropes which went down between her buttocks and wrapped around the vibrators stuffed up into her belly. Emily felt another surge of relief as they were slowly pried out of their tight, sticky contact with her skin, and the two vibrators were eased out of her body.


 “Still so wet here,” Isabella said, rubbing at the entrance to her sex.


 She gripped her arm with a strong hand, steadying the girl when Emily would have stumbled and fallen. And helped ease her down to her knees. Emily sagged there, moaning, feeling more intense relief as she was at last able to bend her legs and back. She groaned as the woman knelt behind her and unfastened the ropes around her wrist.


 It was over. At last. She was so weary, and felt so dirty and sweaty, her muscles aching. She hardly paid attention to Isabella as she drew her right arm forward, bending and straightening it again, rubbing at it. She thought nothing about it when the woman pushed her wrist up flat against her upper arm, and only took notice when she wrapped the rope - still circling her wrist - around her arm.


 “I-Isabella?” The word was muffled by the gag.


 Isabella pulled the rope tight, forcing the girl’s wrist hard against her upper arm just below her shoulder, then led the rope across her back, at the same time lifting her left wrist up and back. By the time Emily considered the possibility of resistance it was no longer possible, and the rope was being wrapped around and around her upper arm just below her shoulder to lock her left wrist in place.


 Isabella gripped her by the hair and forced her head forward and down, and Emily slid forward onto her elbows, moaning in confusion and weariness.


 The rope went back along her hip and Isabella lifted her ankle up and back, pressing it up against her upper thigh, then wound the rope around it.


 Soon booth wrists and both ankles were bound tightly in place so that she could do nothing but hobble weakly on her elbows and knees, and she moaned into the gag and looked at the woman imploringly, desperately wanting a shower and soft mattress.


 “You are not yet finished, little puta,” she said with a smile. “Not this night.”


 She put new batteries in the two vibrators and then sank them slowly but deeply into Emily’s sex and anal openings, twisting and pushing until the girl groaned from the pain and pressure deep inside her.


 Isabella stood up, attached the leash to the ring in the centre of the collar, and then tugged on it. 


 “Crawl, little puta. Crawl.”


 Emily moaned but the pull against her collar was irresistible, and she lurched forward, awkward on her elbows and knees, the ball gag leaking saliva again as she shuffled forward across the floor, pulled by Isabella and the leash.


 The Spanish woman led her to the far wall and then back again, back and forth, ignoring her muffled, moaning complaints as the hard wood bruised the girl’s soft elbows and knees.


 Emily slowed, and a sharp crack of pain bit into her upraised bottom. She yelped into the gag, lurching forward more energetically as she saw the long, thin switch the woman held in her other hand.


 “Crawl, little puta, crawl,” she said with a smile.


 Emily crawled, from one side of the room to the other, back and forth, dripping sweat and saliva, panting weakly, sweating, exhausted, moaning.


 And then there was a sound at the trap door which froze her.


 A sharp snap of the switch on her bottom made her yelp, and jerk forward, but she continued to stare with wide eyes at the trap door.”


 “Crawl, puta,” Isabella ordered.


 The trap door pushed up, and a dark, swarthy face rose to gaze into the room. A male face.


 Emily felt a shockwave ripple through her mind and body. She made an animal cry of shock and dismay and tried to twist away, her hands pulling feebly against the ropes binding them in place as she sought to cover her nudity.


 “You are interrupting the puta’s walk,” Isabella said.


 The man replied in Spanish, climbing up through the trap door. Emily recognized him now as the new chauffeur, a slim Spanish man in his thirties with bushy black hair and a bushy black moustache. He was slender, but his bare arms looked quite muscular as he pulled himself fully out of the hole and pushed the door closed behind.


 Emily, stricken, red-faced, was curled away as much as she could, her skin burning with humiliation as the man stood near her, looking down, licking his lips at the sight of her nude body. He and Isabella were speaking in Spanish as the frantic young woman kneeling between them tried to pull away but was held in place by the leash attached to her collar.


 With no other way to hide her body she was forced to finally lay down with her knees curled up under her belly. But after a minute of Spanish Isabella tugged sharply on the leash and then brought the switch down across her bottom with stinging force.


 “On your knees, puta,” she ordered. “Crawl across the floor. Now, puta.”


 Another sharp stinging blow made Emily cry out into the gag, then another, and an even sharper pull against the collar. Still she would not move, and Isabella spoke again to the man in Spanish. He took her leash, and Isabella gripped her hair, yanking on it until the pain forced the squealing girl onto her knees and elbows.


 “Now crawl, puta,” she ordered.


 Another blow across her bottom sent the shocked girl wobbling forward, and the man, she vaguely remembered his name was Rodriguez, tugged on the leash to keep her moving. Another crack to her bottom, then another kept the teary eyed girl crawling awkwardly along as Rodriguez led her to the wall and then back again.


 Emily tried to keep her legs as close together as possible but knew the man could easily see her shaven sex and wrinkled little back opening, and the vibrators protruding from both. She was gripped by shocked humiliation and a sense of disbelief and unreality as she crawled along on the end of the leash, and the two talked about her in Spanish.


 “Alto,” Isabella said.


 Emily ignored it until the man yanked back on her leash.


 “That mean you stop, puta,” Isabella said.


 Panting, the girl knelt, trembling, still overwhelmed by the man’s presence.


 “Muy bonita,” the man said.


 “Si,” Isabella replied.


 “Puta, raise your pretty bottom and spread your knees wider,” she ordered.


 Emily moaned into the gag, not wanting to. But another sharp crack across her already sore, burning bottom made her cry out, and obey. She raised her bottom and shifted her knees apart, and her face burned as the man moved to stand behind her and look at her revealed privates, and the sex toys penetrating her.


 “Carna valiosa,” the man said. “Very valuable meat.”


 “Meat, yes,” Isabella said, sawing the switch lightly back and forth against Emily’s bare little slit.


 She took the leash from him and tugged hard, half lifting the girl by the throat, pulling her up and back until she settled on her knees, sitting on her heels. Her breasts were all too visible and bare, and she instinctively tried to bend forward, but Isabella yanked back on the leash.


 “Back straight, puta,” she said, slapping the switch down lightly across the back.


 “I would like to feel her pretty lips wrapped around me,” Rodriguez said, licking his lips as he looked down at the helpless, wide-eyed girl.


 He knelt in front of her, and cupped one of her breasts. Emily squealed and tried to close her knees, rising off her bottom as she tried to twist away. The switch snapped across her buttocks sharply and Isabella yanked back on her leash.


 “Abajo! Sit, puta! Back on your heels, slut!”


 She shifted her grip to Emily’s hair and gripped it tightly as the man smirked at the stricken girl and ran his hands freely over her full breasts, cupping and lifting, kneading them, squeezing them together as her eyes fluttered out in all directions, unable to meet his leering gaze. 



 He tapped his finger against the cups on her nipples and then laughed at whatever it was Isabella said.


 Emily cringed in shame.


 “I am going to give you the cock you have dreamed off, little puta,” he said in a low, growling voice.


 His hand trailed down to her abdomen, then the tips of his fingers caressed the top of her sex where the vibrator still protruded. “My cock will slide in here,” he said, “And you will have it deep inside you.”


 His hand slid slowly up along her belly as if to demonstrate how deep his cock would go.


 “You have dreamed about a real man using you as you should be used,” he said, “As a woman should be used, as a bitch dog should be used. You have dreamed about being imprisoned and bound, and used by strong men. Now your fantasy is coming to life, puta.”


 His finger stroked gently from side to side against her clitoris, already swollen and buzzing from the affect of the twin vibrators inside her.


 “Legs apart, puta!” Isabela ordered, slapping the switch down against her thigh.


 Emily moaned, shifting her knees wider as Rodriguez reached for one of the cups covering the centre of her breasts and pried it loose, then did the same to the other. Her nipples ached, but the entire centre of her breast, of both breasts, was red and swollen, especially her areolas and nipples, which tingled oddly. 



 Rodriguez gripped both nipples and areolas and pulled on them sharply, then gave them a twist that almost pulled the blonde girl off her knees, crying out in pain.


 He chuckled, and his hand slid back between her thighs, rubbing lightly against her clitoris.


 “Head back, puta!” Isabella ordered.


 She pulled on Emily’s hair, forcing her head back, forcing her back to arch. Looking up, Emily saw she had exchanged the long, thin wooden switch for a short, leather crop of some sort. It was thinner than the switch, and more flexible. But the tip had a small, flat triangular shaped bit of leather not much bigger than her thumb nail.


 She rubbed that soft, flat leather against Emily’s nipples now, rubbing from side to side, and back and forth.


 “Little puta has dreamed about many men and their big, fat cocks,” she said. “Little puta must be punished for her nasty, naughty thoughts.”


 She brought the flat black leather down sharply against one of Emily’s swollen nipples. It was a gentle slap, all things considered, but the sharp little sting struck deep into the girl’s chest. She moaned dazedly, then again at the next blow, and the next. Her nipple stung, but there was more there than pain. Her nipple was starting to throb and ache with a dark, hungry yearning.


 With Isabella’s fist in her hair Emily stayed kneeling, sitting on her heels, legs spread, gasping, moaning as the little leather slapper struck at her nipple in sharp, rapid little blows, then shifted to the other. Rodriguez knelt between her legs facing her, his fingers still lightly caressing her clitoris.


 And that too was having an affect.


 The worst of her humiliation had passed. She was starting to get used to Rodriguez being there, to him seeing her like this, knowing, in a dreaded, anxious, frightened, and yet excited way, that he would soon be doing much more than watching and touching her.


 Her nipples and areolas were hot, throbbing little buttons as Isabella rained blows on first one, then the other. And she sobbed and gurgled weakly as the woman kept her head back and her back bowed, the crop coming down harder now, driving the ache deep into her swollen breasts.


 She stopped, at last, with tears filling Emily’s eyes, and her chest heaving, and Rodriguez moved in, cooing softly, closing his lips around the centre of her breast, sucking lightly, letting his long tongue lick back and forth across the hot, tortured flesh.


 Emily had never felt a mouth on her nipple before, and now the effect was redoubled, for her nipples and areolas were exquisitely sensitive. Her nipples felt alive, raw and pulsing with energy as his mouth suckled rhythmically and his teeth bit down ever so lightly, as his tongue lapped across her rigid nipples and caressed her puffy, swollen areolas.


 His hand, between her legs, pressed down harder against her clitoris, almost painfully hard, pressing it in against her own flesh, then against the vibrator thrust up inside her. She shuddered as he ground his finger over her clit and jammed it back against the vibrator up inside her.


 She knew a wonder at being so close to climax, and a whirling, dazed shock at what to do about it, about the increased humiliation if they knew, about whether she could possibly even hide it.


 He shifted his mouth from one breast to the other, and back again, and then abruptly stood up even as Isabella ripped the tape away from Emily’s mouth, and then dug the ball slowly out. 



 Emily let out a cry of pain, for her jaw had been locked open for what felt like hours and felt stiff and sore.


 “Are you ready to perform, little puta?” Isabella asked.


 “The puta wants to perform,” said Rodriguez, “She wants to please me.”


 “She wants to please me, as well,” Isabella said, glowering lightly down at her as she eased her grip on Emily’s hair.


 Emily worked her jaw ever so slowly, groaning, gasping, drawing in deep breaths of air. Her mind was swirling with confusion and multiple shocks. And now she watched Rodriguez, standing just in front of her, slowly drawing his zipper down to the bottom, and reaching inside.


 “I - I - .”


 She sucked in a deep breath of air as his hand emerged, clutching a thick, purple veined, semi flaccid cock, one which almost immediately began to grow harder as she stared in shocked fascination. It was still growing! Even as she stared in dread fascination, it seemed to swell out, to lengthen. Were they really that big!?


 She gulped anxiously, and turned her eyes away, but they were drawn back almost at once as he moved forward. She tried to turn her face away, but he reached down and gripped her head in both hands, tilting her head backwards at the same time.


 “This is what you have been dreaming about, puta,” he said. “This is what you have longed to feel between your lips.”


 That he was right should have made no real difference, of course. But it made her feel guilty, and oddly, though she knew it was wrong, partly responsible, partly at fault for everything which had happened. The fat, swollen head of his cock pressed against her closed mouth, rubbing against her lips, and she moaned, keeping them closed.


 “Swallow, puta,” he said. “Swallow, little slut.”


 The word was outrageous, and struck her as a blow. She was no slut! How dare they use such terms on her!?


 And then his palm slid beneath her chin and his fingers dug into opposite sides of her cheeks just next to her lips. She cried out, her mouth forced open, and his cock pushed through her lips and into her mouth. Her eyes bulged, but any thought of trying to close her teeth met the dark glower of the Spanish man’s eyes and melted away in fear.


 She moaned instead, as the unfamiliarity of his warm flesh slid across her tongue and pushed fully into her mouth. He shifted his grip, bunching up her hair on either side of her head, twisting it painfully as he slid forward. Emily choked as he pushed too far, and he drew back, but only a little.


 She gasped for breath, through her nose, her knees grinding into the dust and dirt on the floorboards, her sore bottom jammed against her heels as her eyes fluttered upwards in panic.


 “Suck, puta,” he ordered, his voice a low hiss. “Suck.”


 Emily closed her lips and began to awkwardly suck. She was inexperienced, of course, but even as religious as her family and school and friends were she was not entirely without experience.


 She moaned around his cock as she sucked, as he began to work it slowly in and out of her mouth, and she felt a wild sense of elation at having a real cock in her mouth after all her dreams and fantasies. She felt strange, as if she were in another of her fantasies. Only the pain of her knees and bottom, and the throbbing and pulsing of her sore, aching nipples reminded her of how real it really was.


 He pushed forward and she choked again, trying to pull away. He eased back.


 ‘Lick, puta. Lick, slut. Lick.”


 Lick!? Yes, of course she had to lick! She licked at the underside of the head as it stroked back and forth across her tongue, sucking and slurping as the thick cock moved slowly in and out. He pushed forward again, deep, and again she choked, her head instinctively trying to pull back.


 “Poor little puta,” he crooned. “She’s had nothing to eat for so long. Her stomach longs for good hard meat.”


 “Swallow, puta,” Isabella said, kneeling behind her now, her hands rising and gently kneading her breasts.


 Emily stiffened in shock as she felt the woman’s own bare breasts pressing against her back and the backs of her arms.


 “Swallow, puta,” she whispered, her lips inches from Emily’s ear. “Swallow.


 And then Rodriguez pushed forward, his fists tight in her hair, and pulled her towards him. She gagged again, but this time he continued to push forward, and pulled on the thick lengths of hair he had in his fists. Emily’s eyes bulged and she tried to pull away, to no avail. She gurgled and choked and gagged as her lips slid along the thick shaft and the head of his cock pushed right down into her very throat.


 “Swallow, puta,” Isabella whispered. “Swallow as a proper whore should. Swallow every last inch of him.”


 Emily could hardly hear through the wild pounding in her head. She gurgled and gagged helplessly as her mouth was drawn along his shaft, his cock deep in her throat now, and her nose almost at his groin.


 Then her face was jammed in against his groin, her nose crushed against the fabric of his trousers as her lips pressed against the zipper.


 She was sweating again, and her stomach threatened to heave, even though it was empty. He jammed her face in hard against his groin, then slowly pulled back. Her desperate relief was washed away by a resurgent sense of nausea as his cock slid up her throat. And then the head popped free and she coughed violently, heaving and gasping for breath.


 “Puta,” Isabella whispered, fingers and thumbs rolling her aching nipples between them.


 She bit into the nape of her neck and Emily cried out. And in that instant Rodriguez pushed forward again, his cock plunging into her throat and sliding firmly down within.


 It was easier the second time. But not by much.


 He forced his cock down her throat to the hilt, then slowly drew back, his hand fumbling at his trousers now, undoing them so they slid down around his thighs. He pushed forward and now she could see the base of his cock, with his thick black bush of hair and his fat pale testicles hanging down.


 She gurgled weakly, and Isabella gripped her hair, tilting her head back, her cheek against Emily’s. “Swallow, puta,” she whispered.


 Her lips slid up Rodriguez’ cock, all the way into the thick nest of hair, until her nose was jammed against his groin.


 One of Isabella’s hands slid down her belly and gripped the vibrator, then began to pump it slowly in and out, her thumb stroking across Emily’s clitoris as she did.


 It helped distract her from the heavy cock stroking back and forth across her tonsils.


 In and out, in and out, in and out it went, as Isabella caressed her, and whispered into her ear, and ground her bare breasts into her arms and back. And the world seemed to swirl around her as Emily alternately gulped in air, or burned for the lack.


 But it was getting easier.

































Chapter Five




































 “Isabella!”


 “Si, Senora Harper?” Isabella asked meekly, dumbly.


 “Have you seen my daughter?”


 “Senorita Emily? I theenk she go out, Senora.”


 “Why would she go out? Where would she go?”


 “I not know, Senora.”


 The woman glared impatiently, shook her head, and muttered under her breath as she left the kitchen. Isabella made a face after her and turned to Anna. “What?”


 “I fear what will happen.”


 “You fear? Do you fear being shipped back to Mexico? You heard the Harpers talking. The old witch is going to fire us as soon as they get White servants. What will I do then with no money? Go back to Guatemala?”


 “I don’t know, Isabella, but if they find out - .”


 “They will find out nothing,” Isabella said curtly. “And the money they will pay is money we are owed, for our hard work, for putting up with the racist bitch and her bastard husband.”


 Anna shrugged helplessly. “But the girl was nice to us.”


 Isabella sighed. “The girl will not be hurt,” she said. “She will even enjoy herself. Perhaps she will learn a thing or two and become a - a better person.”


 Anna looked at her incredulously.


 “Well, she is nothing now but a stupid, useless little mouse. She can hardly be worse!”


 “It is still not fair to her.”


 “You let me worry about the girl! You concentrate on knowing nothing!”


 They both raised their eyes involuntarily, wondering what was going on in the top attic.







 Emily moaned around the fat gag they had pushed back into her mouth. Her jaw was held wide, her teeth digging into the red ball. But that was not why she moaned.


 Rodriguez had dragged over the wooden cross, which was more of a “T” really. It was higher than she had thought, the base heavier. 



 Halfway up the central post was a rounded and worn - well, there was nothing to call it but a penis, a wooden penis complete with carved head angling very sharply upwards.


 Making her rise on her toes, Rodriguez had pushed her back against it, and then, despite her moans of denial, had forced her back opening over the head of the wooden cock. She had felt herself penetrated, and her own weight, as he pushed her back, had slowly forced it up into her rectum.


 Speaking roughly, which frightened her, he had ordered her to spread her legs, to spread them wider and wider. This lowered her torso, and the wooden penis pushed even deeper inside her. With her legs spread wide, in fact, it was deep inside her belly, so that she felt little cramps through her gut.


 Then her tail bone met the base of the dildo, where it entered the central post, and she felt a sense of relief that she could do no further. She also felt a sense of wonderment, for the wooden penis was very long, longer even than Rodriguez, and she was amazed it was all up inside her bottom. Her ass, she thought ruthlessly.


 Rodriguez had pulled her bound arms over the top of the T, and now he pulled them down hard, forcing her to arch sharply back across the top arms. He reached down and gripped one of her ankles, now, and she felt rope sliding around it, then an irresistible pull. She cried out into the gag, the pressure against the underside of her arms mounting rapidly.


 Her ankle was pulled back and then up off the floor, up high behind her, almost against her wrists. 



 A moment later she felt the rope slide around her other ankle, and it too was pulled up and back, lifted high behind the post, and tied in place against her wrists. Her weight was now being borne by the pressure of the crosspiece under her arms, and the round plug-like wooden penis jammed up into her bottom, which rested against her tail bone.


 “Little bitch puta,” Rodriguez said with an oily smirk. “Think you are so good now?”


 Emily moaned. She had never really thought she was very good.


 “Your family will pay well for you, puta, and never know you are here all the time.”


 Emily blinked through the sweat streaming down her forehead. Whatever did he mean by that? Her family pay for her?


 “But you will pay, puta. You will pay even more.”


 But she had no money, Emily thought dazedly.


 She watched Rodriguez, rolling her eyes downwards, as he screwed a metal ring into the ceiling beam in front of her. He then took a pair of metal clips of some sort and attached them to two lengths of cord. He smirked at her as he saw her looking, and winked. 



 It was not a friendly wink, and she felt her insides squirming.


 He stood behind her, and she felt his fingers combing through her long, blonde hair. Then he seemed to twist her hair into two tails. When he came in front of her again it was with the two cords, each coming out from behind her on different sides of her body. He pulled, and she moaned, feeling the pressure on her hair. 



 He chuckled, and he relaxed the pull enough for her to raise her head a little and watch him lead the cords to the beam, and through the ring there, then back towards her. She saw him with the two clips in his hands, and saw him run out of cord before he got to her. He smiled then, and pulled.


 Her hair was pulled back, harder and harder, and she moaned into the gag as her head angled up towards the ceiling, then across it, behind her, and downwards, her back forced to arch even more strongly.


 She felt a touch of metal against her swollen right nipple, then the same against her left. An instant later both nipples exploded in pain and she screamed into the ball gag. It was evident almost at once that her movements increased the pain, that her head, trying to pull forward, to see the source of the pain, actually made it much worse.


 She realized that the clips were biting into her nipples, and that the cord attached to the clips was attached to her hair. She shuddered and pulled her head back as far as she could, moaning weakly, whimpering at the pain. She could ease the pull, but not the biting of the metal clips into her exquisitely sensitive nipples.


 And how long could she keep her head pulled back so far, so far it was almost upside down?


 “How do you feel, puta?” he asked, his hands stroking lightly over her arched chest, caressing her breasts, sliding down her belly and then over her smooth, open sex.


 She heard a click, and then the familiar sound of buzzing which came from the vibrator. She felt it against her sex, rubbing slowly up and down, rubbing from side to side over her clitoris. She moaned weakly, for this was all so heady, so wild, so bizarre, and yet so darkly thrilling. Yes, she hurt, but this was still the most exciting experience of her life.


 She had sucked a man’s cock! More! She had swallowed his whole cock, taken it right down her throat! Her mother would be aghast. The very idea of her mother sucking a man’s cock almost made her laugh. It was so absurd! And she could just imagine how her finicky, arrogant sister would react to such a suggestion. Did she even have sex with her husband at all? That was hard to imagine, too.


 But Emily had taken a cock down her throat, deep throated a man!


 And this - this was all so wild! It was electrifying! She felt herself carried off on a sea of exciting fantasies and heady sexual thrills. And the pain really didn’t matter. The pain really only served to make the experience seem more real. 



 She shuddered as the vibrator played back and forth across her clitoris, her body trembling in its bonds as she gurgled and moaned and felt her hips spasming as they sought to buck forward against the vibrator.


 And then it penetrated her, and a rush of heat rippled along her spine as she felt it driving up into her abdominal cavity, up deep through the soft, moist folds of her sex, spreading her wide, wonderfully, achingly wide!


 He stood up, and the panting, gasping girl saw him overhead, in the shadowy light from the single bulb. He undid the strap behind her head and pulled the ball gag slowly out of her mouth.


 “I can see you are a born puta,” he said, smirking down at her.


 Then he turned away, and she saw nothing for a few moments. When he returned he leaned over her upside down head.


 “Let me see your tongue, puta,” he ordered, his voice a low, rasping growl. “Let me see your pretty little pink tongue.”


 Emily obeyed, pushing her tongue out, sticking it out at him. She moaned as his fingers stroked across it, sliding into her mouth. Her lips closed around them, sucking as he pumped them in and out.


 “Open your mouth, puta. Stick out your tongue.”


 She did, and she saw, briefly, something in his hands, something held between his fingers. Then her eyes went wide and she cried out in pain as another clip, this one wider, bit into her tongue. She screamed in pain, for it crushed into the delicate fibre of her flesh with ruthless force.


 There was a sharp pull, and she felt her tongue pulled out through her lips, pulled painfully hard. Her scream was reduced to an animal wail as her body shuddered and twisted in its bonds.


 Upside down, she watched him feed the cord back to a ring set in the wall behind her, then back towards her. He knelt at the post, and she did not see him feed the cord through a narrow hole in the central post, nor see it emerge beneath her. She did not see him carefully measure the cord as he led it up towards her sex, nor watch him attach the clip to it.


 But when the clip bit into her clitoris, she felt it.


 Her body bucked so violently the entire frame shook. Too much pain! It was assaulting her from too many directions now, and the sweat of pain was pouring down her body as her eyes bulged wide. 



 She wanted to scream, to beg, but her tongue was caught in a pincer, unable to move at all, and so all she could do was to moan loudly and pray the pain eased quickly, as the pain in her nipples had.


 Not that they didn’t still hurt. But the pain was no longer the sharp, biting pain she had first experienced when the clips had bit into her flesh. Now it was a duller, throbbing pain.


 Her back was starting to ache more, though, and pressure under her arms was making her feel quite sore there. Her tail bone was jammed down against the hard wood, too, and that was starting to really ache.


 “Good night blonde girl, blonde whore,” he whispered.


 She heard the sound of the trap door being raised, and then lowered, and Emily was alone in the dimly lit attic.


 She whimpered, eyes filled with tears, waiting desperately for the pain to ease. And slowly, terribly slowly, it did, to become the dull, aching, throbbing thing which would allow her to breath, to think.


 But it hurt, still.


 She was alone now. And felt a deep sense of relief at that. She had been hideously embarrassed at being exposed before Rodriguez, and even Isabella. And while she had adapted to it she was still much more comfortable alone.


 And now she could think. She was still breathing deeply, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Her nipples throbbed, her clitoris ached. And every movement told her how she was bound.


 And excited her.


 Her tongue was bound to her clitoris! That amazed her. She had never, in all her fantasies about bondage imagined such a thing. She was equally amazed that her hair was bound to her nipples. Again, it was so much more complex than her own childish fantasies.


 She realized that easing her stiff, arched stance pulled on her nipples, made them sting and throb even more. And every movement of her tongue was transmitted along the thin cord to her clitoris.


 Emily felt like a little girl, an unsophisticated, childishly naive little girl who had suddenly found herself immersed in a world of deep, dark, fascinating sophistication. So this was what real bondage was like, she thought in helpless wonderment. She was awed by her predicament, and helplessly thrilled at the same time.


 She moaned softly, her tongue moving every so slightly, making her clitoris quiver.


 And deep inside her, the vibrator continued to buzz, to purr, making her entire groin vibrate with it. She could actually feel, now, as her vaginal muscles tightened and released, as they pushed weakly against the cylinder of purring excitement, that it was held in place by the cord itself. For when she worked her muscles as though to push against it she felt the pressure mount against her clitoris.


 Rodriguez was so cruel and so clever!


 She unconsciously eased her head, and her nipples were pulled out harder, drawing a moan.


 How long would they leave her there, so cruelly bound, she wondered.


 But she was alone. And while she was alone she could revel in the tight, harsh, complex bondage.


 She soon discovered that by easing her head just a little, repeatedly, in a rhythmic fashion, she could make the cords pull against her nipples again and again, in a terribly delicious way.


 With her excitement rising she dared more, to pull her tongue against the clip, and to bear down repeatedly against the vibrator, pushing the base back against the cord attached to her clit.


 The pain was more severe here, but the rewards were devastating. She shuddered, crying out weakly, again and again, yelping at the sharp bursts of pleasure and pain.


 It hurt so good!


 The rush of her orgasm was a wave of sensation building up within her lower belly, at her groin, but then with a secondary explosion at her chest. It was like a wave which poured over her body and mind, a tidal wave which swept all in its path. Her eyes bulged, and her entire body was racked by convulsions that had the frame quivering and trembling ,and droplets of perspiration spattering the floor below.


 The climax was tremendously powerful, and lasted much longer than any other ever had. But it left her limp, gasping, moaning. And yet she could not relax, for she needed to keep her tongue pushed out, needed to keep her head sharply back.


 For long, long minutes after the orgasm there was merely discomfort, extreme discomfort. She did her best to cope, but Emily gasped and whimpered again and again as the pains, now stronger, struck at her mind. She writhed slowly, stretching, arching, trying to find some more comfortable position - and failing.


 But her excitement had not been quenched. Her mind was still inflamed by the passionate lust and heat of her tight and wicked bondage. And so even as she writhed in pain she felt the sensuality of her body’s nudity and bondage and movement, and her arousal began to spread and deepen once more, until it again pushed aside the pain, and then drew it into itself, changing it, embracing it.


 Her second orgasm was just as powerful as the first, but more exhausting. By now she was held in thrall to her own lust and need, however, and even the climax could not wrest the sexual fever gripping her mind.


 Her third orgasm was not an orgasm in itself, but a string of orgasms; multiple orgasms - the first in her young life. She rode them up and down like a roller coaster, breathless and weeping, bucking and heaving and trembling as her muscles spasmed and nerve endings burned and crackled with sexual electricity.


 She was left emotionally and physically drained, slack-jawed and unable to move. She could not ease the pull of her hair against her nipples, nor push out her tongue any longer to ease the pressure on her clitoris. And thus her body found its own sense of position and she lay there, quivering, trembling, twitching, moaning, in the dark, shadowy room - alone.


 As hours passed.


 The pain was constant, and exhausting, and she drifted in and out of consciousness in the stark, silent room, waking each time to the terrible pain under her arms and against her tail bone, and the biting and crushing of her nipples, tongue and clitoris.


 Morning brought more light to the room, through the single small, dirty encrusted window, but she failed to notice it. Her mind had been driven into a hazy world of half wakefulness, surrounded by pain and exhaustion.


 She hardly even recognized them when they came for her. 








 Anna was very embarrassed, and hid her face, unable to meet the blonde girl’s eyes. She was grateful when it seemed the girl did not see her, and found herself looking at her more curiously. The girl was obviously exhausted and dazed, and what a cruel bondage Rodriguez had forced upon her!


 Cruel but - fascinating. And a little embarrassing, for its effect on Pedro, the gardener, who was looking at the blonde girl with undisguised lust and satisfaction. Anna felt nervous about that. Who knew what a lusty man like Pedro might do? Yet she also felt a hot little dart of satisfaction in seeing one of the proud oh-so-perfect Harper family laid low by the Hispanic servants they looked down upon.


 “Rodriguez is such a pervert,” she said nervously, eyeing the cords stretching out to the girl’s private parts and nipples.


 “He is very imaginative,” Pedro said, smirking as he tugged lightly on one of the cords.


 “She cannot stay like this or she will be damaged permanently.”


 “So?” he sniffed.


 And yet he reached for the clip attached to the girl’s tongue and opened it, then covered her mouth with his hand as she began to stir and moan, her body to writhe and twist. Her moans grew louder and Anna saw tears fill her eyes.


 “What are you doing to her?” she demanded, coming nervously forward a half step.


 “Nothing. It is because I have released the clip after so long. It will hurt greatly, but only for a minute. Or two, perhaps.”


 Anna watched anxiously as the blonde girl writhed, then looked down at her nipples, stretching out so tautly, and bit her lip as she saw Pedro’s fingers go to one of the clips. Surely that would hurt terribly, too. And then Pedro removed the clip, and the dark, crushed nipple snapped back, and the girl’s body heaved and twisted again as Pedro looked down at her with far too much satisfaction for Anna.


 And yet still, the gringos always liked to lord it over them, especially the blondes, who thought they were so good. It did a part of her good to see such a girl under the control of a strong, Hispanic man.


 Pedro let her writhe and twist, then removed the second clip from her other nipple. Both nipples were swollen and discoloured, and the girl was sheeted in sweat. She wasn’t at all attractive now, all sweaty and bedraggled, Anna thought with pride, not compared to Anna. She was brought so low, this high and mighty gringo blonde girl, so rich, and now in their control.


 She looked at the last clip, feeling a thrill of anticipation between her thighs, for she knew that when that was removed the blonde girl would feel pain in a most sensitive place. And then it was, and she gasped as the girl’s hips bucked violently and the frame shook.


 Her eyes rolled and her body twisted and jerked, but Pedro kept his hand over her mouth, easily controlling her. Anna could barely hear the cry of pain.


 When the worst of the pain had evidently gone and the girl sagged, Pedro had her hold the girl as he unbound her. Anna looked at her proud breasts, the nipples enormous now, and wondered. And as Pedro was behind the girl and working on her knots, she dared to reach up and run her hand across the girl’s soft breast, then squeeze lightly.


 Anna’s own breasts were very small, and she had always been jealous of women with bigger breasts; not the big fat breasts like Isabella, but the high, firm, proud breasts like Emily’s which pushed her blouses and sweaters out so defiantly.


 She pinched one bruised, discoloured nipple jealously, and then jerked her hand back as the girl moaned in pain, not wanting Pedro to see what she did.


 The girl’s legs eased down to the floor, and then Pedro bid her to hold her as he let her arms go forward. Emily was unable to support herself and sagged immediately. It was all Anna could do to keep her from falling too heavily to the floor.


 “Well, that certainly looks appealing,” he said with a quiet laugh as he saw Anna laying on her back with the blonde girl laying atop her.


 Anna angrily pushed the blonde girl off and sat up, smoothing her skirt as she stood.


 “Rodriguez will be calling them today,” she said. “You must - make her quiet.”


 Pedro grinned. “Yes, I can do that, though I am not as creative as he.”


 “Just tie her up or something,” Anna said, nervous again.


 “Ah, but we must continue what Rodriguez started,” he replied.


 “Perverted,” Anna said in disapproval.


 “But fun nonetheless.”


 He squatted down next to where the girl lay moaning, and filled his fist with her long, thick blonde hair, pulling her head up and back, half lifting her chest from the floor so that she moaned in pained complaint.


 “Did you have a good night, puta?” he asked, “Your day will be no better.”


 “We have to hurry before we’re missed,” Anna said.


 Pedro turned and glared at her, then turned back to the girl. 



 “Pass me some rope,” he ordered, gesturing towards the back he’d brought up.


 Anna handed him the bag itself, not wanting to touch the bizarre and nasty things she had seen inside.


 In short order he had the harsh, coarse rope wrapped around the Harper girl’s wrists and ankles, and even several loops around her throat.


 Then he knelt between her legs, and Anna felt her heartbeat speed as she saw him looking down the length of her spreadeagled body.


 “Isabella said you should only use her mouth,” she said a little meekly.


 “Isabella is not here,” he replied without looking up at her.


 Anna licked her lips, embarrassed, yet feeling a heady excitement as she watched Pedro run his hands up the blonde girl’s body and knead her breasts.






 The movement of her body, and the release of the terrible pressure had wakened Emily from her stupor. Still, her mind felt hazy, and numbed by what had happened to her. She recognized the two servants, though had hardly ever spoken to them, particularly the gardener. A part of her felt embarrassment, but her mind was too numb to really care.


 She watched Pedro as his hands moved over her body, and she was aware of Anna looking on. She felt a deeply physical sense of ease and relief from the numbing pain which had surrounded her for so many hours. Her body still ached, of course, and likely would for days. Her tail bone was so sore and bruised that just running a finger across it would make her wince and gasp. And her underarms were so bruised she could hardly bear to move her arms.


 Every time his fingers moved across her swollen nipples she gasped, her body jerking in pain. Yet she felt a strange sense of ease, of languor. She thought the man was about to rape her, and felt a sense of curiosity about that. She had never had a man before, not counting Rodriguez’ assault on her throat.


 She waited, numb, curious, as he spread her legs. Then he bent, and oddly, began to lick at her abdomen. His moist, warm tongue slid softly over her skin, circling and circling as he made his way downward. He had longer hair than Rodriguez, and it spilled across her belly and abdomen as he eased lower still.





























Chapter Six





































 Anna watched with bated breath, heart pounding. Pedro had spread the blonde girl’s shapely legs wide, and now he bent over her, his mouth nearing her groin. Anna fought to keep her hands away from her own groin, for she was becoming helplessly aroused as she watched such lewd behaviour.


 Pedro spread the girl’s legs wider, gripping her bottom in his strong, manly hands, and she watched excitedly as his tongue circled lower and lower.


 She did not see it, but knew it when it made contact with the blonde whore’s aching clitoris, for the puta made a groan, and her back arched, her hips bucking up against him.


 Whore, Anna thought derisively. You are getting what you deserve.


 She watched the girl’s head twist and thrash from side to side. Her hands were bound, but the ropes were loose, not tied off to anything. They rose and pushed feebly against him, then slapped at his shoulders, his powerful shoulders, Anna thought admiringly. They pushed at his head, but Pedro would not be denied.


 His tongue continued to work against her, his fingers digging into her tender buttocks, lifting the blonde whore’s lower body off the floor. Her legs were spread wide, and was it Anna’s suspicion that her hands were not pushing as hard as they could, that Emily’s moans of pain were becoming moans of pleasure? 



 “Puta,” she whispered, jealous, as the girl’s back arched, and her fingers dug into Pedro’s hair.


 There was no denying the blonde girl’s heat now, and Anna’s eyes narrowed in disapproval and indignation. Blondes were all whores! A part of her felt a sense of satisfaction, at the rich gringo being forced into submission by the powerful Hispanic man atop her. Another part felt a sense of indignation, for Pedro should be pleasuring a Hispanic woman, not wasting his obvious talents on a cheap gringo whore!


 Then Pedro straightened, smirking, his hands running up the girl’s body, kneading her breasts. He unzipped, turning his head to smirk at Anna. She glowered back and snorted disdainfully to show she would be neither intimidated nor impressed. She was no silly gringo to run screaming from the sight of a man’s cock.


 She feigned unconcern as he drew his fat manhood free, though she had to lick her lips in admiration at its size.


 Then he pressed it against the blonde whore’s opening and Anna leaned forward eagerly.







 Emily shuddered as the man’s cock pushed into her. It was her first, she thought weakly, and it felt so very, very good.


 Her entire groin throbbed with pain, her tail bone aching, her clitoris swollen and burning. But somehow that hot little hole between the two was able to pulse with eager need, and when she felt the man’s thick, warm cock sliding up into her body she felt a delicious rush of satisfaction and pleasure.


 There was, of course, no cherry to be lost. She had already taken that long since. Still, she felt a heady delight as she was robbed of her virginity, as the handsome Hispanic man thrust himself deep into her centre and then ground himself against her.


 His face looked down at her, teeth gleaming, and she could do nothing but stare back through glassy eyes as she felt his cock pulling back, then thrusting in once again. 



 Emily had pushed a number of objects into her tight little opening over the years, but none had felt so lushly perfect. The man’s cock was simultaneously hard as steel and soft - soft as warm, slick flesh. And it was slick, coated with her juices, his saliva, her sweat. It moved easily, smoothly inside her, despite her tightness.


 “Please,” she whispered, not even knowing what she was asking.


 But she didn’t want him to stop. She knew that. Her eyes rolled and she moaned as he drove himself hard into her aching belly, as he spread her thighs apart and began to plunge himself downward with greater force. She grunted with every impact, with every deep thrust, her body jarred, shaken, her legs jerking in response.


 She knew the girl, the maid, Anna, was looking down. She knew, vaguely, that she was scowling. Whether she scowled with disapproval of what the man was doing or, more likely, at Emily’s whorish response was irrelevant. Her presence both embarrassed and excited her, though she could not have said why.


 “Oh!” she gasped again, as the man began to change the angle of his thrusts. 



 He was driving himself into her very hard, his hips jamming against her inner thighs on each thrust, pressing them painfully down against the floor beneath. Her legs were spread very wide, and each time he withdrew they sprang upwards only to be flattened again by his next powerful thrust.


 “Oh!” she gasped, his cock thrusting left, then right, up, then down, but always burying itself within her slick, hot, squeezing flesh.


 He seized her hair in a rough grip, his fist filled with her rich, golden hair, and yanked her head up and back painfully, then swallowed her cry as his lips crushed hers, his tongue thrusting into her mouth as powerfully, as confidently as his cock was thrusting into her lower orifice.


 “Oh!” she cried, but no one heard.







 Anna licked her lips nervously, but excitedly. She felt like a voyeur, but could neither withdraw - demonstrating her cowardice to Pedro, nor keep from watching as the powerfully built man crushed the fair skinned blonde girl beneath him and drove his cock into her with hard, even cruel strokes.


 She had never really felt resentment towards the blonde girl before, but now she felt herself urging Pedro on.


 Fuck her, she thought cruelly, excitedly. Yes! Yes! Harder! Give it to her filthy bitch! Yes! Like that! Hard! Do you like that, gringo bitch, she thought viciously. Do you see what a Hispanic man can do!?


 She was unconsciously squeezing her thighs together as she watched, her pussy throbbing with excitement. A part of her wanted to be down there on her back, with Pedro above her, slamming his cock into her like he was the blonde girl. Another part of her, weirdly, wanted to be Pedro, giving the gringo just what she deserved, showing her the mastery of a Hispanic male, making her whine and gasp in helpless pleasure as she was mounted and used like a cheap whore.


 And then he pulled out, his cock glistening and rose on his knees. He crawled forward, straddling the moaning girl’s lithe body, moving upwards until her head was framed by his thighs and he was almost sitting on her upper chest. He gripped her hair in both hands, lifting her head up.


 Anna watched the girl’s hands twitching and twisting feebly, but Pedro’s knees were pressed down against her wrists, pinning them to the floor. No, she could do little to resist as he lifted her head up and thrust his gleaming cock into her moaning mouth. Then, holding her there, he drove himself slowly through her trembling lips, inch after inch, until she choked and gagged and then only made wet, slurping sounds as he forced the last few inches into her mouth and jammed her face into his groin.


 Anna swallowed a gasp, eyes wide. She watched the girl’s legs twist and flail weakly, her hips turning and twisting from side to side. But she could not dislodge Pedro’s weight, and he held her nose jammed against his groin for long, long seconds before starting to thrust.


 His thrusts were not the long ones he had earlier used, but very short, very rapid strokes that again produced the wet, gurgling, choking sounds as he thrust back his head and then tightened his grip on the blonde hair. With a sudden lunge he buried himself in her mouth again, leaning forward now, letting her head fall back to the floor, coming down atop her face, cock buried in her throat as he let out a long, low groan of release.


 Anna imagined him spewing his seed down into the blonde puta’s mouth and throat and felt a wave of satisfaction. 








 “Now the important thing is not to panic,” the detective said.


 “That’s easy for you to say, Lieutenant,” Mrs. Harper exclaimed. “It isn’t your daughter in the hands of these - these terrorists!”


 “Well, they’re not terrorists, Mrs. Harper,” he said. “Just greedy and possibly ruthless. We need to - .”


 “We need to get my daughter back! God only knows what these people will do to her!”


 Lieutenant Sanders sighed inwardly. He’d only met the woman twenty minutes earlier and already he was tired of her dramatics. 



 The odd thing was that her desperate concern for her daughter’s safety seemed to be something she could turn on and off in the blink of an eye. One moment she was wailing about what her poor, virginal daughter might be suffering at the hands of these no-doubt foreign kidnappers. The next she was berating a maid for not properly cleaning the glass of wine she brought in.


 Of course, people reacted to stress and fear in a number of different ways, but Sanders was getting the feeling this woman was as concerned about appearances as her daughter’s safety. She was trying, he thought, to appear to be as distraught and concerned as she thought she was supposed to be.


 But Sanders had spent a lifetime reading people and the way she kept getting distracted was telling. She was also determined not to cancel an upcoming party, which was pretty damned odd in a desperately worried mother. Half the time he needed to talk to her she was on the phone with various participants, guests, caterers, florists and suppliers to make sure everything went perfectly.


 The sister was even stranger. She kept asking him if he thought Emily would be hurt, would be “abused”. She used that term with a strange wide-eyed fascination that made him wonder if the thought excited her in some perverse way.


 “What are they doing there! Excuse me! What are you doing there!?” Mrs. Harper demanded as she strode towards Sanders men in the corner of the room.


 “They’re going to set up a some equipment so we can trace and record any phone calls from the kidnappers,” Sanders said, trying to intercept her.


 “Surely you can do that somewhere else! The caterers will arrive in an hour and they need to start setting up there!”


 Sanders gave her a look of disbelief and Mrs. Harper immediately looked abashed. “That is, the kidnappers insisted we not tell anyone. That’s why the party has to continue. You have to go somewhere less... less visible.”


 “Well, do you have a basement?”


 “Of course we do. You there, uhm, Anna, please show these gentlemen to the basement so they can set up their, er, equipment,” she said.


 Sanders exchanged a look with another detective and made a face. Soon the FBI would show up to handle things anyway. They always did on high profile kidnappings.






 One flight up, his partner, Sergeant Brenda McVeigh sifted through the belongings in the victim’s bedroom. It was a chaste bedroom filled with clothes out of the fifties that made her roll her eyes. The occupant apparently lived a pretty dull life. There were no party dresses, no high heels, no slinky lingerie, no hints of a romantic life at all.


 She made a face. Religious people made her teeth ache. They were all so content on pleasing the Lord so they could enjoy the hoped-for afterlife they never bothered to live the life they had.


 Mcveigh was a tall, sleek redhead whose coppery hair curved in beneath her chin in a loose pageboy. She wore a dark, tailored suit, the jacket loose enough to let her move freely, but cinched in around the waist to show her curves. She had been a cop for ten years, and have seen enough during that time that she was rarely surprised by anything people did.


 She picked up a pair of panties by one finger and examined them. They looked, if anything, more conservative than what her mother wore, and she was in her fifties. This girl was still a teenager. That she’d wear such - crap - she thought, dropping them, indicated either a severe dedication to the Lord, or very strict parents who still managed to control her, despite her being an adult.


 She shuddered. She’d have gotten out of a place like this the instant she could. It looked like a cell, a nun’s cell, with a big cross over the bed, and framed pictures of Jesus and Mary. She opened the closet and squatted, sifting through the contents of several boxes.


 She opened a box marked “Emergency supplies”. Inside were various medicines, bandages, ropes, batteries and candles, a flashlight, and other articles. She wasn’t sure what raised her doubt, and kept looking at it all for a long minute before understanding. Everything looked new and clean and untouched. Everything but the rope.


 She picked it out and looked at it. It was neatly bundled, but it had obviously been unfurled and used a number of times. It didn’t have the tightly coiled look of new rope. It was also, she thought, as she ran her fingers along it, the wrong kind of rope to be included with a survival kit.


 She was no expert on rope, but this certainly wasn’t nylon, or any of the other kinds she had experience with. It was the softest rope she’d ever felt. It slid through her fingers like silk.


 Interesting.


 She cut off a foot, coiled it, and dropped it into her jacket pocket, then closed the box and looked through another. She paused, seeing something in the corner. She lifted up the box there, and reached behind to find a black video tape. That was interesting, too. It was not labelled, and someone had gone to some length to hide it.


 She stood up and looked back to the cabinet she’d seen by the bed. There was a TV and VCR/DVD combination there. She fed it the tape and turned on the TV. She could hear the hubbub of voices downstairs as she watched the screen go blank, then snowy. Then her eyes widened as she saw what popped up.


 “Well, well,” she said softly.


 It was indisputably the “victim”, if in fact there was a victim here. She had seen enough pictures of the meek young girl, eyes usually downcast, wearing her old-fashioned dresses.


 She wasn’t wearing them in the video. She was nude, sprawled back on her bed, legs spread, sex shaven, plunging a vibrator into herself as she moaned and writhed and arched her back. 



 That a woman would masturbate in front of her webcam or video cam was no surprise to Brenda. She’d done it herself, after all. That the allegedly super chaste and religious young Emily would do it was only mildly more surprising. There were always layers to people that few others saw.


 She fast forwarded, stopping as the girl rolled onto her belly and raised her bottom to the camera - a very nice bottom - Brenda couldn’t help notice with some envy. The dildo protruded from her pussy, and she reached between her legs, rubbing her clit as she pumped it in and out.


 But what really caught her eye was the slight fuzziness of the image, a fuzziness that lasted only a few seconds before sharpening up.


 Someone had operated the camera.


 Now that was certainly interesting.







 Above her head was the attic. Almost directly above was the small, quiet room where Emily hung, or rather, was bound, upside down, to one of the thick wooden pillars which went up to the ceiling.


 The rope around her body was not the soft rope she had played her bondage games with. It was coarse and hard and rough against her skin. Pedro had encircled her breasts with it and squeezed them so that they were fat and taut, and throbbed with every heartbeat. 



 He had bound her ankles up high, so that her head hung a foot and a half or so off the floor. The rope also looped around her her legs both above and below the knees, squeezing them in tight against the rough old wood. Her back was flat against the front of the post, her arms drawn up along the sides and bound at wrists, elbows and shoulders. 



 Pedro had pushed a shiny metal thing into her pussy after hanging her in place. It was not much bigger than a D-cell battery, but it was attached to a wire. He pushed it inside her, then thrust it deep with his fingers. The wire led off to the side, and though she had no idea what it was for she soon began to feel odd little vibrations from inside of her. Not just vibrations either, but sharp little shocks, like static electricity. But inside her pussy!


 She wore the ball gag, and more, for Pedro had wrapped layers of rope around her head, over her eyes, binding it tightly to the post. Several layers circled her throat, as well, so that there was constant pressure there, and she had to work to breath.


 As what he called finishing touches, he had bound the big toes of her feet tightly together, then tied cords to her little toes, leading the cord off to the side so that they ached. He had then tied a long, thick vibrator to her thigh so it was just barely touching her groin, and finally, he had attached two round metal balls by clips to her already swollen nipples.


 Then he and Anna, the maid, had left.


 Hours ago.


 At first she had been almost comfortable in her bondage. The ropes had not been too tight, and as there were so many of them binding her to the post no single one pressed too heavily against her soft skin. 



 Her head had started to ache, though, and fairly quickly. It had throbbed powerfully for about half an hour, then eased off. Apparently her body got used to being upside down. She could even rest somewhat comfortably, except for her aching nipples, and that persistent buzzing between her legs.


 A persistent buzzing which, which nothing else to occupy her mind or body, began to assume a greater and greater importance. Over time she felt her body writhing against the ropes, and a sense of gathering excitement spilled down her veins. She was so tightly bound, after all, and so creatively done!


 She was a helpless prisoner! A naked sex slave kept by an evil, swarthy Spanish man who had raped her! And who would rape her again, she thought with anxious anticipation.


 She was ashamed of herself for responding to him, especially with the girl Anna looking on. But she could not hide, not even from herself, how exultant she had felt to have a real cock inside her, nor how delicious it had felt against the inside of her pink tunnel. 



 A part of her worried about how long she had been gone, about what her parents would say, about what they would think. But that was a small part, easily pushed aside by the excitement. She knew she wasn’t thinking clearly, of course, but wasn’t thinking clearly enough to really care.


 The first orgasm arrived like a long, slowly building wave, and thundered through her body so that she trembled and shook there in her bondage, straining against the ropes digging into her soft flesh, moaning and crying out into the ball gag stuffed into her mouth.


 The second orgasm built up more quickly, and she had remembered that when the rope tightened around her throat during an orgasm it seemed to somehow increase its strength. So when the second orgasm swept through her she pulled against those ropes, choking herself, making her eyes throb and feel as though they were bugging out of her head.


 She collapsed against the rope afterward, coughing and gasping for breath, moaning into the ball-gag, eyes slitted. 



 For long minutes she hung steady, the hard wood pressed solidly against her back, along her spine, against her arms as they lay bound so tightly up along its sides, against her sweating legs and buttocks. She had a strange sense of weightlessness. 



 The next orgasm was long in building, but shattered her, her body writhing and twisting and shaking in its ropes, her body torn by convulsions, leaving her exhausted.


 She had not slept in - in how long? She had no idea. She hung weightless, her body aching, moaning softly into the gag, the world around her hazy and somewhat timeless. A low sexual hum ran through her body, but did not rise to once again consume her. 



 Hours passed. She had no idea how long. Her mind was half conscious. Sweat trickled down her body for a long time, then stopped as the heat rose to dehydrate her.


 Finally, Rodriguez arrived. He did not speak, and seemed in a hurry. She moaned through the gag, rolling her tired eyes at him as he untied her and eased her down to the floor. But he was merely changing her position, not freeing her. He quickly placed her on her belly on the floor, and, as the returning blood made her head swim and ache, dragged her back towards the post. 



 He worked a thick, fat, heavy dildo into her pussy, then dragged her back further, until the base was pressed against the post. He then lifted her legs up and bound her feet up and back, binding them to the either side of the post above her buttocks. He pulled her arms up and back and wrapped her wrists with loops of rope, then pulled them back, raising her upper torso off the floor.


 Her hair was quickly coiled into a thick, unruly tail, and bound in cord, then tied up and back against the post to keep her head up. 



 And she was left as she was, still dazed, dehydrated and overheated. But the movement had wakened her mind considerably, and she moaned into the gag, staring across the rough, dirty floor at the window high up on the far wall. She felt the pressure inside her of the thick, long dildo, and felt the pressure of the post against the dildo.


 It ached in a peculiarly pleasant way.


 Her scalp ached, as well, but not terribly so. She again felt a strange sense of weightlessness as her upper body was held back by the heavy rope. 



 She moaned weakly. Such wicked, nasty games she was playing!






 Isabella smiled at the FBI man, sitting reading a magazine by the table. These men made her nervous, made them all nervous, but it was very unlikely they would ever think the long-time servants were involved. And if they were, well, they would learn nothing unless someone spoke. They would never find the upper attic. Isabella herself had found it only by accident, and there was no reason for them to search, or even go up there.


 Unless she gave them one.


 So she was very careful about any of them going to the girl, about them disappearing for long periods, or being seen to be going where they should not. That left the girl alone for hours in the hot attic, but there was nothing to be done for that.


 At last she and Rodriguez were able to get away without suspicion, for at her careful suggestion Mr. Harper had asked her to check the attic for a spare cot which the FBI men might use to sleep on in the side cupboard. 



 Rodriguez carried a case of water up into the upper attic while she watched the door, then he returned and let him watch the attic door, while she went up into the upper attic.


 The girl was tied tightly, and she shook her head at Rodriguez cleverness with ropes. Yes, it was perverse, but the girl was perverse, and she supposed the blonde whore would take some enjoyment over this sort of thing. It would no-doubt make her easier to manage.


 She took two of the plastic bottles from the case and squatted next to the girl.


 “Hello, puta,” she whispered. “Are you enjoying yourself?”


 The blonde whore’s eyes rolled weakly up at her, and Isabella ran her hand along her skin, shaking her head at how dry it felt. She opened one of the bottles, and then removed the gag from the girl’s mouth. When she thrust the bottle into its place the girl sucked wildly, much like a hungry baby, and Isabella smiled gently, stroking her forehead as she let the water gurgle down her throat.


 She opened the second bottle and poured it slowly over the girl’s face and head, then down along her arched back, wetting her down thoroughly. The girl finished the first bottle completely, and Isabella opened a third, letting her continue to drink.


 “We will try to see you more often, puta,” she said in a low voice.


 Perhaps Rodriguez, so clever with ropes, could work something out that the girl could drink, she mused. He was a perverse man, but useful.


 She got to her feet and retreated to the trap door, listened carefully, then opened it a crack and peered underneath. Rodriguez nodded to her, and she climbed down.


 “I will change her bindings now,” Rodriguez said. “Watch the door.”


 Isabella nodded quietly. She knew he would do more than change the girl’s bindings. She knew he would molest her. But that did not concern her. She was aware from Anna that Pedro had used the blonde whore already, but Isabella certainly did not blame him for that. It was to be expected that a strong man would make use of such a pretty and available whore. And she expected Rodriguez to do the same.


 But it wasn’t like that would hurt the girl. Clearly she had been craving such treatment, longing for it, for some time. She watched him disappear through the trap door with something approaching fond tolerance. It would be good for Rodriguez too, for strong men needed to demonstrate their masculinity, and the girl, despite her whore nature, had a clean body which would not taint him.






 Rodriguez knelt before the girl, whose eyes rolled weakly up at him. He reached behind her head and undid the gag, pulling it free, then almost immediately thrust his cock through her open, gasping mouth and drove it down her throat. She was at almost the perfect height, her head held tightly in place as he used her mouth and throat quite casually.


 Her upper torso was raised enough to give him access to her breasts, and he fondled and kneaded them roughly as his hips worked in and out. The girl gurgled and gagged and choked on his cock, and the sensations of her spasming throat were quite pleasant as he pumped in and out.


 He wanted more, however, and time was valuable.


 He pulled his stiff cock out of the whore’s mouth and quickly attended to the ropes. He soon had her away from the post, and dragged her a little forward to lay beneath an overhanging hook. He pulled her weak, quivering arms up behind her back, up behind her neck, and bound them tightly, then forced her elbows back and lashed them in layers of rope.


 Ropes went around her soft breasts, then around her torso, and her ankles were raised up and back, then bound to her thighs just below her buttocks. He reached up for the counter rope and pulled. The ropes tightened around her breasts, and then around her torso, lifting her upper body off the floor and holding it in place, on her knees.


 He had kept the rope around her hair, and led that back, as well, forcing her head to remain steady, face forward. Then he moved behind her and ran his hand gently, almost reverently over the soft, smooth flesh of her sex. He let his fingers trace the line of her slit, then push inside. He rubbed at her sex lips and spread them wide, then let his finger caress her clitoris.


 “When we are done, puta, we will take you to Tijuana and sell you to a bordello,” he whispered.


 And then he pressed the head of his stiff cock against her opening and slowly sank into her waiting body, feeling a surge of pride and excitement at the tactile pleasure of her silken flesh enveloping his sensitive cock.


 Filthy Anglos! Oh how he loved to use this rich, blonde slut! He slapped at her bottom, exulting in her gasp of pain, and slapped at her breasts as they dangled below her.


 “Puta!” he hissed as she let out a soft, gasping cry of pain.


 He found the gag and yanked on her hair, then stuffed it back into her mouth. Then he began to ride her hard, his hips slamming into her buttocks, jerking her body back and forth on her knees, swinging her on the ropes> He slapped at her breasts from the sides, continually, making them shake and swing and wobble as she cried out in pain.


 This bitch needed to be trained to the whip, he thought excitedly. He only needed the time to be alone with her without raising suspicion from the gringo police.


 In the meantime, he used her roughly, ramming his cock into her, slapping and clawing at her soft breasts, calling her names as he used her, as he dominated the rich gringo whore.


 It finished all too quickly. He needed time with her. He snapped the pair of weighted balls to her nipples, thrust a vibrator into her pussy, then added a third weight, clipped to her clitoris. She made a lot of noise with that one, the little whore! But he only laughed at her as he withdrew, leaving her in place.























Chapter Seven









































 It had been a frustrating few days for Brenda McVeigh. She had tried very hard to find the secret boyfriend the missing girl had been involved with. She had interviewed her parents and sister, the servants, and others who knew the girl socially. All seemed mystified by the very idea she might have a boyfriend. No one had seen her with anyone, nor had she confessed or hinted at any involvement to her few friends.


 Yet she knew there was someone. So that meant that whoever had operated that camera must be someone close to the girl, close enough that no one would remark on seeing them together, perhaps someone who spent a lot of time at the house; a servant, friend of the family, or even a family member.


 Her first suspicions fell on the male servants. In particular, Pedro Martinez and Pascal Rodriguez. Both were handsome men with sturdy bodies; easily capable of catching the eye of an innocent young girl looking for a little wildness.


 Of course, since the FBI had taken over they were in charge of all investigations, and they were an arrogant bunch with little interest in what some local cop thought, especially a woman. 



 It didn’t help that she hadn’t told them about the video, of course. 



 Partly, it was out of the natural distrust local police had for the FBI. Partly it was out of reaction to their arrogance. And partly it was out of female sympathy with the girl. She didn’t want the FBI guys, notoriously snotty and puritan, and all male, to be staring at this young girl in her most intimate moment, and no doubt getting turned-on by the sight while at the same time sneeringly dismissing her as a cheap whore.


 She knew how these guys thought, after all.


 The video was only important to an investigation if it turned out whoever had taken it was involved in her disappearance. And Brenda could find that out herself without involving the FBI.


 There was something about Rodriguez, something cocky and smug, and he was filled with male arrogance at the same time. He flirted outrageously with her even as she interviewed him, and it was the kind of flirtation which was so arrogant, so full of confidence, that she wanted to deliver a swift knee to the groin.


 Yes, he was handsome, in a swarthy, Spanish sort of way, but did he really think an intelligent, experienced woman would fall at his feet with those kinds of ridiculous lines?


 He had no record that she could find, but had been driving for the Harpers for only a short time. Prior to that he’d driven a bread delivery truck, and before that he’d been a farm worker. He hadn’t been in the country long, and lacked polish, so she doubted he came from any kind of middle class background.


 Carrying on a surveillance of him without alerting the FBI wasn’t easy. But she managed to put a bug on the limo, and on his car. That let her stay a block away, and only move when he left the house. She already knew his hours, of course, and knew where he lived. She had interviewed his friends and neighbours as part of the initial investigation, so had a fairly good idea of his comings and goings.


 When the transponder showed his car leaving the house one afternoon she started her car and went after him. She soon picked him up and stayed several car lengths back as he headed out of the ritzy neighbourhood where he worked, and down into the city.


 Then he turned into a strip mall along the highway and parked in front of a post office outlet. She stayed in the car, and watched as he passed in front of it, her eyebrows raising as he instead went into a sex shop a few stores down. She didn’t dare go inside, since he knew her face, and waited for fifteen minutes until he came out clutching a large bag.


 Interesting. There was nothing all that strange about someone going to a sex shop. There was something odd about a lower class Hispanic chauffeur going to one on his way home from work. Rodriguez had virtually no money. His car was a clattering, barely running piece of junk held together with duct tape. People of his class didn’t waste the kind of money that a sex shop required.


 So what had he bought?


 She let him drive off, then went into the shop herself. It was not a grotty, dirty place, but a shining mall store with gleaming glass and chrome counters and stacks of plastic and leather items. The woman behind the counter was quite respectable, and more than willing to point out to Brenda what her last customer had purchased.


 Brenda hurried back into the car, feeling excited. Was a guy like Rodriguez into bondage and sadomasochism, which, quite incidentally, had always interested her, or did he buy the whips and crops to punish the young blonde girl he had kidnapped?


 She started the engine and studied the receiver as she prepared to follow him either to his home or wherever else he was going. She was surprised to find his car headed back to the Harper home. She went after him, considering. Why would he buy a pair of flogs and a riding crop, total cost eighty-two dollars and fifteen cents, and then go back to the Harper house with them?


 Was he running an errand for the Harpers? That seemed awfully unlikely.


 It made no damned sense!







 What a strange place for a wagon wheel, was Emily’s dazed thought as Rodriguez bent her back across it.


 In truth, the thick, round, wooden wheel with the high rimmed sides had been what the thick telephone wire had been wrapped around when the line men had first ran the phone lines into the house in nineteen fifty two. How it had come to be there in the top attic was beyond anyone’s knowledge.


 But it was just wide enough for her to be bent back across, and when Rodriguez tied her wrists down and under to her ankles, which he also pulled down and forward, she was effectively helpless and at his mercy, her body arched back, legs spread vulnerably


 “Puta, you will learn your place now,” Rodriguez whispered.


 Emily was arched back across the big wheel, her head hanging upside down. She couldn’t even see him as she bit weakly into the ball-gag in her mouth.


 Rodriguez first used the thin crop he had earlier given to Isabella. He used it in a teasing, stinging way, first on the girl’s nipples, which were already swollen and sensitized from the clips he’d had biting into them for hours. 



 He then used the thin, light body of the crop to strike at her breasts, so beautifully positioned, the skin taut across them as her body arched down across the wheel. He punished her beautiful breasts, but not heavily. He had thrust the vibrator inside her, and wanted her to feel the pleasure of his pain.


 “We will train you as our dog, little puta,” he said jeeringly. “You will spread your legs for any man who wants you, and gladly!”


 The crop struck her breasts with stinging force, so that Emily jerked and shook and cried out weakly. The crop bit into her belly and abdomen, then the little slapper on the end teased her clitoris with sharp little blows that made her hips buck up involuntarily.


 She hadn’t slept in three days, and had barely had anything to eat. Her body had once been slightly overweight, but was now lean and slender. Her skin stung and burned as the crop struck down, and she gasped and moaned into the gag in helpless response.


 And yet, despite the pain, she was aroused, excited, her body throbbing in response to her exciting bondage and the persuasive purr of the vibrator.


 She groaned and shook her head as Rodriguez worked the vibrator in and out, then played it across her clitoris. The clip he had placed there had been agonizing at first, and even worse when he’d pulled it off. But after that her clit was so swollen and sensitive that the merest touch made her gasp and hiss.


 And then Rodriguez was inside her, thrusting deep and hard, the wheel rocking to and fro as he used her, and Emily’s mind swam with wonder and pain, pleasure and excitement.







 The plan was a simple one. Isabella knew the FBI would be monitoring the drop. But they were not an imaginative lot, and she need only make it impossible for them to follow whomever picked up the money. They would have their high tech toys, and she would have good old fashioned Latino brains.


 They would be expecting someone to meet Mr. Harper, and then to follow that someone to where the girl was being held. They would follow no one. For they would not be prepared for the direction Pedro would go.


 At the appointed place, Mr. Harper, carrying a briefcase full of hundred dollar bills, and looking most self-conscious, answered the payphone and was directed to a tree not far away. There he found a cell phone. The cell phone told him to drive down a nearby street and into a dead end.


 There he got out of the car and walked over to a cistern which led into the sewer below. The top had been pried up, and he was told to simply drop the briefcase there. Which, of course, he did.


 The FBI was monitoring, of course, but nowhere among their preparations had been a map of the local sewer lines and where they led. Pedro, wearing a wet suit, quickly dumped the contents of the briefcase into a plastic bag, leaving the briefcase and its transmitter behind, then hurried up along the sewer line he had carefully scouted days earlier.


 The FBI fanned out along nearby streets, but Pedro soon found a dry sewer line and hurried along it for block after block, then emerged in a dry gully which held the runoff from distant hill when it rained. He got into a small panel truck and drove away, leaving the FBI behind in their confusion.






 Night was falling. Brenda studied the house with her binoculars. There was no sign of the FBI men within, but that didn’t surprise her. What surprised her was that there was no sign of Rodriguez, who presumably should have been in the garage attending to one of the Harper’s cars, or on his way home.


 She trained the binoculars on the side of the house, pondering. Was it possible Rodriguez actually had the girl inside? But where? It was an old house, of course. Perhaps it had a hidden basement. They had not really looked through it as perhaps they should have, knowing the FBI would be taking over the case anyway.


 Besides, who kidnapped someone and kept them in the same house?


 Then she saw the light, high up, near the peak of the ceiling. She remembered the attic, for she had looked idly through it only days earlier. That was not one of the windows she remembered. In fact, as she ran her binoculars up and down, she saw the window to the attic. So where was that light coming from? Another, higher attic? That made no sense.


 But it was there. And her suspicions hardened. 



 She had no difficulty getting into the house. Who bothered to lock all the doors with a house full of cops? But there seemed to be only two agents, both of them in the dining room paying close attention to their radio. Brenda avoided them easily as she went up the stairs.


 She made her way up to the attic, keeping the light off, and trained her flashlight up at the roof. She would not have noticed before, with the light on, and the light off above, but now she saw faint lines of light coming through the ceiling. There was another room up there!


 And she heard creaking from the floor as someone moved around.


 She kept her light shielded, moving around the attic, looking for a way up. It didn’t take long to find. Someone had moved aside empty boxes, and there, against the wall, was a ladder. She drew her gun and climbed slowly. When she reached the top she eased the trap door open just enough to look inside.


 And there was a girl there, bent back across a wheel of some sort, naked and tied, Rodriguez thrusting madly into her.


 The balls of the man! To kidnap her and keep her right here in the house!


 Or had he kidnapped her for real? Perhaps this was nothing but a lovers game as they tried to get money off her parents. She’d seen such things before.


 Not that it mattered. If that was the case she’d arrest the girl too.


 She pushed the trap door up and rose. Neither of the two noticed her. She stepped out, gun trained.


 “Police! Freeze!” she shouted.


 That got their notice, all right, but she only had a moment to enjoy the sight of Rodriguez’ startled stare before something hit her hard on the back of the head. Stunned, she collapsed, her gun spilling across the floor.







 Rodriguez quickly grabbed at the gun, but Isabella shouted at him.


 “The girl, fool, never mind the pistole!”


 He laid it down and grabbed at the dazed girl, roughly rolling her on her belly and yanking her wrists up together behind her back.


 “She saw me!” he snarled.


 “If you hadn’t insisted on pleasuring yourself with that little whore instead of simply - .”


 “She saw me!” he snarled again, glaring up at her.


 “Yes.”


 The redheaded woman moaned, and he gripped her hair and yanked it back savagely.


 “She must die!” he said.


 Isabella quietly picked up the gun. “Nobody dies. I said that at the beginning.”


 “It might be you were right that this whore would not dare to speak of what happened to her, Isabella, but this is different! She is policia!”


 He held up her badge angrily.


 “No one dies,” she said calmly.


 “I will decide! It is my life at risk!”


 “No one dies, unless it is you,” Isabella said, raising the gun.


 Rodriguez glared at her angrily and Isabella shrugged, then looked down at the redheaded policewoman. “Strip her,” she said, knowing that, at least, would distract Rodriguez.


 She didn’t want to have to shoot him, after all.


 His eyes narrowed, but the open permission was too good to ignore. The woman policia had aroused him the first time he’d seen her. Now he had her at his mercy. He tore at her clothes, pulling free her jacket and holster, then her blouse and trousers. By the time she started to get her eyes focused and tried to resist she was down to her lingerie.


 A sharp punch to the chin dazed her further, and he rolled her over and tore off her thong and bra, then licked his lips appreciatively as he ran his hands over her nude body.


 “Tie her,” Isabella said. “And blind her.”






 It was hard focusing her mind. Her head ached and throbbed. Brenda groaned, her mouth filled with - something. Something pulled painfully at her wrists, forcing her rubbery legs to try to lift her, to support her.


 She moaned at the pain as something dug into her wrists, gasped weakly as she was lifted right off her feet to dangle helplessly in mid-air. She couldn’t see, and her toes pawed feebly for the floor to no avail. Then something caught at her ankles and spread them apart, and her returning awareness knew that she was being tied somehow.


 It wasn’t the first time, after all. She was almost thirty, and bondage was a game she’d often played. But she’d never been hung fully from her wrists, and she moaned in pain as the rope, thick as it was, dug into her tender flesh.


 She was helpless, and naked, and felt herself beginning to quiver in fear.


 She cursed her own stupidity, her mind starting to flutter with wild, desperate thoughts of how to escape.


 “Ju will wish you had never come here, little police girl,” she heard Rodriguez say as his hands groped and fondled her bare breasts.


 She flushed red with fear and humiliation as his hands roamed her body freely, stroking and caressing her familiarly. He chuckled low, his breath in her ear.


 “Puta,” he whispered.


 Then he moved away, and she hung in place.


 It was exhausting. Her wrists burned, her hands going numb, her shoulders and arms aching, even her ribs aching. She moaned into the gag, but she was tightly held, and could do nothing. From time to time she heard movement, but no one spoke loud enough for her to hear, and Rodriguez did not touch her.


 She could feel the sweat trickling slowly down between her breasts, down her belly and hips and between her buttocks. How humiliating! Even if she was rescued she would never live this down!


 Yet as more time passed her fear of humiliation passed away as she became more and more exhausted, and the ache of her body became more pronounced.


 It is not possible to simply hang by the wrists. Oddly, she knew this from her casual reading in bondage. Hanging freely by the wrists produced enormous tension in the muscles of her arms, shoulders and chest wall as gravity dragged her body down. Her ribs were drawn up and squeezed tight, and so she was unable to exhale.


 She was forced to use the muscles in her arms to draw herself up, just a little, in order to breath - every - single - time. 



 In the hot attic, her body was soon sheeted in perspiration, and he was gasping weakly into the gag stuffed into her mouth.


 And then the first blow came, a sharp wicked blow from a flog which cut across her back with no warning. Lines of fire cut into her bare back and she screamed and arched in agony, her body shaking and twisting as the pain flared wildly within her. Another blow struck, with only a little less shock, and again her body was bowed out as she screamed, her head thrashing at the biting pain.


 Another and another, a dozen blows, then two dozen as her back burned and the pain clawed at her mind. 



 “Puta,” she heard whispered in her ear.


 Then a harsh hand pulled back on her hair, now tangled and sweat dampened, pulled back so sharply her head was almost upside down, her back arched.


 The next blow came from a riding crop, or something else thin and stiff - across her taut breasts. Again she screamed into the gag, thrashing and shaking as tears of rage and pain filled her eyes behind the gag.


 The blows rained down upon her aching, burning breasts, then trailed down her chest and belly.


 “Puta,” she heard.


 Her hair was released, and she felt something at her bottom, something familiar, warm, moist. It was his cock, she knew, and sagged with relief as he pushed into her. For she welcomed the sodomy as relief from the beating.


 She’d always been excited by bondage, but her experience with pain had never gotten past spankings, and now she sobbed and shook and trembled as her body burned from the cruel blows.


 She welcomed Rodriguez’ cock as he worked it up into her rectum, gasping dazedly, exhausted, moaning at the pain.


 His hands cupped and kneaded her breasts as he began to thrust up into her back hole, and then she felt something else, a small pink tongue licking at her pussy, trailing up and down the line of her bare sex, then moist lips against her clitoris.


 His partner, she wondered weakly. But no, it felt definitely feminine - and - inexperienced, she thought. Then she knew it was the girl, the pretty little blonde. She was kneeling between Brenda’s legs, being forced to perform oral sex on her.


 And she welcomed this too. 



 The pain had been shocking. Her body and mind were still stunned by it, by the intensity of the sharp, biting blows and her complete helplessness to resist them or ward them off. Hanging from the wrists was exhausting enough. Already she had been finding it hard to breath. The stress and trauma of the beating had only made that worse.


 Now she felt light-headed as the hard, stiff cock began to thrust hard up into her anus. And the soft tongue licking at her clitoris was a warm beacon of pleasure amid the cruel pain tearing at her mind.


 Of course, she tried to resist it. And did for a time. But the sensations were too pleasant to her traumatized body, and the orgasm came, despite her, an orgasm that made her back arch and her muscles contract in pleasure, which had her head thrown back as she gasped and panted in wild, trembling heat.


 And it was only the first.




















Chapter Eight































 “Where are you going?” her mother demanded.


 “Just upstairs, mother,” Emily said diffidently.


 “Don’t go outside without telling me,” her mother said, scowling. “You’ve already cost us more than enough money this month!”


 “Yes, mother,” she replied, eyes downcast.


 It had been a month since her “kidnapping”. The FBI had questioned her extensively, but she had told them she had been blindfolded the entire time, had seen no one, and had no idea who it had been.


 There was nothing else she could say.


 Isabella had shown her the videos they had taken of her in the attic, videos of her violent orgasms as Rodriguez and Pedro had used her, of her face jammed against their groins, their cocks stuffed into her mouth, her pussy, her bottom. She had been forced to listen to her own voice crying out in pleasure, begging to be used, using obscene language to beg them to rape her.


 She had watched herself masturbating, had watched herself begging to be fucked, using the words “daddy”, a lot. “Please fuck me, daddy!” she had begged the camera, her bottom thrust up at it, legs spread wide. “I need your cock inside me, daddy!”


 She shuddered at the thought of her parents seeing such things, or even hearing of them. Nobody could see those tapes!


 It had been some time before she had even realized that one of the women up in the high attic was not one of her captors. She had been blindfolded most of the time as her mouth had pleased the woman, or the woman had pleased her. She had no idea who she was. She hadn’t heard of anyone else going missing.


 At first she’d thought the woman was another “kidnap victim” but no one would tell her. And in truth, her plight aroused Emily. She was excited by the painful positions Rodriguez tied the girl, and the way he fucked her so hard and deep. Nor could she miss the orgasms which shook the redheaded woman.


 She did not really have to be persuaded to take part, to lick the woman’s shaven sex and suck on her stiff nipples, or to ride her face and feel the woman’s soft pink tongue thrust up between the lips of her sex.


 And then, one day, the woman had simply disappeared. No one would tell her where. Isabella said she had gone away, and thereafter whenever Emily mentioned her she was bent over and spanked or strapped soundly. She soon stopped asking.


 She was used sexually by Isabella, but more often by Pedro and Rodriguez, used roughly, and often tied during the act. But this cruel use only excited her. It was the high point of her dull life. 



 She didn’t know why, having extorted so much money from her parents, the servants stayed where they were. She did not know of the threats Isabella had made to them, or how she had hidden away the money. They waited, not wanting to leave for fear of arousing suspicion, not until the Harpers finally fired them all, and they were then free to go their own ways and split up the money.


 She climbed the stairs to the second floor, checking her watch, just a bit nervously, then went up into the attic and crossed it to the far end, where the ladder was. She pushed aside the empty boxes there and then climbed the ladder and pushed open the trap door to climb through.


 Inside, heart pounding, she stripped. She placed the leather restraints around her wrists, closing them with their velcro fasteners. She slowly worked the thick ball gag into her mouth, and buckled the strap behind her head.


 She then stepped on the low plastic stool and reached up and out. There were round rings in both of the restraints, and the iron bar which hung above her had hooks waiting to receive them. Standing on the balls of her feet she placed the two rings over the hooks, and then, very carefully, using as much force as she could, she thrust the stool sideways, giving it a final kick with the ball of her left foot as it tumbled out of the way.


 “Ungh!”


 She dropped heavily onto her wrists, but the restraints were padded, and she was getting used to this. She gasped heavily as her wrists took her weight, as her body hung freely below her, feet dangling just above the floor.


 A sense of growing arousal had been with her since she had entered the attic. It grew heavier now, spreading through her body until her skin felt hot, her pussy throbbing. She squeezed her thighs together and moaned to herself, her head coming back, then falling forward, her mind filled with fantasies and memories, waiting, waiting.


 They told her when to be here, but never when they would be here, or even who. She waited, the strain on her arms and shoulders growing, her breathing becoming more tiring, sweat beading her forehead and back, and spreading, beginning to slowly trickle down her pale skin.


 She rubbed her thighs together, panting weakly, her body thrumming with sexual heat now, trembling with anticipation.


 And then she heard the creak on the ladder, and the trap door pushed up. It was - it was - Pedro! She felt a surge of delight and moaned as he climbed casually through and closed the door behind him.


 “Are you waiting for me, puta?” he asked, as he crossed the floor to her


 “Yes,” she moaned into the gag.


 He slapped her bottom and she gasped in pain. He smiled and took out the thin belt he wore around his waist, doubled it, and then licked his lips. Emily moaned anxiously, then cried out as the belt cracked across her buttocks. She was flung forward, her legs kicking and flailing out before falling down once more. Her body swung back and the belt cracked against her bottom a second time.


 Again she squealed in pain, the sharp, bite of the belt sending a shockwave up through her body.


 “Puta,” he said with a low, mocking growl.


 The belt cracked across her bottom once again, sending her swinging forward, gasping. Another blow, and another, and another, and her bottom was on fire, but so was her groin. And then she felt his hands stop her, felt his hardness sliding up and down the cleft between her buttocks, slipping easily against her hot, slippery skin.


 It pushed between her thighs, and his hands gripped her hips, drawing her bottom back, and then back more, and then he was sliding inside her as she spread her legs, grunting as he drove his cock up into her molten depths and she shuddered with the prelude to orgasm.







 Brenda danced. She was nude, and gripped the stainless steel pole above her head as she ground her bottom up and down along its length. The men sat all around her, staring, grinning, leering. She felt a little shiver, a mixture of excitement and fear, of self-loathing and anticipation run through her.


 They had twisted her somehow, those filthy bastards. They had cowed her with their beatings, but more than that they had twisted her mind so that she craved the very abuse and humiliation they gave her. 



 She knew she was in Mexico somewhere. She was picking up bits and pieces of the language. But for now she was helpless, a naked sex slave, dancing here on the stage for the greasy men scattered around the filthy little bar.


 She turned and gripped the bar, pushing her bottom out at them, rolling it lewdly in time to the music, bending further and further so they could all get a good look.


 Her pussy lips were swollen and red from use, for when she was not on the stage she was in the back room, sucking cocks and being ridden by the harsh, uncaring peasant men, their cocks ramming into her again and again, using her as a masturbatory tool, dropping their semen inside her, then shuffling off.


 She turned and placed her back against the bar again, then slid slowly down until she was squatting, sitting on her heels, knees spread wide, shaven sex open. She feigned masturbation, then fell onto all fours and crawled across the stage, bottom high, rolling attractively.


 It was humiliating! She was a college-educated woman, modern, bright, intelligent, well-read, and very capable. And she had been reduced to little more than a masturbation toy for a hoard of ignorant peasant farmers who couldn’t even speak English!


 And then she was done, and being led into the back room, a harsh grip on her upper arm. She was bent over the bed, legs kicked apart, and with a grunt, the burly farmer thrust himself into her from behind.


 He would be the first of many that day, she knew. She had counted over fifty men the previous ,and her pussy and breasts still ached from their harsh fingers and pounding cocks.


 Would she ever escape this place, she wondered miserably. 



 Then her pussy began to thrum around the hard cock driving into her, and her mind began to swim with the rising pleasure.


 Did she ever want to escape, she wondered weakly as she began to gasp and moan.
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