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C h a p t e r    O n e
 
The woman was nude, her figure quite attractive, her breasts full, the nipples large and swollen. The look on her face was a peculiar mixture of agony and ecstasy, her eyes wide, bulging, her mouth gaping.
 
She had long dark hair, and it was bound together in a loose braid above her head, then tied to a tree branch overhead. Her toes seemed to twitch as they hung inches above the ground.
 
Her skin was pale and creamy, making the dark criss-crossing lines of a recent whipping stand out all the more obviously. 
 
The welts covered her from just below her neck to just above her knees, most angling up to the left or right, a few straight up and down. They seemed especially heavy across her breasts and inner thighs.
 
Her legs were spaced somewhat apart, one leg slightly raised. Her arms were at her sides, hanging tiredly, as though she had given up trying to affect her situation.
 
Pamela looked at her eyes again, fascinated at the haunted expression on her face, at the knowledge that, no matter what pain she might be suffering, she suffered it willingly, perhaps even eagerly. Pamela did not understand it, and wondered if the woman did.
 
It was an appalling painting, and yet mesmerizing.
 
She knew, of course, why she found the scene repellent, but could not for the life of her understand what was so darkly seductive about it.
 
"Disgusting, isn't it?"
 
She turned and looked at the small, chunky woman beside her for a moment before nodding. "Horrible," she said, her voice toneless.
 
"I don't know what it is about his paintings," Karen said. "But they sell for outrageous prices. I simply can't refuse to carry them."
 
"Idiots with too much money and too few morals," Pamela said.
 
"Are you going to review him?"
 
Pamela tilted her head slightly. "I don't think I want to give him the publicity," she said finally.
 
"I don't think it could help him. He's sold everything he's painted, as far as I know, and for big prices."
 
"What's he like?"
 
"Quiet, brooding."
 
"There's a surprise," Pamela said.
 
Karen chuckled and nodded her head.
 
"Ever met any of his models?"
 
Karen shook her head.
 
"That would be an interesting story," she said. "What kind of a woman would do that?"
 
"I'm an art critic not a psychologist," Pamela said.
 
She left the gallery, but Karen's question continued to nag her. She was an art critic - of a sort, she did freelance a bit as a writer. In truth, Spectrum, the art magazine she worked for, employed her only part-time, and paid little. She scrounged for assignments at other magazines and papers, doing reviews, for the most part, but occasional pieces on artists and trends among the galleries.
 
A piece on Garret Simmons might well sell to the mainstream, perhaps to one of the tabloids. She, like her friends, was somewhat contemptuous about them, but they paid very, very well indeed.
 
And something involving sex always interested them.
 
She considered it all that day. Doing a story on Simmons for the tabloids would be pandering of the worst kind, degrading herself for money. 
 
A lot of money, of course.
 
But still...
 
She could do it more stylishly, aiming for a higher brow audience, for one of the elite art magazines. They didn't pay as well, but she wouldn't be embarrassed to cash the cheque.
 
A small cheque.
 
Damn it! She needed the money. She was a month behind in her rent, and was dodging phone calls from the credit card companies. If she didn't make a major sale soon she'd have to find work as a waitress or something. Poor reward for six years at Cambridge studying art history.
 
"Hello? Mr. Simmons? My name is Pamela Grosvenor. I'm an art critic for Spectrum. I was wondering if I could drop by and see you. I'm interested in doing a piece on you and your art."
 
"I don't think so," he replied.
 
She leaned back in her chair, staring at the Gynachi print on the wall over her bed. She propped an elbow on the small desk, twisting a pencil around in her fingers as she held the phone closer.
 
"Surely as an artist you desire exposure, Mr. Simmons? Think of all the people who would become acquainted with your work, people who would otherwise never hear of you."
 
"I'm doing well enough."
 
"If your desire is merely monetary, I suppose," she said carefully, "but surely you want more than that?"
 
And I wonder what, she thought sceptically. A man did not make bondage art, sadistic art, his statement on life without having some major sexual issues within his psyche.
 
"I have many desires," she heard him say.
 
His voice was quite deep and rich, a baritone, cultured, educated, and oddly hypnotic.
 
"We all do," she said with a slight smile. "But I was referring specifically to your desire to express yourself through your art."
 
"I believe I am beginning to recall you, Miss Grosvenor," he said. "You have that... hair."
 
Given the painting she had most recently seen Pamela felt a small tingle along her spine at mention of her hair. She wondered if there were some subconscious reason behind her calling Simmons when she was almost nude, slouching back in her small swivel chair, wearing just a blue satiny thong.
 
"I have hair, yes," she said patiently.
 
In point of fact she had oddly disconcerting hair, wild, untameable hair, a mass of red curls and ringlets spilling over her bare shoulders.
 
"Your picture by your column does not do you justice," he said.
 
"We've met?"
 
"No. I spotted you at the Sarbone Gallery a few months ago. You were wearing that little black dress. You were quite noticeable."
 
She cleared her throat. "About that interview, Mr. Simmons?"
 
"Have you seen much of my work, Miss Grosvenor?"
 
"Not really. A few pieces."
 
"What did you think of it?"
 
"I thought it disturbing."
 
"You find the idea of sexual bondage disturbing?"
 
"I find the idea of sadistic torment disturbing."
 
"But if the torment is outweighed by pleasure?"
 
"That's even more disturbing," she said, looking down at her body, casually cupping one breast and stroking her thumb across the nipple.
 
"Why?"
 
"People aren't supposed to find pleasure in the torment of others."
 
"Ahh, but the point is they do."
 
"Not everyone."
 
"You didn't find anything... interesting... in my works?"
 
"Interesting is a broad descriptive term, Mr. Simmons."
 
"Let me ask you this, then. Did you picture yourself in the position of the models? Even for a moment?"
 
"No," she lied.
 
"You didn't wonder what it would be like to be in bondage, whipped, tormented?"
 
"Bondage isn't all that kinky these days," she said dismissively. "It's practically mainstream."
 
"Light bondage with ties and towels and stockings is mainstream, not the real bondage I depict, and certainly not the masochistic pleasure of agony."
 
"The pleasure of agony? Isn't that an odd phrase?"
 
"That depends on your perspective," he replied. "I'm sure I could show you... if you wanted."
 
"I only wish an interview, Mr. Simmons," she said, her voice cool.
 
"No, no. You must witness me work. I have a model coming tomorrow morning. Perhaps she'll even speak with you if she feels in the mood."
 
"That sounds quite good," she said. "What time?"
 
She spread her arms wide as she lay in her bed that night, then slowly shifted her legs further and further apart, until the tendons in her thighs ached. Naked, she imagined herself bound to the corners, a prisoner, at the mercy of a brutal, sadistic man. She closed her eyes, imagining him over her, imagining him using her roughly, brutally.
 
Her hand slipped downwards, slowly cupping her right breast, then sliding down her trim belly and through the thin line of pubic hair above her sex. She felt the moistness of her pussy, and let her fingers push downwards between her labia.
 
She was wearing a heavy green robe when she was dragged before the king. Her father's castle had fallen to his men, and he and the rest of the guards killed. Now he sat on her father's throne, arrogant, handsome, powerful, as she was led up to his feet. There they stripped her naked before all the king's guards and the servants and nobles who had once sworn fealty to her father.
 
Two powerful guards held her from either side, each with an iron firm grip on her arm. At a gesture from the king they pulled her arms up above her head. One pressed a hand against the small of her back to thrust her chest out more attractively.
 
Gripped with humilation, she stood there being ravished by his eyes before scores of people, her naked flesh prickling with tension and the coolness of the dark throne room.
 
She was turned towards the people, her face burning with shame as they stared up at her. The king's men dragged her forward a few feet and fastened her wrists to shackles dangling from a pair of posts. She cried out weakly as the cold steel closed around her soft warm skin, then stood on her toes, refusing to look at the crowd of people as the king moved behind her.
 
"We will see how the princess stands up to the discipline of the one true king," he said archly. 
 
A long whip was handed to him. It slid along the floor like a snake as he moved forward. Then his arm raised and the whip flew through the air. It struck her back like a hammer, throwing her forward against the chains.
 
She screamed in agony, pain flaring along her back as her mind boiled with panic and horror. Another blow landed, this one lower down, just above her buttocks, the far end of the whip curling along her hip to claw at her thigh.
 
She screamed as the whip fell, screaming until her throat was aching and raw, her legs jerking and spasming as the pain mounted. Again and again the powerful whip lashed along her body, until she could barely draw breath. But each time she thought the agony bearable he found a new target, drawing fresh torment to the surface of her writhing body.
 
He began curling the whip around her, letting the small, cruel tip snap around her ribs and up against her soft breasts, setting them to jerking and bouncing as the sensitive flesh erupted in new agony. He began a game, standing behind her and trying to strike her nipples directly. Each time he struck a man before her would call out how far off the tip was from her nipple. Soon he was striking it directly, again and again, until it was bigger than her thumb and burning as if on fire. Then he did the same to her other nipple, using his off hand this time, raising horrible welts and bruises all across her breast before cutting into the nipple.
 
And then the final target, and she too weak, too dazed to keep her legs as tightly closed as was needed. The whip began to swing downwards along her lower back, curling downwards over her hip, snapping at her inner thighs in search of her mons.
 
He found it, and the agony rose. Her mind felt shattered, broken, and she howled in desperate, white-hot agony as the whip cut up into her virginal sex. 
 
Only when she was too exhausted to twist or writhe or jerk or scream was she released to drop to her knees before him, bowing low. Her forehead was low, almost touching the floor as her breasts pressed in against her thighs.
 
His gauntleted hand gripped her hair, forcing her upwards, and she saw his manhood before him, dark with blood and naked, pulsing with hunger male need. She moaned, and as she did he thrust himself into her mouth. She heard a soft gasp wash over the assembled people, and struggled weakly to pull back.
 
But she had no strength, and gagged repeatedly as he used her, both hands in her hair now as he began to work himself in and out of her mouth. The room was silent around them, all witnessing the naked princess on her knees, body criss-crossed with whipmarks, lips wide around the king's tool as he pushed himself in and out.
 
He drew back suddenly, laughing in amusement, and she fell forward, groaning, gagging, panting for breath as she knelt on all fours. She felt him move behind her, and turned, seeing the crowd watching, feeling his hands on her bottom. She shuddered as she felt his fingers probe against her aching sex. Then he entered her, and she tried to cry out, but found her throat too raw.
 
Bare feet away matrons clad from throat to toes let their eyes flinch away. She felt their eyes returning again and again, however along with the men, who did not turn away, who looked with a mixture of anger and... jealousy. She could sense it from them, knew they wished it were them using her so, wished it were their own hard organs plunging into the helpless depths of her body.
 
Again and again the king thrust into her, his hand buried in her hair once again, jerking back as if on the reins of a filly, riding her just as surely. His heavy hips slapped into her whipmarked buttocks as he drove his stiff tool into her, and she sobbed weakly, hopelessly, knowing no one would ever take her for anything but a base whore after this.
 
One of his hands slid down to cup her breast, squeezing it roughly as he joked to his men. His fingers pinched and twisted her burning nipples, the sharp nails digging in cruelly. He continued riding her, pounding his heavy organ back and forth within her as all looked on, his men cheering, the rest silent. She was silent, grunting occasionally, staring at the floor and the feet of those around her.
 
He finished with her, sighing in satisfaction as he spilled himself in her body. A thin iron collar was fitted around her throat, and a leash attached. Then she was walked among his men on the dais, made to crawl along on all fours, breasts jiggling beneath her. She stared up at them dazedly, seeing their grinning, unwashed, unshaven faces, the lust and pleasure in their eyes as the king slapped at her bottom to hurry her crawling.
 
Another man mounted her, then a third, as the king walked her around his officers, offering them the use of her body. Then she was made to crawl among her own former nobles, licking at their boots. Several of them mounted her, as well, laughing as they plunged themselves into her, eager to show the king their loyalty, but also, she thought, to have her, someone they had long desired to possess.
 
Then she was led back to the throne, made to kneel beside it, legs wide, the king's pet, a constant example to those considering rebellion. 
 
Pamela let out a soft, gurgling cry of pleasure as her climax rolled over her. She arched her back there in her bed, grinding her pelvis up at her thrusting fingers as her head rolled back and her mind was drowned in ecstasy.
 
Eyes closed, she rolled her hips in wanton pleasure, groaning as the orgasm passed and began to fade. Her buttocks settled onto the mattress and her eyes opened, staring up at the ceiling. She felt the tightness of her pussy around her fingers, and realized she had driven three all the way inside her to the knuckles.
 
She drew them out slowly, blinking her eyes, aware of some small surprise. She did not usually do that, contenting herself to stroking her clitoris.
 
Sick, she thought wearily. Thinking of Simmons was turning her into a degenerate. If she didn't watch out she'd wind up in one of his paintings.
 
The next morning she showed up at Simmons' loft down by the Thames. It was in an old warehouse, a dull, gray, chunky block of concrete, quite ugly on the outside. The door was steel, and she pressed the small buzzer next to it without hearing a thing through it.
 
She had dressed carefully in a black silk T-shirt, gray linen blazer and black trousers with small black boots. Her red hair, always difficult to control with its mass of ringlets and curls, was bound loosely behind her.
 
The door opened, and she took a pace back, unprepared for the sight which confronted her.
 
Simmons was an enormous man. There was simply no other apt description. She was almost six feet, but she had to cock her head back, for he was a good eight inches or so taller. He was completely bald, shaved nicely, she thought, and had broad shoulders and a thick, powerful chest.
 
He was nude to the waist, wearing tight jeans, and her eyes widened at the beautiful musculature which rippled down his chest and belly. He was no bulging behemoth like the professional weight lifters, but he was only a few shades removed from them.
 
He was also quite black, and her liberal feminist awareness took a powerful jolt at her instinctive reaction to him as both a powerful male, and a black man. She ought to have paid no real attention to either, but was finding her insides squirming in decidedly improper ways.
 
"Ah, Mr. Simmons?" she said warily.
 
"Yes," he said in a tight, careful voice.
 
"I'm Pamela Grosvener? I ahm, called you the other day?"
 
He looked at her wordlessly, then nodded slightly.
 
"I uhm, hope I'm not intruding or..."
 
"Come in then," he said abruptly.
 
He backed up slightly and she had to squeeze past him to get into the stairwell. He was making her nervous, and she berated herself for that. There was absolutely nothing to be nervous about. He was a respected artist, not a street criminal. Her nervousness was sexist and stupid and even racist, she thought to herself angrily.
 
The door closed heavily, and he threw the bolt before passing her, brushing against her again in the narrow stairwell, then leading her upwards. She determinedly kept her eyes off his behind - after one brief, appreciative stare.
 
Then they were at the top of the stairs, in an equally narrow corridor, and then out to the right and into a broad open area with light streaming through broad windows and - .
 
She halted with a gasp, jaw dropping. He ignored her, continuing on to his easel, leaving her to stand there in the doorway like a stupidly bourgeois middle-class white girl seeing a naked body for the first time.
 
Yes, he was working, painting, and she clasped her hands together behind her back to hide the trembling in them as she finally forced herself deeper into the room.
 
The woman there was almost... it was hard to think of an appropriate description. She wasn't a person at all. A flesh coloured mask covered her face, while leaving her brown hair free. The mask was almost flat across her face, with no eye sockets, no mouth, no nose. The girl's nose must be squashed down somewhat, she thought as she moved forward.
 
The girl was standing on her toes, arms behind her, back arched so sharply it was a wonder she could stand. As she got closer Pamela saw there was a flat steel frame behind her, rising up from the floor and bent back near the top.
 
The woman's arms were behind her, tightly back, bound together from wrist to elbow so as to thrust her breasts out better. There were several small, sharp metal spikes pushing out from the flat frame behind her, requiring her to keep her lower body forward. At the same time her upper arms were bound to the top of the frame, forcing her back.
 
It was, Pamela thought, quite awkward for the girl, and probably quite painful as well. She was on her toes, and Pamela could see them trembling slightly. Yet if she dropped her heels her lower back would come into contact with the spikes. It was a sight to make her own legs rubbery and her stomach flutter. And yet it was also an unquestionably erotic sight. The spikes leant it a dangerous air, however.
 
"Why have you covered her face?" she asked softly.
 
"I want to concentrate on the body," he said tonelessly. "On the signs of pain. The face is too easy to read. The body is more difficult."
 
"Is she in pain?"
 
"Just cramps so far. The back, shoulders, and legs get very sore after being held in that kind of position for very long. And, of course, her toes are being strained, even if she is a dancer when she's not modelling."
 
Pamela could see that. The girl's legs were strong, her physique athletic. She found herself imagining what she herself would look like in the same position and flushed, jerking her mind back, turning to stare at him instead.
 
He picked up two small metal devices the size of rings, and walked over to the girl. Pamela licked her lips nervously, blinking her grey eyes as she saw him finger one of the girl's nipples. He tugged and pinched on it, pulling it outward, then fastened one of the devices around it. There was a click, and he drew back his hands.
 
The girl's body shook, and Pamela heard a soft muffled moan coming from behind the mask. She stared at the metal ring, a clamp, she saw now, pinching in hard against the nipple, crushing the small button between tight little jaws and clinging to it. She watched breathlessly as he snapped another one on the second nipple, hearing another muffled cry, and watching the girl tremble.
 
"Pain, you see?" he said casually. "Sexual pain."
 
"S-sexual pain?" she gulped, her insides twisting.
 
He turned his dark eyes on her. "Of course. That's the attraction, the small thin line between pleasure and pain."
 
She felt his closeness, his musky male scent, felt the awareness of the power in arms and chest. Something within her responded, and she crushed it desperately.
 
He returned to his easel, and Pamela switched her attention back and forth from him to the still-trembling girl, feeling pale and jittery.
 
"But they're opposites," she said, staring at the nipple clamps, imagining how much they must sting.
 
"No. They are just different dimensions of the same thing."
 
She was sweating, and she rubbed at her forehead as she pulled her eyes off the model.
 
"It's... hot in here," she gulped.
 
"The windows are designed to intensify the sunlight," he said as he painted.
 
The girl, right in the middle of the sun, was sweating even more, beads of sweat slowly trickling between and along her breasts, and down her taut belly. A faceless, personless female body sweating under the bright sun, sweating from pain and torment, suffering so Simmons' could record it.
 
"Do you pay a lot for your... models?" she asked softly.
 
"Higher than average."
 
Now there's a way to make money! she thought faintly.
 
There was an indefinable aura about the girl, bespeaking pain, anguish, and a terrible, dark sexual need. She moved back from it as from a hot lamp, closer to Simmons.
 
"Why do you suppose there is such a demand for your work?" she asked, struggling to keep her voice neutral.
 
"It strikes a chord in many people," he said, his hands moving quickly, expertly, the brush light across the canvas.
 
"Among men, no doubt," she said, mustering disapproval.
 
"Most of my work is sold to women," he said, his eyes flicking from the model to the canvas. "There is a submissive streak in many women, a fantasy of being dominated, used, even brutalized as a sexual animal."
 
He turned his eyes from his painting and they seemed to bore into her, studying, evaluating, assessing. She met them as calmly as she could, yet felt the same fear she had as a model, that somehow he would sense her arousal.
 
"How ah, did you get started doing ahhm, this sort of thing?"
 
"I've always been into bondage and the S&M scene. A wealthy friend asked me to paint his wife in bondage. The rest, as they say, is history."
 
She would not ask about bondage or S&M. She could not. She had to take the topic onto safer ground before she embarrassed herself.
 
"You studied art?"
 
He had an educated voice.
 
"No, not really. I studied economics. I fell into art as a hobby, and then investment."
 
He put down the brush and picked up another clamp. "You can see she's begun to adjust to the clamps," he said, moving past her.
 
He walked over to her and reached down, his finger spreading her labia slightly, then snapping the clamp around one. 
 
Pamela tensed, appalled, yet fascinated, watching the girl tremble, her head jerk back and roll in pain as Simmons' hurried back behind his easel.
 
"They've given you permission to do all... this?"
 
"Naturally," he said, painting quickly.
 
"A difficult way to earn money," she whispered.
 
"Most of my models are into S&M and bondage to some degree. I have no difficulty getting women to pose. A harder job is keeping an assistant. They either quit or I fire them."
 
"Because they disapprove of your art?"
 
"Among other things."
 
He picked up another clamp and tossed it to her.
 
"Do me a favour. Place that on one of her breasts."
 
She stared at the clamp for a moment, then dropped it to the floor as though it would burn her. She cleared her throat, then bent and picked it up, returning it to him. "Certainly not," she said as sternly as she could manage.
 
"Child," he said dismissively.
 
She glared at his back as he moved over to the girl and snapped the clamp against the underside of one breast. The girl quivered and writhed, and Pamela felt a thrum of sympathy within her lower belly.
 
"I don't enjoy inflicting pain on others," she retorted.
 
"The girl is a work of art in herself. I paint pain across her body and then reflect it on canvas."
 
The clamps were trembling as the girl's body trembled, shaking, tugging at her nipples and her labia. Simmons painted quickly, then returned with another clamp for her other breast.
 
"I can see why you have difficulty hiring assistants," Pamela said. "I take it this is one of their duties?"
 
"Yes," he said in annoyance. "It's quite awkward working without one. Don't know anyone who needs a job, do you?"
 
She shook her head stiffly, watching his hands work, trying not to look at the girl while her mind raced. She did not understand her attraction to this. She had indulged in a little bondage before - just a little - but had no desire or interest in pain. None. None at all.
 
Simmons returned to the girl, kneeling before her. His large fingers carefully spread her labia, revealing her moist pink inner flesh. His index finger brushed back the hood over her clitoris, and Pamela unconsciously put a hand to her mouth in mesmerized horror as he eased another clamp around the small, wet swollen bud, and then let it snap closed.
 
The girl writhed and twisted as he hurried back to the painting, an Pamela stared, open mouthed.
 
The sweat was pouring off the model now, as her body wriggled and trembled, her breasts wobbling, head jerking. A small, muffled wail arouse from behind the mask, rising and falling in a soft undulating scream.
 
Simmons' face was a mask of concentration, his hand flicking back and forth along the canvas, the brushes dipping and slipping in the paint, then flying back against the canvas.
 
Pamela could not find the words to speak. She stared, appalled, yet enthraled.
 
"Do you have an ultimate ambition? Are you headed in a direction you can explain?" she asked, her voice barely audible.
 
"I want to make a lot of money," he said carelessly.
 
"Surely that's not all?"
 
"Do you think I'm a barbarian? A cultureless savage?"
 
"No, of course not," she said defensively.
 
She did, of course, but one could certainly not say that of a black man. Or at least, she couldn't.
 
"Well, let me see. I also want to make violent love to a large number of women. Many of those who buy my paintings come to see me, you know. They practically throw themselves at me."
 
"Why ever for?"
 
"Because, as I said, the desire to be used, to be owned, to be subjugated is present in many women."
 
He walked back to the model, and Pamela found she had crept closer. She stared, absorbed, as he gripped the clamp over her clitoris and twisted it violently back and forth.
 
The girl writhed and twisted, her hips rolling violently, small, muffled cries emerging from beneath the hood.
 
C h a p t e r    T w o
 
Simmons turned to look at her, a rather cold smile on his face.
 
"There's a secret to controlling women, you know."
 
"Do tell me," she said cooly.
 
"Women are controlled through their bodies. If you control the body you control the mind."
 
"And men are different?"
 
He smiled thinly. "No. But women profess to be different. They pretend to have more control over the physical and to respond only to the emotional. Foolishness, of course."
 
He slapped at the girl's breast quite hard, the sound a crack! which made Pamela jump. It caused the breast to jiggle and shake, as the skin reddened.
 
"You can do anything to a woman once you control her mind, and controlling the mind merely means drawing the proper responses from the body."
 
"That's all absurd, you know," she said. "It's the mind which controls the body, not the reverse."
 
"Do you think so, Ms. Grosvenor?"
 
"Of course."
 
He slapped the girl's breast again, and Pamela swallowed nervously, refusing to look. Then as if in the blink of an eye, he was standing before her.
 
"Do you want to put that to the test?"
 
"Wh-what do you mean?" she demanded, scowling.
 
"Do you have full control over your body?"
 
"Well... my mind..."
 
"Your body cannot respond without your mind directing it?"
 
"That's not what I said." He was far too close, but she refused to be intimidated and back away.
 
"Of course it is. Look at that girl there. Can you scent her arousal."
 
"That's obviously the mind controlling the body," she retorted. "You've certainly done nothing physically pleasing to her."
 
"Ahh," he said, raising his finger, "but I have. I merely changed what she finds pleasurable."
 
"Tha-that's absurd," she sputtered.
 
"Do you think I could do that to you?"
 
"Of course not," she snapped.
 
"And if I could?"
 
"You couldn't!"
 
"You find this very arousing, don't you?"
 
"Certainly not!"
 
"Would you like a thousand pounds?"
 
She stared at him in astonishment.
 
"What?"
 
"I've done a little checking on you. You're always scrambling after cash. I gather art critics aren't in terribly high demand these days."
 
"I have no intention of being one of your models," she exclaimed.
 
"I didn't ask you to."
 
"And what would this thousand pounds be for?"
 
"Using your mind to control your body."
 
She looked up at him suspiciously.
 
"How?"
 
"Keep your body from moving. Stand there absolutely still. Don't move your arms, your legs, your feet, your hips or your head. Can you do that for five minutes?"
 
"And what will you be doing while I stand absolutely still?" she demanded warily.
 
"Touching you."
 
She snorted disdainfully.
 
"Do you think I'd pay you a thousand pounds to feel you up?" he asked in amusement. "You're a pretty girl but there are a lot of pretty girls who would love to let me touch them. This is a scientific test. I will use two fingers. That's all. Two fingers for five minutes and you have a thousand pounds for disproving my belief about women and their bodies."
 
"That's a ridiculous test," she said caustically.
 
"But surely you can pass it? You're hardly aroused by this, after all. You find it disgusting. You find me disgusting. How could I possibly persuade you otherwise with two fingers?"
 
He brushed back a stray lock of hair with his index finger, smiling at her, and she raised her chin, glaring.
 
His finger eased down, slowly gliding along her lower lip. She stiffened, but did not move as his finger eased slowly past her lip, rubbing briefly against her lower teeth. Her mind was awhirl, yet without ever making the decision she found she had accepted his challenge. 
 
His finger abruptly pulled back and stroked slowly down along the nape of her neck, then plucked at the top button of her shirt. 
 
She looked down to see him unbuttoning her shirt to her waist, then easing inside. She cursed to note she had worn a bra which clipped together between the cups. The clip opened in an instant, and his finger eased her blouse aside to reveal her full breasts, flushed slightly, small pink nipples fully erect, straining outwards.
 
His index finger rubbed along her lip again, then trailed down along her neck and over her shoulders, down to the swelling roundness of her breast, then onto her nipple. It circled the rigid pink bud, then caught between it against his thumb. She inhaled sharply as he rolled her nipple between them, then pinched it lightly and repeatedly. Blushing, heart pounding, she followed his moist fingers downward, watching them undo the clasp of her trousers.
 
Then his hand disappeared down the front of them, slipping insider her satin thong, brushing through the thin curls of her pubic hair to reach her warm, moist centre.
 
She jerked ever so slightly as she felt his finger trace a line along her slit, then sink lengthwise between her labia. 
 
Her mind was racing as she fought to keep her legs from pulling apart, fought to keep from moving at all. His finger began to sink between her labia, then stroked gently up and down its increasingly slippery length.
 
It dipped against her opening, pressing rhythmically, dipping inside again and again, only to pull back. It slipped up to the knuckle and his thumb found her clitoris, rasping upwards.
 
She arched her back slowly, exhaling, clamping her teeth together as fire raced along her veins. Her insides pulsed more and more wildly, and she felt her pussy clinging to his finger as it withdrew. 
 
It thrust up again, then again, his thumb pressing down against her clitoris, then up, stroking faster and faster as he leaned into her. His lips were inches from her face, and she could feel his breath on her cheeks. Her nipples burned with desire, and her eyes fluttered weakly.
 
A slow smile appeared on his face, and she hated him for it, determined to resist his touch. Her body grew warm and heavy, her skin tingling, her legs going rubbery. Then she stumbled a half step, reaching out to grasp his forearm for balance.
 
His thumb pressed in hard against her clitoris and she let out a soft cry of pain mixed with pleasure. She realized her hips were moving, rolling slowly, grinding against him. She was rising and falling slowly, going up on her toes, then easing her pussy down onto his finger.
 
Her eyes closed and her head rolled slowly back as his fingers moved faster and faster. She had already lost his idiotic challenge, but no longer cared. She let her head fall forward against his shoulder, moaning softly as her mind was swamped with delicious sensations of exquisite pleasure.
 
She was making soft grunting noises, and hated herself for it, hated him for drawing the sounds from her lips. She pressed her chest against him, grinding her stiff nipples against his body.
 
He pinched her clitoris hard, and she felt the sting, the nausea. Her breathing became ragged and she gasped as he let his fingernails press into the exquisitely sensitive button with more and more pressure. The pain grew greater, and yet her pleasure overrode it.
 
His fingers eased the pressure, began stroking lightly, and the pleasure flooded through her mind and body. She was on the edge of climax when he pinched down hard, then rasped his thumb back and forth quickly. She cried out, coming, trembling, arching her back as the climax rippled up through her loins, tearing at her mind with hammerblows of unleashed sexual bliss.
 
"O-Oh God!" she panted. "Oh God! God! God!"
 
Abruptly his thumb rose, the nail jamming against her clitoris. A dark wall of sharp, stinging pain tore into the underside of the cloud floating her higher and she grabbed his arm with both hands, mouth and eyes opening wide.
 
The pleasure twisted, and for a moment screamed higher into a peak she sensed she had never reached. Her fingers froze on his arm and her hips bucked very sharply.
 
Then the pain pushed aside the pleasure and she threw herself backwards, stumbling, then falling back on the floor, crying out as she clutched her groin with her hand, letting her head fall back to stare up at the ceiling above.
 
"I think you lose," he said.
 
Pamela looked out her window at the dark street below, seeing nothing but Garret Simmons and his cold smirk. She rubbed her bare arms as she stood in the dark, feeling her arms pushing up gently against her bare breasts.
 
She was aware that her nipples were erect, and aware the chill was not responsible. She was aroused, had been aroused to varying degrees since she had rushed out of Garret Simmons' loft earlier that day.
 
She did not understand what, in the dark corner of her mind, had come alive at Simmons' cooly superior attitude and his abuse of women. She had no idea what it was about the depictions of pain and sexual abuse in his paintings she and other women were drawn to.
 
She understood the psychology behind sexual submissiveness, the desire to give over control to another. She recognized that held considerable attraction to many, including, at times, her.
 
But pain was a dark and angry lover, and she could not fathom how it could give pleasure to anyone of sound mind.
 
And yet she remembered that sudden soaring pleasure as the pain had struck her, how it had screamed upwards towards some plane she had never known existed. Where had that pleasure come from, and how could she reach it again?
 
And what about those women who threw themselves at Simmons? Surely they would make an interesting study in psychology, drawn to him through the brutality of his art. What did they want, those women?
 
She bent further forward, feeling the weight draw her breasts downwards as she stared at the darkness. She wore only her thong, and felt the sensuality of its caress as it tightened against her mons. She was aware of how pleasing men found her body's shape, and felt a mildly exhibitionistic excitement as she leaned into the window well.
 
There was no one below, but perhaps one of those buildings up the street held a man with binoculars or a telescope. She wondered if the mere sight of her would cause them to have an erection.
 
She wondered what would give Garret Simmons an erection, and what it would look like.
 
The phone rang, startling her, and she felt a flush of embarrassment, as if caught doing something naughty.
 
She moved away from the window and sat at he small desk, picking up the phone.
 
"Miss Grosvenor?" 
 
She felt a stab of excitement at that calm, throaty voice.
 
"Yes. Who is it?" she asked, knowing.
 
"I thought I would call to make sure you were all right. You left in something of a panic earlier."
 
"Hardly," she said, doing her best to sound casual.
 
"You seemed upset."
 
"I... was, perhaps," she conceded.
 
"Having ones weaknesses exposed is often disturbing.
 
She frowned at the phone, blushing with the memory.
 
"I was simply tired," she said.
 
"You did not appear to lack energy."
 
"What is it you want, Mr. Simmons?" she demanded.
 
"I thought we could perhaps complete that interview."
 
She hesitated, a shivering running up her spine.
 
"I believe I... have sufficient for the article."
 
"Surely you're not frightened?"
 
"Don't be absurd."
 
"I do nothing without the consent of my models... or anyone else I'm... dealing with."
 
"I'm not at all frightened."
 
"Not of me, but perhaps of yourself."
 
"You're an arrogant man, Mr. Simmons."
 
"Yes. And?"
 
"Bondage is not so cutting edge as all that, you know. Perhaps I might have some interest in it, but that hardly makes me a frail little girl."
 
"I never made such a suggestion. If that's what you feel like then that's your problem."
 
She drew in a deep breath.
 
"When?"
 
"Tomorrow morning would do nicely."
 
"Fine."
 
She hung up, her chest tight as she wondered what the next morning might bring.
 
She wore a dress with a long, pleated skirt when she knocked at his door the next morning. He opened it promptly, smiled slightly, and then shrugged her in.
 
"My model called in sick," he said.
 
"Oh."  She hesitated, relieved in a way. "Well, I suppose we can still conduct the interview."
 
"Or something."
 
She frowned suspiciously but said nothing as she preceded him into the large, open area where his easel and paints waited.
 
"Have you ever done any modelling?" he asked.
 
"No," she said.
 
He leaned back against a wall, powerful arms folded over his chest, and smiled.
 
"I seem to recall seeing a picture of you in one of your columns once."
 
"Oh, that." She flushed slightly. "I wasn't counting that. I just did that as a favour to a friend during school."
 
"He wasn't very good."
 
"I thought it quite a good likeness."
 
"There's more to art than painting a picture. There was nothing of your soul in that picture, nothing of your inner beauty, of your longings, your dark fantasies, your wilfulness, your intellect. He didn't do you justice."
 
She blinked, startled, and felt her stomach flutter.
 
"Ah, well. He was just a student," she said lamely.
 
"I'm sure I could do better."
 
"I'm sure you think you could," she said tartly.
 
He pushed himself off from the wall and moved closer to her, and Pamela forced herself to stand still as he towered over her, oddly menacing even with a smile on his face.
 
"Come now," he said. "We both know my art has fascinated you, that you have had fantasies about it, that you have discovered an interest in being bound which you did not know you held. Why be ashamed of that?"
 
"I'm not ashamed," she said with an attempt at aloofness.
 
"Why don't we explore those feelings then?"
 
"Because I choose not to."
 
"Then model for me."
 
She snorted.
 
"You need the money. I pay two hundred pounds a session."
 
She licked her lips at the thought of so much money, but shook her head firmly.
 
"Ashamed of displaying your body?"
 
"Of course not!"
 
"Then...?"
 
"You're so smug and superior," she said caustically.
 
"I've reason to be. You have a fine body. And I've already seen... or touched it everywhere that counts. Why not make some money?"
 
"You make it sound like prostitution."
 
"All work is prostitution, if you care to think of it that way. You're paid to do things you don't particularly care to, be it fucking someone, or washing tables and floors. This is considerably easier than that."
 
"Except I'd have to do it naked."
 
He shrugged and smiled. "But you're an art connoisseur, no? The human body holds no shame for you."
 
She made a face. "Fine. I'll pose for you... for three hundred pounds."
 
He laughed.
 
"But that doesn't include any sexual favours."
 
"I want to draw you, not fuck you. If all I wanted to do was fuck you I'd have you on all fours right now."
 
She was flabbergasted at his arrogance, but before she could reply he'd thrown a robe at her.
 
"Undress over there," he said, pointing at a small alcove.
 
You are out of your bleeding mind, she thought as she moved across the room. Yet even as her chest tightened with anxiety she felt her legs trembling with sexual anticipation, and try as she could she could not quell it.
 
The thought of three hundred pounds was not something to be cast aside either. It would pay her rent, for one thing.
 
Her nipples were already firmly erect as she removed her bra, and her chest grew so tight she could hardly breath as she slipped off her stockings and panties and drew the robe tight around herself.
 
She fought to appear composed, then padded out of the alcove, her bare feet soft on the wood below. He turned and looked at her, and her stomach tensed up, her fingers trembling inside the pockets of the robe.
 
"We'll keep it simple," he said. "Nothing too dark or strenuous. Take off the robe and come here."
 
She took a deep breath, then, face flushing redly, she opened the robe and shrugged it off.
 
He looked at her carefully, eyes moving up and down. She held her breath under the close scrutiny, stomach churning as his eyes caressed her from head to toe. She had never felt quite so naked before, and was both shamed and exhilarated.
 
He reached out, touched her shoulder, and turned her so he could see her backside.
 
"Good," he said finally.
 
His hand closed around her upper arm and he eased her across the room towards the spot of sun before his canvas. Once there he let go of her, then picked up a length of soft black rope.
 
"Put your arms together behind your back, palms together," he ordered.
 
Nervously, she obeyed, fighting to show a casualness she did not feel. You're just a model, she told herself. Stay calm. Don't be a child.
 
She felt the rope encircle her wrists. He was tying her quite carefully, laying one loop precisely after another so that half a dozen lines circled her wrists. She felt his hands rise, gripping her upper arm, and the rope circled her just above the elbow.
 
"A-are you going to tie my elbows together like... like that other girl?" she asked anxiously.
 
"It's not that difficult. Just relax."
 
"But I... "
 
"Relax."
 
She felt the rope twining around her arms, tightening slowly. Her arms were drawn back together, and she felt the strain in her shoulders.
 
"Oh!" she gasped.
 
He massaged her shoulders, his big fingers surprisingly gentle, and eased up on the rope for a minute. Then it was tightening again, and she winced as her arms were drawn further back.
 
"I..."
 
"Relax," he said softly.
 
She gasped as her shoulders screamed, then felt her elbows touch. "Oh God!" she panted.
 
The ropes wound around and around, then a length went between them, cinching tight. 
 
He let her go, and she stood still, breathing raggedly as she adjusted to the oddity of her position. She found herself wishing for a mirror, wondering what she looked like with her arms so tightly pinned back.
 
He came before her, and she saw a thin wire in his fingers. She stared down at it, noticing the loop as he brought it against one of her already erect nipples. She blushed at the sight, then felt a jolt of anxiety as the loop closed around one stiff nipple, closed... and closed tighter.
 
"Ow! Oh! Ohhh! It's too tight! It stings!" she cried, rapidly shifting her weight from one foot to the other.
 
"It will ease in a moment," he said calmly.
 
He moved away, then returned with another wire, another loop. She stared at it in anguish, watching as it pressed in around her nipple, sliding in to the base, then pulled tight.
 
She kept quiet this time, clenching her jaw as the stinging pain assaulted her. Her heart was hammering and she was breathing roughly and rapidly.
 
"There now. That wasn't so bad, was it?"
 
He hooked a finger beneath the wire, and lifted slightly. The stinging grew in intensity, and she gasped, rising to her toes as her nipples were tugged upwards and towards him. She watched them stretching out, watched her breasts distend, sharpening into cones as he pulled still higher. The pain in her nipples grew dark and burned.
 
"Please!" she cried.
 
He lowered his finger, easing the strain on her nipples, though keeping her on her toes.
 
"Such small things, nipples. Two tiny bits of flesh, yet how they sting, and how easily the pain can control us if we give into it."
 
He raised his finger again, and again she gasped and cried out softly. He lowered his finger, then moved back, pulling it, and her along, even while keeping her on her toes.
 
"Stop it!" she cried.
 
"It's only a tiny bit of pain," he said mockingly. "Surely such small pain can't control a strong woman like you."
 
He drew down a small chain which hung above her, and clipped the centre of the wire to it. Then he patted her head and moved back to his easel.
 
Pamela was left gasping and sweating under the bright light, on the tips of her toes, her nipples stretched to at least an inch in length. Her back was arched painfully, her head back, hair brushing against the top of her buttocks.
 
It was an exquisitely uncomfortable position, and her nipples were burning embers. Yet his audacity and her own daring had her feeling deeply aroused. She was not in the habit of exposing her body to virtual strangers in such a fashion, and though she told herself that as an art student she should not see doing so as sexual, with this man it was.
 
Her toes began to ache far worse than her nipples, and her feet trembled. She felt genuine fear at what would happen if she could no longer support herself.
 
"Please!" she called, unable to look at him. "I can't stand on my toes any more!"
 
"So don't," he replied.
 
"The.... the chain is too high! My nipples..."
 
"Perhaps I should give you something to stand on then."
 
She felt something heavy dragged across the floor, and turned to see him approach with a metal post. It was gleaming stainless steel, and had a heavy round base. It most closely resembled nothing so much as the posts which supported velvet ropes blocking access to paintings and sculptures at the many exhibitions she'd attended.
 
Except for the odd pedal just to one side.
 
"J-just lower the chain," she gasped.
 
Instead he pushed the post in against her, so that she could stand upon it. It was higher towards the middle, of course, than at the edges, and even while this left the metal post pressed against her groin she sought to get her feet in as close to it as possible.
 
Of course, she immediately recognized the phallic aspect to the post, and glared at him before he moved away. No doubt he would work it into his painting as some kind of giant penis.
 
Yet the relief in her feet was flooding her body, and she groaned as she was able to stand almost flat, the sides of her feet pressed in against the centre post.
 
The post was not nearly as wide as most of those she'd seen, and she wondered if he really thought she was so much in heat she would try to impale herself upon it. Certainly it was not too high to do so, for its rounded top was perhaps an inch or two above her pussy, digging gently into her lower abdomen as she stood there.
 
The muscles of her arms tightened against the rope behind her, and her hands felt the top of her buttocks, the warm, rounded flesh, tighten and loosen as she shifted her weight from foot to foot.
 
I'm just doing this for the money, she thought, and to prove how wrong he is.
 
Yet she could feel the slickness of the metal now where it pressed into her groin, and she flushed with embarrassment, wondering what he would say when he pulled it back and saw the metal glistening.
 
She cursed her body furiously even as she fought the necessity of moving back away from the metal.
 
"Do you suppose I should keep you?" he called. "I could simply keep you in chains and train you like a sexual slave. I could make you my bitch dog and give you to my friends when they came by."
 
"Y-you could try," she panted dismissively.
 
"I have a feeling you'd beg for the opportunity."
 
"Y-You have an odd fantasy life!"
 
He walked closer to her, then slowly circled her.
 
"You have a lovely ass," he said. "Would you like to know what I'm thinking about it."
 
"N-Not particularly," she breathed.
 
"Have you ever been sodomized?"
 
The question was breathtaking in its casualness, and for a long moment she could not answer.
 
"No," she said finally. "And I shan't be today either."
 
He smiled, his teeth gleaming. "I said I'd do nothing to you without your permission, and I won't. But I think this bottom could use a few stripes across it, then something thick and hard inside."
 
Bastard! 
 
He moved back to his easel and took up his brush as she stood there, mind surging with sexual electricity, breasts swollen and stiff nipples stinging. She pushed herself unconsciously against the metal bar, which had warmed now, gently grinding her pussy against the steel as heat surged through her veins.
 
"If you beg me," he called, "I might be willing to fuck you."
 
She did not trust her voice to respond.
 
"You're not a virgin, are you?"
 
"Don't be a-absurd," she snapped.
 
"I didn't think so. That being the case, why don't you ease yourself onto that post. It will improve the picture immeasurably."
 
"I-I will not!" she cried, her insides twisting.
 
"Why not? It's not like you haven't spread yourself before. And it's not all that thick. Why, I'm thicker myself."
 
She sneered weakly, and caught herself rubbing against the post.
 
Then he was beside her, and his hand was on her bottom, all-but covering it, his middle fingers slipping down beneath and touching her opening.
 
"Just move forward a bit, and lift yourself up," he said mildly.
 
"I... no I..."
 
She had risen instinctively, pulling her bottom up from those fingers, and as he eased her forward she felt herself rasp across the rounded top of the post, then sink. She felt the pressure against her opening, and even as she shrank from humiliating herself by doing so, could not prevent her body from sinking further.
 
She could have jerked herself away, and desperately wanted to, yet her body would not obey. She felt her labia spreading wider and wider, and groaned at the strain as the metal slipped into her opening.
 
"That's it," he said, his voice soft, calm.
 
"I-I..."
 
But he was gone, back to his painting, and her tired, aching toes eased her lower still, until she had at least two inches of the thing inside her. Part of the steel was cold, the part which had not been gripped between her thighs or pressed against her belly, but most of it was warm, and her soft sleeve clung to it.
 
Now that she was directly over the thing her right foot was pressed against the small pedal there, and unthinkingly she shifted her heel to get some additional height. The pedal went down, and she gasped as she felt the post rise inside her.
 
"Oh God!" she whispered.
 
It had risen an inch, somehow, and she shuddered as her arms pulled against the rope binding them. Her foot had slipped off the pedal, and it lifted once more, yet the post did not descend.
 
It was hard, and warming within her snug sleeve, and she turned her head to see Simmons painting, head down, eyes flicking up occasionally.
 
I really am mad, she thought wonderingly.
 
She felt her lower body grind slightly, felt the irresistible hardness of the steel within her, and the slickness of her lips clasped around it. Her foot shifted and eased onto the pedal, and the post rose higher. An inch, then two, then four, then six, slowly, one push at a time, until her abdomen felt swollen and distended by the thickness of the steel rod lodged within her.
 
Her body trembled slightly, the sexual electricity setting her nerves fraying and her muscles twitching. She had never felt so lewd, so carnal, or so sexual aroused. She breathed in slow ragged gasps even as she fought - foolishly, she knew - to pretend she was entirely aloof from what was going on.
 
She shifted her foot onto the pedal and the rod pushed higher still. Her insides ached with it now, and she felt the first twinge of pain from deep within her. But at the same time it felt so magnificent inside her, so deep and thick and hard. She felt brazen and wild, and her pulse pounded as the blood raced through her body.
 
She forced herself to go still as he moved out from behind his easel and approached.
 
"I forgot this," he said, smiling as he held up a small metal object.
 
Pamela saw it without understanding. She felt his hand between her legs, touching the post, rather than her, but could not drop her eyes to see.
 
"This fits against the post, you see. It slots in right... here, and then..."
 
Pamela cried out as a hard pressure was jammed in against the top of her opening, right where it gripped the steel post. That pressure bore down almost nauseatingly hard against that most sensitive portion of her anatomy which rested just above the pillar.
 
She writhed, hardly able to cry out as pain and dizziness tumbled within her body. Never had her clitoris been subjected to such pain, such pressure, and she gurgled in helplessness as he returned to his easel and left her there to shudder and moan.
 
"P-P-Please!" she whimpered. "P-Please!"
 
She could not form a coherent sentence, could hardly keep her mind in one piece as her body burned with feverish pain and dizziness.
 
It subsided only slowly, leaving her with a feeling of intense pressure down there.
 
"Bastard! Fucking bastard!" she half sobbed, half panted.
 
He ignored her, painting furiously.
 
As the intensity of the pain diminished she felt a surging relief, yet still there was that awful pressure.
 
She knew, as her mind began to recover, what he was doing. But she did not find the crushing pressure brought against her clitoris to be arousing: Quite the contrary. For her lust was cooled for some time.
 
Yet it had been so powerful that it could not be quenched, and soon it began to overcome the pain and pressure, and her hips began to grind instinctively, even as that served to accent the pain.
 
Every little movement pulled her clitoris against that terrible pressure, and send a flood of pain/nausea and pleasure flooding through her body.
 
Soon enough the pleasure overcame all or absorbed it. The sensations coming from her clitoris became almost narcotic in their intensity, and just as irresistible. As the pleasure rose up around her she could not stop herself from twitching and pulling, from tugging upwards and sliding down. Each movement made her gasp in pain and pleasure, yet she continued to move, caught in the grip of a terrible lust which could not be denied.
 
And just as the pinching of her clitoris sent sharp pains shooting through her groin those pains were echoed, if with less intensity, as her body tugged against the wires clutching her nipples. Sharp, biting little bolts of pain ripped into her body as she writhed there helplessly, and her body poured sweat as the heat of her arousal swamped her senses.
 
She shrank from climaxing before him, even as some part of herself greeted the prospect of such slatternly behaviour with glee.
 
Yet she could not prevent it, nor could she silence her long wavering cry of wonder and ecstasy as the orgasm crashed down around her. Her body exploded, threatening to tear apart at the shocking power of the sensations released within her. Never in her life had she experienced its like, nor imagined anyone could.
 
She trembled violently, eyes rolling back in her head, body awash with fire as the climax rolled through her nervous system, an unstoppable force of raw, jagged power which blotted out the world.
 
Her head whipped back until her nipples felt ready to tear right off her breasts. She swayed and trembled, moaning aloud. She would have fallen over had the steel rod not been thrust so deeply into her.
 
She felt it tearing at her and the pain wakened her somewhat, regaining enough mind to catch her balance. Still, she barely held herself up as she gulped in air and tried to clear her mind.
 
"Very good," he said. "See if you can do that again."
 
"F-fuck you!" she panted.
 
He was beside her, grinning, and his booted foot came down the pedal. She grunted as he pumped it hard and another inch of rod thrust up into her body. Another pump and another, and she was on her toes, gasping and moaning.
 
"S-stop it!" she gasped.
 
"You'd do well to learn more respect for your employers, my girl," he said.
 
It was jammed up against her very cervix now, and the pain ate into her even as she realized she was utterly helpless to resist whatever he chose to do.
 
"I... s-sorry," she said in a choked voice.
 
"Are you?"
 
He cupped her breasts - which were cone shaped by the pull on her nipples - and held them in his hands, stroking his hands along the undersides. "How will you make it up to me?"
 
His fingers rose to pinch her nipples lightly, then he stepped back. His foot kicked the post and the rod began to sink away. She moaned in relief as she sank with it, falling back onto her heels. The metal crushing her clitoris was withdrawn, and she almost fainted from relief.
 
C h a p t e r   T h r e e
 
"I've finished the sketch. But I'd like to try a few more positions before I choose what image suits you."
 
He pulled the hook away from the wire between her nipples, and more relief swept through her as the pressure finally eased. She was hardly aware of him leading her to one side as her nipples and groin throbbed in delight.
 
"How do you feel?"
 
She bit her lip, flushing in embarrassment as he grinned at her, then inhaled sharply as he let his hand stroke slowly down her nude body. He cupped one of her breasts, then traced a line around her belly button before easing a single finger down along the line of her sex.
 
"Not so strong as you thought, hmmm?" he said in a low voice. "Perhaps starting to feel the animal instincts which your body craves? Feeling a longing to be owned and used like a bitch in heat?"
 
"I-I think that... that that's enough now," she gulped.
 
"Nonsense. I've only the one sketch. I need at least two more to choose from."
 
He moved behind her, fastening another hook to her bound wrists.
 
"W-wait," she panted, her head twisting from side to side, as if to see behind her.
 
She felt her wrists pulled upwards, and was forced to bend forward, then further.
 
"Wh-what are you... Owww!"
 
"I think being bent over will do wonders for your image of yourself," he said, slapping her backside.
 
"Oww! Oww! Oww!" she cried as he lifted her wrists up higher and higher.
 
"Noo!" she cried.
 
"Just relax, Grosvenor," he said calmly.
 
Tears filled her eyes and she groaned helplessly as he lifted her wrists up higher still.
 
He stepped back, yet her arms were held aloft, her hands almost straight up above her now. Her body was bent down harshly, and she was on her toes in a desperate effort at easing the awful strain on her shoulders.
 
"I-I can't do this! I can't do this," she gasped.
 
He bent before her, and pinched her nipples. The wire came loose from first one, then the other, and another surge of wonderful relief gripped her, silencing her and temporarily shutting away the pain in her shoulders.
 
It was short-lived relief, however, for two clamps quickly took the place of the loops, and then metal weights the size and shape of golf balls were hung from them to dangle below
 
"Oh shit," she whispered.
 
"My arms are going to break!"
 
"I've been doing this a while. I know how much tension your arms and shoulders can take, child."
 
"Oh! oh! What are... don't! Oh God!"
 
His fingers had slipped in between her legs from behind and were deftly rubbing along her pussy, caressing her clitoris with a light touch.
 
"Don't!"
 
He ignored her, and she groaned, staring at the floor, almost blinded by the mass of her own hair falling around her face, panting and moaning as she looked down between her hanging breasts to see his black fingers moving in a slow, circular motion against her sex.
 
The pain faded as her attention was distracted. Emotions swirled within her and she moaned helplessly.
 
"Relax. Just relax," he said, his voice calm.
 
"M-My arms..."
 
His finger rasped directly across her clitoris, and she felt her behind rise involuntarily, her legs shifting apart before the increased pain snapped them back together.
 
A long finger penetrated her, easing very slowly into her body along the smooth layer of lubrication her body had already produced. She moaned again, eyes dropping to the floor, mouth open and panting as she felt the heat spread through her belly.
 
"T-this is... you shouldn't... uhhhnggh."
 
"Relax."
 
Her behind was grinding slowly, rolling in time to the circles his thumb was describing around her clitoris. Her mind was enveloped by a steaming curtain of heat and shock, of desire out of control. She made soft, incoherent noises as he stroked her. The pain was still there, but shrouded in a deep, all-encompassing sexual rapture.
 
He was gone without her realizing he had left. She could not see him for her hair. She tried to raise her head but her long, wild hair continued to blind her, and she let her head fall.
 
Her arms and shoulders began to drag at her attention once again, the cramp and ache in them growing by the minute. The tugging on her nipples was little more than an annoyance in comparison.
 
He did not speak to her. She assumed he was painting her. But she thought mostly of herself, of her pain and heat, and desire and guilt.
 
Guilt. What kind of woman would become aroused so easily? What manner of professional art graduate would allow herself to be posed like this because of a lewd obsession? This was a professional modelling job and she was treating it like... like a sexual encounter.
 
She thought she could still feel his fingers against her. God! How dare he! And yet, never in her life had she known a man who could rouse her so quickly so easily with just his fingers.
 
She groaned again. "M-my arms..." she panted. "They're k-killing me!"
 
"It's your shoulders, not your arms," he said from a distance.
 
"Let me down!" she groaned.
 
"You contracted for the day, Ms. Grosvener."
 
"I ca... can't take it!"
 
"Perhaps you need more inspiration."
 
"N-no," she gulped.
 
But he was behind her, his fingers at her sex. She sucked in air as his long finger dipped inside her.
 
"D-don't," she said shakily.
 
His finger withdrew, and she heard a click, then a buzzing sound. Something harder pushed down between her legs, rubbing along her pussy. It was a vibrator, and she bit at her tongue to keep from crying out as he stroked it across her overheated sex.
 
"Y-you bastard!" she cried.
 
Then he was pushing it into her, and she groaned, shifting her legs even though that forced her arms higher, the air puffing in and out of her as the thick metallic body of the vibrator pushed in through the tight moist folds of her sex. She felt her labia strain around it, and a small orgasm shook her.
 
It pushed high into her belly, until just the base remained, forcing her sex to stay wide, her clitoris only a minute distance away, quivering in tune to the vibrator as he moved back.
 
She didn't even hear the first hiss, and was hardly aware of the blow as it landed across her buttocks. Then the pain struck, sharp and jagged, drawing a startled cry of pain.
 
She heard the next hiss, of the switch... or crop... or whatever it was as it cut through the air. It landed with a soft, meaty thwack, and she lurched forward on her toes, crying out. Pain flared along her behind as he struck again, and tears filled her eyes.
 
"Stop! Stop it!" she half sobbed.
 
Another blow landed, and another, cutting into her softly displayed white flesh, laying hard, throbbing lines of fire across her skin. Her body jerked and the weights swung and danced below her, tugging on her aching nipples. Her arms screamed and her mind spun and twisted like a leaf in a windstorm.
 
"Please! Please!" she cried, pained and disoriented.
 
He was gone, and she was alone, alone with her pain, and with the hardness between her legs, and the buzzing, burning there. Her pubic muscles were clasped around the vibrator, squeezing again and again as she gulped in air.
 
"Bastard," she whimpered.
 
God! She'd been mad, absolutely stark raving out of her mind to agree to this! She knew what he was. She had suspected he might take advantage. No, she had known he would.
 
But her backside was on fire, and stung almost enough to distract her from her horribly aching shoulders. And threw it all was that awful buzzing and purring from deep within her belly.
 
That shouldn't have mattered, but it did. And she was aroused even without it, she admitted. This was all so... so hot, so erotic. She'd never been involved in much on the kink side of sex. In fact, her sex life, such as it was, had been awfully straightforward, even dull. But this!
 
Jesus! Her arms were going to snap off!
 
She twisted slightly, setting the weighted balls swinging beneath her breasts.
 
The fires inside her built up quickly, her arousal growing more and more powerful until, as she ground her thighs together, she came once again. It wasn't as powerful as the first one, but still set her trembling and groaning.
 
"Gaaarreeet!" she moaned.
 
"I don't believe I gave you permission to address me by my surname, Grosvenor," he replied.
 
"Let me doooown!"
 
"You are down."
 
"Untie my arms!"
 
"When I'm done with this sketch."
 
"You son of a bitch!"
 
"You're very rude, you know, and for one so educated, rather crude, as well."
 
She did not reply, only staring at the floor below her.
 
"Why don't you just fuck me and have done?" she moaned softly.
 
"Would you like that?"
 
She bit back her reply, remaining silent.
 
"I might," he said, "if you were to beg me for it."
 
"You can hold your breath," she panted.
 
And yet the idea of him doing her just about then was deeply  and wickedly exciting. Despite her pain and discomfort the heat in her loins had hardly diminished, and the thought of letting him have her made her squeeze her pubic muscles down against the vibrator buzzing within her hot, moist chamber.
 
Would he really sodomize her? She'd always thought that a filthy, degrading thing, and yet now it was that very vileness which made her stomach flutter with excitement. It would be so demeaning - and thrilling.
 
But certainly she could not bear to ask for it, much less beg him. No. If only he would simply - take her! She would curse him, of course, but it would be marvellous.
 
Even if her shoulders did ache terribly.
 
She was dazed, her pussy on the edge of another precipice, when he approached out of nowhere and eased her torments, lowering the hook which held her arms aloft. She almost cried out with relief, and felt a mild orgasm as her arms came down and her shoulders were released from their agony.
 
"You look quite good like that," he said, holding her and looking down. "Perhaps another similar position..."
 
"Oh no, please," she groaned. "My arms..."
 
"All right then, something traditional."
 
He released her arms, and she sank to her knees as they came free. She could not even bring herself to lift them and hold her shoulders. She just knelt there, groaning, her arms limp at her sides as he plucked the weighted balls from her nipples.
 
He squatted beside her, his hand palming her sex, then his fingers gripped the base of the vibrator and drew it slowly out of her body.
 
"How do you feel now?" he asked softly.
 
She closed her eyes, head lolling back. She raised her arms ever so slowly and squeezed her shoulders.
 
He pulled the vibrator out, then began to stroke it back and forth directly against her clitoris. She felt a hot, surge of pleasure, of wonder, and moaned aloud.
 
He thrust the thing deep inside her and then pulled her back until she was laying on the floor, still gripping her opposite shoulders. He began to pump the vibrator, then took one of her hands and brought it down to her groin. He wrapped her fingers around the vibrator, then let go.
 
She hardly gave a thought to what she was doing as she began to slowly work the vibrator back and forth against her clitoris. her knees were up and spread, and they fell wider apart as she rubbed faster, moaning, her head rolling from side to side.
 
She let go of her shoulder, reaching down to gently stroke one throbbing nipple. It felt fatter and more sensitive than it had ever been, and she moaned anew at the pleasure as she rolled her hips up towards the vibrator.
 
She drove it gently but firmly up into her pussy, pushing it in all the way and grinding her hips, then pulled it back out again. She shuddered as she stroked her fingers along her clitoris, then drew the vibrator out and began to rub it faster and faster against her burning little button.
 
A finger, then two, then three pushed into her hot sopping pussy as she stroked the vibrator faster and faster across her clitoris. Her behind rose and fell from the floor, her hips grinding, her back arching. The orgasm approached, and she opened her eyes to see Simmons' face staring down at her as it hit.
 
When her shattered mind reassembled itself she was laying, more or less spreadeagled across the floor, the vibrator still buzzing as it lay beside her. She groaned in shame and dismay as she realized how she had degraded herself before him, how she had masturbated right before his eyes.
 
She rolled onto her belly - slowly - groaning, and saw him, through hooded eyes, across the room at his easel. She wondered if he were painting her orgasm.
 
She had never imagined masturbating in front of a man before, much less a man who was not even her lover. At least, were he her lover, there would be a joining between them, an involvement. But this - this was she alone, for he was fully clothed and no part of her sexual doings.
 
She looked for her clothes, and spotted them, her heart sinking, across the room on the table beside him. There was nothing for it, and she rose slowly, grunting weakly, and padded slowly towards him. She wanted to cover herself with her arms and hands - at least as much as she could. But that would be admitting to shame about her nudity, and no doubt he would sneer at such.
 
Still, her head remained low, her eyes downcast, face red as she approached, headed for her clothing.
 
"Now that wasn't so very bad, was it?" he asked.
 
She shook her head mutely, then was forced to raise her eyes as he grasped her arm and pulled her towards him.
 
"You're made for such things," he said, his voice deep, hypnotic, forceful.
 
She found herself breathless and voiceless, staring into his dark eyes with fear, excitement and embarrassment rolled together.
 
Then he was pushing her down, her head below his chest already, then, as she dropped to her knees, facing his groin.
 
She hadn't begged, had she? She could not remember, but as he held her there she reached for his belt and undid it eagerly. Drawing him into sex with her would not leave her alone, not leave her by herself, exposed and displayed to a virtual stranger. Then they would simply be lovers.
 
She drew his trousers down and grasped his manhood in her hands, amazed, and somewhat piqued that he was not erect. She drew it to her mouth, then licked at the head before taking it between her lips.
 
Her hands worked his testicles as she sucked him deeper, massaging him against the roof of her mouth as her tongue stroked at the underside of the head. He throbbed, and began to harden, to thicken, and she felt growing excitement and satisfaction.
 
Soon she was bobbing her lips up and down, straining around the thickness of his girth as he rested his big, powerful hands on her head. She would have pulled back, then, but he held her head now, squeezing tightly, and began to thrust into her.
 
She continued to bob up and down, but now gagged slightly as he pushed deeper, and her hands came up against his belly to ward him back. When that failed she wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock, keeping it from pushing too deeply as she worked on the head.
 
He let of her head, briefly, seizing her hands, drawing them up and back behind her neck. There he seemed to wrap them with her hair and held it all together in one hand as he pushed his hardness into her mouth once again.
 
He began to pump harder now, and though she coughed and gagged and twisted, she could do nothing to restrain him. He had her head tilted back hard by the pull on her hair, and her mouth was open to his hard, powerful strokes.
 
Her wide eyes stared up at him as he used her mouth, forcing himself deeper and deeper until the head of his cock jammed against the entrance to her throat, twisted, then popped through.
 
Her eyes bulged, and she twisted violently, but he held her easily in place as his long, thick tool pushed down her throat, inch after inch sliding through her lips until her face was crushed against his lower belly.
 
She retched helplessly, quietly, and without visible result as his manhood blocked her throat like a cork in a bottle. Her throat ached with the fullness, and her gag reflex kept trying to rid her of the blockage.
 
Yet he held her in place with ease, until her throat began to adjust and she became light-headed from lack of oxygen. Only then did he slowly draw back, the long, slick length of him pulling up through her narrow tube until the head popped free into her mouth, and out.
 
She coughed then, violently, gasping and panting for breath as he rubbed his saliva-coated cock all over her red face. He allowed her to catch her breath, then without warning drove himself into her mouth and straight down her throat once again.
 
This time it was easier, for there wasn't the panic or shock, and her throat seemed to have accepted it somewhat. Still, it was terribly uncomfortable, and she almost gagged as he began to pump it in and out.
 
Again she became light-headed, her chest on fire. She found he had released her wrists, and slapped weakly and feebly at his chest and belly. Then her arms dropped to her side as, dazedly, she knelt there, mouth wide, his thick cock pumping back and forth in her throat.
 
He pulled free, and her eyes fluttered as she gulped in air. She was hardly aware of him coming, of his white juices spewing across her face. The air was too wondrous a gift, and she gasped repeatedly even as he began to squeeze the last drops onto her cheeks and his moist cockhead stroked across her face to rub it into her skin.
 
He flung her back casually then, so that once again she lay sprawled nakedly on the floor, then bent to yank off his trousers. He peeled his top up over his head then straddled her body, naked, muscles gleaming as he looked down at her panting on the floor below.
 
"Are you starting to feel it, Pamela? Are you starting to feel like a used rag doll, like a whore, like a bitch in heat?"
 
He dropped to his knees, sitting atop her body, just below her breasts. Her hands waved feebly at him but he pulled them down, pinning them below his knees.
 
"Is this different from what you're used to?" he asked, slapping her face lightly. "Is this more exciting?"
 
He squeezed her breasts together, powerful fingers kneading the soft flesh, fingers seizing her nipples and rolling them between them, twisting and pulling as she moaned in pain.
 
His cock lay along her chest like a black snake, and he pressed her breasts together around it, massaging himself with them, teeth white as he smiled cruelly down at her. 
 
Her lower body writhed weakly, legs twisting to the right, then left as she sought to dislodge him. But his weight and strength were far too great.
 
"Show me how sophisticated you are, Pamela," he said in a contemptuous voice.
 
His hand slapped her face harder, throwing it to the side.
 
"Show me how a proper girl behaves."
 
He slapped her face again, this time knocking it in the other direction.
 
"S-Stop!" she gasped.
 
"Why should I?" he asked.
 
His right hand cracked her face once again, then his left, then his right, knocking it from side to side as the stinging slaps sent her mind reeling. Her legs spread as she sought leverage, bucking her hips up to throw him off.
 
He turned and his open hand cracked down against her mound.
 
"Unggghh!"
 
Her legs jerked together, and unbent, falling to the floor. Instinctively they opened to ease the sudden pain and -
 
"Unghgh!"
 
His open hand slapped against her mound again, a soft, moist, meaty sound rising over her cry of shocked pain.
 
"Tell me what a slut you are, Pamela," he ordered in a soft voice.
 
She whimpered and shook her head.
 
"Spread your legs more. Spread them."
 
She shook her head and his hand cracked against her cheek. 
 
"Spread your legs."
 
She shook her head again and once again he slapped her face, then again, throwing it from side to side until she sobbed aloud and spread her legs.
 
"Now raise your knees again. Higher. That's it."
 
His hand slapped down hard against her mons and her legs flew out, dropping to the floor, her mind flooded by pain and nausea as she sobbed in miserable helplessness.
 
"Are you starting to feel it, Pamela?" he asked. "Are you starting to feel the helplessness, the knowledge that you can do nothing whatever to affect your situation? Are you starting to understand how a woman can be nothing but a thing, but a toy for a strong man to play with?"
 
He leaned forward, his already hardening cock sliding along her chest until the tip pressed against her chin.
 
"Take it into your mouth, Pamela. Now."
 
Pamela was whimpering and panting for breath, dazed and confused as he lifted her head from the floor. She understood, however, and closed her lips around the head of his cock as it slipped between them. She sucked awkwardly, her tongue lapping at the underside of the head as he slipped further forwards.
 
He was sitting just above her breasts now, his knees framing her head there on the floor, closing it in as he leaned inward. His thighs and groin filled the world, and he started to pump, his big hands tilting her head back further.
 
She moaned a denial but could do nothing as his cock slipped into her throat once more. It seemed easier now, or perhaps her body was too overwhelmed by it all to resist. Her back arched nonetheless, her legs splaying and writhing as he forced himself to the hilt and began to pump.
 
"You see, Pamela? You're just a toy, just a thing to be used for my pleasure. And when I used you up I'll find another."
 
He pulled out, rubbing his slick cock over her face, then abruptly moved backwards, sliding along her body. He caught at her wrists as he moved down, yanking on them, lifting her head and shoulders off the floor, pulling her up to sit facing him as he dropped onto the floor himself.
 
He pulled her up into his arms, and she wriggled helplessly as his tongue drove into her mouth. She could feel his cock below her now as her legs sought support, and she found she was straddling him.
 
He pulled back, gripping her head in powerful hands to hold her eyes inches from hers. "Take my cock and put it in your body," he whispered.
 
She gulped in air, eyes blinking, and he shook her like a rag doll. "Do it," he ordered.
 
Her hands fumbled below her and wrapped around his thickness, raising it as she got her knees underneath her and lifted herself up. She pressed the head against her entrance and felt a soft ache, then eased downwards so it forced aside her swollen lips and entered her body.
 
"That's it. All the way, take it up high, baby," he whispered.
 
She moaned softly, trembling as she slid down its length, feeling it pushing aside the soft, elastic walls of her sex as it impaled her. She felt a soft ache deep inside as it pushed deeper, then her buttocks flattened against his thighs.
 
His hands slipped behind her, and his lips crushed her once again, his tongue flitting around inside her mouth. Her hands were on his shoulders, holding herself awkwardly in position. Then her thigh muscles relaxed and she slumped against his body, her breasts crushed against his powerful chest as his organ throbbed inside her belly.
 
He pulled his lips back, and his dark eyes bored into her. "Ride me," he ordered.
 
His hand slapped against her buttocks and she tensed her thighs, then rose slightly. Her hands pressed down on his shoulders, and she began to ride, slowly at first, then harder as his hands slapped her buttocks insistently.
 
"Have you ever lost control before me?" he breathed. "Have you ever let yourself lose control before me?"
 
He gripped her hair, yanking her head back until she cried out, then mouthed the centre of one breast. His teeth bit down against the soft flesh as he sucked. His tongue whipped against her outraged nipple as he began to chew.
 
Hi slapped hard against her behind as she paused, and she yelped and began to slide up and down once again, gulping in air as her mind swam through a murky world of pain and shock and a strange, foreign excitement.
 
Bastard, she thought furiously. 
 
She hated him for using her, hated him for mistreating her, hated him for the pain and the abuse. 
 
Miserable, bullying swine, she thought. 
 
He was an animal, nothing but an animal.
 
He transferred his mouth to her other breast and she grunted as his teeth bit down, the ache of it burning her even as her rock-hard nipple thrummed under his rasping tongue and hot, sucking breath.
 
What am I doing, she thought wondrously. What am I doing here?
 
His hand cracked against her behind and she rose up once more, feeling her pussy clinging to his thick tool, feeling her lips pulled outward, griping his thickness tautly as it pulled free. She rose up to the edge, her legs starting to tire now, then dropped down, down faster than she needed, grunting in pleasure, despite herself, as that thick cock thrust deep inside her.
 
He released her hair, his hands going beneath her, cupping her behind, lifting her and dropping her faster and faster as she moaned and wriggled and her swollen breasts were ground against his muscular chest.
 
God it felt good, she thought angrily. 
 
It hurt, it ached. She felt like she was being punched in the stomach from the inside. But it felt so... good.
 
He drew his legs together, raising his knees, then released her behind and pushed her back. She grunted as she fell back against his legs and arched across his knees. The skin tautened across her breasts just as his hands stroked roughly across them. 
 
She looked up at him, breathless, angry, and he smiled, reaching down to finger her clitoris.
 
"Ride me," he ordered.
 
She started to bring herself forward but he shoved her back.
 
Her hands found the floor behind her, and she began to slide awkwardly up and down along his legs. His fingers were rough against her clitoris, and she winced repeatedly. Yet the crackling heat of sexual arousal rose steadily higher inside her.
 
"Bastard," she gasped.
 
His hand slapped her face, and flung her back across his knees again. She gasped, but pushed herself back up, riding his cock harder.
 
His hands caught her chest and yanked her forward against him, then slipped around her to crush her body as his lips found hers. This time her own responded without thought, her tongue driving forward to meet his as their lips moved together. His fingers dug into her flesh as he pulled her against him, and he leaned back until he was laying along the floor.
 
His hands slapped at her buttocks, then a thick finger prodded her wrinkled anal opening. She tried to pull back but his arms held her tightly, and then she relaxed, knowing she could change nothing.
 
An odd sense of freedom seeped through her mind, as for the first time, perhaps ever in her life, she acknowledged that she had no control whatsoever over what was done to her, or over how she responded. She grunted softly as his finger forced its way into her rectum, but did not really care.
 
Her lips and his worked bruisingly against each other as her thigh muscles raised and lowered her hips, riding his cock with slow, deliberate care. 
 
His finger wriggled deep, twisting around inside her anus, pressing in this direction, then that, then pumping slowly in and out in time to her movements.
 
She started riding faster, harder, losing control now, her hips bouncing up and down, grunting with the force of each deep impalement.
 
Then his hands stopped her, clamping down hard on her behind and back so she could barely move.
 
"Sit up," he ordered softly.
 
Panting, she obeyed as his muscles relaxed, groaning as she sat high, feeling the length of him up inside her. She rubbed weakly at her stomach, as if she could feel him inside her, and her eyes closed as his finger caught at her clitoris and rubbed it expertly.
 
"I want you to do something now," he said in a calm voice. "I want you to take it out of your cunt, and put it in your asshole."
 
She blinked in confusion, staring at him.
 
"Now!"
 
"I... I don't want..."
 
"I don't care what you want. I want to feel the inside of your beautiful ass wrapped around me. Do it now."
 
She started to do it before even thinking about why, then halted. An instant later she cried out, grasping at his wrist as his fingers caught her clitoris between them and his nails jammed in against it from either side.
 
"Do it now," he ordered, his voice calm, commanding.
 
Tears filled her eyes as she writhed, slapping at his hand. Every movement intensified the pain, and she quickly stopped, breathing in short, harsh, ragged breaths.
 
"NOW!"
 
She eased up ever so slowly, and his hand went with her.
 
"Let go of my hand."
 
Her hands fell away, and she whimpered, rising higher, the pain jagged against her sensitive clitoris.
 
She felt the head slip out of her pussy, and grasped at it, pressing it against her rectum, then sank down. The unfamiliarity of it made her grunt even as the pressure built up against her sphincter muscle. She felt the skin smoothing, spreading apart, felt the tautness as her opening spread all unwilling.
 
Then he was inside her, and she sank lower, groaning weakly as he eased the pressure on her clitoris. His hand fell away, both hands rising to her breasts, and relief flooded her even as her backside began to cramp.
 
It hurt as he filled her, but not nearly as badly as the alternative, and he let her ease back and pump lightly to get her body used to the feel of him within her.
 
She felt stuffed as she finally took the last inch of him into her. She leaned inward, breathing harshly, her breasts dangling over his face as he grinned up at her.
 
"Bastard!" she whispered.
 
"Yes. I know. How does it feel to have a thick cock up your asshole?"
 
"I don't care," she lied.
 
He grinned, yanking her body down against him, his lips catching hers once again as he rolled over atop her. His cock twisted inside her bowels and she grunted at the unfamiliar ache of it. Then he was above her, her knees pushed back against her chest, her backside raised lewdly.
 
He started to pump, and her eyes were filled with angry frustration as his smiled down at her. He pushed her legs back further, bending her back painfully. He straightened her legs, forcing her ankles back as he worked himself in and out of her bottom.
 
"Is this the kind of sex all the posh girls at Cambridge get up to?" he taunted.
 
She grunted as her ankles were jammed back over her shoulders. Then again as he thrust particularly deep.
 
He worked her open and increased his pace, thrusting down harder and faster, his heavy body battering her to the floor as she stared upwards with a growing sense of apartness. It was as if her body was not hers, for she could control nothing about it.
 
She was a tightly crushed ball of flesh beneath the machine-like hammering of his heavy black frame. His cock speared deep with every thrust, and all she could do was lay there and grunt.
 
Her ankles were pressed together now behind her head, his big hand holding them there as he thrust casually.
 
"Doesn't look like the kind of picture you'll send to mummy and daddy," he taunted.
 
He fingered her pussy, one, then two, stabbing into her to thrust in and out. A third joined it, and she groaned at the strain. Then his thumb started to rasp across her clitoris, and she trembled at the sensations.
 
"Tell me you love it, slut," he ordered. "Tell me you've never had it so good before."
 
She clenched her teeth, closing her eyes, moaning as his big cock pistoned within her anus. The pain was gone there, and now it felt somehow, almost natural. Yet it was wicked and disgusting, and she hated it, and hated him for doing it.
 
And at the same time it made her feel like... like a raw, wild, bestial woman, a slut, as he called her, and it touched something dark within her, something that craved the outrageous, the forbidden.
 
His fingers thrust into her pussy, his thumb rasped across her clitoris, and his big cock pumped powerfully within her rectum, and she could only lay there and groan and take it as he gave it to her, and wonder at her body's response, and what would come next.
 
And as the heat rose higher and she cursed it, and him, and her body, she gave herself once again to the sensation of complete freedom. She floated, in a sense, locked within her helpless body, capable of doing nothing but feeling the sensations of pain and pleasure it was being forced to receive.
 
She made no attempt to fight the orgasm as it swelled around her, only trying, at first, to hide any visible sign of it from the hateful beast sodomizing her from above.
 
But even that attempt fell away as the pleasure soared to ecstasy, and her nerve endings burned with the firestorm tearing through her mind and body. She was indeed just a thing, a creature of sensations, her mind twisting and tumbling through a flood of pleasure, caring for nothing, thinking of nothing, basking in the glory of the fire as it took her.
 
The steady, powerful thrusting of his cock drove the fire onwards, and she forgot to breath, eyes rolling back in her head as the climax set her muscles to spasming repeatedly. Her head jerked and thrashed on the floor as her arms bounced and flailed. And inside her pussy spasmed and squeezed against his thrusting fingers even as her rectum clamped down on his cock.
 
He poured his cream into her, feeling her body sucking it down greedily, feeling it squeezing and massaging wad after wad of it down into her overheated belly until he softened and slowed his movements.
 
Then he sat back on his heels, sweat glistening on his forehead, his chest heaving as he looked at the woman sprawled before him.
 
"I've an appointment," he panted, slowly pushing himself to his feet. "Get your things and get out."
 
C h a p t e r   F o u r
 
There was little to show what she had been through save a few faint red lines across her backside. Her shoulders ached terribly, and her nipples stayed stubbornly erect and for hours. 
 
They were so sensitive to the touch, in fact, that despite her fierce anger at herself she could not help but gently stroke them once she got home, could not stop ever so lightly fingering each soft, tender, straining pink bud until her hips began to rotate slowly, and she found herself grinding her pussy against the seat of the chair.
 
"Bastard," she whispered furiously. "Fucking bastard!"
 
After climaxing she lay back in the chair, legs spread, panting for breath, halfway between tears and ringing him up again.
 
She stood up, naked, and padded across the room to stand before her mirror. She posed for it, first artistically, then lewdly, looking hot, erotic, sluttish. Her hands cupped her breasts and she noted with irritation that her nipples were still erect. She gripped them between her fingers and pinched them hard, twisting them, as if to punish them for their betrayal.
 
She winced at the pain, even while her pussy throbbed in anticipation, and she released them to gaze at herself again.
 
She kicked her clothing aside and yanked open the drawer of her dresser, but hesitated. She gazed at the lingerie resting within before plucking out a thin black thong and stepped into it, drawing the soft, shimmery silk up her thighs and fitting the crotch gently against her mons.
 
She would go out. She would not stay here and brood, nor think of that wretched pig of a man. An she most certainly would not spend her time fondling herself.
 
She drew on a light white summer dress, it was a flimsy thing, with a short pleated skirt. It was more saucy than sexy, and she stubbornly ignored the whisper of pleasure as the material slipped down across her nipples.
 
She did not wear a bra, though she almost always did, nor even consider it, though she later could not say why. She drew on a pair of light white heels, grabbed her purse, and headed out.
 
She was quite aware the man in the lift was eyeing her discretely, but she thought little of it beyond a mild satisfaction. She was, after all, quite attractive, and the dress was quite pretty - and short. She was not unused to being eyed by men.
 
She was aware, as well, that her nipples, small and pink and quite erect, were pushing rather obviously against the thin fabric. Yet she thought nothing of it. There had been times in the past when cold - or occasionally, lust - had hardened them to a similar obvious state in public and that had always embarrassed her. Though she had felt a mild, barely admitted excitement at such minor exhibitionism, as well.
 
Now it did not cross her mind as she walked swiftly from the lift, down the hall, and out into the street. Her mind was deep in thought, pondering her response to Mr. Garret Simmons, that evil, wretched man, and what he had done to her.
 
It was wrong, quite simply. It was also illegal. Yet men did do such things, and with considerably less elan then he had. What alarmed her was her own response to it. She was not exactly a feminist, but she was an independent minded, proud young woman. The idea that somewhere in the back of her mind was the desire to used and abused by a virtual stranger did not sit well.
 
Each time some new recollection struck her she blushed angrily, wondering how she could have allowed it. Yes, he had practically forced her to take that bloody steel rod inside herself, but he hadn't stood over her and made her ride it to a climax, now had he?
 
She walked along, browsing in occasional shops, and tried to forget the morning, yet she continued to have flashbacks, and every time her eyes lit on something sexy she would feel a soft hum of pleasure between her legs. She felt sexy, sensual, and alive, as if she were a new woman, a different, more sophisticated woman.
 
Which was foolish, she told herself, yet she could not seem to help feeling that way. What was worse she felt a growing arousal, a growing sense of coquettish delight in the male eyes which followed her as she moved. She had always been somewhat proud of her looks, but never before had she felt such delight in being wanted, or even in knowing men wanted her.
 
And not since her teen years had she played the tease as she did that afternoon, bending, stretching, reaching for the highest shelves so she could rise on her toes, pretending not to notice the looks of the men who appreciated the sight of her.
 
At an outdoor cafe she sat sipping her coffee, and deliberately let her legs come apart as she faced the street, turning her head to one side so she could watch approaching men out of the corner of her eyes.
 
As the afternoon wore on she went down into the tube, and caught a train going north, sitting across from two young men barely out of school, and pretending not to notice their eyes feasting on her legs and chest.
 
Heady with excitement and giggly with her success she sought out more, finding a busier train going back south. This time she stood, holding to a strap, her bottom only a few inches away from a rather handsome man who sat behind her. As the train lurched she even contrived to push against him, barely suppressing a giggle.
 
Stupidity, she told herself sternly.
 
She took another train east. It was even more crowded now, with those going home from work, and the further east she rode the rougher the crowd. She pushed her way into the middle of the car, where she would be surrounded by people, and eased in front of a rough, but handsome looking man, pressing her backside against him as the train started forward.
 
She almost screamed when she felt a finger on her thigh, but kept still, heart pounding as it trailed slowly up under her skirt. She thought it was the man behind her, but couldn't be absolutely sure as it slipped along the inside of her thigh, then eased beneath the edge of her narrow, high cut panties.
 
She felt the finger against her lower abdomen, then sifting through her pubic hair as it sought out her opening. It rubbed her lightly, and then, as if it felt the slickness there, with more daring, curling under and slipping up inside her pussy.
 
She controlled her breathing only with effort, turning her head to either side in an effort to be sure who it was. The finger eased out of her then rubbed lightly against her clitoris. The sudden wave of pleasure had her jamming her buttocks back against the man behind her before she could control herself.
 
The finger redoubled its efforts, moving in a slow, circular motion that soon had her sweating with the heat pouring through her body, and her buttocks rolling back in the same direction. She could feel the man's erection through his pants and her skirt, and wondered if she could bring him off just by grinding herself back.
 
A hand slipped beneath her arm, the one raised to clutch the strap, and cupped her breast fully. She felt another stab of shock, and her head turned left and right to ensure no one could see. Fortunately, the backs of the men in front of and to the side were turned to her.
 
The hand squeezed tightly against her virtually bare breast, and she shuddered, her nipples aching, breasts swollen with the pressure of lust and excitement.
 
She reached behind with her free hand, and squeezed the man's erection, rubbing her hand along the length through his trousers.
 
"Get off at this station."
 
The words shocked her, spoken low and right against her ears. She felt her chest go tight, her pulse rocket upwards. She had never intended more than teasing, had never thought to go even this far. Yet getting off now meant more. She could not have sex with a complete stranger!
 
Yet her lower belly was an inferno, and she barely had control of her desire. When the train stopped and many pushed for the door she allowed herself to be swept with them and out the doors onto a station with ugly green tiles.
 
A hand took her arm, guiding her to one side, and up the stairs, and she moved as if in a daze, her body almost trembling now with intense need and anticipation.
 
You're mad! You can't do this!
 
She had never done anything so wicked, yet her heat swept her along, and she let herself be guided towards a lavatory, only halfway there realizing she and the man who had been behind her were not alone.
 
Her head jerked around, startled to see the other two men, both grinning at her lewdly. Her mouth dropped open, and she hesitated, only to be pushed along as fear rose up within her.
 
"Wait I..."
 
"Come on, dolly. Your pussy felt hot and wet," one of the men said, holding up a finger and licking.
 
She stared at him, her face red, mind spinning as she realized it had not, after all, been the man behind her who had - or at least, he had not been alone and - and now she - but she couldn't!
 
One man, she could, but not three! This was too much! 
 
And yet as she quailed from the thought something else reacted with whiplash speed, and a deep, dark hunger grew within her.
 
The three were in their mid twenties perhaps, all working class, though not, from their looks, working much. All were hard looking men, wearing jeans and T-shirts, and none had the face of a man prepared to take no for an answer.
 
That frightened her, but also raised the hunger of that darkness within her.
 
One pushed open the door and looked inside, then nodded as the other two, both clutching an arm, led her inside. She looked around, half dazed, then one of them was on her, clutching her breasts tightly as his lips and body came against her.
 
He shoved her back against the counter, his hands clutching her bottom now as his teeth and tongue threatened to devour her. She groaned, her hands on his shoulders, pushing feebly. With a great, rough laugh he caught at the hem of her dress and yanked it up hard, forcing it over her shoulders in an instant and tossing it behind him into one of the stalls.
 
Naked but for her thong, she fell back against the sink for a moment. Hot and also shamed as their eyes feasted on her near nakedness. Then his hand caught at her thong and ripped it free. Her hips jerked forward briefly, then back against the cold porcelain sink as, naked, she felt both her embarrassment and heat surge higher.
 
 He turned her roughly, shoving her over the sink, and she heard his zipper yanked down as the other man moved in beside her, cupping a breast casually, his fingers digging into the soft flesh.
 
She felt the hard heat of a cock against her thigh, then a hand between her shoulders bent her over and the cock nudged her opening. She stared at herself in the mirror, disbelief on her face before she cried out softly.
 
His cock thrust sharply into her, then again, burying itself in her tight heat. He cursed as he began to pump, his hands coming around to cup and squeeze her breasts.
 
The other man grasped her hair, turning her head forcibly and kissing her hard. The man behind thrust savagely, his hips pummelling her, his cock a piston as he grunted and cursed. The hard edge of the sink bruised her thighs as his movements jammed her against it. She tried to push away and the man next to her twisted her hair up and back painfully.
 
"Don't try it, bitch," he growled softly.
 
She felt more fear, and the fear leant force to her heat. She moaned as she was used, as the man behind rammed himself into her, and then was bent further over, her face almost jammed against the wall as he continued to rut into her.
 
She felt a climax building, felt the intensity of it rising like a storm around her belly. She was breathing in harsh, ragged gasps now as her insides ached from the brutal rutting.
 
The man behind finished, giving a final series of hard, deep thrusts as he poured his heat into her. Grunting he eased back, and the second man, still holding her hair, forced her straight, turned her, then bent her over hard.
 
He had unzipped, and drew out his cock now as he pulled her face into it.
 
"Suck me off," he ordered.
 
She resisted, knowing it was dangerous, wanting to goad him, to make him force her. There was no real thought to it, for she was barely capable of more than instinct just then, but he reacted as she wanted, cursing her, pulling her hair back hard and slapping her face before yanking her in against him again.
 
She moaned as his cock filled her mouth, sucking eagerly as both his hands went behind her hair. He began to pump, and the first man finished with his trousers and left. The third man came in, obviously having guarded the door, and watched with a sneer.
 
He moved behind her, and she could feel his hands moving over her behind. She heard his zip, and then he was inside her, thrusting as hard as the first one had. She lurched back and forth between them, sucking on one as the other pumped into her. Her breasts hung below, swinging freely as the two men used her.
 
Again she resisted, trying to twist free, and twin voices cursed her. A hand cracked against her behind, and another against the side of her head so her ears rang. Two hands caught her breasts and squeezed them painfully, and the cock in her mouth thrust straight down her throat.
 
The man cursed and tightened his grip on her head. "Right down her fuckin' throat!" he gasped.
 
"Do her! Do her!" the other panted.
 
Pamela's throat ached, and her chest burned, and as she started to feel dazed the orgasm finally arrived, swamping her senses. Her vision blurred and her body shook. The men cursed her again, thinking her violent convulsions were further efforts to break free. Hands cracked against her buttocks and head, and the sides of her breasts as they continued to thrust cruelly into her.
 
Her legs gave out, and they followed her down, still cursing her, still slapping at her to quell her "resistance". Now she was on all fours, head back, the one cock sliding roughly back and forth over her lips and through her throat, the other pounding deep into her pussy.
 
The one in her throat began to soften, then it pulled out and the man gave her face a final slap as he backed away. She moaned and coughed, her head falling low even as her body continued to shake and shudder and jerk in time to the thrusting of the man behind her.
 
"Finish up and lets get out of here," the man said.
 
"Al-most-there," the man breathed.
 
There were voices outside the door, and the second man went to it, opening it. Someone wanted in, and resented being forced to wait. The voices continued low, and even as the orgasm began to subside Pamela was aware a new set of eyes was watching her. The men whispered urgently to each other.
 
The one behind finished, cursing as he emptied himself into her steaming pussy. He slowed, then stopped and pulled free. Quickly doing up his pants, he headed for the door, where his two companions waited. Then they were gone.
 
She was still on all fours, though on her elbows and forearms now, gasping for breath, face almost touching the floor.
 
"You do this a lot, do you?"
 
She raised her face weakly, still gulping for breath, and saw first the bulge in the trousers of the man in front of her, then his hungry face and leering mouth.
 
She felt another stab of heat and daring, wanton lust, and as she raised a hand to clutch at the sink and pull herself up he moved forward, undoing his zip and taking out his erection.
 
He seemed to expect no resistance, and she offered none, taking him into her mouth quickly and bobbing up and down his length. She reached down then, fingers fumbling at her shoes, and unstrapped them. She wanted to be utterly naked, and now she was, kneeling on the dirty linoleum floor of a public mens room and sucking a strange man's cock.
 
He came quickly, and pushed her back. He stood there for a long moment, breathing deeply, even as she sat back on her heels and stared at the floor, doing the same.
 
Then he moved to one of the urinals to empty his bladder, and she, after a long moment of looking around her, shoved the mass of untidy hair out of her face and half crawled to the stall where her dress was.
 
She fumbled for it, plucking it off the floor, then pulled herself onto the seat and sat down heavily, her head lolling back as she continued to draw in deep, ragged breathes.
 
The thump of the stall door closing opened her eyes, and she saw the man had finished his business and was back for more. She felt tired and dirty, but still ready, still hot, still hungry, and she let herself be pulled off the toilet and turned as he sat down.
 
"Get me hard again and I'll fuck you," he said, half promise, half order.
 
She pushed aside the dress and fell to her knees again, her face going between his legs as she caught his cock between her lips. She began to suck and lick again, ignoring the sharp taste of urine as she cleaned and massaged him, her hands squeezing his balls rhythmically.
 
He hardened within seconds, and she began to bob up and down. The bathroom door opened behind her and someone came through. They must have seen her below the door, but gave no sign. She continued to suck, then pulled free and climbed to her feet.
 
Naked, she straddled the toilet, and let the man guide her down onto his cock. She thought of Garret Simmons as she sank onto it, grunting weakly as it slid high inside her and her bare buttocks pressed down against his trousers.
 
His hands grasped at her breasts, and he brought a nipple to his mouth, sucking and chewing as she began to ride him. Her insides ached, her bare feet were cold against the dirty floor and her breasts ached as he squeezed and chewed. Yet she felt wild and alive and wanton.
 
She was naked, completely naked in a public toilet fucking a complete stranger, and exhilaration crushed the shame and embarrassment down to almost nothing.
 
She came again, shuddering and spasming, her breaths ragged with gasps and moans as he seized her buttocks, digging his fingers into the flesh and lifted her up and down.
 
He was coming with her, filling her again, clutching her to him as he moaned in delight.
 
He fled quickly after that, and she closed the door, wondering how many men had come in and gone out as they had gone at it. She sat, sprawled on the toilet, groaning weakly, only now just beginning to reproach herself for her stupidity and sluttishness.
 
She pulled her dress on, then, after making sure the room was empty, peeked out and scooped her shoes out from under the sink, donning them.
 
No one stood outside to stare at her as she left, but her face was red even time someone looked at her. She combed her hair with her fingers, then caught another train west, and sat as quietly as possible in a corner.
 
When she arrived home she sank into the tub and soaked for an hour, amazed, shocked at her behaviour. Yet as much as she rebuked herself she could not entirely ignore that tingling sense of exhilaration which gripped her at the audacity of her sluttish escapade.
 
Simmons. It was his fault, she thought darkly. It was his influence she had given in to. After that morning it was little wonder she'd been a nymphomaniac looking for any outlet.
 
Bastard.
 
What she ought to do was go back there and kick him between the legs. That would show him what she thought of him. 
 
But the thought of going near him led her helplessly to thoughts of what he would do to her - and whether she could, or would even try to resist.
 
The man was a no-talent pervert using the lust of repressed women to pretend he was a successful artist. She would be wasting her time and demeaning herself by going anywhere near him.
 
She pulled on a pair of sweat pants and a tank top and turned on the television, settling before it with a bowl of ice cream, and tried to forget everything she had done that day.
 
Yet the bruises on her breasts and the ache between her legs were constant reminders
 
The next day she made the rounds of the galleries, and tried to focus on her work, typing up reviews and talking to her editor at Spectrum. It proved impossible to keep her mind from flashing back to the previous day. But then, that was only natural, for, as she told herself repeatedly, it had been the most wildest day of her life.
 
It was only coincidence that she found herself near his loft on her way to another gallery opening, and while the thought crossed her mind she resisted seeing him again.
 
For several days she worked on her reviews, cultivated contacts, and did her best to put the experiences out of her mind. Yet they remained, always just behind her thoughts, and she felt oddly different, almost like she were masquerading as a normal, ordinary girl. What would be the reaction of the people she dealt with each day if they had the barest inkling of the things she were capable of? Of the things she had done?
 
It was a week later when she dropped by Karen's Soho gallery once again. Karen had rang her about a new sculpture and offered to let her preview the upcoming show. She hardly gave a thought to Simmons' works until she came through the door and was brought up short by an unmistakeable image before her.
 
It was a new Garret Simmons painting, and quite well done. He'd made no effort to soften the image, no attempt at subtlety. The girl was sharp and clear as she stood there, her arms bound tightly behind her back and yanked high above. Her full breasts were pulled downwards by weighted balls dangling from swollen nipples. Her hair dangled over her face as she bent over, obscuring her features like a veil.
 
But it was her. She had no doubts whatever. She stared at it, shocked, appalled, and then slowly, helplessly aroused by the sight of herself, by the image in her mind brought to life, and by the public exposure.
 
So that was what she had looked like! And everyone coming through the door was going to see it.
 
The eroticism of the image cut deep within her mind, and she found it hard to think of anything else for long moments. She'd never before really thought of herself as an erotic woman. Yes, she was pretty, and her body was nicely shaped, but she was so - ordinary.
 
Yet not in the painting. In the painting she was something else again, something that took her breath away.
 
"Another of Simmons' works," Karen said, startling her as she came up beside her. "God knows how he gets these girls to pose like that." She shook her head and sniffed in amusement. "Must have quite long nipples after a while of that," she said with a laugh.
 
"Y-yes," Pamela said.
 
"Well, come on then. Rodrigues' works are over this way."
 
Pamela wasn't interested in Rodrigues' works. She wanted to stand there and stare at her own painting. She wanted to buy the wretched thing, but would have been far too embarrassed to do so - at least from Karen. She was too afraid to even pay it any further attention lest Karen somehow recognize her.
 
She left the gallery with her mind still clouded, and try as she could she could not put it out of her head.
 
It was so clear. It was a good thing her hair covered her face or Karen, and soon everyone else would know it was her. Then another thought came to her. The second sketch he had done. Her head hadn't been down then. Would he change her features so that no one would know? He had said he would but...
 
She found herself driving towards Simmons' flat, telling herself the entire way that her only purpose for going was to ensure he fulfilled his promise to be discreet about her. Of course he was unlikely to publicly exhibit that other sketch, even should he decide to make it into a painting. It was too pornographic for any proper gallery to display. She had literally been impaled on that bloody post, after all.
 
But still... her reputation, should it get out, well, it was something which needed checking on.
 
C h a p t e r   F i v e
 
She parked next to his door, got out slowly, hesitated, then went up to the door and rang the bell. For the longest time it seemed as though he were either not home or not intending to answer. Then the door opened and he looked down at her expressionlessly.
 
"Ahh, good afternoon," she said.
 
"Good afternoon," he replied in a mocking tone.
 
She flushed slightly and licked her lips.
 
"I saw my... your newest painting," she said. "I ah, thought you were only doing sketches and that... that further modelling would be necessary before they..."
 
"The memory of you was quite clear, and I felt inspired. I did it up fairly quickly, along with the other."
 
Her heart skipped a beat.
 
"The ah, other?"
 
He stepped back and nodded her in. She swallowed nervously, then stepped inside and walked past him, turning the corner and moving into his work area.
 
There were several paintings propped against the wall near his easel, and Simmons passed her and pulled one aside, then lifted another and placed it on the easel.
 
It was her, unmistakably, in all her naked glory. Her back was arched, her head back, her nipples held up and out by the clamps. Her pubic lips were quite clearly drawn were they were wrapped around the thick metal probe she stood upon. She could almost feel the tautness of the flesh at it gripped the cold steel, which glistened from her moisture.
 
"Y-you can't display this," she whispered.
 
"No. It's for a private sale."
 
She turned to stare at him.
 
"The man who bought it said it expressed tortured passion. I can't say as I disagree."
 
"You were supposed to disguise my face!"
 
"I didn't say that. I said your prissy friends wouldn't walk into a gallery and see you there."
 
"But this is... this is pornographic!"
 
"I prefer to think of it as erotic beauty."
 
She grabbed a tin of paint and flung it towards the painting, splattering it across the image of herself before he could knock her hand away.
 
"You bitch!"
 
His hand slapped her hard, knocking her over, then picked up the painting and began to wipe at the wet paint.
 
She sat up, rubbing her cheek and glaring.
 
"If I can't clean this you'll damned well pose for another," he snarled.
 
"Not going to happen," she sniffed.
 
He turned on her, and his physical size was overwhelming as he bore her back. His hands tore at her clothes, and before she could even begin to fight back she was naked with her arms once more pinned together behind her, elbows grinding against each other.
 
He held her by the hair, his fist gripping a thick mass of ringlets behind her head as he led her across the floor to stop before a wooden frame. It was a simple looking device, with a wide, flat board held horizontally atop a longer, narrower vertical brace. Two thick metal shackles were fitted to opposite sides of the horizontal board.
 
"Just the thing," he said.
 
"Let me go!" she screamed.
 
"I will, after you've posed for another picture.
 
It would be no great ordeal to have her arms pushed through the two shackles, but she stubbornly resisted.
 
She was surprised, and suddenly more wary, when Simmons turned her back to the frame and pulled her arms up and back.
 
"Wh-what are you doing?" she asked anxiously.
 
"Shut up," he barked.
 
She felt her arms pulled straight out behind her and locked into place. This was far superior to having them pointed towards the ceiling, she supposed, but she could not help but worry what he had in mind.
 
He reached down and grasped her ankle, lifting her right foot up and back, higher and higher, until she could barely balance herself on the toes of her left. He lifted her foot up past her buttocks, then laid her leg flat against the horizontal board and closed the thick metal shackle around her ankle and calf.
 
"What..."
 
He quickly moved to her other side, and she yelped as her other leg was lifted up off the floor. She started to fall forward, but, of course, was held by her arms, or rather, by whatever was binding her wrists back.
 
Her left foot was pushed into the second shackle and locked down. She was now hanging almost horizontally, with both legs bent and her feet pointed towards the ceiling. Her head hung down, once again, her hair making a curtain to blind her, and she groaned at the pressure on her shoulders.
 
But Simmons was not, it seemed, quite finished.
 
As she hung there, panting, his fingers were in her hair, fiddling with it somehow, bunching it together at the top of her head, and trying, it felt, to braid it.
 
"S-stop it," she panted.
 
"Shut up," he ordered curtly.
 
She felt indignation, some anxiety, and a tremor of excitement at his cold words, then her head was jerked up and back painfully, and she stared around her, the room revealed once more. Her hair had been pulled back, and was being pulled back further, even as she moaned and cursed.
 
He moved aside, and she realized her hair had been bound somehow, bound tightly enough to hold her head up so that she could see about her. It hurt, her scalp prickling with the pressure, yet the weight was more or less evenly distributed, and was tolerable.
 
He moved around to her other side, and she felt something wind around her left breast then constrict. She felt it pressing in against her breast at its base, and felt the soft flesh oozing out, swelling into a fat, plump ball as the - rope? wire? strap? - tightened.
 
She could not see down, of course. Her head was held firmly pointed directly forward. With some effort and pain she could turn it slightly to one side or the other, but could not lower or raise it at all.
 
Her nipples burned suddenly as he clipped weights to them, and she felt them strain downwards, the sharp ache stabbing through her now swollen breasts. She yelped, then cursed and yelped again as clips were attached along both sides of her pussy, sharp little teeth digging into her labia, then tugging downwards as weights were hung from them.
 
Still, he was not finished, for he moved behind her, and she felt his hands at her own, felt cords wrapped around her fingers. He bound each finger of each hand to the other, individually, and then began to pull backwards until she cried out.
 
One after the other her fingers were tugged back, to the point where she thought they would tear free, and no amount of pleading would bring a single response from him.
 
Then, suddenly, whatever cord had been holding her wrists back was cut, and all her forward weight came down on her fingers. There was an extra inch or so of play in the cords there, which dropped her body slightly, and brought much more pressure against whatever cord was holding her hair up, as well.
 
The skin of her face was pulled back, her mouth open in a wide cry of horror. Her bound breasts reddened below her, the nipples stinging as they pulled down. A half dozen or more weights tugged and swung at her labia as the agony in her fingers and hair fought 
for supremacy.
 
"There. Quite creative of me, even if I do say so myself." Simmons nodded as he stepped back to admire the sight.
 
"Le mm ghu," she gasped.
 
"Eventually. For now, relax and enjoy it."
 
He moved to his work station and continued his efforts at cleaning the painting she'd damaged.
 
Pamela moaned as she hung tautly, the various pains fighting for supremacy within her mind.
 
Along with her outrage, and anger, and fear.
 
She was not afraid of what more he might do to her, but of herself, and how she would respond to it. And running alongside that fear was a bright thread of carnal excitement which she was unable to fully suppress.
 
Her body was bent up and back, her toes wriggling above and behind her, almost at a level with her head. Below her, the cords or wires holding the weights swung light from nipples and labia, as her body ached and strained. Her breasts began to throb and darken, the skin tight across them, and her scalp tingled painfully.
 
How long could he leave her like this? Surely not long! Yet he had not even begun to sketch her! He continued to wipe carefully at the paint across that wretched painting, pretending as if she did not even exist.
 
Her fingers felt ready to pull free by the time he finally returned to her, holding up the painting with a smile. It glistened where she had thrown the paint, but after it dried it would look no different.
 
"I ought to make prints of this and sell them at every knockoff picture shop in the city," he said. "But instead, I think you'll pay me back for your work while posing for another."
 
"Ii haf yu `rested," she panted.
 
"I seriously doubt that," he said, smirking.
 
He moved behind her, and she could see nothing, though she felt the frame shifting slightly, felt a tremor through it.
 
Her body was bent as though in a swan dive, yet her legs were open, and due to the clamps, her labia were as well. She felt something press against her, sliding between her stinging pubic lips, then thrusting deep. She grunted and then cried out in pain as her body lurched against its bonds.
 
It turned slowly, as though he were screwing it into her. Then she recalled the hole in the vertical frame, and knew it was directly behind her pussy, that he had thrust something through it and into her body.
 
"Baastrd," she grunted.
 
"You keep saying that. I would have thought someone with your education could come up with a more imaginative pejorative."
 
She let out a gasp and a cry as the thing pushed deeper still, until it was pressed against her cervix. She could actually feel the thing being screwed in the wood now, as it turned inside her body and the frame trembled.
 
"Stttoop!"
 
"Shut up or I'll gag you."
 
The pressure was intense, enough to actually push her forward a bit. Then finally it stopped, and a moment later began to vibrate as some switch or other thrown. He moved away then, going back to his work station, and leaving her there with the vibrations drilling into her cervix with painful force.
 
Not that it was all pain. She'd been furious to feel the sexual steam rising within her as he had pushed the thing into her pussy, and despite clamping down on the sensations they began to slowly, subtly work on her mind. Her resolve weakened, her anger fading, her desire rising.
 
Bastard! Filthy stinking miserable - ohhhhh how she must look! How wicked this was, and how dark and dangerously depraved! Imagine if her friends, her colleagues could see her as she was, a tormented, naked slut!
 
Images of herself being used in the toilet flashed through her mind and she felt her pussy squeezing down on the vibrator within. 
 
Yes! She was a hedonistic slut! And now she was being punished.
 
She could hardly move, could not grind herself against the thing inside her. Yet it was vibrating her body, her very bones in tune to its song. She felt her insides go wet with lubrication, and her face flushed with the fear it was so great it would drip out of her open pussy.
 
She longed to touch herself, or have him touch her. Yet she could not, and he stood back, his hand moving quickly over the paper as he glanced back and forth between her and his easel.
 
He set the pencil down at least, approaching her.
 
"I don't see very much pain," he said sourly. "All I see is a randy slut happy to be used."
 
"Fffck uuu," she grunted.
 
He moved behind her again, then reemerged, holding a long thin, flexible wooden switch.
 
"We'll see if you're quite so impertinent," he said.
 
He turned and she saw him raise the switch overhead.
 
She braced herself, thinking it would hit her back or buttocks, yet her arms covered both from above so where -
 
The switch whistled as it cut through the air, and landed directly across the sole of her left foot.
 
The pain was intense, and she screamed as her body rocked to the force of it. She gasped, then screamed again as the switch came down on her right foot.
 
"NoooooooO!" she howled, ignoring the pain in her scalp.
 
The switch whistled again, and again, and again, whipping down against the heels and balls and toes, but mostly cracking right down across the middle, lashing the softer skin between them, across her arches.
 
At first the pain was so sharp, so raw, that she screamed herself hoarse, only to break down in sobs and moans as her feet swelled into nothing but burning flesh.
 
He stopped finally, going back to his easel and sketching the misery on her face, and the tears falling from her cheeks to the floor below.
 
The shock of the pain faded slowly, though her feet continued to ache and throb. She was left to pant and moan and whimper, her body still vibrating to the tune of the thing jammed up inside her.
 
That had hurt terribly, she thought to herself dazedly. He had whipped her feet, the miserable bastard. She had never imagined anyone would do such a thing. And to her!
 
Was she nothing then, just a whore he could do as he chose to? Was she just a naked prisoner to his perverse wishes? It felt like it, and given the sluttish manner she had behaved, perhaps she ought to be.
 
She moaned softly, aching everywhere, sweating and hot. After he was done, no doubt he would rape her, as he had before, put her on all fours and use her like a dog, rutting like a beast.
 
It seemed like eternity before he appeared before her.
 
"Are you enjoying yourself?"
 
She moaned in response.
 
His hand moved beneath her, squeezing one of her taut breasts, which ached with pleasure and pain.
 
He moved beside her, and she felt his fingers at her sex, rubbing lightly against her clitoris. She shuddered, and felt her insides fluttering and pulsing.
 
Then a clip with sharp metal teeth clamped down on her clitoris, and her eyes bulged as she screamed.
 
He went back to his easel, leaving her as she was, but now with the sharp teeth biting into the most sensitive part of her anatomy, the swollen little bud of her clitoris. Her head ached from the pressure of the pain, and she could hardly breath, puffing desperately as her body trembled and shook.
 
"Please," she whimpered, in a barely audible voice. "Please, please please!"
 
He continued to sketch, returning after a few minutes to hook a weight onto the clip which pulled it downwards and made her howl.
 
The pain clawed at her, yet still the pleasure pulsed deep inside, and would not be quenched.
 
It took several minutes for the jagged edge of the pain to fade, for it all to blur into a throbbing mass of heat and ache. Only then did the pressure inside her begin to grow once again, her mind revelling in the eroticism of her torment and abuse.
 
As her insides squeezed and twisted around the thick purring vibrator the pain became almost an aphrodisiac, the sharpness of it driving her hunger to the point she became greedy for more.
 
She swung her body slightly, setting the weights to swinging below her, and making her fingers and scalp sparkle with a hundred bright motes of pain.
 
What am I doing, she moaned to herself.
 
She began to move her weight back and forth, using the muscles of her legs to push herself out slightly, rutting back on the thick vibrator. The pain was intense, but she drew it in feverishly, her body electric with the sexual tension and pressure.
 
"Sooooo gooood," she breathed, her voice a choked whisper.
 
The climax was indescribable. Her insides seemed to blossom with pleasure of such intensity it bordered on pain. Her body convulsed wildly, helplessly, her mind battered and beaten by shockwaves of ecstasy.
 
She existed in a dimension all its own, where nothing but pleasure lived. She floated amid it like a mindless thing, crooning and grunting insensibly.
 
The world seemed to black out for long moments. When it returned and her vision came into some focus she found herself being lowered from the frame, dropping to the floor, where she collapsed.
 
Simmons did not speak. She felt him touch her here and there, felt some of the clips and bonds removed, but it was all done in silence. Her body felt frazzled, her skin prickling. After a time an insistent tugging at her throat raised her head, and she moaned as she looked up and around her.
 
"Get on your hands and knees," Simmons ordered.
 
Another tug against her throat brought her hands up to feel a collar of some sort, a leash attached. She yelped as something bit into her behind, and she saw a crop in his hand.
 
"Don't touch that. Let me see you on your hands and knees."
 
She frowned protestingly, then yelped again as another blow snapped across her behind, driving her up onto her hands and knees.
 
She knelt there, arms trembling weakly as he looked down at her.
 
"I want you to crawl at my side like a good little bitch," he said in a calm voice.
 
He started forward, tugging on the leash, and Pamela crawled after him, wincing as the weights on her nipples and clitoris swung beneath. The rest of the clips seemed to have been removed, and her breasts hung free, though they felt swollen and sore.
 
 He walked across the wide floor, snapping the crop against her behind whenever she lagged behind. When she started to talk he whipped it down especially hard, so her words turned into a cry of pain.
 
"No talking," he admonished.
 
Bastard, she thought weakly.
 
Yet she was not upset. Instead she felt that terrible heat she had felt earlier, that she had felt the last time she was here, that she had felt in the subway. It was the heat of uncontrolled lust and passion, a heat that consumed all thoughts, all fears, that pushed everything aside but the need to sate her desires.
 
Every movement brought sharp little stings to her clitty and nipples, terrible, teasing stings that soon had her pussy feeling vacant, and her body overheating.
 
It was a large loft, and he walked her all around it. He paused at a far corner and pointed down at the dusty floor.
 
"It appears the maid has neglected this dust," he mused. "I want you to take care of that for me."
 
She looked at the dust in confusion, and then yelped as the crop snapped across her behind.
 
"Clean it up with your tongue," he ordered.
 
She felt a rushing outrage, followed by a wave of shocked delight. She looked down at the dust again, feeling a little squeamish, then cried out as the crop cut across her flanks and bent her head. Her tongue slipped out and lapped along the floor.
 
"Good girl," he said. "Let's work our way down the wall, shall we?"
 
Pamela moaned, but obeyed, crawling slowly along the wall, her head bent low, tongue licking at the crack where it met the floor as Simmons walked along beside her holding her leash.
 
Every other minute she marvelled at what she was doing, not understanding why she was doing it. Yet every time the indignity of her actions struck her it was instantly followed by a frothing wave of passion and heat.
 
Finally he jerked on her leash, pulling her away from the wall and leading her back towards his work area. He halted, and moved in front of her, nudging her right hand with his foot.
 
"I think my feet could use the same treatment," he said calmly.
 
Pamela raised her head, looking up at him from beneath her bangs as he stared back down. Her eyes dropped to his sandalled feet, and watched as he kicked them free.
 
"Now," he said imperiously.
 
Shocked indignation rose again, and succumbed to the spiteful and vicious side of her soul which craved self punishment. She bent and licked at his foot, her tongue sliding along the arch, then over the toes, then up towards his toes. He raised the foot on its heel, waggling the toes, and she moaned softly before taking his big toe into her mouth and sucking.
 
"Not so posh now, are you?"
 
He jerked on the leash, pulling her head up.
 
"Remember when you said you'd never beg for it?"
 
He unzipped, and drew out his thick cock, fisting it and waggling it down at her.
 
"Want it, bitch?"
 
She nodded jerkily.
 
"Beg for it."
 
She inhaled deeply. "Please," she gasped.
 
"You'll have to do better than that, Ms. Grosvenor."
 
"Please fuck me. Please. I-I want you to fuck me. I'm begging you to fuck me."
 
"You want me to ride you like the bitch you are?"
 
"Y-yes. Yes, please. Please ride me like a bitch!" she moaned dazedly.
 
He tugged her closer to a narrow pillar and wrapped the leash around it, tying it off, then moved behind her and dropped to his knees. She braced herself, but his brutal thrust still threw her forward on her hands.
 
His big hands seized her hips and he began to pound into her with unrestrained violence. His big tool ripped back and forth in her pussy with aching, powerful thrusts that had her gasping and moaning. Below her, the weights swung below her nipples and clitoris, and her body burned with the combination of pleasure and pain.
 
It was brutal. It was savage. And it was glorious.
 
He rode her from behind, then leaned over her, his teeth gnawing on the nape of her neck, his hands crushing her breasts. He leaned back again, slapping at her behind, then grabbed her hair and yanked it, forcing her head up and back, using it like the reins of a horse to yank her back to meet his strokes.
 
Through it all she faced forward, seeing nothing, her mouth issuing a guttural string of moans, grunts and soft cries as her body relished its ravishment.
 
"Bitch," he muttered between clenched teeth, "snotty little bitch!"
 
On and on it went, his hips pounding into her, his hands mauling her body as he rode her. She came, and came again, panting and gulping in air, her body jerking violently to the force of his use. Another orgasm swamped her, and she sank to her elbows, only to be yanked up again by the hair and a sharp slap to the side of her breast.
 
And then, just like that, he was finished, slapping her behind and getting to his feet. She swayed drunkenly, trembling. 
 
He looked down at her, then untied the leash from the pillar and led her towards the back of the loft once again. There, he opened a large cage she had seen earlier. She had assumed it was for some kind of dog, but now he bent, removing the clips from her clitoris and nipples, then prodded her to crawl inside.
 
She obeyed wordlessly and he closed the door behind her, locked it, then threw a blanket over it.
 
The cage was wide enough for her to kneel on all fours without touching the sides, her hair barely brushing the top. She heaved a tremendous sigh and sank down onto her haunches, wincing slightly. Her nipples began to throb and crackle, and her clitoris followed. She moaned, lowering herself to her side and drawing her legs in.
 
Her hands cupped her breasts gently and she quivered as her fingers felt her swollen nipples. They ached, prickling with returning blood flow, and yet they also felt delicious from the relief. 
 
Something was under her hip, and as she shoved it aside she found a long, thick dildo. She did not hesitate, but grabbed it, brought it between her legs, and drove it slowly up into the tight, wet receptacle between her legs. She moaned in sensuous delight as she felt it driving upwards, wincing only slightly from the ache Simmons' ride had already given her.
 
She rolled onto her back, drawing her knees back and spreading them, fingering her nipples as she pumped faster, grunting in soft, languorous pleasure as the shimmering wall of sexual heat curled around her once again and tightened its grip.
 
Suddenly the blanket was yanked back, and she saw Simmons looking down at her. She felt a new shame, but did not stop. She met his eyes, panting for breath as she thrust harder still, spreading her legs as wide as she could.
 
She arched her back, rolling her hips, grinding herself up against the plunging dildo, stabbing it into her body harder and harder as he looked down, unable to take her eyes from him as she felt an orgasm take her.
 
He sneered as her body shuddered and jerked, then the blanket back over the cage.
 
C h a p t e r    S i x
 
She slept fitfully, and when she woke to find herself naked and caged, felt an instant excitement which drove off all other concerns.
 
She picked up the dildo again, sliding the rounded nose back and forth against her pussy opening, feeling a delight at her wickedness as she pumped the first inch or so inside herself.
 
She shifted onto her feet, squatting, and set the dildo on its base, then rose and sank onto it, taking it deep.
 
She wondered how long she had slept, though she did not think it had been long, and examined the cage door. She shook it, wondering what to do, riding slowly up and down on the dildo as she thought.
 
"Garret!" she called, "are you out there? Garret?"
 
The blanket was pulled back and he looked down at her through the cage bars. 
 
"What?"
 
"I... are you going to let me out?"
 
"When I please. Now be quiet."
 
He threw the blanket over the cage again and she sat back, spreading her legs, then lay back and began to pump the dildo into her pussy once again.
 
She had several small orgasms as she writhed and ground herself on the dildo, then lay back, sweating, panting.
 
Time passed, and she lay on her back, hands under her head.
 
The cage was too short to stretch out, so she had to keep her legs drawn back somewhat, her toes hooked in the bars. The dildo remained buried inside her, a spare inch protruding.
 
What a deliciously wicked thing, she thought indolently. She thought of her friends again, Veronica, and Barbara, and Sarah, each strong, confident women. All would be astounded could they picture her now.
 
She wondered if Garret would keep her in the cage all night. Already her legs ached to stretch and straighten out.
 
She fingered her nipples, which were still swollen, then eased her hand down between her legs and sighed as her fingers touched her clitoris. She began to rub as she pumped the dildo once again, her head rolling from side to side as the pleasure took her.
 
"Garret!" she groaned. "Come and fuck meeee!"
 
The blanket was pulled back again and Simmons looked down. She smiled up at him, exaggerating her movements, spreading her legs wider, thrusting harder as she arched her back.
 
"Come and help me, Garret," she said huskily. "I need another cock inside me."
 
"I think not."
 
She hovered on the edge of climax as he watched, then something else came into focus, and she saw another man move forward on the other side of the cage. She froze, shocked, gaping.
 
"Don't stop on my account," he said, leaning on the cage. "You look luscious."
 
She snapped her legs closed and tried to cover her bare breasts with her arms and hands.
 
"Isn't that cute? She's shy," the man said in amusement.
 
"Stop being a stupid bitch," Simmons said in annoyance.
 
He face burned and she turned her head to one side, not looking up at either of them.
 
"Use that dildo, slut, or I'll drag you out of there by the hair and jam it down your throat."
 
The threat did not frighten her, as such, but she knew he would not tolerate her refusal, that he would expose her before this man even worse than she already had herself.
 
She eased her hands slowly, jerkily away from her breasts, then, still not looking at either of them, she eased her knees apart.
 
"Wider, bitch. Show Jack your cunt," Simmons said with deliberate crudeness.
 
She closed her eyes and moaned, then let her knees spread to touch the opposite sides of the cage.
 
"A nice, clean, tight looking cunt," Jack said.
 
"Let's see you work that dildo, bitch," Simmons ordered.
 
Her hands worked downwards, and she caught the protruding tip of the dildo, then began to slowly draw it out.
 
"See how wet the thing is?" Simmons observed.
 
"She seems a randy little whore."
 
She hesitated, with just the tip inside, then pushed it back in. The two men continued to watch, leaning over her, and slowly the shame lashed her into excitement once more. She had never had such an audience, never felt such humiliation, yet she pumped faster, and began to rub her clitoris.
 
She finally turned her head, looking up at Simmons, then further, meeting the other mans eyes as the climax approached.
 
"Come for us, slut," the man said. "Show us what a horny little fuck toy you are."
 
And she did, her pulse racing, her body thrumming with heat, the dildo pumping painfully fast as she squirmed and writhed and rocked into another massive climax.
 
The men grinned down, and their contempt shamed her, humiliated her, and exhilarated her. She basked in that contempt, in her own degradation, and moaned aloud from the intense gratification sweeping her body and mind.
 
When her hand slumped weakly to the floor of the cage Simmons bent and unlocked the door, then ordered her out. She groaned tiredly, but complied, excitement lending her strength.
 
She still wore the collar he'd placed around her neck, and he hooked a leash to it, smacking her behind to keep her down on all fours as he walked her across the floor. The other man, Jack, hung back behind her, and she glowed with the knowledge of the view of her his eyes owned.
 
Jack bent and took each of her wrists in turn, enclosing them in padded leather restraints. Then he clipped each to either end of a long metal bar. He lifted the bar, and with it her, holding it high over her head with one strong arm, smiling down at her.
 
"Are you going to be my bitch, Pamela?"
 
"Y-yes," she whispered, face red.
 
"Say it louder."
 
"Yes," she gulped.
 
Jack moved behind her, his arms slipping around her waist, hands on her belly.
 
"Are you going to be Jack's bitch, too?"
 
"I-I don't know," she breathed hesitantly.
 
Jack's hands slipped up and cupped her breasts, rubbing the undersides before squeezing them up together.
 
"I think Jack wants to suck you. Would you like to fuck her, Jack?"
 
"I've nothing much else to do," he said into her ear.
 
Simmons pulled her across the room, until she was beneath a chain, then lifted the bar higher, until she was on her toes. His powerful muscles bulged, and he lifted her right off the floor, then hooked a ring in the centre of the bar to the chain.
 
She was left dangling, her toes an inch or two above the floor as her arms took the strain. She moaned weakly, excitedly, thinking of her fantasies of being hung by the wrists. Her body felt taut and stretched out.
 
She watched Simmons remove his shirt as Jack continued to knead her breasts. She moaned softly as his fingers rolled and pinched her nipples, and his tongue slid along the nape of her neck.
 
"Girls like you are meant to be well used," Simmons said, slipping off his trousers.
 
He was wearing tight boxers which were split along the sides, and she felt her pussy throb as she eyed the bulge in the centre.
 
Behind her, Jack was grinding his pelvis into her bottom, and she could feel that he too had an erection.
 
Simmons moved to a cupboard and opened the door, removing a whip which took Pamela's breath away. It consisted of a handle, and a mass of foot and a half inch long, leatherish thongs.
 
"You've never been whipped, have you, Pamela?"
 
"N-no," she squeaked.
 
"You'll love it. Or not. We don't really care, do we, Jack?"
 
"I care about stuffing my cock up her pretty little arse," Jack said.
 
She moaned, and flinched as Simmons pressed the handle of the whip against her jaw, forcing her chin up.
 
"You need discipline. You're far too flighty, barely getting by in life. You need a strong hand to bring you down to earth."
 
Jack eased to the side as Simmons moved behind her, and Pamela's head jerked from side to side, trying to keep him in her sight. Her insides quivered with anxiety and fear even as she felt an intense yearning to feel the touch of the whip.
 
It was not a real whip, she told herself somewhat frantically. It wasn't like the one in her fantasies, the long, thick one that she'd seen, well, only in pirate movies. She'd never seen this kind of whip, and none of the thongs looked terribly thick, terribly painful.
 
But to be whipped! How shockingly carnal! How deeply, darkly sensual!
 
Her senses were on edge as she waited the touch, her breathing coming in short, ragged gasps.
 
She sensed, rather than saw Simmons draw his arm back, then the thongs flew forward as he swung. They came sideways, rather than overhand, and spread out before cracking against her back.
 
Individually each was reasonably thin, but thick enough to sting quite a bit. Together the stinging was shockingly intense, and she screamed at the pain which ripped through her body.
 
Her feet kicked and jerked below and her body writhed and jerked as her head snapped back.
 
And yet, she was being whipped! And her heightened state of sexual need dissipated much of that pain, or encompassed it within the heat of her own lust.
 
She could barely think or talk, and hung there, shuddering even as he drew the whip back once again and let fly.
 
Again her body was ripped by the pain, her back arching, her head flying back. She screamed, tears filling her eyes even as her pussy began to boil from the incredible passion flowing through her veins.
 
Again, and again, and again the whip snapped across her back, and she sobbed and cried out in pain and pleasure, her body thrashing and twisting as the blows turned her back into red fire.
 
Exhausted and trembling, she moaned as Simmons moved around in front of her. She saw him draw his arm back without real recognition. Only as she watched the whip fly forward did she realize his intent, and even then she did not really understand.
 
The thongs fell upon her breasts like a storm of wasps, and she screamed in stunned pain. Her breasts jiggled and jerked under the blows, even as they began to burn. She kicked out, twisted, and begged as another blow landed, and then another. Her nipples were cut directly, sending jagged bolts of agony and ecstasy through her mind. The thongs cut across her upper chest, and belly, and abdomen, but were aimed mainly at her soon aching, swollen breasts.
 
The pain was dark and terrible, but orgasm and ecstasy hovered about her.
 
 Jack reached around her and scooped her legs up from beneath, drawing them up against her chest, his arms beneath her knees. He shifted them, drawing her legs apart, and holding them in place, and she felt the orgasm come crashing down along with her understanding of their intent.
 
The climax tore into her body an instant before the whip landed, and her scream warbled up and down the scale as the thongs slashed across her inner thighs and pussy. Her body jerked violently, her head grinding against Jack's shoulder as Simmons whipped fast and furious, the thongs cracking against her as she bucked up to meet them.
 
Her pussy was more than on fire. It was an inferno, and her body was being consumed by the intensity of its flames. Each new blow sent a fresh blast of flame scouring through her body and mind, to the point she was drunk and dazed by it, eyes glazed, body convulsing in its grip.
 
Jack let her legs drop, and she hung there, twitching and jerking, moaning and weeping.
 
Then she felt his erection pressing up against her sweating buttocks, jamming up against her rectum. He forced himself inside her as Simmons stepped forward and pushed himself into her pussy.
 
The two men crushed her between them, Simmons' hands grasping her buttocks while Jack squeezed her breasts. Their cocks tore up into her with unrestrained violence, and she felt like a small toy being torn apart by two large, wild animals.
 
Her body felt soft, weak and pliable, totally devoid of strength. And inside were those two hard, pumping objects, tearing through her lower belly with cruel hunger. Hands mauled and squeezed her everywhere, and then two sets of teeth bit into either side of her throat, chewing and sucking, growling with hunger.
 
She came, and then as it subsided, again, and then again, multiple orgasms rippling through her body for the first time in her life. She soared upwards in a series of blazing flights of ecstasy, and hoped they would never end.
 
Afterwards, Simmons carried her back to the cage, set her down beside it, then applied a balm of some sort to her body, a balm soothing enough that she climaxed as he rubbed it into her pussy and over her swollen nipples.
 
Then she was in the cage, alone save for a bowl of water and the dildo, the blanket shutting out the rest of the world.
 
She lay exhausted for some time, her body throbbing with pain, yet languorous in remembered pleasure. Like every woman, she had heard of multiple orgasms, of course, but had practically dismissed them as folklore, or the province of the true nymphomaniacs out there.
 
How many had there been? Eight? Ten? She was shocked at herself, and feeling almost giddy, despite the pain which hovered around her in ever present discomfort. What a wild and shocking day!
 
Insane, she'd been insane! Oh, but what an adventure! What a thing to have done! And how incredible the pleasure had been.
 
She dozed off for a time, only to wake, dazed, legs cramped. She drank a little from the bowl, then her hand grasped the dildo and she examined it. She rubbed the head against her pussy, and winced from the pain, for she was quite sore down there from the whipping.
 
Yet the ache did not dissuade her as it might once have. Instead she drew it in, building on it, forcing the dildo into her pussy and pumping it in and out.
 
What a slut I am, she thought as she pumped.
 
She came quickly, though it was a small, flickering thing compared to the orgasms she had experienced earlier. She buried the dildo inside her so that her pussy lips closed, then settled back with a groan.
 
Time passed, and her fingers eased down to stroke her clitty and bring herself off again before she slumped back tiredly.
 
She heard voices occasionally, across on the other side of the loft. She could sometimes pick out a word, or series of words, but mostly it was just babble.
 
When the blanket was yanked off she looked up expectantly, her stomach already tightening in anticipation, and felt a shock and then embarrassment as she saw a girl looking down at her.
 
"Well, well, so you're Garret's newest toy," the girl said with a snort.
 
And she truly was a girl, or at least, appeared as one barely out of high school. She was short and thin, with boyishly short brown hair, and wore a tank top and jeans over dirty sneakers.
 
"All right, come out of there and let's get you cleaned up," the girl said, unlocking the door.
 
Embarrassed and confused, Pamela twisted about to crawl out, only then recalling the dildo buried within her belly. She felt a new flame of embarrassment, but saw no way of removing it without the girl seeing.
 
She crawled out, but on attempting to rise was pushed back to all fours.
 
"Garret said you're to stay on all fours," the girl barked.
 
Pamela flushed, and hovered been disobeying even as the girl attached her leash to her collar.
 
"You behave or I'll smack your bottom," the girl warned.
 
The girl was smaller than she, probably eight to ten years younger, and sounded, from her accent, like someone lacking much acquaintance with culture or breeding. Obeying her, degrading herself in front of her, was intolerable.
 
Yet she did, crawling along next to the girl as she was led across the room, face scarlet as the girl ignored her nudity and brought her to a far corner, where there were sinks and taps. 
 
There was also a drain in the floor, and the girl positioned her over it, then attached a hose to one of the taps and turned on the water. She sprayed it over Pamela, who sputtered and turned her head down, uncertain what to do.
 
The water poured over her hair and ears, and down her shoulders, back and buttocks, soaking her.
 
The girl turned the hose this way and that, putting it between her legs to spray over her pussy and backside, then beneath her, to soak her stomach and breasts.
 
Pamela looked for Simmons but the loft appeared empty but for the two of them. Again she felt the tremendous urge to stand up and push the girl away, yet again she suppressed it.
 
The water was turned off, and she felt something cool and creamy poured over her back, then into her hair. The girl begin sliding her hands over her back, spreading out the liquid soap, and Pamela gasped, and half rose as a hand slipped down and rubbed against her behind.
 
"I said stay down, girl," the girl ordered.
 
She gripped the back of her neck and shoved her back down, and when Pamela twisted in resistance slapped her pussy hard, the sound wet.
 
Pamela yelped and bucked, but the girl was surprisingly strong.
 
"Do I have to tie you up, you stupid slut? Do you want to make Garret angry?"
 
Yes. No. Yes. Pamela didn't know. She knelt in place, shivering slightly, wet and dripping, as the girl spread her soap quite casually over her pussy and legs, then breasts, kneading them like they were udders and she was milking a cow.
 
She produced a sponge, then and began to scrub away at Pamela, setting her body aching and stinging where it moved across the welts the whip had left. When she rubbed away at Pamela's pussy she discovered the base of the dildo, and chuckled as her fingers pried it loose.
 
Pamela burned with humiliation, but the girl seemed to think nothing of it, merely smacking her bottom when she tried to twist away, then continuing with her scrubbing. When she was done she scrubbed her hair thoroughly, then rinsed her off with the hose and dried her with a towel.
 
She had her sit back on her heels as she brushed and dried her hair, still as casual as if there were nothing at all remarkable about her cleaning a naked woman. Then she had her lay back and spread her legs as she carefully shaved away every trace of her pubic hair.
 
By then Pamela was more or less immune to embarrassment, at least insofar as the girl seeing and touching her body went, and she bore it with a mixture of resignation, anxiety, and a small feeling of excitement at being so bare and visible.
 
"Now we're all nice and clean, aren't we?" she said, beaming, behaving as though she were speaking to a child.
 
"I've some things Garret left for you. I'll help you get into them."
 
The first thing the girl did was to lift Pamela's ankles up and press them back against her upper thighs, then use thin straps to bind them in place. She had her lay on her back then, knees in the air as she pulled thick, glistening leather sleeves over her bent legs. The sleeves covered each leg from just below her crotch, and at each knee was attached what appeared to be a high heeled shoe.
 
Next came another pair of leather sleeves, these ones designed to cover her arms. First each hand was placed on her shoulder, then a thin strap was wound about each wrist and then her upper arms, just below her armpits, binding them in place. Then the sleeves covered her bound arms, with another set of "high heels" at the bottom, where her elbows were.
 
The girl tied her hair back then, winding it in braids and tying them together at the back of her head. She put a collar, a larger, thicker collar than the other one, around Pamela's throat, then stepped back to admire her handiwork.
 
"Good. You look like a right, randy little bitch now," she said in satisfaction.
 
She tugged on the leash, and ordered Pamela to move. She did so awkwardly, her breasts low, almost touching the floor as she moved. She was really on her knees and elbows, but there was some padding in the bottom of the sleeves which kept her from feeling any pain.
 
Though already her arms and legs felt somewhat cramped and wanted to unbend.
 
Being on knees and elbows had the practical effect of keeping her head and shoulders low and her backside raised rather prominently. She imagined that was part of the desired effect, however, and did not feel particularly embarrassed at it.
 
Not, at least, until the girl undid her trousers, slipped them off with the same casualness she had displayed since lifting off the blanket, and sit down on the floor before her.
 
"Now my reward. Come on, girl," she said, spreading her legs and guiding Pamela's face in between her thighs.
 
Pamela pulled back in alarm. She had never had anything sexual to do with women, and was very far from sure she ever wanted to.
 
"Don't be silly. Eat me out, girl."
 
"No, I... I'm not into girls," Pamela protested.
 
She hadn't really spoken with the girl at all until then, being too uncomfortable with her position.
 
"You're a slave. Slaves don't make such choices," the girl said, tugging on her hair.
 
"I'm not a slave! I'm just... just..."
 
"A whore?"
 
The pulled her face between her thighs once more, and Pamela tried to twist away, her arms and legs pulling at the straps and sleeves binding them.
 
"No!"
 
"Do as you're told!"
 
The girl slapped the side of her head, then seized her hair, twisting and pulling it so that Pamela cried out in pain.
 
Her face was jammed in against the girl's sex, which, like her own, was shaved clean, then rubbed back and forth against it until her mouth and chin were wet with her moisture.
 
"Do it, dog," the girl said in excitement. "You filthy little slag! You'll eat my pussy until I tell you to stop!"
 
Pamela was crying out in pain and protest, but the girl seemed to become more excited at it, jamming her mouth in against her pussy, almost masturbating with her face as she slapped at face, head and breasts, and twisted her hair painfully.
 
Finally, in desperation, her face almost covered in pussy cream anyway, Pamela began to lap at the girl's pink opening. The girl halted the hair pulling and sighed in pleasure.
 
"That's a good girl," she groaned "Deeper, girl, deeper. Stick that tongue into me like a good little bitch dog."
 
The girl continued to grind her hips up as Pamela licked, and occasionally slapped her as she guided her tongue.
 
"No, stupid, higher. Find my clitty, dog. Yes, yeeesss, theeeere. Lick me, bitch dog. Softer... ahhh, nice, now faster, circle it... yeeess."
 
Her hips began to roll as she lay back, drawing her knees back, and she moaned in pleasure as Pamela's tongue lapped at her clitty.
 
"Yess," the girl groaned. "Dirty little sluuuut! Lick me! Lick meeeee!"
 
The girl came, her behind rolling, her body undulating from the pleasure, and then slumped back with a groan, abandoning her grip on Pamela's hair.
 
Pamela stopped licking, raising her head and staring along the length of the girl's body, watching her laying back in the afterglow of her climax, and wondered how it had come to be that she was at the sexual mercy of a near child.
 
The girl opened her eyes and smiled, then patted her pussy.
 
"Again, dog," she whispered.
 
Pamela felt a slight surge of rebellion, then bent and began to lick once again, giving the girl another climax several minutes later.
 
By then her jaw was tired, but the girl seemed satisfied, or at least, did not pull her face down to her pussy again. Instead she sat up, then pulled her tank top up and off so that she was now completely naked.
 
"Now I suppose I should return the favour," she said, her eyes gleaming.
 
"N-no, that's okay," Pamela whispered.
 
"You don't make those decisions any more, bitch."
 
She used the word almost like a name rather than an insult, and pushed herself to her feet, walking naked and unselfconsciously to the corner cupboard where Simmons seemed to keep most of his sexual toys and objects.
 
She returned carrying what seemed to be a large black leather dildo wrapped in straps, and Pamela backed up uneasily.
 
"Don't be a pill," the girl said, moving behind her.
 
"No I... I'm really rather sore and..."
 
"Then you must be happy. Being sore is what subs like."
 
"But I'm not... I mean... I don't..."
 
"Shush."
 
She felt the girl's fingers at her bare sex, and noted, despite her uneasiness, how more sensitive she was now wither pubic hair gone. The small fingers stroked back and forth along her slit, then eased inside, while others rubbed lightly against her clitoris.
 
Despite herself Pamela felt her juices begin to flow, and when the girl nudged her thighs apart she did not resist. Then her eyes widened as she felt the girl's lips on her, the tongue slipping along her neat cleft before circling her clitty.
 
She moaned softly, her breathing growing quicker as her pulse began to speed. The tongue was a snake, twisting and turning inside her, pumping in and out, then pulling free to rasp across her clitty with wondrous results.
 
It stopped, and she almost protested, catching her breath long enough to raise her head and look behind her.
 
The girl was on her knees, straightened up now, and was strapping the big leather dildo around her hips. Pamela watched her with a sense of disbelief, anxiety and delight.
 
"I... please you shouldn't... you mustn't... I mean..."
 
The girl's hand slapped her behind, and then she moved forward, rubbing the thick plastic phallus against Pamela's pussy opening.
 
"Ready for a good, hard raping?" the girl asked.
 
Pamela moaned in denial, but her legs shifted slightly further apart as the girl pushed forward. The dildo was thick and hard, and her pussy entrance ached. Yet her insides, even as they strained around it, welcomed the intruder with a flood of lubrication.
 
Her backside raised, she knelt there and grunted as the girl began to pump, began to use her, to rape her. A teenage girl a head shorter than she was raping her with a dildo, and Pamela marvelled that all she could do was whimper with delight.
 
The girl's hands moved over her body, sliding slowly but firmly up along her flanks and sides, massaging her even as they moved beneath to grip her breasts. She was much more knowledgeable, or perhaps just cared enough to work Pamela's breasts well, and soon both were swollen with heat and pleasure.
 
"You have lovely breasts, slut," the girl cooed, kneading them rhythmically. "A lovely body, in fact. It's too bad you're a cock lover."
 
The girl's soft hips slapped against her as she used the dildo, and Pamela moaned as she humped back. The pressure was building up higher and higher, and when it exploded she felt another thrilling rush of ecstasy bath her system in fire.
 
The girl rode her throat it, fingers tightening around her breasts as she fucked faster. Then, as she slumped weakly, the girl drew the dildo back and moved away.
 
"Like that, girl?" she asked, petting her as though she were a dog. "I thought you would."
 
She tied Pamela's leash to a nearby pillar, then drew on her own pants and top - without underwear - stuffed her feet into sneakers, blew her a kiss, and left.
 
Pamela knelt in place for a time, then tried to awkwardly sit. She had to lay on her side, but managed a semblance of comfort before she heard voices across the room and scrambled to her knees and elbows.
 
She felt a sharp thrill of embarrassment and anxiety as Simmons appeared, trailed by three strange men, and colour flooded her face as they walked over to surround her, grinning lewdly down.
 
"This is my little bitch, Pamela," Simmons said.
 
"She looks like a right piece," one of the men said through a neatly trimmed beard.
 
Simmons picked up a long, thin switch and then untied her leash, leading her along at his heels.
 
She walked awkwardly across the room, yelping whenever he gave her backside a snap of the switch. They moved as far as a small collection of chairs and tables, and there he left her while he fetched some drinks for his friends.
 
Pamela kept her head down at first as the men talked about her in obscene and insulting terms, not even looking up when one leaned over to fondle her pussy and breasts.
 
Then she was pulled between a man's legs as he knelt, and a few moments later his cock was sliding through her lips as another man mounted her from behind.
 
Over the next few hours the four of them made use of her with a casual pleasure, rarely speaking to her except to give an order, laughing, joking, and drinking together in a cordial way which made her feel very much like a thing, like a pet.
 
When they were done Simmons led her back to her cage and removed the leather sleeves and straps. She groaned in relief as she finally straightened her arms and legs, and resisted going into the cage once again.
 
"It's too small," she begged. "My arms and legs are all cramped up from being bent all evening."
 
"Suit yourself then. You want them straight, straight they'll be."
 
With that he had her crawl back towards the centre of the room, where the chains hung, then attached one to her ankle restrains and hung her upside down. He attached another chain to her wrist restraints and then clipped that to a ring set in the floor, and finally slipped a blindfold around her eyes before leaving her, locking the loft, and going home.
 
C h a p t e r   S e v e n
 
"Bitch?"
 
Pamela blinked her eyes and then squinted in the sudden light as the blindfold was removed.
 
"How are you this morning, bitch?"
 
She drew in a long, shuddering breath.
 
"Can I... come down?" she moaned.
 
"I don't know. Are you gong to be a good, respectful, obedient little bitch?"
 
"I... y-yes."
 
He unfastened her wrist restraints from the floor, then lowered her and let her lay there for a time, moaning dizzily. 
 
It had been a long night, her legs and arms cramped and aching, the blood all having rushed to her head giving her a tremendous headache, her body stiff and uncomfortable.
 
He helped her sit up and gave her some water, then had her crawl around the room to loosen her body up before mounting her.
 
He fed her some scones, but nothing substantial, and when she asked she received a slap. He led her across to his "work area" and bent her over to lock her wrists to her ankles. She did not even think to protest, though she was not really up to this sort of thing so early in the day. She was exhausted, in fact, and wanted little other than to sleep.
 
A chain around her middle, and leading to the ceiling kept her from falling over as her legs were spread wide and shackled down. Clamps spread her pussy lips wide and her hair was braided to the side of her head and pulled to her left to hold her head facing him and his easel.
 
The teenage girl showed up then, greeting Simmons by name, and he directed her to pick up a riding crop and redden Pamela's backside as he sketched.
 
Pamela could neither do nor say anything as the girl complied, wincing and gasping in pain as the crop laced her taut buttocks, fighting back tears as Simmons captured her pain.
 
"All right, Carol, fetch one of the thicker dildos for her, one of the punishment ones," Simmons called.
 
The girl halted her whipping and went to the cupboard, returning with a long, thick dildo which she cheekily displayed to Pamela. Rather than being smooth like other dildos this one was course and gnarled, covered in sharp little spikes and bumps.
 
The girl inserted it with relish, jabbing it in harder and harder to force it through the aching walls of Pamela's sex. Her insides were soon battered and bruised, and every harsh thrust of the dildo made her cry out in pain.
 
When he was satisfied with his sketch she was gagged and hung by one arm and one leg, the other arm and leg bound together behind her. After a time of that they let her down, where she was forced to beg the girl, Carol, to eat her, then made to crawl around the room on her belly before being put back in her cage.
 
She wasn't quite sure when things stopped being a kinky experiment and become something more permanent. Occasionally she thought about really "putting her foot down" and demanding Simmons release her, but she never quite did. And all her begging and pleading led to nothing but slaps and cuffs as one day turned into another.
 
Every day he and his friends, sometimes just one or two, but often a half dozen, used her and abused her, treating her like a whore and a slut. And every evening he bound and beat her in different ways which made her body burn with fire.
 
She could never understand why she put up with his treatment, much less relished it. Often she would find herself naked and bound in some uncomfortable position trying to think of what story or revue she ought to be writing, or what show she ought to be visiting, and it just seemed bizarre to be even considering doing things like a real woman, a career woman, while enduring life as a whore and a bitch.
 
After perhaps a week he let her crawl naked out to his car late one evening, and climb into the boot. Then, wrists and ankles bound tightly together behind her back, gagged and blindfolded, she was left there as he slammed the hood and drove off somewhere.
 
It was not a smooth ride, and she bounced around inside the trunk, her naked body chilled by the evening air before the car finally came to a halt and he opened it up and lifted her out.
 
They were on a small estate, with a high wall and hedge surrounding it. He unlocked her wrists and ankles to let her crawl, and she thought, as she crawled along the pavement, that it had been some time since she had stood upright except with her hands bound overhead.
 
She crawled up to a door, which opened before she reached it. A tall, sleek, older woman looked down on her, then up at Simmons.
 
"Your new toy, master?"
 
"Why not," Simmons said, slapping Pamela's backside. 
 
"She'll do, I suppose," the woman said, wrinkling her nose as she examined the naked, kneeling girl.
 
She took the leash from his hand and led Pamela into the house, where Carol was slouched back on a sofa watching television.
 
"Oh, goodie," she said on seeing her. "She can stay with me tonight."
 
"She'll warm my bed tonight, Carol," the woman said cooly. "I'll see if you've managed to teach her to do anything with those pouty lips but scream."
 
"She's not the best," Carol said with a shrug, "but I'm sure she's a deal better than she was first time I had her between my legs."
 
It occurred to Pamela to protest, to stand up and say she that it had all been exciting, but she had her own flat, and had a job to see to. But the firmness in the older woman's voice as she curtly cut her off robbed her of her resolved, and she obediently crawled up the stairs and let herself be locked to the bed.
 
There she remained for a couple of hours, until Victoria came in, ominously shutting the door behind her and then undoing her clothing quite casually as she walked across the room.
 
"Most of Garrett's little toys need quite a bit of education in pleasing me," she said, standing over Pamela as she slipped off her skirt. "I expect you'll be little different."
 
She had a mediterranean look to her, though she had no accent. Her dark hair was pulled tightly behind her head as she examined the redhead, tilting her chin up with one long finger.
 
"I-I'll do my best," Pamela heard herself say.
 
"On your knees. At once."
 
She scrambled up onto her knees, and Victoria poked her forehead with a sharp fingernail to straighten her up.
 
"Never slouch, on knees or feet... that is if we permit you to walk rather than crawl. Keep your back straight and head up, but do not look anyone in the eyes. Remember at all times that you are a slave. Understand that?"
 
"Yes I-I think so."
 
"You will address me as Mistress, and Garret as Master. Do you understand that?"
 
"Yes, mistress," she replied with a small thrill of heat.
 
"Put your hands behind your neck, tilt your head back and arch your back."
 
Flushing slightly, Pamela obeyed and the woman bent to pinch one hard nipple.
 
"Your breasts are nice. I suppose that's what attracted you to him. He always was a tit man, well, except for Carol, but even she's not at all small."
 
She removed her own top to show a full pair of breasts, and cupped them with her hands.
 
"Stand, slut."
 
Pamela stood up, and found herself almost the same height as Victoria. Victoria cupped her breasts, then brought her own against them as they kissed. Her hands slid around Pamela's bare body, stroking her soft back, then reaching down to squeeze her behind and work her fingers into the soft flesh.
 
She pulled back then slapped Pamela hard across the face, causing her to stumble back a pace.
 
"Do you know why I slapped you, bitch?"
 
"N-No, mistress," Pamela panted.
 
"Because I felt like it."
 
She slapped one of Pamela's breasts, and she winced in pain as the soft skin reddened.
 
"That's what it means to belong to someone else, to give over all control of your body to them."
 
Again she slapped her breast, then her face, and Pamela's eyes became teary.
 
"I can be cruel or kind, whichever I'm in the mood for. If I want to hear you scream and cry then that's what I shall hear."
 
She gripped Pamela's arm and tugged her sideways, shoving her back against one of the tall corner posts of the bed, then pulled her hands up above her and placed them against the post.
 
"Hold your hands there. Is that clear?"
 
"Yes, Mistress," she whispered.
 
Victoria smiled, then slapped her face again. A moment later she slapped one of her breasts, then the other, then the first again, setting them to bouncing and shaking.
 
Pamela gasped and moaned softly, but her fingers clung to the cool wood above her head as her heart beat faster and her pussy began to bubble.
 
"Spread your legs, slut."
 
Pamela shifted her feet apart on the rug, and Victoria smiled, guiding her own leg between then jamming her knee up into Pamela's bare little pussy rather hard. She ground it there, harder and harder, watching Pamela as the redhead moaned and her head jerked and rolled.
 
"Slut. I can do so much worse than this."
 
She pulled her knee back, then abruptly shot it up hard, slamming it into Pamela's groin with enough force to throw her back hard against the post.
 
Pamela cried out, feeling pain and nausea, almost falling over as her legs went rubbery. But her fingers were tight against the post and she hung on somehow, her head going back as she whimpered and gasped for breath.
 
Another breast slap, then a fist in the belly almost doubled her over. She coughed and hacked, head falling forward, hands still clinging to the post. A moment later Victoria gripped her hair and yanked her head back, then crushed her lips down against Pamela's, thrusting her tongue into her mouth.
 
"You should thank me for being so gentle with you, slut," she whispered. "I can be so much nastier when I'm not in such a good mood."
 
"Th-thank you, m-mistress," Pamela groaned.
 
"You're welcome, slut," Victoria said with a smile. "Now I want you to spread your legs apart again. I want to knee you in your pussy again."
 
Pamela felt a shock of fear, a terrible instant of hesitation, then she yielded to the inevitable and shifted her legs apart. A second later Victoria brought her knee up hard into her pussy.
 
"Unnggh!" she gasped, thrown back, moaning, aching.
 
"It feels so erotic, that soft, moist female flesh against my hard knee," Victoria said in a light hearted tone. "Do it again, slut. Shift your legs apart."
 
It was on the tip of her tongue to plead, though she knew it would avail her nothing. Then Pamela obeyed, and once again that hard knee smashed up into her soft, sensitive mons with a jarring impact that almost dropped her to her knees.
 
"Good, obedient little dog, aren't you. All right, dog. You can drop to your knees now while I see what talent your tongue has."
 
Pamela gratefully dropped, almost fell to her knees, gasping and shuddering, and her head was almost immediately seized and pulled upwards as her lips were guided to Victoria's pussy.
 
"I expect and will accept nothing less than a skilled, talented, enthusiastic mouth on my body," she said cooly. "Anything less will draw punishment. Now begin."
 
Victoria was, if anything, considerably more stern and demanding than Garret, and she had Pamela's backside red for days as she used paddles, canes and crops to instruct her in the art of pleasing a woman, and in the requirements of an obedient submissive.
 
Despite the pain Pamela found the instruction exciting, and her position as a slave oddly fulfilling and satisfying. Remaining naked and in chains liberated her from all of life's daily worries, concerns and anxieties, replacing them with nothing but the need to obey.
 
Carol, it turned out, was Victoria's younger sister. Apparently Garret had demanded her shortly after enslaving Victoria. That the strong willed woman would allow herself to be his slave surprised her almost as much as that she would gift him with her own sister. But the relationship among the three was odd, to say the least.
 
Garret seldom punished Victoria, except in subtle ways. And he usually used Carol to do it, as if that would degrade Victoria more. Carol, for her part, was as enthusiastic about beating Victoria as she was about being beaten by Garret. And, of course, she well enjoyed her opportunities to let her nastier side emerge with Pamela.
 
And as more time passed and Pamela's body and mind became more attuned to her role as slave she stopped even considering "putting her foot down", or remembering that she could. She accepted that Simmons, Victoria and even the teenaged Carol could do or force her to do anything they wanted, and revelled in the hedonistic pleasures and lewd punishments they and their friends worked upon her body.
 
The old Pamela was still there, after a fashion, but had been completely submersed in her new identity. Now, as she crawled nakedly across the floor, her backside rolled invitingly, and her eyes swept across anyone they met with a lewd, flirtatious challenge.
 
She gave no thought for modesty, but displayed her assets proudly to the many men and women invited in to make use of her, even the occasional artist she had known in her previous life.
 
It was a far cry from anything she would once have wanted for herself, but further yet from the life of quiet frustration and boredom Simmons had taken her from. Occasionally she thought that she might return to it one day, but she knew that would not be for a long time to come. The life of a slave was a life of freedom for Pamela.
 
End
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