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Chapter One

 
Aidan’s eyes were closed as she lay back, sweating freely in the folds of her tangled sheets. Her legs were bent; knees spread wide, her nightshirt pulled up above her breasts. It was unusually hot and humid out, and the morning sun was burning as it lit up the corner of her room where Aidan lay on her small, single bed.
Her blonde hair was tangled around her head as she slowly caressed her nude body, her slender hands stroking along her belly and over the swollen, hot mounds of her breasts. They tingled as her hands moved across the stiff nipples, and she closed her fingers on them, twisting lightly, squeezing and pinching, rolling and plucking at them as she gasped softly.
She reached a hand down between her legs and gripped the base of the rounded toothpaste dispenser protruding from her pussy. Her thin line of pubic hair did little to hide the tight, neat line of her sex, which was now spread wide to envelope the smooth, white plastic body of the tube. Her sex lips glistened wetly as she ran her fingers across them, and then she groaned as she stroked her thumb across her throbbing clitoris.
She was hot in more ways than one, and Aidan had few opportunities in this room she shared with two younger sisters to release that heat. Now she gripped the base of the tube, thrusting it in and out as she squeezed a breast. She let her thumb push out straight from the bottom of the plastic tube so that each time she thrust it into the soft, wet heat of her sex her thumb stroked across her clitoris.
Each time it did so a wave of sensual pleasure rippled through her nervous system and her hips rolled up involuntarily, as though seeking to impale her on the hard plastic.
In her mind’s eye, Aidan was in a golden field of grass and flowers, an Irish princess who had been captured by a handsome rogue of an English knight. And now, her dress torn from her lithe body, her legs spread, the man thrust into her hard and deeply, his tongue caressing her lips as he drove his hardness into her trembling belly.
And then the image changed, shifted, as her sexual fantasies were wont to do, and now she was his slave girl, nude, her wrists bound before her to the pommel of his saddle as he moved down the road. Other men, knights and servants, followed in a long trail, some few with other nude girls bound to their horses; the conquered victims, slave girls carried off by the victors.
People stared at her nudity as she was let past, gasping, hurrying to keep up, her bare feet warm in the soft earth. The men leered, the women jeered, and she was defenceless, unable to hide her lovely nude flesh.
And then they were in a castle, and she was still nude, her firm breasts jiggling slightly as she moved, her nipples stiff and pink as he led her up the centre aisle of the great hall. Crowds of courtiers were on either side, all staring and smirking, laughing and pointing as Aidan was led through them. Hands reached out, fondling her breasts as she passed, squeezing her bottom, stroking her hair.
Still bound, she was made to kneel, and then the King stood over her and thrust his cock into her mouth, and she sucked helplessly as the courtiers looked on and laughed and jeered, and she knew that soon she would be taken, again and again, a helpless slave girl.
She came with a soft, guttural moan, arching her back, her legs straining wide, lifting her bottom off the mattress as she thrust the plastic tube as deep into her dripping sex as she could, ignoring the ache, the pain, as she jammed it up between her sex lips and flicked her thumb frantically across her clitoris.
She collapsed with a groan, sweating, panting, chest heaving. Her hands fell away from her body and she lay in the soft afterglow of languor as she slowly drew her mind away from her sexual fantasies and onto the day’s work ahead.
After a few moments she sat up and pulled the nightshirt down over her breasts. And then there was a bang outside the door, and she jerked the nightshirt down over her hips just as the door was flung open and her sister Sara – one of those who shared the room – came bustling in.
“Laundry,” she said. “Mam says to get all the sheets. Good thing you’re up.”
She yanked the sheets off the other beds and dumped them into the laundry basket as Aidan sat there stiffly, conscious of how close a call she’d had.
“Come on, come on. Get yer bottom out of bed. I need the sheets.”
Aidan felt guilt and self-consciousness and fear blocking her normally quick tongue. And there seemed nothing else to do but stand shakily as her sister snatched the sheets off and dumped them into the basket. She was painfully aware of the tube lodged up inside her pussy, and knew a moment’s panic at the thought of it falling.
But it didn’t. She was too tight, and her sister noticed nothing as she gathered the last of the sheets and pillow cases, and bustled out the door. Aidan giggled lightly, moved to the door, placed her back to it, through it, and down the hall to the toilet, then, locked safely within, she spread her legs and eased the tube slowly and gently down out of her body before stepping into the shower.
It was difficult; looking at her, to believe Aidan had ever been less than beautiful. She was a tall, lithe girl, with shining golden blonde hair spilling down over her shoulders, soft as satin and glistening like new spun silk. Her face was narrow, oval, with high cheekbones, a slim, aristocratic nose, small, yet sensuous lips, and penetrating liquid eyes of the most amazing shade of bright green. She was a tall, lithe girl, yet with full high breasts and a firm, rounded bottom.
Aidan had been an awkward child, with too-long legs, and a mass of freckles which covered her pale face like the remnants of a distasteful disease. Her straw-like, mouse-brown hair had been so untameable her mother had given up in despair and slashed it short, like a boys. In turn, Aidan, knowing herself far from pretty, had much likened herself to boys, taking up sports in disdain of the softer female pursuits of fashion and hair. She could not, after all, be beautiful, but she could certainly kick a football.
Her youth had been spent far more among boys than amongst the other girls of her small town in the south of Munster. She had mucked about in the woods, chased frogs in the marshes, and gotten gloriously filthy playing rugby in the long, lush green fields. She had skipped stones in the Atlantic, made small sailboats which bobbed across the waves and disappeared, and casually clothed herself in loose jeans and coveralls.
Her teenage years had been uncomfortable for Aidan. Her body had sprouted upwards so that she seemed all arms and legs, a tall, skinny, coltish girl with straw hair and freckled face. Worse, her voice had changed, almost as though she really were a boy, deepening into a soft, throaty burr. She was flat-chested, gawky, and quite resentful of the way the boys she had so long called her friends mooned over her softer, sweeter, rounder classmates.
She had no love of females and their silly fixation on clothes and makeup and hair, and was quite disdainful of the way they acted around boys, fawning over them and acting preposterously flirtatious.  Aidan wouldn’t have any of it, and wished, more than a few times, that she were a male in reality.
When she was fourteen her aunt Miranda came to stay with she and her parents, however, and aunt Miranda considered Aidan something of a challenge in several regards. On the one hand she encouraged, coerced, manipulated, and perhaps even bullied her into reading things Aidan had previously had no interest in. Most of her classmates read their textbooks and little else beside. Nor was Aidan altogether different. But aunt Miranda assured her that if she really wanted respect, wanted to be taken seriously, she must learn the thoughts of the likes of Joyce and Kafka, of Dickens and Chekhov, Aristotle and Rousseau.
Aidan, somewhat withdrawn already from her peers, took to such tomes with reluctance, at first. She had a keen intelligence, however, and she absorbed the thoughts and philosophies of the classics like a sponge taking in water. Alas, her underdeveloped personality failed to survive the experience, and Aidan became even more at odds with her somewhat less learned and shallow fellows.
Freckly faced, flat-chested girls who carted about books on Roman philosophy tended to stand out in any society, and in a small Irish town, Aidan was a definite outsider. Yet the knowledge she continued to drink in gave her a sense of arrogance, as well as a waspish tongue that could slice and dice anyone she disapproved of. Which was to say, almost everyone.
Aidan was not, in short, a popular girl. She was plain, arrogant, somewhat smug, and had an almost unnatural talent with subtle and stylish insults. As she was often the victim of taunting, she honed this talent to a razor edge, and could reduce almost anyone to red-faced bluster and fumbling in seconds. This was a skill she used not just on classmates, but adults, as well, particularly teachers who were less knowledgeable about what they taught than Aidan was.
Her disparaging corrections from the rear of the class, where she slouched arrogantly in her chair could set even some of the milder tempered teachers fuming, not the least because she was invariably right.
Aidan had stopped cutting her hair in her mid-teens, though she’d never have admitted, even to herself, that it was because some questioned her sexual orientation. And sometime in her late teens her hair’s rebellious nature began to soften. Her long skinny legs and arms began to thicken, and small breasts began to swell and grow. Her freckles began to fade away, and Aidan began to take on the appearance of a rather attractive young woman.
Irish society being no less shallow than others, her newfound attractiveness seemed to ease the dislike so many in the town had for her. The males, in particular, reconsidered their desire to be anywhere other than the same location as Aidan. Some of the braver souls even tried to befriend her in hopes of seduction.
These attempts were not particularly successful, yet confused the young girl. Despite her stalwart nature she found herself unexpectedly enjoying such flattery and attention. She had never been physically attractive, and yet now – she was. And was slightly adrift at how to respond and react. A part of her was contemptuous of their superficial flattery and painfully awkward attempts at seducing her. Another part of her loved to rub their faces, and the faces of the town’s girls, in how pretty she now was.
It would be wrong to suggest Aidan began to dress in revealing outfits. However, a form-fitting top or pair of trousers caught the eye on her body far more than they would once have, and she had a certain flair for colours and subtle styling.  Wherever Aidan walked, men watched, and even those who disliked her found their eyes drawn to her deliciously rounded bottom, and the way her chest thrust out the material of the tight blouse straining across her breasts.
Aidan was too arrogant, however, to allow herself to be seduced by any local boy or man. Or so they thought. In truth, it would be more accurate to suggest she had built a defensive wall around herself which she dared not allow breeched. She had no intention of having news and gossip of her sexual tryst spread about with gleeful abandon by the many classmates who so disliked and envied her. And so she looked upon every attempt with extreme suspicion, fending them off even when she would far rather have indulged the hormonally enhanced longings which had been causing so much tension in her body for so long.
By the time she was eighteen Aidan had become a thoughtful, if overly stern young woman. She was quite insightful into human nature and behaviour, in a clinical fashion, and even recognized the psychological factors in herself that made her overly guarded and standoffish around others. That did not, however, allow her to ease those barriers and open up to other people.
What she needed, she thought, in her cool, thoughtful way, was a shock to the system; something which would shatter the long-built up wall around her which kept others at a distance. She could not, she reasoned, let herself go amongst all the people she grew up with, but in another location, far from home, perhaps she could cast it aside and try to embrace people with less wariness, less suspicion.
Or at least, stop herself from becoming the world’s oldest virgin.
Having passed out of school with superb marks, and obtained a scholarship to Oxford for the following year, Aidan considered how to loosen up her nature before she went to England and needs must guard herself and her reputation once again. 
After due consideration, she decided that Greece would be an excellent place to better familiarize herself with the pleasures of the flesh, to inoculate herself against the taunts which would no-doubt come from the sophisticates at Oxford were she to go there as the relative innocent she now found herself.
And so, that summer, she left for Greece, and what she hoped would be a host of new experiences.
 









Chapter Two

 
It was the summer of her eighteenth year.  Aidan, keeping her attitude as dignified and casual as possible, travelled to Greece by train, and found herself stepping off the train in Athens. She was there, alone, to, as she told her family, view the historical areas and relics she had read so much about. It was to be a scholar’s visit, more than a holiday, for Aidan was to study history at Oxford in the fall.
And yet, while she fully intended to avail herself of the opportunity to inspect ancient ruins and view ancient relics, her true purpose was far earthier. Aidan was there to lose her virginity, and to, as she told herself with some anxiety and trepidation, experience the lewd pleasures of the flesh.
Having no experience whatever in seducing men, or inserting herself into groups where she was a stranger, Aidan concluded that this could be done best by simply allowing men to seduce her. And she would start, she thought, with an older man, who, presumably, had more experience and patience than some young, swaggering lout.
To do this she had purchased a bikini, her first. She had swum before, of course, often, but alone, for some years, and nude, in the waters of the ocean. For the first time since puberty she now donned a bathing suit with the full knowledge others would stare at her, would look upon her barely clothed body. The thought made her anxious, and she spent some time in her hotel room staring at herself in the mirror, trying to work up the necessary courage to go down to the beach.
In a land where topless sunbathing was the norm, her bikini was actually quite modest. The bottom was not a thong, but was cut high on the hips. The two cups covered most of her breasts, though it did reveal the curve of her inner breasts with moderate cleavage. Her long legs were, of course, bare, but Aidan gave that little consideration. She really had no way of evaluating what condition her legs were in, nor how attractive they might be. Men, she thought, looked at bottoms and breasts, and those were the primary focus of her worry.
In any event, being strong of will, she donned a pair of loose white drawstring trousers and a loose white top, slung a bag over her shoulder, and headed, heart pounding, down to the beach, there, she hoped to blend in with the other young women and not be seen as particularly unusual; just another northern tourist taking in the sun.
She found a place on the beach which was relatively empty, but not isolated, and dropped her bag, then herself onto the soft, white sand. She pulled a beach towel from the bag and laid it down, then, heart pounding, but showing absolutely nothing on the surface, she reached down and peeled her blouse up and off. No one screamed. No one seemed to be staring. No one seemed to have noticed.
Somewhat reassured, she removed her sandals, slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her trousers, and slid them down over her bottom and off, then folded them on the sand next to her. She felt – exposed – but reassured herself that no one would think ill of her for it. All the girls there were dressed as she was, or worse. There were a number of bare female breasts in sight.
She found herself becoming aroused, though, like an exhibitionist exposing herself. It felt terribly naughty to be dressed in so little in public. And as men walked past she could feel their eyes rake across her, and had to resist staring challengingly at them. She instead began to oil up her body, sliding her oiled hands up and down her long legs, caressing her inner thighs, then running her hands over her arms and shoulders and finally, a little embarrassed, oiling her upper chest, and that portion of her breasts which were exposed to the sun.
It was a simple black bikini, to contrast with her pale skin and golden blonde hair. She had been very careful in picking it out to ensure it was neither too risqué, nor overly revealing. It felt revealing, though, as she lay back in the sun’s heat and felt those eyes run over her.
After a short while, too excited, too hyper to relax, she got up and walked across the sand towards the water. She kept her expression deliberately calm and gave no sign of the turmoil within her as she moved – practically naked – through men, women and boys, ignoring them all, acting as though she were doing something completely normal, as if her very skin was not crackling with tension at so exposing herself to all those strangers.
Certain everyone was staring at her, she slipped into the water with a sense of relief, diving below the waves, twisting and turning, then emerging and swimming strongly for a few minutes before making her way back to shore.
After a time she began to lose some of her sense of exposure, some of her embarrassment, yet she continued to feel like something of a naughty exhibitionist, continued to feel the heat of arousal within her.
As she reapplied the oil to her inner thigh she let the heel of her hand rub firmly against her mons through her bikini bottom, and felt a hot surge of excitement within her at the touch.
That excitement made it difficult to stay still, to simply lay back in the sun and wait, like a fisherman, until her bait drew the fish out of the water.
Impatient, she got up, after no more than fifteen minutes, and began to walk along the shore. She had always had an insatiable curiosity, a determination to see what was beyond each bend of the road, and it was a lovely day. Her toes sank into the white sand as she padded along the beach, and she moved a little closer to the water, until her feet were stepping along the damp brown sand at its edge.
She climbed over some small rocks, then, carefully, over some larger ones. Her way ahead was blocked, to some degree, by a low hillside, but she simply veered out into the knee high water, and continued, noting that the hill receded only a little further along.
“Oh!” she gasped, eyes widening despite herself.
The man who turned to confront her was tall, handsome, and entirely nude. Nor did he seem particularly abashed at being discovered, as he frowned and stared at her before speaking. Aidan’s Greek was of an academic nature, which was to say, poor at best.
“I do apologize,” she said, realizing her error at once. “I didn’t know it was a private beach.”
“You are English,” the man said, his accent deep, but understandable.
“Irish,” she corrected.
He seemed amused at her discomfort, and walked a little closer. Aidan instinctively responded by trying to pretend she was not in the least discomforted, though she could not help a somewhat less than clinical appraisal of the size of his male equipment – which was – surprising, and more than a little daunting.
“I take it you have only recently arrived in our lovely country,” he said.
“Just this morning,” Aidan replied, irritated that she was providing him with amusement, yet unable to keep her eyes steady.
“My name is Kaunos,” he said.
“Uhm, my name is Aidan Tygh.” She smiled uncertainly.
“The coast is lovely hereabouts. And you need have no worry about trespassing. No Greek man would forbid the presence of such a lovely young woman on his property.”
Aidan felt quite, quite odd standing there talking to the nude man. She also felt a heightening of her sense of arousal. She was not herself nude, yet half felt like it, and her mind was working quite feverishly at considering this man, and whether he ought to be the one she should give her body to. He was older, good looking, athletic, and apparently of some wealth, else he’d not own the big house she saw just up from the beach.
He was, in short, exactly what she was looking for. Yet now that she’d found him she could not quite think on how to get him to carry out what she wanted. She felt quite awkward and gawky, as if she were fourteen again, and cursed herself for it. 
“It is quite hot in the sun here, Aidan,” he said. “You should not stay out in it long with your pale skin, especially your first day. Come and have something to drink over here.”	
He motioned towards a nearby table shaded by an enormous umbrella. If she were sitting, Aidan thought, she’d not have to fight to keep her eyes off his – thing. So she gratefully moved towards the table, feeling a little tingle as his hand pressed against the small of her back and guided her there.
“So why are you in Greece, Aidan?” he asked. “Just to get some sun?”
“I’m uh, a student of history,” she said. “I’m starting in Oxford in the fall, and wanted to look at some of the sights – and get some sun, of course.”
He guided her to a chair and she sat, and found herself facing his groin, and his long, soft cock dangling there inches away. She had a strange impulse to lean forward and take it into her mouth, but repressed herself. She did not want him to think she was a slut. Even though he was a stranger, even though she would never see him again, even though he could tell no one she knew about what she did, still, she could not bring herself to relax her instinctive need that others respect her.
He did not sit, at once, but poured wine for her, always facing her, nearby, his groin close so that she had to wilfully avoid looking at it. She knew he was toying with her, mocking her, in a way, and she resented it. But her lower belly was throbbing, and her stomach had butterflies in it. She wanted to give herself to him, but didn’t know how to be forward. She took the wine and he smiled down at her, in no hurry to sit. “It’s a fine local vintage,” he said. “Do let me know what you think.”
“It’s – lovely,” she said, looking around. “Do you live here all alone?”
“I live in Athens,” he said, “With my wife and daughters.”
“Oh, how nice,” she said, a little disappointed.
“This is a how you say, beach house? My daughters love it here.”
“I’m sure they do,” Aidan said, looking around.
“They’re not here now. Would you like some more wine?”
He poured without waiting for her response.
“So what do you think of Greece, eh?”
“It’s lovely,” Aidan said, drinking too quickly, seeking courage. “It’s nice to get away from things for a while, to – to experience new things.”
“Indeed. I have always felt it so.”
He sat down at last, but not across from her. Instead he pulled his chair right up next to hers, and slid his long, thick arm across the back of her chair as he leaned forward.
“It does not bother you, I hope, that I am nude?”
“N-No,” Aidan said, instinctively glancing at his groin. “I suppose it’s quite – uh, normal in this part of the world. I mean, I see a lot of people – “She waved towards the main beach. “Who are all but naked, I mean, topless and uhm - .”
“But you northern girls are more modest,” he said with a smile. “At least at first. I think after you are among us for a while your inhibitions will melt. You will see no need to cover your breasts as you do.”
Aidan blushed and he chuckled.
“They look like fine, lovely breasts, my dear. You should take pride in them and not hide them away. A Greek girl would be happy to show them off at the beach.”
“I ahm, suppose so,” she gulped.
“You have never exposed your breasts in public?”
“No!” Aidan said, her chest tight, heart thumping.
“Perhaps you would like to, as you say, dip your toes in the water and try here on my little beach, where there are not so many men to stare at you.”
He smiled teasingly as he said it and Aidan chuckled a little self- consciously.
“I uhm, don’t think I’d better,” she said.
“But you could in this way repay me for my hospitality,” Kaunos said with a grin.
Aidan felt a sudden rush of courage, and though her face flamed a bit, she daringly reached back and undid the clasp behind her neck, then, giving him what she hoped was a challenging look, she unclipped the strap in back and let her bra fall away. She felt an instant rush of embarrassment, anxiety, and – heat, as Kaunos looked down at her soft, pale breasts.
“Magnificent,” he said, his admiration unfeigned.
Aidan blushed even deeper, squirming mentally as she tried to appear casual.
“You must stand, however, so that they are shown in their glory,” he said, standing and taking her hand, pulling the startled young girl to her feet.
Aidan blinked in the sun, and felt the flutter in her belly grow worse as Kaunos looked down at her high, firm round breasts.
“Now you feel more like a Greek girl,” he said, “Don’t you?”
“I ah, suppose,” Aidan said.
“But you do not want them to burn, my dear. That would be a great tragedy.”
“I should ahm, get some oil,” Aidan said uncertainly, looking behind her as if the oil she had left on the public beach would magically appear.
“I have some which my daughters use,” he said, and, smiling, he took her hand again, and led her towards the house.
Aidan’s heart was pounding as she followed him. She was anxious, uncertain, and reluctant, but wanted to experience life, wanted to see what it felt like to be mounted by a man. She had little fear of pain. She had removed her own hymen some years earlier in sexual self-exploration and masturbation. Still, she followed him with less lust than trepidation, and steeled herself with the need to get it done, get it over with, so she would no longer be a virgin.
She knew little about sex, other than what she had read – which was, of course, considerable, but she would let him lead, and simply go where he put her, move as he showed her, do whatever he wanted. And in that way she would learn.
The inside of the house was lovely, but they did not stop. Kaunos led her down a hallway and into a bathroom, and there at last released her hand so that he could reach into a cabinet and take out a tube of suntan oil.  Yet he pulled it away as she reached for it. “Allow me,” he said, squirting it into his own hand.
And so she did, turning her back to him, though. Her hair was in a pony tail, and he let his oily hands slide over her shoulders, kneading and squeezing gently. He had big, work-roughened hands, strong hands, male hands, warm and slippery as they moved down her back.  She had refused to give any sign of interest in him, unable to do so, really, without committing herself and risking rejection. Yet the other signs were there for a man of his maturity to read.
He let his hands slide up and down her back, then around and over her belly. He was pressed close against her, and Aidan was breathing harder than she wanted to as his hands stroked up and down over her belly and abdomen, then slid up beneath her breasts and rubbed the undersides lightly. She felt his warm breath on the nape of her neck, and gasped as his lips pressed against the underside of her ear.
His fingers squeezed in against her breast, and a hot rush of excitement and lust swept into Aidan’s body as he kissed her lightly at the nape of the neck, then nibbled lightly on her ear.
“You are such a beautiful young girl,” he said, his voice low and husky. “Your skin is like milk, so pale and soft.”
His fingers kneaded her breasts, then plucked lightly at her stiff, erect nipples as his mouth moved down along the nape of her neck and his teeth nipped lightly. 
Aidan shuddered as the heat built up inside her. Her arms fluttered at her sides, and her mind was swirling with hunger and anxiety. Should she tell him she was a virgin? It would, in her mind, reveal a weakness, an inferiority. Yet men, from what she understood, loved to ravish virgins. Surely he would be even more enthusiastic? 
Then his right hand slipped down her body and into the front of her bikini bottom. Aidan’s body jerked back against him as she felt the soft, slippery fingers rasp through her thin growth of golden pubic hair. Another shock hit her at the intensity of the pleasure which rushed through her. Her buttocks ground instinctively against his front, and she felt his hardness there.
The intensity of the sensations his fingers were drawing out of her was like nothing she had ever felt before. She had certainly touched herself often enough in the past, but never had her own touch felt like this. Her pussy was throbbing and thrumming and crackling with energy and heat as his fingers rubbed lightly along her slit.
“Oh!” she gasped, wide eyed. “Oh!”
 









Chapter Three

 
Kaunos bit into the side of her throat, and she groaned, the pain distracting, the excitement setting her body to trembling. She could see herself in the mirror, could see her nude breasts glistening, his hand kneading one, could see his other hand inside her bikini bottoms, moving slowly up and down.
Aidan’s body was moving of its own accord. She had never known such heat, such sensory overload. Her body was trembling, shaking, her insides churning, her mind spinning. She was finding it difficult to control herself as his hands worked her into greater and greater heights of sexual need and lust.
She felt her knees wobbling, her legs going weak, and each time her bottom ground back against him she felt his hardness, and a hot thrill went through her. She sank to her knees, gasping, moaning. His hand was deep inside her bikini bottom, and she felt a wild shockwave of sexual heat as his middle fingers penetrated her, riding the oil as they slide smoothly and deeply into her warm, tight sex.
They pumped slowly in and out, in and out, in, and out, and his thumb stroked against her clitoris as he bit harder at the nape of her neck, and growled low in his throat. 
The bathroom was not small. It had more room than her parent’s front room. The floor was of polished wood, the sunken tub off to one side.  Kaunos suddenly pushed her forward. Aidan twisted, gasping, rolling, laying on her back as she stared up at him. He smiled down at her and slid his hands up her legs and thighs, then seized her bikini bottom and pulled it down her legs, lifting her legs high into the air as he slid the panties up and off over her ankles. Then he pushed her legs back, his hands sliding up behind her knees, forcing them back to the floor on either side of her body.
Aidan blushed hotly, but her arousal was too deep to be anything more than excited at her complete exposure to him. He leaned in over her body, letting his arms force her legs back, his chest coming down on her as he kissed, his tongue sliding along her lips. And then he pulled back suddenly, and gripping her legs, rolled her onto her belly. Strong hands gripped her hips and jerked them upwards so she was on her knees before him, and Aidan felt another shockwave, pushing herself up on her arms.
She felt him grinding against her, his cock stiff, rubbing against her buttocks. The sensation was electrifying, and she could do little else but moan as he roughly spread her legs, and then rubbed the head of his cock along her slit.
Then he was in her, mounting her, and his strong fingers tightened at her waist and pulled her back against him as he slid deep into her belly.
This was not, by any means, what she had planned. She had imagined a slow, sensual progression under candlelight, perhaps with the stars glimmering overhead, soft music playing. He was deep inside her already and then –.
“Anggh!” she cried, as he thrust hard and buried himself in her belly.
It hurt, the pain dull, deep, yet he held her hips tightly, grinding his pelvis against her oiled bottom, his big, thick cock twisting about within her soft, thrumming pussy. He began thrusting almost at once, jerking on her hips to pull her back towards him, his cock pumping inside her, between her taut, quivering sex lips.
Aidan was gasping for breath, wild eyed, mouth open as her body jerked to and fro. His hips were slapping against her bottom now as he picked up the pace. She felt like a bitch dog being mounted, and a wild thrill ran through her. It hurt. It continued to hurt. He was big and hard and not at all gentle as he thrust into her with hard, fast strokes.
But it was hard to care, hard not to sweep aside the pain as the pleasure and excitement howled inside her. His hands cupped her breasts and squeezed roughly, again and again. Then one of his hands seized her loose pony tail and yanked it back hard. Aidan cried out and he slapped her bottom, cursing in Greek as he slapped his hips against her bottom.
Her pussy was a volcano under so much pressure she could not think. The sexual tension was tearing at her, body and mind, and she could not think, could not control herself, could barely keep from collapsing into a puddle of senseless goo.
He pulled at her hair again and slapped at her bottom. “Move your ass, slut!” he growled, slapping her bottom sharply.
Again she cried out, knew indignation, knew shame, but knew also to thrust her bottom back against him as he commanded, grunting at the hard, deep penetration, gasping as he twisted and pulled at her hair, wincing as his hips struck her buttocks with bruising impact.
God, this was not what she wanted! Not this hard, crude, animalistic sex on a bathroom floor! And yet it was searing her, the heat and sexual arousal irresistibly intense. She grunted continuously as his cock speared into her again and again. Her hips worked to and fro, jerking back to meet his thrusts as he tugged cruelly on her hair. He was roughly squeezing and kneading her breast, and leaned into her, over her, growling, biting at her throat, at the nape of her neck.
An explosive orgasm tore at her body and mind and Aidan cried out in a long, low, guttural howl of pleasure, her voice warbling and wavering as his hips continued to slam into her bottom, his cock pistoning inside her.
He cursed again, and she knew enough Greek to recognize the word for “whore”. He continued to ride her as her orgasm sent her mind tumbling and turning inside her skull, as her body flared wildly with sexual energy, then half collapsed.
He reached down, gripping her thighs, jerking them back and up and farther apart, pulling Aidan’s hands half out from under her. He gripped her wrists and yanked her hands and arms straight back along her body, his hips still pummelling her bottom so that her head jerked dizzyingly up and down. His hands were tight and hard, almost painful around her slender wrists, but she had no impulse to pull free.
Then he pulled her wrists in behind her back, letting her upper body drop to the floor, her breasts pillowing beneath her. Aidan dazedly felt her wrists forced together, felt him shifting his big hands so that one alone held both wrists pinned together. He slid them up along her back, up behind her shoulder blades, and then yanked on her hair again. She cried out, dazed, moaning, his hips hammering into her upraised bottom.
His cock was a hard, plunging spear inside her overheated pussy, and nothing else seemed to matter as her body roared upwards towards another orgasm. She was aware that she was being roughly used, rudely used, tightly held, and somehow that excited her. She was utterly helpless before the big, strong, more sophisticated man, and being used like a bitch, like a whore.
“Ahnng!” she cried, as he cruelly twisted his hand in her hair, pulling her head back painfully. 
At the same time he jammed her wrists down, grinding her breasts into the floor as his hips continued to hammer her bottom.
Again he spat the word at her “whore!”, and Aidan, who should have been infuriated and mortified, was instead aroused. Whore! That was what she was. Her! Aidan Tygh! She was a whore to act like this! To let him do this to her! What would her mother and father and brothers think!? What would her classmates and the people of her town think if they could see her like this!?
She was hurting inside now, inside the burning pit of her sex. His cock was punching at her furiously, pounding in and out, and she was far from used to this sort of treatment. But her pleasure remained far too high, her sexual need far too deep. Again and again her body shook and trembled, jerking to and fro as the big Greek man rode her, and her mind swirled, her jaw slack as another orgasm built up and then howled through her.
Unbelievably, he stroked harder, faster, and cried out as he rode her, hammering her down into the floor as he released his seed, as he spewed deep inside her belly.
Aidan could only groan exhaustedly as he released her. She slumped to the floor, gulping in air, sweating heavily, panting, moaning, eyes closed. Her hair was loose now, spilling over her face as he got up and moved away. For a time she lay alone, recovering. Her right hand twitched as it moved between her legs, and she cupped herself there, moaning at her soreness.
Then he was back, behind her, and her eyes opened as she started to move, started to turn. He snatched at her hands, at her wrists, yanking them back behind her. She gasped as she felt his knee pinning one of her wrists against her back, and tried to turn her head around. She felt a hard cord of some kind wrapped around her wrist, then the other wrist, as they were jerked tightly together. 
She was still too dazed to feel concern as he released her wrists and wrapped another cord around her ankles, binding them together. Then he left her. 
Aidan lay on her back now, atop her arms and hands, chest heaving. She was feeling a bit confused now as she pulled at her wrists. She rolled onto her sides, pulling, failing to move her wrists apart, and awkwardly sat up. She stared at her ankles and saw the tough leather laces wrapped and tied around them.
Her confusion rose, and she felt the first stirrings of fear, of alarm, of worry as she pulled against them, and against the ones around her wrists.
What…
Had she not just been taken so violently she would fear rape, but clearly the man had no need. Why then, had he bound her? She felt a quivering fear he was a madman, one of those ravers who used girls and buried them in forests, but she knew him to be a wealthy and successful man with a family. So surely he was not mad. Surely her luck was not that bad!?
But she was aware that men sometimes liked to tie girls up, and suddenly considered her bondage in that light. Yes, naked, bound, helpless –. She felt a stirring within her, an edge of excitement which tugged at familiar fantasies. For as a good Catholic girl – well, modestly good – she had been instilled with guilt regarding anything related to nudity and sexuality.
And so many of her sexual fantasies involved being taken, helplessly, against her will, always, of course, by strong, handsome men. And though bondage was unfamiliar to her body it was not something unfamiliar to her mind. And yet now, facing the real thing, with the hard leather laces tight around her soft ankles and wrists, she felt a breathless sense of unreality even as her pussy began to thrum with renewed excitement.
She pulled against the leather laces binding her wrists, twisting and turning, testing how tight they were.
And then Kaunos was there, smiling down at her, and she stared back up, eyes wide, hardly knowing what to say. He knelt suddenly, sitting on his heels, and then he gripped her long blonde hair and pulled firmly, but not cruelly, so that Aidan gasped in some pain, her head lifted, forced upwards and back over his legs. 
She pushed and twisted with her legs to ease the strain, and then grunted as Kaunos, having forced her head and shoulders up across his thighs, gripped her jaw in his other hand and crushed his lips down against hers. Aidan’s eyes flittered and fluttered as his tongue thrust into her mouth and his lips moved softly against her own.
She was lying on her bound arms, and her body was helpless as his tongue and hers began to twist and slide together. She moaned, her bound ankles twisting on the floor until her feet were flat, then pushing herself forward, further up across his lap as he knelt there. His hand left her jaw and travelled over her body, kneading her breasts, stroking her nipples, then gliding down between her thighs to stroke at her clitoris.
He pulled his face back, and she found herself panting for breath.
“You are my little Kargiola,” he growled.
Which Aidan knew, translated roughly into “bitch whore”.
He rose, and, her hair wound around his fist, Aidan gasped in pain as he pulled her up to her feet. Then, barely upright, she gasped again as he bent and hefted her up across his shoulder. She grunted as her belly crushed down against his broad shoulder and then yelped as he slapped her bare buttocks.
He turned, walking out of the room, and Aidan stared at his back, at the floor behind, as she was carried helplessly away. 
 









Chapter Four

 
“K-Kaunos!” she gasped, bouncing lightly on his shoulder.
Her reply was a sharp smack on the rump which made her yelp and kick her legs, made her indignant, and yet as with the leather laces around her wrists and ankles, struck some chord deep inside her which silenced whatever protest she might give or offense she might take.
He carried her through the house, and his hand was on her bottom now, gliding over her buttocks, then between them, cupping and rubbing lightly at her sex as he climbed a narrow, circular staircase.
He reached the top and carried her down a hall, then into a room where she was flung forward over his shoulder to land sprawling in the bed on her back. She looked up at him as he climbed into bed with her and seized her bound ankles in his hands, lifting them high and kissing them. He examined her feet and startled her by licking lightly at her toes.
He then took one of her toes into his mouth and began to suck on it as he licked, and Aidan was shocked by how delicious the sensation was as his tongue stroked across it and his lips sucked.
He licked and kissed and suckled at her toes and feet for some minutes, then untied the cord around her ankles and spread them apart. Slowly, unspeaking, he kissed and licked his way up her left leg, pausing to lick heavily at the back of her knee. He slid upward, along her inner thighs, and then, as he stared into the blushing, wide-eyed girl’s sex, licked lightly along the edges of her slit, and pressed his thumbs in to spread her open.
There was nothing for Aidan to do, which was well, for she had no idea what, if anything, was expected of her. She could only stare, gasping, as his tongue caressed the soft flesh of her inner sex and worked its way slowly up towards the top, where her clitoris throbbed hotly.
She was just thinking of how much she had lucked out, how much this older man would teach her, when his tongue slithered up across her clitoris. She felt a jolt and gasped aloud, her body bucking helplessly as her sensitive clit sent a scalding jolt of sensual pleasure through her body.
“Oh!” she gasped.
He spread her legs wider, his forearms pressing down on her legs as he began to tease her clitoris. His fingers moved along her slit, then slipped inside her, pumping in and out as far as the knuckles, twisting from side to side as his tongue circled and caressed her clitoris.
Aidan instinctively tried to suppress her reaction. She had been hiding her emotions almost all her life, and so it was hard, desperately hard to give way now, before this stranger, and in so intimate a fashion. Yet as her body became more and more consumed by the sweltering sexual heat rippling through her nervous system it became harder to suppress, and harder to care about what he might think.
“Oohhh!” she cried in a long, low, guttural groan.
Her back arched and her head twisted from side to side as her pussy seemed to flare with an even deeper, more powerful sexual heat.
Kaunos seemed to growl at her sex. His hands cupped her buttocks, squeezing, and then he rose up, dragging her bottom with him so that as her orgasm approached Aidan was on her shoulders, gasping and moaning, her hips lifted high against him, his face in her sex, her legs spread wide and dangling apart. 
And then the climax flashed through her like a sexual firestorm, and convulsions wracked her body. Aidan gurgled and gasped and grunted in animal pleasure, her head jerking and thrashing, her body twisting and writhing in his grasp as his lips sucked fiercely on her burning clitoris.
Kaunos set her down, let her lay there gasping and moaning weakly, then slid forward atop her. He kissed her gently, lightly, then worked his way down, gnawing at the nape of her neck, chewing easily at her earlobe, his tongue slithering across her shoulder. When he got to her breasts he let his fingers knead them expertly before circling her erect nipple with his tongue.
He chuckled as she moaned and writhed, and drew back. He left her briefly, going out of the room. When he returned he had a bowl, and – something. He knelt between her legs, and shook a can of something, then sprayed a thick white cream over her sex.
Aidan raised her eyes, panting, staring, wondering. She saw him wink at her, and produce a straight razor.
“Now don’t move, my little whore,” he warned.
Aidan didn’t dare. She stared, her mind a little fuzzy, as he scraped the sharp edge of the straight razor slowly up and down through her pubic hair. He slipped two fingers into her sex and pulled on her labia, expertly sliding the razor down alongside, then with a grin, wiped it off on a towel and wiped off her sex.
She was hairless. Aidan blinked in some astonishment, even though she’d known, sort of, what he was doing. She was entirely hairless, and could not at first imagine why he’d shaved off her thin line of pubic hair.
Then he put his shaving things away and bent over her, and she felt his fingers sliding over her slit, felt the new sensation of touch without any hair in the way, and gasped as he brought his tongue down and slid it up and down the length of her slit. He laughed at her gasp of pleasure, and licked up and down over her sex, then licked back up her belly to work at her breasts again.
Soon his lips were around the centre of her breast, and her nipple was aching with an intense, throbbing need, her body spasming as his tongue slid across it in long, torturously slow licks. He took his time, shifting from breast to breast until she thought they would both explode, then licked a trail down her belly and into her now hairless groin, where he once again forced her to an incredible orgasm by sucking and licking at her clitoris.
Her entire body twisted and jerked in violent convulsions as she cried out in glorious bliss, her head rolling back beneath her as her back arched repeatedly, her feet bouncing and jerking on the bed.
And then she was alone, chest heaving, moaning to herself as she lay there in delicious, sated bliss. For long minutes she rested, recovering. She expected him to return. When he didn’t she finally sat up, swung her legs out of bed, and, after a few moments, rose and padded naked across the floor.
She paused as she caught her reflection in the mirror, feeling a little wave of excitement as she beheld her firm, nude body, and the glow about her face and tangled hair. And her hairless sex. She stared it in some amazement and embarrassment. It seemed so – so naked! And yet, the remembrance of his tongue there and the feel of his soft fingers against her newly shaven skin drew a wave of arousal into her lower body.
And she remembered now, that though it wasn’t done much where she came from, some women did shave themselves entirely. She had read of it, and considered it the mark of a truly wanton, sluttish tramp – and a sophisticate of sorts. Women did that, she thought, so people would lick them more, and do a better job of it. And it certainly had seemed to have an effect.
Her wrists were still bound together behind her back, and she turned to stare over her shoulders, wondering, excited, uncertain. She looked so – sensual! She looked helpless, a sexual toy for some man to use.
She left the room, feeling awkward and shy now, and uncertain. Of course the house was empty – wasn’t it? Of course, it had to be. Still, she moved slowly, peering around corners, unused to being nude in a strange place. She found him in the kitchen, preparing a drink of some kind, and moved forward shyly, flushing a bit as he turned to look at her.
“Are you going to keep me tied up all the time?” she asked, embarrassed at the question.
He didn’t answer, but instead swept an arm around her and drew her in close. With his other hand he drew an ice cube out of a glass and held it towards her.
“No!” she gasped. “Kaunos!”
His left hand shifted to the blonde hair which hung thickly down her back, bunching it up behind her neck and then using it as a leash to hold her. He pulled back a little, and she gasped as her head was forced up, her chest thrust out. He brought the ice cube to the top of her breast, and she shuddered as it slid slowly down.
“Oh! Don’t! It’s cold! Kaunos, please!”
“Do you think an ice cube can cool the fires inside you, little whore?” he asked softly.
The ice cube circled her stiff nipple, and Aidan twisted and moaned, unable to pull free as he held her hair tightly. He let the cube slide across her chest and onto her other breast, bending her back further as the cube slid back and forth across her nipple. Little drops of melted ice dribbled down from her nipple, over her breast, and then slid down her ribs to leave lines of icy discomfort.
“Kaunos!”
He chuckled deep in his throat, then let the ice slide down her belly and between her legs, rubbing back and forth along her slit as she yelped and twisted her hips helplessly.
He tossed the remnants of the cube into the sink and eased his grip on her hair.
“Bastard!” she panted.
He frowned sternly. “You call me bastard? You know you insult my mother with such a word? Do you know how angered a Greek man is to have his own sainted mother insulted?”
There was a stool in the corner and, not waiting for her to answer, he sat back and dragged her by the arm with him. She was not even sure how much he was joking, whether he might actually be a little angry at her, when he sat down and dragged her belly-down across his lap. She squirmed and twisted, and then yelped as his hand cracked smartly against her upturned bottom.
“Nasty little Kargiola,” he growled.
His hand cracked down against her bottom a second time, and Aidan yelped in pain, her hips jerking.
“Don’t! Ow!” she cried. “That hurts!”
“Ha. And should it not? Should wicked little girls not have their bottoms warmed for them?”
Again he slapped her bottom, and again, and again, and again, and Aidan yelped and twisted and cried out as her flesh reddened and began to burn with hot pain.
“Ow! Don’t! I’m sorry!” she cried. “Stop!”
He spanked her several more times, and then his hand caressed her bottom, kneading her buttocks and sliding down over her pussy. Two fingers slid into her and pumped in and out.
“Filthy Irish slut,” he said, slapping her bottom again.
“Oww!”
He let his fingers slide between her thighs, stroking back and forth over her clitoris. His other hand slid down around her chest and kneaded her breast.
Again he spanked her, and again, and again, and every few spanks his hand slid up and down between her buttocks, caressing her pussy, stroking over her clitoris, driving his fingers into her wetness. As Aidan’s body became more and more aroused he spanked with sharper, faster slaps, her bottom burning redly as she yelped and moaned and wriggled at the strange combination of pain and excitement.
He caught her nipple between the pads of his index finger and thumb, rubbing and rolling and squeezing it, occasionally pinching sharply so the blonde girl yelped and gasped and cried a protest.
He gave a final flurry of a half dozen hard, sharp slaps to Aidan’s bottom, then lurched forward, half throwing her to the floor. He growled and knelt over her as she lay on her side, yanking her left leg up high, pressing it back against his shoulder as he pushed himself into her warm sex.
“Whore!” he panted. “Little Irish whore!”
She groaned as she felt him penetrating her, then cried out as he rammed himself deep. Aidan was on her side, her left leg lifted high and shoved back, her right leg beneath him as he thrust into her. He held his hands on her belly and back, at first, pounding himself violently into her. Then his left hand shifted, gripping her breast, squeezing almost painfully hard, and his right seized her long hair and yanked it and her head back.
She cried out in pain, but he was hot and filled with lust and passion, and hammered his loins forward, driving his cock furiously into her as he grunted and panted with exertion. He leaned deeper into her, and her ankle bounced atop his shoulder as he jerked her entire body up to meet each hard, savage thrust.
The ferocity of his sexual attack was overwhelming, but Aidan had already been burning with heat and lust, and now as he hammered himself against her and her bound body was jerked to and fro she felt her pussy flare and flare again, squeezing and spasming around his rutting cock. The head was punching her deep inside her lower belly, and each dull ache seemed to echo through her body and mind and set her clitoris to quivering violently.
Another orgasm howled through her body, and Aidan twisted and writhed and shuddered in its grip, her mind flooded by a long, howling storm of sensory pleasure that slashed her thoughts to ribbons and turned her into nothing but a gurgling, shuddering, mindless animal.
And still he thrust into her, still he yanked on her hair, and on her breast, still he crushed her down into the floor, her right shoulder grinding against the hard wood, her left leg spread up high, straining, her pussy aching as his big cock thrust into her with hard, pounding strokes.
She felt helpless, completely helpless, overwhelmed, and slightly numbed as her body continued to jerk and shake to his violent thrusting. She whimpered and moaned weakly, gasping for breaths as he pulled her head far back, then almost slapped at her taut breasts, his hands and fingers groping roughly and violently.
And, incredibly, he grew more passionate. Now his grip shifted up, his fingers sliding over her shoulders as he yanked her entire slender body up and back against him, his hips slamming into her with brutal speed and force as he speared his hungry cock into her silken hole. He jammed himself against her as though trying to force his entire body into the quivering entrance to her belly, and then cried out as he came, spilling his seed within her once more.
He loosened his grip at last, and slowly sat back, letting her leg slide off his shoulder and down onto the floor. He drew in a deep, shaky breath, and eased a little further away, then pulled himself to his feet. Aidan was left lying on the floor, legs spread, chest heaving. She rolled weakly in an attempt to sit up, rolled onto her shoulder, gasping and panting as he was.
She rolled again, gasping as she rolled onto her belly, as she felt her soft, sensitive, slightly bruised breasts pillow out against the floor. Now she drew her legs in slowly, trying to get to her knees.
But she felt a hand on her bottom, and groaned weakly as he pulled her against him.
“K-Kaunos!” she moaned weakly.
He chuckled, bending, licking at her buttocks. Then his tongue circled her anus and she jerked helplessly, shocked.
“Do you know, I saw a movie once,” he said.
Aidan didn’t know, and didn’t care. She felt wrung out, drained, battered and bruised. She wanted a shower and a soft bed. Yet Kaunos reached up to the counter above him where the butter was and plunged his fingers into it, then drew down a thick wad of soft, creamy butter and rubbed his finger against her wrinkled anal opening.
“Kaunos,” she moaned, weakly.
 









Chapter Five

 
Kaunos chuckled, slowly twisting his finger from side to side and sliding it into her anus.
“D-Don’t! Oh!” she gasped, wrists pulling against the leather cords.
His finger pushed deep into her anus, then twisted, pressing to one side, then the other. He slapped her bottom when she tried to draw away, and gripped her hip to raise her bottom higher. 
Aidan was kneeling, her chest and shoulders pressed against the floor, gasping as she felt his finger pushing slickly up and down through her anus. Then a second finger pushed against her, just as slippery, just as slick, and she moaned as it joined the first, pumping inside her anus.
“Ow!” she gasped as he slapped her bottom.
“Kargiola,” he growled.
Two fingers became three, twisting deep within her anus. And then he jerked open the refrigerator and fumbled at something.
“Oww!” Aidan gasped, body jerking as she felt something cold against her tender little opening.
It was not the ice he had used on he before, not so cold, yet it was cold, and he pressed it against her anus as he drew his buttery fingers back, pushed and twisted, and she felt it pushing into her. Yet it was wider than his fingers, and her sphincter fought against it. 
“Kargiola!” he growled, slapping her bottom sharply.
He forced the thing into her, and she moaned as her rectum was spread and stretched tautly. He pumped it in and out lightly, just a few inches of it, and she felt as though she were spread immensely wide. Then it pushed deeper, and suddenly something seemed to give, and her eyes bulged as she felt it push deep, deep into her body.
“Oh! Oh fuck! Oh God!” she panted.
It felt enormous!
And heavy.
She twisted her head, trying to see, and caught only a glimpse of something long and green. Then he slapped at her bottom again and she yelped and moaned as the thing pushed even deeper into her bottom.
“D-Don’t! Don’t!” she gasped. “It’s too deeeeep!”
“Kargiola!” he growled. Bitch-whore!
“Ahhhhh!”
And then, suddenly, the pressure of the thing pushing into her eased, and she felt his fingers at her sex, stroking up and down, still buttery. No, more buttery, as he added more, and then she felt the coldness there, and again twisted, trying to see. And now she did see, she saw a long, green cucumber in his hand, and her eyes widened in fear at its thickness, for it was thicker than any man’s shaft.
“No!” she moaned. “Please don’t!”
Again he slapped her bottom sharply, and she felt the pressure grow as the thick cold, hard melon pushed against her sex, spreading her lips wide, slowly grinding its way through them as Kaunos twisted it from side to side.
The one in her anus felt heavy. She felt full, stretched, aching with it buried in her rectum. It felt as though it were throbbing there were it lay nestled in her belly. And now the second twisted from side to side, pulling back, then thrusting slowly forward, riding a layer of butter as Kaunos pushed it deeper into her quivering belly.
Her anus and sex lips were straining wide, her belly heavy and throbbing and aching with the cucumbers. She felt cramps deep inside her as Kaunos continued to push at both of them, twisting and forcing them deeper. Only when her cries became louder and more pained did he ease off. Then he stood up, gripping her arm to help her to her feet.
It seemed hard to stand, and her belly felt heavy. Trying to stand meant bringing her legs together, and she felt the hard cold of the cucumbers which protruded from her pussy and anus against her buttocks and thighs. There was at least two inches sticking out of both orifices, but she felt as though she had far, far more inside her.
“Do you like that, little Kargiola?” he asked, gripping the one in her pussy and stroking his thumb back and forth across her clitoris.
“Oh! Oh!” she gasped.
“We must have refreshments, yes? But you cannot sit, so you must kneel,” he said with a light laugh.
And so he knelt her at the table, and smiled, and his foot moved between her knees.
“Spread your legs, kargiola,” he ordered.
A little shudder ran through her, and Aidan obeyed.
‘More. More, little kargiola. Show me your beauty.”
Aidan spread her knees wide as she sat back on her heels, her wrists sore and hot where the leather laces gripped them, her breasts bruised, her pussy aching, her belly full and throbbing.
“They hurt,” she said accusingly, a little petulantly.
“I will hurt your bottom if you complain, kargiola.”
“Are you going to untie me?” she asked plaintively.
He laughed. “No, never. I will keep you for my little pet whore.”
He turned back to the counter. “I worked so hard, yes? I need nourishment!”
He worked at the counter, and Aidan stared at him, only now beginning to catch her breath. She looked down between her legs, staring somewhat astonished at the rounded end of the cucumber protruding from between her shaven sex lips. 
“They are both a foot long,” he said over his shoulder, turning on the stove. “You have only about ten inches inside you. We will get the last two inches inside later.”
They were very tight, and neither felt at all like sliding free, though her legs were spread wide. But, slowly, as she knelt there and watched him, she felt the one in her pussy easing downwards, driven by its own weight.
And while she knelt there Kaunos talked, strangely, of his wife, and his sons and daughter. He seemed quite proud of them all, and of his business.
The only thing which struck her about any of it was the realization that she was an adulterous, which felt quite bizarre to her. Or was she an adulterous? It wasn’t as though she were married, after all. He was certainly an adulterer, but was she? She wondered how she would check, who she would ask.
It was a little chilly in the room, and she found that her breasts were growing a little cold, particularly her nipples. She should insist she be untied, she thought. But that would end the wild, bizarre, thrilling sexual game she had found herself in, and this was exactly what she’d been looking for. Or at least, it was close. She’d not imagined being tied up.
Something smelled good, and he scooped it out of the pan and onto a large plate, working deftly. He turned around once and frowned at her.
“Keep your back straight,” he growled. “Don’t slump over or slouch.”
And despite her impulse to say something rude Aidan did as she was ordered, straightening her back.
He carried several plates to the table and then sat down.
“Turn and face me,” he said, come closer.”
She obeyed again, kneeling beside his chair, and he looked at the cucumber protruding from her sex lips and smiled.
“Put your heel against the base of the cucumber,” he ordered.
She stared at him in confusion.
“Push it back. I want it buried in your cunt.”
Aidan felt a little shockwave of excitement, outrage, arousal, heat, indignation, and embarrassment.
She eased back on her heels, then adjusted herself so that the end of the cucumber pressed against her heel. She sat back slowly; groaning involuntarily as she slowly forced the cucumber back up inside her belly. IT had only slipped a little, yet she felt a delicious, sensual ache as it pushed back up. And now, she saw, it was deeper, higher.
He nodded, satisfied, and began to eat. Aidan felt hungry, and licked her lips, wondering what to say, wondering if he would eat and give her nothing. Then he cut off a piece of whatever it was and held it out to her between his fingers. She looked at it uncertainly and he smiled. “Kotopoulo,” he said. “Chicken.”
She bent her head and took it into her mouth, and only as her tongue flicked lightly against his fingers did she realize she was eating from his hand, licking at his fingers. A dark tide of heat swept through her and for a moment she was speechless, passion and lust flaring wildly within her. Then it settled, leaving her groin throbbing, her nipples aching, and her mind wondering.
He cut another piece, and another, letting her lick them from his fingers or the palm of his hand. He laughed, and she felt a surge of arousal as he grinned down at her. He picked up a bottle and bent, putting the neck between her lips and upending it. Aidan swallowed repeatedly, then coughed and choked as her throat burned.
“Ouzo,” he said happily, drawing the bottle back and swallowing himself. “The nectar of the Gods.”
He let her eat little bits of salad out of his fingers, and let her drink more ouzo, and soon she was licking the ouzo out of the palm of his hand, woozy and feeling happy. Then he set a bowl on the floor, and she awkwardly bent over as he laughed down at her, licking and swallowing the ouzo from the bowl.
He drew her into his lap, and she gasped and moaned as the base of the cucumbers pressed against his thighs. But he bent her back and began to masturbate her, and, her head hanging upside down, back arched, she came again and again as he pushed at the cucumbers and stroked his fingers across her clit.
Aidan grunted and moaned and whined and bucked up against him as she climaxed again and again.
And somehow the thin laces were replaced by studded leather wrist restraints, and Aidan found herself standing, swaying a bit, as her arms were lifted up and apart, and her legs spread open. Her mind was fuzzy, muzzy, sleepy, and uncertain what was happening.
Except that, she was tired, so very – tired. Her mind drifted in light slumber, though she was standing upright. Several times the slumber grew deeper and her legs collapsed beneath her. Then she would gasp aloud, staring wildly, yanked back to wakefulness by the hard pull against her wrists.
Her legs and back ached, and she was coming back to something approaching sobriety when a door slammed somewhere. She blinked and swayed, her arms pulled harder above her until she straightened. She raised her chin, which she found had been resting on her chest. And she blinked as she remembered she was in a strange man’s home and – hadn’t seen him in hours.
She looked up at her wrists, and then, as if it had only just happened, realized there was something in her mouth, something large and round which spread her legs open. There was a strap which pulled at the sides of her mouth and wound behind her head, and she felt a throb of shocked outrage and excitement when she realized it was some sort of a gag.
And then she heard voices, female voices. She had only an instant to feel alarm before two women heavily laden down with shopping bags came around a corner in front of her and stopped, staring. One was her own age, lithe, darkly tanned, with long, dark hair. The other was older by at least a decade, fuller of chest and hips, with lightly curled dark hair. She was wearing dark glasses, but even so Aidan could see her dark scowl as the younger woman smirked knowingly.
The shock of seeing them blew more of the cobwebs out of her mind, and Aidan felt a wild shock of embarrassment as she realized her position, remembered and felt the cucumbers protruding from her sex and anus, and knew that the older woman must be Kaunos’ wife. The older woman snarled something in Greek, all of it unfamiliar save the one word: kargiola.
Bitch-whore.
 









Chapter Six

 
They dropped their bags, and the older woman strode up before Aidan, who was becoming more and more humiliated with each passing second. Her eyes raked up and down her body, and she spat something at her in Greek. The other girl followed, still smirking, grinning openly, not at all bothered by Aidan’s presence.
And then the older woman lashed out, her open hand cracking across Aidan’s right cheek with stinging pain, throwing her head violently to the left.
The woman shouted at her, and then the other hand lashed out, and her left cheek exploded with stinging pain as her head was thrown to the right. She was almost thrown off her feet, as well, but jerked back by the leather restraints pulling tightly against her wrists.
But then the younger woman pushed in between them, speaking to the older in a voice filled with amusement. She put her arm around Aidan and pushed the other back, blocking her hand when she tried to slap her again. The girl spoke in rapid Greek, turning often to Aidan and speaking in a low, cooing voice. She ran her hand over her body as she spoke, and Aidan felt another stab of alarm as her hand moved up to knead her breast, then down to finger the cucumber protruding from her sex.
The woman seemed very amused by it, while the older growled something in contempt. She snarled at Aidan, a rapid-fire string of Greek which contained the word “kargiola” several times. Then she turned and stormed off up the stairs, leaving her with the younger girl.
At first she felt a sense of relief, but that quickly gave way to alarm as the girl smiled and cooed at her, and continued to run her hand over her naked body. Aidan wanted to be released – at once, so she could flee, but the girl showed no sign of having any such intention. 
Aidan tried to shake her head, pulling against the restraints with growing distress as the woman’s hands gently caressed her breasts and toyed with her nipples. She had no interest in lesbian sex, and was Irish Catholic enough to find the very idea sinful, wicked and horrible. Yet the Greek girl clearly was enjoying herself. She bent, squeezing Aidan’s breasts, and then folded her lips around her right nipple, suckling and licking as Aidan made muffled noises into the gag.
Her face, already red, was growing hotter by the second, and she gasped and jerked violently as the girl’s hand slid down between her legs, her palm caressing the cucumber, her fingers stroking at her clit. The girl chuckled throatily, said something in Greek, then slid liquidly down to her knees in front of Aidan, her tongue licking circles around the cucumber protruding from her sex.
Aidan jerked her head away, refusing to look, staring at the stairs, hoping Kaunos would return and rescue her from the perverted lesbian girl. Yet she could not ignore the sensation of the girl’s soft finger slowly circling the cucumber, caressing her straining sex lips, nor the soft flickers of her hot tongue across her clitoris.
She tried, though, biting into the ball-gag, staring up at the roof, at the stairs, at the far door as the girl’s hands squeezed and kneaded her buttocks, and then ran up her body to massage her breasts. The girl’s touch brought undeniable pleasure, however. It also eased some of the humiliation she felt at being found in such a state. For if the girl was an active participant in Kaunos’ sexual game then Aidan had less of a reason to feel like a perverted slut herself.
The girl began to push at the end of the cucumber, to press her thumb in repeated little stabs that made the other end of the cucumber push against the back wall of her sex. It felt – not unpleasant. But then the girl pressed harder and more insistently, and Aidan gasped as she felt the cucumber shift, slowly easing even deeper inside her, somehow forcing some until-then closed part of her sexual tunnel apart so it could push higher into her belly.
It ached, and yet it was a delicious and exciting ache, and it forced Aidan to jerk her eyes down at last, to see that there was hardly any of the vegetable left outside her body. She could see about an inch of the round tip, and that was it. She thought of the long, fat length of it up inside her and felt a sense of thrilled awe.
More of the other cucumber had slid down since she had been standing there, and now the girl pressed against it. Aidan shuddered weakly as she felt it pushing back up inside her, inch after inch driving up high into her belly until it was as deep as it was before – and then deeper still. She felt cramps ripple through her, then a deeper ache as the end of the cucumber pushed against something high within her.
The girl was sucking gently and rhythmically on her exposed clitoris, her tongue flickering out and stroking even more deftly than Kaunos had done, and Aidan felt her inner heat swelling, her juices flowing, her excitement and arousal mounting despite herself. 
Her breathing became more ragged, her heart pumping more loudly, her pulse racing. She moaned softly, barely keeping her hips from rolling and grinding into the girl’s face. Her breasts felt hot and swollen, her nipples tingling hotly. Each time the girl’s hands slid up her body she found herself eagerly awaiting their touch, and then closing her eyes and groaning silently as they squeezed her aching breasts and rolled her nipples.
The girl continued to push in short, sharp little jabs at the base of both cucumbers as she licked and sucked at her clitoris, and Aidan was falling pell-mell into the same state of hyper-sexual passion and desire she’d felt at Kaunos’ hands earlier.
Then there were harsh Greek words on the stairs. The girl stopped what she was doing, and then got slowly, languorously to her feet. Kaunos returned, the older woman beside him, still glaring at her. The younger said something to Kaunos, and the three talked briefly as they regarded her.
Then Kaunos smiled at her, apparently not overly concerned at the presence of the others. “This is my wife Thea,” he said, smiling at the frowning woman, “And my daughter Evania.”
Aidan stiffened at the first introduction, though she had suspected as much, and felt more than slightly stunned at the second, even as Evania grinned at her.
“Thea and I have an understanding about my manly lusts. I am not supposed to pursue them actively. However, if a lovely young thing falls into my lap, so to speak, I am permitted to make physical use of her. I have assured her I have no emotional attachment to you, nor you to me, that this is merely a physical thing, yes? She is not so angry at me now, though she is how you say, a trifle miffed at you.”
He grinned at that last. “But no fear, I will buy her something nice, and that will make it up to her. For me, at least. You will have to make it up to her for your er, your impertinence in having sex with her husband... But I am sure she will find some way for you to do that.”
Then he and his wife walked past her and out towards the front door, leaving her alone with the girl Evania. The girl kissed her briefly on the cheek, then looked her up and down, eyes filled with amusement and superiority.
“So you are an Irish girl,” she said in thickly accented English. “I have heard that Irish girls are prudish virgins who fear to show their bodies.”
She kneaded and massaged Aidan’s breasts as she talked. “Have you ever fucked another girl before?”
Aidan jerked her head from side to side and Evania smiled in delight.
“Papa says I can do with you what I want,” she purred. “Perhaps I teach you how to please women, yes? Then you will be punished less by Thea when she returns.”
Her hand moved down to rub at the protruding cucumber, to finger her clitoris as she rained gentle kisses on Aidan’s throat and breasts and cheeks.
“She is a jealous woman. My mother was his only true love, and when she died Thea stalked him like a wild beast until he agreed to marry her. Yet she does not have his heart, only his cock. She always fears he will find some younger, prettier girl to take him away from her.”
She stepped back and examined the ropes tied to the leather restraints around her wrists, smiling knowingly as she followed their lines. Then she moved to the post on one side and untied the rope which was attached to her ankle restraint. At first, Aidan felt a sense of relief, thinking that once she was untied she could speedily depart and forget about her and her father and his wife. But the girl came back to her and then pulled on the rope, yanking her foot out from under her.
She lifted her ankle up and back and pressed it against her outer thigh, up high near her buttock, then wrapped the rope around her leg to bind it in place. She then went to the post on the other side, and untied that rope, repeating her action, yanking her foot out from under her so that Aidan was now hanging fully by her wrists.
This ached, and her wrists burned as she hung there.
“Should I punish you for fucking my father too?” the girl asked playfully.
She was caressing the soles and insteps of Aidan’s bound feet as she asked, and Aidan could not help her feet jerking and twitching repeatedly at the touch as the girl laughed at her.
Then Evania went behind her, and, looking over her head, Aidan saw the ropes holding her arms up went through rings set into the posts, then joined together at a kind of pulley attached to a crank behind her. The girl began to turn the crank, and she felt herself being lowered. She groaned with relief as her knees touched the floor and the pressure was removed from her wrists.
But then the girl stopped and locked the ropes in place, strolling back to her and standing before her. “Time for you to learn how to pleasure a woman, yes?”
Her face took on a new, arrogant, demanding look, and she reached behind Aidan’s head and undid the strap there, then gently worked the fat ball thing out of her mouth.
Aidan gasped and moved her stiff jaw as Evania combed her fingers through her blonde hair. Then she stepped back and began to peel off her own clothes, slipping off the short, thin dress she wore, then removing her lacy green bra and G-string.
‘W-wait,” Aidan gasped, her jaw still stiff from being held in place for such a long time. “I don’t – I want to be let loose. I don’t want to do anything with - :
Evania put her finger against Aidan’s lips to silence her, and then knelt before her. She was slightly higher than Aidan, and leaned into her, pressing her smaller, tanned breasts into Aidan’s pale orbs as her lips pressed firmly against Aidan’s mouth.
Aidan tried to shake her head free but Evania gripped her hair on both sides of her head, and kissed harder, mashing her lips against Aidan’s and thrusting her tongue forward into her mouth. Aidan pulled against the restraints, and her knees jerked and shifted on the floor, but she remained helpless as the girl ground her soft, warm breasts against Aidan’s own.
Aidan could feel the girls hard nipples rubbing against her own, and felt a shocked sense of realization, that the girl would force her to do things to her whether she wanted to or not. She had not really thought that with Kaunos, though she had never really considered not wanting to do the things he wanted.
But now she realized, with some dismay, that she was a prisoner to the girl’s lust, and that she would be required to pleasure her. There was something oddly, dramatically exciting about that, yet the idea frightened and repulsed her, as well. When the girl finally pulled her lips free and began to lick, kiss and chew along the nape of her neck Aidan once more tried to twist her head away.
“Stop it!” she gasped. “Untie me! I-I’m not into girls!”
“But I am into you, little kargiola,” she purred. “You will please me, and then you will please Thea, to make up for your impudence with papa.”
She crushed her lips against Aidan’s once more, her tongue shooting deep into her mouth, and Aidan, in a pique of anger, bit at it, not hard, but enough to send a message. The girl jerked her mouth back, glaring, then a cruel smile appeared on her face.
‘You will pleasure me, little kargiola. I can sense your lust. You say you have no interest in girls but I feel it there.”
She kneaded Aidan’s breasts, and then reached down to finger her clitoris once more.
“Untie me!” Aidan demanded breathlessly.
“No.”
“B-but you must!” Aidan sputtered.
Instead Evania bent and began to suckle and bite at the centre of her left breast, her teeth nipping in more strongly now than they had before so that Aidan gasped and moaned and winced repeatedly.
“S-stop it!’ she moaned.
Evania grinned and raised her head, seizing her stiff nipples between her fingers and pressing the edges of her nails against them. “Why should I stop?” she asked in a purr, digging her nails in so that Aidan gasped and whimpered. 
“How can you make me, little Irish girl?”
She dug her nails in harder, pulling out at Aidan’s nipples so they stretched.
‘Oww! Oww! Don’t!” Aidan cried.
“You must please me, or I will take my pleasure in other ways,” Evania breathed.
She bent and once more mouthed the centre of Aidan’s breast, chewing and suckling and licking in a way which sent hot thrills through her veins, though she was determined to ignore them.
The girl raised her head, fingers sliding through Aidan’s hair, and bent forward to kiss her again. Aidan jerked her face aside, and Evania laughed throatily. “I have played many games before, little Irish girl,” she purred. “I am mistress of them all. I can make you beg to pleasure me.”
She stood up and moved behind Aidan, then undid the rope around her left leg. Now, holding the rope, she pulled Aidan’s leg straight out in front of her, then sharply to the side, half twisting her around to the right post. She tied the rope off there, then undid the other rope.
“Y-You have to let me go!” Aidan said, still fumbling with the concept the girl would refuse to free her, would insist on forcing her sexual intentions on her.
Evania merely chuckled, then pulled her right leg straight out in front of her so that she was once more hanging from her wrists. As with the left, she then forced it sharply around to the side, pushing so far that Aidan cried out in pain as the tendons in her thighs and groin were cruelly strained. Her legs were spread painfully wide now, and bound in place, and now Evania moved across the room and returned with small, flat wooden stool. 
She slipped the stool underneath Aidan’s bottom, then moved behind her and worked at the crank. Aidan felt her body lowering, then cried out in pain as the bottom of the cucumbers pressed against the hard wood. 
It would not seem that an inch or so was so very much, yet both cucumbers were jammed high inside her, so high they could not go higher, and now as her weight was lowered onto the stool the pressure against them was immense and dreadfully painful inside her. She immediately pulled as hard as she could with both her arms and legs, lifting herself up a little, easing the pressure against the cucumbers.
“Don’t! Please!” she gasped, panicking.
She knew that she could not hold her position for very long at all. Her feet, bound open, were now slightly higher than her hips, and she was using muscles in her thighs to aid her arms in holding her up off the stool. But those muscles, and those in her arms were weakening rapidly.
“Please! Please! They’re too deep!” she gasped. “You have to untie me!”









Chapter Seven

 
The Greek girl stepped before her, grinning, spreading her legs apart, and Aidan saw that she was shaved as bare as Aidan was. The girl gripped her hair in loose masses to either side of her head, then drew her mouth in against her sex.
“Pleasure me,” she ordered. “You will not be untied until I am done with you, Irish slut.”
Her sex slit was wet, and Aidan recoiled as she felt the moisture against her lips and chin, but the girl held her hair tightly, and continued to rub her slit up and down over her tightly closed mouth.
Her muscles were weakening, however, her body trembling and shaking, jerking down again and again to jam the ends of the cucumbers against the hard wood, and grind the front ends up inside her belly
“Ungh! Oh! Please!” she gasped, “I-it hurts!”
“Lick me, little kargiola,” the girl whispered. “Pleasure your mistress with your little tongue.”
Aidan’s muscles weakened more. Again and again her weight came down hard against the stool so that she would cry out and jerk back, the pain lending her momentary strength. In desperately she finally began to lick, pushing her tongue out frantically at the Greek’s pussy, licking wildly until the girl drew back.
“Softly, kargiola,” she purred. “Lick here, see? As I did to you. Pleasure me so that I come against your tongue.”
Aidan could not lick softly, however, the pain, as she weakened, the shuddering cramps and ache inside her, made her lap furiously at the girl’s ex, obeying her instantly as she focused on her clit, as she thrust her tongue into her hole, as she kissed and sucked against the fat little swollen button.
And inside she ached terribly, the impaled on the hard cucumbers as more and more of her weight came down upon the ends. And then, somehow, first the one in her anus, and then the one in her pussy, somehow found room, and she cried out as they slid remorselessly up into her body until her buttocks were flat on the wooden stool.
The desperation in her licking eased as the pain did. The pain and cramps in her body were nearly continuous yet the sharp edge had been taken off. Now she licked with more care, obeying the girl’s soft, whispered orders and trying hard not to think of how disgusted she was with tonguing another woman’s pussy.
And the thought filled her mind that she had both cucumbers, a foot each, Kaunos had said, fat, too. They must absolutely fill her belly! She imagined her small, slender stomach and abdomen with the two fat, heavy cucumbers jammed fully inside them, and felt a sense of dark wonder
Evania was guiding her in her licking and kissing and sucking, but oftentimes she was also grinding herself against Aidan’s face, gripping her hair to hold her in place and rubbing her moist sex up and down against her nose and chin and lips so that most of the centre of the blonde girl’s face was soaked in her warm cream.
The Greek girl was now moaning passionately, gasping and whispering in Greek as she rode back and forth across Aidan’s licking tongue and face. Her fists tightened in the blonde girl’s hair, her knuckles jammed against the sides of her head as she bucked more and more violently against her. And then with a cry of passion and pleasure she climaxed, and hot cream spurted out of her pussy into Aidan’s open mouth and over her face
She shuddered and moaned, and then slowed her movements, rubbing more and more softly against Aidan’s face. Her fists unclenched, and then she stepped back with a groan. 
“If I had time, little Irish girl, I would teach you so much more,” she said.
“You do not have time,” a harsher voice snapped from the side of the room.
Evania turned, not embarrassed, as Thea strode into the room, and the two conversed in quick Greek, the older woman doing most of the speaking. Evania shrugged and then smiled almost apologetically at Aidan as she gathered up her clothes and began to leave. The older woman stood before her glaring down at Aidan, and muttering the word “kargiola”.
“I have assured my husband I will give you no permanent harm for your sluttish behaviour,” she said. ‘But that leaves much I can do.”
Aidan looked up warily, embarrassed all over again now as Evania left and she was alone with the angry older woman.
She put a foot on the stool and shoved hard so it slid out from under Aidan. The blonde gasped and then groaned as her weight came down on her wrists again.
“L-Let me go!” she panted. “I demand you release me! I-I shall complain to the police!”
The woman snorted. “Half the police in this city work for my husband,” she said. “The other half work for his cousins. And I do not think a shy Irish girl, as he describes you; will want to tell leering men of how she let another woman’s husband ride her like a bitch in heat on that woman’s very kitchen floor!”
She was untying her ankles, as Evania had done, but then lifted her ankles up much higher, up above Aidan’s head, fitting the ropes into the very rings through which the ropes holding her wrists passed, then back to the same pulley system. Then she loosened the ropes leading to her wrists. For an instant, 
Aidan’s right hand was free – or almost free, given the leather restraint was still about it, and the rope still tied in place. But the woman quickly seized her arm and yanked it straight down and then out, to tie to the low ring on the posts bracketing her.
Almost before she could understand the woman’s intent Aidan was bound upside down, her fingers inches from the floor, her legs spread wide so that her face burned in humiliation at how crudely displayed her sex and buttocks were.
And then, even as her skull throbbed as the blood rushed to her head, even as she gasped for breath, her head twisting and turning, she saw the older woman draw a thin leather belt from around her waist and swing it back and forth in her hand.
“Y-You daren’t!” she gasped.
The woman swung the thin belt across and Aidan cried out in pain as it cut across her buttocks.
“Oww!” Stop it!”
Again the belt swung, snapping across her bottom, and then again, and again, as Aidan yelped and cried and jerked against the bonds holding her so defenceless.
But her buttocks were not displayed properly for a true strapping, for they were spread, her thighs well apart. Worse, the woman seemed not to care as the thin belt cracked across her hips and inner thighs as well as her buttocks.
“Don’t! Oww! Please! Ohhww! Stop! Ohhhwww!”
The belt snapped and cracked like a bee sting, and now Aidan gasped in shock as the woman let her aim drift lower, and the belt struck her across the small of her back. 
“No! Please!”
The belt bit into her back again, higher, and then again, nearly at her shoulder blades, and then again and again as the girl thrashed and twisted, tears coming to her eyes as her back and buttocks grew hot and pained.
And yet, it was not a thick belt, not a heavy belt, and the blows, though stinging, were doing little damage as the woman amused herself. Aidan’s shock kept her from realizing it at first, but when she did her initial panic and fear faded. Yet each blow still stung, and she continued to be caught by anxiety as she tried to see behind her, tried to anticipate each new blow.
“You see, little slut, that there are consequences to fucking other women’s husbands,” Thea said as she snapped the belt against Aidan’s burning buttocks.
“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to!” Aidan cried.
“Lying slut! Of course you meant to!”
Which, of course, was true, and Aidan could only yelp in pain as the belt cut across her thigh.
She paused and stepped closer to the trembling, gasping, moaning girl, letting her hand run over her sex and anal opening.
‘So they are all the way inside you, yes? So long and fat, these things, as if they were made for little blonde sluts to pleasure themselves.”
And then, much to Aidan’s shock, she bent and began to run her tongue up and down her slightly parted sex opening, pressing the labia wider to bare the end of the cucumber, licking upwards across her clitoris as she hung there helplessly displayed, moaning and gasping softly.
The Greeks, she thought dazedly, must all be sex mad!
Still, she much preferred Thea’s tongue licking across her clitoris than her belt snapping down across her back, and she held her protests as the woman licked and kissed and sucked gently at her sex lips and clit. Much of her anxiety eased, and she hung limply, panting weakly as she felt the soft, wet tongue working her over.
Thea pulled away, though, and then knelt before her. She pulled her skirt up, and her G-string aside, and seized Aidan’s hair as she yanked her face up against her pussy.
“Now you pleasure me, little slut, so that I do not beat you too severely.”
And Aidan knew at once she had no choice. Her tongue pushed out into the woman’s sex and began to lick up and down its length. Thea knelt there, holding her head by the hair, and speaking soft Greek to her, running her other hand up and down Aidan’s body, over her breasts and belly and up across her throbbing sex.
“Yes. Lick, little slut. Lick. Did you like fucking my husband? Did you like his cock inside you?” she growled softly. “Filthy whore. Do you think you can steal other women’s husbands without penalty? Ahh, yess. There. Harder, little slut. Harder. Ahhh. Dirty bitch. Filthy slut. Did you take my husband’s cock into your whore mouth? You did, didn’t you?  Lick, bitch. Lick.”
She began to grind her hips back and forth, jamming her sex against Aidan’s face.
“Lick, slut,” she growled. 
And now she slapped at her breast so that Aidan yelped in pain.
“Lick whore.”
And she slapped the other breast so that it stung.
Again and again she slapped at Aidan’s breasts, so that they ached and throbbed hotly. She continued to grind her hips in and out, and Aidan continued to lick desperately at her pussy.
“Do you know what Greek women used to do with kargiolas who hunted their husbands?” she purred. “They would bind them up and put them on a cargo ship bound across the Mediterranean to the Arab lands, where the filthy sluts wound find themselves in a harem or trailing after a Bedouin’s camel on the end of a rope. Should I do that to you, little slut?”
The threat frightened Aidan only a little, for the image raised in her mind suddenly burned hot in her body. It was so similar to one of her favourite sexual fantasies that, bound as she was, it was impossible not to fall briefly into that fantasy and feel her body growing hot, her lust aroused.
She imagined herself naked, her wrists tied by a rope, her bare feet plunging into the soft desert sand as she ran alongside a handsome Arab’s camel, a captured white prisoner, a sex slave to be used by the cruel, dark men of the desert.
Thea slapped her breast again, and it stung. But the stinging was not merely of pleasure. She felt a hot, dark, hungry passion beginning to fill her as the woman cursed down at her and ground her sex into her face, as she spat curses and insults and Aidan pulled weakly against the restraints binding her in place.
Thea climaxed with a gasp, jamming Aidan’s face against her pussy and rubbing it there. Then she climbed back to her feet with a grunt, and seized the belt again. 
Aidan groaned as it slashed across her belly.
“I said I would not beat you too severely, kargiola, but that does not mean you should not be beaten,” she said.
The belt cut across Aidan’s belly again, leaving a trail of fire which surged through her body and up to her pussy. God, she thought! Oh God I’m being whipped! 
And her mind fell into her fantasy, and she cried out as the belt cut across her abdomen, but there was a passion and a hunger and a need in her voice which had not been there before. And when the thin belt snapped down across her breasts she cried out more loudly, gnashing her teeth, her head twisting and jerking and thrashing. Yet she did not beg Thea to stop.
Thea brought the belt down across her breasts again, and Aidan shuddered and moaned loudly. She raised her aim, cutting across her belly, then across her breasts once more. And then she swung the belt overhand and it cracked down across Aidan’s pussy.
Aidan jerked and cried out, her body writhing in its bonds, her back arching repeatedly, her muscles spasming as she writhed and gave a half sob of pleasure and pain. Again the belt snapped down across her pussy, and again, and again in rapid-fire sequence as the woman worked her arm faster.
And Aidan was, bizarrely, on the edge of climax. She did not understand it, did not understand anything. Her mind was drifting, fuzzy, confused. When Thea shifted her aim and brought the belt slashing down across her breasts she sobbed and twisted and cried out, again and again and again, on a strange, masochistic high.
And then the woman brought the thin leather belt down against her soft, throbbing, aching pussy and she cried out, the cry building, shifting, changing into a mindless, animal howl as the pleasure pushed the pain aside and a massive orgasm swept through her. The belt cut down again and again, as fast as Thea could swing it, and Aidan’s body thrashed and twisted in violent convulsions as the power of the orgasm intensified, grew and spread. 
Wave after wave of intense sexual pleasure swept her from head to toes as the orgasm went on and on, leaving her breathless and dazed.
And then it passed. Thea was saying something in Greek but Aidan didn’t care. Then the Greek woman sniffed and walked away, leaving her hanging upside down, groaning and sore, her mind blasted by the power of the climax so that her mouth hung open, slack, her eyes glazed over.
 









Chapter Eight

 
The Greeks were fucking crazy, Aidan thought tiredly. She guessed that it was about an hour since the Greek woman had left, and she had been left to hang upside down alone. Occasionally she heard a voice coming from somewhere else in the house, sometimes with the sound of a male, so that she knew it was Kaunos, sometimes higher pitched so that she thought it must be either Thea or Evania. But no one came within sight of her.
Occasionally she called out, but her voice was hesitant, and she could not bring herself to shout, for some reason, fearful of what the response would be.
Her belly ached. Now that she was upside down the two cucumbers were heavy against her insides. Her ankles hurt, and her feet were getting numb. Her body felt stretched, strained, her skin still warm and tingling sorely where the belt had struck her.
What time was it, she wondered dizzily. What day was it!?
She thought it must certainly be late. It was dark outside. Surely they hadn’t gone to bed and left her like this!?
And then she finally heard footsteps close by, the sharp, clicking footsteps of someone in heels. Thea entered the room, but so did Kaunos. They were together, and they approached where Aidan hung.
“Slut,” Thea growled. “I understand you did not suck my husband’s cock. Do you think your whore mouth is too good for a Greek man’s cock?”
Aidan stared up dumbly, not understanding what the woman was blathering about.
“I told him that an English slut cannot please a real man, that all they can do is lay there while he rides them. That is what happened today, isn’t it? You know nothing of pleasing a man. Like all the English you are a stupid, selfish, ignorant bitch!”
The two looked down at her, and then walked around behind her. She gasped as Thea slapped her bottom, then as she turned her head she saw they were both kneeling, side by side. Her hair was pulled and she cried out again as her head was lifted back and up by the hair. Thea gathered most of her hair together at the top of her head and used is to hold her head so far back it was almost right side up.
“Now fuck her whore mouth,” she growled to Kaunos. “Show her how a Greek man treats a filthy slut.”
Kaunos was hard, and his cockhead pushed into Aidan’s open mouth and jammed against the inside of her cheek. She gurgled and gasped as his cock shifted, sliding heavily across her tongue. The hard pull of her hair against her scalp had her mouth wide open as he pushed in closer, and she choked and gagged as his fat cockhead pushed too deep.
“You are just a wet cunt for him to use,” Thea sneered. “You are a cunt and a mouth and a pair of tits for him to grope. You are nothing to him, just a whore slut!”
And whatever else she said faded into a roaring as Kaunos thrust forward and his cockhead punched right down into Aidan’s throat. Her eyes bulged and she choked and gagged as the long length of his fat cock slid down her throat, or rather, up into her throat. Her body twisted and thrashed violently, but in seconds her face was jammed hard against his groin, her nose crushed into his pubic hair, her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.
She could hear nothing now, could think nothing, cared about nothing but the terrible discomfort in her throat and the sudden terror of being unable to breath. Kaunos’ cock filled her slender tube, and she gagged repeatedly even as she struggled to breath. Such was the angle of her throat now, with her head forced up and back, that he was able to thrust his stiffness straight up through her breathing tube, straight into her very chest as she thrashed and twisted frantically against her bonds.
And she could do nothing. She was utterly helpless as she felt his cock shifting, pulling back, pushing forward again to grind her nose into his pubic bone. Black dots danced before her eyes as her head pounded and her chest burned. She prayed desperately that he would withdraw, and at last he did, sliding the long, fat length of his organ back down her throat.
And yet the sensation of movement up her throat was even more uncomfortable, for it was unnatural, and she gagged again, her eyes watering as his cockhead finally popped free into her mouth and she could draw in ragged, desperate breaths of air.
“… Whore slut!” she heard Thea was saying with glee. “Choke on his cock, you miserable little whore! You think you are pretty, yes? You know nothing about how to please a Greek man! Irish slut! You are an ignorant, backward people who don’t even…”
Her words disappeared again as Kaunos; still holding her head up and back, thrust his cock back into her throat. 
Aidan had tried to close her mouth and found she could not. The way his hands pulled at her hair as he forced her head up and back seemed to make it impossible to close her jaw without extreme pain. And so his cock slid onto her wriggling tongue again, stroked back and forth across it, and the slid deeper into her mouth and pushed against the back of her throat.
Again Aidan gagged and choked as the fat mushroom head pushed into her throat. It stayed in place as she gagged, and then slid inexorably down her throat until her face was once more jammed hard against his groin.
Now that the shock of the initial penetration had passed Aidan felt less stunned, less frightened. And with the full, long length of him buried in her throat the sensation was oddly less uncomfortable. It was there, at the top of her throat, she thought, at the back of her mouth, where the discomfort lay. And yet it was all mind over matter. It must surely be.
In a trice, faster than it could possibly take to put her thoughts into words, she realized that her gag reflex was a product of her mind alone. Did she not constantly swallow food without the slightest hesitation? Without ever thinking of gagging? Yet the merest touch of a finger there at the back of the throat could cause the gag reflex to stutter and choke.
So it must be mind over matter. And if there was one thing Aidan prided herself on it was the quality and strength of her mind, and of her will.
And so as his cock slid back up her throat she fought the gag reflex furiously. She tried to tell herself it was merely food in her mouth, merely, well, meat – and the thought caused her no amusement. She was not going to choke. She was not! And so there was no reason to fear, and no reason for her gag reflex to be reacting so energetically.
His cockhead came free of her throat with a slight hesitation, and she gagged violently, cursed herself silently, and gulped in air with new determination as the Greek woman continued to sneer at her. Anger caused by the woman’s words added to her determination, however, and when Kaunos thrust the spongy head of his cock back into her throat she braced herself with steely determination.
And yet gagged regardless. However, the reflex was weaker, and eased as his cockhead plunged down her throat and into her very chest, and as her nose was jammed once more into his groin. She was, she thought bleakly, making progress. But then Kaunos drew his cock back up her throat almost at once, about halfway, and plunged it forward once more.
He drew back, and thrust forward, grunting, his hips working in and out, his cock, slick with saliva, sliding up and down inside her throat tube. Her face was now jammed again and again into his groin as he quite literally fucked her mouth and face, and Aidan had no time for anger as she gagged violently again and again, the fast, up and down movement of his thick cock telling her throat in no uncertain terms that this was not food, and that such movement was not what it was designed for.
Tears filled her eyes as she gagged, and as his big cock continued to thrust up and down it moved faster, and her face smashed into his pubic bone with more force, her nose aching and making her eyes even more teary. The longer he thrust the more her air ran out, as well, and soon the helpless young woman was dazed and her eyes going glassy as the Greek man continued to pump his cock inside her throat.
He pulled out, at last, and she was hardly aware of it. Her eyes were glassy, and she gasped for breath as saliva drooled over her lower lip in a long string. Her face was red and teary and she could not understand the words the Greek woman hurled venomously at her as Kaunos rubbed his spit-wet cockhead around her face and chuckled in apparent amusement.
And then his cock was pushing down her throat once more, driving deep, and her face was grinding against his pubic bone.
Her dazed state, however, seemed to be working in her favour now, for she was to a great extent correct about the gag reflex, and it was indeed a matter of her mind, of instinct, rather than a physical reflex. And so his pumping became much easier for both of them as her gagging eased.
To a certain extent she was unaware of what was happening now. Her dazed state left her mind muddled and fuzzy, and even as his groin pushed heavily into her face and nose again and again her glassy eyes stared near sightlessly at his cock, not understanding.
The haze in her mind began to ease, however, as he withdrew again and allowed her to breath. And her eyes fluttered as she tried to understand what was happening, and then did. His cock slid through her open lips once more, and plunged down her throat, but now there was little gagging. Her gag reflex seemed to have been worn out, to some extent, and she stared dully at his groin as he pushed it into her face again and again and again.
It was getting much easier, however. As the darkness eased from her mind she stared down at his fat cock and felt a degree of amazement and even pride that she could accept an entire cock in her mouth, down her throat. That she could swallow him all the way to the hilt. For surely, she thought, that something only the most proficient sexual partners could do. And that, after all, was what she wanted out of her Greek holiday. She wanted to become a sophisticated woman of the world in all things, and that included sex.
And then Thea was on her knees next to her husband, and her hand was against Aidan’s mouth, gripping her husband’s wet cock and squeezing as it pulled free.
“Come in her face! Come in her whore face, husband!” she growled.
And he did, and Aidan stared stupidly at his cockhead as it began to spit at her, as it began to spew wad after wad of warm, white seed against her face.
“Bitch whore!” Thea growled.
She pushed Kaunos away and her hands tore at Aidan’s hair so that she cried out in pain. Then she was in front of her, yanking her head up, and pushing her naked groin into her face.
“His juices belong to me, slut! Me!”
She rubbed Aidan’s face up and down against her sex, grinding her nose along the line of her slit as she pulled harshly on her head and hair and threatened to suffocate her against her own flesh. In desperation Aidan pushed her tongue out, licking at the woman’s sex, trying to please her.
“Yes! Lick me, whore!” Thea snapped. 
She slapped at Aidan’s breast and made the girl cry out in pain.
“Lick me! Show me how sorry you are, slut!”
But Aidan could not, at least not very well, for the woman continued to force her mouth up too tightly against her sex.  It became impossible to breath, and her head began to throb once more, her throat to burn. And then the black dots grew and joined together in a solid curtain as Aidan lost consciousness at last.
 









Chapter Nine

 
Aidan woke in a cage. She was groggy at first, as she moaned and peered out through the bars, and did not understand. As she woke, she twisted slowly; groaning at her body’s stiffness, at her soreness, and her hip came up against the bars, then her legs, which could not spread out. She opened her eyes fully and blinked, tried to rub them, and found her hands could not be brought to bear, for they were locked behind her back.
Aidan sat up, swaying slightly, and looked about her. No, she was not swaying, the cage was. She was in a cage which was approximately four feet round, and not much higher. It was shaped, she thought, like a bird cage. And like a bird cage, it hung on the end of a chain. It was not very high above the floor, perhaps a foot or two, but that was enough for it to sway slightly at every movement she made.
She was nude, as she had been, but now she felt something around her throat, and around her wrists, and on her ankles. She twisted her body and saw that polished, stainless steel shackles were around her ankles, locked together with a foot long chain. Her wrists felt as though something similar were binding them, but without the chain. And whatever was around her throat was heavy, and metallic.
For the first time Aidan began to fear. Her memory brought the Greek woman’s words about selling her to Bedouins to the surface, and though she dismissed it as a silly threat meant only to frighten her she stared at the bars of the cage and felt a lump in her stomach.
She rose on her knees and twisted her arms to her left as she tried to turn her head around. She caught the flash of metal there on her wrists and then grunted with effort and turned her head back. She pressed her shoulder against the bars, which were thin and gold, but solid, then looked for a door. It was a sliding door similar to those on bird cages, and locked. There was also a sort of window, a square opening about halfway up one side which had a similar sliding door, also locked.
The cage hung from a chain attached to the ceiling above. The ceiling itself was arched, with wooden beams visible. The floor below was wood, and looked somewhat dusty. There were boxes piled in several corners, along with old pieces of furniture, dusty lamps and worn tables. She was, she guessed, in the attic. 
Aidan stared about her with a sense of disbelief, as though she were in a bizarre dream. How could she be in a cage!? It was absurd! She felt sore, and stiff, and ached in a variety of places she had never ached before. Her skin throbbed hotly where she had been beaten. Her breasts hurt, and, looking down, she could see the thin, pinkish lines which marked where the Greek woman had struck her with the belt.
Again she felt a wave of incredulity. The woman had hit her breasts with a belt! The pink lines criss-crossed her torso, as well, and, she knew, though she could not see, her back and buttocks. She felt indignant, affronted, and despite that a dark, hot whisper of something raw, something carnal burned in the back of her mind.
There were shackles round her wrists and ankles, and she was nude and caged. Fear danced along the edges of her thoughts, but with it a sense of breathless, eager anticipation. Embarrassment and wonder coursed through her as her mind sifted through the memories of what had befallen her.
And then through her astonishment, anxieties and wonder she felt the demands of her body; chiefly, a deep thirst and rumbling hunger. Her throat felt dry and sore, aching as though she had a cold. But she knew the real reason was the soreness brought on by Kaunos thrusting his cock down her throat.
She shifted positions awkwardly, trying to find one with more comfort. There was a thin pad beneath her, but it was scant comfort. She leaned against one side, then the other. She sat back and brought her knees back against her chest. She tried to lie on her side, grunting with effort.
Then the door across the room opened.
Aidan sat up at once, staring, watching a figure move through the shadows towards her. Her anxiety deepened as she recognized a female shape, then lifted as she realized it was the younger girl Evania. The girl wore what Aidan first took to be a slip, then realized was a very light, very thin, very short dress. She had very high heels, and the heels clicked on the wooden floor as she moved.
The girl was smiling as she approached the cage, and Aidan felt her face flush with indignation. She scowled at the girl as she reached the side of the cage.
“Unlock this at once and let me go!” she demanded.
Evania only smiled and ran her fingers along the bars, and Aidan felt uncertainty strike her. Of course they had to let her go if she demanded it. Didn’t they? This was some perverse game of theirs, and perhaps they thought she wanted to continue to be a part of it. Her reactions from the previous night, she supposed might allow for that mistake.
“I mean it! I want out of here now! I want to go back to my hotel room! I’m hungry and thirsty and sore.”
“Would you like a drink, little Kargiola?” the girl purred.
“I said I want to be released! I’ve had enough of this. If you don’t let me out I’ll call the police!”
Again Evania smiled. “From in there?” she asked.
Aidan flushed with growing anger. “I will when I get out!”
“Ahh, but what if you do not get out?”
“Don’t be absurd! I’m not frightened of your silly games,” Aidan growled.
“If you knew Thea better you would be,” Evania said. “My papa will do nothing to be protecting of you, you know. He is being having his sport with you. Now he cares nothing for what happens to you. You are Thea’s toy, hers to punish and play with.”
“I don’t want anything to do with her! Or you!” Aidan snapped. “I want to go back to my hotel room!”
Evania shrugged casually. “I would get in far too much trouble if I released you. So I shan’t. I could get you water. Would you like that?”
Aidan glared. “I want out!”
Evania shrugged and turned, then began to stroll back to the door. Aidan became even more painfully aware of the thirst and soreness in her throat.
‘Wait!” she called.	
Evania turned and quirked an eyebrow up.
“All right. I want some water.”
Evania smiled and returned, then bent over the cage a little. “Is that the way you ask for something, little kargiola?”
Aidan looked at her uncertainly.
“Say, Evania, may I please have some water,” Evania said mockingly.
Aidan glared at her. “Get fucked,” she spat.
Evania chuckled and then turned and walked away, closing the door behind her.
Aidan glared at it for a few moments, then sat back in the cage, muttering and thinking about how much trouble she would make for the Greek bitch when she got out.
Except, of course, that she doubted she would do any such thing. The thought of going to the authorities and testifying as to what she had done – and what had been done to her, was simply far too humiliating to seriously consider. And that realization only made her angrier.
Aidan was a strong-willed girl, but not at all used to deprivation of any sort. She ate when hungry, drank when thirsty. Nor was she used to heat or cold or any other discomfort. She found that she liked none of them, and glowered towards the distant door as she waited someone else to come to her.
She was not happy! And yet – and yet she could not deny the dark thrill of her position, shackled and in a cage, naked, as if she were a sexual slave, perhaps, a prisoner to the lusts of cruel men. Except, of course, that was a woman, women who kept her prisoner.
And that somewhat dampened the excitement of the idea. Aidan had never really thought much of sex with women. And although her own excitement had allowed Thea and Evania to overcome her natural preference for men she still didn’t. Oh there was no denying – though she blushed when thinking of it – that her body had responded to their touch, to their caresses. But it was more, she told herself, the situation, the shock, the wickedness and outrage. Yes, the outrage. Doing something so – so outrageous, so sexually outrageous, had been a wondrous and exhilarating thing.
And there was no denying, as well, that this was an experience she would remember all her life, an experience which had taught her much about sex, and done much to strip away the naivety and innocence she had feared to take with her to Oxford. What other girl there, what London raised lord ling’s daughter could list among her sexual experiences being chained naked in a cage!?
Not that sexual experiences with women were what she really needed, she told herself, irked. If it were Kaunos, now, that would be more exciting. She imagined herself looking through the bars of the cage at him, forced to perform sexually on his long, fat cock. Kaunos could still teach her much if he returned.
It was starting to get very warm now, and Aidan guessed that the day was getting on. Soon she began to sweat, and the air grew still and heavy. Her skin grew moist and as she lay her head back sweat trickled slowly down her forehead and cheeks and chest. The thin cage bars behind her were wet with her sweat, and the thin pad below her was damp. Her breathing grew slow as the heat grew deeper, sapping the strength from her.
The door opened again, and Evania returned, strolling just as casually across the floor as she had the first time. She smiled as she looked into the cage. 
“Is hot in here, no?”
“Let me out,” Aidan said, her voice low, weak, her throat rasping.
‘So sadly to say no,” Evania said.
“Bitch,” Aidan breathed.
“Do you like the water, little kargiola?” Evania taunted. “I can be bringing to you the water. Sweet, cooling water.”
“Yes,” Aidan panted.
Evania smiled. “Say to me, please Evania, bring water to little kargiola.”
Aidan glowered at her. She could not even wipe the sweat from her eyes.
“Please bring me water, Evania,” she said, gritting her teeth.
Evania shook her head sadly. “Please bring water to little kargiola, Evania,” she corrected her.
Aidan’s mind trembled between cursing her again and giving in. Yet it was so hot, and she was so very thirsty now that the thought of water broke through her customary arrogance.
“Please bring water for… for little kargiola, Evania,” she said.
Evania smiled broadly. “Of course, little Kargiola.”
She turned and strolled away, and the door closed behind her. Aidan wondered, at first, if she had merely been taunting her, and would now do nothing. But after a few minutes the door opened again and Evania returned, strolling just as carelessly, her heels clicking across the wood floor as she came up to the bars. There was a large glass of water with ice cubes visible in it, and Aidan swallowed – not without difficulty, and pushed herself away from the back of the cage as the girl opened the little door halfway up the other side.
“Sweet water, little kargiola,” she said. “Put your head through the window.”
Aidan grunted with effort, and fresh sweat beaded no her skin as she shuffled forward on her knees. The hole was just wide enough to push her head through and look up at the girl – and the glass in her hand.
“Of course, Thea is not wishing you to be having any water,” Evania said, holding her hand back. “So I am taking a risk, you know. She would be most angry at me if she found out. Do you think I deserve a reward, kargiola?”
She held the water to Aidan’s lips, and tilted it slightly. Aidan got one mouthful of sweet, icy cold liquid and the girl drew back. Then she set the glass down and reached to grip the hem of her little dress, then, cross-handed, she peeled it up and over her head.
She was nude beneath it, and her golden skin glowed as she shifted her legs apart and reached for Aidan’s hair. She pulled it into two thick masses of tangled bunches to either side of her head, then pulled as she pushed her groin forward. Aidan tried to pull back, but could not.
“Reward me, little kargiola,” Evania said. “Show me how much you have learned about pleasing women.”
“Don’t!” Aidan gasped weakly. “Let go!”
“Please me, kargiola,” Evania taunted. “Show me your little pink tongue.”
She shifted her grip, bunching up Aidan’s hair at the top of her head, and then pushed down on the door. It pressed against the back of her neck, and forced her neck down against the frame so that she could not pull back even were her hair let go.
“Do as you are told, kargiola,” Evania said, her voice colder now.
She ground her sex into Aidan’s face, rubbing her clean, soft slit back and forth over her nose and lips.
Aidan gasped as her neck was pushed down against the frame and she had difficulty breathing. Her head began to pound and she felt sweat flooding out of her now as she struggled weakly to withdraw. Finally she gave a half sob and pushed her tongue out, licking up and down the girl’s slit.
The pressure on her throat eased, but she could still not withdraw a she continued to lick at Evania’s sex.
“Higher,” Evania sighed. “Higher little bitch whore.”
Aidan slid her tongue up higher and drove it against her clit, licking up and down and from side to side as Evania laughed and twisted her fingers in her hair. 
“Deeper. Higher. Harder,” she ordered, spreading her legs wider, pulling on Aidan’s hair, guiding her face up and forcing her to suck gently on her clitoris as it puffed up and pushed out from under its hood. She began to roll her hips, gasping, sweat beading on her own body now as she rode Aidan’s face. She groaned, her hips grinding, her buttocks clenching and unclenching, her fingers tightening in Aidan’s hair as she jammed her sex against the blonde girl’s mouth.
Then with a groan she bucked sharply and frantically into the Irish girl’s face, gulping in air, moaning softly and closing her eyes in orgasmic pleasure. She held still for long seconds, then sighed and released Aidan’s hair, taking a half step back.
“You have learned somewhat, little kargiola, but not enough,” she said. “No doubt Thea will teach you more.”
She bent and picked up the glass of water, then held it to Aidan’s lips. Aidan swallowed thirstily, but Evania continued to tilt the cup higher and higher so that the liquid ran down faster than she could swallow. It poured over her cheeks and fell to the floor as she desperately swallowed as fast as she could. Then with a laugh Evania drew the cup back and threw the remaining contents into her face.
“Back in your cage, slut,” she said, sliding the door higher and pushing on Aidan’s face so she fell back inside.
She closed the cage and Aidan glared up at her as she bent to pick up her dress.
“You fucking Greek whore!” she yelled.
Evania smirked and tossed her light dress across her shoulder, then strolled naked to the door, her heels clicking on the floor. She left, and Aidan licked her lips and picked herself up off from where she lay, sitting back against the bars once more.
The water helped, but she was still sweating, and hungry, and sore. And as the hours wore on she continued to grow weary and ever more hungry. When the door opened again she glared at the figure approaching, thinking it Evania, but then her pulse lurched as she realized it was Thea. She sat up, and the Greek woman, scowling at her, stopped before the cage and stared.
“Kargiola,” she spat.
“Let me out!” Aidan demanded, glaring back.
Thea seemed to smirk. She was carrying a bag, and a cane of some sort. She set the bag down and walked over to a nearby table. It was a very small table, and she dragged it easily back to the cage, then picked up the bag and spilled its contents onto the surface. Aidan could not see what they were as the woman stepped before them and slid the little window up again.
Aidan drew back. She had no intention of putting her head through that again.
“Put your breasts through the opening,” Thea demanded.
Aidan stared at her in surprise. 
“Get fucked,” she said.
The woman’s eyes tightened. She picked up the cane thing and slid it through the bars. Aidan was as far back as she could go, and had little room for dodging as the tip of the cane neared her chest. She realized, staring, that it was no ordinary cane, for there was a little stud on the end. Then it touched her, and she cried out at as an electrical shock zapped her shoulder. She threw herself to one side, but the Greek woman simply shifted the tip of the cane and zapped her on the hip, then on the bottom, then on the belly as Aidan cried out again and twisted and writhed and shouted.
“Do as you are told, slut!” She shouted.
Aidan writhed frantically, throwing herself to the other side of the cage, but the thing zapped her chest just above one breast, and she was flung backwards with a scream. Then before she could dodge the cane thrust right at her face and into her open mouth. Her head fairly exploded as the electrical shock struck her tongue and her head whiplashed violently back so that’s he lay, dazed, on her back on the floor of the cage, knees spilling apart.
The Greek women laughed, then lowered the tip of the cane, sliding it down the gasping, moaning girl’s belly until it was pressed against the top of her slit. Again she pressed the bottom on the base and once again Aidan screamed, her hips bucking violently upwards and to the side so that she was tumbled onto her belly.
The cane slid forward again, the Greek woman intent, enjoying herself. It pushed against Aidan’s sex and this time pushed between her sweating sex lips and drove at least half a foot up into her belly.
Again the woman depressed the button, and Aidan howled, writhing and twisting and bucking. But her movements actually impaled her deeper on the device, and Thea thrust forward, leering as she zapped her again and again and again.
She withdrew at last, smirking down at the moaning, sobbing girl as she lay the cane down and turned to the table. She separated out the contents, then set them in proper order, opening sealed plastic bags and a little squeeze bottle. She turned back to the girl and kicked the bar.
“Sit up, slut! Or you will get more. Now!”
Whimpering, dazed, but driven by the threat, Aidan managed to twist around and fall on her bottom, then after several failed attempts she got to her knees, trembling and twitching, sweating profusely.
“Put your breasts through the opening,” the Greek woman demanded.
Aidan moaned, but when the woman picked up the cane again she shuffled forward and then, helplessly pushed her breasts into the opening. The opening was actually a little narrow for them and the Greek woman reached out, pulling her breasts through until Aidan’s chest was flat against the bars.
Her breasts were squeezed together from the sides because of the narrowness of the square opening. And then Thea slid the door down hard, and Aidan screamed again as the door crushed her breasts next to her chest so that they were bloated out like fat balloons.
Aidan could not withdraw them. She was pinned in place against the bars, her breasts caught tightly as the woman turned away and then reached for something on the table. She turned back, holding a squeeze bottle, and sprayed some liquid against both breasts. Then she picked up what appeared to be a long, thin needle and a pair of pincers.
With deft movements of her fingers she caught Aidan’s left nipple at the base of the nipple, just at the areola and squeezed, then, even as Aidan was crying out in pain, thrust the needle sideways through the soft, pink flesh of the nipple.
Aidan cried out, but the pain was over almost before she completed her cry. She stared, shocked, as the woman then shifted to her other breast, pinched it hard with the pincer, and then jabbed the needle through the nipple again.
She put down the needle and pincer and picked up a pair of stainless steel rings, large though thin, and slid them into the holes in the Irish girl’s newly pierced nipples.
She opened the cage door then and Aidan fell back, whimpering, moaning, dazed. She stared down at the rings dangling from her sore, throbbing nipples, then up at the Greek woman through the bars.
“Put your head through the opening now,” the woman demanded briskly.
Aidan merely stared, gasping for breath. But when Thea picked up the cane and slid it through the bars again she pushed herself forward.
“All right! All right!” she cried.
The cane was withdrawn and Aidan fearfully pushed her head through the opening. As she’d expected, the cage door slid down on the back of her neck to trap her head there. Also as expected, she was then required to perform oral sex on the woman just as she had on Evania.
It took longer, however, and the woman cursed her in Greek most of the time. When she finished she did not release her head, but picked up the pincers again.
“Open your mouth and push your tongue out,” she ordered.
Still dazed, Aidan did not understand. She obeyed, and then cried out as the pincers gripped her tongue and pulled sharply, painfully. She squealed in alarm and pain as the woman placed a sharp, fat alligator clip around her tongue, then let it close. The teeth bit into her tongue and Aidan’s eyes bulged. She screamed in pain and jerked her head free, but not entirely free.
She was, of course, still locked in place, and Thea had no difficult gripping her hair and yanking her head up and back, then forcing her mouth open. She had a long, thin hooked bar, and she slid the hook through a ring on the end of the clip attached to the whimpering, sobbing girl’s tongue.
She opened the door, then, letting Aidan draw her head back inside, but she kept hold of the narrow bar, her hand following Aidan back inside. She shifted her grip on the narrow bar, pushed the back through the bars, then lifted it up along the curving surface of the cage wall. 
Of course, it pulled irresistibly on the clip biting into the girl’s tongue, and so her face followed inexorably along, tilting up and then back as the foot long bar neared the top centre of the cage and then was locked in place. Aidan was forced to kneel in the centre, head well back, her eyes staring up along the thin bar at the roof of the cage.
The woman was not done, however. She had another pair of bars and she hooked them into the Irish girl’s nipple rings, then pulled them up and out, fixing the bars to the bars of the cage so that her breasts pulled up and out to either side.
The position forced the crying girl to spread her knees wide to attempt to balance herself. She thought nothing of the liquid sprayed against her sex, not until the woman reached through the bars, gripped her clitoral hood sharply, and jabbed the needle through it.
The pain was worse, this time, but though she screamed and sobbed and jerked violently, Aidan’s movements were, of course, tightly constricted, and she could do little more than sob miserably in pain as the woman affixed another ring, this time to her clitoral hood, and another bar, this time pulling the ring down and forward.
And then she left her like that as the sweat poured down her flanks and the tears poured down her cheeks.
 









Chapter Ten

 
It was very hard to think of anything. Aidan was frantic with pain and the desperate need to keep her body properly positioned, regardless of the screaming muscles and cramps in her back and legs. Her long hair trailed down her back as she stared up at the roof of the ceiling, at her tongue forced up and out of her mouth, aching, throbbing, burning. Her nipples burned, as well. And she hurt even more between the legs.
But as the time passed the worst pain was growing in her back. She was arched sharply back, her head back jammed back against her shoulders, her chest curved painfully. And there was virtually nothing she could do to shift her position. Her back burned and ached and it soon began to feel as if drills were grinding away at her spine.
The first hour was the worst. Or perhaps the second. The pain and discomfort made her sweat even more, and she could actually feel the fat droplets of sweat trickling slowly down her body, between and over her breasts, down her taut belly and abdomen, and between her buttocks, down her legs to pool around her knees and toes.
By the third hour her tongue was numb, though hot, and her back seemed to have fused in place, and though she trembled nearly constantly, she was able to hold her position with little more than the terrible, throbbing, cramping ache in her back.
She was not entirely conscious, however. Exhaustion and heat had made her mind dull and sluggish. She did not even notice Evania’s arrival, though she heard her throaty chuckle. It was only when the girl leaned against the cage and looked directly down on her that she realized that she was there.
“Are we enjoying ourselves, little kargiola?” she asked. “I have come to feed you.”
She fed a hose through the top of the cage and down into the girl’s open mouth, and then what tasted like apple juice began to glow. Aidan swallowed instinctively, even as the stuff began to overflow her mouth and spill down her cheeks and over her body.
She laughed as she withdrew the hose. Aidan could not see what she did next, could not see her kneeling and opening the door at the base of the cage, could not see her grinning as she leaned in, holding a fat, thick, long metal bar. It had a flat base and a rounded head, and there was a screw in the base which locked in place against the floor of the cage.
She pressed the rounded nose against the Irish girl’s sex just below where the metal ring pulled her clitoral hood up and forward. She rubbed the head along her sweating sex lips, then angled it up and pushed. Aidan moaned dizzily, but paid it little attention at first.
Then the pressure mounted and she began to hurt as the thing forced her sex lips up and back – and back – and back. Evania twisted it from side to side, pushing forward, slowly letting the rounded head push up, and the fatter body follow. Aidan’s sex lips stung and strained and burned, but she could do nothing to resist as she whimpered and moaned in discomfort and helplessness.
The fat metal tube pushed higher into her belly, then higher still, and there was something exotically satisfying about that deep penetration, even as it was pushed painfully high so that she cried out.
Evania shifted the angle of the metal device, forcing the base in flat against the floor beneath her – or almost beneath her, and then locked it in place against the floor. Aidan had to shift her hips slightly back, which increased the tension and strain to her nipples and clitoral hood.
The cage door closed and locked, and Evania left her.
Aidan felt the hard heaviness in her belly, the uncomfortable fullness and the strain as her sex lips were forced wide open. But most of her concentration was still on her aching back.
As night fell the heat diminished, but the girl continued to tremble and moan low in her throat, her eyes glassy. Only the sharp pain whenever her body shifted kept her in position.
Morning came, but Aidan had no knowledge of it. She was aware, however, when Thea arrived. The woman unhooked the bars from her nipple rings and the one piercing her clitoral hood, and then plucked the clip from her tongue. Pain ripped through her tongue at that, and she cried out miserably, and more pain struck her as she swayed forward, finally able to unarch her back.
But there was relief shortly after, intense, soothing, wonderful relief as she was able to bent and slowly twist and the terrible, biting ache of her spine eased off.
“Put your head through the opening,” Thea commanded.
Aidan hardly understood her. But she had no will now to resist. When the Greek woman reached through the opening and grabbed her hair she allowed her head to be pulled through the window.
She could not move from her position on her knees, for she was impaled on the hard, steel bar, and her body felt new cramps as her insides twisted around it at her movement.
Thea twisted her hair into a long, tangled braid at the top of her head and then tied it to the bars above her. With her mouth open, the Greek woman poured juice into her, and Aidan swallowed dazedly.
Again, Aidan had to perform oral sex on her. This time her tongue ached and burned with every touch. It felt swollen and cut. But she tasted no blood, and the threat of the electrical shocks pushed her tongue out against the woman’s pussy as Thea used her for little more than masturbatory relief.
With that done she fastened another clip to the girl’s tongue, this one lighter. A thin chain was attached to a weighted ball, and when her head was pushed back into the cage, Aidan found the ball pulling on her tongue, forcing it over her lower lip.
The Greek woman left her there, kneeling, impaled, her tongue hanging over her lower lip, moaning, dazed.
Three times, the Greek woman returned to pour juice down her throat, to force her to perform oral sex on her, and to change the location of the clip.  The attic began to grow warmer and warmer, and soon sweat was pouring down her flanks once more, but Aidan hardly noticed.
She knelt, her tongue pressed over her lower lip, eyes dull. Somehow, over the preceding hours, her body had come to accommodate more of the thick, fat, hard metal cock inside her, so that she could now sit her buttocks on her heels – but barely. And even then the nose of the thing ached where it was jammed against the deepest part of her sex tunnel.
The juice had brought her back to life, somewhat, and it seemed her body was beginning to acclimate itself to the extreme heat, as well. Her mind, though fuzzy with tiredness, was aware and alive, and she stared dully through the bars wondering what the bitch, as she had come to think of Thea, would do to her next.
She no longer had the confidence she had had when waking to find herself caged, the confidence that she would soon be released. Now she had come to the raw understanding that she was entirely at Thea’s mercy, that the woman could do anything she wanted to her. No one knew she was here. No one would come searching for her here. At least, not with any intent.
Surely the bitch wouldn’t really send her to Algeria? No, surely that was merely a threat. This was all more than punishment, after all. The woman was deriving more than just satisfaction at hurting her husband’s temporary lover. She was getting her own perverse sexual pleasure from it.
The bitch.
But for how long? When would she let Aidan go? Would she even let her go? But what else could she do? She couldn’t hold her forever, surely! She could not keep her in a cage for the rest of her life.
She grunted as she shifted minutely and felt pain deep inside her, the pain of the metal rod impaling her, the tip of it driven so deep into her aching belly she wondered if it could somehow have gone up into her very womb.
When she got out of here she would leave Greece and never return!
Her stomach rumbled a protest. It was not content with the juice Thea kept feeding her. It wanted something more substantial. She was sure she was losing weight – which wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, of course.
She dropped her chin wearily, staring down at her breasts, at her glistening skin. She leaned forward and stared at the fat, thick stainless steel tube driven up into her, awed at how thick it was. She worried that it would damage her, though she thought that unlikely. Women had babies, didn’t they? Yet it seemed horribly thick, and her sex lips were forced achingly wide apart.
And then the door opened and someone walked across the floor to her. Aidan watched dully, though her stomach quivered with fresh anxiety. It was Thea again, though Evania was with her. The two stopped before her cage and looked in. Evania smirked while Thea glowered.
“Are you sorry that you are spreading your legs for other women’s husbands, slut!?” Thea demanded.
Aidan tried to reply, but her words, of course, were muffled by the pull of the weight on her tongue. She nodded her head weakly instead and Thea sniffed contemptuously.
“You are looking very much comfortable,” Evania said cruelly.
“Too much so,” Thea growled.
The two moved away to a distant corner, while Aidan watched them dully, warily. When they returned she tried again to speak, though it caused her tongue considerable ache. “Please let me go!” she begged, embarrassed at the whine in her voice.
They ignored her. Thea slid the door up and reached through to comb her fingers through Aidan’s hair, then part it to either side of her head. Evania, meanwhile, opened the bigger, lower door behind Aidan and pushed her arms through. Thea gripped the weight dangling from the clip pinching Aidan’s tongue and pulled it forward.
“Please!” Aidan tried to cry.
But it was useless as the woman pulled painfully on the metal ball. At the same time Aidan felt a touch against her buttocks, something hard and warm. The thing shifted rapidly down and pushed against her anal opening, and then lodged there – hard. She moaned as Thea produced the thick pincers and gripped her tongue harshly, pulling on it as she released the clip. Then she attached a larger clip further back, attached to a thicker chain.
Aidan’s eyes watered as the clip bit even more harshly into her soft tongue. Thea eased the slack on the chain so that the Irish girl could lean back, but then the woman put her arms through the narrow window and fed the chain upwards as she had done the previous day.
Behind her Aidan could feel Evania pushing against her anus, the metal thing jammed hard against her opening and making little progress as Evania twisted it from side to side. But as her head was forced upward and back her body went back as well, and she herself pushed down harder against what she presumed was a second metal cock. She could feel the top of the rounded head already inside her, forcing her open a little.
Now as she was forced up off her heels and her legs shifted apart to balance herself the tube pushed harder.
Thea was not content to have her facing the top of the cage this time. Her head was actually forced even further back before the woman attached the chain in place near the top of the cage. And Aidan could feel her fingers against the nipple rings, and then pressure against first one, then the other, pressure that pulled her nipples out painfully.
Meanwhile she felt the fat steel tube now pushing up inside her. It ached as it forced its way up into her belly. Her anal tube was unused to such penetrations. But Evania did not push it very hard, content to lodge it a few inches in and then lock the base in place against the floor of the cage. 
But then she did something with the other tube. Now that Aidan had straightened on her knees and was not sitting on her heels the first metal cock had slipped well down her pussy tunnel. Now Evania extended the tube, the front part pushing upwards, inch by inch driving itself higher into her belly until it was once more lodged firmly against the back of her sex tunnel.
The two women worked quickly, not speaking except a few words of Greek here and there. The metal thing in her anus began to push up now, even as Thea twisted her hair into pigtails and then yanked them to either side of her and then down to help force her head back still further.
Aidan could do nothing. With her tongue pinned cruelly up all she could do was indicate her pain and misery by making muffled, whimpering moans and soft, piteous cries. And neither woman seemed to care about her discomfort or pain. When they were, it seemed, finished, they stood up and gazed at her in evident satisfaction, conversing in Greek.
They apparently reached a decision of sorts, and Evania went away as Thea remained.
“Bitch whore,” she sneered. “You think you are being punished? Your punishment has barely begun. You will feel far worse before I am done with you. You will cringe to think of stealing another woman’s husband! You will spread your legs for no one without remembering how Greek women treat kargiolas like you!”
Evania returned, though Aidan only knew from hearing her heels clicking on the floor. Then her figure appeared before Aidan’s eyes at the rear of the cage. Aidan’s head was almost upside down now, her scalp aching as her hair was pulled, her tongue burning painfully, her nipples stinging and aching as her lower body quivered and twisted slowly, trying to adjust to the fat metal cocks impaling her.
Evania pushed something through the narrow cage bars, and at first Aidan thought it was the hose through which the women fed her juices. Only as it reached to within inches of her did her upside down eyes blink back sweat and note that it was thicker than a hose, and made of metal. It was a metal tube, its body dotted with small holes. But something had been fitted onto the end, an odd looking pink rubber sleeve with bumps and ridges and strange little feathery tip.
“Is called a French tickler,” Evania said in amusement. “I think it tickles you especially, soon, yes?”
Aidan did not understand. The thing pushed into her open mouth, and she gurgled in pain as it slid along her tongue, then gagged and trembled violently as it pushed against the entrance to her throat. Evania shifted the angle, then pushed and Aidan gagged and choked as it went into her throat. Her lips tried to close against the tube but it was smooth stainless steel, and with her tongue forced up out of her mouth she could do nothing.
The “French tickler” thing was now sliding through her mouth and into her throat as the girl pushed harder. Aidan choked and twisted and trembled and thrashed weakly as it pushed down her throat, down into her very chest, inch after inch after inch of it. She thought she felt it under her breastbone as she coughed and choked and gagged and tears spilled out of her eyes and down the sides of her head.
She could feel the solid hard weight of the thing as it slid deeper into her chest, then down deeper, approaching her stomach. Evania reached the limit of the long pole then, and she and Thea bolted it to the bars of the cage to lock it in place.
Aidan’s body quivered and jerked and twitched and shook as she fought to overcome the discomfort, pain and choking sensation. She could breathe, after a fashion, though the sound of her gasps went up through the hollow tube and sounded harsh, ragged and desperate.
And then she was alone. She was hardly aware of the women leaving. She was impaled from both directions now. And the metal tube driven down her throat was just as firmly locked into place as the ones driven up into her pussy and rectum. It was probably as well it was, for she could never have maintained her position without it.
It was desperately odd, and not at all comfortable, but the hard metal tube going down into her chest and belly helped support her, even though it ached to let any of her weight press downward against it. After a few minutes her body reached a kind of accommodation with it. Yet every small movement pushed her body – her throat against the hard metal, and then she would choke weakly until she resumed her previous position.
Her body sank a little on her knees, driving the two lower tubes up deeper into her pussy and anus, so that cramps wracked her lower belly. But these were of minor concern to her as she focused on surviving the metal tube down her throat.
She had no way of gauging time. She moaned and whimpered, sobbed miserably and gurgled and choked. Had an hour already passed? Had two? The pain and exhaustion it was causing had numbed her mind once more. Her eyes were glassy, her body trembling and twitching and jerking spastically. Perspiration trickled down her sweat soaked skin.
Evania arrived, bearing juice.
“Don’t breathe, kargiola,” she said. “We want this in your belly not your lungs.”
And then she poured juice down the tube. It was very odd, for Aidan could hardly taste it. Only a very little trickled through the holes in the tube into her mouth and throat. The rest went directly down into her belly. Then Evania was gone and she was alone once more.









Chapter Eleven

 
Aidan knelt exhaustedly, her eyes sunken, her body glistening with sweat. The tube had been withdrawn from her throat, and whatever had been pulling at her nipples undone. The clip had been removed from her tongue and she was permitted to straighten up – much to the relief of her tortured back.
She knelt now, legs apart, tied just behind the knees to bars on opposite sides of the cage. She could not sit back on her heels for the metal cocks impaling her were too deep in her belly for her to lower herself. Her hair was still pulled into a pair of thick pigtails and now tied hard by cords to bars on opposite sides of the cage. It pulled painfully against her scalp from both directions.
Although she could not go lower the metal cocks were so thick and round at their tops that she was actually resting some of her weight on them. The dull ache inside her belly from this was bearable only because her legs were so terribly, terribly weary and shaky. She simply could not hold herself up else wise. Similarly the pull against her scalp was almost as much due to cords holding her head up – a head which would otherwise loll weakly forward.
Aidan was utterly exhausted. She did not know how long she had been in the cage. It felt like days. But how many? How many times had the attic become unbearably hot, then cooled? Her dazed mind could not remember.
Evania arrived, but Aidan largely ignored her. The Greek girl smirked down at her, then dropped to her knees and reached through the bars, her fingers tracing the line of Aidan’s sex lips where they were clamped tightly around the metal tube impaling her. They, like the rest of her body, were wet with her sweat. The stainless steel pole was moist, as well; with sweat trickling down slowly from Aidan’s tormented body.
“Poor little kargiola,” she cooed.
Her finger slid back and forth across Aidan’s straining sex lips, then up to the top of her spread slit to her moist clitoris. She pushed back the pierced hood and let the pad of her finger gently stroke across her clitoris, her eyes moving up to the slack jawed face of the blonde Irish girl, looking for signs of reaction.
Aidan had none. Not at first. She was too tired, too hungry, too hot and thirsty. But her body knew the sensation of that kind of touch. And her body, so inured to pain and discomfort over the past days, welcomed the soft, gentle, pleasing touch. The sensations soothed the discomfort and aches as they spread through her groin and belly, and up through her body.
Aidan moaned softly, not knowing why. She felt the soft stroking of Evania’s finger, but her mind did not yet acknowledge it. The pleasure was deeply soothing, however, and her mind as well as her body greeted it with relief. Only slowly did she understand that it was Evania, that the girl was masturbating her. She was past being embarrassed at such a small thing, however, past caring.
As the inner heat mounted, however, it leant her an energy, from where she could not know. With that energy came a reawakening of her mind, a surge in interest in her surroundings. The pressure of the fat metal tubes in her belly assumed a new dimension now, a new importance as she felt her lower body begin to throb in response to Evania’s skilful touch.
And as she understood what Evania was doing she felt – embarrassment was too strong a word for it, but – uncomfortable. She did not want the girl to get the satisfaction of knowing Aidan’s body enjoyed what she was doing. And she felt like a wanton whore to be enjoying the girl’s fingering after the terrible way the bitch and her stepmother had treated her. The old Aidan, the strong Aidan, would have spit and cursed on the girl, not enjoyed her touch.
And so, weak as her mind was, she felt the need to repress her reactions, to try to hide from the girl how weak, how easily influenced she was. Her determination, however, was no greater than her strength – which was almost non-existent. And so despite herself she groaned softly, gasped with growing speed.
Her body, her lower body, shifted, minutely, then more, and she gasped again as her insides pressed against those hard metal cocks inside her. They ached, but they ached in a new way now. It was a torrid ache, a delicious ache, an ache which made her want to moan in pleasure. 
And then she did. She cursed herself weakly, then gasped in pleasure again. Evania reached out with her free hand and undid the cords holding Aidan’s knees well apart. At first the sweating, panting, moaning blonde girl didn’t notice. But her body was moving, trembling. And as it discovered that her knees could move it moved them, drawing them in a little, rising up ever so slightly off the hard rounded ends of the metal cocks.
The feeling of her straining sex lips and anal opening sliding up along the metal tube was exquisite. The sudden removal of that terrible, throbbing ache inside the deepest pit of her belly was like a delicious wave of intense, soothing relief. She knew now that she could move, and did, shifting her knees closer together, now able to relief the strain on her scalp as well, gasping as relief spread through her body.
Evania continued to stroke and rub at her clitoris, and Aidan moaned, laying her head back, eyes closing, jaw slack as her body ground itself ever so slightly against the metal cocks. She raised up further, an inch, then two, and then a hunger inside her forced her to slide down almost without knowing what she was doing.
It was ecstasy.
The fat metal cocks slid up deep within her again, and a cry of animal pleasure broke from her parted lips. Oh God it was good! The arrogant pride within her cringed at giving in so obviously to Evania, but it was a small angry voice overcome by a chorus of eager pleasure.
Her body trembled as she pushed herself up again, reveling in the free movement, in the feel of her sex lips sliding along the steel tube. She groaned as she sank down all the way, a guttural cry of aching pleasure accompanying a shuddering jerk as she all but impaled herself on the hard metal cocks once again.
She rose up, her body sweating, shaking, and began to grind violently against them, gasping and moaning, her breathing ragged as she rode the twin metal cocks, as Evania’s finger continued to stroke across her clitoris, now moving faster, pressing harder as her wild excitement mounted.
The orgasm was a thunderous explosion within her. She cried out in wild, animalistic passion, thrashing weakly as her hips rode the twin cocks, her head lolling and rolling as fire burned along her nerve endings and threatened to burn out her very mind. She shuddered and trembled and jerked, grunting and moaning in wondrous bliss as she jammed her sex and anus down onto the metal cocks hard and deep, the pain melding with the pleasure to form a new and terrible ecstasy more powerful than any she had felt before.
She cried out in pain as she collapsed, her hair holding her from falling against the bars until some semblance of consciousness could force her to regain her balance.
And even as she was doing so Evania was reaching up and undoing the cords around her hair, freeing Aidan so that she sagged forward against the bars.
The girl then dropped to her knees and opened the lower door. She reached in and did something to the two metal cocks, and the pressure against her insides began to ease. So exhausted was she that Aidan immediately began to sink, gasping in pain as the pressure returned.
But the pressure eased again. Her weight was pushing the tubes downwards, folding them back onto themselves. Aidan sat back, groaning, onto her heels, and her upper body bowed low, her head pushing against the bars of the cage. Evania pulled first one, then the other metal bar free of her aching pussy, and Aidan felt utterly, strangely vacant.
She slumped and all but fell onto her side on the cage, moaning low in her throat.
Evania fed her juices through a tube, letting her drink greedily, then, uncharacteristically, left a large can of juice in her cage as she closed and locked the door. She did not speak, but left her, and Aidan, finally, for what felt like the first time in days, was able to lay back and let unconsciousness take her.
She woke several times, groggily, then woke finally to the cage being roughly shaken. She blinked her eyes awake and saw Thea glaring at her through the bars. “Get out!” she snapped.
The cage door was open, the lower one, and Thea motioned impatiently towards it. Aidan stared, both hopeful and fearful. It seemed like forever since she’d been locked in the cage. Was she finally being released? Did Thea believe she had been punished enough at last?
Every part of her body ached as she bent and tried to wriggle through the narrow opening. She cried out as Thea grabbed a thick handful of hair and yanked, all but pulling her bodily through the door and flinging her onto the floor. Aidan looked up at her fearfully, gasping, still shackled as the Greek woman loomed over her.
She reached down and plucked the clip holding the weighted ball to Aidan’s tongue. Normally this meant Aidan would be expected to perform oral sex on her, but the woman seemed uninterested.
“Stand up, Kargiola! Now!”
Aidan didn’t think she could stand up. She tried, though, and after several false starts managed to climb to her feet. Her legs were rubbery and wobbly, and she swayed as Thea gripped her hair and yanked her forward across the floor. She fell almost at once, unable to walk with her ankles shackled. The woman cursed her and slapped her sharply, then yanked her to her feet by the hair again.
She had to take very short, fast, mincing steps because the chain was only a foot or so long. But pain drove her on as Thea yanked on her hair and slapped her repeatedly on the head, the bottom and the breasts. They went through the door, and ahead of them was a narrow flight of stairs. Aidan stopped at the top, trying gingerly to position one foot close enough to the edge that she could lower the other.
Thea, impatient, slapped her right breast stingingly, cursed her, then shoved her hard. Aidan cried out as she fell against the wall and then lost her balance. She fell awkwardly and tumbled down a half dozen stairs to where the staircase turned. Thea followed her down, ignoring her cries of pain, passing her on the staircase and grasping her hair.
Now Aidan screamed as the Greek woman yanked on her hair, pulling her around the corner and down a dozen more stairs. She tumbled the last few stairs to land in a bruised, aching heap at the bottom, sobbing and moaning in pain. 
Thea reached her again, and once more filled her fist with Aidan’s long, now dirty, matted hair. She dragged her to her feet, though forced her head down low as she dragged and slapped her along and then through an open door. Aidan was startled, shocked, at first, to see people there. Then she was flung forward onto the floor.
It was a large room, the ceiling high overhead, the floor of marble, highly polished. A dozen high stiff, high backed chairs were placed in a semi-circle, all occupied by frowning women. The women were in their thirties and forties, and they were all scowling at Aidan as she lay gasping and moaning on the floor before them, naked, bedraggled and sweaty.
She was both frightened and ashamed as she stared up at them all, noting their dark, unfriendly expressions as Thea followed her in, shut the door, and began to speak in Greek. Her eyes were teary, for light streamed through large windows, and she had not seen anything beyond a small, low voltage light bulb in days.
She lay on her side, panting for breath, excruciatingly aware of her nudity and filthy state as the women, all nicely dressed, glared at her. As Thea continued to speak she slowly gathered herself together and managed to get to her knees, keeping her legs tightly together as the women all watched her. She could not look at them, but dropped her eyes low, wondering what was going on.
Then Thea called out something, and the door opened. A black woman entered, tall and very, very black, wearing an African headdress and robe as she strolled fluidly across the floor to stand near where Aidan knelt. She spoke to Thea, then one of the other women, apparently in Greek. There was agreement of some sort, and the African woman called out something.
The door opened and a man strode through. He was an immensely muscled black man, well over six feet tall, with enormous shoulders. He was entirely bald, and entirely naked, his long, fat cock dangling between his thighs. He was shaved so that every inch of it was visible, and he leered as he walked up to the wide-eyed blonde girl.
Aidan stared in disbelief, and then, as he reached for her, tried to twist away, crying out in fear and alarm. He laughed in amusement and caught at her ankles, dragging her back, then gripped her hair and forced her up to her knees. Several of the Greek women were shouting, but not at him, she thought. They were shouting derisively at Aidan, cruel smiles of satisfaction on their faces as the big Black gripped her hair in a tight mass and then rubbed his long, fat cock against her face.
This could not be happening, she thought weakly. These horrible women could not have brought in a man to rape her as punishment for her affair! The thought of being taken orally in front of them all was horrifying. As much as she had experienced over the past few days’ public sex was not something Aidan could wrap her mind over. Public rape was even worse, for to have so many witnesses to her degradation was unthinkable, and she resisted desperately, though hopelessly.
He hardened quickly, however, and a sharp, painful twist to her hair forced her mouth open. His cock pushed through, and Aidan moaned and sobbed in pain and humiliation, her eyes rolling wildly as the man positioned her so the women could watch. Shame flooded her body as he leered, his teeth white, and pushed his cock down hard, punching into her throat.
She gagged, and her throat ached, but she had had some experience with this of late, and so it was not so terrible as it might have been. But she was still shocked, mortified, and terrified. Her sex with Kaunos had been voluntary, and then she had had involuntary sex with the two women. But this huge Black man – he was something entirely different. She had no desire for him, or anyone just then.
And to be forced in front of all these strange women was somehow worse than the rape itself. And she knew intellectually that this was by design. She was not being punished physically here, but shamed, shamed so deeply that it would never leave her.
His cock gagged her as it drove deep into her throat, and the watching women laughed and seemed to cheer as her nose was jammed against his pubic bone. They taunted her as he began to pump in and out, as her eyes overflowed and saliva dripped out over her lower lip.
She was horribly embarrassed as her mouth was forced back and forth on his long, glistening black cock shaft, hideously aware of the women laughing and watching and calling out insults. Was this their punishment for her having sex with one of their husbands?
The man was rough, and she gagged repeatedly on his fat cock as he pumped himself in and out. Several times he pulled free, to rub his cock over her face. Then he thrust himself forcefully back into her mouth and down her throat. When she refused to open her mouth she was slapped bruisingly across the face, her ear ringing as he then rammed himself through her slack lips and ground her face into his groin.
Then he pulled free and flung her back onto the floor on her back. He dropped to his knees, seizing her ankle, sliding her sweating body back towards him along the cold, marble floor. He lifted her ankles, still locked together, up and back, holding them in one hand as he pressed his stiff erection against her shaved sex. She was positioned in profile to most of the women and they leaned in eagerly to watch as the black giant entered her.
He stretched forward, forcing her ankles up and back over her head, raising her buttocks. He positioned himself above her, then sank deep, his gleaming prick pushing slowly down into her belly as the women laughed and jeered and urged him on.
Caught in the humiliating position, her ankles back next to her ears, a dozen women looking on and laughing, Aidan could only gape and sob as the man leered down at her and buried every inch of his thick cock in her aching belly.
And began to thrust in and out – hard – fast – deep. His hips worked up and down as he held her in place, his stiff, fat cock pumping in and out as the women looked on. He pumped harder and harder, until his big, powerful hips were smashing against her small, round bottom with every deep thrust. The women apparently liked this very much, clapping and hooting and whistling as they witnessed Aidan’s cruel rape.
And their presence, of course, made it far, far worse than it would otherwise have been for the inexperienced young blonde girl. His hard cock was punching deep into her belly with every stroke, and she grunted and gasped and cried out continuously as he hammered down against her. She felt bruised and aching, as if he were tearing her insides apart with his brutal thrusting.
He pulled out after what felt like eternity, panting for breath, but still hard. Aidan whimpered and sobbed, dazed and aching, hoping against hope he was finished. But then she felt his hardness against her anal opening, and sobbed aloud as he pushed down hard. The watching Greek women cheered and urged him on as the big black man pushed down battering her sphincter muscle into submission and burying his fat cock in her rectum.
And then, of course, he began to use her bottom in the same manner he had her pussy, pounding himself into her hard and fast, the nose of his cock punching into some deep part of her lower belly so that she ached and sobbed in pain even as his hips hammered down against her bruised bottom.
After an eternity, he pulled out. He slid his lower body upwards, still forcing her legs back sharply, and then, gripping his cock, spewed a veritable fountain of white juice into her face and open mouth as the women cheered and applauded.
He released her, getting to her feet, and for long seconds Aidan lay on her back, dazed, her brutalized body hot and red and battered, chest heaving. 	Then the big, powerful hand gripped her hair and forced the sobbing girl to her feet. The Black woman moved behind her, and the two unfastened her shackles, though leaving them locked to her wrists. Aidan felt her arms lifted up and apart, and then her shackled wrists were fastened to chains to hold her in place.
Her legs were spread and those too were locked in place, and the Greek women continued to sit, smiling, looking very smug, taunting her, chatting to each other, sipping tea as they watched. Aidan’s chin hung low as she panted for breath and groaned exhaustedly. Her body had been pounded relentlessly by the heavy, powerful Black man. And now only the shackles on her wrists kept her from sinking to her knees.
Rough hands yanked back on her head, and she groaned as her back arched. The Black woman was speaking to the Greeks, holding her fist tight in Aidan’s hair. She released it, and Aidan saw the black man stepping forward, a long whip coiled in his hand. She stared in disbelief, still gulping in air, her skin seeming to prickle with sudden terror as she realized his intent.
They couldn’t! They wouldn’t! And yet as she jerked her eyes on the sneering Greek women she knew they fully intended to have her whipped. She jerked her head around towards the black man as he leered and then moved behind her. Her head swivelled violently around to the other side, straining to keep him in her gaze.
“No!” she gasped, her throat aching, her voice rasping and gravelly. “No! Please!”
 









Chapter Twelve

 
The long whip dropped to the floor, and slid along it as he drew his arm back.
“Are you sorry now, Kargiola?” Thea asked with a smirk.
Aidan stared at her, wanting to beg her. But she knew by now, knew that it would avail her nothing. And the smirking contempt on the woman’s face reached deep into Aidan and roused her old spirit and pride.
“Your husband told me I was the first real woman he’d had in years,” she said defiantly, her voice quivering only a little.
An instant after she said it she regretted it, and fear coursed through her, but the sense of defiance clung to her, and grew. Fuck her! Fuck them all! Miserable stinking wogs!
Thea snarled something to the Black man, and Aidan tried to brace herself. The long thin leather sliced across the centre of her back and, the blow slicing deep into her mind and flesh, a vicious, razor edged explosion of pain forcing a scream from her mouth as her back arched violently.
Her body was thrown forward against the shackles, then rebounded, her legs knocked out from under her by the shock of the pain. She hung from her wrists, the metal shackles digging into her flesh. The pain forced her feet to find purchase even as she was recovering from the lash of the whip.
“Bastards!” she screamed. “Filthy, wog whores!” 
The whip sliced into her back a few inches higher, cutting diagonally across her pale flesh so that it snapped painfully across her right shoulder blade. Again she screamed, her body flung against the shackles by the force of the blow and the explosion of searing pain. 
“You fucking bitches!” she shrieked.
The whip sliced across the soft, tender flesh of her buttocks, and the detonation of pain drew another shriek from her as she was thrown against the shackles. Another blow struck her upper back before she could even recover, and her shriek echoed through the room. Another blow, and another, and another drew screams and sobs from the writhing, thrashing girl as ugly welts rose across her pale flesh.
The half the Greek women were on their feet now, having moved around to get better looks. They continued to hold their glasses and cups, sipping at tea and juice and wine, chatting excitedly, shouting taunts at Aidan and encouragement to the Black man as the whip sliced into her body again and again.
Her entire back felt scourged as the explosive blasts of pain blew away the last of her strength. Aidan hung from her wrists, gasping, her lungs tortured, her throat aching from screams, tears coursing down her cheeks and over her breasts. The whip slashed across her buttocks again and she cried out again, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks.
She caught sight of the smirks of one of the women and it dug into her mind to once again rouse her fury and defiance. She felt new shame at squealing like a baby, at her helpless screams and tears. She struggled to brace herself, to plant herself on her feet again. The next blow landed and she gasped, but did not cry out, glaring through her teary eyes at that woman, setting her jaw as the whip slashed across her buttocks once again.
She could take anything they gave her if she set her mind to it! She grunted at the next blow, steeling herself, gulping in air. Bitches, she thought. Stinking, filthy Greek bitches! They would not get her down. She was so much smarter than them, so much prettier, so much - another blow made her gasp, but she thought that it surely didn’t hurt as badly as the first ones had.
And, with adrenaline and endorphins flooding her system, the sensations were indeed considerably filtered. Yes! She could take it! She could take it and spit defiance at them! She would show these filthy old hags how much more superior an Irish girl was!
“Is that all you can do?” she panted, dark eyes glowering.
The African woman said something, and the Greek women moved back a little. Aidan gulped in desperate, ragged breaths, her chest heaving. The whip flew forward, and she arched her back in fresh pain as it sliced into the centre of her back. But she felt, incongruously, a sense of exotic excitement. It was too weak to call it arousal, of course. But she felt a heady sense of victory, of defiance, and, though somewhat dazed, she felt almost exultant.
The bitches had whipped her, had actually had her whipped! And yet she had come through it, could fight off the pain, could show them just how strong she was. She would not be humiliated and she would not be conquered.
Exhausted, high on adrenaline, her body shielded by a flood of endorphins, the body’s own natural pain killers, she felt a strange sense of mental adjustment as she stood naked before them, the Black man drawing the whip back again.
For this was not a mere punishment, as would a beating be, but a sexual punishment, and she felt that masochistic side of herself rousing sluggishly as she stared around her at them. 
Then she felt the whip strike her back again, curling around her waist and snapping viciously at her lower abdomen. Her cry of pain was louder, startled as she understood the fresh target.
They couldn’t! Surely they wouldn’t! Yet she knew they would, and she crushed her terror with anger and determination. Let them do what they would. She would fight through it! She felt all her arrogance flooding into her, pushing back her fears.
The women laughed and cheered, and the whip sliced around her hip and down once more, and this time the hard tip cracked into her inner thigh less than an inch from her shaven sex. The pain was sharp, burning, and she could not stop herself from crying out and pulling against the shackles.
He was going to whip her there. Between her legs! She felt a little frantic, a little faint, but her determination did not weaken. She would take it. She would take it! They would not best her!
Once again it sliced into her hip and curled around it, then down across her abdomen. This time his aim was true, however, and the sharp tip sliced right into her sex so that she was flung up and back with an animal cry of pain, her legs splaying wide as she twisted on the end of her chains.
Cheers erupted from the watching women even as the next blow landed, this one across her back, curling beneath her right arm and slicing into the soft flesh of her right breast. Again she screamed, the pain tearing at her from a new direction.
The man was making a sport of it now, showing off, and each blow curled the whip around her hip or chest to snap the tip into her soft sex or set her breasts bouncing violently. One precisely aimed blow sent the whip curling across her hip, down her abdomen, where the force of the blow caused the leather to split her sex lips exactly. The tip then snapped between her thighs and up against her puckered anal opening.
The pain was excruciating. She was thrown off her feet, to fall back, the chains burning into her wrists, her throat aching from the scream, her body reverberating with the shockwave which had rippled through her at the blow.
It was a lucky blow, but one he was intent on repeating. And so the whip sliced down between her legs again and again, snapping like bee stings against the underside of her buttocks several times before it once again struck her anus directly and sent her flying up and forward. Then he shifted his aim, and the whip sliced into her breasts repeatedly as he sought to bring that stinging tip directly down against her nipples.
Aidan felt as though she were drunk, her mind muddled, fuzzed, hot pain flooding into it from dozens of places. Her strength seeped out of her, and with it her defiance. The pain was sharp and hot and stinging, and she screamed, tears flooding from her eyes as the tip of the whip snapped into her left nipple.
Smelling salts roused her, and she stared blankly through glassy eyes past Thea’s face as the Greek woman held her head up by the hair.
“Kargiola,” she sneered, then spat into the dazed girl’s face. “Do you wish to crawl and beg our forgiveness now!?”
She had the whip in her hand, and wondered weakly who had been whipping her, whether she had taken over from the Black man, and when. But it hardly mattered. Nothing really mattered but pain, and its absence. And it hurt when Thea reversed the thick, leather-covered handle of the whip and then stabbed it up into her aching, throbbing sex.
Her head jerked against the woman’s tight grip on her hair, but there was little else she could do as the long, fat handle was driven up high into her belly.
“We shall see that your hungry cunt is satisfied and more than satisfied,” the woman hissed, twisting the hard, leather-covered handle around inside the slender, blonde girl’s belly.
Aidan shuddered in pain, gasping and moaning and whimpering as Thea thrust hard, twisted, then laughed to see the girl’s body twist and strain. She shouted at the Black man, who moved closer, squeezing her welted buttocks. Then she felt his hardness press between the cheeks of her bottom and press against her aching anal opening.
“You will be used again and again, by men who are little more than dogs,” Thea sneered. “We will send you across the sea to the dirty Arabs to be a slave to their crude lusts!”
The Black man’s cock was pushing up into her anus as Thea pumped the handle inside her sex. In her determination to force it as painfully deep as possible, however, her thumb, at the very bottom of the handle, ground across the Irish girl’s clitoris. Thea was pumping the dildo at its deepest point, plunging it up into the girl’s sex again and again, and each time she did her thumb stroked roughly across the swollen clitoris.
At first this only added to Aidan’s pain, for the whip had caught her clitoris several times, and it was swollen and burning with pain. As the woman continued to grind her thumb across it the pain seemed to lessen, to dull, and to be pushed into the background by a new sensation.
Aidan was not aroused, not in the least. She was too much in pain, too exhausted, too traumatized. But that thumb was having a physical effect on her body. The cruelty which had set the ultra-sensitive little button to throbbing with pain, had swollen it to the point it was hyper-sensitive to any touch, now brought a familiar sensation into the shattered girl’s body.
And her body clung to that sensation like a drowning man grasping at a straw. The Black man was driving his thick cock deep into her rectum now, his hands coming around her body to roughly maul her breasts. There was fresh pain there, but the sensations began to take on a masochistic sexual overtone in her befuddled mind.
Thea was hissing her threats, promising Aidan she would be shackled and used by dirty Arab villagers one after another. She was pumping the dildo hard, punching the base into her cervix as she sneered at her. The Black man was pumping his cock now with greater strength. A kind of mist seemed to come over the blonde girl, and she moaned dazedly as the sexual heat began to grow, to spread, and, like a drug, to influence her mind.
As thought a sudden flash of lightning had lit the scene she felt a brilliant sense of clarity. She was naked, shackled, all-but hanging from her wrists as the Greek women surrounded her and watched. The Black man was sodomising her as Thea thrust the handle deep into her pussy. An epiphany struck her, a new sense of reality.
Heat flowed through her veins, and her head lolled against Thea’s fist gripping her hair.
It felt so – so – so good.
Aidan all but hung from her wrists as the man pressed his body against hers, his cock deep in her belly, his hips plunging it up into her again and again. The Greek women were chatting and watching excitedly, and Aidan’s head lolled weakly. She didn’t care that he was sodomising her, just so long as he wasn’t whipping her, and she felt his cock deep in her anus, felt its thickness as it moved, as it pumped. She could feel every ridge on his long, fat cock as it slid in and out of her anal opening.
Her hips jerked forward again and again as his hips slapped into her buttocks, and she was driven against the whip handle, the coarse, hard, rough leather sawing through her sopping sex lips, driving so high into her abdomen that she wanted to cry out in both pain and – and a dark exultant pleasure.
She did not understand what Thea was saying, for the Greek woman had lapsed back into Greek. The sensations flowing over her were a hurricane of confusion, heat, excitement, pain, pleasure and forbidden lust. Her body was shaking violently as the Black man hammered his hips into her buttocks and bit into the side of her throat.
The climax exploded within her belly and mind, and the sheer, raw power of it robbed her of speech, blasted her mind, flayed her nervous system. Violent convulsions wracked her body and she thrashed against the shackles, a dazed, mindless gurgling like a death rattle coming from between her gaping lips.
At first Thea only smirked at what she perceived to be the terrible pain the girl was experiencing, but as the truth slowly dawned she gaped at her, then snarled, enraged. She jammed the handle into the deepest pit of the girl’s belly and left it there, cursing and slapping her face, then rammed her knee up into the protruding bit of handle to try to force it deeper.
Aidan was oblivious, thrashing and shaking in the grip of a massive orgasm that would not relent, pushed on by the hard, furious thrusting of the Black man in her anus. Thea shouted at him, but he could not stop himself, and continued to suck and chew at the beautiful young blonde’s throat, to maul her breasts, to thrust up into her rectum until his juice spewed out.
When he finished she hung limp, chin on her chest, trembling, utterly spent and drained, blasted raw by the force of the climax. He and the Black woman let her down, then forced her arms behind her once more and locked her shackles together. She was then shoved down onto her belly on the floor, but rolled, wincing in pain at the pressure against her whip-marked breasts and pain-swollen nipples.
The man’s aim had been excellent, and both had been struck repeatedly by the tip of the whip. They burned hotly, swollen to twice their normal size, even when erect.
The African woman stood over her, glaring. “Now, kargiola, you must demonstrate your repentance to this lady. You must grovel before her and beg her forgiveness. For if she does not relent worse is yet to come for you. Do you understand?”
She gripped Aidan’s hair and pointed at Thea, who now stood imperiously in the centre of the women and glared down at her. “Go to her and grovel and beg, and perhaps if she forgives you we shall release you.”
Aidan did not think she had any strength for movement, but the prospect of further pain made her force herself past her limits. She was so tired, so very tired. She wanted it all to end, wanted to go to bed, to sleep. Nothing else seemed to matter anymore. Her aching, battered body slowly crawled across the floor on her belly. She gasped and trembled as she forced herself along, moaning in pain as her breasts were ground down against the cold stone.
“Please,” she whispered in a weak, quavering voice. “Please forgive me. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”
She licked at Thea’s feet, moaning, grovelling, pride gone, longing so desperately for a soft bed and an end to it all. Where pain had not broken her exhaustion did. She licked at Thea’s toes and ankles with no care, no hesitation, no embarrassment.
Thea seemed to consider it, tapping her finger against her lips, then a cruel smile split her lips and she shouted something. The other women laughed and cheered, and the Black man strode forward, grasping Aidan by the hair and arm, yanking her back and pulling her to her feet.
Incredibly, Aidan saw that he now held a long, thick, coiled rope in his hand. He let it unfurl and she saw a noose tied into the end. She stared in disbelief as the man slid the noose over her head and then tightened it around her throat.
“Now!” she gasped.
He raised the rope high and slid it through a wide ring in an overhead chain, and then – pulled.
Aidan gurgled as the rope tightened further around her slender throat. She was forced backwards, then onto her toes. The watching women grinned and laughed and cheered as the man’s arms bulged, and then her scrambling toes left the floor and she was hanging, her face quickly turning red, the blood beginning to pound in her skull as her feet jerked and flailed and bounced below her.
And then he tied the rope off at a nearby wall, and the Greek women looked on, chatting, sipping, telling jokes, and shouting at her as Aidan slowly strangled.
And it was slow. It was not a quick death. Not at all. For she could breath – a very little, and with great, great effort. Her feet and legs pumped instinctively, almost as though she were on a bicycle, as she searched instinctively for some purchase. Her eyes were bulging, and aching, her head pounding, her neck burning. Her hands pulled and jerked at the metal shackles binding them behind her.
A minute passed, then two, then five, as the women continued to watch. Aidan could not hear what they said through the roaring in her skull. She twisted and turned slowly on the end of the rope, her legs still kicking, feet bouncing and jerking, body convulsing. As the last of her hoarded strength left it became more and more difficult to force a breath through her constricted throat.
And then she couldn’t.
Her kicking eased, her trembling slowed, her jerking, spasming body began to go still and her consciousness slowly fled until she hung limply before them, mouth slack.
 









Chapter Thirteen

 
She woke. She hadn’t expected to. And for a long while she wasn’t sure she had. It was dark, and she wondered if she were dead. But she hurt – everywhere. So she supposed she wasn’t. Her mind was fuzzy, dazed, and remained so for some time. She was still shackled and collared, and she could hear waves somewhere outside the building where she lay.
As time passed she sat up and tried to explain her prison. It seemed to be a small, square, stone room with a single wooden door. If there were any windows she couldn’t find them. Nor could she find a light switch. 
She did find that her body was slick, slippery in places, and she smelled of disinfectant or medicine. 
Hours passed.
The sound of the door opening drew her out of a semi doze and she sat up, looking warily towards the door. Light flashed in her eyes and she cried out in alarm, her eyes watering as she looked down at the floor. The Black man entered and she gasped as he smiled down at her. He drew his cock out of his black trousers and pumped his fingers up and down against it. Aidan watched it grow in size, to harden.
He said something but she didn’t understand. He stepped forward and gripped her hair, then pressed his cock against her mouth. She had no choice, of course, as his cock slid along her tongue and into the back of her mouth. He held her hair easily, confidently, as she closed her lips and began to suck. He did not move, at first, letting her bob her lips up and down his cock.
But when she didn’t take him into her throat he tightened his grip and thrust forward. She gagged and gurgled and choked as the long length of him slid down her throat and her nose was jammed in against his groin. He spoke to her in a low, throaty growl as he held her there, then began to pump slowly.
He pulled out, pulled back completely, and she coughed and gasped, saliva trickling over her lower lip and down her body as her chest heaved. He rubbed his cock over her face, then pushed himself into her mouth again.
Aidan sucked, running her lips up and down his shaft. He slapped the side of her head lightly, his voice impatient, and she realized he wanted her to take him into her throat. She swallowed and gulped down air, then closed her eyes and forced her lips forward, gagging as his cockhead pushed into her throat. She drew back, but knew she would not be allowed to avoid obeying him.
She pushed forward again, this time forcing her lips all the way down his shaft, jamming her nose against his groin. He growled in satisfaction. She drew back, gasping and panting, and then resumed, mouthing his head, sliding down his shaft, taking him into her throat again and again until he exploded and she swallowed his juice.
Yet he was far from finished. He made her lick at his cockhead, to mouth his testicles, sucking them into her mouth, to take his cock into her mouth and massage it with her tongue until it hardened once more. Then he bent her over and took her from behind, thrusting hard and deep, making her body shudder and jerk to the impact of his hips.
He pulled out and turned her over, folded his powerful hands around her thighs, and lifted them up and apart, lifting her bottom and lower body off the floor as he brought his mouth down to her sex. His tongue was fat and soft and warm and wet as he pushed it into her, as he searched out her clitoris and sucked lightly and gently against it.
Despite herself Aidan felt a warming within her lower belly, felt her fears subsiding, her excitement rising. He was no here to beat her, just to fuck her, and even seemed interested in making it pleasant. That was about as much kindness as she had been shown recently.
When he lowered her bottom to the floor and pressed his cock against her glistening bare slit she stared, gasping, watching the thickness of his black meat as it pushed into her. He lifted her legs up and apart, raising her bottom once more as he slowly buried himself inside her, then began to thrust.
It felt – good.
Or at least, it didn’t feel bad. It didn’t hurt, not much. Her sex lips stung somewhat as his cock slid in and out. The whip had made them burn and throb, but whatever medicine had been put on them seemed to have eased that pain.
She did not come. But she was starting to become strongly aroused by the time he finished. And was surprised to feel disappointed when he did up his pants and stood up.
He motioned her to her feet, however, then gripped her arm and half lifted her up onto her rubbery legs. He led her from the cell, then up a dark corridor and around a corner. They entered a narrow room, not much larger than a closet. There was a sliding door in the wall at about waist height. He opened it and she saw another door behind, this one curved into a half moon. He opened that and she saw into another small closet sized room beyond.
He pushed her head through the window, and Aidan suddenly remembered the cage window, and how Thea and Evania had used her by trapping her head. Sure enough, the curved inner door slid down around her neck, snapping shut so that it completely locked her head in place. Behind her, she felt him gripping her shackled wrists, lifting them straight up. She grunted in pain as her shoulders strained, spreading her legs for balance as her arms were locked against the wall on the other side.
Then she felt her ankles locked apart. It was – bizarre. Her body was in another room. She could hear and see nothing, only feel. 
The door before her opened. The room was dark, but she could see a female figure move forward as the door closed. Then her hair was yanked up and she gasped in pain as her head was lifted and she saw the woman was nude. The woman jammed her sex into Aidan’s mouth, twisting her fingers in her hair, and the blonde girl quickly pushed her tongue out, licking along her hairy slit.
Behind her she felt hands on her body, on her breasts, squeezing and kneading them, then running along her slit and over her bottom. She felt herself pierced, entered, first by a finger, then by something fatter and longer. Hands squeezed her breasts as a cock – not the Black man, she thought, for it wasn’t big enough – began to pump into her.
She tried to concentrate on the woman before her, licking at her clitoris, pressing her lips against it, sucking and mouthing it to please the woman so she would stop twisting and pulling at her hair. And it worked. The woman’s sneering words – whatever they were – became passionate groans, and soon she was bucking against Aidan’s face.
The man behind her thrust hard and fast so her entire body jerked and shuddered, but then stopped. There was a delay. Then hands began to move over her body again, squeezing her breasts, pinching at her nipples, fingering her pussy, kneading her bottom. She was pierced again, a cock sliding into her body. Then hands clutched her hips as the man began to thrust hard.
The woman adjusted her clothes and then left. And for several minutes Aidan felt only the man behind her in the other room, thrusting hard. He finished, and she was briefly untouched. But then another man – or perhaps the same one – began to fondle her body. Then she was entered once more.
The door in front of her opened and another female figure came in, shadowy, closing the door. She pulled up her skirt and moved up before Aidan, slapped her face, then gripped her hair to lift her face up.
After a while, six, seven, eight women, she could not be sure. Her mouth and tongue were so sore she could not perform on them, no matter how much they slapped her face. She was left with just the men thrusting into her from the other room then. At last for a few minutes. Then the door before her opened once more. This time it was a male figure, and when he yanked her weary head up by the hair he thrust his cock into her mouth, and then down her throat.
She could not measure time. She last track of the number of men who used her. She lost consciousness and wakened briefly to find herself hanging by her wrists. The Black man was washing her. She stared dully at him, then lost consciousness again, wakening in her cell. 
The Black man came to her again, grinning, and again she was forced to satisfy him with her mouth and throat. This time he bent her over and sodomised her, but did so gently, not hurting her. In fact, Aidan found herself becoming hot and aroused as he rode her, gasping and moaning and whining as she approached orgasm.
But then he finished. He lifted her to her feet and brought her back to the same little room, pushing her head through, locking her in place, and giving her a final slap on the bottom.
By the end of this day, if it was indeed a day – for she had no way of measuring time, her throat was so sore and aching and rasping she could barely croak out a sound. And both her pussy and anus felt the same. She was drained and exhausted, losing consciousness after one particular man held his cock in her throat so long that lack of air drove her into blackness.
When she wakened, however, she found herself in a soft bed with light streaming through the windows. The shackles were gone from her wrists and ankles and the collar from her throat. All that remained were the rings – and bruises and welts. She sat up, marvelling, unable to believe it was over. She was in her hotel room, and alone. She rushed to search it, then ensure the door was locked.
Only then did she stare at herself in the mirror and marvel at what she had gone through.
The welts were much thinner, much less obvious than she had expected. Her breasts were bruised from the mauling they had been given, as were her inner thighs and buttocks. It felt very strange to put clothes on again, almost bizarre to walk out into the hall fully clothed and make her way to the lobby where she could buy a newspaper.
She had been with them over a week; nine days to be exact. Nine days which had totally changed her forever. She had planned to stay in Greece much longer, but now rushed to catch the first plane home. She knew it would be a long time before she returned to Greece, if ever. 
And yet not all of it had been terrible. Even as she boarded the plane she thought of some of the things she had done, of the pleasure she had experienced, and knew that she had accomplished her goal. She was not afraid of sex. Quite to the contrary. She found herself feeling a sense of anticipation now about her next lover. She had so much to show him!
Oxford was going to be quite an interesting experience.
 

THE END

 



cover.jpeg





