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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was impossible not to be impressed by the Rutherford House.  Spirit Harper, who had chosen the name 'Spirit' for herself, and afterward refused to acknowledge any other,  did her level best, however.
 
   Her eyes, liberally darkened with thick black eyeliner, never widened perceptibly, and her eyelids, draped heavily in mascara, showed no inclination to separate in appreciation at the luxury and gleaming opulence on display. Not that her parents were exactly poor, but there was a difference between well-off and well-heeled, and her parents home certainly never boasted a twenty foot high chandelier in the foyer.
 
   She was dressed, as her normal habit, in black, with just a smattering of blood red. She wore a tight, black, midriff baring t-shirt under a see-through red mesh tank top, and a pair of very tight, thin black cotton trousers with a large red skull belt buckle cinched in tightly about six inches below her belly button. 
 
   The trousers were low enough to display not merely her slender hip bones but  a small amount of cleavage in the rear, where the pants squeezed her firm round bottom so tightly together.. For added effect, one thin string of her red lace thong projected coyly up along her hip just above the belt.
 
   Her black hair was untidily projecting up and out in several directions, with heavy bangs cutting diagonally across her forehead and all but blinding her in one eye, and she wore a black bondage collar around her throat with a metal plaque in the center which said “slave”.
 
   She had a small, delicate nose over a small mouth with full lips darkened black, and a black skull ring a half inch back from the tip of her tongue so it would be quite clearly visible whenever she opened her mouth. A half dozen or so black and red bands circled each wrist, a few made to look like barbed wire, a few others like small skulls, and her fingernails were painted black.
 
   For all of that, or perhaps, despite it, Spirit was an attractive young woman, with a pretty, freshly scrubbed look to her face when it wasn't covered in makeup. Her body was lithe and yet curvaceous, and her breasts were high and firm yet just shy of voluptuous. The flesh on her visible belly was firm and toned and milk white, as unblemished and unmarred as the skin on her face. Her bottom had been drawing eyes -- and comments for years, which infuriated her, yet she refused to hide or disguise its eye pleasing curves out of sheer, dogged stubbornness.
 
   Her boyfriend David, was not exactly the apple of his parents eyes. A high school dropout, a decadent, alcoholic party animal, he had been dragging home one disreputable looking girl after another since he’d hit puberty. 
 
   Spirit’s introduction to the family had ended at a frosty dinner when, tired of the snippy looks from David’s perfectly dressed and coiffed older sister, Spirit had asked the woman if she’d ever had sex with another girl, and then gone on to inform her of the benefits and pleasure to be had with a little girl on girl playtime.
 
   *
 
   David Rutherford the Fourth was a young man with a perpetual smile on his rarely sober face, a welcoming greeting to all, and nary a thought in the world but his own immediate pleasure. He indulged in anything it was within his power to indulge in, be it women, alcohol, drugs, fast cars or wild partying. He was smart enough to be witty in his insolent and mocking behavior towards most of those around him, but his intelligence was a rarely used thing. He had not, to his or anyone elses knowledge, ever had a productive day in his life except insofar as seducing women was concerned.
 
   In that regard he was quite successful. He was cocky, confident, handsome, amusing, and an excellent provider of cocaine, alcohol, marijuana, ecstasy, or whatever other drug of choice his dates might desire. His selfishness made him something less than an expert lover, but he was fun to party with nevertheless.
 
   Despite his family’s wealth and place in the community, Spirit’s parents had been as welcoming of their relationship as David’s, but since she didn’t live at home any more they needed to experience, what David termed “hard nipple weather” around them quite a bit less than they did at his family’s country  home where he continued to reside. Then again, the country home, with seventeen bedrooms, was large enough they need not actually encounter the family too often.
 
   Or so he had promised. Spirit was far from certain, and filled with surly doubt. Still, after losing her job at a bar for kicking a groping customer in the groin she had to live somewhere. And most of the homes of her friends already had more than enough residents in the form of rats, mice and cockroaches.
 
   “Why the fuck would I leave?” he had answered her. “It’s got a theater, a huge pool, bowling alley, tennis courts, golf course, and acres and acres of trees, ponds and  meadows. It’s like paradise on fucking earth.”
 
   “Oh like you give a shit about all that,” she sniffed. “You in a pool? You golfing? Give me a fucking break, Davie. You stay there because the fucking servants feed you and clean your clothes, and pick up all the shit you leave lying around your room.”
 
   “They even pick up the shit I leave in the toilet,” he retorted with a smirk, “Or would if it didn’t flush. But they clean the toilet, and shower, and vacuum the rugs, which is more than you do, lazy slut.”
 
   “I’m not your mother,” she said. “You can pick the fuck up after yourself. And you can clean the fucking toilet floor too when you‘re too drunk to aim straight.”
 
   “But here I don’t have to,” he said smugly.
 
   “No, you just have to put up with your shitty family. Your suck faced father and your ice queen mother and bitch sisters. Does anyone in your house ever fuck? I mean, were you and your sisters born in a test tube or something? I can’t imagine your mother ever spreading her legs and doing the dirty. As for your father, the whole idea is impossible to imagine. How can you fuck in a three piece suit?”
 
   “As many psychological problems as I have, my dear, I try not to imagine my parents fucking,” he said. “And it would probably be better for your mental health if you didn’t try either.”
 
   “Your sister is even more of an ice maiden than your mother. I bet she’s a virgin.”
 
   “She’s twenty six. That’s a bit old for a virgin in this day and age and she does have a failed marriage in her background somewhere so I’d guess the only virgin would be Carey, and I’m not all sure of her.
 
   “She’s what, seventeen? And she’s pretty. You think she’s still a virgin?”
 
   “Eighteen, and as much of an innocent as I’ve met over the age of ten in all my travels. If the girl wasn’t such a brainy little nerd I’d think she was retarded. But who knows?
They went up a winding, marble staircase wide enough for a car, and Spirit rattled the many rings on her hand along the brass hand rails as she climbed, careless of the noise.
 
   Life was boring, and then you died. That was her motto. That was why she stayed with Davie. He might be a completely unreliable jerk, but at least he was never boring. 
 
   She hung around him because he was fun and handsome and because it pissed off her parents. She had no illusions about permanency. She’d stick around as long as she felt like it, until she found something or someone better, or he did. Or maybe she’d die of some kind of overdose tomorrow. Who knew?
 
   Life was dull, mundane, without purpose. All they were doing on this earth was polluting it and fucking it up for all the animals. No doubt soon everyone would die and then the earth would become a paradise.
 
   * * *
 
   Unbefuckinglievable
 
   That’s the word which came to David Rothman’s mind as he watched his son and girlfriend slouching up the stairs, his stairs, in what was a veritable mansion he had bought with his own money which he got through hard work, brains, skill and luck. 
 
   You sweated and worked your ass off and fight to succeed and build up a fortune and for what? So you can raise a dumbass, spoiled little punk who took it all for granted, thought he could saunter through life on someone else’s money, and hadn’t an ounce of desire to ever work.
 
   And any hope for the following generation seemed pretty painfully slim given his son’s predilection for bimbos and alcohol. Even assuming he was physically capable of fathering a child on one of the moral reprobates he usually dated, it would probably come out as dumb as a post given the limited brain cells active in the mother - and the few left that hadn’t been drowned by alcohol in the father.
 
   Not that this latest “find” was stupid. No, now that they’d gotten used to him bringing him blondes that made his wife’s idiot poodle seem smart he’d brought home this… this… superficial, pseudo sophisticate goth girl who only got animated when talking about death. She was sharp tongued, if not sharp witted - which he could see given the little slut had a big tongue ring she insisted on displaying at every opportunity. 
 
   There was Angela and Caroline, of course. Both his girls had turned out far better than his idiot son. But any children they might have would not bear the Rutherford name. It infuriated him. Half the time he wanted to strange the little bastard, and if it weren’t for his wife he would have thrown him out on his ass years ago. 
 
   At twenty-five there was little chance he was going to ‘grow up” any time soon, despite what his wife insisted. And going around with this little twit of a girl, who rolled her eyes so much he’d like to smack her across the face, was only another indication of his juvenile mindset.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit was feeling kind of horny, and kind of sulky. Davie had stripped her as soon as they’d gotten to his suite, and they’d made out enough to get her hot. Then, because he was such a lazy bastard and his preferred position was him lying on his back doing fuck all, she’d mounted him. 
 
   Spirit absolutely loved the feel of a big cock inside her, a big, slick hard cock stretching her out as she rode up and down. She was a slim-hipped girl and prided herself - secretly, for it wouldn’t do to admit she cared about anything so mundane - in having a firm, athletic body. Riding a hard cock was heaven, and she’d been not that far from climax when he’d come and then - as usual, gone completely limp. 
 
   With other guys, that would have embarrassed them, and they’d have done their best to make it up to her with their tongues and fingers. Not Davie. Davie didn’t really give a shit about anyone else’s pleasure. Disgusted, she’d climbed off him, and put on her underwear while telling him just what a limp-dicked alcoholic loser he was.
 
   “Oh shut the fuck up,” he groaned.
 
   “Sure, as soon as you give me some money to buy a big dildo. I can see I’ll need one since my boyfriend is such a boozehead that he can’t keep it up more than two minutes.”
 
   “Bitch.”
 
   “Asshole.”
 
   “Slut.”
 
   “Faggot!”
 
   “Let me show you another feature of this room,” he growled, surging up from the bed.
 
   Spirit was not a large girl by any means. She was only five foot five and weighed little more than a hundred and twenty pounds. David easily caught her up over his shoulder and, ignoring her curses, Careyd her out onto the balcony and threw her bodily off.
 
   “Maybe I can get some fucking sleep now,” he muttered as he went back inside.
 
   * * *
 
   A feminine scream followed by a tremendous splash of water shocked David out of his concentration on the stock quotes. He was sitting on a chaise lounge under  a long, overhanging roof, a `78 Piegnut in a chilled glass sitting on the nearby table. The sudden shriek brought him shooting out of the chair just in time to see a body hit the pool and tremendous splash of water spray out to all sides.
 
   Fortunately he was well back from the edge of the pool, but, startled, he started forward as a small black head came to the surface, cursing sulfurous. 
 
   And then Gwendolyn - who insisted she be called “Spirit” swam to the edge of the pool, and climbed breathlessly out, glaring at him.
 
   Either she’d already washed her face or her makeup was very water soluble. This was the first time he’d seen her without all that black crap on, and felt himself surprised at just how pretty she was. More, she was wearing a tiny black bra and even tinier black thong, and her now slick, dripping body was displayed in a way which, despite himself, made David’s cock pulse with unaccustomed interest.
 
   The bra was not meant to be wet, and was sagging under her large breasts, revealing a generous amount of cleavage, and only through steely determination did he maintain the slight frown on his otherwise bland face as the girl glared at him.
 
   “Your son is an asshole!” she shouted.
 
   “Well what do you want me to do about it?” he demanded with a sniff. “You’re the one who chose him.”
 
   “Well if you’d kicked his ass when he was younger he might not be such a loser now!” she snapped.
 
   “Most likely the same could be said to your parents,” he retorted. “No doubt if they’d tanned your bare bottom when younger you might have turned out better, as well.”
 
   She stuck her chin out pugnaciously, then spun to show him her bare bottom, with nothing but a thin black lace slipping between her buttocks, and slapped her wet bottom sharply before marching past him and into the house.
 
   His eyes followed her, his mind spinning with unaccustomed frustration. He wanted to bend the little bitch over and show her just how painful a spanking could be! That was what the bitch needed! And he imagined her kicking and squealing and sobbing and begging him to stop as he brought his hand down across that small but shapely backside. 
 
   At the same time he wanted to bend her over and do something considerably different, and his cock, half hard within his trousers, certainly agreed, for the mere thought of it made it harden further.
 
   He sat down, muttering under his breath, but could not seem to draw his mind away from that soft, pale female flesh. He might think precious little of her as a person, as a responsible adult, even as a woman, but he certainly appreciated physical beauty. And she had that, all right, in spades. 
 
   His son didn’t deserve to have that beautiful girl in his bed, he thought to himself. What had he ever done to deserve it? Meanwhile he, with his millions, was married to a fifty year old woman who was sixty pounds overweight and had no interest in sex whatsoever. A number of men in his position hired high priced escorts or even maintained mistresses, but David had never seriously entertained the thought - until now.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit was not as angry as she let on. In fact, she’d found it rather neat - after she’d landed safely - to have been thrown off a balcony into a pool. She was only a little embarrassed at David’s father seeing her in her lingerie. It pretty much covered what a bikini would anyway, and plenty of people had seen her naked or partially naked before in some of the drunken or drugged sex she’d had at parties. And even though he hadn’t seemed to react in any way she could tell he had noticed all right.
 
   He thought she was hot. The old pervert! She thought about telling Davie triumphantly, maybe taunting him with it. But she had no place else to go right now, and if Davie did something dumb he’d get them both kicked out of this place. She might not be willing to let on that she was impressed by it, but she was. It was a gorgeous place, and the thought of living here for a while was way cool. It wasn’t like the old geezer was any threat after all. If he gave her any trouble she’d knee him in the balls. That’d make him sorry!
 
   Davie was out cold when she got back to their room, and she looked at him with contempt, then sighed and wandered out onto the balcony. With a sniff, she slipped out of her wet lingerie and stood leaning on the railing naked, a little smirk on her face as she imagined the old man coming out from underneath and seeing her like this. He was probably still down there, she knew, maybe thinking about her. If you only knew, old man, that you could walk out to the pool a few feet and see me NAKED!
 
   Probably make his tiny, old wrinkled pecker explode, she thought with a sneer.
 
   She lay down on a chaise lounge. She couldn’t stay long in the sun, for her pale skin didn’t like the sun, but she could let the hot sun dry her off. And besides, it was cool being naked out of doors. She certainly didn’t get much opportunity for that downtown.
 
   Hands behind her head, she looked out on the beautifully landscaped grounds and thought how lucky Davie was to be able to grow up and live in a place like this. Granted, his parents were assholes, but then, so were hers. So were a lot of people's parents. This place was a sweet deal!
 
   She let her hands come down and slide along her damp skin, enjoying the tactile sensation of her soft flesh against her fingers. She casually kneaded her breasts, then plucked at the nipples, thinking again about Davie's old man. He was probably just underneath her now, she thought with a grin. She let her legs slide apart and ran a hand down to her smooth pussy, fingers stroking along the tight, narrow slit. Old man would love to get at this, she thought smugly.
 
   Then she thought of Davie passed out behind her and made a face. The old man would probably do a better job of fucking her than his louse of a son! He could hardly do much worse.
 
   She was twenty-one and loved sex. So how had she come to be hooked up with a guy who sucked so badly in bed? She let herself ponder that unhappily as she rolled her hard, pebbly pink nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. She got a lot of free pot out of it, and ecstasy, and hash, and sometimes cocaine. That was why. Then again, she mused, maybe if I was getting done properly I wouldn't need drugs to make me high.
 
   She thought back to Sean, the marine she'd done a long weekend with two years back. He was still the best she'd ever had, by far. It wasn't that he kept it up forever, though he did manage lengthy erections, it was more that he did her like a fucking animal, just fucking well DID her, HARD! Oh wow it had been a wild time! It was like being used by a wild bull or something. He was so strong and so powerful. He had just fucking well POUNDED her!
 
   Everyone before and since had seemed delicate and even girlish compared to him. But he was on the other side of the world now probably fucking the brains out of some Arab bitch.
 
   A small, slender finger slid down between her legs and sank between the moistening lips of her sex to stroke lightly up and down. Which was better, she wondered, to get your brains fucked out, or to blow them out with drugs?
 
   Well, really, the question didn't need to be asked. But at the moment, only one option was available.
 
   She felt her clitoris swelling as her finger began to stroke faster, and she let her legs drift further apart, eyes looking up at the sky, breath quickening.
 
   * * *
 
   Carey Harper gaped as her binoculars slid along the side of the house and spotted her brother's strange new girlfriend. She was an avid bird watcher, and, from her large, bay window had excellent views all across the back of the house. She blushed involuntarily and jerked the binoculars away from her eyes, but only for a moment before guiltily drawing them up again to watch.
 
   Her parents money had made for a very sheltered life for her, and she was not naturally inclined towards rebellion or disagreement in any event. She was an enthusiastic reader and loved math and science, and tended to think the best of most people. She knew the rest of her family didn't like the girl, but she herself had seen nothing particularly wrong with her. She thought her makeup was slathered on too heavily, of course, and found her attitude just a trifle menacing to her gentle thinking.
 
   But all in all she didn't dislike the woman. So she felt terribly guilty as she continued to watch, as the dark haired girl drew her knees wider and wider apart, up and back, and now began to thrust what looked like half her hand into her narrow, hairless opening. 
 
   Carey gulped rather breathlessly, having been rarely exposed to any sort of sexuality in her sheltered life. Her parents had been all the more careful with her after their experiences with Davie, after all, and tightly monitored everywhere she went and who she went with.
 
   She was eighteen and everyone told her she was a lovely girl, but she'd never had a boyfriend. This did not displease her father, nor, to be entirely truthful, Carey either. She thought most boys were crude and overbearing, and their interest in her body was frankly embarrassing and perverse. 
 
   Wasn't there anything else in their lives to think about!? Perhaps when they got older they'd be more mature, and be more interesting to talk with. No doubt some of the older boys at university would be quite charming when she went this fall.
 
   The girl's body seemed to glisten in the sun as she rolled her hips up against her fingers, and Carey found a part of herself quite studiously examining her style and method. She herself masturbated in a very soft, quite way, usually on her side, in bed, eyes closed, sort of grinding her fingers against herself there. 
 
   This girl was so – open, and energetic! Carey herself rarely penetrated herself, but this girl seemed fit to thrust half her hand into her pussy! She was writhing and rolling her head, her body undulating in very evident excitement, and Carey found it to be both an exotic and erotic sight.
 
   She felt a wistful thought intrude, on whether it would be exciting to see things like this, perhaps on her computer. She knew there was a lot of it out there, but all her computers, at home and at school had always been heavily filtered by a variety of parental lockout software she had never really been inspired to challenge. Who wanted to see porn anyway? Certainly not she!  At least, not before now.
 
   The girl was so brazen! Imagine if her mother saw, or her sister, or worse, her father!? It wasn't like the balcony couldn't be seen from any of the other second floor windows. The house was such an oddly shaped, rambling affair there were at least half a dozen on the second and third floors which could look down on it in whole or part. What a slut! Yet the thought was more admiring than disdainful.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Davie's suite came with just about anything you'd need except a kitchen, and you could order up food and drinks anyway, except after ten in the evening. By that time, Spirit thought, his dull family were probably long in bed anyway.
 
   Not her, though. In fact, usually, at this time, she'd be out clubbing. Her body wasn't fit because she exercised, after all, but because she was a wild lover of dance, especially thrash metal, headbanging stuff that had her swirling and jumping and moving to the music in hot, sweaty dance clubs three or four nights a week. 
 
   Having access to Davie's ready supply of grass was cool, and the giant screen in the theater room were neat. But she felt like she'd been cooped up all day and needed to do something – energetic.
 
   She'd tried to get Davie to do a little coke. That usually gave him energy, but he was only into the hash tonight, and that just made him sleepy.
 
   She wandered down to the exercise room and shook her head in contempt for the pink rug. The machines glistened, though, and after examining a few, she discovered how to turn on the treadmill and started to run. She'd never actually used a treadmill before, so quite enjoyed the novelty at first. But running when she was wearing nothing but a thin black bra and t-shirt had her breasts bouncing too much.
 
   After a moment, she stopped and slid off the machine, then rolled her t-shirt up and tied it off tight under her breasts. That gave her added support. Then she slid the thin black rope belt out of the hoops of her black shorts and, looking around, slid it around her chest and cinched it tight just above her breasts, kind of squeezing them down. That, of course, made her breasts squeeze out very firmly indeed, but it would also stop them bouncing when she ran.
 
   She climbed back onto the machine, pleased she was right, running faster and faster as she turned the machine up higher. She couldn't remember the last time she'd been able to just run flat out, and extended her stride, panting as she ran. Her breasts were still quivering and shaking, but not to the extent they hurt. They were, however, throbbing, her nipples tingling from being squeezed the way they were.
 
   She stopped, gasping for breath. The run had worked off some excess energy but she still felt like doing something. She just wasn't sure what. She was thirsty, though, and untied the belt from her chest as she stepped out into the hall. She went back to their room, found the TV still on, and Davie now barely conscious as he slumped back across it. She did a little strip tease for him, but he just smiled so she made a face and wandered out onto the darkened balcony naked.
 
   She gasped as soon as the outside air hit her. It was hot and humid outside. She hadn't even realized after being inside all day. And she was still a bit hot from her run. She now eyed the pool below in the darkness with considerable interest. No one was around, after all. It should be possible to go and have a quick skinny dip. The idea was appealing on a number of different levels.
 
   She snatched up the shirt she used as a nightie. It was Davie's shirt and so covered her to mid-thigh. She pulled it on, did up a few buttons, then, eyes bright with excitement, eased out into the hall. She looked up and down, feeling deliciously disobedient, and then strolled to the nearest set of stairs, and down them to emerge just next to the solarium. The downstairs was largely unlit as she walked through the room, opened the rear doors, and slipped out onto the broad back portico.
 
   There wasn't much moon out as she unbuttoned the shirt, then, turning to glance a little warily at the darkened face of the house, she slipped the shirt off and then slid almost noiselessly into the water.
 
   It was exhilarating to be gliding naked through the water. And more than a little arousing, too, for some reason. 
 
   * * *
 
   The phone woke David Rutherford and he rolled over and snatched it out of the cradle with some irritation. The clock on the nightstand said it was nearly midnight. What idiot dared to call him at this hour?
 
   “Mr. Rutherford? This is Dawson Security. Sir, we have an alarm signal from the solarium door. Would you like us to send someone?”
 
   “What? Who? Oh...” David's mind spun quickly, even though he'd just been asleep. “No, we have guests. Wait a moment.”
 
   He threw back the covers and went to the back window, then pulled back the drapes. Sure enough, he could see someone in the pool, and shook his head in irritation.
 
   “No, it's all right.”
 
   He gave the alarm code, then considered. He couldn't see a lot, just someone in the pool. It was probably the girl, but who knew. He and his wife slept in separate rooms now, and had for the last ten years. They both preferred it that way as it allowed them to sleep properly, or stay up later to read or watch TV as they preferred. It wasn't like that affected their sex life anyway since they didn't really have one.
 
   He opened a drawer and drew out a pistol. It was a long barreled revolver, and always kept unloaded. He pulled open the revolving chamber to make sure, then snapped it closed and put on his dressing gown, anticipating scaring the crap out of the little brat.
 
   He went downstairs to the solarium, then slipped through the door which the silly little twit had left ajar and out into the darkness of the back yard. The porch roof overhead left him in shadows as he watched the pool, and then hesitated, unsure of his next move.
 
   The girl helped him there. She climbed out of the pool, and he sucked in a breath of air as the moonlight glistened off her pale, nude form. His cock pulsed under his thick robe, and he licked his lips as she started towards him. Well, he'd give her a scare at any rate.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit was sliding her fingers through her wet hair, squeezing the water out when a gruff male voice sounded from the shadows in front of her.
 
   “You ever consider that you could get shot as a burglar?” it demanded.
 
   She gasped in surprise, jerking her body around to hide the front of her.
 
   “You come out here to peep at me?” she demanded nastily, recognizing his voice.
 
   She turned around again, an arm casually across her breasts, squeezing them in and together, a small hand covering her groin as she walked impudently towards him. It wouldn't do to show embarrassment, to demonstrate that he'd startled her, that she cared that he'd caught her naked. 
 
   It wouldn't do to show – emotions. And she never did if she could avoid it. Showing fear, embarrassment, anger, care, all that was a sign of weakness, a sign you'd let the other person get to you.
 
   She was embarrassed, of course, but hopefully her blush was hidden in the near darkness, and she was a little breathless with the sudden shock of his voice. But she kept hers level, kept her entire attitude insouciant as she strolled towards him.
 
   He pulled a gun out and she stopped a moment and blinked in surprise.
 
   “The alarm company called and woke me up,” he said. “You set off the alarm when you opened the door.”
 
   She cursed herself for a moron. They'd told her there was an alarm on the doors at night. Jesus, was she brain dead already? But she never let any of that show on her face. Her eyes were caught by the gun. It was a big one, maybe a 357 magnum with a long barrel. Guns excited her, and here she was naked and more than a little sexually frustrated – and suddenly feeling cocky and flirty.
 
   “My, what a big one you have,” she said. “Such a long, hard… barrel.”
 
   She felt a wild flash of dark thrilling heat as she daringly drew her arms up and back and away from her body, exposing herself to his eyes. It was dark, but not that dark as she raised her hands above her head in mock surrender. He was in shadow, and she couldn't make out his expression, but he was apparently at a loss for words, and she felt a deep sense of amusement and satisfaction at jarring him.
 
   “I surrender,” she said meekly. “Are you going to… handcuff me now?”
 
   He was silent, and she couldn't keep the smirk off her face as she sauntered forward, hands still in the air, body thrumming with excitement as she stepped into the shadows and came up before him. He was not a tall man, though he had broad shoulders. The gun was pointed off to one side, and she brought her hands down.
 
   “Big barrels make me hot,” she said, not because it was honest but because she knew it would irritate him.
 
   She laid her finger on the barrel, and then, feeling another hot, dark sense of thrilling excitement, turned it to point towards her, but pointed upwards. She leaned in and licked slowly up along the underside of the barrel as he gaped at her, and then, more daring still, she guided the barrel down a little and slipped her lips over it, rolling her eyes up at him tauntingly.
 
   She expected him to jump back, curse, and flee, leaving her victorious. Oh what a wild tale that would make, too when she told her friends! How they would admire her shameless daring!
 
   Men were so fucking easy, after all, so predictable.
 
   Except – he wasn't.
 
   Instead of pulling the gun free and running, he reached up and grabbed her by the throat, then spun her and shoved her back against one of the six inch wide wooden columns which held the upper balcony in place. Her head rang a bit as it hit, but then the gun was being shoved harder into her mouth, and for a moment Spirit actually knew fear as the man glowered at her.
 
   “You think you're smart, you little slut!?” he hissed.
 
   Yes, in fact, she had. But now, with the barrel shoved almost into her throat didn't seem like the time to say so.
 
   He jammed the gun harder and she gurgled in pain, forced up onto her toes and back against the post.
 
   “You think I'm going to put up with your sluttish behavior and mockery in my own house?” he growled in a low, menacing voice. “Do you know what it takes to own a place like this? Do you think I'm some spineless weakling like my son to be taunted and teased?”
 
   He pulled the gun back and she gasped in relief as he let go of her throat. She'd been trying to pry his fingers loose since he'd slammed her back, and been singularly unsuccessful. He was, she'd discovered, a lot stronger than her.
 
   Released, she grabbed her aching throat, stumbling as he pulled back.
 
   “You learn to mind your manners around here,” he growled as he started to pull back.
 
   “Fuck you!” she spat, stung by being so quickly and easily manhandled. “I bet that barrel is twice the size of your tiny, wrinkled little cock!”
 
   And again he defied her predictions. Instead of stepping back he was on her again, and she felt another surge of fear, however temporary, as he thrust her back against the post, the gun up under her chin forcing her head back, forcing her up onto the balls of her feet. 
 
   Fear gave way to something else, though, a wild dark sense of heat and excitement. She felt an almost instinctive recognition that this was a man - not a man like Davie, not a man like those pathetic wretches she’d always been able to turn to putty with a look or a touch, but a hard, strong man who was dangerous to provoke.
 
   And she loved danger!
 
   “Go ahead!” she panted. “Do it!”
 
   “You think you've done it all in this life?” he sneered.
 
   She reached up and gripped the gun, eyes boring into his, then instead of trying to push the barrel away she drew it downwards, down until the barrel was pressed into her chest between her breasts, directly over her chest.
 
   “Pull the trigger!” she said breathlessly. “Go ahead! Dirty old man! Old pervert! Old uhggh!”
 
   His big hand came up against her throat again, jamming her back against the post, squeezing so she could hardly breath. She gasped weakly, frightened and aroused together. 
 
   She didn't try to fight him, didn't grab at his hands. Instead she pushed the barrel downwards, down into her belly, then, despite the difficulty of breathing, she forced a smirk as she pushed it lower, the barrel sliding down until it as pressed against her sex.
 
   “Go ahead!” she gasped weakly. “You know you want to do it to me! If you had a real cock you'd use it!”
 
   “You little bitch!” he hissed.
 
   She laughed weakly.
 
   The gun disappeared, and instead his hand jerked open his robe. Fear and excitement spiraled wildly out of control in her. God! Was he going to do her!?  What would she do if he tried!?
 
   He pulled the belt of his robe free, and then again surprised her by releasing her throat and wrapping the thing rapidly around her wrist.
 
   “What the fuck – ”
 
   He jerked her wrists up and back together against the post, then shockingly quickly she found herself tied there. Heat flared up between her legs, and then his hand was there, thrust in between her thighs, cupping and squeezing her painfully hard. She couldn't hide a reaction as she cried out in pain and surprise, her hips twisting, one leg rising, but then his hand was at her throat, silencing her.
 
   “Fucking whore!” he growled. “Do you think you're the first little bitch to think she can flaunt herself and get her way in everything all her life? Do you think it even started with your generation? Do you think men haven't been dealing with sluts like you for the last thousand years!?”
 
   It hurt! But after his first thrusting squeeze, his fingers were more gentle, more knowing, and when she tried to jerk her thighs back together he released her throat and gripped her wet hair with his other hand, forcing her head up and back. “Open your legs, slut!”
 
   She obeyed, whimpering, overcome, and his fingers stroked her even as he forced his lips down onto hers. She moaned and struggled weakly, pulling against the belt binding her back, but a wild spiraling wave of dark excitement was spilling over her mind. His fingers were doing shocking things to her down there, and she quickly abandoned efforts to close her legs, fighting instead not to grind herself against him, fighting and losing.
 
   She felt her juices flowing and then his finger pushed up into the mouth of her sex and slid inside as his tongue thrust into her mouth. Helplessly, she moaned into his mouth as his finger was joined by a second, and she felt a steady, rapid stroking against her clit. The heat flared higher and she shuddered, eyes fluttering as a third finger pushed up inside her.
 
   “Fucking whore,” he growled, his lips moving against her throat.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Oh! Ung! Ungh! Ungh!” she gasped as his fingers thrust into her.
 
   “You like that, slut?” he growled. “You like it?”
 
   “D-Don't!” she gasped.
 
   She was burning up! She ground herself helplessly against his fingers and found herself kissing him back, moaning, gulping in breaths as their tongue twined together like angry snakes.
 
   He drew back with a smirk, leaving her half hanging by her wrists, gulping in air, face and chest flushed with heat.
 
   “You look like a bitch in heat,” he said with a sneer. “I guess maybe you haven't been getting much!”
 
   “Look who's talki – ungh!”
 
   Her attempt at a retort ended with a slap that made her ear ring and spun her head to the side. She gasped in shock, then felt the heat surging even higher as his hand thrust in between her legs again, fingering her roughly. 
 
   Her slim hips ground helplessly against him, and she moaned as he bit into the nape of her neck, then roughly groped her breast. He pinched her nipple, twisted it, pulled it outwards so she cried out weakly, then his hand went around her throat again, shutting off her breath.
 
   She stared up at him, eyes wild, moaning, body writhing as his fingers pumped inside her. His eyes were dark and angry, and she shuddered in heat at the way he was manhandling her, at the way he was using her – just like – just like Sean had, she suddenly realized.
 
   He pulled back from her, leaving her gasping, gulping in air, almost hanging by her wrists again, light-headed. He faded into the shadows, and for a dazed moment she wondered if he was going to leave her like this, to spend the night tied up. The thought was wild and exciting, though daunting.
 
   In the shadows, he was working something loose from a bulky thing in the corner, and when he returned she saw it was a long, thin strap which secured the pool cover. She blinked in astonishment, fear and wicked dark heat blossoming in her mind as he roughly grasped her shoulder and spun her around, facing the pillar.
 
   Gasping, she made no resistance, filled with disbelief, with fear, with anxiety – with hope and heat.
 
   “Ungh!” she gasped as it cut across her bottom.
 
   Another blow arrived quickly, then another, and another, stinging blows that made her jerk and twist and writhe against the belt binding her. His hand was a blur as she twisted and cried out, her bottom soon flaming hot as he brought the strap down.
 
   “Bastard!” she gasped. “I-it doesn't even h-hurt!”
 
   The next blow landed across her back and she cried out, shocked, delighted, fearful, aroused. Another blow struck her lower back then another sliced into the flesh across her shoulders. Blow after blow, as fast as he could swing struck her from shoulders to thighs until she finally broke and sobbed helplessly, legs going out from under her so that only the tight grip of the belt around her wrists kept her from falling.
 
   He stopped, then she gasped aloud as he gripped her hair. She was forced up onto her toes, her head jerked up and back.
 
   He released her hair, grasped her hips, jerking them back, and then she felt something hot and hard pressing up between her thighs. Shocked disbelief filled her again that he dared, then she felt his hard cock pushing up into her pussy.
 
   He was big! He was so big! He was deliciously big! His big, strong hands jerked her thighs apart, and he pushed himself slowly but firmly up into her tight, wet depths. Spirit's eyes widened and then the orgasm exploded within her lower belly.
 
   The orgasm tore at her mind, at her senses, and she jerked and thrashed and writhed in its grip as her eyes rolled back in her head and she lost control of her body.
 
   And always there was that big, hard, hot cock filling her, pushing even deeper so that her mind reveled in the hot, slutty, wild, wicked nasty depravity of it. 
 
   “F-Fuck!' she half sobbed as he pushed still more of it into her.
 
   It hurt! But Jesus God it hurt so good!
 
   His fingers were like steel on her thighs, forcing her ass back against him, holding her legs spread so that her toes barely touched the stone underfoot. He ground himself against her, then started to pump. In and out. In and out. In-out-in-out. Faster, then faster still as she gasped and jerked and moaned to the hard, violent thrusts.
 
   She was crying out with every thrust, head jerking up and down, jaw slack, eyes wide as his stiff prick rammed up into her aching, burning pussy. She let her forward half hang from her wrists, whimpering, overawed by the wild dark heat of it, grunting and gasping as he pounded into her.
 
   God! God! God! God! God! God!
 
   And then his right hand, gripping her thigh, pushed down and in, and she felt the tip of his long finger against her clit. Her eyes bulged and she cried out helplessly as he began to roughly stroke against her. Another orgasm tore through her mind and she rutted back helplessly against his hard, pounding cock, impaling herself again and again in a frenzy of feverish need.
 
   “That's it,” he panted. “Come, you fucking whore! Come on my cock, you filthy little slut!”
 
   His other hand shot up and gripped her throat, and the orgasm redoubled as he squeezed, as her eyes bulged and the sensations screamed through her nervous system. The orgasm clawed at her mind, at her consciousness, as she sought to scream in ecstasy again and again, and found no breath to do so.
 
   Bright white dots danced before her eyes as the world spun around her, and the orgasm seemed to have no end as she gave herself wholly to its delicious power.
 
   He pulled his hand away just before she lost consciousness, gripping her thighs again, pounding into her from behind as she hung by her wrists, his hands holding her hips back and out, legs apart so he could ram himself up into her aching, dripping sex.
 
   She moaned dazedly, wondering wildly if he was going to fuck her forever.
 
   Then he jammed himself so deep inside her she thought he was going to punch through into her belly, and ground himself against her before slowly softening and sliding back and out.
 
   He released her hips and she hung against the post, slack-jawed, moaning weakly, disoriented.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It did not even occur to Spirit to tell anyone about what Davie's father had done to her. In part, this was because she was indignant and resentful at having been so easily overcome, and by an old man at that. She liked to put on the attitude of a tough chick, and he'd used her like a little bitch. God, how he'd used her!
 
   There was no way she was going to confess that to anyone, and certainly not to some stern faced cop who'd probably leer at her as she described what had happened. Oh no!
 
   Plus it would only cause trouble for Davie, who she was not quite ready to give up on yet.
 
   But she wasn't exactly cowering and pacing because of her mistreatment. She felt full of energy and excitement, as alive as she'd been in months. She had danced wildly at the club the next day and on into the night, flirting with everyone in sight, giggling whenever she was groped, making out with one of the girls just to taunt the watching, applauding guys at their table, full of girlish sexuality and preening self-confidence.
 
   Her friend Sara, who knew her very well, had commented that Davie must have been especially good in the sack the previous night, and she just winked at her.
 
   Yes, indeed. She had been fucked and fucked HARD.
 
   She could still almost feel the echo of that last tremendous orgasm!
 
   She had been forced to completely reassess her image of the man. She remembered what he said, about what it took to own a place like that. Unlike Jamie, he hadn't had a rich old man to do it. He'd done it on his own. 
 
   He must have been smart, and probably tough. Oh yes, he was tough, all right. He had grabbed her by the scruff of the neck and batted her around like a helpless kitten. He was a strong man, both physically and mentally.
 
   And yet the strap had left no marks on her body, at least, not that lasted beyond the night. Her wrists were a little red, but the cloth belt had been silky soft, and for all him half choking her to death there were no bruises on her throat. That told her he'd not been as out of control as he had pretended. He had controlled his strength, which meant there was still more of it available. That made her squirm a little with excitement - and fear.
 
   Strong men. Strong men who defied the rules. Strong men who made their own rules. Bad boys. Suddenly Jamie's father was taking on that aura. She'd always been turned on by guys like that. The problem, for her, was that most of them were low-class assholes as likely to beat you to a pulp as to fuck you good and hard. 
 
   Bad boys were fun on occasion, but unless you wanted to be living in a trailer park with a guy whose beer belly stuck out from under his wife-beater shirt they were not people to get serious about.
 
   But Jamie's father was a sophisticated, successful, wealthy man who clearly had as much self-control as he felt he needed to have. He'd practically fucking whipped her! She was still in awe that he had the balls to do that. 
 
   She didn't resent him for it. She knew very well she had been acting like a cock tease and a bitch, and had deserved it too. It had been a long time since she'd found a man who could manhandle her like that, who had the balls to do it, and who wasn't a loser creep.
 
   Of course he was married. But it wasn't like his wife was much to look at, and she acted like a shrew. They even slept in separate bedrooms!
 
   Not that she was considering even for a moment anything long term with the man. That had been a stunningly hot little bit of nasty fucking, and she wouldn't mind repeating it a time or two, but the man was literally old enough to be her father! Not, she noted, that he was old and weak and decrepit, though. Maybe he used that exercise room.
 
   * * *
 
   The ecstasy she’d taken at the club was still making her feel hyper and energetic, and Spirit felt an intense frustration at Davie’s lack of response. And, on the other hand, she knew where she could get the wild, hot sex she craved, the same place she’d gotten it the previous night. But how to do it? She certainly wasn’t going to wander into the old bastard’s room and throw herself at him. That just so wasn’t her!
 
   She remembered him shoving her against the post, remembered the gun in her mouth, the cold steel between her lips, and shuddered with excitement, her hand darting down between her legs to give herself a little squeeze. 
 
   * * *
 
   “Well, I can’t say it sounds like you have much to complain about.”
 
   David snorted and shook his head as Roy took another drink of his imported beer. The two had been friends for decades, had started out in the construction business together. Roy now owned a large construction company, while David had moved on to real estate.
 
   “I have to admit, the little slut was a wildcat,” he said. “And I haven’t heard any repercussions yet. She doesn’t strike me as the weepy type either.”
 
   “You’ll still be lucky if she doesn’t blackmail you. There’s money to be made, after all.”
 
   “She can explain how she came like a bitch in heat,” David snorted.
 
   “No, she’ll just deny it and pretend she’s a little lost girl abused by the big, mean millionaire. Trust me, I’ve been there. You’ll be lucky if the little slut doesn’t come after you for money. Next time document it.”
 
   David looked absently away from the TV, where they were watching a late night football game from California. “What?”
 
   “Record her voice or get it on video.”
 
   “Oh right. I’ll tell her to sign a consent form!”
 
   “Don’t you have cameras around this place for security? 
 
   “Only at the front gate.”
 
   ‘You might consider putting some out back in case there’s a repeat of this.”
 
   “I doubt that will happen again,” David said with some amused regret. “It’s not every day I fuck a twenty one year old girl.”
 
   “Well more’s the pity. You’ve got plenty of money and I know more than a few twenty something girls who’ll take it and do anything you want.”
 
   “Hookers have never really interested me.”
 
   “I’m talking high class, high priced girls, college girls earning money on the side, normal girls, clean girls.”
 
   David smiled and shrugged.
 
   The phone rang and he frowned, checked his watch, and picked it up. “No, he said after a moment. I’ll take care of it.”
 
   “I don’t believe it,” he said, putting the phone down. “I think the little slut is out there again.”
 
   “Really? If so it could be a trap, you know! Where’s your camera? You have a good video camera that can take videos at night?”
 
   “Well… yeah but I’m not into being a porn star, Al. Not at my age.”
 
   Al grinned. “You should see some of the vids I’ve made,” he chuckled.
 
   “No, thanks. I’ve seen enough of your hairy ass to last a lifetime.”
 
   The two might be wealthy and middle aged now but they weren’t always. As young construction workers they’d indulged in bar fights and wild partying.
 
   * * *
 
   It was dejavu all over again, as they said. When Dave and Al stepped out into the shadows beneath the overhanging roof they saw the girl swimming slowly back and forth in the pool. The moon was stronger tonight but it was still impossible to say who exactly it was, other than a female wearing little or no clothes.
 
   Al nudged him forward with a grin, and Dave, muttering under his breath, stepped out from the shadows. He had the gun again because Al had said it would show that he had feared a burglar. It was empty, though. He’d made sure of that.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit saw him moving out of the shadows and felt a sense of dark hot pleasure. Sexual electricity crackled subtly across the length of her skin, especially across her breasts and between her legs as she deliberately eased to the edge of the pool and reached up to the ladder. 
 
   She pulled herself slowly up its length, feeling the water trickling down between her breasts, down between her legs,  and then stood, posed, in silhouette, sliding her hands up to smooth her wet hair back and wring it out.
 
   She turned her head as she stepped out onto the pavement and smirked. 
 
   “Oh, you again. You brought your big gun again, I see,” she said with a sneer.
 
   She sighed mockingly and rolled her eyes, then turned her back to him and drew her wrists back behind her, crossing them. “Are you going to tie me up again so I don’t hurt you?” she said tauntingly.
 
   She was calm, casual, and gave no hint of the swirling excitement within her, of the way her heart was pounding and her pulse racing, or the heat and anticipation gripping her body and mind. 
 
   She was not completely surprised to feel his hands on her arms, but felt a sense of shock, then a dramatic flood of heat and wild, churning excitement as he slipped something under her arms -- his belt, then yanked it back and looped it around them at the elbows. She gasped as her shoulders were jerked roughly back, her arms crossed at the elbows and pinned tightly together so her hands stuck feebly out on either side.
 
   “Hey!” she complained, feigning indignation.
 
   She didn‘t have to feign startlement when he jerked her backwards by the hair, gasping as he sat down on a marble bench then pulled her down so she was sitting astride his lap, head forced back.
 
   What are you doing, you pig!? Are you going to attack me again!?”
 
   “Is that what you want, slut?” he growled. “Is that why you‘re out here again naked? Because you need a stiff prick inside you?”
 
   He took out the gun and eased up on her hair, letting her head come forward, caressing her damp face with the long, steel barrel.
 
   “Do long, hard things excite you, baby?” he asked in a low growl.
 
   “Only men who don‘t have long hard things need to play with guns,” she said, panting. “Do you want me to pleasure your… gun?”
 
   She licked at the barrel teasingly, and he obligingly moved it closer, letting her lick along the barrel. He turned it towards her and she slid her lips over the end. He slid it deeper along her tongue, through her lips, and she moaned around it, her lips puckered as she sucked.
 
   “You‘re going to suck the bullets right out of it, you hot little slut,” he said. “You want it to come in your mouth?”
 
   He cocked the gun, and her eyes widened. She felt a hot dark blur of heat mixed with fear spread through her and rolled her eyes up at him, imagining the gun going off, her last suck, she thought wildly.
 
   He slid the gun back out of her mouth and she felt a wave of relief, but then he slid the barrel down and jerked up and back on her hair, forcing her back to arch.
 
   “Maybe you‘d like it to fuck you somewhere else,” he said.
 
   She moaned as she felt the slick steel caressing her pussy, then gasped as she felt him turn it and push it against the mouth of her sex.
 
   “D-Don‘t!” she gasped excitedly as it pushed into her.
 
   “Why not, slut? Is there anything you don‘t want up inside your hot little cunt? You feel pretty wet to me.”
 
   He twisted the barrel from side to side and then pumped it slowly in and out as he jerked even harder on her hair. Her head was almost upside down, her back arched sharply, her breasts straining as he looked down at them. Then she moaned as his lips slid over one nipple, widened, and his teeth bit into her breast.
 
   The barrel pushed deeper and she gasped, squirming, legs wide as he pumped it in and out and chewed on the center of her breast.
 
   He pumped harder, faster, driving it in all the way to the trigger guard, jamming the wider part of the gun around the chamber and trigger against the entrance to her sex.
 
   “Do you think it‘s ready to come? Do you think it‘ll come inside you, slut?” he growled.
 
   “D-Do it!” she gasped, mind spinning. “Fuck me to death!”
 
   “That seems a little extreme,” he said. “And how would I explain that to your husband?”
 
   He pulled the gun out of her and then jerked on her arms. “Stand up. Up!” he barked.
 
   Panting, a little dizzy, Gwen stood weakly before him, only to have him pull her back down.
 
   “Sit down, slut, slowly.”
 
   He guided her down, and she gasped as she felt his hard erection naked beneath her, as he guided it into her moist, overheated pussy. The feeling inside her, after the hard, slender steel, of his deliciously warm, soft flesh, was incredible.  She groaned in helpless pleasure and heat as she sank down, down, down, taking it deep into her belly, until she ached. She gloried in the deep, thick penetration, gulping in air, face flushed, eyes glassy as he adjusted her in his lap.
 
   “Fuck!” she moaned weakly.
 
   . He gripped her hair in one hand, jerking her head up and back. His other hand slid between her legs, rubbing her clit so that she could no longer fake insouciance. She moaned and ground herself down against him, her breathing becoming noisier and more ragged.
 
   “Do you want to ride my cock, bitch?” he demanded. 
 
   He jerked painfully on her hair. “Do you!?”
 
   “Y-Yes!” she gasped.
 
   “Say it, slut.”
 
   “I-I want to ride your cock!” she moaned.
 
   “Then start riding, slut.”
 
   It wasn’t easy. He was sitting on a bench, not a chair, and with her legs spread her feet weren’t even on the ground. With her arms bound behind her she had no balance, so had to lean far forward and then raise and lower her hips. She did so, gasping in delight every time she slid her burning pussy down his stiff prick. 
 
   He let her do it herself at first, then gripped her arms at the elbow, jerking her forward and back. Her damp hair hung around her face as she rode him, moaning and panting for breath as she flared with white hot pleasure, and she didn’t at first realize anyone else was there until she saw a pair of feet and legs before her.
 
   A shock ran through her, fear, at first, that it was Davie. She jerked her head up, gaping, to find a strange man there, a middle aged man like Davie’s father, holding a camera! She gaped at it, then jerked her eyes up to him.
 
   He smirked. “Hey, baby. Enjoying the ride?”
 
   “This is my friend, Al,” Jamie’s father said. “He was with me watching a game when you set off the alarm again. I’ve already told him all about our little get-together last night.”
 
   “If you like hard cock, baby, I’ve got just the cock for you,” the stranger said to her with a leer.
 
   Her face was beet red, and she was almost instinctively trying to squirm off of David’s lap, but he held her easily by her bound elbows as the stranger unzipped his trousers and brought out another thick hard cock, one which immediately caught her eyes and sent another ripple of wildfire heat through her mind.
 
   She’d done more than one guy once before, and it had been incredible. Now as he reached down and gripped her damp, tangled hair, she could only stare as he pulled her forward onto it. She moaned as he pushed it into her mouth, then closed her lips around it and started sucking.
 
   “”Ride me, slut!”
 
   She gasped as a hand slid between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit.
 
   She started riding, aided by the grip on her hair and on her elbows forcing her forward and back, forward and back. Heat burned wildly within her. The man before her reached down and roughly groped one of her breasts, while Davie’s father gripped the other while fingering her clit. It was all just too much, and an explosive orgasm howled up into her mind and sent her reeling.
 
   The intensity of it made her want to scream, but no words came out, especially as the guy in front of her chose that time to thrust even more deeply into her and his cock pushed into her throat.
 
   She gurgled dazedly as his long, slick shaft slid deep into her throat. Then her face was jammed against his groin as she continued to ride frantically up and down on the hard cock below. It was sheer bliss. The sensual heat boiled across her body and mind, and she writhed and twisted exultantly as it sent her mind spinning.
 
   Soooo goood! It was sooooo fucking gooood!
 
   “You all ready to plug this bitch, Al?” she heard as if from a distance.
 
   “Any time, buddy.”
 
   She staggered as she felt them pulling her upright by hair and arm, turning her on wobbly legs, and pushing her forward. Her knees slid into the bench as she was pulled forward to straddle Davie’s father. She groaned aloud as she sank down onto his cock, then gasped as he began to suck and chew on her nipples. His hands went behind her, squeezing her buttocks, and a moment later she felt a pressure against her anal opening.
 
   “Oh Jesus! Oh fuck!” she gasped.
 
   “I ain’t Jesus, baby, but I can give you a holy fuck,” the man behind her chortled.
 
   Gwen had always loved anal sex because it was so hot and nasty, but Davie had refused, saying it was filthy. Now she could only shudder and moan in pleasure and pain as his father held her tight while his friend slowly worked his stiff prick up into her ass from behind.
 
   She was a slender girl, and felt absolutely jammed full of cock as she felt the second one pushing up into her body. It hurt, but she didn’t care about that, glorying in the double penetration.
 
   The two older men crushed the slim young girl between them, their hands moving eagerly, even roughly over her nude body. One sucked and chewed and licked at her breast while the other bit and sucked at the nape of her neck. Hands kneaded her buttocks and breasts, then jerked back on her hair as the man behind her lunged forward with a particularly sharp thrust into her aching bottom.
 
   It was a dark, lewd, wild sexual escapade and Spirit was wrapped in the dark thrill of it as the two hard cock pumped in and out of her with long, steady thrusts which drove them deep into her belly. 
 
   “Ride me, slut!” the man underneath demanded, pinching her nipples cruelly so she cried out and started to struggle up and down.
 
   She rode dazedly up and down, the man behind her following her motions, sending his own stiff prick spearing deep into her upraised ass again and again while he growled and bit at the side of her throat.
 
   “You like that, slut?” he growled into her ear, “You like having a stiff prick up the ass?!”
 
   She did, God help her! She felt utterly owned! Gloriously owned! She was totally at the mercy of two large, strong, powerful men who were using her for all she was worth! And it was the most incredibly exciting sexual experience of her life!
 
   The orgasm tore through her, and as she started to thrash and gurgle and moan as a finger jammed down against her clitoris. It began to rub it furiously causing the orgasm to burn so much more hotter she felt like screaming. Her body jerked and spasmed as the sharp edged jolts of pleasure tore into her and her mind seemed to flow on a white flood of pleasure so that nothing else in the world mattered.
 
   But even so, in the midst of an incredible, drawn-out orgasm, she felt a sharp, exultant realization that they were easily visible to Davie upstairs if he should look out his window, and felt a surge of satisfaction  and smug sense of revenge on him for being such a miserable excuse for a man.
 
   * * *
 
   Carey couldn’t see very well in the darkness below, but as she stood at her window looking down it was quite evident what was going on, especially after she opened one of the thickly insulated windows so she could hear. She couldn’t see who was with the girl, her brother’s girlfriend, but presumed one of them was Davie. She couldn’t hear their voices, but only an occasional murmur, male in nature, but she could definitely hear the girl’s voice as she gasped and moaned and cursed in her pleasure.
 
   Carey was simultaneously appalled and aroused by the movement below. She supposed it wasn’t so unnatural that she and her brother might do something - sexual - in the pool at night, but to invite another man to join them!? How perverted! 
 
   Of course, by now she knew her brother was capable of almost anything, especially after he’d had a few too many. But apparently this girl had no more sense of morality than he did!
 
   She brought the binoculars to her eyes again with something of a sense of frustration. It was too dark to make out more than silhouettes, for the most part, and sometimes movements. But it was clear, disgustingly clear, that the girl was pinned between the two men, who were ravishing her mercilessly! How could she do such a thing!? How could she allow it!? Had she no sense of morality or common decency!?
 
   She felt a sense of guilt as she watched, as well, not so much at her nosiness but at the sense of tingling arousal she felt between her legs at the partial view of the beautiful, dark-haired girl being so cruelly abused. 
 
   A cloud which had been obscuring the moon passed and she got a suddenly clearer view again, gasping as she saw the sight of a male back bent over the girl, saw a fist pulling back Spirit’s hair, forcing her back to arch as he ground himself into her. Another man, presumably her brother, was underneath, but saw only a part of the side of his head. Clearly, though, his face was pressed against her chest, against her breasts!
 
   It was shocking! Wicked! She imagined herself naked between two men with a sense of dark horror, and yet she could feel how her nipples throbbed, her entire body suffused with heat at the scene below.
 
   The man was sodomizing her! Oh gross! Disgusting! Shouldn’t she be crying out in pain?!
 
   Another cloud passed before the moon, dimming the scene, and she cursed softly in frustration.
 
   Just then the girl’s voice rose in a strange, hair-raising ululation of pleasure, and Carey squeezed her thighs together involuntarily, dropping a hand to rub herself as a sexual heat spread through her body. Her breathing came more rapidly, and she retreated from the window, then hurried into her adjoining bathroom. There was a small bottle of imported shampoo there she had used before, during the occasions when she felt an uncontrollable urge…
 
   She bent and took it out from under the sink, hands trembling slightly She stripped off her nightie, spread baby oil over the bottle, and set it on the floor, then squatted above it and slowly lowered her hairless pussy onto the rounded plastic cap.
 
   Carey had never liked the sight of hair on her pussy, not even when it had first come in years back. She had been plucking and shaving it since then, so that she was as smooth as some girls at school who she knew had had laser treatments.
 
   Now the round bottle cap slid between the tight lips of her sex and up into the mouth of her pussy, and she groaned as the short neck followed. then she felt the pressure against her opening, and ground herself down against the wider body of the bottle until with a gasp, she felt herself spread enough to admit it. She groaned as she sank down, feeling it sliding up into her belly and imagining she was the dark haired girl, riding her man, feeling his stiff cock pushing up into her belly.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit coughed and gulped in air as they lifted her head out of the water. Then she was pulled back under again, and had just enough time to gulp in air before her head went under.
 
   She was laying on her back at the edge of the pool, her head and shoulders hanging over the edge so that when the one man pulled down on her hair her head was forced under water. The stranger was standing there in the pool up to his waist in water, and pushing his cock against her mouth.
 
   The rest of her, of course, was lying on the pavement alongside the pool, legs spread wide. Davie’s father was laying there, his arms on her thighs pinning them down. She could feel his mouth at her pussy, his tongue teasing and taunting her as she tried to concentrate on holding her breath and licking and sucking the other guy’s cock in her water filled mouth.
 
   She thought she knew something of sex, was a sophisticate of sorts, even at twenty one. She was rapidly coming to understand that these old guys were a lot more perverted than she had ever imagined.
 
   And with her arms still bound together at the elbows underneath her she was nothing more than their sexual play toy!
 
   Her back ached as she was bent back, but that was the least of her worries as the man before her held her hair down and worked his rapidly hardening cock in and out of her mouth. He was allowing her up to breath every minute or so, but she was still becoming light headed from lack of air. Meanwhile, the other one was licking at her pussy in a way she had never before experienced, and despite her other concerns that was starting to cause her body to respond.
 
   Pain didn’t bother her, though, nor did abuse. She was a girl who had once cut herself with razor blades, who had burned herself with cigarettes, partly out of a fascination for pain, partly out of a sense of depression and the pointlessness of life. 
 
   Death didn’t hold any fear for her either. So the way she was being abused caused her no particular trauma. On the contrary, she felt a sense of dark elation at being so roughly and cruelly abused, and her body flared with growing heat at the outrageous way the men were using her.
 
   She had always disdained the whole idea of being controlled, of being pushed around, yet now, for some reason, was thrilling to the sense of helplessness with a kind of masochistic delight.
 
   The man standing in the pool was almost completely hard now, and his cock plunged deep into her throat as he held her tightly by the hair. Because of the way her head was pulled so sharply back he had a clear shot straight from her open mouth, and she gurgled weakly as his cock buried itself in her throat and his balls pressed firmly against her eyes under water.
 
   She felt her legs forced wider, groaning around the thick cock filling her throat as it started to pump in and out in short, deep strokes. Her clit throbbed and pulsed as it was licked, and then lips pressed around it and sucked, and she jerked helplessly, her hips bucking up as a wild jolt of sensory pleasure ran up her spine.
 
   The cock pulled out of her throat, and then her head was lifted up out of the water, lifted up so she could look down the length of her body as she gulped in air. She moaned as she saw the other one’s face pressed into her pussy, saw him licking and sucking, saw his fingers ease in to spread the lips of her sex wider. His head started to move now as he licked her, and she saw that his tongue was pressed back against his lower lip, using it as support so he could lick harder.
 
   Then her head was pulled back under water and the other man began to fuck her throat, using longer strokes now, harder strokes that his balls bouncing lightly against her eyes under the water.
 
   * * *
 
   Carey ached deep inside, but she didn’t care tonight. She wanted it all inside her. But then she paused and rose, with the bottle inside her. She explored the other available items and found a rounded hair jell dispenser she had once used. She eagerly oiled it up then placed it on the floor, pressing her anal opening against it and slowly grinding herself down, working it up inside her.
 
   It was an unfamiliar feeling. She’d never really thought about putting anything there before. But as it slid up into her she felt a wild sense of excitement at being doubly impaled, just like Spirit, and groaned as she imagined two men using her so wildly, so lustfully, bodies pressed against her from either side.
 
   She wasn’t sure what prompted her to get up, to walk around with the two inside her. She wanted to look out onto the pool again and imagine herself out there. She went back into her darkened bedroom and to the window only to be startled to see that the three below were still at it. She’d thought sex was over when she’d heard Spirit’s cry of satisfaction.
 
   But what were they…doing?!
 
   It was difficult to make out since the moon was behind clouds again. She raised the binoculars, peering into the darkness, and got only a flash as the moon appeared briefly. It was of Spirit on her knees between the men. One of them was using her from behind while the other, well, it was obvious what the other was doing in front of her. 
 
   What shocked her, however, was the view of the dark haired girl’s arms crossed behind her at the elbow. It was such an unnatural position , and after a moment she realized something was wrapped around her arms, -- binding them, tying them.
 
   A wild turmoil of thoughts spilled through Carey’s mind as she gaped at the vision before her. And then to add to it, the man, presumably Davie, who was riding the girl from behind, slapped her bottom sharply enough that Carey could hear the sound through her window!
 
   Shock and indignation warred with a somewhat prim and proper sense of righteous satisfaction for surely the girl deserved to be punished, the way she acted, the way she dressed. Surely she deserved to be -- disciplined. Yes, tied up and given what she deserved! Used mercilessly! 
 
   That was what the slut deserved for the way she acted! Yet from the way she was acting now it was also clear that however much she might be tied and helpless, what was being done to her was not exactly against her will.
 
   Carey was not a girl who had ever considered the complexities of sexuality, or the many and varied ways in which people might copulate. The sight shocked her, and then sent a hot flush of lust and need, an almost uncontrollable excitement flowing through her body. 
 
   She moaned aloud, reaching down, rubbing her clitoris gasping and moaning as she tried desperately to see more clearly even as a cloud passed before the moon.
 
   She imagined herself tied up, used helplessly by wild, rough men, and her entire body trembled and shook with heat. In moments she was on the floor, breasts pressed against the carpet, bottom raised as she rubbed herself desperately. The orgasm blossomed within her was of such unique power she cried out in helpless pleasure, gasping and moaning and rubbing herself desperately as the heat poured through her mind and body.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The feel of the girl’s skin against his had been incredible. Dave felt as though he’d had ten years taken off him. He felt younger, filled with energy, and amazed that a man of his means, of his abilities, a man who, even though he was far from a narcissist, he recognized as being pretty damned good looking, had put up with a nearly sexless life for so long when there were hot young sluts like that around waiting to be taken, to be used, to be, not to put it mildly, conquered. 
 
   That she was his son’s girlfriend was only mildly disconcerting. If Davie couldn’t keep her then he didn’t deserve her.
 
   Not, of course, that Dave wanted her, exactly. There was no chance of spending any time with her doing anything other than fucking her that wouldn’t annoy the hell out of him. That gunk in her hair and on her face, that insolent attitude, and know-nothing arrogance were bound to set him on edge. 
 
   His wife irritated him at times, but she, at least, shared many of his interests and was an intelligent woman. He could spend time with her, talk to her about serious issues. He couldn’t imagine doing anything like that with Davie’s little slut.
 
   How many men had had her, he wondered. The little slut seemed willing to submit to anyone who cared to take her on. Was that why she was with his son? Or was it his money? Whichever it was, he recognized that there would be serious trouble if the slut let slip what had happened. 
 
   His wife would kill him and his son would probably never speak to him again - not that the latter was looking like all that much of a concern at the moment. Still, there was still at least some chance the boy would grow up - eventually.
 
   It was a damned good thing he was a drunk at the moment, though, or he might have heard them in the back yard. He’d have to be a lot more careful. His wife slept in another room facing the front, and slept like the dead, so there was little worry there. 
 
   But there were his daughters to consider, as well. He was lucky they were early sleepers. Carey’s room wasn’t even all that far away from the pool. He was a fool not to have thought of that, but then, he hadn’t been thinking with his big head, but with his little one.
 
   It was a big house, fortunately, but he couldn’t be sure none of his family would show up in any of the rooms at any given time, or at least, that they mightn’t see him sneaking into a spare bedroom with his son’s girlfriend. He didn’t want to do anything so grotty as to go and rent a room at a hotel, either.
 
   Then he had a thought: the wine cellar. It was huge, for the previous owner hadn’t known what else to do with the basement space, and he was a lover of wine. But Dave was a beer man, and his wife didn’t drink. So he hadn’t seen any purpose to the place. 
 
   If he’d needed the room for something he would have had it redone, but really, the house was a lot bigger than he needed. He’d bought it as much for status as comfort. So he’d left the wine cellar alone. It was isolated, and had a very sturdy lock given the value of the contents which had once resided there.
 
   The door to the cellar stairs was near the west door. He opened it, flicked on the lights, and went down the stairs, encouraged to see the light dust on each of the stairs. He’d have to sweep that off, of course, if he started using the place. 
 
   The cellar stairs were old and stone, from the original building which had occupied this site. It was steep, and descended a good twenty feet to reach the rough stone floor below. The wine cellar was through a separate door to the left of the stairs, but now that he was here he reconsidered. The basement was old, gloomy, dimly lit. The original stonework was on the walls in places, a century and a half old. The place looked like, and he’d said it before, a fucking dungeon.
 
   And it was clear the little slut got off on being tied up, on being helpless. What would a place like this do to her mind?
 
   He glanced up the stairs. The door was old and thick, and it locked, too, if he could find the key. The stairway was long and narrow. It would take a hell of a lot of noise to make it up there. If he bought a few things, a few chains and such, would it scare the piss out of her, or make her cream in her tight little jeans?
 
   He checked in the wine cellar. It was quite different from the rest of the basement; well-lit, with gleaming hardwood floors, rich oak panels and long rows of built-in shelves for bottles. A folded up air mattress kept in one of the cupboards would do if he wanted his comfort, but then, he’d never really been a man who needed comfort.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit felt alive with her own sexuality, smug, cocky, coy, and flirty. She was delighted in her daring, in what she’d done and had done to her. It had, at times, been rough and scary, but God had it ever been hot! She was just unhappy she couldn’t tell anyone. Even her girlfriends wouldn’t be able to keep from blabbing this one! 
 
   Fucking her boyfriend’s father!? That was going wild even for her! And that was without even considering what kind of sex it had been, how rough and nasty and kinky. He had fucked her with a gun!  She could still see it, could still feel it on her tongue, between her lips as she sucked, as she imagined it going off. 
 
   “Well, aren’t we up early?”
 
   The words weren’t odd, but the tone was, given who uttered them. They were said in a sort of sarcastic, catty tone which she’d come to be familiar with. Davie’s mother was a bitch, after all, and his older sister was worse. But the person who gave her disapproving look as she slouched into the room was his younger sister Carey, and Spirit hadn’t really ever had any trouble with the girl, who often struck her as little more than a happy puppy as compared to the growling bitches.
 
   “Early bird gets the worm and all that shit,” she replied offhandedly, pouring herself some coffee.
 
   “And what does the late bird get?” the blonde said with a strange look on her face.
 
   Spirit was not nearly as dumb as some people seemed to think she was. In fact, she was actually quite intelligent. That sort of comment coming the morning after that incredible time out back the previous night - morning, from someone whose window, she now recalled, overlooked the back yard, instantly put her on her guard.
 
   “The late bird gets all sorts of goodies,” she said casually, eying the blonde carefully.
 
   What did the bitch know?  What had she seen? Wouldn’t it all have been past her bedtime?
 
   The girl came closer, leaning forward against the counter next to her, looking at her intently.
 
   “Goodies can be bad for you,” she said. “Goodies can make you sick.”
 
   “Depends on what kind of goodie,” she replied. “And some goodies are worth getting sick for.”
 
   She leaned in and let her be-ringed tongue slide along her lower lip as her fingers caressed the girl's shoulder and upper arm. “Little girl,” she breathed.
 
   “D-don't touch me!” Carey said uncomfortably.
 
   Spirit's smile deepened. “What's the matter? Most people enjoy human contact. They find it... comforting,” she said, sliding her hand along the girl's chest above her breasts then up along the side of her throat. “Some people like to touch me. Wouldn't you like me to … touch you... little girl?” she asked softly.
 
   She leaned in enough to press her breasts into Carey's as her eyes lit with mischievous daring. The blonde girl's uneasiness delighted her and she let her breasts pillow out against her and then grind herself lightly into her chest.
 
   “Get away from me!” Carey said in irritation, shoving her back.
 
   Spirit laughed in delight. “What's the matter? Don't you want to be friends?”
 
   “I think you're too friendly, Gwendolyn Thompson!” Carey snapped.
 
   “Don't call me that. Call me Spirit,” Spirit demanded.
 
   “Phht, now who's being the child?” Carey sniffed.
 
   “If I put you over my knee, little girl, we'll see who bawls like a child,” Spirit snapped.
 
   “Ha,” Carey sniffed, walking away.
 
   Little bitch, Spirit thought in irritation. Then she smiled thinly. And wouldn't Rutherford be pissed off if she seduced his precious baby! If he found out she was having a lesbian affair! 
 
   Maybe she could take pictures, let him find them. Oh that would all be deliciously exciting, and piss the old bastard off to no end. He might take a real whip to Spirit's back for that!
 
   She went back upstairs with her coffee and examined Davie still asleep in the bed. He really was getting to be a bore. Drugs were fun, but you couldn't let them control you or you turned into nothing but mush. Davie was weak-minded, nothing at all like his old man.
 
   She went into the bathroom and examined herself. She'd let her hair go straight for that pig-tail thing at the dinner the other night. It was much softer, this way, and she thought David would probably find her more attractive with it straight. It wasn't cut to be that way, so it sort of hung loosely to just above her collar, looking like an odd little bob, though with heavy bangs. 
 
   She didn't put on lipstick or rouge or eyeliner, but wore a sheer green, button-down blouse with a high collar. The only parts of it which weren't see-through were the pockets over her breasts. They didn't completely cover her breasts, however, for they were still mostly bare from the sides. She tucked the shirt into a very tight pair of faded, low slung jeans which accentuated her shapely bottom. The way the crotch dug into her pussy made her throb down there given the bubbling heat which was gripping her.
 
   She left the room and went searching through the public parts of the house, wondering if the old man was out by the pool under the balcony again. That proved empty, as did the dining room, den and library. She walked – slouched really – from room to room as casually as she could, sipping on the coffee and looking jaded. She came upon Carey again in the foyer and the girl frowned.
 
   “Shouldn't you be wearing a bra?”
 
   “Why?”
 
   The girl looked a little flustered. “Because... and that shirt...”
 
   “My breasts are nice and firm, so I don't need a bra. See?”
 
   With that she gripped the girl's wrist quite suddenly, and drew her hand up to press against her left breast through the thin material. 
 
   Carey gasped and jerked her hand back and Spirit giggled lightly as she passed on into the side hall. She followed it along, checking the sun room, then found him in the gym. She leaned against the door sipping coffee as he worked with one of the machines. He didn't look all that old, she thought to herself. And in the T-shirt he was wearing she could see how powerfully built he was, how thick and muscular his arm and shoulders were.
 
   She eyed his hands, so large and strong looking as they worked the bar of the machine, pulling it up and down. Those big hands could probably go completely around her middle, she thought with a little shimmer of heat.
 
   “Must be sad to be old,” she said as he noticed her. “You have to work with gym equipment because you never move enough to keep your body fit.”
 
   “You do a lot of moving, do you?” he said as he continued to pump the bar.
 
   “I'm out dancing every night,” she said. “And it's real dancing. Not that shit you old people do, so it takes lots of energy. You won't get fat dancing like I dance.”
 
   “Probably get pregnant dancing like you dance,” he said with a grunt, lifting the bar again and again. “The way guys grind themselves into you so hard on the dance floor.”
 
   “Some guy fucked me once at a dance,” she said with a smirk.
 
   “I wouldn't be surprised. Probably some guy fucked you once doing just about anything and everything from eating breakfast to riding the bus.”
 
   “You saying I'm a whore?” she demanded, scowling.
 
   He snorted and stood up, wiping the sweat off his face. “A whore is a professional, I think. You're just a slut.”
 
   “And what does that make you, old man? Eh? You like sluts, do you!?”
 
   She had come further into the room, glaring at him as she raised her voice.
 
   He turned abruptly and grabbed her by the scruff of the neck, yanking her around so the coffee spilled. 
 
   “Hey! You're tearing my shirt, asshole!”
 
   “You call this a shirt?”
 
   He shoved her backwards into a narrow hallway which had showers and a sauna, opened the door to the sauna, and shoved her inside, then closed it behind her. He looked around, then picked up a bar and blocked the door closed before turning up the heat.
 
   Then he went back to his exercise.
 
   “Hey! You asshole! Bastard! Motherfucker!” Spirit shouted through the thick wooden door. 
 
   There was a small glass window but it was of very thick glass, and she kicked angrily at the door even as the steam began to spill into the room from the upper vents.
 
   She glared around her. The room was like a largish closet, except with a pair of wooden benches facing each other and some large green plants scattered around. What did the old man think he was doing locking her in here? She'd get all sweaty, she supposed. Was she supposed to take her clothes off? Would he come and do her then? She felt a little thrum of excitement at the thought, but was determined not to give in.
 
   Who did that bastard think he was calling her a slut!? Like he hadn't practically attacked her two nights in a row! Him and his buddy! 
 
   Fuck it was hot in here!
 
   And it wasn't exactly a dry heat either! She was already sweating heavily, and could feel her hair, which she'd carefully brushed out, matting against the sides of her face and forehead.
 
   She kicked at the door again, and then again, before sitting down, glaring. He couldn't keep her in here long, not at this temperature. 
 
   Could he?
 
   It took very little time until her shirt was plastered against her sweating body. She unbuttoned it, gasping for breath, glaring at the window in the door defiantly. So what if he saw her tits. He’d seen everything she had, and then some.
 
   She lay back, the steam making it impossible to even see the door any more, breathing in shallow breaths. She stripped off the shirt, then, grunting with effort, undid her jeans and shoved them off, pushing off her shoes as well until she was naked. It felt strangely erotic to be nude with the steam floating around her like it was. She’d never been in a sauna before, and she found that, aside from the heat, it was kind of neat.
 
   She was soaking wet, though she had no clue whether it was sweat or steam. Her hair was matted against her skull and she groaned as the heat rolled over her. She’d never experienced this kind of heat before. It was like being in a hot shower, only it was the air itself that was hot! 
 
   She ran her hands slowly, lightly up her body, over the rounded curves of her breasts, then let her hands slide back behind her, laying along the bench, legs spread so that one left was up across the backrest and the other hung over, her foot on the tiled floor.
 
   The thought of him coming in and seeing her like this made her pussy throb, but the heat was increasingly robbing her of energy, and for a time she just lay there, chest rising and falling slowly, tiredly. Every little motion made her sweat and her brain felt like it was cooking in her skull.
 
   * * *
 
   Rutherford examined the dial on the sauna. It was up to 175 degrees, but she was young and healthy – presumably, so he doubted she was in much danger unless he left her in there too long. He liked high temperatures in the sauna himself. It was quite relaxing. He suspected that about now the smart mouthed little brat was feeling quite relaxed indeed.
 
   He grinned and turned the steam off then flushed the air inside. This sauna had a feature which allowed the hot, steamy air to be sucked away through an outside exhaust rather than pouring out into the house after use, and the temperature inside dropped quickly as the steam which obscured the window faded away.
 
   His cock pulsed at the sight of her there, seemingly barely conscious and spread out naked before him. Jesus, but she had a body on her! At least she hadn't gone in for tattoos. He wondered why not. Not that everyone who had a tattoo was a slut, but generally speaking every slut got tattoos, particularly the 'tramp stamp' across their lower backs. Dave considered tattoos akin to graffiti, and had no idea why women wanted to graffiti their bodies.
 
   Men, on the other hand, well, who gives a shit about their bodies?
 
   He opened the door and stepped inside. It was still hot, but not debilitating so, and he sat down on the edge of the bench next to where the girl was sprawled. Her eyes looked up at him glassily and he grinned down at her.
 
   “Enjoying the heat, slut?”
 
   His hand slid along her warm, slick body, and in between her legs. She moaned weakly, and tried to sit up. He shook his head, gripped her hair behind her neck and jerked her head up and back, pleased by the little pain sound she let out as her body arched. 
 
   His fingers slipped easily into her pussy as his thumb rubbed skillfully across her clitoris. Her eyes fluttered as though she were drunk.
 
   “B-bastard!' she gasped in a low, dazed voice.
 
   He pulled more sharply on her hair and she whimpered in pain, then he bent and began to suck on her hard little nipple, chewing on the flesh around it, his tongue stroking and twirling as he thrust three fingers into her naked little pussy, pumping them in and out, twisting and turning them as his thumb worked over her clit.
 
   He was pleased when she came. She was such a responsive little slut! His cock pulsed as she writhed and gurgled in pleasure, her hips bucking up against him helplessly, weakly, grinding away at his pumping fingers as he let the pad of his thumb work over her clit.
 
   “Hot little slut,” he said, mouthing her other nipple.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit moaned weakly, overwhelmed by the heat, robbed of energy, her mind felt hazy. Yet with the newly cool air she actually trembled as energy began to surge through her again. It was so much easier to breath, and the air was so much more refreshing!
 
   But she felt indignant at him for his arrogance, the way he loomed over her, smirking, the way he pawed at her so intimately, ignoring her wishes. That indignation quickly turned to inner heat, though, and despite a sense of aggravation she gave herself to the heat and pleasure and sensual touch of his fingers, moaning and writhing under his touch as an orgasm tore through her and set her mind spinning and burning in helpless pleasure.
 
   She groaned weakly, dazedly, as he pulled at her hair, as his strong hands turned her on the bench. Then he was raising her legs up, pushing them back, and she stared up between her legs as she felt him entering her. She couldn't speak, couldn't do anything but moan as his cock sank deep into her belly and he forced her ankles back over the backrest, bending her in two, crushing her beneath him as he started thrusting down into her aching belly.
 
   He was neither gentle nor patient. He jammed her ankles down painfully, raising her bottom high as his hips slapped down against her. His strong hands worked their way down her legs until they gripped her slender ankles, then he jammed them down and back behind her head, quite literally, forcing her feet to touch behind her neck as his hips worked like a machine, pounding himself into her with fast, relentless strokes.
 
   Oh God, was all she could think as his hips slammed down, as his cock speared her, impaled her, skewered her, again and again and again, until pain and pleasure twined themselves around her mind and her consciousness faded into a feverish dream of heat and passion that threw her into another massive mind-blowing orgasm.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   She and Davie partied again, and she danced with such abandon, such energy, that her friends raised their eyebrows. 
 
   “What's up with you tonight?” Sarah demanded as she fell into her chair.
 
   “Nothing,” she said, gulping in air as she took a drink.
 
   “You seem a little, uhm, frantic tonight.”
 
   “I just feel alive,” she said. 
 
   “What are you on?” Sarah asked curiously.
 
   Spirit scowled at her. “Nothing. Can't a girl just dance hard without people thinking she's stoned?”
 
   “You party hard and you dance hard but you seem kind of frenzied tonight.”
 
   “I don't know what you mean.”
 
   She did feel full of energy, wild, dark energy that came from... she didn't know.  She was dancing with a lot of different guys since Davie was too laid back, too lazy – too drugged up – she thought, to want to spend a lot of time on the dance floor. She was dancing with guys she didn't even like, guys she knew would grope her, and had, and she hadn't even reacted. Worse, she had liked it, for some weird, dark reason. 
 
   It wasn't that she wanted to have anything to do with them, not that she had any intention of fucking them or anything, but their unwelcome groping made her feel as though she wasn't in control, as though, somehow, she was some sort of wild sex creature that anyone could do whatever they wanted to. 
 
   She had pretended to ignore the groping, even though it made her heart race and her blood burn. She had ignored the fact that hairy guy who had ground himself into her ass while they danced had an obvious erection. She hadn't protested when guys had squeezed her ass, or even her breasts.
 
   They just weren't – important. Yes, that was it, in a way. Did you complain when a dog stuck its nose into your crotch? Did you bitch at the cat if its paws touched your breasts? These guys were so – so pathetic, so weak and poor, not the least bit accomplished or capable. She was a wild spirit of – of sex and heat and lust, and she didn't deign to notice their feeble efforts.
 
   There was only one man who could arouse her, who could tame her, who could use her the way she needed to be used, and that was Davie's father. Which was bizarre, because she didn't even like him! She lusted after him and reveled in what he did to her. But she felt a sense of indignation and outrage at how arrogantly he lorded it over her, at how peremptorily he treated her.
 
   Arrogant old bastard! He didn't like her music, didn't like her TV shows, didn't like how she dressed or did her hair, didn't like how she talked. He didn't respect her and didn't treat her with respect! He called her a slut constantly, and while that made her blood race with dark excitement it also infuriated her, at least, after the fire had died down it did.
 
   Maybe if his own precious little Carey turned out to be a slut too he'd change his tune!
 
   She had to get that girl! The older one was an ice queen, but she sensed interest in the young one, the curiosity about hot, nasty, wild sex beyond the pale imitation she had no doubt already experienced.
 
   She would have to be nice to the girl, see if they could become 'friends' and then encourage her in her darkest fantasies. Maybe she could get one of her friends to come over, one of her better looking male friends, and fuck her little brains out. That would teach Rutherford!
 
   * * *
 
   They went home. She didn't even try to get into Davie's pants. She was eager for him to fall asleep, and he did quickly. Smirking, she left the suite and wandered down the hall, wondering where the old man was. Probably asleep, she thought in disappointment. It was almost three in the morning, after all. Should she set off the alarm again? No, that would be too fucking obvious, and she was still not prepared to admit to him on any level that she welcomed his attentions.
 
   She paused by his door, her mind whirling. She should go, she knew, but her pussy was throbbing, and a dark hunger had hold of her. There had to be a way, a way to provoke him yet pretend she didn't want him at all. She turned the handle and listened intently to the sound of steady breathing.
 
   Spirit crept into the dark room, her mind still fluttering with uncertainty about what to do. Should she throw water or something on him to piss him off so he grabbed her and - punished her? Should she crawl into bed and wake him with a blow job? 
 
   Should she just sit on the edge of the bed and wake him up and tell him she wanted him to fuck her brains out? No, she couldn’t ask, couldn’t say anything like that. She didn’t want to wake him with a blow job either. She wasn’t the one who initiated sex, after all. It was him, the old guy, who attacked her!
 
   And that was just how she wanted it.
 
   She sauntered across to his bed then, not being particularly careful or quiet. She looked at him a moment, then scanned the room. There was a leather bench at the foot of the big, four poster, and his clothes were on it. She let a smile creep over her and picked up his pants, searching them for cash, but came up empty. Looking around, she went to the bed table and pulled it open. She smiled as she saw the fat wallet sitting inside, and next to it, a gun.
 
   Perfect, she thought with delight.
 
   She pulled the wallet out and took all the cash she could feel, sliding it into the pocket of her cutoffs, then picked up the gun and examined it. It was heavier than she’d have thought. She turned to the bed and sat carefully on the edge, then brought the gun down against  his lips. Could she scare him? Could she get him to suck on the gun the way she had by threatening to blow his head off? Could she make him beg!? 
 
   The light snapped on and she jumped in surprise as he sat up in bed. She held the gun up determinedly, but he didn’t look very frightened. He gave her a contemptuous look and threw back the covers. He was wearing only a pair of boxer shorts and she felt herself momentarily distracted by his powerful chest. Then he was standing before her with the gun pressed into his chest.
 
   “Don’t you think you should stop playing games/” he growled.
 
   “I-I don’t know what you mean,” she said impudently. “If you don’t do what I say I’ll -- .”
 
   He grabbed her wrist, twisted it to the side, and pulled the gun out of her hand, tossing it on the bed.
 
   Then he released her wrist, grabbed the front of her shirt and tore it down the middle. He pulled hard enough to yank her stumbling forward, stepped aside, and then yanked her torn blouse off from behind. He shoved her forward so she half fell into the bed and undid her bra, then tore it loose as she started to struggle.
 
   “Get off me! Pig! Bastard!”
 
   He snorted and let her roll over, then tore open the front of her cutoffs, and yanked them and her thong down, lifting up hard enough to raise her butt of the bed, and to yank her legs up as he pulled them off. Then, he flipped her onto her belly, 
 
   “That first night when I saw you, do you remember saying that if I’d been stricter with Davie he might not have turned out to be a lazy sot? And I said if your parents had tanned your butt you might not have become a worthless little brat?
 
   He tore the thong, then pulled her flailing arms back behind her, pinned her wrists, and wrapped the thong around them, tying them tightly.
 
   “Let me go! Let me go, you pervert bastard!” she gasped.
 
   It was important, of course, to get it on record that she wanted no part of his dirty body!
 
   He made a face and bent over, grabbing one of his socks off the floor, then yanked back on her hair to force her mouth wider, and stuffed it inside.  
 
   A moment later he was sitting on the edge of the bed, pulling her over his lap, belly down. He had her hair in one hand and his leather slipper in the other.
 
   The slipper came down on her upraised bottom with a loud crack of noise, and she howled at the sudden stinging pain. But it was just the first. The slipper came down again and again and again, as she twisted and writhed and tried to curse him to no avail. She tried to use her tongue to shove the sock out, but whenever she got most of it free he would pause and patiently force it back inside again, yanking back on her hair until her head was forced way back and she couldn’t close her mouth.
 
   Then he’d resume wacking her ass with the slipper!
 
   Being spanked with a slipper was just not the kind of dark, dangerous, nasty thing that Spirit had been looking for. Beaten with a belt, maybe, or a riding crop, or something like that. But being spanked with a slipper was just too tame. On the other hand -- it fucking hurt! In fact, it hurt more than she would have believed possible! Her ass was a flaming red, throbbing ache, and every blow turned the heat up higher!
 
   Despite her best efforts, tears of anger, frustration and pain began to fill her eyes as he continued to bring the slipper cracking down on her aching backside. She exhausted herself in struggling and still he brought the slipper down. And it hurt!  And he wasn’t groping her or touching her in any way that would have made it seem more sexual - her being naked notwithstanding 
 
   Spirit determinedly clung to her tough-girl image as long as she could, but as the spanking continued and the pain clawed at her with unrelenting force tears began to fall from her eyes. Her ass was on fire! And there was no way to stop it! No way to keep the blows from landing on tender, red flesh! 
 
   She couldn't even throw away her pride and beg him to stop! And as the frustration and pain mounted she embarrassed herself by beginning to cry, first just a little, then, as he continued to bring the slipper down on her fiery red ass, in great, heaving sobs that shook her body.
 
   Still he brought the slipper cracking down across her burning bottom, until finally, suddenly, he stopped. He grabbed some tissue from the bedside table and pulled her head up by the hair, holding it against her nose.
 
   “Blow,” he said, not unkindly.
 
   Spirit blew her nose gratefully, still sobbing, and he wiped her nose and tossed the tissue away.
 
   “Are you going to be a good little girl or do I continue?”
 
   She moaned weakly, still sniffling.
 
   “Nod your head if you agree to be a good little girl.”
 
   A good little girl!? She thrashed and screamed wildly - in her mind.
 
   But she nodded her head meekly.
 
   He pulled the sock out of her mouth and she gulped in air, feeling his hand now caressing her overheated bottom, gliding over the hot, red skin. She felt his hand slip down between her thighs, his fingers lightly caressing her sex, and felt an instant awakening, a sharp, sudden spike of sensation and heat between her legs. 
 
   His other hand slid along her ribs and under to cup and massage her breast.
 
   “I don’t want to see any more insolence coming from you,” he said, his fingers gently parting her labia and slipping inside. “I don’t want to hear any more snotty, challenging talk, no more rudeness, no more disobedience.”
 
   Fuck you, she thought, but his fingers felt soooo good as they slipped gently into her body she couldn’t bring herself to talk.
 
   “If you want me to fuck you, you should just ask, politely,” he said, his fingers rubbing at her clit, pinching her nipple lightly. “You’re a pretty girl and any man would be delighted to take you up on the offer.”
 
   She felt a surge of pleasure at his words, then self-loathing. Who cared if he thought she was pretty!? She knew she was hot!
 
   But she only gasped in pleasure at the way he was swirling his fingers round in the mouth of her sex.
 
   “I’ve seen girls like you before,” he said. “You obviously need a lot of cock. I can probably supply more than enough to keep you happy.”
 
   His fingers suddenly plunged deep and Spirit groaned aloud, her head rolling.
 
   “Now are you going to be a good little girl?” he demanded.
 
   She didn’t answer, and he drew his fingers back. A moment later she gasped as his hand slapped stingingly against her bare bottom.
 
   “Yes!” she gasped.
 
   “Yes, sir,” he corrected.
 
   “Yes, sir,” she moaned.
 
   His fingers returned to exploring her now very moist pussy, slipping inside again while rubbing against her clit.
 
   “Hot little slut,” he said.
 
   He suddenly pulled his hands free, and instead, lifted her and flipped her over. Then he raised her upper body she was sitting across his lap. Her bottom stung, at first, but then he seized her hair and forced her head, firmly, but not cruelly back. Spirit gasped, back arched, and her legs spread apart instinctively to counter balance herself.
 
   His right hand slipped back onto her pussy, fingers probing inside, thumb stroking against her clit, and she moaned as his lips encircled her nipple. He sucked and chewed lightly, his tongue stroking skillfully across her nipple as his fingers pumped in and out of her, and Spirit felt her hips grinding up against him as sexual heat grew into a feverish lust within her.
 
   Three fingers plunged deep, again and again, and then he used a fourth so she felt stretched and gaping. She moaned helplessly, heat suffusing her body as he fingered her, as his lips moved from one breast to the other, as she lay helpless in his arms, burning with pleasure.
 
   “Hot little slut,” he said again.
 
   He bit into the nape of her neck, sucking lightly, then kissed a trail down her chest and onto her breasts again.
 
   “Are you ready to come? Are you ready to come on my fingers, slut? Tell me,” he demanded.
 
   “Y-Y-Yes!” she gasped.
 
   “Yes, sir,” he said, twisting his fingers in her hair so she made a helpless pain sound.
 
   “Yes, sir!” she gasped.
 
   “Beg for it. Beg me to let you come,” he said, his fingers easing their movements, his thumb raising up off her clitoris.
 
   Oh yes, she thought excitedly.
 
   “Please!” she gasped. “Please let me come, sir!”
 
   “Again,” he growled, twisting her hair again so she gasped in pain.
 
   “Please make me come, sir!” she moaned.
 
   Heat and excitement rolled over her now, despite her sense of embarrassment and indignation at demeaning herself. Yet the fact he’d forced her to beg made her even more excited.
 
   “You’ll come… when I say you can… slut,” he said.
 
   He rolled her off his legs and onto the floor, and she gasped in surprise. Then, his fingers still in her hair, he guided her back around so she was on her knees before him. He pulled his cock out of his shorts and drew her in, rubbing it across her face.
 
   “Do you love my cock, slut?” he growled, his fingers twisting in her hair.
 
   “Y-yes!” she gasped.
 
   “Say it, slut.’
 
   “I-I love your cock… sir!” she gasped, as he twisted her hair again.
 
   “Then suck it, you little slut.”
 
   He pushed it into her open mouth and she moaned excitedly, closing her lips around it, sucking, licking, drawing it in deeper as he pushed her head down.
 
   “Do a good job sucking that cock, and maybe I’ll let you come, you little whore.”
 
   Spirit felt a wild flare of outrage, of indignation, and yet they were completely overwhelmed by the surging, churning heat, a dark, burning lust that drove her to push her lips downwards, to take him deeper and deeper, until she gurgled and gulped his cockhead down her throat.
 
   “That’s it, you slut. Swallow that cock. You filthy little whore,” he taunted her, pulling down on her hair, forcing her even further. 
 
   He slipped his other hand behind her head and jammed her face into his groin, holding her there, mouth and throat full of cock, her eyes rolling up at him helplessly. Then he let her up, pulling her free so she gasped and gulped in air, saliva drooling over her lower lip.
 
   “You love it. You love that cock, don’t you, slut,” he demanded.
 
   “Y-yes, sir!” she panted.
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “I-I love your cock… sir!” she gasped, flushing with embarrassment, thrilled by dark heat.
 
   “Why? Because you’re a slut?”
 
   “Because I’m a filthy fucking slut whore,” she gasped in overheated delight.
 
   He slapped her face with his cock and forced it into her mouth again, 
 
   “Swallow my cock, you nasty little cock sucker,” he said, reaching under to grope her breast.
 
   Spirit’s belly churned as he fucked her face, as she sucked his cock, as he called her all those awful, deliciously dirty names! She felt a scalding wave of heat rolling over her, and almost came just from feeling his cock drive deep into her throat.
 
   He pulled her back by the hair.
 
   “What are you?”
 
   “I’m a dirty little cock sucking whore!’ she gasped in a choked voice.
 
   He pumped his cock with his fist, and came, his come spraying over her face and into her open mouth. Then he used his cock to smear his cream all over her face before forcing her down onto it again.
 
   “Clean it off, slut. Make it all nice and shiny so I can fuck you.”
 
   She mouthed his cock, licking and sucking it, and then took his balls into her mouth, one at a time, sucking them as he called her names, as he called her his whore, his bitch, his slut, as he pulled at her hair and roughly groped her breast.
 
   Then he tore her off.
 
   “Turn around, slut.”
 
   She obeyed, moaning, then felt a disappointment as he untied her. But he got up and moved to the closet, coming back with a … leash.
 
   He grinned as she stared at it. He’d torn off her clothes - well, except for her socks, but she was still wearing the studded dog collar, and he clipped the leash to it.
 
   “Get on all fours, you bitch.”
 
   She moaned shakily and obeyed.
 
   “Crawl. Crawl like the bitch in heat you are,”
 
   She crawled across the floor, with him jerking on the leash. It was easy on the carpet, but she winced as they hit the floor. Still, she crawled, and stopped when he ordered her to.
 
   “Are you a good little bitch slut?” he demanded.
 
   “Yes, sir!” she gulped excitedly.
 
   “Show me what a good little bitch slut you are. Bend your head down and lick my foot.”
 
   A shocking little crackle of sexual electricity ran up Spirit’s spine at the outrageousness of the demand. He jerked roughly on the leash, though, and as if in a haze, she bent, staring at his foot, and then brought her tongue across the top.
 
   “That’s it, whore. Show me how you worship me. Lick my foot. Do it, slut.’
 
   She moaned helplessly, awash in wild, conflicting emotions. But the overwhelming nature of the dark, sexual hunger forced all else to the side as she licked with growing excitement at his foot, abasing herself before him. And when he ordered it, she licked at his toes, too, and sucked on them before he jerked her head back and made her crawl forward.
 
   “Lick the floor there. That looks like a bit of dirt,” he ordered. “Clean it with your tongue.”
 
   She licked at the floor, and licked at the baseboard, and then he led her into the adjoining bathroom, and made her lick the floor there, and then lick at the base of the toilet.
 
   “Lick up the side, slut!”
 
   Spirit was in a different world, a sexual fever making her barely able to keep from trembling, from shaking. With her tongue pushed as far out of her mouth as she could, she licked slowly up the side of the toilet bowl again and again.
 
   “Now the rim, slut.”
 
   She whimpered but obeyed, licking at the rim of the toilet, then, without being ordered, licked over the rim and inside.
 
   “That’s it, you nasty little sex slave. Now get over here so I can fuck what’s left of your brains out!” he growled.
 
   Sex slave! The words sent a tidal wave of heat sweeping through Spirit’s mind and body!
 
   He yanked harshly on the leash and she jerked sideways, panting, moaning. He put her in the center of the big bathroom, forced her chin, her upper body down to the floor, with her ass high and legs spread. 
 
   When she felt his cock rubbing up and down along her burning, volcanic opening she felt the orgasm start, and desperately tried to repress it until she felt him thrusting into her. She made it - barely, and then cried out as his cock pushed deep into her spasming, burning pussy and her come exploded like a nova.
 
   Every beat of her heart, every deep, aching thrust of his cock seemed to send a roaring wave of sensory heat washing through her trembling body, and he cursed her and yanked on the leash. The collar dug into her throat and lifted her upper torso bodily off the ground as his hips slapped against her buttocks again and again.
 
   “Come, you slut! Let me hear you scream!’
 
   She heard herself scream, or at least, cry out, again and again, in helpless animal passion as the sensory storm washed over her. She cried out repeatedly as each wave of crackling sexual electricity washed over her, until the pressure of the collar digging into her throat stopped her from inhaling enough air to cry out again. She moaned and gurgled as her trembling hands found the floor and supported her, easing the pressure against her throat, then gasped in pain as he whipped at her bottom with the hand end of the leash.
 
   His heavy body bent, folding down above her, so his mouth was against her throat.
 
   “Come for me, whore. Come for me, slut! Come, you nasty little slave girl,” he growled, biting at the nape of her neck as his hands kneaded her breasts.
 
   With his weight on her back, pressed into her rear, his heavy arms around her, Spirit felt - surrounded, enveloped in his strength, and shuddered with heat as his cock continued to stroke powerfully inside her.
 
   He had mounted her like a stallion, like a bull, rutting into her as she gurgled and moaned in helpless pressure. 
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “A job!?”
 
   “A job. I'll start you in low, but if you show any promise, if you apply yourself, I'll see you're rewarded with more interesting work.”
 
   “I don't want to work in a fucking cubicle all my life,” she said sulkily.
 
   He slapped her face, enough to sting but not enough to leave a mark, and she staggered back a half step. “What did I say about watching your language, slut!?”
 
   Fuck you! 
 
   “I-I'm sorry... sir,” she said, face flushed.
 
   Why didn't she just tell him to go fuck himself!? Why did she care what he thought or wanted!? A job? She hated working. Work was dull and boring, and people treated you like a fucking servant! Of course, it might be valuable to have some experience on her resume other than waiting on tables. It wasn't like she was going to be living here forever. Still, the idea of working for a living did not fill her with enthusiasm.
 
   She didn't feel able to say no to him, though, for some reason. And it wasn't really for fear he'd slap her face or something. No, it was because a part of her she refused to even acknowledge wanted his respect in some strange way. And maybe by working, she could show him she was more than a dumb fuck-doll.
 
   Besides, it was undeniable that she did actually need to do something for a living. It wasn't like she was a rich bitch like Davie.
 
   * * *
 
   There were two reason to go visit Carey Rutherford’s room. First, was to taunt her, and tease her, and see if there was an opening for her to do something further - to get back at her old man for dominating Spirit so thoroughly. 
 
   The second was somewhat more practical in that they were the same height and roughly the same measurements. and she needed something - modest - for work. Granted, the blonde had smaller boobs, but whatever tops she wore would be deliberately loose, whereas Spirit liked her tops quite a bit tighter, so it should work out perfectly.
 
   She sneered at the looks of the room as soon as she entered. There were no pictures of half naked rock stars on the walls. Instead there were lovely framed prints of flowers and kittens. 
 
   “Gag me,” she muttered.
 
   The four poster bed was topped by a pink canopy. Pink bed curtains were held back against the four posts by bright, lacy fabric ties. There were lace covers on her night tables, and the bed was piled high with lace pillows.
 
   Off to the right was the closet area, which was a long hallway with closets all along both sides. At the end was the half open doorway to the en-suite bathroom, and the sound of the shower came through it. 
 
   Spirit’s interest piqued and she grinned to herself. She had no doubt whatever that the girl was the kind who would squeal and half kill herself trying to hide her naked body if anyone showed up, female or not. Delicious! She would catch her by surprise and embarrass her! Maybe she could even make some complimentary remark about her breasts or something to add to the girl’s embarrassment.
 
   Or... was there something else she could do? Her mind spun as she moved closer to the door. Turning the bitch into a fuck-doll would sure show her old man! Not just a fuck-doll, either, but a bondage fuck-doll! Rutherford seemed to like tying girls up, after all! What would he think if he saw a video of his own precious little baby all tied up and screaming in orgasm!?
 
   She eased her head into the bathroom. It was, like every other one she'd seen here, large and luxurious. There was a long counter along the right with a mirror covering the wall. Ahead was a toilet and bidet, and to the left a large, sunken tub with a marble wall around it. In the corner was a shower stall, enclosed by glass panels, and the girl was inside – naked of course.
 
   The ventilation system worked quite well, so that the glass doors didn't really fog up much. The girl had a nice looking body, Spirit thought with a hungry purr. She'd had sex with girls before, and it could be fun. She was betting the little princess hadn't had a lot of attention paid to her in the way Spirit could. If she wasn't a virgin, the guys who had fucked her were probably boys, panting, eager, slam-bam-thank-you-ma'am types.
 
   She paused, feeling a thrill of exquisite heat run along her spine as she realized the girl was sort of propped in the corner, head back, hands between her legs. 
 
   Oh this is too fucking good!
 
   She turned and raced back to their suite, got the video camera, then raced back. Along the way, she took a detour, ran to Rutherford’s room. She knew he was out of the house, and she knew what she'd find in the cupboard to the side, knew because he'd shown her.
 
   Then she was back at Carey's doorway, fighting to keep her breathing down as she zoomed in on the girl. The shower glass was fairly clear, clear enough if the girl turned she might see her, but she was clearly intent on other things as she arched her back and pumped something in her pussy. 
 
   Spirit dropped to her knees to be less noticeable, watching as the girl masturbated, as her hands played over her slick body. Now she could hear her gasps and moans above the sound of the shower, and knew the microphone would hear it too.
 
   What the fuck was the girl using? It looked like some sort of plastic bottle. Spirit snickered to herself as she zoomed in, then zoomed back. The girl had shaved her pussy. She wondered why, if no one was seeing it. Then again, it was in fashion.
 
   The girl started to moan, and Spirit's lips curled into a sneer. The little slut was a moaner, she thought with glee. Only she was wrong, for the moans turned into soft, passionate cries of pleasure that rose to something very nearly a scream when the orgasm took her.
 
   There were a number of thoughts which passed through Spirit's mind; the snotty words she could use, the blackmail she could use to force the girl to submit. But instead she put the camera down, still running, still aimed at the shower stall, and quickly stripped.
 
   She left the toys she'd brought with her, bringing only one thing as she stepped to the shower stall naked – a slender rope from her father's room, one he had used on her the other night.
 
   She slid open the door and found Carey propped on a bench, legs spread, slumped, head back, eyes closed as she groaned. Apparently the orgasm had taken a lot out of her. 
 
   Spirit felt a moment of envy, then slid the door soundlessly closed.
 
   “Mind if I share your shower? Mine's not working,” she said in as calm and normal a voice as she could manage.
 
   Carey's eyes shot open and she let out a scream as she jerked to her feet. But the bottle was still stuffed deep inside her, and she fell back against the wall, aghast, staring at the naked girl standing before her.
 
   “I'm sorry, did I interrupt something?” Spirit asked coolly, eyes looking down at the bottle protruding from the other girl's shaven sex.
 
   “G-Get out of here!” Carey cried in a shrill voice, face flaming.
 
   Instead Spirit moved towards her, forcing her back against the wall.
 
   “But why?” she asked. “You're a horny little girl. I'm a horny little girl. We can be horny together,” she said in a purring voice.
 
   Carey was desperately trying to hide the bottle, her hands over her groin, but when Spirit leaned into her so her breasts pressed against the other girl's wet flesh Carey yelped, her hands rising, pushing against Spirit's shoulders. Spirit was ready for it, though, and gripped her wrists firmly and quickly, shoving them up and back against the wall above the girl's head.
 
   She leaned into them and quickly swept the rope around the girl's wrists, while the surprised young women gaped at her and struggled, off-balance. 
 
   The shower stall had a huge overhead shower head, like a dinner plate to spray water down. But it also had shower heads at two different levels along three sides of the stall. She forced Carey back against one of the shower heads which was at chest height, and quickly wrapped the rope around the shower head above that, standing on her toes to do it.
 
   “Wh-what are you – are you crazy!?” Carey cried frantically.
 
    “No, I'm horny, like you,” she said, running a hand down between the girl's legs.
 
   Carey squealed, twisting her hips away, but Spirit chuckled in delight, gripping the base of the bottle and pushing it up.
 
   “Oww! Don't! Ohh!”
 
   “You really should get something softer than this,” Spirit said.
 
   She bent and sucked and licked at one of the girl's breasts, her tongue circling and caressing the hard little pink nipple. Then she sank to her knees before the still quivering, shocked girl and began to work on her pussy.
 
   With the bottle still protruding, her sex lips were open, and she let her tongue caress them, running up and down both sides before stroking across her clit.
 
   “Stop it! Stop it! Please! Don't! Please!” Carey sobbed helplessly.
 
   But her protests faded under Spirit's touch, and she was soon moaning in helpless pleasure.
 
   “Nooo,” she moaned. “Please! Oh God! Ohhh! Unnggh! Ohhh!”
 
   With her wrists bound tightly there was little she could do but stand there as the girl knelt between her legs and did incredible things to her with her mouth. The feel of Spirit's tongue on her clitoris brought swirling, churning sensual pleasure she had hardly known existed flooding into her mind and body, and she trembled and twisted and writhed as the wild heat took hold of her.
 
   “I'm going to make you my little slut,” Spirit said, eyes gleaming as she looked up the length of the girl's sleek, wet body.
 
   Her hands slid up onto the blonde girl's soft, full breasts, and began to knead them as she licked and sucked on her clitoris, and before long Carey was crying out again and again as a massive orgasm tore through her, and then another.
 
   Spirit rose, letting the bottle fall free. Two, then three, then four fingers slid into the girl's pussy as her thumb worked over her clit. She seized her blonde hair behind her head, jerking it up and back as Rutherford had often done to Spirit, and crushed her lips down onto Carey's. Her tongue shot into the blonde girl's mouth and she pressed her breasts in against Carey.
 
   “I have so much to teach you – little slut,” she breathed as the girl gurgled in dazed heat.
 
   She masturbated her to another orgasm, then left her there, stepping out of the stall to get the dildo she'd appropriated from David's room. He'd had a drawer full of stuff there, and this strap-on had been at the bottom of it. Now she slipped the straps on and got back into the stall.
 
   The slit-eyed blonde saw her, and her eyes widened. She shook her head helplessly and Spirit grinned and stepped forward. “I'm going to do you, pretty girl,” she taunted. “And you're going to scream in pleasure.
 
   She spun the girl around and slapped her bottom stingingly, drawing a cry of pain.
 
   “Spread your legs, slut!” she ordered.
 
   She positioned herself behind the girl, and slid the long, thick dildo up between her thighs, up into her pussy, taking her the same way Rutherford had taken her the first time.
 
   Carey, of course, knew nothing about that. All she knew was that her breasts felt hot and swollen, and her entire body was burning with heat. Her mind was overwhelmed, and had been the moment she had realized she wasn't alone. Gripped by shock, heat, horror, humiliation, wild excitement, fear, and arousal she hadn't had a moment to try to think, to decide on a reaction or response. She felt like a kitten battered back and forth by a cruel older cat, her mind spinning.
 
   And now the cock-like thing strapped to Spirit's body was thrusting up into her, and felt so incredibly good compared to the bottle she had used! Spirit's fingers were rubbing her clit, and kneading her breast, and the girl's lips were on the nape of her neck, and it was just all too intense to cope with as another orgasm welled up within her and tore off the top of her head.
 
   She was defenseless, completely lacking experience, unable to stop long enough to catch her breath, humiliated yet helplessly aroused. She soon found herself kneeling, wrists tied behind her back, sucking Spirit's 'cock' as the girl taunted her. Then the cock thing had come free, and, blushing furiously, but with the other girl's firm fingers in her hair, she had licked Spirit's pussy until the girl had come.
 
   More had followed. Spirit had brought her back into her bedroom and tied her to the corners of the bed, then spent hours making love to her, tormenting her, taunting her. She had used ice cubes and feathers and hot candle wax and vibrators and dildos and her own agile tongue and fingers to make the helpless girl squirm and thrash and scream into a gag as orgasm after orgasm trampled her inhibitions underfoot.
 
   Spirit had taken her every imaginable way, with her tongue and fingers, and with the strap-on. She had even sodomized her. 
 
   She had also spanked her quite hard, while masturbating her at the same time, making her beg to be allowed to come, beg for Spirit to find men to come and fuck her, to find men to gang-bang her, begged to taught how to be a prostitute, how to be a stripper. Spirit brooked no argument, no defiance, and Carey was slapped, pinched, and cursed whenever she failed to obey during the all-night sex forced upon her.
 
   It was her first real sexual experience, and it was to have a lasting impact on her mind, on her sexuality, on her fantasies –  especially the fact she was tied up throughout.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Spirit resented having to dress “normal”, though to some degree this was eased by her inner knowledge that she was far from a boring, “normal” girl, but was, in fact, engaged in a nasty, wicked, perverted adulterous affair. And if you were hot and wild did you really need to advertise it, she thought, consoling herself.
 
   Her hair was straight now, and she wore a blue silk blouse which, while being tight against her chest, was reasonably modest and tucked into gray skirt which, while not exactly knee length was still considerably lower than what she usually wore. All I need, she grumbled to herself, is a pair of fucking pearls around my neck. She ran her fingers along her throat for a moment. Rutherford had even forbidden her the dog collar cum bondage collar she often wore.
 
   Nor was she happy at wearing high heels. They were stilettos, though not high enough to qualify as fuck-me shoes. Still, she was a girl who preferred dockers, or at least black tennis shoes. She had never gone in for all that girlie-girlie shit. And for the last few years she had dressed to emphasize how different she was, how unique, how different she was from “respectable society”.
 
   Rutherford had insisted, though, and he was not a man to be ignored.
 
   The odd thing was that Davie had hardly even noticed. Jesus, what a loser! What had she ever seen in that idiot?
 
   So now here she was a working girl, dressed like a `normal`, working in an office. For now all she was doing was learning how to order supplies, but Rutherford had promised her more interesting work if she proved capable of, as he put it, `not fucking up’ too much.
 
   “Excuse me. May I see your pass please?”
 
   The black man in the dark suit was intimidating large and muscular, and his English heavily accented, though clear enough.
 
   “I don’t have one. This is my first day,” she said.
 
   “Come with me, please,” he said.
 
   She followed, annoyed. It wasn’t like it was her fault. Nor was she terribly worried given Rutherford - supposedly - owned the company. The big man didn’t talk much as they got into an elevator. 
 
   “You should talk to my boss. He’s the one who sent me down to the stock room,” she said.
 
   He still didn’t talk and she rolled her eyes and folded her arms across her chest resentfully.
 
   They got off on another floor ad he led her into a spartan looking office with a dull looking wooden desk, some shelves, TV monitors on the walls showing various hallways and doors, and a door leading to a tiny toilet.
 
   “Look, you can call my boss,” she said, giving him the number.
 
   The man nodded and sat down, then picked up the phone. He directed Spirit to a hard-backed wooden chair across from him and she sat, folding her arms across her chest and rolling her eyes again impatiently.
 
   God, this real world was sucking! All their stupid rules and regulations and having to watch what you wore and what you said and everything! She was feeling very sorry for herself, and considering what would happen if she just quit, when the door opened. Instead of her boss, Mr. Edwards, though, David came through.
 
   “This isn’t my fault!” she exclaimed.
 
   He gave her an odd smirk and then closed the door behind him. “I think you did an excellent job in spotting this person, Mr. Uwamba,” he said. “She looks very suspicious to me.”
 
   Spirit rolled her eyes again.
 
   “You know, there have been rumors of someone selling drugs here in the building,” David said, “I wouldn’t doubt it would be someone like this who thought she could move around undetected.”
 
   Spirit stared at him. What the fuck was he talking about!?
 
   “I think you should search her carefully, Mr. Uwamba,” David said, folding his arms across his chest and leaning against the door.
 
   Uwamba rose and gestured for Spirit to stand up. She did, staring at Rutherford, starting to wonder what it was he was playing at.
 
   Uwamba put a big hand around her upper arm and pulled her around to face the wall, then gripped her wrists firmly but gently and put them up against the wall. Spirit felt a sudden sense of breathlessness as he pulled her hips back and toed her ankles apart.
 
   “More,” he said, pulling her back more and spreading her legs further.
 
   “Search her carefully, Mr. Uwamba,” David said from the door.
 
   Uwamba’s big hands started at her collar, slid along her shoulders, then down her back to her hips before sliding around in front of her and traveling up her stomach - to her chest. 
 
   She felt a tightness in her belly and a sudden furious churning in her loins as his hands closed on her breasts, and squeezed gently, then repeatedly, mashing them up and then together, fingers probing at the soft, malleable flesh repeatedly before sliding down to her hips again.
 
   Face red, heart pounding, Spirit stared at the wall as the man’s hands slid up her bare legs - utterly pointlessly for a search, then up beneath her skirt! The breath caught in her throat as one of his hands moved around in front of her, cupping her pussy through her little thing, rubbing her, then sliding up and pushing down inside the thin V of fabric. 
 
   She felt wide, blunt ringers against her bare sex, and shuddered as a sudden furious flood of heat and excitement warred with embarrassment and discomfort.
 
   “Any sign of drugs?”
 
   “No, boss.”
 
   “Better check more carefully. Sometimes these druggie types hide the drugs inside their bodies, you know.”
 
   Uwamba pulled on her collar, straightening her up.
 
   “Take off clothes,” he ordered.
 
   “What!!?” she gasped.
 
   They were in an office building! People were passing back and forth just the other side of the door!
 
   Uwamba turned her around and began to unbutton her blouse as she stared up at him, gaping, then jerked her head around to stare at David leaning against the door, giving her a smug look.
 
   Fuck, she thought wildly. This is some stupid play acting thing! What were they going to do to her? Were they going to strip her naked?! Was this black giant going to fuck her!?
 
   Did she have a choice!? And if she did - did she want to stop it!?
 
   She blushed furiously as he pulled off her blouse, and she jerked free, undoing her skirt herself, her embarrassment becoming worse as the skirt fell around her ankles and she stepped out of it. Uwamba wasn’t satisfied, though, and insisted she remove her bra. She did, covering her breasts with her arms as he examined it, supposedly for drugs. Then he took her arm again, firmly but not roughly, pulling her aside. He bent her over the desk, then casually slipped his fingers into her thong and yanked it down over her buttocks and down her legs to her feet.
 
   He bent and she stepped out of them, her mind spinning, her pussy throbbing, her heart pounding. 
 
   “Spread legs,” Uwamba growled.
 
   He gripped her thighs and yanked them apart, and she gasped as she felt his fingers probe at her sex. He rubbed her and she started to straighten, but a big hand came down between her shoulder blades, pressing her back against the desk so her bare breasts pillowed out beneath her. 
 
   “I think she’s getting violent, Mr. Uwamba. You had best take precautions,” David said.
 
   Spirit gasped as her wrists were pulled back together behind her back, then handcuffed together.
 
   A moment later she felt him spreading the lips of her sex, then pushing a big finger inside her.
 
   Her face burned as David looked on, as Uwamba’s finger slid easily through her silky, and now slippery depths, and she gasped as he pushed it all the way in and his knuckles pressed against her bare little mons.
 
   He pulled it out, then slid two into her, turning and twisting them around.
 
   “They might be deeper than that,” David said. “Do you have some sort of tool you can inert that will go all the way to the bottom?”
 
   “Yes,” Uwamba said.
 
   Spirit felt her legs spread wider, then something fat and hard and warm pressed against the mouth of her sex. She gasped and moaned as she felt her sex lips forced in and then slowly, slowly spread wide, then wider, then still wider before what had to be Uwamba’s big black cock pushed into the mouth of her sex.
 
   She’d never had a Black man before, and Spirit was as subject to the fascination of the rumors and cliche's as any other girl in western society. So the fact that the guard pushing his stiff cock into her while David looked on was a Black man made it, for some reason, doubly arousing, doubly nasty, much hotter than it would have otherwise been.
 
   “Oh fuck!” she gasped as the thickness of his cock became apparent and it slowly pushed into her.
 
   “Language like that is against company policy,” Rutherford said.
 
   “F-Fuck y-YOU! Oh!”
 
   She cried out as the big cock thrust suddenly deeper, achingly deep into her belly. David himself had a big cock but this was unquestionably the biggest she’d ever had. It hurt. But it hurt so good!
 
   She felt his big hands on her buttocks, squeezing them apart as he pushed his cock into her. She hissed in pain, her head twisting from side to side as his cock drove deeper than any cock ever had, jamming against what she had always assumed to be the absolute back wall of her pussy. Yet somehow, he continued to cram more cock inside her, until she felt like screaming.
 
   She turned to protest to David, only to find him gone. That jarred her, shocked her. She gasped in sudden alarm, jerking her head left, then right. She was alone with the big Black man! She was completely at his mercy! What was she supposed to do now!?
 
   Holy fuck, she thought frantically.
 
   “Ungggh!” she moaned as his cock slid back, then pushed forward again.
 
   What the fuck was going on!? Had she been given to this guy as some kind of present!? She felt a wild sense of indignation at the thought. Yet why would the guy who owned the company care about pleasing some security guard type?! No, this was just David humiliating her, showing her what a whore she was! 
 
   The man’s hands slid up her back and then grasped her hair, yanking it back so that she cried out. At the same time he thrust into her - hard - and she cried out again. 
 
   “Too much noise,” Uwamba said.
 
   He opened a desk of the drawer, pulled out a ball gag, and pulled back on her hair again to force her mouth open just as he shoved the ball gag into it, forcing it through he jaws, then strapping it behind her.
 
   She moaned helplessly, completely at his mercy, she realized, the mercy of a big, Black man she didn’t even know.
 
   His cock was horribly tight inside her, but as he started to move it in and out she loosened up somewhat, at least enough that it didn’t hurt as it moved, and soon after that she felt an incredibly intense rush of sensations as it pushed in and pulled back, the feel of a huge, soft, warm cock moving inside her lower belly, tight enough it would have jerked her in and out had his hands not held her hips.
 
   He fucked her slowly for long minutes, loosening her up, yet at the same time the steady thrusting roused her to an intense level of sexual heat, and she moaned and ground her hips back in helpless need eve as he maintained his steady slow pace.
 
   God! She wanted it harder! Faster! He was driving her insane!
 
   Then her eyes bulged as he gripped her buttocks, and slowly pushed a big thumb into her ass. The heat redoubled and she twisted and jerked on the desk, moaning as the thumb pumped slowly in and out even as he fucked her.
 
   He pulled his thumb back, then his big cock slid free of her. It rubbed up and down along her wet, smooth sex, then penetrated her again, the sensations rushing over her so that she gurgled with heat and sexual fever. He pulled free, rubbed himself against her again, then penetrated her once more, thrusting deep and grinding his hips against her upturned buttocks.
 
   He pulled out altogether, then, leaving her feeling vacant, and opened a drawer.
 
   “Mr. Rutherford, he say, punish for bad language, for not having pass,” Uwamba said.
 
   Spirit blinked dazedly, her own hair half covering her face. She turned her head slightly to see Uwamba holding a short, thin crop or quirt of some sort. Then she jerked and cried out as he swung it down and it cracked softly against her buttocks.
 
   It was quite thin, so the noise was not overly loud, but it stung and made her flinch and jerk against the desk. Another blow followed, then another, then another, slow and measured, just like the way he’d been fucking her. She gasped and moaned and shook her head dazedly, but the quirt continued to snap down across her bottom, turning it a bright red as the stinging pain spread and deepened.
 
   He put the thing down and she felt him spreading her legs again, then that fat cock pressed against her opening and slowly sank into her once again. She shuddered, her hips grinding and twisting as if she could escape. But her pussy soon learned to accommodate it again, and now he picked up the pace, thrusting hard, deep, making her cry out with every stroke, her eyes wide and wild as he rode into her.
 
   The orgasm came screaming down her nervous system, and she twisted and bucked wildly as he continued to ride her. The pleasure flooded her mind, drowning her in hot, dark masochistic bliss, and she gurgled and jerked in spastic release even as he continued to thrust.
 
   And continued, and continued, as she lay across the desk, dazed, saliva drooling out around the ball gag, eyes glassy, moaning. He continued to thrust so that it became terribly uncomfortable on her sensitive pussy, and then that discomfort turned to heat again, rose higher and higher, until she was once again gasping and moaning and rutting back against him. Then another massive orgasm tore through her mind and body. 
 
   It seemed to break something free inside her, for even as the ecstasy reached its peak and then spiraled downwards, it rose again, to a lower crest, but still enough to make her writhe and moan in heated passion. Another orgasm exploded upwards, and then another, and another, every half minute, as his giant cock went into overdrive, pounding into her with savage force, tearing her up inside, she thought, though without caring.
 
   He pulled out at last, and she cried out as he gripped her hair, pulling her upright. She staggered, but he caught her arm and turned her as he sat down in the straight-backed wooden chair. He pulled her forward, and she moaned, spreading her rubbery legs around the chair, sinking down onto his lap - onto his cock, gasping helplessly as she felt it push against her and her weight bore her down, impaling her.
 
   Her face burned again having to face him, this huge, black foreign man, but he wasn’t looking into her eyes. He had a big hand on her ass, and another on her back as he mouthed the center of her left breast, sucking hungrily at her hard, pebbly nipple. She whimpered as his big teeth bit into her soft flesh, as he sucked painfully hard, but his tongue stroked wildly and deliciously against her straining pink button, and he jerked on her ass, forcing her up, slapping her ass to instruct her in what he wanted.
 
   She started to ride him, forcing herself up, then shuddering with heat as she sank back down, moaning, gasping, the sexual heat frying her mind, the pressure making her skull feel ready to explode as she rode up and down. His hands gripped her ass, jerking her up and down harder, faster, and she cried out every time he pulled her fully down and his cock impaled her.
 
   One of the fingers of his hands pushed into her ass, then another finger, on the other hand, both of them sliding deep, squeezing, stretching pumping as she rode his big cock. Another orgasm washed over her and she felt herself losing her grip on sanity as her head rolled up and down and her nipples burned and her insides felt churned to mush by his massive prong.
 
   Then he pulled her up higher, so that his cock slipped out of her. He pulled her forward a little, then, guiding his cock, eased her down.
 
   Spirit’s eyes went wide, and she struggled weakly against him, but he pulled her down remorselessly. She shook her head wildly but his cock pushed up against her back opening regardless, and then slowly sank into her.
 
   Spirit cried out as he pulled her down onto his cock. Her legs stiffened, trying to hold herself up, and she tried to convey her anguish with her eyes. But the man was busy sucking and chewing on her breasts and didn’t seem to care. Bit by bit she slid down, his long, fat cock sliding deep into her ass until she ached inside as though she were going to explode.
 
   He raised his feet, propping them on the rungs of another chair across from him. That raised his knees, and he let her fall back across them, her back arching. His hands slid up and down her body, over her breasts, then back. Then a finger went to her clit, rubbing it for the first time. 
 
   Spirit shuddered, sinking down deeper onto his cock, unable to maintain her balance now as she lay bowed across his knees. He gripped her hips, riding her up and down, then returned his finger to her clit as he started to thrust up and forward into her tight ass.
 
   He chuckled as he saw her still trying to hold herself up a little. His big hands slid over her breasts, then he caught at her nipples with his thumbs and forefingers, and pinched them. He pulled straight up, and she moaned, forcing herself up and back in the direction he wanted, gasping and panting into the gag as he eased her back down and his massive cock pushed up into her belly again.
 
   He pulled her up by the nipples again, then eased her back, then again, forcing her forward this time before lifting her nipples up and back again. Spirit found herself laying back across his knees, gasping, moaning, completely off-balance, yet forced, somehow, to raise herself up each time he pulled her nipples upward.
 
   He pulled her forward again, and his hands slid under her ass as he leaned forward. He stood, with Spirit in his arms, his cock still deep inside her ass, then lay her back on her cuffed arms atop the desk. His hands slid up along her legs to just below the knees as he raised her legs up and pushed them back, spreading them wide. He began to thrust into her harder and faster, his cock spearing deep into her belly.
 
   Spirit felt utterly overwhelmed by it all. His heavy hips slammed down into her buttocks as he leaned into her, his thick black cock spearing deep into her quivering, oozing pussy. She shuddered and moaned, then gasped helplessly as he pulled out, dropping her legs abruptly, then flipping her over onto her belly. He gripped her thighs, jerking them up, then apart, and she cried out weakly as his cock pushed into her ass once again.
 
   His hands encircled her waist as he thrust into her, jerking her back to meet every deep stroke, then he gripped her hair, pulling her head up and back, filling his hand with her breast as he thrust even harder before finally, panting a bit himself, slowing down then stopping with his cock deep inside her.
 
   He released her hair, letting her upper body collapse back onto the desk. After a minute, she felt something else pushing into her ass, something almost as fat as his cock, though quite narrow at its tip. It narrowed again so her bottom closed - almost, and she realized it was a large butt-plug. Then the gasping, panting girl felt her wrists unlocked, then the strap was undone and he pulled her head up and back by the hair so he could work the ball gag out.
 
   ‘You get dressed now,” he said.
 
   Gasping, she wiped her mouth and pushed herself up off the desk, falling back on the first attempt. He tossed her skirt and blouse onto the table, and Spirit dazedly put on them on.
 
   “M-My bra -- .”
 
   “Confiscated,” he said, showing a lot of white teeth for the first time.
 
   She reached behind her, feeling the round, flat base of the but-plug and he slapped her hand away lightly. “Mister Rutherford, he say keep in.”
 
   Flushing, she buttoned up her blouse, found one of her shoes, which had fallen off, smoothed down her skirt, and went to the door.
 
   Outside, in the corridor, she looked around nervously, her head still spinning. That had been an eye-opening experience, to say the least. And now she was walking slowly up a public hall with a butt-plug up her ass and no panties. Not to mention that her nipples were still swollen from the way he’d been sucking, chewing pinching and pulling them, and stood out quite indelibly against the tight, thin silk top.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   That evening, she was looking to get even, considering how to reveal his own slut daughter's behavior to Rutherford without getting into too much trouble herself. Maybe she could bring Uwamba back here and let him catch him fucking Carey while she was tied to the bed?
 
   No, something less drastic. Maybe she could post a video or some pictures on the internet? She'd taken a number of them, after all. Or... why go that far? She could send a video to Rutherford, a video of his little precious licking pussy. It wasn't like he'd know it was Spirit's pussy. There was nothing in particular to identify it, no moles or marks or scars. What would he think of his little precious licking someone's clit?
 
   Or better yet, she thought as she examined the videos on her laptop. She had one of her fucking Carey from behind, while the girl was on all fours. It showed Carey's entire body but only showed Spirit from the waist down. It could be any young woman – wearing a big strap-on. Carey was crying out in wild pleasure, begging to be fucked harder. Yeah, the old man would love that, she thought vindictively.
 
   She got up and went down the hall, then downstairs to get something to eat. And a shock ran through her as she saw Rutherford.
 
   He walked up the hall, then turned and cocked his finger at her.
 
   “Why should I?” she demanded nervously.
 
   He turned his back on her and kept walking to a door at the far end. He unlocked it and went inside, and Spirit, indignant, but curious, and more than a little aroused, followed. She glanced inside and found a stairway leading down. That set off all sorts of delicious possibilities, and she licked her lips and followed, closing the door behind her.
 
   The stairs were stone, not wood, and as she descended into what was definitely a creepy looking old basement, she felt a wariness mixed with growing sense of defiant heat. 
 
   “Where are you,” she called. 
 
   You old pervert!
 
   She reached the bottom of the stairs and saw the open doorway of a well-lit section of the basement than the cool, dimly lit stone which stretched off to her right. Inside, all was luxurious wood, a wine cellar, obviously, from the rows of shelves.
 
   “What, no wine? You too low-class to drink anything but beer?” she asked, being deliberately impudent.
 
   She didn’t even see him turn, didn’t notice his hand shoot out as he grabbed her by the scruff of the neck. Then she yelped in alarm as he yanked her forward, turning her and slamming her back against the wall. He was on her instantly, his mouth crushed against hers as his hands grasped the front of her blouse and literally ripped it open. Buttons went flying as the material tore, and then his hands were on her breasts, mailing them as his tongue shot deep into her mouth.
 
   Spirit felt overwhelmed, as though she were being mauled by a bear, and her hands pushed feebly against his chest as his hands roughly kneaded her breasts. She twisted her head from side to side and he tore the rest of her blouse open and shoved it violently back over her shoulders, pinning her arms at her sides.
 
   In an instant he yanked back on her hair with one hand as the other shot down between her legs and up under her short skirt. As his fingers felt her pussy his mouth found an already enlarged, throbbing nipple and closed around the center of her breast to suck angrily. 
 
   Spirit could hardly think, much less talk. She gasped and moaned and yelped and twisted, overwhelmed by the force of the sudden attack. 
 
   “Stop it! Stop! Fuck! Bastard!” she cried.
 
   She meant none of it of course, but struggling was necessary. Not only did it make things more arousing, but it kept up her rebellious self-image intact. He had seriously damaged it when he had made her beg, made her call him sir. She had been wary around him since. But now she wanted to be punished, wanted the wild, dark heat of him hurting her, using her, as roughly as possible!
 
   “I told you to watch your mouth, slut!” he growled.
 
   He yanked her away from the wall, tearing the remnants of her blouse off, turned her, and lifted her to drop her bottom on the edge of a polished wooden counter top on an island that sat in the middle of the room. Without a pause his hands grasped her legs, yanking them up so she fell back onto her back on the counter. He pulled off her shoes, then roughly undid her skirt and yanked it down under her butt and down her legs.
 
   When they dropped free she rolled off the side of the counter as if to flee, running for the door. She didn’t get far – which relieved her, as he grabbed her and spun her around, throwing her back against the wall again. Once again he pinned her there with his larger, more powerful body, his lips crushing hers as he mauled her breast. She pushed against him harder, twisting, and he seized her slender arms and pinned her wrists together above her head.
 
   Then his other hand reached down to her panties, grabbed them, and literally tore them off her body. 
 
   Heat flared wildly inside her at this incredible scene of masculine domination, at the force and strength he was displaying, both physical and mental. She wanted to melt into his arms, but that, of course, would not be playing her role.
 
   She swung at him and he dodged, lifting her up bodily and once again dropping her heavily onto the counter top. Again he yanked her legs, dropping her onto her back. But this time he pinned her legs down and apart with his forearms and elbows as he bent and took her entire pubic mound into his mouth, growling like an animal, his tongue thrusting down between her pussy lips and sliding up the length of her pussy slit until it lapped at her clitoris.
 
   She cursed and moaned and slapped at his head - but not too much - calling him a pervert and a bastard. But she couldn’t keep her words going for long as the heat he was rousing in her rushed up through her mind so quickly, so overwhelmingly, she was left breathless and moaning as his tongue whipped across her clit and his mouth practically fed at her pussy.
 
   She grasped at his hair, trying to tear him free as his tongue plunged into her burning pussy, but instead found her hands jamming down on his head as a shuddering moan escaped her open lips. Her legs were jerking, trembling, her back arched and she ground her hips helplessly as his tongue made her want to scream at the raw intensity of the sensations rolling through her nervous system.
 
   “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fucking bastard!” she gasped. “Fu-ck-ing bastard!”
 
   He gripped her buttocks, lifting her up closer to his mouth, and she cried out weakly as his tongue licked hungrily across her swollen clit.
 
   He raised his mouth and smirked down the length of her body.
 
   “Beg for it, slut.”
 
   “N-No!” she gasped, trying to slap at his face. “Bastard!”
 
   He yanked roughly on her leg and she squealed as she was dragged over the edge of the table and almost dropped onto her bottom. But he caught her, turned her, and shoved her belly against the counter.
 
   “Don’t! D-Don’t! Oww!”
 
   He ignored her, bending her over the table, his groin pressed into her naked bottom as he forced her arms back behind her. She gasped weakly, struggling, because struggling was a part of her role, but had no chance against his strength as he pinned her wrists together with one hand, then began to loop soft black rope around them. She shuddered in heat as she felt the rope tighten around her wrists, then loop after loop sliding around to form an immoveable bond.
 
   “Bastard!’ she gasped.
 
   He tied off the loop, but then slid another around her arms just below the elbows and began to tighten it.
 
   “Oww! Oh shit! Oww! You’re gonna break my fucking arms!”
 
   “No loss. Not like they do any work,” he said. “I only need your mouth, your pussy and your ass anyway.“
 
   He continued to tighten the loop of rope until her elbows ground together and her shoulders were screaming in pain, then slipped another four or five loops around her arms before tying them off.
 
   “Are you afraid of me!?” she panted. “You afraid I’ll hurt you, old man!?”
 
   “Yeah, that’s it.”
 
   He lifted her up again, roughly and dropped her back onto the counter, seizing her hair, forcing her head up and back as his mouth crushed hers once again. His free hand roamed her body, roughly groping her breasts or rubbing at her clitoris. 
 
   He twisted her head to the side and bit into the other side of her throat, then  licked and bit his way down across her breasts, making her gasp and cry out as his teeth dug into her soft flesh. He slid his tongue down across her belly and abdomen, then forced her thighs achingly wide as he thrust his tongue into her moist, overheated opening and started to pump it in and out.
 
   His nose ground across her clitoris, and she shuddered and cursed him weakly as he slid his lips up around her clit and started alternately sucking and licking. She felt a finger thrust into her, then several and squirmed as her body overheated and her mind began to swelter in the bubbling steam.
 
   “Fucker!” she gasped. “Fucker!”
 
   He loomed over her and grabbed her hair, jerking her head back, forcing her back to arch.
 
   “Whore,” he sneered back.
 
   Spirit gasped as a fourth finger was forced into her, feeling them thrust deep, all the way to the hook of his thumb, which curled up and then over onto her clit.
 
   “Come for me, whore,” he taunted her. “Come for the old man so he can watch you squirm!”
 
   “Fuck you!” she cried.
 
   But the feel of his slick thumb stroking expertly across her clit, the feel of his fingers inside her, twisting and pumping, was almost too much to stand. And when he forced her head even further back, so that her back arched off the table, and his mouth came down on the center of her breast, she couldn’t resist. She began to shake and tremble, and then cried out in helpless pleasure as the orgasm spilled over her.
 
   “Yeah! Come, you whore! Come for me, slut! Cum-slut! Come on my fingers, you little bitch!” he yelled as she bucked and twisted and shook beneath him.
 
   His fingers thrust in savagely, his thumb grinding against her clit as he collapsed over her and bit into her exposed throat.
 
   Spirit gasped weakly and went limp, moaning as he pulled up and back. But then his fingers were torn free of her, and he unzipped. She lay, gasping, helpless, legs spread on the edge of the table, as he pulled his thick cock free and then thrust it into her. She winced, but it wasn’t like she wasn’t prepared, as he leaned into he and started to thrust.
 
   “B-bastard,” she gasped weakly.
 
   He sneered down at her, his fingers digging into her breasts, kneading and squeezing them as his hips worked in and out. 
 
   Spirit could feel his big cock pumping inside her, and moaned at the wild dark heat of the moment, rolling from side to side on her bound arms. He leaned over her, grinding his hips in addition to pumping, and licked along the nape of her neck before biting at her. His fingers caught at her hair and yanked her head back, and his hips thrust faster, harder so that they slapped against her buttocks.
 
   “Fu-fucking your son’s girlfriend,” she panted breathlessly. “Bastard! You probably fuck your own daughters too!”
 
   He pulled back and slapped her face so her ear rang.
 
   “They’re not whores like you!’ he growled, grasping her thighs and thrusting harder.
 
   Spirit felt a hot rush of heat and moaned weakly, staring up at him through glassy eyes as her body jerked to the impact of his hard thrusting. She moaned low in her throat, sex-heat roaring inside her as his cock continued to pound into her aching pussy.
 
   “Beg for it, slut,” he ordered, leaning over her.
 
   “F-fuck you,” she gasped.
 
   He slapped her face again, still thrusting into her hard and fast.
 
   “Please!” she gasped.
 
   “Beg, slut!”
 
   “Fuck me,” she moaned weakly. “Please fuck me!”
 
   He slapped her face again, thrusting harder.
 
   “Please fuck me!” she moaned.
 
   He brought a hand down to her pussy and his thumb began to stroke her clit.
 
   Spirit gasped, arching, twisting, writhing as his thumb rubbed her clit and his cock pounded into her.
 
   “Fuck me!” she moaned.
 
   He slapped her face again and she shuddered and cried out.
 
   “Whore!” he growled.
 
   His other hand closed around her throat, closing tightly enough to make it almost impossible to breath, and her orgasm exploded, spiraling upwards into a wild, sparkling explosion of jagged pleasure. She gurgled weakly, unable to breath, her skull pounding like it would explode as the sexual energy tore through her mind and body.
 
   Then he collapsed atop her again, hips still working as his lips found hers. She moaned as his tongue invaded her mouth, as his chest crushed her beasts, overwhelmed by the wild dark hunger flailing her mind.
 
   Slowly, his movements eased, and she lay on the table, chest heaving, trying to regain some portion of her shattered consciousness even as he pulled up and back.
 
   “”You were made for fucking, you hot little slut,” he said.
 
   “F-Fuck you,” she panted. 
 
   His eyes narrowed, and he dragged her off the edge of the counter, bending her forward when she would have collapsed on rubbery legs.
 
   He tied more ropes around her arms back around her ribs, then grasped her hair and forced her up off the table, though keeping her bent over. With one hand on her hair he looped the rope going around her right side once around her right breast and then simply pulled to tighten the loop. 
 
   He fed it across to her left breast and did the same, then fed the rope back around her left side and tied it off. He shifted hands, then did the same in the opposite direction with the rope going around her left, so that two loops circled each breast, squeezing the soft flesh and forcing it out more tautly.
 
   “Pervert!” she gasped, dazedly excited.
 
   Her breasts were throbbing with more than the aching heat of being squeezed. Her nipples were burning and sparkling like live electrical wires, and she groaned as he bent her over again so her taut breasts were squeezed against the smooth counter top. She felt him gathering her hair in behind her into a loose tail, then tying something in it. 
 
   “W-what are you fucking doing, old man?” she panted.
 
   “Whatever the fuck I want, slut,” he said.
 
   He released her for a moment and she stood upright, panting, the dark heat swirling inside her. Her breasts were quite firm indeed as they thrust out before her, and her arms were immovably locked together all the way down to her hands. She grunted as he forcefully bent her over again, and then kicked her ankles apart. She moaned as she felt herself being penetrated by something, some toy or other. It was a butt-plug, she quickly learned, as it slowly pushed up into her bottom until the fat part had passed..
 
   That left just the narrow base outside her body, and she gasped again as he pulled back on her hair. Then she felt the cord attached to her hair being tied somehow - to the butt plug!
 
   “You’re such a fucking perve!” she said, half accusing, half admiring.
 
   He led her away from the counter, holding her bound arms tightly. She couldn’t really see much because her head was forced up and back by the pull on her hair. She felt something against her belly, then he lifted her up and she grunted as he set her down, straddling the wooden rail. It jammed up into the soft flesh of her pussy, and she squirmed weakly.
 
   A moment later he was kneeling beside the rail, sliding rope through the vertical wooden posts, and around her ankles, binding them tightly in place.
 
   He straightened, and then to her shock, he slipped something into her open mouth, and she felt it hook on her tongue ring.
 
   She tried to talk, tried to turn her head away, but she couldn’t, as the hook pulled out on her tongue stingingly, and forced her tongue right up out of her mouth! She was bewildered by what he was doing even as she saw him tying a cord to the hook thing. Then he pulled the cord up and out and she felt the wild thrill of understanding, a dark delight at how cleverly perverted he was, and a shimmering sense of excitement at being so exotically and cruelly tied up.
 
   She watched him feed the cord to the tall post at the end of the rail and then tie it around it. Talk about being tongue tied! Of course, now she could no longer talk, could no longer insult him as he found another pair of thin cords, tied loops in them, and then tugged the loops tight around her nipples!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “I tell you, this is the life,” Mark said, blowing a puff of cigar smoke into the air.
 
   Dave smiled and hoisted a beer, and the other guys raised theirs and clinked glasses.
 
   It was a beautiful night, and the waters of the lighted pool gleamed. They were sitting out beneath the big, overhanging patio roof playing poker, and had been for several hours. The beer was cold and plentiful, and everyone was in a good mood. Off to one side was a big screen TV showing the Jets game, and everyone was half following it as they played.
 
   Roy nudged him and leaned over. “So where’s that hot little slut of Davie’s gone?” he asked.
 
   Dave grinned. “She’s around.”
 
   “You haven’t scared her off?”
 
   “The only thing that would scare her would be to sew up her pussy so she couldn’t get anything into it.”
 
   Roy chuckled in amusement.
 
   “So where is she?”
 
   Dave grinned at him smugly for a moment, then looked around. “Deal me out, guys. I want to check on the boiler for a minute. It’s been giving me trouble,” he said, standing up and giving Roy a look.
 
   “Yeah, me too,” Roy said, rising and following him back inside.
 
   “She hasn’t tried blackmailing you or anything?”
 
   “She hints at it but no. I think all she wants is excitement.”
 
   “And she thinks you’re exciting?” Roy snorted in amusement.
 
   “I can be damned exciting.”
 
   “Yeah, well I won’t bend over to find out how.”
 
   The two men laughed and Dave unlocked the basement door and motioned him down.
 
   “What? You locked her up in the basement, you old pervert?”
 
   “Not quite. She’s in the wine cellar.”
 
   “Wine cellar? You don’t drink wine.”
 
   “Which means there’s a lot of room in there.”
 
   He unlocked the entrance and let Roy through. 
 
   The wine cellar was brightly lit with both pot lights and recessed track lighting. The expensive woodwork gleamed darkly. A hand rail separated one section of the wine cellar from a step down into a small alcove. The rail was of glossy dark wood, diamond shaped, and Spirit sat straddling that rail, the top portion driven up into her naked pussy so that it all but disappeared. Her ankles were tied tightly with black rope  to the vertical bars supporting the rail. 
 
   She was entirely nude, and her skin gleamed with sweat, droplets of which were trickling slowly down her chest as she sat there, back sharply arched, breasts thrust up and out. Similar black rope was looped around the base of each of her breasts, squeezing in, forcing the flesh out even more tautly than her position would otherwise result. 
 
   Her head was drawn back so that she faced the roof, both by a cord attached to her hair, which pulled down her spine and disappeared beneath her, and by a smaller cord attached to her tongue ring which pulled it up and out. 
 
   Similar cords drew on her nipples, stretching them up and out, and distending her breasts somewhat. Her arms were bound tightly together at the wrist and elbow behind her, forcing her shoulders back sharply.
 
   “Now that’s some expert rope work,” Roy said admiringly.
 
   He raised his hand and lightly caressed the underside f one of Spirit’s straining breasts, then fingered the nipple.
 
   “How long has she been sitting like this?”
 
   “A while,” Dave said, examining her glassy eyes.
 
   “She seems a little… distressed.”
 
   Dave smiled and went to a sideboard, then took picked a vibrator. It consisted of a long handle, a narrow, pencil thick rod with a round, oversized marble on the end. He turned on and slid the marble in between the girl’s trembling thighs, jamming it against her sweating flesh at the top of her sex. Roy could hear the buzzing sound as Dave rubbed it back and forth against the girl. Then Dave gripped her hair and pulled.
 
   That forced her to lean back, which of course, pulled harder on her nipples and tongue, and she gurgled in pain, but then as the marble rubbed up and down against her clitoris she started to tremble and shake and make low, moaning, animal sounds that made Roy’s cock harden.
 
   “Hot little slut,” he breathed.
 
   “Just teaching her her place,” Dave said, rubbing the vibrator up and don against the girl’s clitoris.
 
   They could both see the girl’s hips grinding desperately against the little vibrator.
 
   “What are you trying to do with her tongue? Pull it out?”
 
   “Nahh, though a woman who can’t talk would be a blessing, especially this one. Just trying to stretch it out a little”
 
   “Maybe you should pierce her nipples too,” Roy said, examining the cords, plucking one.
 
   “I didn’t pierce her tongue. The idiot did that to herself.”
 
   He reached up and carefully cut loose the cords around Spirit’s nipples. The girl moaned and slumped back a little, then began to shake and tremble and make anguished sounds of pain.
 
   “Bet those will be swollen for a while,” Roy said, observing the fat, red nipples.
 
   Dave chuckled. “And be very, very sensitive, too.”
 
   “Those are big nipples,” Roy said, fingering one.
 
   Dave untied the girl’s ankles, but then, after examining her a moment, grinned and cut the rope in two, tossing one to Roy.
 
   “Spread her legs,” he said.
 
   Roy looked at the trembling girl, bemused, then reached down and took her ankle as Dave took the other. They spread her legs out wide to either side, then wrapped them separately in rope and tied it off.
 
   He cut loose the cord between her hair and the butt plug inside her, then removed the hook from her tongue ring.
 
   “Bet that swollen tongue would feel good against my prick,” Roy said, rubbing himself.
 
   “Be my guest.”
 
   He stepped back and watched as Roy used the girl's hair as a handle, bending her forward to bring her face low before guiding her onto his hard cock. 
 
   The girl's eyes were glassy, her body coated in sweat, her hair a bedraggled, tangled mess. But she looked deliciously hot and erotic as her pussy ground down against the wood below. Her lovely legs stretched down and out to either side, holding her in place, straddling the wood as Roy forced his cock deep into her throat and started fucking her.
 
   Dave considered the girl as Roy used her. It was possible the little slut could be a godsend if she were properly controlled. His wife certainly wasn't good for much these days in terms of sex, and he could use a safe outlet. But even more importantly Davie was a dead loss as far as almost everything was concerned. But he was still a vigorous man. He could have more kids, more sons. 
 
   He could breed this bitch.
 
   It wasn't like Davie was likely to father any kids on her, the drunken, drugged up punk. But if he did it everyone would assume it was Davie. Even Davie, who was too stoned to know what he was doing half the time. The child would look like him, but of course, that wouldn't surprise anyone. And he would have a big share of the job of raising him properly, given how useless his purported father was. 
 
   The wet, gurgling, choking sounds she was giving off as Roy thrust in and out of her throat made Dave's cock throb. It wasn't just that she was a beautiful young girl. It was that she was completely at their mercy. Completely at HIS mercy. He could do anything he fucking well wanted to her. And he was a man who had always enjoyed power.
 
   All he had to do was get the slut used to obedience. 
 
   To him.
 
   * * *
 
   Carey watched the door to the basement carefully, curiously, suspiciously, anxiously. She'd seen her father lead Roy through it, and something about their attitude of smug anticipation and just the hint of furtive sneakiness had caught her attention as she'd sat quietly by the side door trying to come to terms with the strange, shocking explosion of sexuality which had torn apart her otherwise normal and quite virginal life.
 
   She was mortified at what Spirit had done to her, but the memories cascaded through her mind hour after hour, keeping her nipples hard and her pussy moist and hot. She felt a dark echo of sensual heat combined with the memory of those incredible orgasms the girl had forced upon her. It had left her wide-eyed and astonished whenever she thought about it.
 
   And she couldn't stop thinking about it!
 
   When she wasn't remembering all the awful, wonderful, nasty, graphic things Spirit had done and said to her she was fantasizing about other people, men, of course, doing the same sorts of things to her. 
 
   And yet, for some reason, the two men's furtive behavior had caught her attention. She'd followed them to the basement door mostly out of curiosity. What was down there they would be looking at anyway? And then she'd heard – something. It wasn't a voice, exactly, nor a word. It wasn't speech, and yet it sounded, somehow... feminine.
 
   That, of course, immediately set her thinking about Spirit. She'd found her sister and mother in their predictable routines, so who could be down there with her father and Roy? Assuming, of course, that had been a female voice. Thought it was more of a, a moan or a groan or a cry than any actual words.
 
   She wasn't sure what she suspected. But her thought of Spirit were now helplessly imbued with lust and heat and dark sexual hunger. Could it be possible her father and Roy... no, surely not! They were ancient! And yet, Spirit was a slut, she thought disdainfully.
 
   She stayed out of sight, waiting for them to leave. Finally they did, and she hurried to the door, only to find it locked. She pursed her lips in annoyance, then her mind considered and she ran back to mother's little office. The house had many doors, and of course, many locks, so a few years ago a master key had been cut. It was supposed to be kept in a secure location, but she'd come across it while looking for something.
 
   She returned, glancing anxiously about, then unlocked the door, slipped inside, and locked it behind her.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit hung weakly, moaning softly into the gag. She was hanging by her wrists, spreadeagled in mid-air, her ankles bound to rings set in the cold stone floor, her wrists chained above and apart. It was like some old movie, like a dungeon, she thought dazedly. Facing the far corner, away from the wine cellar, she looked upon nothing but cold stone
 
   They had whipped her.
 
   They had whipped her!
 
   Already mentally and physically exhausted, her pussy burning, aching worse than she could ever have imagined, she was hung and then whipped by long, slim, multi-tongued flogs. Each strand was thin enough but the mass of them cutting across her back had been like cat's claws – to say nothing of when they'd whipped her breasts!
 
   It was all like a dark dream, a dark, sensual fantasy. She hung here now, skin glistening with sweat, ball gag forcing her jaws back, dozens, scores of thin red lines criss-crossing her body, front and back, like a latticework.
 
   She ached – everywhere.
 
   And yet the focus of her attention, physically, were the two huge dildos they had forced into her pussy and up her ass. They were so thick her belly felt distended, cramps rippling through her. Thin, rough twine went around them and up around her belly to hold them in place, and her pussy sucked, squeezed and spasmed repeatedly around the one in front.
 
   She hurt everywhere, and yet she was awash in dark, sensual fantasy, in heat and hunger and lust and need. She floated on a dark, erotic cloud waiting for further use, further torture, harsher sex.
 
   Her pussy spasmed again and she moaned weakly.
 
   Movement drew her chin up and she blinked her eyes, moaning into the gag. Sudden fear and excitement rose inside her – then clashed with shock as she realized who was there.
 
   Carey looked at her in astonishment, her mouth open in a wide O of amazement as her eyes roamed up and down her nude, battered body.
 
   “Wow,” the girl said in a whisper.
 
   Spirit closed her eyes in both embarrassment and disappointment. Stupid girl. Go away, she wished she could say.
 
   But Carey moved in closer, and Spirit felt a quiver of worry. The girl wasn't as mindless and helpless as she had been when last they'd met. She seemed intrigued, and quite a bit more in in control of herself – certainly more than Spirit was at the moment.
 
   “And how are you today... slut?” she asked tauntingly.
 
   Spirit glowered at her nervously.
 
   “I guess Roy... and maybe my father used you like the whore you are,” she said.
 
   She circled around behind her, and then came to stand in front again.
 
   “But I bet you liked it,” she said.
 
   She reached out with both hands, her fingers almost delicately framing Spirit's still aching, swollen nipples. She rubbed them between the pads of her fingers and Spirit felt any defiance melting. Her nipples were horrifically sensitive now, and at first the rubbing made them ache and burn, but quickly that turned to a dark tingling hunger, and when Carey pinched them and pulled them outward pain and heat thrilled Spirit as she gasped and moaned in helpless response.
 
   “Now who’s all tied up and helpless?” Carey purred.
 
   She let go of Spirit's nipples and let her fingers traced the thin lines crossing her breasts.
 
   “Wow,” the girl said.
 
   Her eyes lit on the flog itself sitting on a nearby counter, and she picked it up as Spirit looked on nervously.
 
   Carey twisted it in her hands, feeling the thickness and texture of the thin leather strips.
 
   “Cool,” she said.
 
   She circled Spirit slowly, tauntingly, pretending to a coolness she didn't feel. In fact, her pussy was burning, and yet a part of her wished she were the one hanging like this, that it was Spirit with the flog about the whip her. What would that feel like, she wondered excitedly.
 
   She brought the flog down across Spirit's back, not terribly hard, and felt a surge of hot heat in her groin. Another blow, and another, and she began to feel more freedom. Spirit couldn't stop her, couldn't even protest. She could do anything she wanted to the girl. Was this how Spirit felt when Carey herself was all tied up?
 
   She brought the flog down across her back again, then again, and again, adrenalin and heat flooding her system as she swung harder, exulting in the girl's muffled cries of pain, in her thrashing and twisting and arching as the leather snapped and bit at her back and shoulders and buttocks.
 
   She moved around in front of her and felt another hot, liquid thrill as she considered the girl's breasts, then swung the flog down across them.
 
   God, she's so going to get me back, she thought excitedly.
 
   And that provoked her to swinging harder, letting the thin strips crack down across Spirit's breast and chest and belly as tears spilled from her eyes.
 
   Serves you right, she thought defiantly.
 
   But then she dropped the flog and knelt before the girl. She tried to fold her hand around the thick dildo impaling her but couldn't. She traced the line of Spirit's pussy lips clasped so tightly around it and wondered just how deep it was inside her. Then she stared at the hot, swollen clitoris, and leaned in to slide her tongue across it.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit's body twisted and writhed as the girl flogged her. Yet that was nothing compared to what happened when she felt even the gentlest flicker of her tongue against her clitoris. Her pussy had been jammed down on that wood for long enough to make her entire pussy a dark, throbbing pain. She screamed at the touch of that tongue, screamed again, and again as it slid slowly, moistly across her throbbing, burning clitoris.
 
   She was hyper-sensitive down there, and she twisted and pulled desperately against her bonds to try and get away, to try and signal the girl to stop, and because she couldn't possibly not twist and thrash at the pain as the girl's tongue slid across horribly sensitive nerve endings.
 
   The pain was far worse than the whipping.
 
   At first.
 
   But slowly it seemed to shift, to mutate, to change into something different, into sensations which were higher, sharper, and yet strangely intense.
 
   And then the orgasms began. 
 
   It was not that they were so intense, so much as there were so many of them. 
 
   One after another, they spilled through her system, making her spasm and shake, her chest locking tight, her stomach fluttering wildly, her head rolling and jerking as the sensations poured over her.
 
   But when the girl untied the cord and began jerking the dildo up and down they grew more powerful, despite how little she could move it due to its tightness.
 
   Dazed, she stared down at Carey, who acted like a curious idiot savant, as she examined Spirit's aching pussy, pulling the fat dildo free, then sliding a finger, then two more up inside her.  A third followed, then a fourth, as her thumb and tongue stroked at Spirit's clitoris. Then somehow, Spirit's aching, stretched pussy lips were wrapped around the girl's slender wrist, and her fist was thrusting up into her with enough force to send scalding waves of heat and sensation tearing through her nervous system.
 
   The orgasm were massive, tearing at her mind, sweeping away her consciousness until she was little more than a drooling void twitching and trembling in helpless response.
 
   * * *
 
   Spirit had changed. The shocking, extended experiences of submission to both Rutherford and his friends, and now to his daughter, had robbed her of her previous defiance and impudence. But she hardly cared. Between the two of them her life was a wild rush of dark, sensual heat and pleasure. She didn't have to work, not as Davie's wife, and when she bore her first child, a boy, no one even considered the possibility it wasn't his – not even him.
 
   Four more children followed, and their 'grandfather' was delighted that three of them were boys. People praised him for taking a responsible role in their upbringing, especially, they whispered, given what an irresponsible man their father was.
 
   His business was already solidly in place, now, and unlike when Davie was growing up, he could afford to devote considerable effort to making sure they grew up as responsible young men. 
 
   Spirit was delighted too. She had everything she could want, really, and if the world saw her as such a quiet 'normal' girl now, well, that was because the world had no idea what kind of dark, sensual life she led, or the kinky pleasure she received at the hand of Rutherford– and his daughter.
 
    
 
    
 
   End
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
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