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C h a p t e r   O n e
 
Heather McDonald fell back on the narrow bad with a long, drawn out sigh of languorous pleasure.
 
The bed was that of a very young girl, a four poster, with overhead canopy fringed in white lace. There were teddy bears of various types laying on the bedside table where they had been rapidly tossed. More were on the polished wood floor. The room was decorated in soft pastels, the several dressers and desk of matching style in neon white.
 
Heather's face was young, small and round, with a button nose and tiny full lipped mouth. Her long black hair was spread around her as her head lay on a fringed pillow.
 
Holly admired the perfection of her golden complexion, the gentle rise of small, perfect breasts rising as her chest did, the nipples still erect from their recent lovemaking.
 
"I feel like such a slut," Heather sighed.
 
"You're not a slut. You're an adult, for heaven's sakes."
 
"My mother would call me a slut."
 
"Your mother called you a slut when she found you holding a boy's hand when you were fifteen."
 
Heather made a face.
 
"Anyway, your mother would call you a sick pervert, not a slut."
 
To that, Heather had to agree. Her parents were from Ireland, and had moved to America, where she herself had been born. They had very old Catholic notions, including a near absolute ban on dating. As she neared her eighteenth birthday, in fact, they were openly discussing what wealthy Irish Catholic man they knew from the old country to arrange her marriage with.
 
She had been raised in a strict convent school for a few years, and then had come to England at thirteen, despite her parents' best efforts she had fully absorbed modern English popular culture. She had no intention of marrying anyone they chose. Even if she wanted a man, which she wasn't quite sure she did.
 
Holly sat on the edge of the bed, letting her hand slide slowly up Heather's stomach and gently caress one breast. Holly's hair was much shorter than her lover's, parted in the middle and swept straight back at the sides. She had a boyish face, which the hair style complimented, with intense green eyes, and a somewhat pouty mouth.
 
To the sophisticates of modern punk and pop culture she was obviously a lesbian, regardless of how she dressed. Heather's parents were not, of course, among such sophisticates. Nor did Holly wear the rings in her nose, navel and lip around them. She did her best, for Heather's sake, to appear "normal" to them.
 
She let her thumb stroke one of Heather's small brown nipples, then eased her hand down between the American girl's thighs. Unlike any other girl Holly had seen naked Heather's pussy hair was neither shaven nor trimmed. Her mother bought all her things, and that certainly did not include high cut panties or bathing suits.
 
Only sluts wore those.
 
"Holliii," Heather groaned tiredly.
 
"You know you can't resist me," Holly taunted, her finger stroking expertly at her clitoris.
 
Heather moaned acquiescence, spreading her legs apart and closing her eyes as her body writhed slowly.
 
"Nasty little pervert," Holly said. "Imagine your mother and father walking in on you now."
 
Her other hand squeezed one of Heather's breasts, then pinched a nipple.
 
"Ow. Holly," she protested weakly.
 
"I think you need to be punished for your sins," Holly said.
 
Heather's eyes opened and she felt a sharp excitement in her belly as they looked at each other. Holly's fingers continued to work at her clitoris and Heather's breathing grew heavier.
 
"If-if my parents come home... "
 
"You said they wouldn't be home for hours."
 
"N-nooo."
 
"Turn over."
 
Heather swallowed anxiously but her eyes were alive with excitement. She rolled over slowly, presenting her deliciously proportioned backside. Holly slid backwards off the bed, crossing the room and opening her closet. There was a box in the back with assorted odds and ends in it. She drew a length of cord from the bottom of the box and returned to the bed.
 
Heather lay on her belly, and as her stomach fluttered she drew her arms back behind her and crossed her delicate wrists at the small of her back. Holly knelt on the edge of the bed and quickly bound one wrist, then looped the cord carefully around the other. She crossed it back and forth several times, then tied it off and eased backwards.
 
Holly felt her insides flutter at sight of her helpless girlfriend, looking at her luscious bottom displayed so vulnerably below her bound hands.
 
"Nasty little girl," she breathed, giving it a slap.
 
Heather yelped lightly.
 
"I think you need to be badly punished for your perversions, little girl," Holly growled in a ridiculously throaty voice.
 
She slapped Heather's bottom again, the sound echoing off the walls in the small room. Then she eased deeper onto the bed, sitting on her heels and putting her knees together. She gripped the small American girl and eased Heather sideways, bringing her belly up across her own knees and thighs to display her bottom better.
 
Her hand slapped down on it again, and again Heather yelped lightly.
 
"Are you a filthy little pervert?" she asked.
 
"Ye-yes," Heather panted.
 
"Say it then."  
 
"I-I'm a filthy little pervert." Heather's belly fluttered even more strongly.
 
Holly slapped her backside harder, and Heather jerked.
 
"You forgot to say mistress."
 
"I'm sorry, mistress!" Heather groaned.
 
Holly began spanking her with light but steady strokes, now and then pausing to slip her hand between her slender thighs and rub her pussy. Soon her blows were falling more heavily, and Heather was crying out as each blow landed.
 
Holly's hand grew hot and sore and she eased back, slipping it down between Heather's thighs and fingering her to the point of squirming desire. Then she drew back. Her hand slid up Heather's spine and gave her neck a squeeze, then seized a thick handful of soft hair and tugged it towards her as she edged back.
 
"Come, baby."
 
Heather groaned, and winced a little as, hands bound, she shifted up onto her knees and awkwardly followed Holly off the bed. 
 
Heather trembled lightly as she looked up at the girl. Holly had been going further and further into B&D, and she found herself, after some warming up, almost incapable of resisting, drunk with pleasure. The flames Holly lit in her lower belly doused all other concerns, and had her allowing things she never would have when she was "sober".
 
She groaned softly as Holly forced her head back by the expedient of pulling down on her dark, glossy hair.
 
"I see a filthy little American slut before me," Holly said, "Perhaps a little teen runaway from Kansas, moved to New York City and turned into a hooker by a big black pimp. Now your willing to swallow a man's cock for a dollar."
 
She squeezed one of Heather's small, high breasts, then crushed her lips down against Heather's, her tongue darting into her mouth as their breasts ground together.
 
Heather felt Holly' fingers at her sex, stroking along her pussy slit, fingering and squeezing her clitoris, and even jabbing at the entrance to her hole. A finger slipped into her, wriggling and pumping as another rubbed her clitty, and Holly bent her back further, painfully far, thrusting her breasts out as she bent her lips to her throat and chewed lightly.
 
"H-Holly," she gasped. "Ho...ooh!"
 
Holly's finger drove deeper into her body, meeting her hymen before drawing back, then thrusting forward again.
 
"Hoooollll," Heather gurgled insensibly.
 
The finger pulled back and Holly stepped back, then pulled her across the room to a straight backed chair. She spun her around so quickly Heather, her head already swirling, almost lost her balance, then quickly untied her wrists and tied them together again in front of her. A moment later she turned her again, pushing her belly against the back of the chair.
 
Heather bent forward, extending her hands to the seat of the chair, then further, grunting as Holly pulled them forward and her lower belly pushed heavily into the top of the back. 
 
She watched Holly extend the end of the cord over the front of the seat and then below, where she tied it off. A moment later she moved behind her, returned to the closet, and emerged with more cord, which she used to tie her ankles to the back chair legs
 
Heather was panting heavily, awkward, deeply, helplessly aroused even as anxiety started to gnaw at her mind. She knew Holly would cause her pain, and the mixture of excitement and fear at that was confusing.
 
Holly's hand cracked down against Heather's bottom and the American girl yelped, then moaned as it plunged between her thighs and fingered her sex.
 
"Hot little American whore," Holly growled.
 
She grabbed her pants off the floor and slipped the thin leather belt from its loops.
 
"I-It's too hard," Heather objected in a groan.
 
"Shut up, you sick pervert, before I bring your mother in and ask her how hard to punish you."
 
She doubled the belt and slapped it lightly against Heather's well displayed rear.
 
"I bet you can't wait for your parents to pick out a Catholic boy with a nice big cock for you," she sneered.
 
"And I'm going to love it too," Heather taunted.
 
The belt came down harder, and Heather cried out, her head jerking, hair spilling over her face.
 
"Nasty girl."
 
The belt descended again, starting a steady succession of blows which grew harsher as Heather's bottom became accustomed to the sting. Heather felt the heat growing in both her bottom and groin, and knew a mad, heady pleasure even as the pain mounted.
 
"Ahhhh!" she cried out, at an especially hard blow.
 
She was sweating now, her ankles chaffing against the cords which bound them to the chair, her wrists sore, her lower belly grinding into the top of the chair. Yet the heat between her legs outweighed all the pain, and even as another harsh blow brought tears to her eyes she felt an intense rush of sexual heat pouring through her.
 
More blows had her sobbing openly, and then Holly halted, dropping to her knees back behind her.
 
Holly ran her hands over Heather's buttocks, then plunged her face in beneath, her mouth open wide as if to engulf her entire pubic mound, her tongue pushing out as far as she could.
 
She ran her tongue up and down the dripping little pussy, then let her thumbs pull aside Heather's pubic lips and lapped at her clitoris.
 
"Oh! Oh! Oh God!" Heather moaned, her head rolling slowly.
 
Holly moistened two fingers in her own mouth, then thrust them against the small hole before her. She felt Heather grind her hips back in wanton lust as she dipped them in and out, licking rapidly at her clitoris at the same time.
 
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Heather chanted in a low, hazy groan.
 
Holly rolled back, snatching up her overnight back and taking out the box she had secreted there. She drew out a large, strap-on dildo and quickly pulled it up her legs, fastening it around her own pussy before turning back to Heather.
 
Once again she began to lap at her pussy, catching the swollen little clitoris between her lips and sucking rhythmically until she could feel Heather bucking helplessly against her.
 
She stood up quickly and pressed the nose of the dildo against Heather's hole, spreading her sex apart with her fingers as she slowly pushed forward.
 
Heather merely groaned long and low as her pussy strained around the intruding rubber cock, eyes unfocused as the sexual haze gripped her. Then, slowly her eyes focused as the new pain of penetration broke through the haze.
 
"Wh-what are.... you dooooing?" she groaned.    
 
"I'm going to take your cherry," Holly said determinedly. "And the hell with your parents."
 
Heather was shocked, but her mind reacted oddly. She felt a wicked kind of appalled delight, a daring enthusiasm, and at the same time an awful fear.
 
"Y-you can't! My parents..."
 
"Aren't going to check your cherry."
 
"No I. oohh! Hollyi... OWww! Ohh! God! God! God! Uhnnggghhh!"
 
Holly slapped her bottom hard, then thrust sharply. The dildo tore through the thin membrane and she felt her friend's body jerk suddenly in response.
 
Without further hesitation she slowly but remorselessly drove the thick dildo deep into her friend's virgin pussy, not pausing until her own hairless groin was pressed flush against Heather's dark furred opening.
 
Her hands moved slowly down Heather's trembling body, easing beneath to squeeze and knead her breasts.
 
"If anyone's going to deflower you it's going to be me," she growled, rolling her hips in slow, sensuous motion, feeling the dildo twist about within its tight sheath.
 
She kept the dildo buried for a long minute before starting to withdraw. Almost immediately Heather groaned in pleasure, grunting as she thrust back in.
 
"You like that, do you? Filthy little cock lover!"
 
She slapped her bottom hard, then pinched her nipple.
 
"You love being fucked by a big cock, don't you?"
 
"Y-Y-Yesssss," Heather moaned, her sexual haze focused now on the thrilling novelty of movement deep inside her.
 
It was so wicked! This was so forbidden! Her parents would have a coronary! Her whole family would be horrified!
 
And it felt so good, so wonderfully fulfilling, so natural and carnal. She was actually being fucked! She could feel the ridges on the fake cock as the thing pumped back and forth inside her. Her pubic lips were being driven in and out as they clung to the thing, and her body jerked to the impact of Holly's hips against her helpless, aching buttocks.
 
"Slut!"
 
Holly reached down and caught a thick handful of hair again, yanking Heather's head up and back, making her cry out in pain.
 
"Do you love my cock, Heather!?"
 
"Yes! Yes!" Heather cried.
 
"Tell me you love it, bitch!"
 
"I love your cock, mistress! Fuck me with your big cock! Rape my pussy with your big cock!"
 
"Whore! Cock lover!"
 
Holly thrust harder and faster, gripping Heather's hips, jamming the dildo in like a weapon as the American girl sobbed and moaned and trembled before her. She slapped at one of the dangling breasts, still holding her hair back like the reins of a filly. She felt the soft flesh jiggle, and watched the breast shake as Heather cried out in pain.
 
She could actually feel the girl's climax begin, could sense the spastic clutching of her pussy around the pistoning dildo. She gave Heather's hair another savage twist, and twisted one of her breasts just as hard, pounding her hips forward as Heather shuddered and her voice warbled in mindless pleasure.
 
She slowed her pumping, then stopped, leaving the dildo buried in Heather's pussy as her hands caressed her back and shoulders.
 
She turned the base of the dildo, snapping it off from its straps, and pulled the rest down and off before moving around in front of the chair.
 
Heather's head hung low, her face on the bound arms extended before her. Holly eased forward, lifting her face up and straddling the chair to push her bare pussy crack in front of the American girl's mouth.        
 
"Do me, you slut," she whispered.
 
Heather moaned, then pushed her tongue out, licking up and down the soft split. Holly began to grind her hips, reaching down to spread her own pussy lips apart as she pushed herself into the girl's face.
 
"Oooo, harder," she groaned, punctuating the order by a hard slap on Heather's backside.
 
"Yes, yes! Like that! Ohhhh, yeeesss!"
 
She let her fingers slip around the base of the dildo, then began to pump it in and out, twisting it from side to side to make the girl cry out or speed up.
 
"Faster," she panted, stabbing the dildo like a dagger. "Faster!"
 
She held Heather's hair in one hand as she jammed her pussy into her face, gasping and moaning as she thrust down with the dildo.
 
"Lick me! Lick me! Oh yeeeaaahhhH!" she groaned, arching her back.
 
"God, my pussy is sore," Heather complained, sitting on the edge of her bed and awkwardly gazing down at her sex.
 
"That's because you're not a virgin any more," Holly said carelessly.
 
"I am too. You're such a bitch, taking my cherry."
 
"Who else deserved it?"
 
Holly buttoned up her lowslung jeans and stepped into her sneakers, then pulled on a tight grey halter top. It left her midriff bare and clung to her high, braless breasts.
 
"My ass is sore too."
 
"That's because you're a bad girl. You needed to be punished."
 
"You're a bitch."
 
"Yeah, I know." Holly grinned impudently as the smaller girl scowled. "And you're a slutty little masochist."
 
"Am not," Heather said unconvincingly.
 
Holly bent over the dresser, looking in the mirror as she inserted a shiny stud through the hole below her lower lip, and another on the left side of her nose. Then she slipped a ring into her navel, a small cross dangling from it.
 
"I gotta be at the shop. I'll see you later."
 
She bent and they kissed softly, then she left Heather's bedroom, trotted down the wide, wooden stairs, and made her way through the house to the door.
 
If Heather only found the courage to stand up to her straight-laced parents, she thought, she could move out of here and move in with her. Her parents wouldn't have to know they were anything more than roommates either. All they thought of her was as the girl from the restaurant up the way.
 
She worked as a waitress in Maxine and Charlie Taylor's restaurant on Benson street, right next door to the little pharmacy Heather's father owned. It wasn't making her rich, but she hadn't either the time or inclination for college, and not a lot of skills to go with her high school diploma.
 
She didn't much like being on her feet for hours at a time, but Max and Charlie were all right, didn't make her wear a stupid uniform, and didn't complain if she talked back to a customer who was acting like an idiot.
 
The tips were pretty nice, too, especially when she didn't wear a bra. Holly might not be enthusiastic about what men had in their pants, but she loved what was in their pockets, and was an awfully good flirt.
 
"Hey, Charlie," she called, as she came in the back door.
 
He turned, eyes zeroing in on her breasts, and pursed his lips.
 
"Jesus, Holly, why not just go topless?" he asked.
 
"You wouldn't mind?" Holly asked guilelessly, hands going to the bottom of her halter and raising it.
 
"If Max doesn't mind, I don't mind," he said with a cocky grin.
 
She laughed. She didn't at all mind Charlie ogling her. She liked being ogled, in fact, even by men. She was something of an exhibitionist, and liked being thought sexy and desirable.
 
Charlie wouldn't do anything. Not only did he knew where her interests lay but Max would strangle the two of them.
 
She walked down the hall to the front counter and greeted Maxine, a forty-five year old platinum blonde grandmother who tolerated her antics like she was one of her own four daughters. Max rolled her eyes but made no comment on the way Holly's halter hugged her breasts.
 
"Hey, if you got it, flaunt it," Holly said.
 
"Uh huh."
 
Maxine was easily twice as large in the chest, but wore a conservative blouse with bra.
 
"Hey, beautiful," Joey, one of the regulars called.
 
"Hi, handsome," she replied.
 
The door opened and a couple came in. Holly perked up immediately. They looked like money to her. The man wore a silky black suit with a bright red tie. From the fit it had to be tailor made. His lady, like him, thirtysomething, was tall and statuesque, with shoulder length blonde hair that looked natural, perfectly applied makeup, and a silk Armani jacket with matching skirt.
 
She hurried over to greet them, beaming her best smile.
 
"Hallo and welcome," she said. "Here are your menus."
 
The man's eyes moved to her breasts, and she pretended not to notice. She caught the woman's jaundiced gaze and gave her a cheeky grin.
 
"Just a couple of coffees, dear," she said.
 
Damn. No big tip with coffee, she thought.
 
"Are you sure you wouldn't like some of our delicious lemon cake?" she asked the man.
 
"Uhm..."
 
"Just coffee," the woman said cooly.
 
"Yes, ma'am," she said snippily, turning and going back to the counter.
 
"Nice try," Max said.
 
She shrugged.
 
Holly brought the coffees, smiling at the man and ignoring the woman's glower.
 
Getting women jealous was another thing she liked, at least when it wasn't liable to cost her any large tips.
 
The man wasn't half bad looking either, nice wavy hair, nice build, good face with strong nose. He was responding to her too. He was approaching forty, she guessed. Men that age loved to think they were attractive to eighteen year old girls.
 
"Now don't spill any," she warned. "That's too gorgeous a suit for you to be staining."
 
"Ah, well thanks," he said, smiling, eyes flicking to her chest. "I'll do my best."
 
She turned from the table, accidentally spilling the menus, then quickly bent far over to retrieve them. Too obvious, she thought? Oh well, men aren't very subtle.
 
She went back to the counter and turned, noting the woman's eyes on her.
 
Too bad, old girl, she thought smugly. You might have bigger tits but I've got almost twenty years on you.
 
Well, perhaps not quite. The woman might be thirty-five. Stern too, the way she was looking. Holly felt a little quaver in her loins, wondering what the woman would like to do to her.
 
The thing about being aroused at strapping girl's bottoms, of course, was that the idea of having your own bottom strapped was necessarily also somewhat arousing. Holly had visited her first gay club in London six months earlier, right after finishing school, found an older lesbian into leather, and been bound and strapped much like she had done Heather that morning.
 
It had been deliciously exciting, and if she'd been able to find a job in London she would have stayed and involved herself in God knew what.
 
Instead she had to return to prudish little St. Thomas. There were no gay clubs here, and the place was not exactly an enlightened community. Fortunately it was somewhat faddish among her high school class to dabble with lesbianism, and still was among the graduates like Heather, and her friends Erin and Gwen. 
 
Otherwise she'd have to rely on masturbation to bleed off some of her excess sexual energy.
 
Bet you'd like to take a switch to my bottom, blondie, she thought smugly.
 
She returned several times, beaming at the man, holding a pot of coffee and asking if he needed refills. She put her hand on his shoulder as she bowed over each time, then gave the woman a cocky grin before returning to the counter.
 
"I hope you know she isn't going to let him give you a tip," Max said.
 
"That's okay. What tip was I gonna get from coffee anyway? And I'm having fun."
 
The woman was almost a head taller than she, and gave her a menacing look as she paid for their coffee. Holly waved and smiled, then sauntered back towards the kitchen.
 
She begged some chips off Manuel, the cook, and munched on them as she headed back up the hallway.
 
Her mouth was full of chips when someone grabbed her and yanked her bodily backwards, dragging her back six feet, then out the back door into the alley.
 
She spit out the chips as she was thrown back against the wall of the restaurant, and found the blonde woman glaring down at her.
 
Oh, shit, she thought, a mixture of dread and irritation sweeping her.
 
"What the hell do you..."
 
The woman slapped her face, and Holly fell back, astonished. She felt a sudden red rage, but just as she closed her fist to bash the woman the blonde yanked up her halter, shoved her back again hard enough to stun her, and fastened her mouth around one of Holly's nipples.
 
Holly gaped at her, then cried out softly as the woman's hand squeezed her groin hard through her jeans. The woman's head rose, her eyes boring into Holly, then her mouth darted forward and her tongue rasped across Holly's. Holly was dazed, overwhelmed. She grunted as the woman's fingers dug into her buttocks and yanked her in against her own body.
 
"Christ!" she cried as the woman drew back.
 
"Little slut," the woman said. "Think you can play the tease
with my husband?"
 
"I wasn't..."
 
The woman shouldered her back against the wall as her hands yanked at the catch of Holly's jeans.
 
"Wait a sec... Uhhngh!"
 
The woman's hand jammed down the front of her trousers, fingers curving in and thrusting up into her pussy. Holly gasped as she fell back against the wall again, then the woman's mouth was on hers as her thumb jammed up roughly against her clitoris.
 
"Get... get off me you... cow!" she grunted.
 
The woman leered at her, her fingers working roughly. Holly tried to push her off and quickly found her wrists held together above her head in one strong hand as the woman jammed the other back down the front of her jeans.
 
She stared at her, dazed, shocked, gasping and panting as the woman's fingers stabbed against her.
 
Helpless.
 
Awareness seeped through her: her breasts bared, the halter bunched up above them, the front of her jeans open, the woman's hand jammed in her panties, the sneer on her face, her big, outthrust breasts.
 
"Cow," she panted.
 
"Slut," the woman replied.
 
Something ignited deep within her, and Holly no longer protested. She let herself be held against the wall, panting for breath, growing more and more heated, her mind spinning as sexual desire rose around her like a fog.
 
"I've seen your type before," the woman growled. "Come on, slut. Come on my fingers. Let me see you come... on... my... fingers!"
 
She punctuated her words with hard, violent thrusts of her long fingers, three of them now, Holly thought, driving painfully up her tight, near virgin pussy. Holly's bare back ground against the hard, chilly stone behind her, and she lost a shoe as her foot jerked back hard. She noticed neither.
 
The woman's thumb ground from side to side over her clitoris, then started flicking upwards again and again.
 
Holly groaned aloud despite herself, her head falling back against the wall, eyes half closed. She felt her climax blossom down between her legs, then spread out through her belly before arcing to her mind and hitting like a lightning bolt.
 
Her hips bucked out helplessly against the woman's fingers, and she gurgled in mindless pleasure as the woman drove them up even harder.
 
Abruptly, her fingers were withdrawn. The woman raised them and jammed them into Holly's mouth, almost gagging her.
 
"Suck them clean," she ordered. "Do it!"
 
Holly licked at them, closing her lips and sucking helplessly as she raised her eyes to the blonde woman, noting the fierce pride in them.
 
The woman drew her fingers back, rubbing them on Holly's breasts and belly, then reached into her pocket and drew out a piece of note paper, squeezing it into a ball. "My phone number," she said.
 
She jammed it up against Holly's pussy, then thrust it in, using her fingers to force it up higher before stepping back, letting her loose, and striding quickly up the alley and away.
 
 
C h a p t e r   T w o   
 
Their small kitchen table was piled high with papers, accounting books, and receipts when Holly got home. Erin was bent over a calculator punching in numbers, her face screwed up as she gazed down at the machine. She was a slim brunette, much like Heather, though taller, with straight chestnut hair spilling over her shoulders and down her back.
 
"Oh God. Don't tell me you have to bring that home again?" Holly groaned. 
 
"I have to get it all done every day," Erin said absently. "If there's still work piled up tomorrow morning Mr. Adams will fire me."
 
"Good. Best thing ever happen to you."
 
"I need this job, Holly. I don't want to spend my life as a bleeding waitress."
 
"It's a rotten job, and the pay's worse, and that Adams, what a pervert."
 
"It's a rotten job, but with a year or two of experience I can go for a better one, and get it," Erin said, not looking up.
 
Holly moved behind her, massaging her shoulders as she bent over.
 
"And Adams doesn't do more than brush against me whenever he can. He hasn't the courage for more," she added, punching in more figures.
 
Holly ran her fingers through Erin's long brown hair, lifting it high above before letting it fall. Erin brushed it away from her face in annoyance.
 
"You ought to get your hair cut."
 
"I know."
 
"It's almost down to your arse."
 
"I know."
 
"So why don't you?"
 
She leaned over her, letting her hands slide around her and beneath Erin's arms, cupping her breasts through her T-shirt."
 
"Because I'm used to it this way."
 
"You spend too much time on it."
 
"You think any time I spend on anything but you is a waste."
 
"Hmmmm."
 
Holly massaged her breasts through the shirt, then pulled at it, lifting it up to ease her hands underneath.
 
"I really do have to get this done, Holly," Erin said.
 
"Remember how you used to bitch in high school about all the work Mrs. McMillan gave us?"
 
"And I would have gotten a better mark in her class if it hadn't been for you always trying to distract me when we were supposed to be studying."
 
"You finished with terrific marks, and what good did that do you? You're earning less than me."
 
"I don't get tips."
 
Holly pinched her nipples lightly, then let a hand drop between her legs to cup her pussy.
 
"Holly," Erin sighed.
 
Holly put her hand beneath Erin's chin and pulled her head up and back sharply. "Don't make me get rough, Erin."
 
"Oh God. It's mistress Illsa again," Erin muttered.
 
"Feelthy leetle tramp," Holly growled with a bad German accent. "Ve haf vays uf making ju leek us."
 
"Hey, Collin noticed those marks on my behind, you know."
 
"You shouldn't be dropping your panties for trash like him."
 
"I think he's beginning to wonder about us."
 
Holly pulled her out of the chair. Erin did not resist as the other girl lifted her T-shirt up and off, then undid the belt around her waist.
 
"I bet he gets a big erection thinking about you and me together," Holly taunted. "If you tell him he'll want to watch."
 
"He's not that bad," Erin said weakly.
 
"He's a right pervert and you know it."
 
She quickly stripped off Erin's trousers, panties and socks, then led her into their bedroom.
 
"You're not?" Erin snorted.
 
"I didn't walk up to you in a pub and press my crotch into your arse and rub my erection against you. I still can't believe you didn't give him your knee."
 
"He was cute," Erin said defensively.
 
In short order Erin lay spreadeagled on the bed, her wrists and ankles bound to the corner posts.
 
Holly licked slowly and teasingly over her body, paying particular attention to her small, sensitive breasts, mouthing the nipples as she sucked, then chewing around the areolas. She worked her way down her body and began to lap at her pussy, probing within with her fingers until Erin was groaning and writhing.
 
Then she halted, slipping off the bed and coming back with a scarf, which she tied around Erin's eyes. She sat down, letting her hand glide across the girl's soft skin, then plucked a wooden clothes pin from a small box and opened the little jaws, pushing it against one of Erin's breasts and letting it snap closed.
 
"Owww! Owww! HollyiiiiI!"
 
"Naughty little cock lover. You need to be punished."
 
"That huuuurrts!"
 
"It's supposed to."
 
She let another clothes-pin close on the same breast, then drew out a vibrator and began to tease Erin's body, rolling it across her nipples, then down between her legs. When the girl began to writhe and grind her hips again she let another clothes pin snap down on the sensitive breast, then another. 
 
She turned her attention to the other breast, drawing a sharp moan or cry each time the wooden pin closed tightly on the soft skin. Then, eyes shining, she let one down on one of Erin's erect nipples, and inhaled sharply, excitedly, as the girl jerked violently and cried out quite loudly.
 
She covered her mouth for a moment.
 
"Shhh! The neighbours," she warned.
 
She kept her hand in place as she let another clothes pin snap down on Erin's other nipple, watching in fascination as the girl's body jerked from side to side and her arms and legs strained against the ropes holding them in place.
 
"Would you like more?" she asked, as she moved her hand.
 
"No! Please, Holly!"
 
"Perhaps you'd prefer to eat me then?"
 
"Yes! Please let me eat you!"
 
Holly smiled then crawled up to kneel, straddling her face, gripping the headboard as she looked down to see Erin looking up. She smirked, then eased her pussy down, rubbing her moist opening back and forth over the helpless girl's lips, feeling the small tongue reach up for her. She eased down, sighing in delight as Erin's tongue pushed up against her.
 
She thought of the woman she had met, how cold she had been, how darkly exciting. She wondered if the woman would treat her like this, or perhaps worse.
 
"Lick me, little slut," she panted. "Lick me gooooood."
 
She rolled her hips slowly, kneeling there, legs spread wide, riding back and forth against Erin's mouth. She groaned as wave after wave of sexual pleasure swept over her, bouncing lightly. She reached down to pull the girl's face up harder against her pussy until she all but collapsed over her.
 
"You're getting better," she panted, rolling off.
 
She moved back, picking up the vibrator again and turning it on. She began to rub it lightly up and down Erin's pussy opening, teasing her. She thrust it in then, hard, making the girl cry out.
 
She sank it deep, then pumped it several times before pulling it free and caressing Erin's clitoris.
 
"I met a woman today," she said. "Much older. She was quite pretty, and she masturbated me in the alley behind the restaurant."
 
"S-slut," Erin groaned.
 
Holly let another clothes pin attach itself to Erin's body, this time against her labia. soon half a dozen were clipped on either side, and Holly was moaning and grinding her hips.
 
"I think I should give you to her as her slave. I bet she'd like that."
 
She stuffed the vibrator home, then lifted up a dildo and began prodding it against Erin's nether hole.
 
"Nooooo. Holllyyy. Not theeeerre!"
 
Holly ignored her, slowly working the dildo up to the hilt in Erin's rectum as the girl moaned, complained, and strained against her bonds.
 
She climbed over her face once again, and set her pussy down against Erin's mouth. Once again the girl's tongue shot up, lapping at her pussy as Holly imagined herself the prisoner of that woman. She didn't even know her name, but she was sure the woman would be ferocious in bed.
 
It was the next morning, with Erin away at work, that she pulled out the little piece of note paper (which she had fished out of her pussy the other day) and called the number there. She was disappointed when a man answered, and almost hung up.
 
"Yes?" the man asked.
 
"Ahh, I was ahm, looking for a er, woman, a blonde woman..."
 
"Just a second."
 
The phone was put on hold, and she fidgeted anxiously, worried she was merely following some plan the woman had set to humiliate her.
 
The phone clicked. "Yes?" a woman asked.
 
"Uhm, is this the ah, woman from the restaurant?"
 
There was a pause. "So, you liked what I gave you, did you?"
 
"I don't know," Holly said warily. "I thought we might, meet like."
 
"Did you. I'm at Hawksmoor, on the old River Road. Come as you please."
 
The phone was hung up, and Holly stared at it for a moment, frowning. She was not used to being taken for granted, not used to being talked down to. Yet the woman was so... forceful, so confident. Even as she resented being spoken to so shortly she admired her for it.
 
 River Road was just outside St. Thomas. Some city types had built up country homes there. She worried about the man answering the phone, and about her going just to be laughed at, but in the end, she found herself riding her bike down that way - cursing unhappily all the while because bicycles were for children and she could not afford a car.
 
Sleek, sexy, sophisticated women of the world did not ride bicycles, they drove Porches and BMWs, or at least, were driven in them. She was saving for one, but had a way to go yet.
 
Hawksmoor had once belonged to a banker, but had been abandoned for decades. Now it lay sullen beneath the shade of tall, leafy oaks, surrounded by trimmed hedges. It was of grey stone, with ivy crawling along one side. The windows were narrow and barred. She opened the low steel gate and walked up the pavement to the door, then hesitated nervously.
 
Insane. Bloody insane, she thought to herself. If this woman wanted to see her she could bloody well -
 
The door opened and the woman stood there, raising her eyebrows. 
 
"Well, well," she said.
 
"Er, uh, hi," Holly said awkwardly.
 
"Get in then."
 
Holly had left her bike by the road, and had no intention of asking for it to be brought in for safety. She walked past the woman, finding herself in a long hall with stairs running up the left wall.
 
She turned as the woman closed the door behind her, raising her eyes.
 
The woman was tall, with wide shoulders - for a woman - big breasts, a narrow waist, and style. A lot of style. She wore a long black dress which flowed about the ankles of leather boots. Her hair was done up perfectly, and the woman was in utter control of herself.
 
Even as she quavered nervously, feeling like a stupid little girl she felt a longing to be like this woman.
 
"Strip."
 
"Wh-what?" she gulped.
 
"Take off your clothes. I want to see you naked."
 
Holly half laughed, half blushed. "But I..."
 
"Now!" The woman's voice was curt, her eyes hard.
 
Holly inhaled sharply, looked around her nervously, then, feeling a tingle of excitement between her legs, undid her blouse and lifted it up and off. She undid her shoes and slipped them and her stockings off, then, even more nervous, but quite aroused now, unfastened her jeans and pushed they and her panties down her legs, stepping out of them.
 
She stood still, nude, nervous under the woman's eyes.
 
"M-My name is Holly," she started.
 
"I didn't ask your name. I don't wish to know your name. Shut up until I tell you to talk."
 
The woman circled her, examining her, then stopped in front of her again.
 
She took her arm, above the elbow, and led her away from the door, just down the hall and into a large sitting room to the right. There she let go of her arm and sat in an antique chair, still looking at her.
 
Holly fidgeted nervously, looking around at the rich surroundings, feeling more than naked as her hands moved slowly to cover herself.
 
"Put your hands behind your head," the woman ordered.
 
Holly let out a deep breath, then obeyed, the sexual heat spreading through her body and mind now as she felt herself giving more and more control to this mysterious woman.
 
"A little lesbian then," the woman said. "Have you had many lovers?"
 
"N-no," Holly gulped.
 
"Tell me about the first one."
 
Haltingly, and embarrassed, Holly described her first sexual experience with a girl at high school. The woman wanted every single bit of information about it, then more still. Still standing with her hands behind her head, Holly found herself telling her about Heather, then Erin, and Gwen, and Susan, the woman in London.
 
"So you liked being tied up, did you?"
 
"I... I guess."
 
"And you like tying up your little friends?" she sneered.
 
Holly shrugged helplessly.
 
"Come here."
 
Holly shuffled forward, and the woman sat back, patting her lap.
 
"Put yourself across my lap."
 
Holly felt a sharp little pulse of excitement. Her chest was tight, her belly fluttering. She moved slowly, bringing her hands down, then bending across the woman's lap, her hands coming down on the floor on the other side of the chair.
 
She felt hands on her bottom, stroking, then one slipping between her thighs and rubbing at her shaven pussy.
 
"So you shaved your pussy, did you? You didn't tell me why you did that?"
 
"I...it's...more sensitive," Holly panted.
 
"Is it? Well, perhaps we'll see about that."
 
Her hand cracked against Holly's behind and she yelped in pain.
 
"Been playing little bondage games with your little girlfriends, hmmm? I wonder if you know anything at all about the real thing."
 
Again her hand cracked against Holly's behind, and she yelped at the sharpness of the pain.
 
"Who else have you had sex with? No boys?"
 
Reluctantly, Holly told her about Michael, the boy she had seduced two years earlier to see if she were wrong about her orientation. She blushed as she was forced to relate, in detail, everything they had said and done.
 
The woman's fingers stroked lightly, teasingly against her pussy the whole time, and she spread her legs instinctively, trying to push herself back against them. Every now and then, for no reason she could see, the woman cracked her hand down on her behind quite sharply.
 
"Who else?" she demanded.       
 
"N-no one," Holly groaned.
 
"Who have you wanted? Who?"
 
Holly told her about crushes on teachers, on singers and sports stars and other celebrities. Her behind was quite pink and her pussy quite moist by the time she finished.
 
"Put your hands together behind your back," the woman ordered.
 
Holly awkwardly obeyed, letting all her weight on her stomach and lower chest. She felt the woman's hand on her wrist, and then trembled with excitement as she felt something cool and supple wrapped around them both, pressing them together. It felt like a soft leather belt or strap.
 
A moment later the woman shifted her, pulling her to her feet and turning her so her back was to the chair. Holly felt another strap against her arm, just below the elbow. It slipped around both arms and circled, then tightened slowly. She felt her arms drawn back, and groaned as they strained.
 
"Tha-that's too far," she gasped.
 
The woman did not reply, but continued to tighten the strap.
 
"Please I... oh! Please I can't -"
 
She tried to twist away, but the woman held the strap tightly, and then she cried out as she felt her arms forced back still farther, felt her elbows touching back behind her. Her arms threatened to snap off at the shoulders, and tears of pain filled her eyes.
 
"The time is past for schoolgirl games," the woman said.
 
She stood up and, holding one of Holly's arms, she led the panting, whimpering girl out of the sitting room and further down the hall. The kitchen, as large as her entire flat, Holly noted, was in shades of blue. A man was in it, and she gasped, face burning as he turned to look at her.
 
"James. If you're a good boy I'll give this little slut to you later."
 
"No!" Holly squeaked.   
 
"Yes, yes, you're a lesbian. Good for you."
 
She led her to the left, and opened a door. Before them was a long and very narrow wooden staircase descending into gloom. She turned Holly towards her, then bent, her arm going around her as she hefted her up onto her shoulder.
 
Holly cried out in alarm, but was grateful as they stepped into the stairwell and away from the man. The woman carried her easily, draped over one shoulder like a sack of potatoes, down into a gloomy old basement with stone walls.
 
"Y-you can't let him touch me," she panted. "I don't like men."
 
"I can do anything I want to you, slut," the woman said. "That's what this whole thing is all about."
 
She set her on her feet on a cold, dusty concrete floor, then led her deeper into a long, dark basement divided by several walls. The place looked ancient and creepy, and Holly looked around fearfully for spiders.
 
She was led into a small alcove to one side. The woman snapped on a bare bulb, flooding it with light, then reached up above to where a chain hung through a ring bolted to the roof beam. She pulled it down, and Holly felt its coldness back near her wrists.
 
Then the woman moved to the wall and began to pull on the chain. Holly felt her wrists pulled up. She cried out at the pain to her shoulders, bending forward, then bending even more, her arms burning as she cried out.
 
"Please! You'll break my arms!"
 
"I know precisely how far I can go without breaking your arms," the woman said, her voice unconcerned.
 
Holly groaned and panted, sweating and teary eyed as the woman forced her wrists up high, so her arms were almost vertical, her body bent well over and her head down low. Then she seemed to lock the chain into place and move away.
 
She returned after a moment, gripping Holly's hair and yanking on it. Holly opened her mouth to scream and felt something thick and yet malleable stuffed into her mouth. It forced her jaws wider, straining them, and filled her mouth with the taste of... leather.
 
The thing was attached to a two inch wide strap, which pressed flat against her mouth, then was drawn up behind her head and buckled into place.
 
The woman moved away, then returned a moment later with an enormous vibrator trailing an electrical cord. She plugged the cord into a wall outlet, then moved behind her.
 
Holly did not generally like being penetrated, but could not, of course, offer up any protest as the woman prodded at her sex, then began to push the thing against her. She moaned into the gag as her position was shifted and disturbed, her arms aching horribly.
 
Then her pussy lips were jammed aside, and she felt like she was being impaled by the thick vibrator the woman pushed into her body. She was sure she was being split open, and cried out weakly, tears spilling from her eyes now as she had to ease her legs aside and thus put more pressure on her arms.
 
The woman jabbed the thing in, pulling back only to thrust in once again, slowly battering her pussy muscles into resistance as she forced the thing into her body inch by inch. Holly thought of how long and thick the thing was and shuddered. Surely she could not get the whole thing inside her.
 
And yet, the woman did, ignoring Holly's cries as cramps rippled through her gut, she persevered, thrusting it up, twisting it from side to side, jabbing and turning until the thing was all the way up inside her. A few moments later a thin leather strap circled Holly's waist, while another pushed between her legs and dug cruelly into her pussy, jammed up between her pussy lips against the base of the vibrator.
 
Then she was let alone, the light turned out.
 
She listened to the woman's feet going up the wooden stairs with disbelief, then moaned into the gag, looking around her as far as she could at the old stones cemented into the walls in front of and to her left.
 
The vibrator buzzed strongly inside her, and her clitoris throbbed as the leather strap jammed in against it.
 
But her body ached, especially her upper arms and shoulders. Her jaw ached a little too, and her feet were starting to hurt for she was on the balls of both feet. She had started out on her toes, but that had been impossible to hold for long. Dropping down even a little made her arms hurt that much more.
 
But slowly she had to lower herself, groaning as her arms were yanked even higher, eyes tearing as the pain mounted. Her legs shook with the effort, but she had to give in. Her heels touched the cold concrete.
 
The pain faded very slowly, or did it fade? Perhaps she was just getting used to it. But it slowly descended into a range she thought of as awful but tolerable. The sensations coming from between her legs began to make themselves known once again then.
 
This was, after all, like something out of her fantasies, a helpless prisoner, nude, bound, tormented, there to be used for the pleasure of a cruel but beautiful mistress.
 
No schoolgirl games, the woman had said. No. This was not the silly little sexual games she had played with her girlfriends, using towels and scarves and cord. This woman was into this in a serious way. And oh how full she felt down there!
 
She shifted her feet slightly, feeling the pressure against her innards from the buzzing toy. Her pussy... hurt... but it felt so sensual as well, so darkly arousing.
 
How long would the woman keep her here? Forever, perhaps? Would her friends wonder what had become of her?
 
She felt the sexual heat flowing through her veins again as she put herself into her fantasies, the throbbing of the vibrator stimulating her clitoris as the strap jammed it down.
 
She heard the sound of feet on the wooden stairs and raised her head weakly. She could not see anything but the wall before her, but looked towards its edge in time to see the woman come past it, move behind her, and disappear.
 
She turned as she could, but did not see her.
 
Then she returned from the other part of the basement, and in her hands was a long, thin leather crop which she used to press up under her chin.
 
"Starting to get the idea, slut? I'm not a little girl and I don't play little girl games."
 
She moved behind her then, and Holly felt her heart pounding. She heard the hiss as the crop cut through the air. It struck her behind almost softly, yet the pain ripped through her an instant later, sharp, dagger sharp. She cried out, her voice easily blocked.
 
"Scream. Scream all you like if you find it comforting."
 
The crop descended again, slashing across her behind. Again she cried out, the pain a jagged thing that cut into her mind. Not only was her behind on fire, but every blow which caused her to jerk and twist sent spasms of agony through her shoulders and arms.
 
And yet... the pleasure was as jagged as the pain, her mind bathed in a hazy sexual fantasy of bondage and submission. This was the real thing, the harsh, cold brutality she had dreamed of, fantasised of.
 
The sex heat flooded her body and mind, insulating her from the pain, twisting it, changing it.
 
The thickness of the long, rigid vibrator inside her was still sending slow, rippling cramps through her belly, and the vibrations were still making her pussy squeeze rhythmically. around it.
 
She cried out again as the crop cracked across her behind, and realized a new freedom. When the crop landed again she screamed tentatively. Then louder, shrieking as she had never been free to do before, screamed in pain, in anguish, in delight and pleasure and excitement.
 
The crop whipped down against her soft, round behind and she screamed as she squeezed her thighs together, screamed as her pussy spasmed around the vibrator, and screamed as the orgasm rose up around her and hovered on a knife edge.
 
Then it hit, and she shuddered violently, her head jerking and bouncing as the floor blurred below her eyes. Her chest locked up as she forgot to breath, and wildfire tore along her nervous system.
 
The woman halted, then moved around in front of her. A hand gripped her hair and pulled her heavy head up, and she dazed blearily up at her.
 
"Just the beginning," the woman said.
 
She reached behind her and unbuckled the strap, then slowly worked the gag out of her mouth. Holly coughed, then groaned weakly as the woman moved away. 
 
A moment later she was back, again lifting her head up. Holly saw that she had lifted her skirt and wore nothing beneath. Without prompting she lapped out weakly, then with more precision as the woman twisted her hair. No words were spoken between them as, in the dim light of the basement, her arms and shoulders aching, her behind on fire, she licked and sucked at the woman's sex in a desperate effort to bring her pleasure.
 
She was not certain if she did. The woman did not cry out, or arch her back. Perhaps her fingers tightened for several seconds against Holly's scalp, and her breathing halted for the same period.
 
Then she drew back, letting Holly's head drop, lowering her skirt and returning to the stairs.
 
Holly was alone again, moaning.
 
 
C h a p t e r    T h r e e 
 
"So how were the tips today?"
 
Holly looked at Erin for a moment. "Fine."
 
"Want to go out somewhere?"
 
"No, I'm tired."
 
"Great. For once I have no work to bring home and you're tired."
 
Erin dropped onto the sofa next to her and then turned and laid her head back in Holly's lap.
 
"Want to play master and slave?" she asked in a throaty voice.
 
"Maybe," Holly said thoughtfully. "Heather and Gwen are coming over."
 
"Oooo, what've you got in mind? That little party we had with Gwen last year was fun."
 
Erin sat up and turned around with a grin.
 
"I dunno. We've never done anything with Heather together. Nor has Gwen."
 
"Heather seems a bit shy sometimes."
 
"It's her family. She thinks anything to do with sex is dirty. Well, no, not really. She knows it's not, you know, in her mind, but she's got all these, what'd you call it, cultural things from her family."
 
"Hey, if my family had any idea what I've been up to with you they'd go mad on me."
 
A slow smile spread over Holly's face. "Maybe we should make them a video."
 
"All we need is a camera."
 
"Heather's family has one."
 
They looked at each other and grinned.
 
The four of them had known each other for several years, dating from the same class in school. But Heather was less experimental than the others, and had never done anything but kiss with any girl but Holly.
 
She giggled, sitting next to Holly, as they watched Erin and Gwen make out. Gwen was a nicely endowed blonde girl with shoulder length hair, and sparkling blue, mischievous eyes. She was also something of an exhibitionist, and delighted to put on a show for the others, especially with Erin.
 
Holly winked at Heather, then picked up the video camera and turned it on, panning it up and down the two across from them, zooming in and back, then in again as Gwen and Erin slowly removed each other's clothing. The more articles of clothing that were thrown off the more embarrassed, and yet, obviously aroused Heather became.
 
Soon the two were completely nude, laying along the opposite sofa across the small coffee table, Gwen atop Erin as their mouths slid passionately together. Holly placed the camera on the table, still recording, then turned to Heather.
 
She turned to kiss the nape of Heather's neck, and run her hand up and down her thigh. She gave her pussy a squeeze, and after a momentary instinctive grab at it Heather eased her hand back, staring at the other two.
 
Holly soon had her top and jeans open, and a hand down inside her panties as the American girl moaned softly and breathed heavily.
 
Holly paused, removing her own top, then tugging Heather's off before yanking down her pants. Heather looked mildly embarrassed, but since Gwen and Erin appeared absorbed with each other she did not resist.
 
Holly turned her head towards her, kissing her roughly, their tongues entwining as she reached out to cup one soft breast. She saw the other two shift around out of the corner of her eye, and felt the pressure on their chair as Gwen sat down next to Heather.
 
Heather felt it too, and turned in surprise, blushing to find Gwen there. Gwen grinned, then cupped her face and kissed her. Heather, startled, drew back slightly, then relaxed with a small shudder.
 
Soon Gwen and Holly were kissing her from either side as she slumped back in the sofa moaning. Holly sucked rhythmically on one nipple while Gwen slid her tongue along Heather's lips and kneaded the other breast with her hand.
 
Then Erin crawled in, easing Heather's legs apart, licking her way up the inside of her thighs to nuzzle at her pussy.
 
"This is wrong," Heather groaned.
 
Gwen pulled her head back and covered her lips with her own, and Erin slid her tongue up and down her slit, lifting her legs up and apart.
 
Soon the American girl was groaning and rolling her head in slow sensual pleasure. Holly withdrew, picking up the camera and turning it around. Heather didn't notice as she backed up, her focus on Gwen as the two kissed passionately.
 
Holly panned down to Erin lapping away at her slit, then up at the two kissing once more, their hands on each other's breasts. Gwen shifted, standing on the sofa, straddling Heather and leaning into her, forcing her head up over the top of the sofa back as she jammed her pussy against her mouth.
 
Heather licked eagerly, her hands sliding around the blonde girl's hips and squeezing her buttocks.
 
Holly recorded until Gwen cried out with her climax, then pulled her back, handing her the camera as she pulled Heather off the sofa and onto her hands and knees on the floor. Erin knelt in front of her, legs spread as Heather licked at her pussy, and Holly donned her strap-on dildo and moved behind the American girl, slowly inserting it, then pumping steadily as Gwen recorded from the side.
 
She felt guilty later, about switching tapes and erasing a phoney, but knew that Erin and Heather, at least, would be uneasy about such a tape continuing to exist.
 
And the blonde woman had asked her to get a video of them.
 
She still did not know the woman's name. What she did know was her experiences with her was the most exciting, sophisticated thing she'd ever done, and that the orgasms she'd had were the most powerful of her life.
 
Her arms and shoulders were still sore, but her bottom was almost back to normal. Her pussy only made her wince a little bit, and the tiny bit of pain was worth it. She had masturbated three times since that day and each time thrust something deep inside her.
 
She was eager to show the tape, to please the woman. She wondered if she would try to seduce Gwen, Heather and Erin too. The very idea made her shudder in delight, imagining the four of them as the woman's sexual toys.
 
The other three were just dabblers, though. She was sure they would not be interested.
 
She showed up at the house promptly at ten, and the woman answered the door once again. This time she wore a pair of leather pants and a blue silk blouse.
 
"Uhm, hi," Holly said, overawed again.  
 
"That's a video of your little friends?"
 
"Yes, miss."
 
Holly could have killed herself the moment the word was out, and cringed at the quirk to the woman's lips.
 
"That's all right. You may call me miss."
 
Holly started to come in but the woman's hand pushed out against her chest.
 
"Take your clothes off."
 
Holly blinked in confusion. "Out here?"
 
The woman nodded, and Holly looked at the empty street behind her nervously, then at the empty hall behind the woman.
 
"Now."
 
Holly inhaled sharply, then obeyed, quickly stripping off her clothes until she was nude. Only then would the woman let her enter, and shut the door behind, leaving her clothes outside.
 
She followed the woman into the sitting room, where, in short order, her arms were strapped tightly back behind her back, and her ankles were strapped against her thighs so she could not rise from her knees. A collar went around her neck, then a thick ball gag was pushed into her mouth and strapped in place.
 
Then, just as the woman placed the tape into her VCR, the man she had seen the other day in the kitchen came in.
 
"James. Come see our little pet's home video," the woman called.
 
The man wandered over, and Holly burned with humiliation as his eyes swept over her. Then he sat on a chair just to one side of her, the blonde on her other side, as the tape began.
 
For the first few minutes she coped with the hideous embarrassment she felt because the man's eyes were glued to the sight of Gwen and Erin, then the two of them and Heather. But then she was on the TV, thrusting her dildo into Heather, spanking Heather's bottom, then eating Gwen as Erin thrust into her own pussy with the dildo.
 
She thought she would faint with mortification as the man kept turning to look at her, then back at the TV.
 
"Active little slut, isn't she?" the woman said.
 
"Very nice," James said appreciatively. "She looks good on camera, too. Perhaps she ought to do this for a living, make porno videos."
 
"I see a bulge in your trousers, James. Getting excited?"
 
"Yes, somewhat."
 
"She's a lesbian, you know. She doesn't like men touching her."
 
"Too bad for her," he said, to laughter from both of them.
 
Holly moaned as the man reached down and cupped one of her breasts. She turned her head away, unable to do anything else.
 
"Go on, James. Take care of it then leave us alone for a bit."
 
The man moved behind Holly, kissing the side of her face as his hands squeezed her breasts from behind. Holly squirmed helplessly as his hand eased down and cupped her pussy. 
 
Then he pushed her forward, and she grunted as her shoulders met the floor and she was on her knees. He lifted her hips, raising her bottom, then spread her legs apart. She heard his zipper, and tried to shake her head.
 
They ignored her, and she felt his organ touching her soft flesh, felt it rubbing back and forth against her pussy slit, then pressing forward. She cried out as he thrust himself into her, feeling repugnance, and yet...excitement as he buried the long length of it inside her body.
 
She hated it, and yet the humiliation, being used as she was, excited her. She turned her head and looked up to see a smirk on the blonde woman's face.
 
The man's hands roamed her body, roughly kneading her breasts and buttocks as he rutted into her. She heard his heavy breath as his excitement rose, and he pumped harder still, using her as a masturbatory tool while the blonde woman looked down from her chair, smiling cooly.
 
"Tight little slut," he grunted.
 
Holly hated him, and felt horribly shamed. Yet at the same time she knew the woman was letting him do it, letting him rape her in order to hurt her, to punish her. And under her steely gaze she felt, despite the man's rutting, a blossoming excitement within her.
 
Yes. Let him use her like a cheap slut. Let the woman throw her to her man to be used and raped. Raped! He was raping her right there on the floor, right beneath the woman's eyes. He was raping her for the woman's amusement, raping her to show her how low she was.
 
His hairy pelvis slapped against her backside again and again as his hands mauled her body. He squeezed and twisted her breasts and nipples as his big cock pumped inside her.
 
"You seem a natural," the woman said. "Perhaps I could rent you out, make some money out of your skinny little body."
 
Holly found herself basking in her own humiliation, in her own degradation. He was using her like an animal, at this woman's bidding. She was just a body for him to fuck, while the blonde looked on and sneered.
 
Then the man was done. He eased back with a grunt, then disappeared out the hall door, leaving them alone.
 
"That's a good use for girls like you, don't you think? Satisfying men's lusts. Not too difficult, is it? You can do it with your hands tied behind your back."
 
She smiled at her own joke, then moved over to the bar and refreshed her drink. She came back and set it on the table, then lifted Holly back to her knees and removed her gag.
 
"Y-you shouldn't have let him touch me," she said accusingly.
 
"I'll do anything I want to you."
 
"But not him!"
 
The woman slapped her face hard, almost knocking her over.
 
"I'll do anything I want to you."
 
"But..."
 
The woman slapped her face again, this time in the other direction, then slapped it a third time, then a fourth, then a fifth, alternating hands and cheeks so Holly's head was thrown back and forth. She almost lost her balance, and became dazed and stunned by the whipcracks of sudden pain.
 
"I'll do anything I want to you," the woman repeated.
 
"Yes," Holly whispered.
 
"Say it."
 
"A-anything."
 
Another slap sent her reeling.
 
"Say it."
 
'Y-you'll d-do anything you... want to m-me."
 
The woman stood before her then, and her trousers had disappeared. She drew Holly into her groin and the dazed girl licked instinctively at her, licking harder as her hair was pulled and twisted.
 
When the woman was satisfied she stepped into her trousers, once again, then simply walked away. Holly was left on her knees, unable to rise with her heels jammed in against her buttocks and strapped in place.
 
A short time later James returned, and with him Holly's face blushed. He came directly to her, then squatted, threw an arm around her, and with a grunt of effort lifted her up across his shoulders. Holly was not surprised to see they were headed towards the kitchen once more, nor that they passed through it and started down the stairs to the basement.
 
She was very uncomfortable being carried there by a man, and wished desperately for the blonde woman to return. She was grateful when they passed the small alcove she had been bound on her previous visit, and even more so when they entered a more brightly lit area and found the blonde woman standing there.
 
In short order her wrists were unstrapped, with both James and the blonde woman taking one wrist and buckling a thick leather restraint around it. James picked up a three foot long bar with rings on either side, Holly's wrists were soon clipped to them.
 
There was a third ring in the centre of the bar, and this was soon hooked to a chain dangling from the ceiling. 
 
Holly felt a wave of excitement as her arms were pulled up above her head, swallowing repeatedly as she looked up, then around her. She gasped weakly as she was lifted to her toes, and almost protested, then caught her breath as she rose higher still, her toes wriggling just above the cold concrete floor.
 
She groaned at the tight ache in the sides of her chest, trying to grab the bar to ease the strain on her body. She could not, however, and a moment later a gag was forced into her mouth and strapped behind her.
 
She could see the far wall held a rack, and on it were all manner of sizes, lengths, shapes and makes of... switches, canes, whips, crops and such. It both frightened and excited her to see them.
 
James left, which relieved her immensely, and the blonde woman moved to stand before her. Her hand cupped and squeezed one of Holly's breasts, then slid down her body to finger her pussy. 
 
Holly felt her breathing grow rapidly more ragged as the woman's touch almost instantly drew a shimmering sexual heat up from between her legs. She moaned softly, spreading her legs as the woman's fingers pumped back and forth inside her and stroked across her clitoris.
 
"Did you like being fucked?" the blonde asked.
 
Holly could not answer, of course, but the woman expected none. She smiled, then stroked Holly's clitoris.
 
Holly rolled her head back as the pleasure swirled higher, her hips twisting as she sought to impale herself on the woman's fingers.
 
"A girl like you needs to have her pussy filled," the blonde said.
 
She produced a thick dildo, all veined and ridged like a real cock, and began to saw it slowly back and forth between Holly's legs, rubbing upwards against her moist and sensitive pussy mound as the girl groaned in pleasure.
 
She angled it upwards and pushed it slowly up into Holly's body as the teenager spread her legs and let her head fall back, basking in the sexual glow of her own inner heat.
 
With the dildo deep inside her and her pussy lips almost closed behind it the woman gave a final pinch to both her nipples, then left.
 
The lights went down, but not out, and as Holly looked around her she saw the mirror a large, full length mirror in the corner. It was ahead of and to her left, and displayed her beautifully, making her moan in delight.
 
She squeezed and rubbed her thighs together, thinking how erotic and exciting she looked, wondering what Erin or Gwen would think if they could see her now, wondering, with a sadistic little flicker of amusement, what her homophobic parents would think.
 
The ache in her sides continued, but was tolerable given the lush sexual steam gripping her mind and body. Her toes kept wriggling every few seconds, as if they could surely touch the floor if only they kept trying.
 
They felt odd, so far below her. In fact, everything below her chest felt almost like nothing more than dead weight dragging down on her. It was surprisingly tiring hanging from her wrists, but she paid that little attention. Her mind and body were in the grip of a throbbing sexual heat, and nothing else mattered.
 
She heard feet on the stairs, and turned her head, both eager and anxious. There was more than one set of feet, and she was afraid James would be invited to participate again.
 
She was relieved, and yet embarrassed terribly when the blonde woman appeared around the far wall, in company with another woman, a stranger. The woman was thirty something, with short, neatly parted black hair, a long, arrogant face, and cold blue eyes.
 
Both women were clad in leather. The blonde wore high stiletto heels, long stockings, a leather G-string, bustier, and elbow length gloves. The new women had hip length leather boots, also with stiletto heels, and a kind of studded leather teddie, high cut, and barely containing ample breasts. Both women had their hair combed straight back and tightly pinned behind their heads.
 
They both looked at her without speaking for long moments, and Holly's mind swept through a circle of humilation, excitement, indignation, fear, and delicious sexual heat.
 
The brunette walked up to her and let a gloved hand pinch her nipples, tugging them out from her body. She moved around behind her, a hand slipping between her legs to finger her clitty. With Holly's excitement she was on the edge of climax within seconds, moaning into her gag until the woman drew her hand back.
 
She saw the blonde take a whip off the rack. It was three feet or so long, split into a dozen small strips at the end. She moaned to see it, surging fear and excitement fighting within her.
 
"What about something a little more firm, Catherine?" the brunette suggested.
 
Catherine! She knew the blonde woman's name now!
 
"This is to warm her up," the blonde replied.
 
She moved behind her and Holly stared at the mirror, where she could easily see both women standing and examining the whip. She whimpered, her back starting to tingle as she realized she was to be whipped.
 
Whipped! She was hanging by her wrists, helpless, and was to be whipped on the back!
 
Terror and excitement warred ever more fiercely inside her, and she twisted and writhed, trying to pull free before recalling that she could not.
 
She cringed as Catherine shook out the whip and drew her arm back. Holly saw her arm swing forward in the mirror and then watched herself, watched her back arch, her legs kick out, her eyes bulge as the pain lashed her mind.
 
She screamed into the gag, her head twisting furiously even as fire spread over her back. The whip swung forward again, and again she screamed, the pain stunning her. Another blow landed, and another, as she kicked her legs futilely, her body twisting and thrashing on the end of the chain.
 
Tears spilled from her eyes, and her excitement was forgotten as pain consumed her.
 
But slowly, the pain stabilized, her aching, burning back unable to produce more. Each new blow was a small, but dull infusion of new pain, but tolerable. Her excitement began to rise once again, and she moaned weakly as she stared at the mirror, watching the whip fly forward again and again.
 
Her body jerked in helpless response, as her skin sizzled from buttocks to neck. Yet between her legs, the dildo seemed to be throbbing of its own accord, and her body pulsed to a deep, wicked sexual joy.
 
The other woman moved past her to the rack and drew out a long thin crop, then returned. Catherine backed up, and Holly cried out once again as a much harsher blow struck the centre of her back. 
 
Pain warred with pleasure inside her, and her mind was dazed and battered between them.
 
Catherine moved around her, her hand between Holly's legs, fingering her clitoris. Holly's body ground against her, the upsurge in sexual heat like a firestorm given wind. She bucked helplessly, almost mindlessly, the pleasure rising, screaming upwards, the steady lashes of pain from behind her all but ignored.
 
Then she came with a joyous scream of elation, her body flaring with ecstasy as her insides twisted and tumbled in wild abandon.
 
It seemed to go on and on, an orgasm without end, rising and falling, then rising once more, her body shaking violently, spasms wracking her from head to toe.
 
When she was able to draw together the scattered pieces of her mind she found both women before her, both looking at her cooly.
 
"Do you think we can teach this slut to be worthy of us?" the brunette asked.
 
"Harsh discipline," Catherine said. "Instant obedience."
 
"Yes," the brunette said.
 
They lowered the chain until Holly's feet were on the ground, and then unlinked her wrist restraints. She sagged weakly, groaning as she dropped to her knees.
 
"Knows her place, at least," the black haired woman said.
 
A tug, and the crotch of her outfit opened as she stepped before Holly. Catherine undid her gag at the same time and worked it loose. 
 
Holly moaned weakly, but bent forward, her tongue sliding along the edge of the woman's pussy slit, then circling closer.
 
The woman was much more vocal and demonstrative than Catherine, groaning, cursing and humping against her as Holly licked and sucked at her clitoris. When she came she let out a long gurgle of delight, grinding her pussy heavily against her mouth.
 
Catherine stepped before her and spread her own legs, her G-string off, and Holly began to tongue her as well.
 
When that was done the two women put her through her paces. Both held long crops, and at each order Holly's only chance of avoiding a stinging blow was instant obedience.
 
She changed positions quickly, much like a dog. She rose on her knees, then sank onto her heels. She stood, then lay down, bent over and spread her legs, and then spread her pussy open, pumping the dildo she still held within her. She wore a collar and leash and was walked about on all fours like a dog, heeling as ordered, and lapped at Catherine's boots or Sylvia's (the black haired woman) shoes.
 
There was something so deeply degrading and exciting about kneeling and licking at Catherine's boot that she took a harsh cut on her backside from both crops when one of her hands slipped back and began to finger her pussy while she licked.
 
There was a brief interlude, then. Catherine presented her with a cell phone and she called home, leaving a message for Erin on her machine that she would be staying over for a couple of days.
 
With that done Catherine produced a thick leather hood. It had no opening in its front but a small round hole over the mouth and two narrow slits beneath the nose. It fitted tightly over her head and then locked together, the straps going under her jaw and around her neck. Catherine then informed her that she would be kept like that for some time.
 
She was put through her paces again, but no allowances were made for her blindness. The crops cut across her back, ribs and buttocks when she failed to heel or kneel or beg properly or instantly.
 
She was given water from a straw, then forced back against a sharply curving surface, her arms drawn up above her as she was bent painfully. She felt her ankles being encircled by leather, then they were locked down, as her wrists were locked back.
 
It was an uncomfortable position, but not overly. Her back was strained slightly, and she felt somewhat stretched out, unable to move even an inch.
 
Someone licked at her clitty, almost driving her into climax. But they halted teasingly, and the object Holly was leaning back against gave a sudden shudder as the pull on her arms increased.
 
A moment later she felt a sharp sting on her right nipple, then her left, and something, perhaps a small clamp, was fixed to each.
 
Fingers massaged her clitty, then were withdrawn, and she was left alone.
 
After a short time she began to feel cramps in her arms, legs and back. She tried to move, even a little, but that proved impossible. Her knees felt frozen, her back throbbing, her legs aching.
 
A long time passed where she lay back, moaning weakly. She had not heard the women leave but knew they had. She wondered how long they intended to leave her as she was.
 
Hands, a touch, out of nowhere. She started, awakened from a kind of stupor as the soft hands moved over her body, caressing her breasts, then fingering her clitty. The thing she lay back on gave another shudder, and she cried out weakly as she felt the grip on her wrists grow even more powerful. Her arms and legs ached fiercely and she cried out helplessly.
 
"Catherine!?" she cried. "Please! Please let me off! I'll do anything you want! Let me lick you, Catherine! Please! Sylvia?!"
 
"But you're being punished," she heard Sylvia whisper.
 
"Wh-why?" she panted.
 
"You didn't obey quickly enough. You weren't eager enough. You were too slow and too stupid."
 
"I'm sorry!" she exclaimed.
 
"Mistress. Say mistress."
 
"Yes, mistress," she gasped, feeling a renewed heat between her legs.
 
"You're a filthy little sluttish bitch who's good for almost nothing. Catherine and I are being very generous in trying to train you to be of use. You ought to thank us."
 
"Th-thank you, mistress," she panted.
 
"Would you like to come, little slut?" she heard, as fingers caressed her clitoris.
 
"Ye-yes, mistress," she moaned.
 
"Beg for it."
 
"Please let me come, mistress," she begged. "Please rub my pussy till I come! Please."
 
"I don't think you show enough humility, slave," Sylvia said in a regretful voice. "I think you need more punishment rather than pleasure."
 
"Please, mistress!" she begged. "I'm sorry, Mistress! I'll do anything you want, Mistress. Please let me lick your toes, Mistress. Let me crawl in front of you!"
 
"You're just trying to escape your punishment, slave, and we can't have that."
 
Holly moaned, then cried out as something struck her across the stomach. It stung horribly, and felt, she realized, like the whip they had used on her as she'd hung before them, many small strips of leather spreading out to lay their stinging touch across her hips and belly.
 
"You'll have to learn how to obey more quickly," Sylvia said.
 
Another blow landed, higher, across her belly and lower chest, then another, this one across her breasts, setting them to stinging awfully as she shrieked in startled pain.
 
A dozen more blows fell across her belly and chest, then she felt a soft, gentle tongue against her clitoris. Her sobs eased slowly and the sexual heat began to emerge once more from behind the cloud of pain. Soon it filled her body and she was groaning for more, begging to come.
 
But it stopped, and no amount of begging produced any sound or touch. She lay there for long hours, half dazed, in a near constant state of arousal mixed with pain.
 
 
C h a p t e r   F o u r
 
Again, a touch woke her to the understanding that she was no longer alone. Fingers caressed her clitoris, and a tongue licked up and down against it. She moaned weakly as it roused her higher.
 
"Are you enjoying yourself, slave?" she heard.
 
It was a male voice, and she cringed inwardly.
 
"Y-yes," she whimpered.
 
"Master," the voice said curtly.
 
"Yes... master," she panted.
 
The tongue moved against her clit again, and she moaned, her body instinctively trying to push up against it.
 
"Do you want to come, slut?"
 
"Yes, master!" she begged.
 
"Beg for it."
 
"Please, please, please let me come, master! Please lick me, master! Please, please please!"
 
"Would you come if I fucked you, slave? Would you like me to undo your legs and spread them apart?"
 
"Oh yes, master! Oh, please, master! Please, please!"
 
"Beg."
 
"Please undo my legs and spread them, master!" she cried. "Please spread them apart and fuck me! Fuck me hard, master! Rape me and fuck me as much as you want! Please, master!"
 
Holly knew a deep, crackling excitement as she debased herself, especially before a man. She revelled in it, her body crackling with sexual electricity as she felt his hands on her ankles. She felt the pressure on her wrists ease, the pull relax, and moaned in relief. A moment later her ankles were freed.
 
"Beg. Spread your legs apart and beg. Otherwise I'll chain you down again and leave," the male voice said.
 
"Please, master!" she cried. "Please rape my pussy! Please fuck me hard!"
 
She groaned in pain and pleasure as the pressure came off her restraints and she was finally able to shift her legs. She spread them slowly, drawing her knees upwards. She almost climaxed just from the relief of being able to move them. His fingers probed at her pussy, pressing against the dildo lodged high inside her, making the nose grind against her cervix.
 
She felt strong male hands at the backs of her knees, felt them lifted up and well apart.
 
"Your pussy is full already," his voice said. "I think that only leaves your tight little bottom. You want my cock in there, don't you? If you don't I'll just chain you down again and leave."
 
She hesitated a frozen instant. "No!" she gulped. "Please I... please don't leave, master! Please! Y-you can... you can fuck my ass! Yes. Yes, please fuck my ass!"
 
"More," she heard. "Tell me what you want me to do. Tell me about how you love my cock and how you want it up inside your dirty little ass. Tell me how you love to be sodomized by big male cocks."
 
"Oh God!" she sobbed. "Y-yes! Yes, master!" she moaned. "I want your cock in my dirty ass! Please fuck my ass with your wonderful cock! Please rape my ass with it! Please, please! Rape me hard! Shove your cock into my dir... ohhh oHHHHHHh God! No! Oh God! OOHhh!"
 
She felt him entering her, felt her legs spread wider still as his cock, seemingly layered with something slippery, pushed past the wrinkled opening to her anus and began to pump. She groaned and grunted, feeling almost as much pleasure from the way he was pushing her legs back as from the sexual heat within her.
 
Her pussy spasmed around the dildo, her clitty sizzling, and she felt his cock thrusting ever deeper into her back hole. She moaned in dazed delight, begging him to use her, to sodomize her, grunting with each hard thrust that sent his cock deeper.
 
She felt the hair of his hips and belly against her buttocks as he buried the last of it in her anus. She could hear his breathing from above her, hear the strain in his voice as her rectum squeezed tightly around his member.
 
"Rape me!" she whimpered dazedly. "Rape my ass hard!"
 
She grunted anew as he ground himself into her, then slowly drew back and thrust in hard. His hands forced her legs even higher and he began to use long, deep strokes, his cock working slowly, at first, of necessity, but increasing speed as he worked her open until he was pistoning. A short time ago she would have thought the very idea horrid and revolting, but now she could only moan in ecstasy as a deep, all-consuming sexual fire spread through her body.
 
She climaxed, a long, warbling cry of elation rising to the roof. Yet even as she went limp she could feel another building. And as his cock continued to pummel her aching insides she came again, then again, her body shaking and writhing, humping up against his rutting male cock as it used her with increasingly savage thrusts.
 
She was exhausted and dazed when he cut her down and let her kneel, head against the floor.
 
"All right, dog. We're going to walk to the stairs. You climb up them after me and stay at my heels. Do you understand?"
 
"Y-Yes, M-M-Master," she panted, chest heaving.
 
She felt the same tug on her collar she had when the women were putting her through her paces, and, though every bone in her body ached she sprang forward after him. She had no desire to be punished again, left alone to pain because of being too slow or lacking enthusiasm.
 
She crawled along on all fours, knees aching fiercely from their long period of inactivity, until her hand met the bottom step. Then she crawled up them, still on all fours, emerging in the kitchen. She crawled along next to him, feeling the hall rug beneath her hands and knees, then the hard wood floor of the sitting room.
 
"Ah, our little apprentice slave," Catherine's voice said.
 
"You were right. She had a very talented little bottom," the male voice said.
 
"I expected she would, Roger. And I know how you appreciate round little bottoms," Catherine replied.
 
A hand pushed down on the top of her head, and Holly lowered it obediently, until she felt moisture against her lips. The hand drew back, and she licked down experimentally, then plunged her lips into a small bowl of water, drinking deeply. She knew without words being spoken that she was to drink the water like a dog rather than picking the bowl up with her hands.
 
She was put through her paces again, rolling over, standing, dropping to her belly, begging, masturbating, all on a quick command she must obey instantly. That done, she was made to crawl forward until she felt a chair before her, then the musky scent of a pussy was against her mouth.
 
She started to work without thinking, this time, with her hands free, rubbing and caressing the woman's pussy area, easing apart her labia and driving her tongue deep into the little hole. 
 
As she was licking fingers pried at her own pussy, and eased out the dildo, then began fucking her with it. She spread her legs and raised her bottom willingly, grunting happily as she licked. 
 
The dildo was withdrawn, and she felt hands on her hips before something softer but warmer was thrust up her puss.
 
"God, I love this!" A male voice she recognized exclaimed.
 
James. Yes.
 
He started thrusting slowly, hands working over her body as she caught the woman's clitty between her lips and sucked.
 
"Perhaps we should put her on a street corner then," Catherine said from a short distance away. "Give her a little plastic skirt and a tube top and have her bending over for sailors for twenty five pounds a shot."
 
So it was Sylvia she was eating then. After a momentary surprise Holly realized she did not really care.
 
For a time she licked at pussies and was used by the men and women there. Then they amused themselves by making her try to dance before them, dance erotically, lewdly, while they ridiculed her. They had her masturbate with two dildos while begging for a man to rape her, then made to recite the most revolting things about herself, confessing to the most wicked perversions while promising to obey her mistress and master always. When that was done she was bent her over a bench and caned on her bottom.
 
Large dildos were forced up into her pussy and rectum, then a belt with a strap which descended between her legs was buckled on to keep them in place. Her wrists were locked behind her back to her ankles, which were drawn up and strapped against the backs of her thighs. Then she was lifted off the floor, the chain between her ankles and wrists attached to some other chain, she supposed.
 
She could hear their conversation as she hung there, could hear them speak of politics, and gossip about friends and their marriages and relationships, could eventually hear goodbyes as Sylvia and the new man, Roger, left.
 
Her stomach rumbled rudely. She wondered how late it had been, and how long it had been since she had breakfast. Was it really that late? The day had passed in a strange haze interspaced with shocks and pain and wondrous pleasure.
	⁃	        With a groan she felt a jerk from above, and felt herself lowered. She groaned in relief as she felt the floor against her, but it was too soon. Her wrists were quickly refastened behind her back, the dildos replaced by vibrators every bit as large, and then she was hoisted by her ankles.
 
She felt something against her head, some added pressure as something was strapped around her. Then she heard soft music, and just above it, the sound of Catherine wishing her good night.
 
The music was slightly muffled through the leather mask, but she could hear it clearly enough, and the voice which spoke just below it, just loudly enough to be heard if she focused her attention on it.
 
"You must obey your mistress," it whispered. "You are a slave. You live to give pleasure. You must always obey. You must love your mistress. You have no purpose to give pleasure. You are a low, worthless slave... "
 
On and on it droned, until she stopped listening, or at least, stopped concentrating. The blood had rushed to her head, of course, and she had a headache from hanging upside down. There was little or nothing she could do about it, however, and the buzzing between her legs began to rouse her body despite its weariness.
 
After a time a climax wracked her hanging body, and then a second. Then her body, exhausted and drained, seemed to become somewhat immune to the vibrators. A constant arousal gripped her, but hovered below the intensity needed for orgasm. Lethargic and exhausted, she drifted into a hazy stupor as the voice in her ears droned on.
 
Holly did not believe she actually slept. Things were hazy enough, however, that she could not be certain. Her awareness was at a low ebb until she sensed hands moving over her body. The world began to shake, and then she was lowered until her head touched the floor. Her shoulders soon followed, then her back. And then she was laying flat on her back, the world, still dark, spinning around her.
 
"Did you have a good rest, little slave?" Catherine's voice asked.
 
"Yes," she croaked.
 
A straw was pushed between her lips and she sucked weakly, then with more strength, swallowing what tasted like fruit juice. She continued to suck and swallow, and eventually the grumbling in her empty stomach she had hardly been aware of began to recede.
 
She felt her legs spread open, and groaned at their stiffness. Then fingers eased the vibrators out of her pussy and rectum.
 
She was rolled onto her belly, and Catherine ordered her to crawl forward. She complied, grunting, gasping and panting, wriggling and twisting across the floor towards her voice. She never seemed to get any closer, which confused her, but she knew she had to obey Catherine or be punished again.
 
"Stop."
 
She halted, collapsing, exhausted.
 
She felt hands on her wrists, then they fell apart.
 
"The stairs are in front of you. Crawl up them."
 
She pushed herself up onto all fours, then reached out blindly with her hand, patting for the stair. She found it, then began to climb, feeling Catherine's hand give her behind a squeeze as she passed her.
 
Catherine guided her down a hallway with a heavy rug on the floor, then into a room with a hard tile floor. She climbed into the tub and knelt on all fours as Catherine sprayed her with a hand shower, then soaped up her body. When she was done she was towelled dry, then led out of the bathroom and back down the stairs.
 
They went into the kitchen - she could tell by the floor and smell, and sat on her heels on the floor as Catherine and James discussed financial matters and ate what smelled like sausages, bacon and eggs and rolls.
 
Holly's mouth watered, but she knew she was not permitted to ask for breakfast. Still, she was desperately hungry, despite the fruit juice she'd had before her bath, and almost demanded her release so she could eat.
 
The sexual game they were playing was exciting and delicious, after all, but there were limits.
 
"Would you like a bit of sausage, slave?" James asked.
 
She started, then licked her lips. "Yes, master," she asked.
 
The smell of sausage grew, and she felt something brush her nose. She opened her mouth, then licked a piece of sausage out of a hand she presumed was his.
 
She chewed and swallowed, then wished she had done it more slowly.
 
"If you want more, dog, sit up and beg," Catherine said.
 
Holly's face turned to the sound of her voice, and for a moment she was confused. Then she rose off her heels, lifting her arms out and dropping her hands as though she were a dog begging.
 
She heard soft chuckles, then she felt something else nudge her lips. She licked another piece of sausage out of someone's hand.
 
"Are you going to be a good little dog today?" Catherine asked.
 
"Yes, Mistress," Holly said.
 
"What shall we do to you today, hmmm?"
 
"Fuck her brains out," James suggested.
 
"I think that's been done already."
 
A hand fed her a bit of roll, and she swallowed quickly. Another hand fingered whatever had been hanging from her sore nipples since the other day. From the feel she decided her nipples had been pierced, and wondered why it had taken her so long to realize it.
 
She was allowed to stand, then led down the stairs into the basement again. Her heart was pounding as she felt along with her feet, but not for fear of falling. She knew that the basement was both a place of pain and of wicked pleasures.
 
Catherine led her to the far end of the basement, then had her kneel, sitting on her heels. In short order her wrist restraints were clipped together behind her back and heavy leather straps circled her bent legs to keep them in that position.
 
She was forced to rise, and hold her pressure on her knees alone. They ached awfully against the cold stone, and she moaned as she had to wriggle forward, then back. A moment later she felt hands gripping her under her arms, two sets of hands. She was lifted up off the floor, and positioned with her soft pussy pad against something very thick and hard.
 
She groaned and gasped as they worked her slowly against it. She could feel how slippery it was against her sex, yet, despite the lubrication, her pussy lips could not open wide enough at first to admit it.
 
Finally they were forced back, and the thick hard object was forced inside her.
 
"Oh, fuck!" she croaked. "God! It's too biiiig."
 
They ignored her, and she was lowered further, impaled on the thing as it pushed deep into her abdomen.
 
Her knees touched the floor with the thing almost grinding against her cervix, and she panted weakly as they released her.
 
She reeled forward, then back, then forward, trying to steady herself, the thick thing inside her jamming against her insides each time she swayed in either direction.
 
A gag was pushed into her mouth, and buckled around her head. She felt her head pulled back farther and farther, then something was pushed into her rectum. It took only a moment to realize, as she tried to move her head forward, that the strap around her head had been attached to whatever was in her behind.
 
A moment later she felt her nipples stretching out, being pulled by something until they ached and stung.
 
She was left alone at that point, back arched, nipples being pulled outward, insides bulging with the stiff thing she knelt upon. Her knees were grinding against the stone floor to the point she wanted to scream - and then did.
 
Erin knocked on the door impatiently, slipping the sunglasses off her eyes and into her breast pocket.
 
A blonde woman answered, no doubt the one Holly had mentioned. She was certainly impressive, tall, statuesque, beautiful and self assured. She wore robe, and Erin felt a faint flush, wondering if she and Holly were still going at it.
 
"Yes?" the woman asked, in a clipped, upper class voice.
 
"Hi, ah, my name is Erin. I'm Holly's roommate."
 
The woman looked at her without reply.
 
"Ah, I didn't have your phone and I needed to ask Holly about something."
 
"She's tied up at the moment."
 
"Well I..."
 
Erin suddenly was quite sure the woman did not mean that metaphorically, and blushed again.
 
"Come in, Erin," the woman said, holding the door back.
 
"Ahh, no, that's all right. I can..."
 
"Come in," the woman ordered.   
 
Erin swallowed nervously, then stepped into the hall, casting an admiring look around as the woman guided her to a sitting room.
 
"I knew who you were, of course," the woman said.
 
"Ah, you did?"
 
"I recognized you."
 
"You did? I'm sorry. Have we met?"
 
"No, but I've seen some of your work."
 
Holly frowned in confusion and the woman smiled, then picked up a remote control and pointed it at a television. It came on at once, and a moment later her eyes widened as she recognized the sight of herself, nude, straddling Heather's head, gasping and moaning and demanding she lick her pussy harder.
 
"Fuck!" she cried.
 
Face blazing she stalked to the TV, then turned her head, searching for the VCR.
 
"Stop it! Turn the bloody thing off!" she demanded.
 
"Why? It's a lovely scene. I'm going to edit it into an amateur sex video I'm making and sell it."
 
Erin's jaw dropped. "You what?"
 
"Oh yes. Amateur videos are extremely popular now. People are tired of boring, mechanical fakery. They want the real thing."
 
"You can't show that to anyone! You aren't supposed to... That bitch Holly was supposed to have erased that tape! Shit! Give me that tape right bloody now!"
 
"Oh that's just a copy anyway."
 
"A copy?!"
 
"Yes. There'll be thousands of them on the market within the week."
 
Erin stared at her, appalled.
 
"You can't do that!"
 
"Certainly I can. There's money to be had, girl."
 
"You can't... you can't... I... that isn't..."
 
"You're babbling, girl."
 
"Give me back that tape, you filthy bitch!" she demanded, stalking towards her.
 
"You can buy a copy at your local X-rated video store in a week or two."
 
"I-I'll have you fucking arrested!"
 
"For what?"
 
"For... for stealing that tape!"
 
"Holly gave it to me."
 
"I don't believe you."
 
"How do you think it got here, you silly little slut?"
 
"I-I'll fucking sue you!"
 
The woman laughed in amusement.
 
"I'm sure any solicitor will be delighted to represent you, my dear, for a thousand pound deposit and a hundred odd pounds an hour. You... do have that much money, don't you?"
 
Erin stared at her helplessly.
 
"Oh what's the bother anyway? You look quite attractive."
 
The woman turned and watched the TV, where Erin was arching her back and rolling her head, gasping and moaning in pleasure.
 
"Turn it fucking off!" Erin screamed.
 
"But I like watching you, you and all this pretty long hair of yours," The woman said, reaching forward to finger her hair.
 
Erin slapped her hand back and the woman laughed lightly again.
 
"I'm not kidding. You look very hot. You have a luscious little body, a pretty face, nice high breasts, and you're very expressive. It's obvious you really enjoy being fucked."
 
"You filthy, stinking..."
 
"You could make an enormous amount of money, you know."
 
"I don't want your money!" she spat.
 
"You prefer the life of an accounting clerk scuttling along in a desperate attempt to please some stodgy old fossil?"
 
"To being a whore!? Yes!"
 
"By most people's standards you're already a whore, dear. All I'm suggesting is you get paid for it."
 
Erin glared furiously at her.
 
"Where is Holly!? I can't believe she agreed to let you sell this."
 
"I told you, she's tied up."
 
"Well unfucking tie her!"
 
"Yelling at me is no way to get what you want."
 
"What do you want me to do, beg?"
 
"Yes."
 
"You're such a sick bitch!"
 
"Some might say so," the woman said with a smile. "But I might be persuaded to find other videos to sell."
 
"You said you'd already done it," Erin said warily.
 
"I might be persuaded to undo it." The woman raised her chin.
 
"How?" Erin demanded warily.
 
"Be nice to me," the woman said.
 
"You're kidding. Holly isn't enough for you?"
 
"Nothing is ever enough for me."
 
"What do you want me to do?"
 
"Take off your clothes to start."
 
Erin made a furious sound, kicking one of the chairs, then cursing.
 
"And be very nice about it, or else."
 
"Where's Holly?"
 
"I'll show you after you take off your clothes."
 
Erin glowered at her furiously but the woman merely smiled and turned to look at the TV. On it, Erin was fucking Heather with a strap-on dildo.
 
"Please turn that off," she groaned.
 
"But you look so sexy." The woman folded her arms across her more than ample chest. "Strip," she ordered.
 
Erin glared, then slowly undid her blouse. She hesitated, then unclipped her trousers and shoved them down. She stepped out of them and stood there in bra and panties, but the woman motioned with her finger and she cursed, removing her bra, and then her panties.
 
She stood there naked, defiant, scowling.
 
"Like what you see?"
 
"It's nice. I've seen better, however."
 
"Let's get this over with."
 
"You're not being nearly nice enough, dear."
 
Erin took a deep breath, then let it out slowly.
 
"What do you want me to do?"
 
"Turn around and put your hands behind your back."
 
Erin obeyed, closing her eyes when she felt the leather close around her wrists.
 
"Let's sit down and watch some television, dear."
 
The woman led her back to a sofa, sat back, then had her sit back across her lap.
 
"Did you like it when that blonde girl used a dildo on your?" she asked, stroking her hair as she watched the television.
 
"Yes," Erin said between clenched teeth.
 
"You look it. I never like being on that end of the dildo. Still, who knows if I could get used to it. Certainly your little roommate did."
 
Erin looked away until she heard the sound of Holly crying out. She jerked her eyes back and saw the scene on the TV had changed. Now it showed Holly bent over, her arms pinned awkwardly together and then forced up. She watched the blonde woman force a big vibrator up her pussy, marvelling that Holly had been able to take something that big, much less allowed it.
 
She started, looking down as she felt the blonde woman's hand caressing her breast. Then she looked away, scowling as her skin flushed.
 
A moment later she heard a muffled cry and turned to the TV to see the blonde hitting Holly with a small whip. She stared in astonishment, for as much as Holly had gotten interested in bondage and such after her trip to London Erin had had no idea she had any interest in being on the receiving end.
 
The scene changed, and Holly was hanging by her wrists, her body stretched out quite erotically. She felt a flicker of excitement as she watched the blonde and another woman begin to whip her, to actually whip her back.
 
The scene changed again, and she let her legs shift aside as the blonde woman's hand eased down between her thighs. She watched a hooded Holly begging to be fucked, and then sodomized. She watched her crawling and begging, licking at people's fingers, then being fucked on all fours by a tall, thin man.
 
"Christ," she whispered, deeply engrossed in the lewd scenes, hardly aware of the woman's fingers stroking her pussy.
 
She watched her crawling amid four older people, watched her licking at shoes and masturbating.
 
"How did you get her to do that?" she breathed.
 
"She's a natural submissive. She adores being used."
 
Erin swallowed repeatedly, then blinked and inhaled sharply as she felt the woman's finger slip inside her.
 
The woman pulled back on her hair slowly, forcing her to lean back, then licked along her throat as she pushed two fingers into her tight pussy.
 
"Holly has told me all about her affair with you," the woman whispered. "She's told me just what you like, just how wild you get when she does... this."
 
"Uhnnggh!" Erin cried, arching her back.
 
"You like that, little one?"
 
"Ohhhhhh. Oh yeeeess!"
 
Erin moaned and rolled her hips, her legs spread wide. She turned her head and the woman kissed her on the lips. She blinked, surprised for a moment, then kissed her back.
 
 
C h a p t e r   F i v e
 
Erin slid lower and lower on the chair as the woman spread her legs wide and licked a moist trail down between her thighs. She tried to remember her anger, and it came to her once again, yet with it was an exquisite pleasure as the woman's tongue caressed her clitoris with the lightest of touches. She felt her hips roll upwards, and hated herself for it, clenching her teeth for a moment and trying to fight the sensations off.
 
Then she felt the touch of that tongue again, firmer now, slowly and teasingly swirling along the edges of her straining clitoris. She heard herself moan, then writhed upwards once more at as that tongue stroked directly across her clitty.
 
The woman eased back, and as Erin blinked her eyes in confusion, she saw the woman at her chest, a golden chain in her hands. There were two small loops at either end of the chain and as she watched dazedly she saw one being slipped around her long, erect nipple, then tightened. She felt a sting, then a harsher one and jerked in pain.
 
"Ohh!" she gasped.
 
"Shhh," the blonde whispered.
 
She slipped the other end of the chain around her other nipple, and again came a stinging, then a tight little stab as it closed tightly. Her nipples were both so erect, and long, that she could see the tiny tips protruding from the metal rings gripping them.
 
The woman smiled down at her, then gripped the centre of the chain and eased back. The chain tugged on her nipples and Erin cried out again, scrambling weakly to follow, pulling her legs together and throwing herself forward to follow.
 
The woman led her across the room to a small, antique table, opened it, and produced another chain, this one longer. She snapped it to the centre of the chain between her nipples, then smiled once more and beckoned Erin to follow.
 
She had little choice, as the woman led her down a hall and into a large kitchen. There was a door at the far end, and the woman opened it to reveal a beautiful and enormous garden spread out before them. Without hesitating the woman tugged on her leash, and Erin resisted only a moment before being pulled outside, her feet sinking into soft grass as the sun warmed her skin and made her eyes blink.
 
She looked around wildly, eyes darting to the tall hedges which surrounded the garden. They appeared to be alone and safe from prying eyes, yet still she felt a shaky at being outside as she was.
 
The garden was lush, with many flowering plants. At its far end was a wide pool, man-made but appearing rather natural, with a high terraced stone wall at the far side where a small waterfall trickled down and splashed into the pool below. 
 
The blonde woman led her to one side of the pool, to an odd looking sculpture set in concrete.
 
On a rounded stone base, an ugly looking gargoyle stood with a leering face, horns protruding from his forehead. He was made of steel, or some kind of metal, at any rate, and held a cane out at one side as if ready to swing it at someone. 
 
Several feet before it was another sculpture, this one even uglier, sharp teeth revealed as its ugly mouth leered. It held out one small hand towards the first gargoyle
 
Between the two was a stone... well, penis was what best described it. If a penis could be several feet long, rising from the ground, and then bending quite sharply a foot or so from its top. 
 
And after the thing bent it grew small bumps, like warts, perhaps, as well as a small sliver of stone an inch or two long protruding from the underside at a slight angle. The top held a bulging cockhead, fat and knobby, pointed upwards, angled away from the first gargoyle. Two narrow blocks of stone, each perhaps six or eight inches high bounded the thing for no observable reason.
 
Aside from these a single metal rod rose five feet high, with a small ring set in its top. 
 
"What an odd looking thing," Erin said wonderingly.
 
"It's the creation of one of our clients," the woman said. "He gifted us with it. Come here."
 
She tugged on the chain and Erin yelped, shuffling quickly forward onto the stone. The woman manoeuvred her before the hunchback, and Erin gasped lightly as she was backed against the stone penis and felt its tip jab her lower spine.
 
"Stand on these, dear," she ordered, pointing at the two blocks.
 
"Oh no!"
 
"Oh yes."
 
"I won't! That's s... owwww!"
 
The woman tugged sharply up on the chain and Erin's nipples stretched painful as she arched her back to ease the pain.
 
"Now dear."
 
Erin climbed shakily atop the two low concrete blocks, wincing as her nipples continued to burn.
 
"Now bend forward. That's a girl," the woman said.
 
To ensure this she pulled down on the chain, and Erin had little choice.
 
"Wh... what are you... oh!"
 
"Lift your behind, dear. Higher. Higher still. Yes, I know. I know. Just do it. Now ease back."
 
Outrage warred with fear, but both were cowed by wicked excitement as Erin felt the fat tip of the stone cock pressing against her slick opening. She whimpered as the woman's hand pushed her back hard, feeling her opening stretching and stretching, the skin taut, stinging, aching now as the stone slowly pushed forward.
 
"Oh God! Don't I... OHhh!"
 
The thing broke through, and she shuddered as she felt the cold hardness of it easing slowly upwards in her snug, hot sheath.
 
"Y-You're sick!" she panted.
 
"Yes, dear. Just obey."
 
The thing pushed deeper inside her, and Erin could feel the rough stone bumps slipping through the taut lips of her sex as several inches disappeared between them. Erin was just starting to adjust to it when she felt the stone blocks beneath her feet began to sink. Her eyes bulged, and she jerked her head about to stare at the smiling blonde woman.
 
"Don't worry, dear. You'll like it once you're used to it."
 
"Noooo!"
 
Erin could do nothing to resist. She was already impaled on the stone penis, and the woman held her easily, even casually in place as the stones lowered and her pussy was forced down deeper and deeper.
 
"Oh Fuck! Don't! No! Stop it!" she cried, starting to panic as her pussy ached, as she felt the thick hard stone burrowing higher and higher into her body. "It's too thick! It's too long! Ohhh! Owww!"
 
The woman merely smiled and held her shoulders as the stone dropped still further. Erin sobbed in pain, the thick stone and its layer of stone warts driving remorselessly upwards until cramps and aches filled her belly. It was so high now, higher than anything she had ever had inside her, higher and thicker as well, and she thought her insides would tear from the pressure.
 
Then the blocks were flush with the stone below, and the woman released her. There was no way for her to move. The thing felt so high inside her that it would have been impossible to pull herself off of it without something nearby to hold onto, and her bound hands precluded even that chance.
 
She was on her toes, bent forward with the angle of the stone penis. She fancied she could feel its coldness high against her stomach, and could not help looking down to see if her tummy bulged anywhere.
 
The woman patted her head, then pulled the chain outwards, drawing another cry from the flustered, confused young woman as her nipples stretched straight out. She slipped the chain between the fingers of the gargoyle facing her and then stepped back.
 
"What a lovely sight," she said.
 
Indeed, Erin's behind was displayed quite attractively, and her breasts pushed out cone-like, the nipples sharp points at their centres.
 
"Wh-what are you dooooing?" Erin moaned helplessly.
 
"Just putting you aside for a bit," the blonde said. "I'm busy with something else. Still, I wanted to give you an introduction to our little life, and I thought this would help."
 
Without warming she produced a small leather ball, and shoved it hard against Erin's mouth. She smiled at the anger in the girl's eyes as she jammed it deeper, then tied a narrow leather band together behind her head.
 
"You can complain all you like, my dear. We've no close neighbours in any case."
 
She turned and seemed to pat the metal hunchback, then walked slowly back to the doorway.
 
Erin stared after her, confused, then heard a metallic sound behind her. She had just begun to turn her head when she heard the hiss of something cutting through the air, then felt a sharp impact across her buttocks. She yelped in pain, jerking against the stone dildo and turning her head to look desperately behind her.
 
It was the hunchback sculpture. It was turning slowly backwards, its arm pulling back with the cane in its gnarly fist. Its eyes gleamed at her for a moment, then the arm whipped forward and the cane cracked down sharply across her buttocks once again.
 
She cried out in shock and alarm, turning to stare desperately at the blonde woman's back. She yelled to her, or tried to through the gag, but the woman ignored her, and disappeared into the doorway, closing it behind.
 
Crack!
 
She cried out again, twisting helplessly, tears starting to fill her eyes as her backside burned frightfully.
 
This was mad! It was the maddest thing she could ever have imagined, far more than she could ever have -
 
Crack!
 
She lurched in place, crying out, her toes shifting beneath her as she tried to turn or move or -
 
Crack!
 
Her bound wrists would not permit her to get her hands down to cover herself, and the gargoyle's arm drew back for another blow. She rolled her eyes despairingly towards the door.
 
Crack!
 
Crack!
 
Crack!
 
Her backside ached fiercely, and her every movement ground her pussy down on the thick stone impaling her. Yet even with these distractions, and the sharp aching in her nipples, she found the pain in her toes outweighing them. She simply could not hold herself up on them any longer, and she cried out into the gag as she lowered and the stone drove yet higher.
 
She screamed, her head thrashing. For a moment she felt as though she were actually held aloft by the thing. Yet something seemed to shift within her and the thing lurched deeper, dropping her to the balls of her feet.
 
She felt something else then, for as she slid downwards the sliver of stone on the underside pressed up against her groin. She could feel it against the top of her sex, even now, though she paid it little heed.
 
Crack!
 
Crack!
 
Crack!
 
She screamed in anguish, then collapsed, tears spilling from her eyes as she stared at the leering face of the gargoyle before her. It looked back at her sadistically, and then her eyes bulged as it seemed to move. It DID move! Or at least, it's arm did. It suddenly jerked backwards, and she felt her nipples scream as it stretched them even further.
 
The arm came forward once again immediately, and she stared at it in shock even as the cane lashed her behind again. The gargoyle grinned at her, unmoving, then just as she pulled her eyes free it jerked its arm back again. Again she screamed, her nipples threatening to tear loose, the skin of her breasts tightening.
 
Crack!
 
She was going to go mad! This was the most bizarre sexual attack she had ever heard of. The woman was insane!
 
Her feet shook, and she felt herself easing lower. She fought it desperately, crying out in anguish, yet she slipped lower. The stone pushed higher into her body, and then she noticed the sliver of stone running up the underside. It was pushing in quite hard against the top of her mons now. It seemed the lower her body went the less space there was between it and the stone impaling her. Already it was pinching her rather firmly, pressing directly against her clitoris, in fact.
 
She stared up at the sun above, her mind giving up all resistance as she realized the hopelessness of her position.
 
Crack!
 
Crack!
 
Crack!
 
Her eyes dulled as she stared at the gargoyle, widening only occasionally as it yanked on her nipples. The blows struck her bottom slowly, predictably, and her flesh reddened and shook under the impact. The fullness within her was immense now, and she moaned softly as her feet shook and she dropped still lower. She had almost fully enveloped the thing now, and the stone sliver at its bottom was grinding against her clitoris quite cruelly.
 
A mad place. A mad world. A sexual prisoner of a woman with lewd and cruel desires.
 
Crack!
 
Her head jerked back and she groaned into the gag, her body shifting, the stone jabbing painfully into her insides, the sliver grinding against her clitoris.
 
The gargoyle before her tugged back on the chain and her nipples burned.
 
Crack!
 
She shifted on the stone, shuddering as the sliver ground against her clitoris. She felt a terrible heat down there. It had been the heat of pain and discomfort, but now her dazed eyes blinked at the change in sensations.
 
Her body leapt at any distraction from the pain, and she realized then that it was pleasure she felt, a strange, dark kind of physical pleasure. She made no effort to fight it off, simply stared as it swirled around her, building its heat.
 
She looked at the gargoyle and it leered back.
 
Crack!
 
Her body ground against the harsh stone and she moaned, her head coming back. What was happening to her, she wondered weakly.
 
Crack!
 
She jerked forward, moaning, and her feet pushing up, raising her onto her toes. She felt the cold stone withdrawing, felt each bump as it slid through the straining lips of her sex. She felt the pressure against her clitoris ease.
 
But she could not hold herself aloft. Her feet were too weak, and she slid back down. The sensation was indescribable as the stone pushed back up inside her, each bump jolting her as it slipped inside her. 
 
And then the sliver pushed against her clitoris, pushed harder, and harder as she slid lower. It ached wonderfully, then terribly, and her insides felt vast, able to hold anything.
 
Her eyes rolled, and she whimpered.
 
Crack!
 
Her feet shook as she raised herself to the balls, then her toes.
 
Crack!
 
She slid back with a long, quavering cry, half pain, half wonder, then shook with a quickly building violence. Her feet dropped flat on the stone and her eyes bulged. Her clitoris was jammed in against the small crack at the base of the sliver, and her entire lower body exploded.
 
Her hair covered her eyes as her head whipped back and forth. Orgasmic energy roared through her mind and body, and her torso jerked spastically against the impaling stone. She arched her back, despite the tight burning in her nipples, instinctively trying to straighten.
 
She felt the hard stone pressing against her insides, pressing against her abdomen until the pain drove her back.
 
Crack!
 
"What do you think of her?"
 
"Quite nice. You're making a good start here."
 
Catherine nodded as she watched the girl through the window.
 
"I wouldn't have believed such... ordinary girls would respond so well."
 
"Get them when they're young," Catherine said with a smile.
 
"They're just out of school, working class, with nothing before them but dull, dreary, low paying service jobs. They're still aching for excitement, for something beyond their dull little town lives. I think we've got our first two slaves."
 
"What about the other two?"
 
"The blonde seems likely, from how Holly describes her. The little American girl will be more difficult because of her family. She sounds quite submissive, however."
 
"You were quite lucky to stumble on Holly."
 
"Yes, it took us months to get the first girl last time around. I think we'll be in operation much sooner here."
 
James leaned forward, watching the brunette's movements grow more desperate. She was riding the stone dildo for all she was worth now, her legs driving her up and down as she writhed under the sun.
 
"She's not going to hurt herself on that, is she?"
 
"She'll be awfully sore down there in the morning," Catherine said, amused. "But no, nothing permanent."
 
She turned and gazed up at him. "She'll be too sore for your cock, my dear, but I'm sure you'll settle for that pretty little behind."
 
"For now," he said, smiling faintly.    
 
Out in the yard Erin stared dazedly at the leering gargoyle, her mind swamped by confusion and pleasure. Her legs ached, her entire body ached, and a third massive orgasm had drained her to the point of collapse. Yet she could not drop to the ground as she so desperately desired.
 
Crack!
 
"Pleeeeassseeeee!" she cried into the gag.
 
Her body strained, her nipples burning, and she glared at the insolent gargoyle as it eased back on the chain once more.
 
The stone was slick now, yet her thighs and feet ached ferociously. She pushed herself up and forward, back aching, as well.
 
Crack!
 
Was there any skin left on her backside, she wondered. But she did not really care. The pleasure held her in its thrall and she slowly worked her way up to her toes once again, only to drop back heavily, grunting as the stone thrust back inside her. She rolled her hips, twisting on the thing, feeling the pressure of it as it twisted inside her, groaning into the gag as her clitoris ground against the sliver.
 
One of the gargoyles tugged on the chain just as the other gave her backside another blow, and tears filled her eyes. She rose up again, and again, the pleasure giving her a frantic strength. She was rutting now, grunting as she rode up and down, eyes rolling, skin streaming sweat. The orgasm flashed through her and she screamed in joyous release. 
 
 
C h a p t e r   S i x
 
Gwen felt a churning in the pit of her belly as James's fingers caressed the underside of her right breast. He caught her nipple between thumb and forefinger and rolled it expertly, the thin, elastic of her dress doing nothing to hinder him. A crackling sexual electricity seemed to envelope her entire breast, and she moaned helplessly.
 
She felt daring and wanton, going this far with a man she barely knew. Still, he must have been all right. Holly, who certainly didn't like many men, had called her, feeling out of it with a cold, apparently, and asked her to show him what sights there were in St. Thomas.
 
And James was handsome, sleekly muscular, and very sophisticated seeming. He was also surprisingly old. She guessed he was nearly thirty, which would make him more than ten years older than she. She'd dated older men before, of course, but it always made her feel rather smug about her own attractiveness.
 
She was hot, and knew it, and loved it. Her blonde hair danced along her shoulders, her full breasts made a satisfyingly noticeable protrusion beneath her tight, elastic mini dress. Her legs were long and lush beneath the very short skirt, and her heels straddled the narrow line between being sluttishly high and just daringly so.
 
He grinned and drew back, and she grinned as well.
 
They were in what passed for a dance club in St. Thomas, or rather, just outside the town. It wasn't fancy, but the lights were low, the drinks cheap, and the music loud. James was probably the oldest person there, and she felt sluttishly proud of herself whenever another girl noticed him.
 
The music changed again, a very popular number coming up, but James drew her back to their table, and sat down, pulling her across his lap. She giggled and kissed him. They were mostly alone in the corner of the room, everyone else rising to dance, and she swallowed excitedly as she felt his hand caress her inner thigh and slip higher.
 
"You're a wicked man," she whispered.
 
"People have said that about me," he replied, his fingers stroking her just below her panties.
 
She turned her head to look just as his fingers began to stroke her, and she jerked her head back, spreading her legs slightly as his hand worked beneath her skirt.
 
"I-if you do much of that I shall... embarrass us," she panted.
 
"I can't be embarrassed."
 
She sighed, her nipples painfully erect as she began to grind herself against him.
 
"Oh yes!" she gasped.
 
Again she turned to make sure no one was watching, and he used the opportunity to slip his fingers beneath her panties and wriggle one up inside her.
 
"We... why don't we g-go somewhere?" she breathed.
 
"I like it here," he said, mouthing one of her nipples through her top.
 
"B-but there are... people about," she moaned.
 
His finger pushed deeper, and a thumb stroked up against her clitty.
 
"Ooooooo. God, don't!"
 
"You don't like that."
 
"I...I'm loud when I... Ohhh."
 
"Ahh, I see."
 
His hand drew back slightly, and she felt both relief and regret. But then she felt his fingers close on the thin elastic band, tugging her thong panties down her thighs. She gasped, staring at him.
 
"What are you doing!?"
 
"Shh," he ordered, sliding them out from beneath her skirt.
 
She resisted feebly, but he easily fended her hand off, slipping them down her legs and off.
 
"Open your mouth," he ordered.
 
She blinked at him, but obeyed, and she was startled a moment later to have his hand come up over her mouth, her wadded up panties pushing inside.
 
She struggled only a moment, shocked but aroused, letting him push them into her mouth and closing her lips behind them.
 
"That should quiet you," he said, his eyes mocking.
 
Then his hand was beneath her skirt once more, and she squirmed helplessly, feeling wild and sluttish and daring as the pleasure grew and tightened its grip on her mind.
 
Then he drew back and stood up. She would have fallen had he not held her tightly, and she blinked her blue eyes in confusion and disappointment. He winked and led her down the hall. It was somewhat darker here, without the flashing lights, for nothing was here but the door to the mens loo.
 
There was a small alcove where a phone hung on the wall and he turned her abruptly, pushing her into it, his large, powerful body pressing her back as he kissed her.
 
She moaned, her arms going around him as his hands cupped her bottom. Then he gripped the hem of her dress, and before she could even think to protest he yanked it upwards, the dress peeling up her body until it caught under her arms. A quick and forceful yank drew her arms up and the dress came off over her head, leaving her naked but for her heels.
 
Her protests were blocked by the panties still inside her mouth as he forced her back, jerking her legs apart. She felt the coolness of the air on her flesh as he unzipped, and she stared past his shoulder at the hall, gaping, stunned, and then wildly roused as she felt his cock pressing against her thigh.
 
He thrust himself inside her, jerking her up and back against the wall, and the small counter beneath the phone. Her right leg rose up, curling behind him, and his hand gripped her buttock tightly as he thrust hard and brutally into her body.
 
Still shocked, gasping and panting, she could only endure his furious assault, moaning with the daring and excitement even as his body hurt her with the force he used.
 
Someone passed by, and she heard a throaty chuckle. But her body was almost covered by his, and he was thrusting again and again, jerking her up off her foot with the force of it.
 
And God but it felt good having him inside her. It hurt, yes, but her mind danced with lust as her breasts jiggled and shook and her hands clawed at his shoulders.
 
She came with a long wail of joy which was caught in the wad of wet panties stuffed in her mouth. She shook and trembled against him, eyes unseeing as his thick cock pumped into her and his heavy body crushed her against the wall.
 
Then, still dazed, he drew back and pulled her with him. Her dress was on the floor, but he ignored it. He pulled her back up the hall, naked, half dragging, half carrying her. Two men passed them, staring at her in shock and delight, and she felt a stab of embarrassment and another of wanton delight.
 
She snatched the panties from her mouth. "W-wait!"
 
He led her to the fire door and slammed it open, dragging her out into the night.
 
"My dress!"
 
The door closed behind them as she pulled free, and she turned, punching at it. She was naked in the small parking lot alongside the club.
 
"You have to go back for my dress," she said.
 
"You don't need clothes. I like you naked."
 
"I don't care what..."  
 
And then he was against her again, slamming her back against the door hard enough to stun her, his lips on hers, his hand jammed between her thighs, fingers working at her sex.
 
She squirmed and moaned, but his fingers were incredible, and she began to roll her hips against him as the sexual heat caught at her once more. Her panties dropped to the ground and she felt her body melting against him.
 
Then she was staring at the ground, up across his shoulder as he carried her towards his car. She marvelled at it, feeling another hot surge of lust at his power and strength. What a man to give herself to! 
 
He set her down and then abruptly his hand caught at the back of her neck, bending her over. She winced as her plump breasts were crushed against the bonnet of a car, the cold metal shocking her momentarily.
 
"Spread your legs, slut," he ordered.
 
His hand shot between her thighs and he squeezed her sopping puss, and she arched her back without orders, moaning. She felt a finger thrust into her, then a second, then a third. He began to jab them into her, using her, stabbing her with them as she felt a crushing wave of excitement.
 
The lights of a car swept over them and she blinked blearily. He hesitated only briefly, then called out. She saw a man come over, no, two, and she cringed even while basking in her own abuse.
 
"Want to use her?" James asked. "Look at how ready she is. She wants a cock in her."
 
His fingers pulled free and he forced her legs apart with his knee.
 
The two men were about her age, little more than boys then, but both wide-eyed and shocked at the sight of her. She recognized one. He'd been a year ahead of her at school. Philip was his name. They'd never hung around together, but the shock of recognition made her feel like the worst trollop in town.
 
"Go on. Use her. You'll not get another chance," James said.
 
She tried to rise, but his grip tightened on the back of her neck. Then the boy she didn't know moved behind her. She heard his zip going down, then felt him against her. She moaned in denial and wanton joy as he entered her, pumping fast.
 
The other two looked on, James still holding the back of her neck until he had finished. Then Philip moved in, his hands trembling as they alighted on her flesh, sliding along her ribs to fill themselves with her breasts.
 
He tore at his pants, and then thrust himself inside her, pumping as furiously as the other had done, and finishing just as quickly, leaving her breathless.
 
James chuckled as he pulled her up and back, and her eyes darted away from the others as he led her to his car, opened it, and pushed her inside.
 
She sank back, moaning, stunned at what he had just done, at what she had just done.
 
"Oh my God," she moaned.
 
The car started with a growl and the lights came on, showing the two still staring at her and talking. She moved to cross her arms across her breasts as the car shot forward and turned, leaving the lot and bumping over the pavement before turning onto the street.
 
"You're flipping mad," she whispered.
 
"We're just getting started, love."
 
"I... I need my clothes."
 
"I like you naked."
 
"I'll be arrested!"
 
"Don't worry about it."
 
He sped up, and the Mercedes turned sharply, racing into the night. She shoved her fingers through her hair, still shocked, shaking her head in slow amazement.
 
Then the car stopped suddenly. They were at the side of a small road. Nothing was on either side but grass and weeds. He got out and came around the car, opening the door and dragging her out. His hand caught at the back of her neck again, forcing her to her knees, then onto all fours.
 
A moment later she grabbed at something as he tightened it around her throat, panic rearing up, then subsiding as she realized it was a collar.
 
"What are you doing?!"
 
There was a leash attached to it, and he stood up, grinning.
 
"Crawl, you bitch."
 
She gaped at him, and he pulled the slim belt from the loops of his pants, doubling it in his fist, then swinging it at her bottom.
 
"Ooww!"
 
She tried to rise, but he forced her back again. "Crawl!"
 
Whimpering in confusion and some fear she obeyed, crawling along the side of the road. He held the leash, walking alongside her.
 
"A bitch in heat is what you are," he commented, the belt swinging from his other hand. "Shake your ass, bitch. Wag it at the world. Show the world what you want."
 
He was mad! But it was such a wicked and irresistible madness that she felt that hot surge of excitement once more. What a story this would make for the girls!
 
She crawled like the bitch in heat he claimed she was, the weeds brushing her breasts as her fingers moved through grass and dirt.
 
He stopped.
 
"Do you feel hot?"
 
"I-I...yes," she panted.
 
"Finger yourself."
 
She moaned, shaking her head, but the belt cracked across her behind and she obeyed, sliding a hand between her breasts, down between her thighs to finger her pussy.
 
"Raise your arse higher, you bitch, and spread those legs."
 
Again he struck her backside, and again she obeyed, thrusting a finger inside herself and desperately stroking her clitoris as he watched.
 
How degrading, she thought dazedly, how wickedly degrading and sluttish!
 
He dropped the leash, moving behind her to watch, and she felt even more turned on. She had abandoned all sense of dignity and pride now. Her body and mind were fully attuned to the sexual need between her legs, and nothing else mattered.
 
The belt cracked across her buttocks and she let out a sob of pain mixed with pleasure.
 
"Holly told me just what kind of a whore you are," he said, swinging the belt again.
 
She wanted to deny it, in a way, yet revelled in it. Yes! She was a filthy little whore! A bitch in heat!
 
The belt whipped down again and again as she fingered herself, as her hips rolled and her movements grew more and more desperate. she felt the climax building up inside her, the pressure almost unbearable as her entire body thrummed with need.
 
He dropped behind her, and she screamed as he stabbed his cock into her. He gripped her hair in one hand, yanking it back cruelly, drawing another shriek from the near mindless blond. His hips pounded against her, his cock a triphammer as it ripped in and out of her velvet sheath. His right hand slapped at her breast, then seized it, twisting and squeezing to draw another scream.
 
It was all madness. She felt as though she were going mad, as though the world were spinning and jolting and bouncing wildly. She came powerfully, the orgasm tearing through her nervous system as he rode her wildly and savagely.
 
Her arms collapsed, then her legs, and still he rode her, rode her to another climax before tearing loose. She fell flat on the ground now, her face in the dirt and grass. He spread her legs wider, and she felt his hardness at her rectum.
 
"Noooo," she moaned in a small voice.
 
He forced himself into her, and she writhed in pain, for he was not gentle. He drove deeper, burying his cock in her tight, seldom used back passage before beginning to pound it in and out.
 
He tore at her hair again, forcing her head around, and his teeth bit into the side of her throat. She wondered if he were a vampire, a real vampire, wondered if he was killing her.
 
Yet she didn't care, not really. She grunted as his hips pounded against her buttocks, grunted as his cock tore back and forth through her rectum, as his hands slapped at her head or backside.
 
Then he collapsed atop her, crushing her into the dirt as his hot breath steamed against her cheek.
 
"Randy little slut dog," he whispered.
 
He got to his feet slowly, doing up his trousers as she lay panting for breath there at his feet. He smiled and reached down, gripping a fist full of hair and dragging her upwards, ignoring her cry of pain. He hauled her back to the car and opened the boot, then heaved her inside and slammed it shut.
 
She groaned weakly, staring into the darkness, still breathing heavily. Her hands moved slowly over her body, and she winced lightly as she felt the warmth and wetness of her pussy. She rolled her head slowly, still shocked at how the night had turned out, and then wondered, with no small measure of anxiety, what was to come.
 
The car continued to move quickly, the ride much rougher in the boot than it had seemed up front. She reached around her for something to cover herself with but the boot, aside from herself, seemed empty.
 
The car stopped and she felt a tremble of fear shake her even as she squeezed her pussy lightly. She turned onto her side as the boot opened, and she blinked up at him.
 
"Come on out," he ordered, taking her arm.
 
She started to climb out but he lifted her up and over his shoulder, then turned and carried her into a house of some kind.
It was certainly a rich house, and luxuriously decorated. He set her down on a plush rug in a sitting room decorated in antique furniture, then quickly bent her across the back of a chair.
 
He yanked open the drawer of the table next to it and she felt something thick and hard pushing between her thighs.
 
"Wait! What are... ohhhh!"
 
He forced it into her, and as she writhed and twisted she realized it was a dildo of some sort, a thick one which strained the opening of her sex.
 
"God! What are you... Fuck!"
 
He jammed it high inside her, holding her down as he had when those two men had used her. Indignation warred with excitement as he began to thrust it in and out of her hungry pussy. She groaned weakly, gasping and panting as her insides grew hotter. She grunted as he shoved it fully inside, burying it within her silken depths.
 
His hand moved back, then she felt something else pressing against her anus.
 
"Oh, Jesus!" she moaned.
 
As he had with the first, he worked the second dildo into her anus and started pumping it in and out. She wriggled and moaned and protested, but he ignored her, thrusting it in faster and faster until he buried it deep and slapped at her anal opening to help it close behind.
 
Then she was up across his shoulders, both of them, this time, as he carried her through the house to a doorway in the kitchen. A set of stairs led downwards, and she rode his shoulders to the bottom, then through a dark stone basement filled with sinister looking shapes and shadows.
 
He set her down briefly, gripping one wrist and holding it up and out. There were two wooden posts, one on either side of her, like shadowy sentries, and as she watched, still muddled, he wrapped a leather strap around her wrist. He let go the wrist and took her other hand, and she saw the strap was attached to the post, high up.
 
She shuddered as he wrapped the other tightly around her wrist, then bent, roughly pulling her legs apart, strapping them that way, as well. He reached up and switched on a small, narrowly focused light. It lit up her body, yet only served to make the remainder of the area seem darker still.
 
He went away, leaving her like that, for a brief time. There was a large mirror set against the wall, and she stared at her image, transfixed, watching her breasts rise and fall, her hair a tangled mass around her face.
 
She heard him speak, and turned her head to watch him coming. At first she did not notice anyone besides him, then she thought he led a dog along. Moments later as they came into the light, she saw he was leading a woman who crawled along beside him on the end of a leash.
 
She blushed hotly, her wrists and ankles automatically pulling
against the straps. But she made no protest, watching the leather hooded woman crawl closer. She saw small metal balls dangling below her, and as she halted, then sat back on her heels she saw her nipples were pierced, and the balls were two metal weights tugging down on them.
 
Another such metal weight hung from a tiny chain dangling from her pussy, which was also pierced at the bottom of her labia.
 
"Lick this whore for me," James ordered.
 
The woman moved forward, her mouth the only visible skin above her shoulders, and her tongue began to lick up and down Gwen's moist opening. Again she wanted to protest, yet did not, too bound up in this wicked game they were playing.
 
James watched, and she flushed under his eyes as she felt the woman's tongue begin to caress her sensitive clitoris. Her legs spasmed as she instinctively sought to push herself forward, and though she made some attempt to hide her arousal she soon gave it up as hopeless.
 
James moved behind her as the woman licked, and then his hand slapped against her buttocks sharply enough to draw a startled cry from her lips.
 
"Whore," he said.
 
 
C h a p t e r   S e v e n
 
Heather had barely gotten inside the door when they descended on her. Her father, mother, uncle, two older brothers, all screaming abuse, pushing and slapping at her, calling her names. She was bewildered. She yelled at them, trying to understand what they were so angry at, so furious about. Her father called her a whore. Her mother said she was an evil girl. Her uncle actually spit on her!
 
They slapped at her, and she was knocked back against the wall, then onto the floor. She was a disgrace to the family, a prostitute. She had shamed them all. They tore at her clothes, and ripped them from her body, then, nude, she was thrown physically out the door, which was slammed behind her.
 
She lay sprawled on the walk for a moment, stunned, naked. She scrambled to her feet, trying to cover her nudity from gawking passersby, and slapped at the door, begging them to let her in, to explain what she had done wrong. She had a terrible sinking feeling they had found out about her relationship with Holly, yet surely she could somehow explain and apologise.
 
A dark car glided to a halt at the end of the walk and a tall, blonde woman emerged.
 
"You'd best get in here, Heather, dear, before the police come and haul you off for indecency," the woman called.
 
Despairingly, Heather gave the door a final slap, then, trying to cover herself as best she could with her small hands, scurried down the walk and threw herself into the back of the car.
 
There was a man in front, and she turned her eyes away, drawing her legs up to try to protect her nudity from his leering eyes. The woman got in and closed the door, and the car started forward.
 
"My, my. They didn't seem at all happy about your little adventure in feminine love," the woman said.
 
Heather stared at her, then dropped her eyes, her mind stunned.
 
"I can't imagine how they found that tape," the woman said, shaking her head.
 
"T-t-tape?"
 
"Yes, the one of you and Holly and Gwen and Erin. I thought you looked quite nice in it, but apparently tastes differ."
 
Heather's jaw dropped, and she stared in dawning horror, recalling the game they had played with the video camera, the things it had witnessed.
 
"B-but Holly erased that!" she cried.
 
The woman shook her head and smiled. "No, I told her not to."
 
"You!?"
 
"I'm her mistress. She has to do what I tell her, you see."
 
Heather gaped at her.
 
"As I said, you looked quite nice in that little video, quite enthusiastic, as well, especially when Holly was using that big strap-on dildo on you."
 
Heather burned with shame, dropping her eyes.
 
"So, what are you going to do now? I assume you'll be looking for a place to stay. As it happens I have plenty of room. Holly is there now, so I'm sure you won't be bored."
 
"Do-do you have something I can cover myself with?" she gulped.
 
"Why would you want to do that, dear? You have a delicious little body. You're small, true, but quite womanly. Your breasts, in particular..."
 
Her hand reached out and tried to touch Heather's breast. Heather drew back into the corner, her arms across her chest, eyes wide.
 
"You'll have to learn to be obedient to my wishes, dear," the blonde said, steel in her voice now. "Drop your arms."
 
"Please I..."
 
"Now!" the woman snapped.
 
Not knowing what to do, the girl obeyed, staring down at her lap as the blonde caressed her breasts and fingered her nipples.
 
"I think you'll be an ideal addition to the household," she said with a smile.
 
She let her hands trail off, but continued to smile as the car sped up, heading out of town. Heather sat in miserable, shamed silence, desperately aware of the man in the front seat, and his eyes flicking to her in the mirror, horrified at the thought of her family watching that video, watching her naked and having sex with other girls, hearing her cry out in pleasure and lust. It was unbearable! 
 
The car pulled up before a tall hedge, or at least, she thought it was, at first. Then a gate opened and it turned into a driveway, pulling up before a manor house. The man got out, came around, and opened the rear door for the blonde woman. She took Heather's hand and got out.
 
Heather felt the cold pavement beneath her bare feet and cringed, reeling from how her life had been shattered so quickly. The man smiled at her and she dropped her eyes.
 
"Don't try to cover yourself," the woman ordered, slapping at her wrists. 
 
Heather obeyed, and the woman took her hand and led her up the walk and into the house. They immediately climbed the stairs to a second floor and went down a hall and into a large bedroom.
 
"I've always loved American woman," the woman said. "They bodies are so neat, and their minds are all repressed lust."
 
She began to strip, and Heather dropped her eyes to the floor. When the woman was naked she started towards Heather, and in a panic the American girl broke and ran for the door. The woman caught her in a grip like iron and dragged her back, flinging her onto the bed. Then she was atop her, her soft body rubbing against Heather as the panicky girl wriggled and begged to be freed.
 
That only seemed to arouse the woman more, as her lips came down on Heather's with crushing force, and her hands raced over her body. She yanked her legs apart, sliding her own between, scissoring them and pressing her own hot groin in against Heather's.
 
She began to grind herself roughly and furiously against the whimpering girl's mons, leering down at her, eyes full of conquest and lust. She lifted one of Heather's legs up and jammed it back, grinding her sex directly against Heather's, her hands pinching and squeezing her breasts.
 
"You belong to me now," she panted. "You're mine to do with as I wish!"
 
She jammed her leg back even harder, slapping her very wet pussy against Heather's, then laughed, slapping at her face. Her movements became more frantic, and her powerful hands dug into Heather's flesh as she ground her pussy back and forth against Heather's
 
Then she shuddered and began to slow. She drew in a long, shaky breath and eased back, sliding her tongue over Heather's face, licking at her tears.
 
"I own you, little one," she whispered. "Don't forget that for a single second."
 
She rolled off onto her back, leaving Heather panting and whimpering.
 
"Lick me," the woman ordered.
 
She slapped at her when she was slow to obey, and Heather turned herself, staring at the woman's sex through blurry eyes. Another slap set her in motion, and she crawled between her legs, tentatively pushing her tongue out and beginning to lick.
 
"You have a lot to learn," the woman said. "Fortunately for you I'm an excellent teacher."
 
She heard movement behind her, and saw motion out of the corner of her eye, yet as if anticipating her the woman gripped her hair, forcing her face back to her groin.
 
"Lick," she ordered coldly.
 
It was the man, and she trembled as he dropped his pants and climbed onto the bed behind her.
 
"I understand you're a virgin," the woman said. "Pity we couldn't prove that. If Holly hadn't broken your cherry we could sell it off for a nice price. But as it is... I think James will enjoy being the first."
 
She felt the softness of his organ against her opening, and groaned aloud as his hands caressed her buttocks. She had already been raped by the woman, and now she was to be raped by the man, as well. He thrust himself into her, and the shame rose once again, even as the woman jammed her face down into her wet pussy.
 
The man raped her with almost casual ease, his thick organ sliding back and forth in her pussy as his hands roamed her body. He felt different than the dildos Holly had used on her, much nicer, in a way, she thought. Still, she was mortified and miserable throughout, as the woman came a second time, then the man emptied himself in her womb.
 
"James, take her down and introduce her to our other long haired girl," the blonde woman sighed, stretching out languorously. "I think all that lovely long hair can be put to very good use."
 
The man smiled and pulled on his pants as Heather stared down at the bed, shamed beyond belief.
 
She followed him meekly down the hall and watched him open a narrow door at the bottom of a steep stairway. He motioned her up, and she obeyed only reluctantly, jumping as she felt his hand on her bottom.
 
The attic was carpeted luxuriously, which surprised her, as did the soft chairs spread about, and the gleaming surfaces of polished wooden frames. She gasped at sight of one, for a girl stood strapped to it, and she recognized the girl.
 
"Erin!?"
 
"Yeah, Erin's really getting off on this, aren't you?" the man said, going up to the brunette and squeezing one of her breasts.
 
The other girl was impaled on a thick wooden post, her pussy lips straining tightly. Her arms were pulled back behind her and yanked down hard, so that her entire upper body was bowed back. Her long hair was bound into a careful tail which was drawn down hard, attached to some object had been pushed into her rectum. Thus her head was almost upside down, her mouth gaping.
 
Her nipples strained upwards at least two inches above her cone-shaped breasts, for each had a wire tied around it and the wires were pulled taut, leading up to a bar several feet above her body. A clip of some kind was attached to the top of her mons, to her clitoris, Heather saw in appalled fascination, and a weight hung from it by a thin wire.
 
She was so shocked as she stared that she hardly noticed, at first, when the man moved behind her and began to pull her hair together at the top of her head.
 
"Wh-what are you doing?" she gulped, trying to pull away.
 
"Stay still," he barked, and the meek girl obeyed, trembling.
 
"You and her already know each other, so you should like this."
 
He bound her hair together with surprising expertise, braiding it tightly. Heather's heart quivered when she saw Erin's was done in the same manner.
 
He led her across the room by the hair, then reached up high to where a hook hung from a chain. Heather had only an instant to see he had somehow tied or braided a ring into the end of her braided hair before he slipped the ring over the hook. He brought a catch piece across and then locked it into place, preventing the ring from being pulled free.
 
He smiled at her then as he moved to the wall.
 
"Wha...what are you doing?" she gulped.
 
He turned a crank and she screamed as she felt the tension rise in her scalp.
 
"No!" she screamed as she realized his intent.
 
She rose to her toes, her eyes tearing as she screamed again. Her hands shot up and she grabbed the hook as it rose higher still, pulling her off her feet.
 
He seemed content to leave her like that, arms unbound, toes a few inches from the floor. He returned to Erin, and Heather whimpered in terror, trying to unbind her hair. It was all hooked together at the end with that ring thing, and her fingers could not feel how to open it and release herself.
 
Her arms were already tired, for she was not an athletic girl. She clung desperately to the hook as her hands heated and tired.
 
"Please let me down! Please!" she cried.        
 
The man ignored her, releasing Erin instead. The girl groaned loudly as her nipples were unbound and she was lifted off the post impaling her. She swayed and her eyes seemed unfocused, no doubt dizzy from her head being upside down.
 
But Heather did not care. Her hands were slipping on the hook, and she sobbed as the tension in her hair rose. The man approached, bringing Erin with him, but he paid her no mind, and Erin only eyed her dazedly.
 
Erin's hair was lifted up and another hook was fixed into it and locked in place, then she too was raised up. She screamed at the pain, her hands pawing ineffectually at the hook, but she was already too weak and dazed to do anything. She screamed and screamed, and soon Heather joined her as her hands failed and her weight came down fully on her hair.
 
The man ignored their screams and pleas as he shifted the two hooks closer together, jerking and bouncing the girls hanging by their hair until their lips were touching.
 
He grinned at them and produced two small rounded bolt like devices. They appeared hollow, but inside were two spring-loaded wires. He pushed Heather back slightly, ignoring the scream this brought, and slid the end of one bolt over Erin's right nipple. Since it was already throbbing and swollen this proved quite easy to do, and at a touch the wire snapped closed around it.
 
She cried out, but that was a mere trickle in a sea of pain, and she paid it little mind. The man reached in and pinched and twisted Heather's nipple cruelly, then as it swelled up brought their bodies together, breast to breast, nipple to nipple. He fitted the other end of the small, hollow device over her nipple and the other wire snapped closed.
 
He moved to the other side of the two wriggling, sobbing girls, and repeated his actions with the other bolt, locking their nipples together. Heather could not see the things any more, for she could not lower her head at all. But the sharpness of the bite led her fingers to it, and she tried to pry it loose, again to no avail.
 
The man chuckled. "There's a trick to removing these, and since neither of you know it, or can see to do it, you'll be wasting your time trying," he said.
 
He produced a small tube. It was only an inch or two long, quite pliable, and made mostly of rubber or elastic. The heads on either end were metal, however, and as he shoved Heather to one side and fingered Erin's clitoris both girls could only guess its purpose.
 
When Erin's screams grew in volume and sharpness Heather sobbed in anticipation, and sure enough she saw one end of the device hung from the top of her sex, affixed to her clitoris.
 
The man fitted them carefully together, his hands working between them to fit the other end of the device to Heather's clitoris. She gagged and screamed, feeling her stomach heave as the thing bit down no her clitoris with a powerful bite.
 
Both girls were slapping feebly at him, by then, but he only laughed, and with their bodies pressed so tightly together now trying to get their hands on the thing was almost impossible without causing it to pull very sharply against them.
 
Nevertheless he brought Heather's hands together behind Erin's back and cuffed her restraints there, then did the followed suit with Erin's restraints.
 
A long, thick, double-headed dildo followed, bent double, then forced up their pussies from underneath. When he released it the pressure of the elastic toy trying to unfold ensured it would not slip out.
 
"You girls have fun now," he called as he headed for the stairway.
 
Gwen gasped and tried to raise her head as a blonde woman appeared in the basement. That was surprisingly hard to do. She was hanging spreadeagled between four posts, horizontal, her breasts hanging straight down, with clips fitted to her nipples dangling weights. Her body felt ready to pull apart at an instant, and cramps made her limbs and back ache.
 
"Hello, dear," the blonde said.
 
She brought the hooded girl again, and as Gwen looked on unlocked the hood and slipped it up and off.
 
She didn't know why she wasn't surprised to see Holly's pale, sweating face. She had not thought of her, for some reason, but now that she was revealed everything fit well together.
 
Holly was blinking her eyes in the dim light as though she were staring into the sun, and Gwen wondered how long she'd had her hood on.
 
"Because you've been so good," the blonde said. "We've decided to give you your face back... for now."
 
"Th-thank you, miss," Holly whispered, rubbing and scratching at her face.
 
"Your hair is filthy, of course. But we can take care of that."
 
Gwen's head fell again as the woman led Holly to a corner and stood her over a drain. She picked up a small shower on the end of a hose and wetted her down, then soaped up her hair and quickly washed her and body.
 
"Can I... can I be let down," Gwen called tiredly.
 
"No, dear, not until you pass the test," the woman called.
 
"What test?" she groaned.       
 
This was all very exciting but her body ACHED!
 
The woman appeared before her again, holding Holly by the arm.
 
"Shall we show her the test, Holly dear?"
 
Holly's body glistened wetly, and she seemed to tremble.
 
"Y-yes, miss," she whispered.
 
The woman smiled and moved away, returning with a long, thin crop.
 
"Do you think you can pass our little test?" she asked.
 
She turned and snapped her fingers at Holly. The girl obediently brought her hands back behind her head and arched her back strongly.
 
The woman gave Gwen a smile, then swung the crop down across Holly's breasts.
 
Gwen gasped in shock, fear and alarm, yet felt a dark tinge of arousal at the sight. 
 
Holly cried out much louder, and her body jerked violently. But she held her position as a red welt appeared on her white flesh, crossing one breast at an angle and just missing the second. Now Gwen could see much lighter lines crossing her breasts, and realized she had been beaten there recently.
 
The crop descended again, cutting across both breasts just above the nipples. Again Holly screamed, a sob breaking her voice. She staggered back a step, then pushed forward once more.
 
The crop lashed down again and again, and at each blow Holly sobbed and moaned, her body shaking and trembling until she slowly sank to her knees. The woman continued to beat her breasts, turning both of them a burning red, the criss-crossing welts hardly visible.
 
She paused and then snapped her fingers at the sobbing girl. 
 
Holly fell back with a cry, then slowly drew her knees up and back, keeping her legs straight as she gripped her ankles. She spread her legs wide and rocked back on her shoulders as the woman swung the crop down directly on her shaved mound.
 
Gwen winced in sympathy as the blow struck, but her own pussy was now throbbing at the dark violence and eroticism. Holly held her position, sobbing and trembling as the crop beat down across her bare little slit again and again, and only when the woman snapped her fingers did she shift herself.
 
Then it was to crawl to the woman, licking at her toes, then pulling herself up her legs to lick at her hand and the crop which had struck her.
 
Gwen was stunned. She could not do that. Not ever!
 
"Don't worry, my sweet. You're just a rank beginner compared to Holly. You've much to learn before the test."
 
She turned to Holly. "Fetch me a dildo."
 
Holly still shook as she pulled herself to her feet. "Yes, m-mistress," she sobbed, scurrying away.
 
The woman moved closer to her and reached up to squeeze her breasts. Gwen hissed at the sting in her nipples.
 
"You have larger breasts than your friend," the woman said. "I'm sure you'll find the extra padding helpful when the crop slices into them."
 
"N-no. I don't want to," Gwen gulped. "Please let me go now."
 
"Nonsense. As I said, you're just beginning. You have so much to learn."
 
She took a large dildo from Holly, then pushed it against her lips. Holly obediently opened her mouth and the dildo pushed slowly but remorselessly into her mouth and down her throat. Gwen could actually see the bulge in her throat as it entered.
 
Holly's head was back as the last bit of dildo pushed between her lips, the woman holding it by two fingers. Then it was drawn back up and the woman held it out to Gwen.
 
"N-no, I can't," she gulped.
 
"Of course you can," the woman said.
 
Gwen kept her mouth shut until the woman yanked on her hair. Then as she instinctively opened her mouth to scream the woman jammed the dildo inside.
 
"You're going to learn to deep throat, my dear," she said. "It's not so difficult and the men simply delight in it. I'm sure you can appreciate how much more exciting they'll find you with such expertise."
 
Of course Gwen could, and had experimented a bit in the past, but she had never been able to manage the skill. Now she was given no choice. The woman kept pushing the dildo forward, instructing her on how to control her gag reflex even as he pulled back on her hair to force her head back.
 
To distract her she sent Holly around to her other side and had her finger and lick her pussy as they worked.
 
The woman slapped at one of her hanging breasts just as she shoved the thing into her throat, and the distraction kept her from gagging immediately. Then she stared, eyes bulging, as the dildo slid forward and down her throat.
 
She squirmed and thrashed as her throat sought to expel this unwanted intruder. She felt horribly uncomfortable and her throat continued to try to gag. Yet the dildo blocked it like a long cork in the neck of a bottle, and continued to push deeper. Soon she fancied she could feel it deep in her chest, aching.
 
The woman smiled down at her as she pumped the dildo lightly back and forth, then slowly drew it back. The discomfort grew even worse, before the bulbous nose of the phoney cock finally popped out of her throat.
 
Gwen coughed violently and gasped for breath, feeling dizzy, but the woman gave her little respite, pushing it back in again, then again, until she became used to the sensation of it moving back and forth inside her throat, and her body had given up on fighting.
 
At that point the woman clipped weights to her nipples and clitoris, then she and Holly left her hanging there, arms and legs numb and aching.
 
It was amazing how time could dull the shock of almost anything, Erin thought dizzily. Though her scalp ached, it was not a kind of dull ache, still powerful, still horrible, but tolerable. Still, kissing Heather was meant as nothing more than an effort to comfort her. And Heather responded in the same way, by hugging her lightly.
 
As the pain faded, though, Erin found herself almost light-headed with the astonishment of finding herself hanging by her hair. Now that she was capable of thinking, now that she had stopped sobbing, and the pain had lost its sharp bite, she was wondrous at the idea.
 
Her nipples stung each time she moved, of course, and her clitoris sent sharp waves of pain through her loins if she moved very far either. But she became more and more aware of the thick dildo buried up within her belly, and how it moved as she and Heather did.
 
What an astonishing situation.
 
Her bound hands rested on the upper swells of Heather's buttocks, and she could not help thinking on how soft the other girl's skin was. Heather was still whimpering, and Erin kissed her again, softly. She tried to speak, but found her face so stiff from the pull on her hair that it was too painful.
 
She hugged her again, and let her hands squeeze Heather's small behind.
 
They hung together for more long minutes, and Erin began to find the stinging in her nipples and clitoris somewhat pleasant. Oh, they still hurt, but in addition there was a hot tingling she caught at to distract her from her pain. She wriggled ever so slightly, and found the tingling growing.
 
It was not a quick thing. Minutes passed, and more minutes, as they hung in silence but for occasional moans and grunts. Yet slowly she began to feel the heat of sexual arousal rising within her, spreading out to set her skin aglow. She twisted a little, feeling the dildo shift within her, feeling the pull on her clitoris and nipples.
 
Heather moaned, blinking wide eyes at her, obviously unhappy at her movements. She tried to reassure her, kissing her again, her fingers kneading the girl's buttocks.
 
Heather looked astonished, and managed to mouth a "no," but Erin continued, very gently, her movements setting their nipples and clitties pulling at each other rhythmically.
 
It was the smallest of rocking motions, at first, hardly noticeable to an observer, but as first Erin's, then Heather's arousal grew, the movements became more and more violent.
 
Their hands moved up and down each other's back and buttocks, stroking and squeezing, caressing and kneading the soft flesh. Their legs spasmed, rising, jerking. The bodies ground against each other, undulating, upper and lower bodies pulling away from, then grinding into each other in a rhythmic fashion.
 
By the time Catherine opened the door to check on them they had managed to lift their legs somewhat, with Erin having wrapped hers around the American girl, and Heather having lifted one leg up high to grind their pussies together with more force.
 
Both were gasping and sobbing in pain and pleasure, eyes wide, bodies wet with perspiration, flushed with heat and arousal.
 
She smiled as she watched them, then moved into the room unnoticed.
 
She moved up to stand beside them, and they froze, panting, until she smiled coyly, reaching up to squeeze each girl's behind and wiggle a finger into their puckered rectums.
 
"Are you enjoying yourself, my pretty little bitches?" she cooed. "This is so much better than life in your dull little town used to be, isn't it? Continue, my hungry little bitches, show me what heat your little pussies can put out."
 
She moved back and watched their rocking motions continue, then took a cat O' nine tails off a nearby shelf, then returned and lashed it against Heather's back. The girl cried out, but the teenagers' motions continued, if anything, growing more frantic. She lashed Erin's back then, circling them slowly, the cat snapping out to strike hips and sides, back and buttocks.
 
 
C h a p t e r    E i g h t
 
The four girls lined up together in a perfect row. all were naked save for their stiletto heels, the steel collars around their throats, the shackles on wrists and ankles, and the chains which connected them.
 
The light of excitement was plain in Holly's eyes, and to only a slightly lessor degree in Gwen. Erin seemed aroused but uncertain, while Heather was almost resigned.
 
James wore a tuxedo, while Catherine was clad in an expensive black gown. This made them feel even more naked. When James answered the door and showed a strange couple into the room they shifted from foot to foot, blushing with both embarrassment and excitement.
 
"A lovely collection of girl flesh," the man said.
 
The woman blushed slightly, and giggled. She was in her mid thirties, and looked rather timid.
 
"Mr. Jones," Catherine said. "These are the new girls."
 
"You've done an excellent job, Catherine," the man said. "You've changed your location but not lowered your standards at all."
 
"Thank you," Catherine said with a smile.
 
"I'll take this one," he said, sliding his hands up Holly's chest to cup and squeeze her breasts.
 
"James will show you the way," Catherine said.
 
James, clad in leather trousers and a leather tank-top, and wearing a hood, picked Holly up and threw her over his shoulder, then led the couple up the stairs and down the hall. He opened one of the doors there and led the couple through, then set Holly down lightly on the floor.
 
The room was a reasonably normal bedroom, furnished well, including a large, four poster bed complete with canopy.
 
"How would you like her placed, sir?" James asked.
 
The man looked around, his face slightly flushed. "Leave her as is."
 
"Yes, sir," James said, bowing lightly and leaving.
 
The woman found it hard to meet Holly's eyes, but the man's eyes were all over her.
 
"She reminds me of Pamela," he said.
 
"Who? Oh, your niece Pa..."
 
He made an abrupt gesture then stepped forward, his hands moving over Holly's body.
 
"What's your name, slut?" he demanded.
 
"Holly, sir," she breathed.     
 
"Your name is Pamela now and I'm your uncle."
 
"Ooo, Ross, that's sick," the woman said admiringly.
 
"Yes, uncle," Holly gulped.
 
"You're a bad girl, aren't you, Holly."
 
"Yes, uncle."
 
"Uncle Ross," he said curtly.
 
"Yes, Uncle Ross," she replied excitedly.
 
He took her arm in a rough grip and turned her to the foot of the bed, then undid the clasp holding her shackles at the small of her back. He held her right arm up and clipped the shackle on it to a ring set into the corner post of the bed. He did the same with her other wrist, so she was stretched on her toes, her arms up and apart.
 
He moved back then and began to strip, while the woman sat down and watched, her hands between her legs.
 
He was quickly nude but for his shorts, and moved to a dresser, pulling open drawers. He returned with a large plastic dildo and a flog, and pushed the rounded nose of the dildo against her anus.
 
Holly grunted lightly, her breathing growing faster as her excitement mounted. She felt embarrassed, and wary and anxious, but the excitement and heat overrode it all. The man was not gentle, and though she tried to ease her anal muscles as much as possible it ached as he forced the dildo deep into her rectum.
 
He slapped at the base, which barely protruded, then stepped back.
 
Cocking her head slightly to one side Holly saw the woman move her chair over to get a better look, and saw her undo her trousers and slide a hand down inside.
 
"Fucking whore," the man said.
 
An instant later the flog lashed her back, and Holly cried out, arching her back and jerking against the shackles holding her in place.
 
She heard the woman groan even on top of her own cry, and felt her muscles clasp down around the dildo even as the man drew the flog back for another blow.
 
The flog descended again and again, harder and faster, as the man gasped for breath and the woman masturbated frantically. Gwen cried out repeatedly, her back burning with fire, the pain filling her body even as the excitement roared in her mind.
 
The man took a break to sip a glass of wine, leaving Holly half hanging by her wrists, weary and aching. Then he returned, turning her so she faced them, and rechaining her. This time he handed the flog to the woman, as respectable looking a woman as Holly had ever seen, still fully dressed in a business suit.
 
The woman took the flog as if it were hot, staring at it in fascination, then looking up at the pale, soft skin of Holly's chest and belly.
 
"Go on, you know you want to," the man said. "Do it. You can do anything you want to her."
 
The woman hesitated, then slowly drew her arm back. 
 
Holly watched her, panting for breath, then cried out as the arm came forward and the flog whipped across her breasts.
 
The stinging pain whipped through her body as she jerked violently back, and tears filled her eyes as the woman stared in shocked delight.
 
Then as if all restraint were broken the woman began to whip her as hard and fast as her partner had, basking in Holly's screams and cries until the hapless teenager was too weak to cry out any further.
 
Only then did the woman pause, and desperately begin to strip off.       Holly's body was criss-crossed in red welts as the man moved forward and slipped her shackles free of the bed, then clipped them together behind her back once again. He half carried her around and flung her on the bed even as the woman threw off the last of her lingerie and hurried forward.
 
She crawled atop the moaning girl, laying her naked flesh down on Holly's aching skin, her lips crushing down atop Holly's as she ground herself back and forth.
 
Her tongue shot deep into Holly's mouth as her hands raced over her body.
 
The man watched, squeezing his erection and breathing hard.
 
"Spread her legs, Jillian," he barked. "And spread your own."
 
The woman did not appear to hear him at first, but after long seconds she slowly drew back with a groan. Holly was already obediently spreading her legs as the woman began to spread her own, and then the man moved in, slipping a finger into Holly's pussy crack and his thumb into the woman's sex, pressing them down against each other and grinding them together.
 
The woman cursed excitedly, spreading her legs wider, and angling her pelvis in to rub and grind her pussy against Holly's.
 
"Fuck! Oh! Oh! Oh!" she gasped.
 
"I told you you'd like women," the man said with gleaming eyes.
 
It took only a minute or so for the woman to climax. She let out an explosive gasp and slowed her motions, collapsing for a moment.
 
"Let me show you what to do with this whore," the man said.
 
He moved forward and gripped her thighs in powerful hands, then spread them apart and lifted them upwards until her heels were over his shoulders. The woman began to finger her pussy as she looked on, watching as the man pushed the head of his cock inside Holly, then gripped her thin hips and rammed himself forward.
 
"You like that, Pamela?" he panted, pounding himself into her. "You like Uncle Ross's cock, you spoiled bitch?"
 
"Y-yes, Unc-cle R-ross," she gasped.
 
He had her bent almost double by then, his hands jamming her legs back against her chest, raising her pussy and buttocks up as he rodded straight down into her aching sex.
 
"Fuck her, Ross!" the woman whispered excitedly. "Fuck her brains out!"
 
"Don't finger yourself. Sit on her face," the man ordered.
 
The woman appeared slightly startled, then excitement lit her features again and she crawled forward, straddling Holly's face and slowly easing her pussy down against her mouth.
 
At just about that time Erin, quickly dressed in a schoolgirl uniform, was shown into the bedroom next door, where a tall, older man waited her. She was not shackled or restrained in any way, and felt shy and somewhat nervous as the heavy door closed behind her.
 
The man stared at her, and she licked her lips nervously.
 
"Move forward more," he said in a low voice.
 
She moved forward obediently, then gasped as he launched himself at her. Without saying a word he tackled her to the floor, slapping her face hard enough to stun her. An instant later he tore the front of her white blouse open, then ripped her thin white bra apart to bear her breasts.
 
His large, heavy hands squeezed and twisted her breasts as he glared down at her excitedly. He dropped his head quickly, biting her nipple hard enough to make her scream, then drawing it into his mouth and biting down on the flesh around it.
 
He forced her legs open, pushing himself up and slapping her face again, making her ears ring. In an instant he had her skirt up and grabbed at her panties, tearing them off and flinging them across the room.
 
He frenziedly clawed at his pants, pushing them down and drawing out his erection, then thrust himself into her with a powerful stroke.
 
He dropped his weight fully atop her then, biting, licking, and roughly kissing her as he pounded his hips forward and drove his cock into her tight, warm opening.
 
Gwen was crying openly, her body shuddering to great, heaving sobs as the man stood over her looking down calmly.
 
"Raise them up higher," he ordered.
 
Her hands wear burning horribly, yet Gwen knew she could not protect them, could not hide them. She had lowered her hands slightly but now, shaking, she raised them upwards again, holding her red hands out as he blinked through her tears and gave him a look of mute appeal.
 
He raised the switch again and swung it down hard against the centre of her left hand.
 
Pain lanced through her and he sobs grew. 
 
"P-pleeeasse, s-s-ssiiiir!" she begged.
 
The next blow cracked across her left palm, and the next slashed down across her right. She sank lower, sobbing, yet somehow keeping her arms up, hands open.
 
He halted abruptly, and dragged the sobbing girl back, throwing her up over the foot of the bed. He grasped her right ankle and dragged it to the corner post, then snapped it into the ring there.
 
Gwen was still sobbing, staring at her reddened hands as he dragged her left ankle towards the other post.
 
The bed was quite wide, of course, and the rounded footpost which ran between the corners more than long enough to accommodate both her legs. She grunted, then groaned anew as the man dragged her left closer and closer to the other corner post, for it seemed he intended for her foot to be anchored as close to that post as her other was.
 
This, of course, was forcing her legs further and further apart. Already the tendons and muscles of her inner thighs were aching, and as he slowly forced her left leg wider she felt the strain grow into pain. She moaned and twisted, but could do nothing whatever to resist as the man pulled her ankle forcefully up and apart, then clipped it to the corner post.
 
He was not finished however. Even as the girl lay there, her pelvis elevated up onto the footpost and her ankles spread painfully wide, he went to a dresser, rummaged inside, and returned with two thick straps. These he used to circle her thighs and the post, pulling them down hard, ignoring her screams until her legs were perfectly straight in either direction and paralleling the rounded footpost they were cinched tightly to.
 
Not yet finished, he produced a pair of alligator clips, and snapped one around each of her outer labia. Small chains led from the clips to clips at the opposite ends, and the clips were pulled directly apart in either direction, the wires leading along her thighs and legs until the clips could be snapped against her ankle restraints.
 
Thus with her labia forced painfully wide and her sex achingly open and vulnerable, the man picked up the switch again and smiled at her from the foot of the bed.
 
"If I have to chain your arms I'll double the number of blows you receive," he said calmly.
 
He drew the switch back, then slashed it down against her vulnerable pink opening.
 
Gwen screamed in pain, her body jackknifing upwards off the bed, back arching as her hands shot down towards her burning pussy. But they drew back immediately and clawed at the air in anguish as she sobbed.
 
Another blow followed, and another, and each time the pain tore at her with all its power as she thrashed and screamed and cried, her hands and arms whipping through the air, clawing at the bed below, her head jerking from side to side as her body exploded with each new blow.
 
She clasped her arms around her chest, clenching her teeth, closing her teary eyes as she whimpered. Another powerful blow landed, and again her back arched, her head jerking from side to side as she cried out. Another blow, and another landed, and then there was a merciful pause.
 
Sobbing, she cracked her eyes open and saw him smiling at her. He undid his trousers and pushed them down, and she groaned in relief as he took her there, thrusting into her burning, wounded sex, and used her roughly, but casually.
 
Two somewhat tipsy men watched as Heather masturbated there on the floor before them, pumping the dildo in and out energetically as they giggled and made jokes at her expense. They amused themselves by ordering her to take ever thicker dildos into her opening, until she could barely fit them inside, and could hardly move them once there.
 
Then, with her pussy stretched so far she thought she might tear open, they put her over a chair, caned her bottom, then lustily sodomized her.
 
Catherine examined each of the girls for damage after their encounters, looking for physical damage and estimating the amount of time required for the welts and bruises to heal. She catered to a discriminating clientele, after all, and could not present her customers with already bruised and striped girls.
 
As each girl was done with James led them down to the basement, washed them casually, applied ointment, then had them crawl into the low cages there.
 
Each cage was four feet square, the floor coated with straw. There were small bowls set into the corners for them to drink, and each possessed a powerful vibrator which was plugged into a nearby wall socket.
 
There was little for them to do in their cages, and punishment awaited the girl who talked without permission. Once sleep had lost its hold boredom began to take hold, and the buzz of vibrators began to fill the air - along with soft gasps and moans.
 
Each girl was fed three times a day, from a small bowl pushed into her cage. The food was tasty, if anonymous, and the small tranquillizing drug inside kept them somewhat placid. They were taken out for walkabouts - though for the most part they crawled, and occasionally let up to visit with Catherine, to please her, be pleased, and be rewarded by possibly watching the television.
 
They were introduced to "visitors" every now and then, depending on the state of bruises or welts upon their bodies, and did their best to please until they were once again placed back in their cages.
 
Time was difficult for them to measure. Holly thought it was something like a dozen visits since they had been pushed into the cages. But one day Gwen was taken away and another girl took her place in the cage. It was a black girl she did not know, but it didn't really matter much to her. She felt tranquil and languid a she lay there curled up in her cage.
 
Some time later she noticed that Erin was not among the girls shown to a visitor, and a tall, long-haired blonde stood in her place. She and the blonde girl put on a lesbian show for the man as he whipped them, then were returned to their cages.
 
Then one day she was led out of her cage, washed, her hair brushed, and her hands shackled. She was led up the stairs and shown to a distinguished looking gentleman in a black suit.
 
"Quite nice," he commented, eyeing her hungrily.
 
"We stock only the best, my lord," Catherine said.
 
"Have you a cape or..."
 
Catherine produced a cloak which she placed on Holly's shoulders, fastening it at her throat.
 
"Goodbye then, Holly. I trust you'll remember your training," she said with a warning tone.
 
"Yes, miss," Holly said automatically.
 
Holly had no idea what was happening, but obediently followed the man outside and into a Rolls Royce. She was fascinated by the car, though still sleepy, and scooted over as the man got in beside her.
 
The windows were tinted, as was the glass separating them from the front seat. The man pulled her cloak open and let out a long sigh of pleasure as his hand cupped one of her breasts.
 
"What a treasure," he whispered. "I shall enjoy you, though I would enjoy it better could I show you off to my friends. Perhaps a few I might let... but we'll see."
 
His hands mauled her breasts masterfully, then he pushed her over onto her back. She spread her legs as he climbed atop her and thrust himself inside, grunting and panting in pleasure as he used her.
 
It was a day or two later that her mind started to waken from the semi-stupor Catherine's drugs had held it. She found herself in a castle in Scotland. There were a number of servants there, and she was introduced as the lord's niece.
 
Her vast, and luxuriously furnished bedroom was next to his, and a secret door gave entry from one to the other. 
 
During the day she wore the same clothing as any other upper class girl might, and amused herself in whatever way she desired. Yet she was a slave, and she knew it. The idea even excited her by now, and she actually grew to look forward to her nightly visits from Lord McCandrew.
 
Each night she would strip and dance for him, then she would be spanked or strapped before fellating him, taking him deep into her throat. Occasionally he would whip her back or buttocks, and on occasion, when most of the servants were off on holidays, he would take her down into the deserted basement and play out his darker fantasies upon her submissive, pliant young body.
 
It was not the kind of life most girls would envy, especially most who thought of themselves as lesbians. But it was at least for the most part, a safe and comfortable life for her, and she grew accustomed to what was required of her body and mind.
 
Occasionally she wondered what had become of the other girls, if they too had been sold as slaves, but it did not terribly concern her. She was well looked after, and her life had a wicked edge to it, which kept her in constant excitement.
 
And for a poor girl with little education, it was certainly an improvement on whatever other prospects she had held.
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