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Allison Maxwell-Phillipson grew up just
outside a quiet Sussex village in a twelfth century castle where
the family had resided for centuries.

The castle was hardly spectacular, and in
some senses best fulfilled the term "rough-hewn". Parts of it were
falling apart and uninhabitable, and much of the lower sections had
been forgotten and were largely unknown to the modern tenants.

Allison's adolescence was largely one of
solitude. Quiet and bookish, most of the other students mistook her
shyness for snobbery, and as there seemed no particular aspect of
her personality to attract them left her fairly well alone.

Nor was there anything physical to draw the
eye to the mouse-like girl, for though she grew tall she remained
largely undeveloped at first. Thin and flat-chested, she walked
about with her tousled blonde head down and books clasped to her
body.

Sex was not something she thought much about.
Her parents were largely absent, and her governess treated sex as a
forbidden, and somewhat disgusting rite between married adults.
Occasionally she would get odd feelings and thoughts, but she
repressed them firmly.

Left to her own devices Allison explored the
castle, venturing far into its closed-off, run-down sections and
discovering rooms where dust had lain undisturbed for decades.

In one such room, in a long closed closet,
Allison came upon a veritable treasure trove of books. Yet these
were not of a kind with Shakespeare or Dickens, but of a more
modern and base sort. They spoke of sex in graphic detail, told
stories of fair maidens captured and abused by foul pirates, of
innocent virgins tortured by depraved Lords.

Allison read through them in fascination,
staring, wide-eyed at the illustrations which accompanied them. And
as her eyes poured through the text she began to feel a stirring
between her coltish thighs as her heartbeat quickened.

By her sixteenth birthday Allison had reached
the height of six feet and one inch. Yet for all her height was
still underdeveloped in other areas, both psychological and
physical. Her

parents being otherwise occupied and out of
the country she received her present, a golden bracelet, from the
family's butler, Michael.

Yet a far more important present arrived over
the following months. As if that birthday was a long-awaited goal
finally reached her body began to bloom like a rose in spring. She
had resigned herself to never becoming remotely similar to the
beautiful women she saw in magazines and was quite startled to find
her clothes tightening over sensitive parts of her body.

Her tiny breasts grew, her hips widened and
her hair seemed to take on an entirely new tone and shading. For
the first time ever she was forced to purchase a bra - an
embarrassing scenario for one of her age who knew little about
them. She purchased a dozen in different sizes through a mail-order
house.

By seventeen she could no longer be termed
flat-chested, wearing a proud pair of high, firm breasts cupped in
a lacy white thirty-four-B brassier. Her entire wardrobe had
changed, in fact, for the trousers she had once worn were too tight
now, as were her blouses.

Yet she continued to develop rapidly, as if
nature was making up for lost time. Her breasts grew four more
inches and a cup size over the next eight months, to the point
where, despite her height she could appear, in the wrong clothes,
top-heavy and buxom.

This, of course, embarrassed the quiet young
lady to no end. She therefore dressed to minimize her new,
startling figure even as, in the privacy of her large tower room
she gazed upon it in delight. It astonished her every time she
looked at herself in the mirror. It was as though she were looking
at one of those magazines she'd found in the closet, or one of the
illustrations.

She was...beautiful.

Her face was striking and lovely, narrow and
delicately sculpted, with soft, cornflower blue eyes. Her cheeks
were high, her nose a small button. Her lips were full and sensuous
and her face framed by a mass of golden-blonde hair which tumbled
richly and thickly down over her shoulders like a waterfall.

Her body was pale, yet her skin soft and
unmarred by blemishes. Her breasts were large and round, yet with
small, dainty pink nipples in the exact center of each. Her breasts
shook only very slightly as she moved, being almost unnaturally
firm for their size.

She had a trim waist, with a concave belly
which flared into round, womanly hips. Her buttocks were the shape
of a perfect apple, pushed out behind her tightly and round. Her
legs were exquisitely long and well-sculptured, tapering to trim
ankles and small feet.

She stared at this in secret pride, posing
hesitantly before her mirror. And her mind filled with fantasies as
she imagined men seeing her as she was now, imagined their
excitement and approval. Her parents might still think of her as a
child, yet she realized she now had the body of a woman.

* * * * *

One other person at least had noted her new
development, and that was Michael, the butler.

Michael Price was an odd man, even more quiet
than Allison, though not from shyness. He had been David Maxwell's
butler for fifteen years, yet loathed the man.

Price had been born into money himself. His
great-grandfather had started a brass factory in the north. His
grandfather had expanded it into a large plumbing supplies
business. His father had built up the company's supply of
industrial customers, doubling sales.

Then Michael had inherited it. Gripped by a
fine sense of propriety and an overweening pride he had tried to
shift the business to something more...well, more in keeping with
his perceived place in society.

It embarrassed him to be known as a man who
made toilets. So he tried to convert the business, selling much of
it off and going into high technology. Unfortunately he was a
miserable failure and lost virtually every cent of the fortune his
sires had built up.

David Maxwell had been kind enough to offer
him the position as his butler here at Maxwell Castle. Maxwell was
almost never home, which left Michael in charge of the residence
and staff, and living in a large, comfortable suite of
apartments.

Michael resented this charity to no end but
had no option but to limit his revenge to small things where he
thought his ill will would go undetected.

He had begun to eye Maxwell's daughter
shortly after her sixteenth birthday, when, to be precise, she
became legal.

He had few thoughts of sex with her, for she
wasn't really much to look at, but he made some efforts to involve
her in things scandalous, tentative attempts to see the "wrong
kind" of young man placed in her path.

Nothing had really succeeded however, for the
girl seemed uninterested in the opposite sex, or altogether too shy
to be corrupted.

Then one day while wandering through the back
corridors, idly looking for whatever of value he might take and
sell off, he heard a small sound. He deftly skulked up to the
corner of an open doorway, and inside found young Allison sitting
on the floor in a pile of old books reading.

This was hardly surprising, other than the
location. What was surprising was the sight of her open trousers,
and her hand plunged down the front, the knuckles working back and
forth against the fabric as she rather obviously massaged
herself.

His eyes narrowed and he smiled thinly,
wondering what she was reading, where the pile of books had come
from.

Later he had gone back and found cheap
pornographic novels and a few magazines, all old and grungy. The
focus of both magazines and novels was bondage, and to a lesser
degree sadomasochism.

His teeth appearing like a shark he decided
to do his best to contribute to whatever thoughts young Allison had
in that direction, for Michael rather loathed woman, and was, to
some degree, a sadist himself.

In fact, he had a number of such magazines
and novels himself, and had often dreamed of having a lovely young
thing at his mercy, had imagined the things he would do to her
body, the ways he could twist and turn her mind.

So he carefully added to the collection there
in the closet, stuffing more modern magazines under the pile,
adding in some of his own favorite sadomasochistic novels. Nothing
came of it for some time, though he was reasonably certain Allison
was still going through them all. He wondered if it were just idle
curiosity on her part or if she really had thoughts in that
direction.

* * * * *

In fact, many such thoughts passed through
Allison's mind each day. She felt guilty because of them, however,
for her governess Julia had taught her that sex was evil, a sin,
and only acceptable at all within the confines of marriage.

Yet she often felt lewd feelings and had
wanton thoughts, and the books, those torrid, filthy books which
she continued to read and re-read made it quite clear the
punishment such girls as her merited for carnal behaviour, girls
with full breasts and pert bottoms.

When she had first begun to read them she had
become excited, aroused, and delighted at the punishments. She was
jealous of such girls, pretty and lushly developed, and thought
they certainly deserved some mistreatment for the sin of their
beauty.

But now as she read them she placed herself
in the position of the abused maidens, imagined herself spread out
on the rack, hanging for the whip, or positioned for rough sexual
use. And she found such thoughts freeing, for they did not bring
the guilt she otherwise felt at lewd thoughts and fantasies.

After all, if she were forced, imprisoned and
Forced! to do filthy things like that she could hardly be held
accountable. If she were chained down upon an alter and lewdly
ravished there could be no fault in her moral makeup.

Besides which she had developed an odd
fixation with bondage and helplessness from an early age. She
watched westerns on the TV, and cartoons with buxom heroines, her
eyes always widening whenever anyone, especially a girl, was taken
prisoner and tied up.

She had often tied herself up, or tried to,
pretending to martyrdom, acting the part of the helpless, abused
captive. She had found it oddly exciting well before she'd come
across the books.

The books and magazines, however, had given a
far deeper, more sexual slant to her interest, and combined with
her guilty feelings over her sexual thoughts to grip her mind and
draw her in to a realm of dark fantasy.

And so, more and more often her sexual
fantasies turned to such things, to chains and whips, to horrid men
who would ravish her endlessly while forcing her to grovel at their
feet.

And it was with such a fantasy playing in her
mind one afternoon that Julia found her.

Julia was a stern Irish Catholic from a small
village in County Conought. Though only in her late thirties she
acted twice that. Her dark hair was always pulled back so tightly
the staff joked it was this that made her face so stiff.

Julia was a woman of strong beliefs, and one
of them was discipline, especially for the young. Allison had been
spanked mercilessly for any misdeed, however slight, when she was
younger, and this, in no small part, helped account for her quiet
behaviour.

Yet now, in what she thought the privacy of
her room, she stood naked before her full-length mirror, her
fingers sliding through her hair as she swayed seductively. Her
hips rolled in time to the music from her stereo, and her small
pink tongue slid along her lower lip as she imagined herself
dancing for some cruel jailer.

“What do you think you're doing!?”

She halted at once, whirling with a gasp to
confront the smaller woman advancing upon her.

“A-Agatha!” she squeaked.

Julia's open hand lashed out and cracked
against Allison's left cheek, throwing her back against her
bed.

“Are you a harlot to behave like this? Are
you a trollop?!”

“No, Julia!” Allison gasped, face red with
embarrassment.

“I have tried to tell you, again and again of
the wicked ways of men and the temptation your body fills them
with. Have you listened to nothing I have said!?”

“I-I have, Julia!” she cried. “I-I didn't
mean anything!”

Julia glared at her through steely,
unforgiving eyes.

“Are you so proud of your lewd nakedness,
girl?” she demanded. “Are you that eager to show yourself to men,
to give them the gift of your virginity?”

Allison shook her head desperately.

Julia took a deep breath, then turned her
back on the girl.

“Come with me,” she ordered.

Allison reached for her clothes but Julia
stopped her with a gesture. “At once!”

“But Julia...”

“You're so proud of your flesh, girl you
should have no shame at uncovering it here in this house.
Come!”

So, trying to cover herself as best she could
with her arms and hands Allison scurried after the governess,
following her out into the hall, her bare feet dancing on the cold
stone as Julia led her down the narrow, rounded staircase that led
down from her room.

“A...Julia...”

“Silence!”

And Allison obeyed, as she had obeyed most of
her life. She followed Julia down the stairs and through the
doorway at the bottom then out into the much wider hallway which
led north along the inner castle wall.

Blushing, her hair flying as she hurried
after the quick- walking governess, Allison's head swiveled from
side to side, eyes wide with fear and alarm as she watched for
other servants who might see her nudity.

The air was chill on her bare flesh, and her
feet danced on the cold stone below as her hands fumbled
desperately to cover herself from casual eyes. Yet inside her she
felt a throbbing excitement. Being naked outside the protected
confines of her room, where anyone might see was so...so
sluttish!

And, in fact, she was spotted, for she heard
a gasp behind her, and her head jerked about to spot one of the
stewards standing wide-eyed in the hall, mouth wide as he beheld
her lovely rounded buttocks.

“Julia!”

“In here.”

Julia gestured abruptly and Allison hurried
into a small, dank room with sparse wooden furniture. Julia closed
and bolted the door behind and stared at the tall, blonde girl with
a small tight smile. “Aren't quite so proud of all that exposed
flesh now, are we, girl?”

Allison shook her head frantically.

There was a small bed in one corner of the
room, a dresser across from it. A pair of large crucifixes faced
each other across the room. Julia went to the closet and opened it,
then fished around in the back and pulled out a three foot long
rounded wooden cane.

She slashed it back and forth several times
and it made a hissing sound as it cut through the air.

“I used to use this when I was a mistress at
the St. James school for girls,” she said, turning and swinging it
again determinedly. It brought many a straying lamb into line with
Jesus.”

She turned and pulled a hard wooden chair
away from the wall, turning its back to face the wide-eyed blonde
girl.

“Bend over this,” she ordered.

Allison bit her lip fearfully, yet she
stepped forward, for to do otherwise would be to disobey Julia, and
that was not something she had ever gotten away with.

“All the way!” Julia snapped, pushing down on
her head.

Allison grunted as the top of the chair
pushed up hard into her lower belly. She bent far over, her breasts
pushing firmly into the back of the chair and her hands gripping
the seat. Again she felt the throbbing between her legs, for this
was the kind of sexual situation many of her heroines had
faced.

Julia moved behind her as Allison held her
breath, blushing anew at her exposed position as she waited the
touch of the cane. She had never been caned before, though Julia
had never stinted from slaps and cuffs. But it occurred to her now
that she had read of canings often enough, in those books in the
hidden closet.

Of course then the canings had been
administered by cruel, handsome men, not a glinty eyed governess.
Still, she felt her chest tightening at exposing herself in the way
she was, in placing herself such a position.

She had often done so in her private
fantasies, placing herself in the same positions of torment as the
girls she read of, posing her body as though ready for the whip or
some other device of torture. Now that she actually did face the
cane she found it impossible not to feel a raw, carnal
excitement.

She heard the cane hiss as it swung through
the air, then it cut across her naked backside. The impact was at
first hardly cause for concern, yet as if her body were shocked by
the force of it the pain was delayed. Then, a half second later it
exploded inside her, sharp, jaggedly sharp, it cut into her with
astonishing force and tore a scream from her lips.

As though she had been burned she
instinctively pulled herself free from the source of that pain,
jumping back and aside to stare at Julia as she cupped her wounded
behind.

“Get back into position!” Julia ordered.

“But it hurts, Julia!”

“Of course it hurts! Pain is a better teacher
than any other. Now bend over that chair!”

“But Julia!”

“Now!”

It did not even occur to Allison that at
eighteen years of age she was under no obligation to obey Julia.
Trembling, her mind spinning between helpless lust and pain, she
moved against the chair again, feeling a rough sliver against her
soft belly as she bent over it.

Her fingers tightened around the side of the
chair as she held her breath, trying to brace herself. She heard
the hissing sound again and clenched her teeth as the cane cracked
against her behind. She moaned, body shaking as her behind burned
with pain, as the pain cut into her mind.

Again the cane lashed down, and again, her
knuckles turning white as she clenched her jaws against the pain.
She imagined herself a heroine in one of her books, her punisher a
crude, lust- crazed man.

The pain burned against her and she shuddered
with each blow, sweat standing out on her brow as she gulped in air
through clenched teeth. Yet the pleasure was there too, swirling
inside her, twisting and rolling through her mind. She moaned
softly, half in pleasure, half in pain, then clamped her lips
shut.

Another blow landed, and another, and
another, her shapely round behind blasted again and again with more
pain than the sheltered young woman could ever remember feeling
before.

Another blow landed, just below her round
cheeks at the top of her thighs, and her legs almost buckled as she
cried out in pain.

She heard a snort of satisfaction from Julia
“Think you can defy your rightful punishment, tramp?” she
demanded.

Again Allison shuddered, but with the pain
she felt a wave of heat and thrilled sexual arousal. She felt
herself moistening, and imagined her juices oozing out between her
plump, sensitive labia.

Another blow cut across her behind, then
another. Her buttocks were afire now, and somehow the pain from the
fresh blows felt less severe, though they struck as hard. A wall of
heat seemed to surround the young woman's backside now, and fresh
blasts of pain were filtered through it.

Allison thought of the many books she'd read
of young girls like herself being so mistreated, beginning to feel
martyred in her unjust punishment. She hugged the chair tighter,
feeling the brittle wood digging into the pale white flesh of her
full rounded breasts.

She felt a small wave of disorientation as
another blow landed, then another, gasping softly with each one,
though the pain was no longer severe.

She felt her lower torso becoming heavy and
liquid even as she continued to jerk under the cane's touch, felt
her nipples, stiff in the chill moist air rubbing against the rough
wood of the chair back, tingling and throbbing.

Her mind began to surge with excitement as
she placed herself firmly in the role of one of the tormented
heroines from those stories she'd read, and the pain faded further,
the heat of pain transformed into a hot, flickering fire of sexual
need.

But then the blows stopped as Julia lowered
the crop, face grim. The girl had not cried out as the girls had at
St. James. The sound of those cries had always pleased her for
there was justice in them, justice and victory over their
rebellious ways. She considered Allison's tight-lipped acceptance
little short of defiance.

She gazed at the small, tight, neat little
vaginal opening beneath the girl's, pale, well-striped buttocks,
glaring at it. It was the enemy, she knew. It was the source of
evil in these young women, what turned them from the Lord's
righteous path onto one of deceit, sin and fornication.

She raised the cane and prodded at the girl's
sex, drawing a gasp of surprise from the tightly bent blonde
teen.

“This is the source of wickedness, girl,” she
said “From here comes the devil's temptation.”

She poked at it again, as though it were a
dangerous snake, the rounded tip of the cane almost by chance
sliding through the tight, puffy labia and into Allison's opening,
jabbing painfully at her hymen.

She drew it up and back with a harsh flick
that made the blonde girl cry out again.

“Get back to your room now and govern
yourself with more modesty,” Julia ordered. “Read your bible and
consider your sinful ways.”

Allison stood up, her legs shaky, blinking
her eyes and rubbing tears from them as she pushed her tousled hair
out of her face. She looked down at the floor, unable to meet
Julia's eyes, then moved to the door. She hesitated, then threw
back the bolt and opened it, peeking out into the hall before
exiting.

She hurried down the hall, feeling her
arousal deepen as she moved nakedly through the dim stone halls to
the entrance of her tower, then rushed upstairs, her long legs
pumping as she took them two and three at a time. She thought she
escaped detection, yet missed the sight of Michael peeking out from
behind a tapestry. He had been informed of odd goings on by the
steward who had witnessed her earlier and come to investigate.

* * * * *

His eyes watched her long, lithe body
admiringly, noting with the surprise and shocked delight the
criss-crossing red marks of the cane across her lovely posterior.
He licked his lips appreciatively, puzzled only slightly at why a
girl of her age would allow herself to be punished, even humiliated
by that miserable excuse for a governess.

Then again for all her loveliness she was
quite the little mouse, and hardly the kind to stand up for herself
even if...even if she didn't have an attraction to such behaviour,
an interest, possibly even a fascination with it.

He had almost begun to think of his planted
books and magazines as yet another wasted effort to take out his
revenge on Maxwell. Now he began to reconsider. Allison Maxwell had
developed into far more of a beauty than he ever would have
predicted, yet seemed to still possess a pliable mind.

Much could be done with that, and not only in
regard to her father. For now that he saw her without her clothing
Allison Maxwell was quite, quite interesting in her own right.

Fantasies spun themselves out behind his eyes
and he moved back into one of the passages, heading for a
roundabout route to the girl's tower room.
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Inside her room Allison winced as she touched
the tips of her long fingers to her tender behind. She was bent
slightly over, her backside facing the selfsame mirror Julia had
found her before earlier, her head turned to look at the striped
marks across her flesh.

Yet there was still excitement in her, a
heady need whose source she could not quite fathom. It had been
daring and wicked being naked like that out in the halls, of
course, and a man, one of the stewards, had actually seen her! She
wondered what he thought, and whether he was even now telling other
staff, describing how her behind looked.

She blushed at that, yet one of her hands
reached down slowly to the small cleft between her legs, her middle
finger sliding along the soft, tight opening, gently exploring.

Her mind drifted again, and she thought of
herself bent over as she was with Julia, but with a tall, handsome
man, a man filled with lust and heat, a man who wielded the cane to
torment her for his own pleasures.

She felt that special place just at the top
of her cleft, the small slightly hard place which gave such
pleasure when touched. She held her breath as her finger began to
stroke across it, moaning slightly as she imagined the feel of the
blows across her behind, imagined the man's thick, enormous
erection as he stared at her with lust.

Her legs shifted slowly apart on the thickly
carpeted floor, and her breaths became quicker as her finger
pressed in, daring to slip between her pubic lips and into the
small pink, forbidden valley waiting there.

She reached around with her other hand and
smacked it against her backside, wincing from the pain, yet feeling
a burst of warmth in her loins.

Again she smacked herself, her soft cheeks
jiggling from the blow as her finger rubbed faster, stroking up and
down her pink valley now, a valley rapidly becoming awash in the
juices of her virginal sheath.

The pleasure rose within her, a hot churning
desire that tightened her chest and made her head ache. She felt
her breasts swell and throb, the nipples tightening and flickering
with pleasure. Her little cleft felt more and more sensitive as
well, and she dared to dip the tip of one finger directly into her
pussy, wriggling it down the tight little clutching tube as she
moaned in soft delight.

She had, of course, locked the door, for
though naive she was hardly a fool. What she was unaware of,
however, was that Julia had a key to it, a key she had never used,
nor needed to. Yet even as she sank to her knees before the mirror,
gasping and rubbing faster at her pulsing little sex the furious
governess was storming up to the door.

She had watched Allison leave with far less
satisfaction than the sound of her cries of pain would have
brought, and then, as she ran the cane - a family companion -
through her fingers and remembered the cries from the many other
girls she had caned she had felt the slickness at the tip, the
moisture where there should be none.

She had gone still at the feel, stunned,
appalled, then infuriated by what it implied. She threw down the
cane and rushed across to the toilet to wash her hand, scrubbing
again and again to remove every taint of such a vile substance.

It was then, filled with the wrath of The
Lord, that she had seized up the cane and gone storming down the
hall after her very wayward charge.

When she had found the door locked her eyes
had narrowed to two flints, she almost snarled aloud as her hand
jammed into the front of her dress and pulled loose a small packet
of keys. She shoved one into the old lock of the tower room door
and turned it, savagely, then flung open the door.

As she had expected, as she had feared, her
suspicions were confirmed. Allison, naked still, not having had the
decency to cover her nakedness, knelt like a whore before the
mirror, still involved in the self-worship of her nude flesh.

Worse still, her hands were doing forbidden
things that were obviously giving her pleasure. She was rocking
slowly in time to the motions of her fingers against her filthy
little sexual opening.

Her eyes were slightly glassy as she opened
them, then widened in shock as her nightmare was repeated. Julia's
open hand cracked against her face with all the woman's strength
behind it and spun her head to the side as she was thrown to the
floor.

“Slut!” Julia raged. “Filthy little
whore!”

Allison whimpered in pain and fear, her face
filled with embarrassment and shock.

“If thine eye offends thee, cut it out!”
Julia snarled in a deadly voice. “If thine hand offends thee remove
it!”

She held the cane up threateningly. “I will
teach you modesty and virtue if I have to flay the skin off your
body! Hold up your hands, the hands that do such wicked
things.”

Unable to speak, gasping, biting her lip, the
young woman pulled herself to her knees, whimpering as she held out
her hands, wondering dazedly if Julia would indeed cut them
off.

The cane slashed across her right palm with
painful cutting force. She screamed and jerked her hands back,
tears filling her eyes in an instant.

“Put your hands out at once! At once!"

Shuddering, tears now spilling from her eyes
she held her trembling hands out again to receive another blow, a
blow that jarred her to the core. Then another blow of the cane
slashed across her hands as she sank slowly downwards, still
holding them up imploringly, sobbing helplessly now.

Julia slashed the crop down furiously,
cracking it against the girl's reddened palms as hard and fast as
she could, enraged by what she had seen, and what it implied.

With a cry of agony the girl yanked her hands
back finally, sinking back to the floor, pulling her hands in
beneath her as she sobbed and hugged her knees.

“Hold out your hands, you slut! Now! Do as I
say!” Julia screamed.

Yet Allison cowered there, sobbing, hugging
herself still, knees drawn up against her chest and face bent
against the floor.

Julia lashed the cane down across her back,
the sound a loud crack of noise that echoed off the stone walls.
Allison sobbed louder. Again the cane came down, then again, and
again and again, the blows lashing across her back from top to
bottom in methodical fashion.

Julia cursed and bent over, grabbing at the
teenager's long blonde hair, yanking her head up as she aimed a
blow at her face. Allison squealed in terror, falling back and
pulling the woman with her. Julia tripped over her legs and fell
against the table, the cane going flying from her hands.

Allison scrambled to her feet and ran for the
door, racing out into the hall and leaping down the stairs. She
sprinted into the main castle then pushed hard on an ancient stone.
A part of the wall eased inward and she slipped behind it and into
a tunnel as the wall closed once again.

She was in darkness, without the torch she
normally carried when exploring the passages, but she was long
familiar with this one, and moved slowly along it, feeling her way
along the wall, still whimpering softly, her back aching as she
found the top of the narrow staircase.

She descended it, then descended the next
one, and the next, going deeper and deeper into the bowels of the
old castle where no one ever went, where Julia would not
follow.

She emerged finally in a chilly space and
felt her way to a nearby table. She fumbled her hand across the top
and then gasped as light blinked on.

The room was very wide, though with enormous
stone pillars throughout. There were odd devices spread about,
devices of torture and pain, laying there for centuries unused.

She had found this place many years earlier.
Then it was only a curiosity. Only after she stumbled across those
books and magazines had she begun to see this area and its oddly
shaped instruments and devices in a different light.

It was a dungeon, an ancient dungeon. Chains
and manacles hung from above and from along the walls. Heavy wooden
constructions, devices whose aim she could only guess at were
placed all about. A few were familiar from the stories. Others,
some even more sinister, she could only imagine the purposes
of.

She rubbed her arms in the chill air as she
moved closer to the table. A small battery powered light was now
lighting this section. She lit two gas powered lanterns which gave
greater light, and gazed about her, breathing in deeply, taking
heart in the solitude.

Yet still, the ache was there, pulsing within
her lower belly. And being naked in the dungeon did little to ease
it. She moved next to the wall and gazed at the manacles hanging
from them. She had placed her wrists in them many times, sometimes
even naked, standing there as though she were a prisoner.

She started to reach up when more light
filled the room and a voice spoke behind her.

“Well here you are.”

Allison gave a little shriek and whirled
around, trying to cover her nudity with her hands and arms. She
scrunched up, face red as Michael smiled at her from the
doorway.

“I see Julia has punished you for your errant
ways,” he said.

“I-I...yes,” she gulped, mortified as the
butler stood there smiling and making no effort to avert his
eyes.

“Your back and buttocks look quite
well-striped. Do they hurt?”

She jerked her head up and down, then lowered
her head, her blonde bangs covering her eyes as he moved slowly
forward.

She backed up slightly, small feet shuffling
through the dust until her aching red buttocks pushed against the
stonework of the wall. She was painfully embarrassed at him seeing
her... and yet... inside her she felt a rush of heat to her loins
as he approached.

* * * * *

Michael stopped, still with the small smile
on his face. He had gotten to the small passage behind the tower
room and opened the tiny hole there just in time to see Julia burst
in and interrupt what had begun to look like a promising little
scene.

At first he'd been furious at the bitch
governess, but then he'd cheered her on as his trousers bulged with
delight. When Allison had raced away he'd hurried down the passage
stairs and halted just as she burst into the passage ahead of
him.

“Now you're not embarrassed in front of me,
are you, Miss Allison? After all, we've known each other, you and
I, for most of your life.”

He put his fingers under her delicate chin
and tilted her head up. Her eyes flickered rapidly from side to
side, as though she couldn't bear to rest them on him.

“I always knew you spent time down here,” he
said. “I often spotted you taking this path when I was using the
back passage to the kitchen. Oh yes,” he said at her look of
surprise, “I know many of the passages myself, including this
one.”

He stepped back and again she dropped her
chin, letting her hair form a silken layer between them.

“I encountered you on another occasion, Miss
Allison,” Michael said, stroking the backs of his fingers along her
hair. "It was on the third floor, far in the north section where no
one ever goes, back in what used to be a guest bedroom.

“I was searching for an appropriate room
which looked north, you see, to set up my telescope to view Venus.
But what I came across was a different manifestation of the goddess
of love.”

“It was you, Miss Allison," he said, "you had
apparently stumbled across a collection of old pulp novels and
magazines, you know the ones.”

She looked up, stricken, then dropped her
chin again as he chuckled.

“Yes, those ones. You obviously found them
fascinating. You were sitting on the floor with your back propped
against the wall. You held one of the novels open in your left hand
as you...well, your trousers were open and your right hand was down
the front of them.

“To be charitable, let us say you were
scratching an itch and er, found it quite, quite satisfying.”

Allison's face burned as the man chuckled.
She felt mortified at the realization he had watched her.

“Did you like the novel about the
butler?”

She started in surprise and he chuckled
again.

“After I realized you were going through the
books I planted that one there for you. It's always been one of my
personal favourites.”

He took her wrist, pulling it away from where
it clutched her opposite arm, pulling her away from the wall as he
turned from her and walked further into the room. She gasped as she
tried to cover herself with the use of only one arm.

“I always found the domination and submission
aspects of human sexuality thoroughly fascinating,” Michael said.
"On the one side you have the dominant personality degrading and
dehumanizing his subject, finding vigorous enjoyment out of
mastery, and even pain, at the thrill of subjecting another to pain
free of guilt.

He pulled her over to an object which
resembled an enormous barrel set on its side. Manacles attached to
heavy chains were bolted to the floor and also set into the wall
above and behind it.

“Now here's an interesting object and the
subject of numerous learned lectures I've heard and read," he said.
"A variation of the rack. Would you like to try it?”

She shook her head weakly but he ignored her,
turning her and pushing her back against the rounded side of the
barrel. He smiled gently as he lifted her wrist, then took the
other, lifting that up as well, forcing both of them up above her
head and back behind her.

Allison cringed inwardly, her mind fluttering
in helpless embarrassment as she was totally exposed now to his
gaze. She had not altogether understood his intent, focused only on
her own nudity and her inability to now cover herself.

Michael easily pushed her hands up high,
joining her slim wrists together and holding them in one hand as he
brought down one of the manacles. He snapped it around her right
wrist, and she immediately lowered her left to try and cover
herself as he screwed the manacles tight.

He chuckled then took her left wrist, lifting
it up and back as well, slipping the manacle around her wriggling
wrist and screwing it tightly in place.

He stood back and looked at her and Allison
looked away, flushed red as he examined her body. Her wrists were
up and back behind her head, her body bowed back, chest thrust out,
breasts taut. She had crossed her legs in a feeble attempt to cover
herself from his eyes, but he only smiled in amusement, then bent
to open them.

He shackled her legs side by side into
manacles chained to the floor. They were only a foot apart but felt
far, far wider to her since she could not cover herself in any way
now.

He stood back again, looking her up and
down.

“Lovely. Quite, quite lovely,” he murmured.
“Do you know how erotic you look, Miss Allison? Do you understand
how provocative and sensual your present position is? How aroused
and excited a man would find the vision of you as you now stand,
your firm, lush young body bathed in flickering gold light, your
breasts straining against your flesh, your stomach tight and firm,
your delicate pink nipples fully erect...”

Allison's mind was in turmoil. The feel the
hard, cold metal around her wrists shocked her, and being unable to
pull herself free shocked her even more. Somewhere, deep inside her
she felt a hot rush of recognition, of awareness that this was
something she had always dreamed of, this helpless bondage, and her
loins throbbed as his eyes moved over her naked flesh.

His hand slid along her throat, then gently
caressed her chilled flesh, easing down between her breasts to feel
her pounding heart. He held his hand there for a long moment, then
let it glide lower, across her firm stomach, then circling, easing
up along her left ribs, leaving a hot trail of fire behind.

His finger slipped along the underside of her
right breast, barely touching it then his full hand traced back,
caressing the underside of her breast slowly, sliding back and
forth, back and forth.

Allison's breasts swelled with the touch, her
nipples painfully erect as her first sexual experience sent her
dazed mind into orbit. She pulled again and again at the shackles,
but not with any real intent of freeing herself. Her body trembled
with barely suppressed excitement as Michael caressed her.

“The sight of you is deeply stimulating,” he
sighed. “That is the power of a woman of beauty, to raise a man's
pulse and heartbeat, to bathe his mind in fire and lust simply
by... by being.”

His hand squeezed softly upwards as Allison
slowly turned her head around, her heart pounding and pulse racing,
her mind tumbling and twisting in shocked excitement.

“Did you find that novel interesting, Miss
Allison? Did you read of the vile things done to Lady Jane by her
Butler? Did it arouse you, perhaps cause you to... envy her?”

His hand slipped down her belly again,
swerving along her thigh, then rubbing gently against the small V
of golden pubic hair above her cleft. He plucked a hair out and she
yelped in pain.

“Some see pain as merely heat,” he said,
reaching for and plucking another hair. “Some say pleasure as the
same.”

He plucked a longer hair and she yelped, her
hips jerking forward. “Under the right conditions a body won't be
able to tell the difference.”

“P-please!” she gasped.

He twirled another hair around his finger
then plucked it out before letting his fingers trail lazily back
and forth across her stomach back up under her breast. Again he
palmed the base of it, stroking back and forth slowly.

He was practically torturing her! Allison's
body spasmed with the intensity of the sexual desire swelling
within. She was so utterly exposed, so brazenly...sexually exposed
and helpless, utterly helpless as he tormented her!

His hand slowly rose, then his fingernail
scraped across her straining nipple.

She gasped, staring, face hot, as Michael
slid his thumb and forefinger together against the rigid pink bud
and rolled it between them.

“I suppose I'm being outrageously familiar,
Miss Allison,” he said, “but I'm sure you'll forgive me. We have
known each other for such a long time, after all.”

He pressed his thumb and finger together
harder, pulling out, pinching her nipple between them and
stretching it towards him.

“Oh! Oh! Please! Michael! Ooww!”

“What is it, Miss Allison?”

“Y-You're hurting me!”

“Think of it as pleasure, Miss Allison.”

“Owww! Don't! Nooo!”

Her nipple strained out so hard now it was
distorting the surface of her breast, the areola also bulging up
and out as the round shape of her breast became a cone.

She felt the pain as a hot, sharp stinging
thing, and clenched her teeth against it as she squirmed and pulled
at her bonds. Yet there was an intimacy to his touch she gloried
in, and the darkness of his eyes and the cruelty she now saw there
made her shudder with fear and excitement.

He released her nipple and her breast jiggled
and shook lightly before resuming its former shape. She gasped in
relief, yet oddly wished he would touch her again there. Her nipple
felt so sensitive she knew she would climax if his lips touched her
there.

“Only a couple of fingers, Miss Allison.
Surely a couple of fingers could do no harm.”

He trailed his fingers down her heaving
chest, down her belly, then through her soft downy pubic hair.

“Oh!”

The tip of his finger found the top of her
cleft and he began to rub there gently. He pulled his finger back
after a moment, sliding it across her parted lips, then into her
mouth. Her lips closed automatically even as he smiled.

“Yes. Good girl. Lick it, my dear. Get it
nice and wet, nice and moist.”

Fearful and astonishingly aroused, Allison
licked hesitantly at his finger inside her mouth as he gently
pumped it in and out. He stroked her hair again, then pulled the
finger out and placed it against the top of her cleft once more.
Again he started to rub gently, his other hand sliding up under her
breast.

“Yes, you've become quite a lovely young
woman,” he said. “A feast for the eyes of any man.”

His finger gently rubbed and stroked, moving
side to side, then up and down, always concentrating on the oh so
sensitive spot at the top of her cleft that she herself so loved
touching.

But the sensations were shockingly more
arousing from his touch, and Allison's body felt desperate rush of
excitement.

“Did you ever fantasize that such things
would happen to you, Miss Allison? Is that why you came down here
so often, to look at these ancient instruments of torment and
imagine the possibilities?”

“P-Please I-I don't...I... you...”

“Shhhh,” he said, placing a finger against
her lips. “Don't speak yet. Wait until you can sing.”

He continued to rub at her sex slowly,
gently, and she felt his middle finger pressing in more firmly,
felt through the roaring of her blood the finger slowly easing down
between her tight pubic lips, easing into the soft cleft between
them and rubbing along there.

She felt an intense throbbing down there, and
a wild fluttering in her stomach. She had almost forgotten Julia
and the pain in her back and buttocks, for her mind was now filled
with a swirling sexual need she could not remember ever having.

“Think of this as a story you're reading,
Miss Allison, and you're the heroine.”

She inhaled sharply as one of his fingers
slipped up inside her, wiggling from side to side, twisting from
side to side as it wormed its way up through the tight, moist folds
of her sex.”

“D-Don't!”

“But you like it, Miss Allison,” he
whispered. “Your body betrays you. It feels good, doesn't it? It
feels wonderful. Your body feels alive.”

His finger slipped up against her hymen and
probed it lightly, then with more pressure. His thumb pressed up
against her clitoris now and she gasped softly, instinctively
trying to push herself against his fingers.

He reached up with his free hand and turned
the handle on the crank. Allison felt the manacles tightening
against her wrists, felt them pulling back. She gasped as her back
arched harder over the barrel and her arms strained against the
pull.

“Oh!”

“Just like one of those books, isn't it, Miss
Allison? Imagine reading about this, the beautiful blonde Miss
Allison being tormented and rudely abused by the evil butler
Michael.”

“P-Please I-I do...don't...”

“Shhh,” he said.

He leaned forward and kissed her gently on
the forehead, then on the right nipple, then the left. He
straightened then and reached for the crank again, pulling it
down.

Again Allison felt the pressure grow on her
wrists and arms and shoulders. Her back creaked and she felt her
feet lifting up against the manacles around her ankles. Another
turn of the crank and she cried out in pain, lifted to her toes,
then just off them, hanging in mid-air bent back across the
barrel.

“Don't! Don't!”

His hand moved slowly over her breasts,
stroking and caressing as his fingers continued to stroke her
clitoris and massage the inside of her sheath. Her head thrashed
from side to side and she trembled in a confused churning of lust
and pain, of excitement and fear.

Despite the chill beads of sweat appeared on
her skin. She panted for breath, her body feeling ready to fly
apart, her limbs and back aching as the chains pulled it taut.

He kissed her breasts again, then kissed
softly down her stomach and against the top of her mons.

Then he straightened and moved around to the
side of the barrel. He gripped the crank and pulled again and
again.

The pressure grew and Allison cried out, then
screamed as she felt the pain her body. Her spine crackled as the
joints of her legs and arms creaked.

“I'll be back,” he whispered, kissing her
under the ear.

He moved to the wall and turned out the
lights, then disappeared into the tunnel, leaving Allison in pitch
black, her world filled with pain.

The pain was unrelenting. It struck at her
mind and body equally. It was unbearable and wonderful at the same
time. Her mind swirled and tumbled. She screamed, the sound broken
off in a sob of anguish and confusion. Yet it excited her, the
sound of her own voice, the scream of pain. It was as though she
were indeed one of the heroines in those books. She screamed again,
then again, the sound echoing through the dark, chill air of the
dungeon.

Her body vibrated to the sexual heat and
pressure within, yet still the pain was there, cutting at her, an
unending assault on her mind. She could not move her torso, arms or
legs so much as a millimetre, and cramps and aches stormed her
battered, dazed mind in an endless progression.

It seemed to go on forever, and her sense of
time failed her in the dark room. An eon later her mind was numbed
as she lay there groaning softly. She hardly noticed the light
slowly approaching until she had to squint against it.

“Ah, my dear child. You do indeed look
lovely.”

“P-P-Please!” she whimpered.

“This is the height of sensuality, my dear!
This is your fantasy come to life!”

“But it hurts!” she wailed.

“What is the difference between pain and
pleasure? Merely how your mind interprets it.”

He reached up to the crank and eased it back
a notch. The relief flooded Allison's system and she groaned.

It did not occur to her that the pressure was
still much greater than it had been when he was fondling her
earlier. The slight relief was a balm on her aching body and
mind.

“There. You see how even pain can be seen as
pleasure?”

His hands moved slowly over her body, then
his mouth followed, his lips brushing her still-erect nipple, then
closing around it, gently sucking on it as they drew more of her
flesh inside his warm mouth. She gasped and shook, the heat
blossoming, spreading out, enveloping her body.

His hands moved down her hips, then his
fingers danced lightly along her inner thighs before easing up
against her mound. His finger penetrated her as his thumb pushed
against her clitoris, and again, as before, he began to stroke
her.

“Please I...please,” she groaned, uncertain
of what to say, of what to ask, of what to want.

“Don't call me Michael,” he said with a
smile. “Call me... master.”

She blinked her eyes in confusion.

“Say it.”

“I...”

“Say it,” he demanded.

“M-Master.”

“Again.”

She inhaled deeply. “Master.”

“Again.”

“Master.” Her mind roiled with the word, her
body crackling with sexual electricity.

He bent his lips to her nipple again, his
tongue darting out and lapping across it. He slipped his lips down
around it and suckled softly, but with growing pressure, his tongue
stroking across it now as she groaned in confusion.

Her mouth opened and her jaw trembled as she
felt the pleasure flooding her sensitized nervous system. She
whimpered in confusion, then rolled her head slowly.

He pulled his lips up again and smiled at
her, his fingers still stroking carefully.

“Who am I?"

“M-Master,” she groaned.

“And if I am your master, what does that make
you?”

She groaned in response.

“Slave,” he said. “Say it.”

“Slave,” she gasped.

“You are my slave,” he growled.

“I-I'm your s-slave.”

The orgasm rose within her like a blossoming
fireball, tearing through bone and sinew, through her chest and
belly and groin, throwing her mind into a tumbling maelstrom.
Pleasure screamed through her body, pleasure of such intensity her
mind was shattered by it.

She screamed in ecstasy, her mind bathed in
fire as a crackling wave of sexual pleasure rolled up and down her
body.

“Slave! Slave!” he growled as he watched her
body ripped by convulsions. “You're my slave, Allison! My sex
slave!”
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It was like a nightmare - or a fantasy.
Allison sat up among her pillows, the heavy down comforter clutched
against her as she stared at the far wall.

The pain had faded in comparison with...with
the pleasure that had burned through her mind at the end. The
pleasure was so...exquisite, so all-encompassing that it dwarfed
everything she'd ever experienced.

Even the memory of it made her squirm down
deeper into the covers.

She couldn't remember very much of what
happened after. She was barely conscious. She recalled Michael...
M-Master...carrying her naked body through the darkened halls, then
lowering her into a tub of warm water.

He had bathed her, washed her hair, brushed
it out then carried her up to her room and put her to bed.

He was... very strong, she thought.

She pushed the covers back after a few
minutes and slowly eased her legs over the side of the bed. She was
still nude, but her body showed nothing but its normal paleness.
There was no sign of the ache she felt in her bones and muscles
that made moving a minor torment.

She winced as she slowly stood up, her back
aching, her legs stiff. She moved slowly, very slowly to the mirror
and looked at herself, blinking her eyes.

She thought about his touch, his fingers on
her, his lips...

Her hands moved tentatively down to her mons
and cupped it gently as she inhaled deeply, then her finger
explored inside her, finding her hymen still intact.

She turned her back to the mirror, her head
turning as she examined herself. The marks of Julia's cane were
still there, though fading. She wondered what the woman would do to
her if she knew what had happened after she had run out of the
room.

But then... it hadn't been her fault, had it?
She had been chained and helpless. She could not be blamed, ought
not feel guilty for anything which transpired then. In any case
Mast... Michael had ordered her. She had to obey him. He was an
adult, after all.

She ran her hand over her backside, amazed
that the dark lines left by Julia's crop didn't hurt much. The
bruised flesh seemed quite resilient.

She swallowed as she gazed at them, her chest
a little tight. All of last evening seemed like a strange dream,
with only the marks left to show it wasn't. And the marks
themselves were a symbol of a kind, a symbol of the lewdness she'd
been exposed to.

As a virginal girl with no sexual experience
the marks were an achievement of a kind. What had happened to her
was almost unbelievable! Michael had asked her if she had ever
fantasised about it. She had, on many, many occasions, and now, as
her memory moved back to her chained across the barrel, her limbs
aching and Michael's hands moving over her bare flesh she shivered
in delicious horror and excitement.

It was so wanton! She had achieved such
heights of pleasure a she had manipulated her chained helpless
body. Her soft female form had responded as it was designed to.
Michael had played it like a master and her mind had just been
along for the ride.

She drew her wrists back together behind her
back, imagining them chained there, imagining herself on her knees
before her master, naked, his toy, his plaything. What filthy
things would he do to her?

She went to the closet and pulled open her
underwear drawer, then hesitated, blinking down at the colourful
assortment of lingerie there. Gone were her plain white knickers
and bras. No, the drawer she looked into was filled with a mass of
slinky silk, lace and satin in all colours of the rainbow.

She picked up a lacy white thong first. A
thong! She had heard of them and even seen them displayed in
stores. How she had longed to purchase one or two, just to see what
she looked like in them! They seemed the height of sexuality, of
prideful rebellion and wanton exhibitionism.

Yet, of course, she could never bring herself
to purchase them. Not only would she have been mortified to take
them to the clerk but Julia might run across them, and she knew
well what that woman would think of such underthings.

The thong was like a spiderweb, with only a
small V of opaque silk for the crotch. She slipped into it and
examined herself in the mirror. From the back she looked saucy and
sexy, her lovely round buttocks pushing out firm and lovely and
round.

She examined the narrow band of white silk
running up between her buttocks, then widening at the top of the
crease into a narrow band of lace around her waist.

Yet around front the lacy band plummeted down
towards her crotch as it to draw the eyes there, narrowing into
that tiny bit of opaque material. The problem was that the front
was so narrow and so low that her pubic hair stuck out around it.
That had to be remedied for it looked crude as it stood.

She slipped off the thong, then hurried into
her bathing room. There she sat on the edge of the tub a she wetted
down her front, then soaped herself up and carefully shaved her
curly golden pubic hairs into a narrow thatch.

She felt herself becoming aroused as she did,
remembering how Michael had plucked hairs from her, remembering the
feel of his fingers as they sifted through her downy hair. She
shaved lower and narrower than she'd intended, until there was only
a very small bit left.

Then she applied some lotion and scampered
back into the main room, slipping the thong on again. Now she
looked sexy and seductive! She posed and preened in front of the
mirror, then halted, gasping as she heard a sound. She turned to
face the door, remembering Julia. God only knew what the woman
would do to her if she came in yet again to find her doing naughty
things before her mirror.

Her lower lip pushing out in a pouty look of
displeasure Allison went to the door, examining ways to lock it so
the old harridan couldn't come in unexpectedly. She dragged over a
high- backed chair and tilted it up under the door, then nodded in
satisfaction and returned to the mirror.

She lifted a bra from the drawer, a lovely
little creation of silk and lace. The cups were nothing like the
heavy round cups of her normal bras. It was very lightweight and
the cups dainty and small. She slipped the straps on and found it
fastened in front between the cups.

She pulled the cups together, up under her
breasts, then snapped it in place, reaching into each to adjust her
breasts. The bra cupped and lifted her but left almost half of her
breasts bare. The cups, in fact, were so lacy that her nipples were
very, very obvious through their hazy screen. And they grew more
obvious as she felt them tightening inside the cups and pushing out
stiffly.

She wondered what Michael would think of
them, then snorted at her silliness, for of course, Michael had
placed them there.

She gazed at herself in the mirror, eyes
white with delight at her lush body and how it appeared in the
provocative lingerie, turning from side to side, siding her hands
over her body as she pushed her chest out.

She went to her closet then, but found
nothing to match the seductive undies. Then again, she was far from
ready to have anyone actually see her looking sexy. Instead she
pulled out a white cotton button-down blouse and slipped it over
her shoulders, buttoning it.

Next she pulled on a pair of well-pressed
linen trousers - white, of course.

White socks, white sneakers, and then a blue
pullover to accent her hair and she was ready. She looked as
ordinary as always, not at all sexy, really. But she felt very
sexy, and knew she would take a secret delight in nobody else
knowing about her sexy undies as she moved around them.

She went to the door and pulled back the
chair, then hesitated. She wondered how she would be able to face
Michael. She blushed at the thought, chewing on her lip. She opened
the door and looked out into the hall and stairwell worriedly.

Yet she would have to face him sooner or
later, and she felt oddly confident in her seductive lingerie,
somehow more adult and sophisticated.

She took a deep breath, feeling her breasts
pushing out tautly against the little bra, then left her room.

She met a maid in the hall, who nodded and
smiled. Allison smiled shyly back, hoping Michael hadn't talked of
what he'd done, or Julia either.

“Hello, dear. You're looking sweet.”

She stopped in surprise at the library.
“Daddy. I thought you were out of the country for the next
week.”

She hurried over and hugged him and he idly
pecked her on the cheek then patted her head.

“I'm just back for a day to straighten out a
problem with some financial matters, Ally.”

“Is mummy here as well?”

“No. She's still working on her tan,” he
snorted.

“Oh. Well, it's nice to see you anyway.”

“It's nice to see you as well, Aly. Go to
breakfast, will you. I'll be along shortly. I just have to take
this one call.”

The phone rang then and he lifted the
receiver, ignoring her. Allison nodded and walked out, then went
down the hall to the breakfast room.

Her father showed up ten minutes later and
they spoke a little, mostly about Spain, where he'd been, and about
the car she wanted but he wouldn't give her.

“Jones will take you wherever you want in the
Rolls. What need do you have for your own car?”

“Well, but it would be nice to drive.”

“Nonsense. Driving is vastly overrated. It's
annoying and often dangerous for the inexperienced. Let Jones do
it. He's a professional.”

“But daddy, what if I wanted to...to go into
the city or something. And maybe stay for a few days.”

“Don't be absurd. Why would you want to do
that? The city's full of filth and criminals. It's no place for a
nice girl like you.”

“But daddy...”

“No, Allison!”

She sighed and poked at her bacon with a
fork.

Michael came in then and she straightened,
all thoughts of the car vanishing as he handed the phone to her
father. She watched him out of the corner of her eyes, her nipples
tightening again as her pulse quickened. But he ignored her as
though she weren't even there.

After her father hung up Michael turned and
left the room, and Allison felt the contrary sensations of relief
at his leaving and indignation that he had ignored her.

“May I be excused from the table?”

“Mmm? Yes, certainly.”

She got up and left the room, but was barely
around the corner and into the hall when she all-but ran into
Michael. She gasped as he put his hand over her mouth and pushed
her back roughly against the wall.

“Are you feeling well, Miss Allison?” he
whispered, easing his hand back.

She nodded jerkily, eyes wide and round.

He smiled and stood back a pace, looking her
slowly up and down as she blushed and swallowed nervously.

“Looking awfully virginal this morning, Miss
Allison,” he said. “Trying to send a message?” He leaned forward,
his lips inches from hers. “Trying to convince the world of your
purity?” he whispered.

His hand moved down her side, then darted
between her thighs, cupping her sex. She gasped, drawing back hard
against the wall.

“You and I both know where your thoughts lie,
Miss Allison,” he whispered.

He undid the catch of her trousers as Allison
jerked her head around frantically towards the breakfast room,
frightened her father or a servant would appear.

He smiled, slowly drawing down the zipper,
then slipping his hand down the front.

“Ahhh, wearing those silky things I bought
for you,” he purred.

His fingers slipped inside the little thong,
and began to stroke her sex. Allison was gripped with an almost
immediate surge of sexual heat and lust, gasping and panting as his
fingers stroked expertly along her rapidly moistening cleft.

“You are still a virgin, Miss Allison,” he
whispered. “But only because I chose to leave you one. I'll take it
myself in due course.”

She whimpered, her legs going rubbery, her
mind reeling from the swift awakening of her desires, from the
boiling lust sweeping through her body and churning her blood.

“Who am I?” he demanded.

“M-Master!” she gasped.

“And you?”

“S-S-Slave!”

“Yes, my slave. Don't forget it. Don't ever
forget it.”

She gasped, writhing, grinding her buttocks
against the wall. Her hands reached down and gripped his wrist as
she began to drive herself onto his fingers. He thrust one up into
her and she shuddered, her head jerking back and hitting the
wall.

Stars flew about her as another finger thrust
up into her, then a third. Her sex ached as her labia were pried
wide, and his thumb jammed down roughly against her clitoris.

Then he pulled back and she stumbled, almost
falling. He smirked, jerking her trousers together once again and
buttoning them up.

She stared at him dazedly.

“This isn't the time or place to make you
sing, slave.”

Then he gripped her soft blonde hair and
jerked it slowly up, forcing her to her toes, then back, so her
breasts thrust out against her top.

“Meet me in the dungeon in ten minutes.”

Then he let her go and strode away, leaving
her gasping, her body churning, her loins hot and aching and her
mind in a muddle. Allison stared after him, then swallowed
repeatedly before heading for the stairs.

She had no idea what he intended doing to
her, but had no intention of missing it. She didn't like Michael,
and was becoming more afraid of him with each new experience, yet
something inside herself exulted in the raw sexuality he brought to
her.

She found her chest so tight she could hardly
breath as she walked into the dungeon. She set the lights on about
the room then looked nervously at the instruments of torture there
and if Michael would use one of them on her.

And then suddenly he was there, and she
gasped and stumbled back in fear and excitement.

“How are you feeling, Miss Allison?”

She stared at him dumbly.

“Remove your clothes,” he ordered, sitting in
a straight- backed chair.

Allison's heart pounded as she stared at him,
then awkwardly, she slipped her pullover off and dropped it on the
floor. Her body thrilling to a deep sexual excitement she remove
her shoes and socks, her toes cold on the stone floor.

She hesitated, then, blushing, unbuttoned her
blouse and removed it, also dropping it on the floor. She undid her
trousers and let them drop to her ankles, stepping free of
them.

“Very lovely,” he said. “You look like a true
slattern now, Miss Allison.”

She gulped.

“Wearing those other clothes you're hiding
your true nature. But in these...these you let the world know what
a craven trollop you are. Now remove them for me. Show me your
body.”

Her fingers trembled as she undid the bra,
then slipped it off. For a moment she tried to hide her breasts
with her hands, but then abandoned the effort a she slipped her
thumb into the thong and pulled it down.

He cupped her breasts, lifting them slightly,
as though weighing them, then released them.

“Lovely. Simply lovely,” he said. “You can
take a measure of pride in your slatternly body, Miss Allison. It
was well-designed to bring pleasure to men.”

Then his tone changed as did his
expression.

“On your knees, slave.”

Another hot thrill went through her, and she
sank to her knees, body throbbing, her groin aching with need.

“Now lay down on the floor. Let your soft
breasts be crushed against that cold stone.”

Reluctantly she slid down onto her belly,
gasping in discomfort as her hot, pulsing breasts were squeezed
against the stone below her.

“Come here.”

She started to rise and he halted her with a
word.

“No! On your belly. Crawl to your master on
your belly.”

She flushed in anger and embarrassment. The
thought was outrageous! Yet it struck some secret part of her, as
well, a secret part that revelled in the scandalous attack on her
pride and chastity.

She slowly crawled towards him on her belly,
her breasts aching as they were ground against the cold stone, her
soft, fair skin chilled and roughly scraped by pebbles and dirt.
Yet she felt a hot thrill of lust and desire as she crawled to him,
her body tingling with need.

Her face was inches from his foot when she
stopped, trembling.

“Good little slave,” he said. “See that spot
on my right shoe? The little smudge there? Clean it off. Lick it
clean for me, slave.”

Another wave of indignation and shocked
desire swept over her paralysing her for long seconds. Then her
groin snapped and flared and she extended her narrow neck, letting
her small pink tongue push out as she slowly licked along the side
of Michael's shoe.

She licked again and again, until she felt
his hands on her head. He wrapped her long golden tresses around
his hand then jerked up sharply, forcing her up as she
screamed.

He let go of her hair as she knelt there
gasping, eyes tearing, then his open hand cracked against the left
side of her face. Her head whipped about and her body twisted
violently, flung back and to the left by the force of the blow.

“Come here,” he said softly.

Whimpering and holding her cheek, she slowly
crawled back to her knees and knelt in front of him.

“Lower your hand.”

She slowly lowered her hand and his other
hand whipped around and cracked into the other side of her face,
again throwing her back and to the side, where she landed with a
cry of pain.

“Come here.”

“P-Please,” she whimpered.

“Come here!”

She repositioned herself on her knees,
trembling, eyes blinking. “Don't move!” he ordered.

His hand rose deliberately, and she braced
herself as it came down and cracked against her face again. This
time though her head was thrown sharply to one side she held her
position. His other hand cracked into the other side of her face
then, throwing her head in the other direction

Again the first hand lashed out, then the
second, then the first, then the second, Allison growing dazed and
numbed as her head was slammed from one side to the other and pain
blasted through her numbed mind.

Then he had her hair again, and was dragging
her up across his lap, pulling harshly so she cried out in pain and
tears poured from her eyes.

His hand moved slowly along her spine and
down over her soft buttocks, stroking them admiringly. “Just
lovely,” he said.

His hand slipped down between her buttocks
and in between her thighs, palming her mons, then rubbing softly
against it. A finger, then a second slipped into her as he began to
stroke her clitoris.

She moaned softly as his finger moved easily,
gliding along the slick layer of lubrication her body exuded. It
stroked along her cleft with a delicious force, grinding across her
clitoris and making her instinctively push herself back.

“Slut,” he said. “You're a slut, Miss
Allison. Did you know that?”

She gasped as his hand pulled away then
cracked loudly and painfully against her rounded behind.

“I asked you a question!”

“I-I...”

“You're a slut. Say it.”

“I-I'm a s-s-slut!” she gasped.

“Louder!”

His hand cracked against her behind
forcefully and she cried out in pain.

“I'm a slut!”

“Again!”

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut!” she sobbed.

His hand slipped between her legs again and
much to her shame she felt herself grinding down against it
instantly, gasping as her sensitive sex rubbed over his fingers and
knuckles.

She felt his finger slip into her, then
gasped aloud as his thumb probed at her rectal opening before
pushing down through the tight, wrinkled little hole.

“Oh! What!? What are...”

His other hand cracked against her buttocks
and she yelped in pain.

“Don't ask questions, slave.”

His thumb pushed into her anus to the joint,
then to the knuckle and pressed down even as his finger pressed up.
She felt them grinding some part of her inner body between them as
his other hand began a slow, methodical spanking.

She yelped as each blow fell, gasping and
moaning again as he began to move his other hand about, forcing her
to grind her ass lewdly.

He stopped the spanking as her buttocks
burned, his hand sliding along her hip and then up along the side
of her ribs to squeeze her breast from the side.

“Are you a slut?” he demanded.

“Y-yessss! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!” she
sobbed, shamelessly grinding herself against his fingers as the
lust burned through her mind.

He massaged her sparkling hot little clitoris
for long seconds, then halted, pulling his fingers out and jerking
her up and back by the hair. He shoved her roughly and she fell to
the floor with a grunt, rolling over to lay there a few feet from
him.

“Lay on your back,” he ordered.

She shuddered and obeyed.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Her legs jerked slowly open, then further as
he glared, then further still as she crudely exposed herself to
him.

“Bring your hands onto your breasts. Now
squeeze them.”

She obeyed, chest heaving as she stared up at
the ceiling.

“Now draw your knees back, up and back. Good.
Let them fall further apart. Further. Now ease your hand down
between your legs and extend two fingers.”

She obeyed him dazedly, eyes half closed as
she fought to keep from trembling.

“Now, Miss Allison. I want you to do
something for me. I want you to masturbate.”

She gasped, lifting her head, staring at
him.

“That's correct. I want to watch you
masturbate. Do it. Now.”

“But...but I...you...”

“Now!” he snapped, his voice lashing her,
making her cringe.

Her hand jerked slowly downwards until she
felt the warmth of her sex against her fingers. Then, face burning
and mind filled with shock, her fingers began to rub softly against
her clitoris.

At first the shame prevented her from feeling
anything, but then the heat poured through and washed away what
remained of her pride. She began to moan softly, the pleasure
burning her up and rising like a wall around her mind.

“Stop.”

At first she didn't hear him. Her fingers
were rubbing desperately against her cleft as she rolled her hips
from side to side.

“Stop! You filthy slut!”

He jumped to his feet and she gasped and
stopped. He bent over, gripping her hair and yanking her upwards,
forcing her to her feet, then onto her toes as tears filled her
eyes.

“Vile, disgusting little tramp,” he
growled.

He forced her across the room, holding her
hair tightly, keeping her head up and back as she shuffled
awkwardly next to him.

The device she stood in front of was one of
those whose purpose she had never been able to guess. It was simply
too oddly shaped for her innocent mind to come up with any
practical use for it.

It was a narrow round wooden post stood
upright from its base. It bent sharply forward at about hip height.
There were what appeared to be two manacles near the top and
bottom. A strap hung from the middle, and a short, rough, narrow
rod protruded from just below where it bent forward, pushing
straight back.

She began to understand its purpose when
Michael pushed her forward against it so that she straddled the
narrow cylinder which pushed backwards. She winced, for it was
cold, and the wood seemed to have been almost deliberately cut and
scraped and slashed so that it was as rough as possible against her
tender flesh.

Then he pushed on her head, bending her
forward until her chest was pressed against the beam. He pulled the
strap around the beam and around her body, binding her arms to her
sides, then buckled it tightly to the beam again.

The two manacles were pressed around the base
of each of her breasts, then snapped closed so tightly she cried
out as her breasts swelled like mushrooms, turning red. She jerked
helplessly against the beam but only succeeded in making her
breasts ache even more.

Michael shackled her ankles in place, then
reached between her thighs. She felt the rough cylinder jam up even
harder along her cleft, felt her labia spreading apart as her pink
cleft sank onto the thing. Since the cylinder was rounded and
narrow her pubic lips enveloped it, and she ground her hips in
discomfort at the feel of the rough wood against her.

“There now. Don't you make a lovely picture,”
he said, circling her slowly, examining her from every
direction.

He moved to a nearby table and pulled open a
drawer, then lifted something out, something that hadn't been there
before. It was about the length of the cane Julia had used on her,
yet seemed thinner and more flexible.

Then she recognized it. It was a riding crop,
and he clearly intended using it on her.

“Oh please!” she gasped. “Don't hit me with
that!”

“But I want to,” he said. “And so do
you.”

“But I don't!”

“You will.”

He moved to her side and his hand cupped one
of her hardened breasts. She groaned as the taut flesh throbbed in
his hand. Each of her breasts was hot and sensitive, and she gasped
as he traced his fingers along the surface then tweaked the
nipple.

Fire flared within her and her groin jerked
against the side of the wooden cylinder she straddled. She cried
out in pain as it scraped along her sensitive flesh.

Yet the pleasure was there too, the sparkling
hot, razor edged pleasure that came from within her as the wood
ground up against her clitoris.

He chuckled and moved behind her, then the
crop hissed through the air and landed lightly against her behind.
She squealed and automatically jerked forward, grinding her sex
along the rounded edge of the cylinder. That drew another, louder
cry even as the pleasure burned deep inside.

She felt the tip of the crop pressing against
her anus, then sliding up between her buttocks, the leather tip
caressing her spine. I pulled back and snapped against her buttocks
again, sending a sharp stab of pain into her body and causing her
hips to jerk forward.

Again her soft, moist sex scraped along the
rough wood as she sobbed in a maelstrom of pleasure and pain.

The wooden cylinder was moist with her juices
now, but still as rough and jagged as ever. She wondered how many
girls had ridden the thing over the centuries.

Again the crop snapped against her outthrust
behind and she yelped, jerking forward along the cylinder, grinding
her sex down hard.

He chuckled as she mewled in pain and
confusion, then snapped the crop against her behind again, then
again, then again. Each time it hit her body lurched forward, her
pussy rubbing against the rough wood.

He was not actually hitting her very hard at
first, just hard enough to cause her muscles to jerk. Allison's
mind spun and she felt like she had indeed fallen into the midst of
one of the filthy novels she had devoured. Her sex was drooling as
it burned, and every time she moved it hurt more.

Michael began striking harder then, making
her cry out at every blow. The crop didn't just sting now it ached,
it burned. She sobbed as it cut into her shapely rear, yet
continued to jerk forward along the cylinder, grinding her aching
pussy against its rough surface.

The blows grew harsher, an she screamed now,
her body shaking and jerking violently as the crop slashed down
against her buttocks. The pain howled through her again and again,
and she could do nothing to defend against it but embrace the
pleasure.

A madness seemed to catch at her as she
shuddered to each new blow, her mind retreating into the pleasure
as her pussy sawed back and forth along the rough wooden
cylinder.

And then, oddly, the pain faded, as if a
shimmering wall had surrounded her and was blocking it out. Her
buttocks burned fiercely, but each new blow brought less new
pain.

Her groin burned as well, yet even through
the pain there she felt the continued seeping of her liquids, felt
the throbbing hunger of her loins as she was forced to cruelly
masturbate herself on the rough wood of the cylinder.

She was grinding furiously now, the wood
rasping back and forth against the soft, glistening pink flesh of
her cleft. She felt a quake in her stomach, then another more
powerful one, a sense of disorientation.

Then the orgasm hit her, a weak one but still
making her groan in pleasure. The sharp, sparkling blows of
sensation from the crop rippled along the surface of her climax,
sending it floating higher and higher before it sank.

Then it rose again, or rather, a new one did,
more powerful, more sweeping. She shuddered to its touch, her head
jerking back repeatedly as her nervous system overloaded.

Another orgasm tore though her, then another,
then another, her hips jerking feverishly now even without the
impetus of the crop, her mons jammed atop the rough wood and
rubbing desperately back an forth against it.

Michael lowered the crop and watched as she
continued to buck and grind herself on the wood, gasping and
sobbing, her head thrashing, her body shaking as she rode the tube
for all she was worth, eyes narrow slits, jaw slack, tears spilling
down her cheeks.

Another orgasm screamed through her body and
her mind fled down a dark hole as her movements eased and she
slumped against the beam gasping and panting for breath.
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The next morning was Michael's weekend off.
She spent it wandering in the meadow behind the castle, exploring
the darker tunnels again, and standing in the dungeon, staring at
the different instruments of torture spread about the darkened
room.

She was amazed when she looked at her
tormented behind that it didn't show more damage. Unlike the cane,
the slim crop had not left bruises behind, though there were thin
lines of pain running along her rounded white flesh they were
already fading.

Every time she thought about Michael her
stomach swirled and churned. She hated him, yet was enthralled by
him. The memory of the pain frightened her, but the memory of the
pleasure drew her like a moth to the flames.

She was still a virgin, and wondered when
Michael would take her virginity. She knew he would do it roughly,
painfully, and that he would force her to love it.

Even as she longed for him to return she
wished he never would.

Yet there was a raging need inside her and
she knew Michael had only tapped its surface. She did not like him,
and knew that he was a cruel man, but was excited by this, for it
made him dangerous and unpredictable.

Her cleft still felt raw and sore, yet in a
way this only made it more sensitive. Several times the pressure of
her trouser crease against her sex had driven her to distraction,
and she was forced to go to her room or some other private place
and gently stroke herself, wincing at the soreness, until she
climaxed.

She sat in the tower window watching for him
the next day, her heart fluttering as she imagined what wicked,
evil things he would require of her. She spotted him finally, and
watched his car turning in through the gate, then disappearing.

She checked her watch, wondering how long it
would take, wondering if she should remain where she was, or go and
seek him out. Finally she went, fighting to appear calm even as her
insides churned with acid.

She stood up, examining herself in the
mirror. She wore a long, flowing white sundress, looking quite pure
and chaste. Beneath it were the same lacy white underthings she'd
worn earlier, the ones Michael had seen her in.

She went downstairs and looked casually
about, but found no sign of him. Piqued, she went out the rear,
then wandered down to the small river which passed by the castle,
in amongst the tall grasses. she picked up a few pebbles and tossed
them into the river as she considered where Michael could have
gotten to.

She gasped and whirled around at a discrete
cough.

“You're looking lovely today, Miss Allison,”
Michael said.

She nodded dumbly, eyes wide as her stomach
began to knot.

“That's a very old-fashioned dress,” he said.
“But then in a lot of ways you're quite old fashioned, aren't
you.”

He looked at her for a long moment and she
lowered her eyes.

“Take it off,” he ordered.

The knot in her stomach tightened, then began
to extend upwards into her chest as Allison slowly moved her hands
up behind her neck and undid the back of the dress. She lowered it
slowly and Michael smiled to see the lacy white bra barely
containing her pert breasts.

“Still playing the martyred virgin, are we?
Well that is one illusion I believe it is well past time we
shattered. I believe I'll have your virginity, Miss Allison.
Now.”

She gasped, the knot now extending down into
her groin, which began to throb hotly.

“Remove the dress,” he ordered.

She looked down at herself, at the dress now
bunched about her waist, then undid the final lace and pushed it
down her long legs, stepping out of it. She held it in her arms for
a moment as if seeking a place to rest it, then dropped it to the
grass at her feet.

Her breathing quickened as she slipped out of
her shoes, then undid her stockings and peeled them down and off.
Then her bra was lifted free to allow her breasts to spring out.
Lastly she peeled down the white thong and then stood there
excitedly, shifting nervously from foot to foot.

“As I said, you're quite the old fashioned
girl sometimes, Miss Allison," Michael said.

He moved closer to the river, stepping out of
the grass and onto the rough dirt there, then turned to her.

"On your belly, dog!” he snapped.

Allison gasped, then dropped quickly to her
stomach on the grass.

“Crawl to me like a snake in the grass,” he
ordered.

Allison obeyed, her soft flesh sliding over
the cool, moist grass as she wriggled forward, then out onto the
dirt. She winced as small pebbles dug into her skin, but her body
and mind were alive with excitement and she revelled in his cruel
usury.

“Now some young ladies give up their
virginity to the sound of Brahms whilst sipping champaign on soft
furs before a crackling fireplace,” Michael said. "But you... on
all fours... in the dirt... like a filthy bitch in heat. That's the
way you'll lose yours, slave.”

Allison trembled, her insides thrilling to
his words, her mind bathing in the fear and degradation as he undid
his belt.

She slowly pushed herself up onto all fours,
raising her behind, shifting her legs apart as her mind pounded
with lust and anticipation. He was going to take her virginity! And
in such a way as to make it as demeaning as possible.

He carefully folded his own clothes, placing
them atop hers so they would not get dirty. Then, naked himself,
his cock thick and hungry and angry looking, he moved around behind
her. His foot roughly shoved at the inside of her knees as his
voice whipped down.

“Spread them wider, slut! Spread your filthy
legs apart so I can rape you!”

She moaned and trembled, obeying, baring
herself to him as he walked slowly around her, looking down in
contempt.

“Are you ready to be raped, slut?”

“I...Y-yes!” she whispered.

“Louder!”

“Yes! Oh yes!”

He returned to his clothes, then slipped his
long, thin belt from the loops of his pants. Allison's insides
churned as he returned with it, doubling it in his fist.

She braced herself as he moved to one side,
then cried out in pain as the belt lashed across her upturned
buttocks.

“Yes, what?” he demanded in a silky
voice.

“I-I...yes, master!” she gasped.

“Yes, what master?”

“Y-yes please, master I-I'm ready to be
raped!”

The belt cracked down against her behind
again and she screamed as the pain burned into her.

“Then beg for it, you miserable filth! Beg
for your first cock!”

“Please rape me, Master! Please rape me!
P-Pleeease!”

“In the dirt, slut. In the dirt like a dog,
like a bitch dog,” he said, slashing the belt across her ass again
before dropping to his knees behind her.

He cupped her mons, squeezing roughly, then
slipped the loop of the belt around her neck and yanked it back
tight to pull her head up.

“Your leash, dog,” he said.

She moaned, dazed and shaking from excitement
and heat. She felt his cock as it rubbed against her aching
buttocks, then slid along her silky soft crevice. The head pushed
inwards and slid along the cleft between her labia before it found
the hole.

I'm going to be fucked, she thought numbly.
I'm going to be raped!

She whimpered as she felt the rounded head of
his organ pushing inwards, slowly forcing her back and wide,
splitting her open as it sought entrance to her virgin sheath. She
felt her tunnel forced apart, wider than it had ever been
before.

Then the head was inside her and driving
deeper. She dug her fingers into the loose dirt below her, gasping
for breath as she felt him nudging her hymen.

“Vile, filthy little peasant,” he sneered,
“Kneeling in the dirt on all fours with her haunches in the air so
she can be taken! What a slut you are!”

His cock battered softly against her hymen,
as if he were reluctant to break it open, but he pushed harder and
harder, then she felt his hands seizing her slim hips, digging into
the soft pale flesh and yanking her back as he thrust in hard.

She screamed in pain and exultation as his
cock rammed through her thin membrane and tore it apart. She felt
the thick, flesh intruder thrusting upwards into her belly, forcing
its way through the soft folds of flesh that had never been
parted.

She gasped raggedly, realizing he was tugging
at the belt to force her back, half strangling her as he jammed the
last inch of his thick cock deep into her teenaged body.

He laughed in conquest, taking the end of the
belt and slashing it across her back as he ground his loins against
her. Allison sobbed in pleasure and pain, feeling his cock twisting
roughly about inside her belly, filled with wonder and fear at the
sensation of something moving so deep within her.

It hurt, but it was a small ache next to the
hurricane of pleasure and shocked delight feeding her soaring mind
and body. She felt the orgasm approach and gasped for breath as it
hovered over her. Then Michael resumed his grip on her flanks as he
slowly pulled free his mighty cock.

She felt her flesh clinging to it, felt her
insides pulling on Michael's cock as he tore it back like a knight
freeing his sword from the proverbial rock. Then he stabbed it back
into her again, painfully hard and deep. She felt cramps rippling
through her guts as she sobbed in pain and desire, gasping an
clenching her jaw.

And then he started to use her, just like
he'd promised, rutting into her like a stallion mounting his mare,
or a dog his bitch in heat. His hips pounded against her buttocks
with bruising force as his stiff cock speared in and out of her
throbbing, pulsing sheath.

The orgasm crashed down upon her and she
cried out in exultation, jerking herself backwards to meet his
rough thrusts even as he yanked on the belt, half strangling her
like he was reining in wild animal.

Her head seemed to explode as she reared
back, shaking violently, her hands pawing at the air as her head
whipped back and her hair slapped across her back and buttocks.

His savage rutting shook her body as his cock
slammed up her burning pipe again and again, faster than thought,
pistoning wildly as her mind disintegrated and convulsions racked
her body.

She fell back to the ground, gasping, drawing
in great, ragged breaths of air even as his hips continued to beat
her shapely rear, his cock to slice back and forth between aching,
oozing labia.

Dazed and stunned, she stared glassily at
nothing, body still shaking, mind still tumbling in the aftermath
of a massive orgasmic blastwave.

She was aware, numbly, that he had let go of
the belt and gripped her flanks once more. He was again riding her
like a beast, her head bobbling up and down as he yanked her body
back then slammed his hips into her to knock her forward once
again.

Her breasts ached as they wobbled and shook
below her, but her spirit soared as she felt him moving inside her.
She gloried in the rough, degrading use, in being a party to such
lewd debauchery. She felt raw and carnal as her buttocks jiggled to
his heavy strokes.

She felt her insides quiver, fire running up
and down her spine and flaring through her nervous system. Then she
came again, crying out until he cursed her and yanked back hard on
the belt, choking her voice off.

Her arms gave out and she hung weakly from
the belt, face reddening as her body shook to the maelstrom of
sexual ecstasy pouring through it.

He cursed and gripped her hair, and she
screamed instinctively as he used it to hold her up. Then he flung
her down, jamming her face into the dirt as he continued to ram
himself into her.

“Put your bloody face in the muck then!” he
raged. “Its where you belong, you filthy, disgusting little
whore!”

He wrapped her hair around his fist and
ground her face into the dirt as his hips pounded against her.
Allison shook and trembled under the powerful rutting, gasping and
spitting out dirt as he rode her with savage spite.

He reached down with his other hand, slapping
cruelly at the side of her breast, slapping again and again as she
sobbed and cried out in pain and feverish, heated pleasure.

His cock was a spike deep into her belly,
stabbing and punching, ripping in and out of her tender flesh as he
rode her. Again she came, breathless, shuddering, eyes rolling back
in her head as the fury of the sexual release poured through her
body, causing muscles to spasm and jerk uncontrollably.

He released her hair, his fingers digging
into her hips again as he hammered himself into her, his glistening
manhood pumping furiously in and out of her fragile sex, sawing
across her moist opening as he felt his own fires begin to
roar.

Then he poured himself into her, his balls
erupting and massive wads of bubbling hot semen frothing down his
burning member to pump deep inside the shuddering young woman's
body.

Her spasming sex tore at his manhood and
cursed in pleasure, his hands slapping against her buttocks as he
continued to ram himself into her opening with every once of
strength at his command.

Then he halted with a grunt, pulled out, and
gripped her hair, yanking her head around. Dazedly, she watched as
he rubbed his cock with her hair, then flung her back and
stood.

“No longer a virgin now,” he said with a cold
smile. “I wonder what daddy would say if he could have seen his
slut daughter being ridden like a bitch in heat.”

Allison's chest heaved as she lay on her
back, staring up at him, worn and aching.

“Ah, but even for your first time you were a
natural talent,” he said. “It's quite obvious what you were put on
this Earth for.”

He dressed quickly, then turned his back on
her and walked away without another word. Allison lay there for
long minutes, recovering from the shockwaves that had ripped
through her and coming to terms with her new status as a
non-virgin.

She had been fucked! She had been ridden like
a whore! Just like Michael said!

She sat up slowly, groaning, then shoved her
matted her away from her face and got to her knees. She halted,
then knelt there on all fours, reliving the cruel raping he had
given her. She reached back between her trembling thighs and ran
her fingers along her aching cleft, whimpering at the pain.

Yet she continued to rub, and in seconds she
came again, crying out in pleasure, grinding her behind desperately
back as her face ground into the dirt.

She fell over on her sides, trembling and
shaking, and lay there for several more minutes, then rolled onto
her back, spreading her arms and legs, closing her eyes, pretending
to be a recently raped girl cast aside by her cruel assailant,
waiting to be found naked and used.

She opened her eyes after a minute and sat
up, shoving the hair out of her face again as she groaned and felt
the many bruises on her body. Her skin was scratched and sore from
the hard stab of his fingers on her hips, arms and breasts, and she
felt bruised and battered between her thighs.

She got up and found her clothes, then put
them on and wandered back across the field, going into the castle
and up to her room to shower and change.
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She felt different now, for some reason. She
felt cocky, more sophisticated and mature. She wished she had more,
well, sexy clothes, maybe tight pants, or sexy tops, nothing too
much, of course, for she was still shy of attention, but something
just a little, well, a little hot.

Then she thought about her old clothes. She
had grown very rapidly over the past two years, outgrowing her
former clothes many times. She had an immense closet and was very
slow in tossing things away, so she thought many might still be
there. None had started out particularly attractive, but now, well,
maybe a little tightness could serve for sexy.

She found a blue blouse from a while back and
slipped it on, buttoning it down the front. It was very snug across
her chest, and the bottom was a couple of inches shy of her belt.
However, much to her delight, she realized that many fashionable -
and sexy shirts were made to be just like that.

She flung aside a number of other clothes
then found a skirt. It had been daringly above knee height when it
had fit and now, now it was almost a mini skirt. In fact, if she
just did a little sewing - something Julia had taught her to do
well - it might well serve.

She brought out a number of such shirts and
skirts, as well as a few pants, and then got to work on them. The
first pair of pants were hopeless except as tight shorts, so she
cut off the legs and sewed them up. They bared an enormous amount
of flesh, and she gazed at it in delight, feeling quite naughty,
turning and showing her tight round buttocks to herself in the
mirror.

The next skirt was an old tartan from school.
She cut it short, then shorter, then shorter still before sewing up
the hem. When she put it on and looked at herself in the mirror she
thought she had cut it too short. It didn't show anything - except
for her long, long legs, of course, but she felt...uneasy in it. It
was so short that she felt sure something simply must be showing
even if she couldn't see it.

She spent some time on other tops, trousers
and skirts, making herself a new and sexy wardrobe, not even
thinking about going out and actually buying such things.

Of course she had to toss most of it under
the bed when Julia came knocking. She left the shirts, for Julia
wouldn't be able to tell what she was doing with them unless she
put one on - something she had no intention of doing.

The woman stormed into the room, glaring
about her, especially at the mirror before turning towards
Allison.

Allison was demurely clad in a pair of loose
sweatpants, with a long, loose pink blouse over them.

“Have you been practising your French like I
told you?”

“Yes, Julia. Though I still think it would be
better to have a computer and learn that.”

“Computers,” Julia sneered. “They're just a
fad. You have no need of them in any case. You'll be married to a
gentleman and keep his house.”

“But...well, what if I, uhm, wanted to do
something?”

“Do something? Do you think you'll be sitting
around on that behind you're so proud of all day?” Julia demanded.
“There are many things for a lady of the house to do.”

“Mother doesn't.”

Julia scowled. “She... chooses to do other
things.”

“Well maybe...”

“I didn't raise you to work in some nasty
little office!” Julia snapped. “You'll learn what's proper for a
young lady and that's that.”

“But...”

“And another thing. You've been bothering
your father about a car again.”

“Well I am eighteen and...”

“You've no need of a car. I've told him that
many times. You have no business being out far from home on your
own. Lord only knows what lewd happenings you'd get into in the
city alone.”

“I wouldn't!” Allison said, stung.

Julia's hand cracked into the side of her
face and Allison stumbled back.

“Don't argue with me! You've the heart of a
slattern! I saw that the other day, all right! Well you'll learn to
be a lady if I have to flay the skin off you! Do you understand
me!”

“Y-yes, Julia,” Allison gulped, holding her
cheek.

“Now, since you've rightly taken an interest
in sewing at last, I'll have the maids bring up some other things
that need done, table clothes and such that need darning. Idle
hands are the devil's tools.”

For much of the rest of that day Allison
sewed things up, having little time to think about anything else.
As she tired she stuck her fingers with the needle more often,
wincing and cursing mildly each time.

Suddenly she was hit by a dreadful,
desperately exciting idea She hopped off the bed and locked the
door, then dragged over the high-backed chair and propped it under
the handle before returning to her bed.

She stripped quickly, then lay back, picking
up the sharp little needle in her fingers. She brought it down
towards her right breast, then, working up the courage first,
jabbed it into the soft, sensitive flesh.

She gasped in pain, but felt a surge of
pleasure with it. Her breasts were already swelling and heating,
her nipples puffing up and out.

She stabbed it into her breast again, a
little harder this time, again gasping as the pain hit her. The
pleasure surged, and she closed her eyes, sliding the tip of the
needle across her skin every so lightly. Then she raised it and
stuck it in harder still, crying out from the sharp pain.

She opened her eyes and saw that the needle
was sticking out of her breast a couple of inches to the left of
her nipple. She felt her loins fairly melt into a liquid heat as
she stared at it, entranced.

She squeezed her thighs together as her hand
fumbled in the pincushion and pulled out another needle. Again she
jabbed it into her flesh, wincing. She hadn't stabbed hard enough
though, and the needle fell away.

She bunched up some fabric she'd cut off a
skirt and shoved it into her mouth, then jabbed her breast again,
screaming into the self-made gag as it held there.

She let her fingers stroke and pinch her
nipple, glowing between the legs now as she considered jamming the
needle into her self there. She picked up another needle,
whimpering a little as she looked at it. She held her nipple in one
hand, well, in two fingers, really, as she brought the needle
closer.

She stabbed it gently, but recoiled, yelling
in pain. She tried again, then again, but each time, though her
nipple sting fiercely, she couldn't quite bring herself to jab it
in enough for it to stick.

She did, however, succeed in making herself
so excited that a quick grab at her mons, a furious little stroking
with her fingers against her clitoris, and she had climaxed
gloriously.

As she lay there, she decided that what she
needed was for Michael to take the needles and use them on her. She
shivered in excitement and horror at the thought. She knew
instinctively she could not suggest it to him, though.

On the other hand...there might be a way to
get him to think of it himself. She plucked the needles out,
rubbing her breast for a moment, surprised there wasn't even any
blood.

She put on a pair of tight white shorts and
one of the tops she had made that didn't come all the way down to
the waist, then went downstairs in search of Michael. She found him
supervising the silver polishing in the main dining hall. She
smiled but he didn't return it.

“Is there something I can do for you, Miss
Allison?" he asked blandly.

“I uh...I have a sore throat,” she said
awkwardly. “I was wondering if you uhm, had anything for it.”

“I've just the thing.”

He turned and strode out of the room, Allison
scurrying behind. He went up the hall, then turned, opening the
door to her father's den and motioning her inside.

She wasn't allowed in there when her father
wasn't present so Allison knew something erotic would happen. She
felt her body tense, her breasts swelling with anticipation as she
hurried in.

Michael followed, closing the door behind her
and locking it.

The den was immense, with shelves of books on
two walls, an enormous fireplace on a third, and a huge antique
desk set against he windows on the fourth.

“This desk has been in your family for
centuries,” Michael said, running his fingers along the oak
top.

“I know,” she said.

He turned and smiled at her, then without
warning reached for the front of her blouse and violently tore it
open.

Allison gasped in shock as he spun her about
and yanked the torn blouse back off her, almost dislocating her
shoulders with the force. He undid her bra then yanked her around
again to tear it off over her shoulders and bare her breasts.

He gripped her thick blonde hair, forcing her
head back cruelly, his other hand rising to cup and squeeze her
breasts as they thrust out.

“Drop your hands,” he ordered in a cold
voice.

Allison had been instinctively grabbing at
his wrist as he pulled at her hair, but after a moment's hesitation
she dropped her arms to her sides, where they trembled
impotently.

He ran his hand along her taut chest and
stomach, then down to cup her mound through her tight shorts. His
fingers dug into the thin material over her groin, mashing it into
her, squeezing with painful force.

Then he forced her down onto her knees before
him, towering over her, smiling coldly.

“Are you my slave, Miss Allison?”

“Y-yes!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your slave...m-master!”

“My slut. My slut slave,” he sneered.

He undid his trousers, shoving them down,
then pulled his erection from his pants and rubbed the head back
and forth across her face.

Allison gasped in discomfort and excitement.
Her mind was filled with the lewdness of her actions, of what they
were doing. She knew what he would want, knew he would expect her
to take him into her mouth, but that was all right. She had watched
such things in the dirty videos, had seen pictures and heard
descriptions enough. She was confident she knew how it was
done.

She gasped again as he tugged her hair
harder, her head forced well back as he continued to rub himself
against her.

“Put your hands down, slut,” he ordered.

She removed her hands from his thighs,
dropping them to her sides as he placed his angry purplish cockhead
against her lips. She took it into her mouth, her body throbbing
with excitement as she licked at it and began to suck. But Michael
continued to pull at her hair, using both hands now, forcing her
head back, bunching up her thick blonde hair around her head as his
knuckles dug into her skull.

He pushed his cock forward and she gagged,
her hands jerking up and pushing against his thighs.

“Put your hands down,” he snapped, easing
back slightly.

She dropped her arms to her sides as he
thrust his cock forward again, and again she gagged, her hands
jerking up instinctively as his thick cockhead punched through into
her throat.

She squirmed and shook, choking and gagging,
feeling nausea well up within her as he forced his cock down
remorselessly, holding tight to her head as it jerked spastically,
his thick cock bulging out her throat tube as he pushed it deeper
and deeper.

Her hands slapped desperately at his thighs
but he ignored her, his cock sliding down her throat until her nose
was crushed up against his pubic bone, her eyes buried in the
tangle of his curly brown hair.

“Put your hands down!” he snarled

She hardly heard him, however. She choked as
she felt his cock sliding backwards, pulling up her throat, and
looked up with pleading eyes as her face came free of his body. He
glared at her angrily, no mercy in his eyes.

“Put your hands at your sides!” he shouted.
“Or I'll let you choke on it!”

Whimpering silently, her head throbbing from
lack of air, her insides twisting and churning, Allison pulled her
arms down to her sides, eyes wide and desperate as she looked up at
him.

He held his cock in her, halfway down her
throat for long seconds, then he slid it back up, like a knight
pulling a sword from a stone it hissed up out of her, the head
coming lose from her throat with a pop.

She gulped in air, coughing repeatedly as he
let his prick slip out of her mouth. He jabbed it against her face,
wet with her saliva, smearing it over her skin as she gasped for
breath.

“Filthy little trollop,” he said.”

“P-please!” she gasped.

He thrust it back into her mouth. She tried
to fight it with her tongue but he gripped her head with both
hands, tilted it back, then thrust heartlessly forward, jamming it
into her gullet, then down her throat at a slow, steady slide,
ignoring her hands as they slapped at his thighs.

Her body writhed and shook but he held her
head steady, burying the last inch of cock in her as he held her
face pressed against his loins.

He began to fuck her then, jerking her head
slowly up and down, then working his cock into a thrusting motion,
holding her effortlessly as she struggled and twisted.

“Swallow it, dog,” he ordered. “Swallow my
cock, you raving little slut!”

His cock sawed against the insides of her
throat, and Allison fought desperately against nausea and gagging
even as her breath ran out. He jerked her face in against his
crotch again and held it there, his cock buried in her throat.

“I said to put down your arms,” he snapped.
“I'll not take it out until you do.”

So again, fighting all instinct, Allison
jerked her arms down, her vision starting to swim from lack of
air.

He held his cock deep in her throat for
several interminable seconds, then slowly slid it back up and out,
allowing her to gulp in air again as he once more smeared his
saliva soaked cock all over her face.

“You begin to understand your place in life,”
he said.

Again the cock was jammed through her open
mouth and down her aching throat, this time not stopping at all
before fucking in and out. She sobbed, begging him with her eyes,
but he ignored her, pulling her head up, then pushing it back down,
his big hands clamped solidly around her skull as he used her mouth
and throat for his pleasure.

Her body went limp as she lost any hope of
persuading him to stop, as she gave up and accepted his will. He
pulled his cock free once more, and again she gasped for breath,
sucking in air and holding it as he plunged his cock down her
throat again.

He used her throat brutally, jerking her head
up and down as he lunged forward, pistoning his thick meat back and
forth inside her aching, bruised throat, his flesh rasping across
her tonsils and making her neck bulge.

His lips pulled up into a smile that more
resembled a grimace as he fucked his cock into her open mouth, over
her straining lips. She jerked bonelessly in time to his motions,
her body seemingly lifeless as he pulled her face up into his
crotch, then shoved her back again, her breasts jiggling lightly,
her eyes glazed.

He gave a final deep thrust, crushing her
lips against his crotch, and came, pumping wad after wad down her
throat directly into her belly, sighing in delight as he emptied
himself into her body.

Then he pulled his shrinking cock out and
threw her back, letting her lie on her back, sprawled there on the
floor as he fastened his trousers with a sneer of smug
superiority.

“There, you see? I've found another use for
you. Slave girl.”

Allison coughed, clutching her throat in her
hands now as he stood over her. Her chest burned and her head was
throbbing as she slowly sat up.

He casually reached down and gripped her
tangled hair, dragging her slowly up to her knees, then her feet,
ignoring her gasps and yelps of pain. He bent her over and pulled
her head beneath his arm, then reached down with his other hand,
sliding it over her rounded buttocks and in between her bare
thighs.

She gasped as his hand cupped her mound
through the thin shorts, then cried out as he squeezed her hard. He
chuckled, slapping her buttocks, then let his hand slide down
between her thighs again. He rubbed it back and forth across her
mons, then began to knead her through the crotch of the shorts.

He gripped the bottom of one side, tearing
it, exposing the lower half of one creamy buttock, slapping it
lightly before forcing his fingers in under the crotch, in under
her panties.

Allison cried out as he thrust his fingers up
into her body. She was still moist, despite the cruel throat raping
he'd given her, but he gave her no mercy as he rammed his fingers
into her then tore them back again, fucking her with them as he
searched out her clitoris.

He gripped the other side of her shorts,
tearing that up as well, then tore the crotch loose. His fingers
pumped furiously inside her, jerking her forward with each hard
stroke, the remainder of his hand like a fist as it slapped into
her puffy little mound.

She jerked and trembled in his grip, sobbing
and moaning as he thrust in a third, then a fourth finger, using
all his strength to ram them up into her oozing little hole.

Despite herself Allison felt her body
throbbing, felt her hot, swollen breasts shimmering with excitement
as they shook and jiggled beneath her, felt her loins aching for
him even as they ached from the force of his violent use.

Again and again his fingers drove up into
her, almost knocking her from her feet. Only his powerful arm
pinning her to his side kept her in place as her insides squirmed
and churned and her mind swirled and tumbled in the heady lust
burning up through her discomfort and pain.

Her sex oozed juices, dripping down her
trembling thighs now as Michael's fingers were jammed into her. Her
feet jerked and her body groaned with the power of the sensory
buildup within. Then she climaxed, the top of her head feeling like
it had exploded as multi-coloured lights blinded her.

She grunted feverishly, thrusting herself
back onto his fingers, ignoring the pain of her straining pubic
lips as the pleasure consumed her.

Then he pulled his hand out and dropped her.
She fell briefly to her knees before his foot pushed roughly
against her side and flung her back onto the floor.

“Miss Allison,” he said sarcastically.

He turned and left, and Allison groaned
weakly, reaching down to cup and softly squeeze her aching sex.
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She made it back to her room somehow,
clutching the tattered remnants of her clothes to her until she
could slam her door shut and bolt it.

Her throat remained quite sore, and for the
first time she paused to wonder at herself, at her allowing such
rude, such cruel treatment of her body by Michael. She did not
understand why it aroused her so, why his demeaning words and crude
degradations made her feel so free and alive, opening her mind and
body to the most wanton pleasures and experiences.

Yet ever time she hesitated, every time she
felt some indignation or anxiety about what he had done, what he
might do, the memories of the pleasure drove everything else from
her mind.

She had a new awareness of her body and its
sexuality. Often now as she moved about she felt the thin fabric of
her blouse caressing her full breasts, or the crotch of her pants
pressing up into her mound. She felt her breasts shifting and
lightly jiggling as she moved, felt the potential as she bent over
for whatever reason.

And as she lay in bed at night, nude, her
body gleaming white in the moonlight streaming through the windows,
her arms and legs would spread wide, as though bound to the four
corners of the bed, and her imagination would turn to legions of
rapists and thugs ravishing her as she lay helpless.

Early the following morning she searched out
Michael. She spotted him moving through the main hall and followed,
hiding until he was near two other servants.

“Michael,” she called, stepping out.

He turned and raised his eyebrows. “Yes, Miss
Allison?”

“I'm feeling quite thirsty. Would you go and
fetch me a drink.”

His eyes narrowed. “Anything in particular,
Miss Allison?”

“Oh, a Coke will do.”

He nodded and went back the way he came as
she sauntered into the room, feeling deliciously daring in her
short skirt. She sniffed at some flowers, then looked out the
window, waiting for Michael to return.

“Here you are, Miss Allison.”

She turned and smiled. “Oh dear. I meant to
say that I wanted it with a crystal goblet. I know it's awfully
haughty of me but...well...would you mind?”

“Of course not, Miss Allison,” he said,
turning and going back to the kitchen.

She looked around the window, humming a small
tune.

“Here you are, Miss Allison.”

“Oh dear. Didn't I mention ice? I need lots
of ice.”

He looked at her and then nodded. “Of course,
Miss Allison.”

She smiled, genuinely delighted at taunting
him, yet also feeling a quivery sensation in her stomach at his
certain revenge.

“Such a dear,” she said, patting his cheek
and taking the drink from him on his return.

“Downstairs,” he growled softly. “In an
hour.”

She smiled, though her chest tightened,
patting him again and sauntering off.

Had she known just how much he loathed his
roll of servant, how much he despised being ordered about and
having to be polite about it, and the many cruelties that were
running through his mind then she might well have felt considerably
more worried.

She scurried through the halls and up to her
room, then swayed before her mirror, looking at herself and
thinking of how sexy and nasty she was, and the wicked things
Michael would soon be doing to her sexy, helpless body.

She decided to get warmed up, so she stripped
off her clothes and continued her lewd dancing, sliding her hands
up and down her body, cupping and squeezing her breasts and sliding
her fingers along her cleft.

As she did that she recalled how he had
pulled out her pubic hair one by one that first time. She looked
down at her mound and pinched a hair, then yanked on it. She winced
in pain, then wondered if he would do that again.

She didn't want him too, though. For one
thing she'd heard that when you plucked a hair it grew back in more
coarse. For another thing she wanted him to play with the needles
she was going to bring.

She checked the time, then hurried into the
bathroom and sat on the edge of the bathtub. She wetted her groin
down, then sprayed shaving cream and began to carefully cut away at
her soft curls, shaving closer and closer to her neat little slit
until there was nothing left at all.

She ran her fingers over her soapy groin,
then rinsed herself off and stroked her skin, delighted at how soft
it felt, how bare and neat and...vulnerable.

She dried herself with a towel then stood up
and turned to face the mirror. She gasped, eyes going wide at
how... how lewd and bare she looked, how utterly naked and visible
her tight little cleft was without its downy covering.

She rushed back into her room and examined
herself in the mirror, running her hand back and forth over her
soft mound, delighted at how newly sensitized it was. She turned
and bent over, then gasped as she realized the time.

She hurriedly dressed in a tight, lacy,
see-through teddy, and a summer dress then fetched the small packet
of bandages she'd gotten from the medicine cabinet and placed a
tiny bandage around each of her fingers. She then picked up the
pincushion and a tablecloth and hurried out of the room.

She took the passage down to the dungeon,
emerging to find Michael already there, and very impatient.

“You're late!” he snapped.

“I-I'm sorry,” she gulped. “Julia... well she
had me... sewing things, you see.”

“So you brought them along?" he demanded in
disbelief.

“Well I-I thought if things got slow...well
I'd have time to sew a few things.”

He glowered at her and her heart
hammered.

“Get your clothes off, you stupid cow.”

She looked around then held her hands out to
him. “Hold these. Will you.”

He took them, then dropped them on the floor,
glaring as she quickly stripped down to the teddy.

“What is wrong with your fingers?”

She held up her hands and frowned. She tried
to keep her voice steady and matter-of-fact but she failed,
stuttering.

“I-I...w-well I uhm... kept sticking myself
with the needles, you see a-and it... h-hurt.”

He grabbed her hand roughly and peeled the
bandages off each finger, inspecting them. “I don't see
anything.”

“Uhm w-well I expect they healed,” she said.
“T-They were only little p-pricks, you see.”

“I'll show you a much bigger prick, you
stupid little bitch.”

His big hand closed around her throat and he
swung her around, then shoved her back against the wall.

“Did you think that was funny today? Ordering
me around like a serving boy!?”

“N-N-No!” she gasped.

He lifted her up and she gasped, gripping his
wrist, her feet kicking feebly as they left the floor.

“I thought I'd taught you a certain respect'
he snarled. “As well as a certain understanding of what a low,
filthy, nasty little creature you are. But you seem to still have
far too much pride for my liking.”

He gripped the front of the teddy and tore it
open. The flimsy garment's shoulder straps parted and the entire
thing tore off her to be flung on the floor behind him.

He set her down roughly, then gripped her
hair, yanking her across the floor as she gasped and held her
bruised neck.

“This is something I've been saving. I
couldn't use it on a virgin,” he said. “But you aren't a virgin
now, are you, slut!?”

He dragged her to another of the objects in
the dungeon the innocent young woman had not been able to
understand. It was a simple enough metal tube that protruded a few
feet out of the floor. It had a rounded top and was about as wide
around as her arm. On either side of it were two bolts set into the
floor. Above them two chains hung from the ceiling.

He left her there and went to the table, then
dragged over four small round leather bands of sorts. As he stopped
before her Allison realized they were bondage restraint devices.
Each of them was made of thick leather, was studded, and had rings
set into the sides.

In short order he had buckled the things
around both her wrists and both her ankles. He then forced her to
straddle the metal post and spread her legs apart.

She did so, swallowing a little nervously but
relieved when he halted her before she touched the top of the post.
He bent down and attached the chains set into the floor to the
restraints around her ankles, then stood again.

He roughly took her left wrist and yanked it
up and out, forcing her to stretch somewhat until he was able to
lock it to the chain hanging there. He then pulled her other arm up
and out and attached it to the other chain.

She was now standing on the floor with her
legs almost three feet apart and her wrists spread even farther
above her. He looked at her a moment, then flipped over a low metal
grate that lay on the floor. She stared in surprise, having thought
the grate covered a small drain. What she saw instead were two
oddly shaped pedals.

He stepped on one, depressing it, then lifted
and stepped on it again, then again, then again. She heard a
clicking sound and looked up, gasping, as her chains began to rise,
lifting her wrists. The chains were turning over small winches set
into the roof, and the pulled up until her body was taut, her heels
actually lifted off the floor.

In fact, only the leather restraints chained
to the floor kept her toes from rising into the air as well, and
her body strained as it had the first day he'd tormented her, her
spine aching, her arms throbbing.

She felt intensely sexual, however, as well
as sensual and deliciously sluttish.

And now, as he moved around in front and
actually looked at her she saw his eyes opening wider, staring at
her shaved pussy.

“What in the hell...”

He reached in and cupped her mound, sliding
his hand back and forth against it, then squeezing lightly.

“What happened to your pussy hair, slave?” he
demanded.

“I-I sh-shaved it off,” she gulped.

“And why did you do that? You... filthy...
SLUT!?”

“I-I... I didn't want you plucking it any
more," she gulped.

His eyes narrowed and he placed his face
close to hers. “You'll wish that was all I was doing,” he
growled.

He half turned away then brought his hand
around in a wicked slap that sent her head flying back and her body
swaying in the chains. He moved to the pedals in the floor, then
stepped on the second one repeatedly. At first the dazed girl
didn't feel a thing, but she soon realized she had been looking in
the wrong direction.

She felt the metal post nudge her inner
thigh, then slide up against her pussy mound, and looked down in
shock. It pushed higher and she squealed, easing herself back to
escape it.

But that, of course, was not to be. Michael
came to her and another slap sent her head flying back as he pulled
her inches forward, then pushed her sex down against the rounded
top of the pole. She was already quite moist, but the post was very
thick, especially as she was still practically a virgin.

She felt her pussy lips jammed in and back,
felt them strain and strain as he forced her down onto the thing.
He went back to the pedal, easing the tension to her wrists, then
raisin the pipe a little higher.

Again he pushed her down on it, an she cried
out in pain as her pussy ached and burned. She felt herself
stretching to the breaking point, and screamed, fearing she would
be torn open by the thick metal tube.

Then, somehow, her pussy entrance spread just
that little bit more, and the thing rasped across them and up into
her body. It was only an inch, but it was enough.

Michael moved back to the floor pedals and
began pumping, and she felt the thing climbing higher and higher,
slowly forcing its hard, cold way up into her body. She sobbed and
groaned as inch after inch of the pipe slid remorselessly through
her gaping, straining pussy entrance and up into the warm elastic
sleeve in her belly.

Soon her wrists were being pulled up again,
and she was forced to her toes. But that only eased her pussy a
little. The metal pipe continued to slide higher and deeper,
setting off cramps, then a hard, tight pain in her gut as it nudged
and ground against her cervix.

He smirked in cruel pleasure, gazing at the
metal post. There were notches cut into it at regular intervals to
measure how much was up inside a person.

“Oh! Oh! No more!” she cried.

“But you've only got eleven inches,” he
purred. “Surely a slut like you wants at least a full FOOT.”

She did. Allison's mind reeled from the very
word, from the thought of taking an entire foot, twelve full inches
of the metal cock up into her aching pussy. She whimpered and
moaned, her head jerking from side to side, the pain in her belly
intense as Michael pumped the pedal again.

She screamed as it jammed up inside her,
another inch, a full foot of it now inside her. She felt impaled on
the mighty metal cock, and shuddered violently, body writhing and
twisting as her mind swam against the pain and pleasure flooding
it.

She realized then that her toes were not
actually touching the floor any more. Though the ankle restraints
tugged down hard, biting into the soft flesh of her ankles, her
toes were wiggling free of the floor and she WAS literally impaled
on the metal cock.

But then something inside her seemed to
adjust, and her wriggling toes felt the floor against them, then
reached firmer purchase as her stomach rippled and churned with
pain.

A foot, a full foot of the grossly thick
metal cock thing was up inside her! She bathed in the fiery lust
and wicked sexual excitement that knowledge brought her as Michael
slowly circled her, licking his lips excitedly.

She knew she looked intensely erotic. She
just KNEW it! She wished she could see herself, that there was a
mirror down here so she could watch herself being tortured and
abused just like in all her fantasies.

“Do you like that, Miss Allison? Not too
tight a fit I hope.”

His hand stroked her aching stomach and
abdomen, then slipped lower, his fingers stroking ever so lightly
across her clitoris, which was pushed out by the thick metal pipe
jammed up into her sex.

She shuddered and cried out, trying to grind
herself against him but unable to move her pelvis even a little.
She was firmly affixed to the pipe, like a butterfly stuck on a
pin, and she could only tremble and shake as Michael's finger
continued to stroke her susceptible little button.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh my God! Oh please! Please!
Harder! Harder, Michael!”

His hand lashed out and slapped her face
cruelly, throwing her head back and to the side.

“That's master to you, slut.”

“Master! Master! Master!” she moaned.
“Master! Please, Master! Oh! Oh! Oh! Pleeeeassse!”

He curled his finger in against his palm, and
jammed the hard, bony knuckle against her clitoris. Now instead of
the feather she got the hammer as he savagely ground his knuckle
down against the sensitive little clit, mashing it back against the
pipe.

She screamed in shocked pain, then exploded
into a massive orgasm, her body racked by convulsions, the chains
vibrating like plucked guitar cords, her head jerking back again
and again as her entire body short-circuited.

She would have collapsed had it not been for
the chains holding her up, would have spun around, hit the nearest
wall, then fallen to the floor to shake and jerk spastically.
Instead she stood almost still, shaking and trembling as the storm
of sexual release poured through her overwrought nervous system and
burned through the core of her mind.

Then she went limp, hanging fully by the
wrists, chin falling forward onto her chest as she groaned
dazedly.

“Slut,” he said with a world of contempt.

And she was, she thought. She, Allison the
mouse, the perpetual innocent virgin. She was a slut!
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Michael left her to recover after a slow
fondling of her breasts, then turned and walked back across the
room to the bundle she'd dropped.

He picked up the pincushion, and as she
slowly raised her weary eyes she felt a mental groan of hope and
anxious fear, heart skipping a beat as she watched him.

He walked across to her then, pulling one of
the sharp needles from the cushion. She whimpered fearfully, then
held her breath as he brought the needle closer to her face. He let
it scratch ever so lightly along her cheek, then she shrieked as he
jabbed the needle into her right breast. He jabbed it harder than
she had had the courage to, however, and the pain made her breast
quiver as she sobbed and moaned.

“You think you can taunt me in front of the
servants, slut?” he demanded.

“N-No I...”

Another needle pushed slowly into her other
breast and again she screamed, straining against the chains even as
her insides churned with heat.

Both needles stood out quivering from her
ivory flesh. A third joined them, then a fourth, then a fifth, each
producing a sharp little dagger of pain that made her insides churn
and her mind tumble.

A needle was thrust into her bicep, then into
her shoulder, then her thigh. A dozen into each round breast,
then... her nipple. He smiled as he pressed the tip of the needle
slowly into the absolute dead center of her right nipple, screaming
in pleasure as the pain mounted, as her breast burned.

He was not pushing the needle straight in,
however, but sideways, and when he released it and she could see
through her teary eyes she gaped at the sight of the needle
sticking right through her throbbing nipple.

Soon the other nipple too was pierced, and
her lovely breasts felt and looked like pincushions as he moved
lower.

She howled as needles stabbed her labia, but
his chuckles were the only reply. Then a needle pricked her clitty
and she howled in pain.

He stood up, obviously aroused, then moved
behind her. She heard his zipper go down, then his pants drop. She
felt his hardness against her buttocks, then, gasping, she felt the
nose of his cock pushing up hard against her anus.

Her eyes widened and she trembled as his cock
probed harder, pushing against the wrinkled little opening, then
slowly began to force its way into her.

She screamed as she came, her body straining
against the chains, her mind bobbing like a cork in a stormwave as
the climax rolled up and down her body with relentless force. Her
rectum spasmed and jerked around his intruding member, but could
not keep it out as he rammed it upwards with determined force.

She hardly cared, however, for her mind was
flying high as the orgasm whipped her body with blast after blast
of massive sexual heat. It was only when the orgasm passed that she
could slowly fit her mind back together and realize that his cock
was buried up deep in her bowels.

She moaned in disgust and yet felt another
shudder of delight at what he was doing. He was sodomizing her, a
disgusting, filthy, wicked thing. And a girl who was sodomized was
herself a disgusting, filthy wicked creature, wasn't she?

What would all those who'd known her in
school think if they could see her now, impaled on a thick metal
cock while a cruel, evil man roughly and crudely sodomized her.

“Do you like the feel of that, Miss Allison?”
he hissed into her ear, as if reading her mind. “How does it feel
to have a cock up your arse? Hmmm? Tell me, Miss Allison. Do you
like being fucked up the arse? Do you like having my cock up in
your bowels ready to spurt its cream?”

She grunted as his cock twisted, his hips
grinding against her buttocks.

“So now I've taken your cunt, your throat,
and now your ass,” he growled. “I'll take your mind next, slut!
I'll take everything you have and make it mine! Slave! Slave!”

His cock began to move then, sliding back
down her rectal tube, then thrusting up again. He was indeed
fucking her there, using her body in that disgusting way, degrading
and abusing her with his big nasty, wicked cock.

She remembered when Jimmy Mullins had grabbed
his crotch through his jeans and said to her “Hey, Allison, I know
you're a virgin, but that's all right. Just bend over and pull down
your pants and I'll stick this up your arse and give you a good
rodding.”

She had been so astounded by his filth, by
his horrid, shocking words that she had turned red as a beet and
hurried away, mortified. Jimmy and the others had laughed, of
course, both at her quite predictable reaction and at the very
thought, the very notion that Allison would take part in any kind
of sexual activity, much less something as filthy as that.

And yet here she was, with Michael's cock
moving faster and faster in her rectum, her abdomen already aching
from the fullness of the metal pipe stuffed up into her sex.

It felt differently having him up her behind,
different than when he'd raped her the other day. His cock was
moving fairly freely through her rectal tube. Though it felt tight
and a little uncomfortable it wasn't really painful.

But she felt so torn down there, so stretched
apart by the pipe and now his hard cock. The little bit of skin
between her pussy cleft and anus must, she knew, but straining to
its ultimate limit. She wondered if it would tear, leaving her with
one giant hole down there.

Michael's cock was sliding faster now, and
his hips were jamming hard against her behind, grinding her against
the pipe she was impaled on. That both hurt and aroused her. Her
pussy ground and jammed against the pipe the hard metal giving her
stomach aches as her body jerked against it.

She was aroused by the wickedness of what he
was doing to her, by the aching in her pussy and the chains binding
her, and the nasty, perverted sex he was forcing on her with his
big cock reaming out her back hole.

She groaned as her pussy continued to jerk
against the pipe, as her anus was tightly and mercilessly
reamed.

His hands went around her and cupped her
breasts, squeezing hard from underneath, where there were no
needles, digging into the soft flesh. His hands rose and he twisted
the needles that were through her nipples, making them burn. Then
one hand slipped down her and stroked against her belly before
easing lower, the fingers stroking against her clit. It gripped the
needle there and began to slowly twist it.

The pain was excruciating! And then he
suddenly plucked it free, and after a long moment of agony a
desperate, wonderful, ecstatic relief flooded her system.

Instants later, as his fingers rubbed her
clitty she came, her mind flaring out under a wash of fire, her
vision blurring and her body shaking violently. She felt like her
head was going to explode, like she was going to be torn about by
the energy released within her an spew forth into another
dimension, another universe.

And then the world disappeared, fading into a
dark black hole.

She wakened slowly, groaning, to find her
position unchanged. Michael had left her as she was, but she did
not know how long it had been.

Her body felt like she'd been in a marathon,
a marathon in which she'd been hit by lightning and run over by a
herd of bulls. Her body was slick with sweat, despite the chill
air, and cramps were making her rigid arms and legs misery.

Michael appeared then, carrying a small
packet.

“Awake, are we?”

She nodded weakly and his hand cracked into
her face, sending her flying back against the chains, her mind
reeling.

“When you answer, you answer properly,
slave,” he ordered.

He brought over a small, ancient table
covered in odd and frightening looking stains, then laid out the
packet on it.

“I had planned to save this for some time in
the future, but it's quite obvious to me that you are deserving of
an early introduction to it.”

He opened the packet and remove a long
needle. It was thicker than the sewing needles which protruded from
her flesh, and she moaned wearily when he turned it against
her.

He pinched her right nipple, then gripped the
needle sticking through it and began to twist it like an airplane
propeller. She gasped and whined and moaned as her nipple burned -
then cried out as he released it and the needle spun back, again,
just like a little propeller.

He laughed in amusement, then plucked the
needle out of her nipple and pressed the longer, thicker one
against the hole. He pinched her nipple, stretching it out as he
thrust the bigger needle through her nipple. Although she was
already pierced there the tiny sewing needle was nothing compared
to the thick needle he now wielded. She felt her flesh pierced
anew, tearing and stretching as he pushed harder.

She writhed helplessly, her nipple on fire as
he slid the needle all the way through then pulled it back again.
This time he left a hole behind, one easily visible.

Before she realized what he was doing he
snatched up a small gold ring from the packet and slipped it into
the hole in her nipple.

Allison stared in shock at the glistening
ring dangling from her nipple, her jaw slacked in amazement. Then
she recalled reading of something similar in one of those books,
and then of seeing mention of such piercings in the media.

Her loins quivered, and she watched him pull
the thin sewing needle from her other nipple, and prepare to thrust
the bigger one through, then she clenched her teeth, arching her
back as he did so, feeling a wave of steamy sexual lust rising to
meet the pain and wall it off from her body.

Another golden ring dangled from her body,
and she felt a glow of heat at how wanton she felt, proud of her
sluttishness, her daring.

He moved behind her then and she felt his
hands at her long, tangled hair. He combed it with his fingers,
then began to twist it together. Moments later he tied it to a
small, powerfully elastic cord which was bound to a round hook.

Then her head was pulled back...back...back,
as she groaned and gasped, staring up at the ceiling as the hook
was thrust up into her anus to slip over her tail bone and hold her
in position.

She had never had the courage to have her
ears pierced. They were pierced now. Though the pain was not nearly
as bad as her nipples she still cried out. And then, to her shock,
he gripped her nose tightly, placing the needle under it, the tip
against the bottom of the small bit of flesh between her
nostrils.

This time there was much more pain, and tears
filled her eyes as she screamed. But it was all over almost at
once, and another gold ring was slipped into her body.

She thought that he was finally finished,
that he had pierced everything he possibly could as he moved around
in front of her and out of her sight. Then she recalled that
sometimes belly buttons were pierced, and she felt a little quiver
of fear.

The pain was so intense it took her breath
away. It started out as hideous and then escalated rapidly. It was
so horrible, so awful she couldn't breath, could only open and
close her mouth like a fish as her body vibrated to the horrific
agony.

He was taking his time, the needle moving
slowly, twisting from side to side as he pushed it into her
clitoris. Pain rolled over her in waves, tearing at her mind as the
needle burrowed through the most sensitive little bit of flesh in
her body, outraging nerve endings and setting her mind to howling
silently within her skull.

And then she finally screamed, and screamed,
her throat aching with the force of it as the needle's sharp head
appeared on the other side of her clitoris and the glistening shaft
followed, sliding right through the hole it had torn.

Another golden ring adorned her body.

He chuckled as he plucked the other needles
from her body, leaving behind two dozen tiny pink marks and painful
sensitivity.

He pulled the hook from her anus, then untied
it from her hair, though he left her hair bound in a long tail. His
hands moved slowly over her body as her sobs ended and she moaned
and whimpered in pain.

“There, there. That wasn't so bad,” he said.
“I'm sure a brave young woman like you won't be at all bothered by
a little body piercing. It's all the rage in London, you know.”

He slipped his finger into one of the nipple
rings, tugging it out from her body, stretching out her nipple and
breast. He chuckled, then let go and reached up for her hands,
removing the chains from her wrist restraints one by one.

He lowered the pipe that was inside her and
her pussy felt like it gaped as it was suddenly freed. It throbbed
and pulsed as though trying to find something else to swallow.

Michael released the chains from her ankle
restraints then half held her up as he led her away from the
pipe.

“You must be feeling a little shaken up,” he
said sympathetically. “I'll let you kneel down for a while.”

The next device he brought her two was
another of those who's purpose she'd never divined. Yet, like the
others, Michael seemed to know its purpose.

It was really nothing more than a five foot
tall, round wood post with a rounded, phallic looking piece of wood
screwed through a round hole that went through the post about a
foot and a half off the floor. She thought that the tiny brass ring
which he affixed to the plank just below the round wood thing was
new, though.

She gratefully sank to her knees next to it,
then groaned as Michael gripped her hair, pulling her down onto all
fours, and made her crawl between the post and the stone wall a few
feet away.

Now that she was on all fours she saw that
there was a rounded stone projecting out of the wall facing the
post. It was a little higher than the one facing it but similar in
size and length.

“Put your lips around it,” Michael
ordered.

She looked at the rough stone prong in
disbelief, then swallowed and opened her mouth wide, sliding her
lips around it.

“All the way to the wall. Kiss the wall, Miss
Allison,” he ordered.

She moaned around the thick stone, sliding
her lips slowly down its length until it almost gagged her. Then
Michael squatted next to her and she saw that there was a small
brass ring fixed to the wall at the base of the stone. He gripped
the ring in her nose an tugged, making her eyes tear. She whimpered
a protest but the sound was muffled around the stone.

He snapped the ring in her nose to the ring
set into the wall, then moved back. She felt her leg lifted up and
her body turned to one side, then her buttocks, pushed back against
the wooden post as the wooden companion to the circular stone in
her mouth pushed against her bare little cleft.

It was thick, but not nearly as thick as the
post she'd been straddling, and as Michael turned the thing it
twisted around and around, screwing itself deeper through the pipe
and coming out the other side, sliding up into her pussy.

She felt his fingers at her clit, and yowled
in pain as the clit ring was snapped to the ring set under the
wooden prong.

He moved up alongside her and her wrist
restraints were quickly clipped into two more sturdy rings set into
the floor.

Finally he produced two short chains, each
with a metal ball the size of a golf ball on its end. He clipped
these to her nipple rings and let them hang down, pulling on her
nipples, stretching them out below her.

“I'll leave you here to get some rest then,”
he said, giving one of her breasts a hard squeeze. “Enjoy
yourself.”

He got to his feet, then walked away. She
heard his feet on the stairs, then the light faded and she was left
in darkness, whimpering around the thick stone member deep in her
mouth.

Long minutes passed as she knelt there. The
pain in her nose and clitoris were dull, throbbing things while
that in her nipples was sharper and hotter. She kept still, for
every time she moved even slightly she tugged her clitty against
the ring, or made the weights dangling from her nipples swing.

Michael returned surprisingly early, just as
her mind was beginning to explore a fantasy.

He carried a lantern and she was glad of the
light as he approached. He set something else down, but she
couldn't turn her head much so didn't see what it was. He set down
the lantern, humming lightly, then produced a set of matches and
lit a long torch which was stuck into the wall not far away.

He passed around her and lit another torch
above and to her right, then lit a third, and forth. It was eerie,
she thought, the flames dancing and throwing shadows along the
walls.

He moved back to her left and then she saw
him moving something large into position a few feet away. She
turned her head slightly, looking out of the corner of her eyes,
and saw that it was a mirror. She gasped, wondering if he'd read
her mind.

It was a full-length mirror from one of the
guest rooms, but he set it on its side a few feet back from
her.

“I just knew you'd like some company,” he
said. “And since I've better things to do at the moment, I brought
you this.”

He walked off then, taking his lantern with
its bright white light, leaving behind only the flickering yellow
torches as the teenager knelt there, eyes wide and head trying to
turn as far as possible, staring at the sight of herself in the
mirror.

She felt her juices begin to flow and the
heat spreading through her body. The sight of herself was wicked
and depraved! Her breasts looked so full as she knelt there! And
the weights pulling on her nipples looked nasty and painful.

She moaned softly, jerking slightly against
the wooden prong in her puss. She pulled forward a bit, just a bit,
gasping as the ring tugged on her clit. Then she settled back,
pressing her moist, fleshy sex into the wood as her nose ring
tugged against the ring in front of her.

She pulled forward again, her pussy sucking
and squeezing on the wood, clinging to it as she slipped up its
length a full inch or so, then she moaned and whimpered as her clit
ring tugged hard against her.

She looked at herself again, thinking how
helpless and pitiful she looked, how tormented and abused. She
began to rock slowly and desperately in place, sliding her pussy
against the wooden member, tugging against the ring again and
again, until the pain began to change to sparkling hot
pleasure.

Below her the weights swung back and forth
with greater momentum, tugging and pulling at her sore nipples,
making them burn as well.

She moaned around the stone, moving faster,
making the ring yank harder on her clit, stretching her clit out so
she could slide her pussy lips a full two inches along the wood
now, heedless of the pain, grunting each time she jammed her soft,
fleshy mound back into the hard wood.

The weights swung faster still, then began to
bounce and jerk. The pain was a sharp, jagged thing that kept
stabbing into her nipples, making her cry out even as the pleasure
boiled her swollen breasts

She screamed as she came, screamed in wanton
ecstasy, feeling like a true harlot, like a creature of sex and
lust, her body burning fiercely as she rode the wooden cock.

But the come was not enough, and she kept
moving, kept slapping her pussy back against the rounded post,
slapping harder, bruisingly hard, gasping in pain each time her
soft mound jammed up into the wood, yelping each time her clit ring
tugged hard against the post, her mind spinning and her body
trembling. The weights swung wildly below as she slapped her
sweating groin into the wood and came again.

Her eyes ached as she kept them pinned to the
side, staring, watching herself, noting the slick glistening of her
flesh under the flickering torch light. Again she climaxed, then
again, sobbing madly as she continued to rut, continued to jam
herself back against the wooden beam.

She started to suck on the stone prong, her
cheeks curved in as she licked and suckled. She ran her lips
farther up the thing, right to the wall, taking the tip into her
throat repeatedly.

Another climax hit her aching, exhausted
body, but her mind was intoxicated by the pleasure and lust now,
feverish with need. It drove her on, grunting, sobbing, moaning
like an animal, her mound aching and bruised, her lips and throat
sore, her nipples and clitoris burning.

She was hardly moving at all when Michael
came for her, was hardly aware as he unhooked her. She was still
grinding softly, eyes closed, soaked in sweat, moaning weakly as he
pulled her away from the rings and prongs, then entered her rectum
again to cruelly sodomize her.

She climaxed again as he did, grunting like a
mindless thing, jamming her bruised sex back as his cock erupted
deep within her.

She had to be carried up on his shoulder,
through the dark passages to be dropped onto her bed. There she
lay, twitching and jerking, eyes closed, until she finally fell
asleep.
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The attack was a complete surprise. Her
father's brave soldiers were taken mostly while in their sleep as
the evil King's men poured over the walls of the castle.

Princess Allison ran through the halls,
desperately trying to hide, to avoid the swarms of evil soldiers
plundering and raping. One tried to grab her and she stabbed him
with her jewelled dagger, running on.

Yet there was no way out, and two enormous
warriors grabbed her as she tried to enter a back passage. She
screamed as they laughed in delight, their hands pulling at her
hair and groping at her private parts. “Wait!” said another, coming
upon them. “This is the princess. Take her to the great hall.”

She was dragged through her father's castle
and out into the great hall, where the King slouched upon her
father's throne, his cronies around him. Others laughed and jeered
as she was led in to stand before the king.

“Well, well,” he said, smirking at her.

“Let me go!” she cried indignantly. “You have
no right to treat me like this!”

“I have the right to do anything I want with
you, wench,” he snarled.

He turned to a hundred of her father's
nobles, held prisoner below. “See what we have here? It is your
princess.”

He turned and smiled at her. “Strip the
wench. Let us see what's under that pretty gown.”

Allison gasped and then burned with shame as
the men around her yelled in approval. In quick order her clothes
were torn away from her and she was held helpless and nude to be
ogled by hundreds of men.

“What a pretty little trollop,” The King
said. “See if she's pure.”

The men roughly turned her back to the King
and then forced her head down, bending her over. She cried out in
humiliation as a rough hand was forced between her thighs and a
long, dirty finger pushed up inside her.

“Still a virgin,” a voice crowed.

“Well, we'll take care of that!” the King
roared.

His nobles laughed and cheered him on as she
was forced to her hands and knees in front of him. She choked back
a sob, cringing inside as the crowd watched her, then cried out as
he thrust himself into her virgin sex.

He went so deep she thought he would come out
through her mouth. Her eyes bugged out as his manhood tore apart
her hymen and then drove painfully high into her belly.

His gauntleted hand gripped her thick hair as
he laughed, slapping at her buttocks while he rode her. She sobbed
now, helpless before him, humiliated and disgraced before half the
kingdom, ridden like a dog in front of them all.

He reached under to cup and roughly squeeze
one of her heavy, swinging breasts, yelling obscene comments to the
crowd about how tight she was and what a good bitch.

And then he finished, pumping his nasty white
juice into her no longer pure body. Yet her humiliation did not end
there, but was just beginning. One after the other his officers and
knights took her there in front of her former people, there for all
to see. Again and again hard, stiff members were thrust into her
quivering body and she was brutally used.

They dragged her over before the king
finally, after dozens had used her, and she knelt there exhausted
as he smirked and beckoned her forward.

“You have a sweet mouth, wench,” he said. “I
want to feel it on my manhood. Crawl forward and take it into your
mouth. God knows I'll get no pretty words from your mouth but your
tongue can serve a purpose nonetheless.

His courtiers laughed at his joke, but
Allison only moaned. To do such a disgusting thing would mark her
as the most craven of harlots, and she still had a tiny glimmer of
pride remaining

The king gestured, and she was dragged over
to a massive stone column, her arms raised above her head and
chained there as her bruised breasts pushed into the stone.

A massive man moved up behind her, carrying a
long bullwhip in his hand. He let it uncoil, dropping the tip to
the floor, then swung it back before lashing it forward.

The whip cut across her shoulders and she
screamed as her soft, ivory flesh exploded in pain. The crowd
cheered as the whip slashed into her again, then again, then again,
slowly moving downward from her shoulders to the small of her back,
then lower still, snapping into her buttocks and upper thighs
before rising and starting over again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip snaked out and cut across her again
and again, leaving her back a mass of criss-crossing red lines
where fire burned deep into her flesh.

She was taken down and flung to her knees
before the king.

“Care to try again? Or would you like him to
do your front next?”

Pain burning within her, she inched forward
and slipped her lips over his member. The crowd cheered as tears
trickled down her cheeks and her lips bobbed up and down on his
stiff erection.

For weeks she was kept there, shackled by a
collar around her throat, on her knees beside her father's throne
to serve as an example of what happened to those who opposed the
King's will.

She serviced hundreds of his officers, nobles
and visitors during that time, often with her lips, other times
with her sex or even her anus. Then she was thrown to the soldiers,
who crowded around her like dogs around a bone.

Days more were spent in massive rapine, their
stiff, eager members thrusting into her mouth, anus and sex all at
the same time, hands racing over her body as they fairly drowned
her in their juices.

Finally she was taken out and sold to a
slaver for two silvers, to be taken far south to where the black
men roamed the deserts with spears and given to a whorehouse on the
edge of the sands.

Allison woke with a gasp, her eyes wide as
she looked around her. Her heart was pounding and her pulse racing,
but as she realized where she was she started to relax. It had just
been a dream, and she heaved a sigh of relief.

Yet the dream had been so lewd and carnal,
and her body felt charged with pleasure because of it.

She winced as she slid a hand down her naked
flesh, then gasped in surprise, then memory, flinging back the
covers as she inspected herself.

There were no welts from the whip on her
flesh, but the gold rings still remained, all but the one in her
nose. That was gone. She sat up slowly, gingerly, her body sore,
her groin especially sore, and inspected the rings.

Her nipple ached as she gently lifted one of
the rings and looked at it. She set it back, then reached down to
her bare little cleft. She felt raw and sore, both inside and out,
and her clitty burned without her even touching it. It seemed to
still be swollen.

A note lay on the bed beside her and she
picked it up.

Don't remove the rings or you'll get infected
- and beaten.

It was from Michael, of course.

She shuddered, then threw her legs over the
side of the bed and got to her feet. She walked to the mirror and
examined herself, a thrill of sexual need and desire rushing
through her mind as her wide eyes stared at the golden rings
dangling from her body. They looked so wanton, so lewd she could
hardly stand it!

Her hands cupped and lifted her breasts as
she moaned in excitement, staring at the rings. Then her fingers
reached out to the rings, pushing and pulling at them lightly, then
with more pressure.

Her nipples burned. They ached. But these
were mere distractions to the churning of hot sexual delight within
her mind. She ground her hips lewdly, sliding her tongue along her
lower lip, tossing her head as her eyes narrowed to slits.

Her fingers tugged repeatedly at the rings as
her heat grew, and she groaned as she rubbed her thighs together,
siding a hand down her flat stomach to hook a finger through the
ring in her clitoris.

The pain made her cry out when she tugged
ever so lightly at it. Tears filled her eyes as the pain flashed
through her system. Yet she tugged again, and again, gasping and
moaning each time, the sexuality filling her, making her a creature
of sex and lust.

She moved back, then spun about, her eyes
flicking across the room, roaming, searching, then lighting on her
bed, on the small hook at the foot of her head from which a small
layer of fabric hung across the wooden footpost to the other
side.

She moved to it, slipping off the fabric,
turning with a moan and spreading her legs wide to lower herself.
She pushed her buttocks back, reaching between her legs to guide
the ring over the hook.

She whimpered slightly as the pain bit into
her, then bent forward a little more, cupping and squeezing her
breasts and tugging lightly at the rings as she began to roll and
buck her hips ever so lightly. Every pull against the clitty ring
sent pain burning through her body, yet it was a high, hot, hard
pain that began to transform into pleasure almost at once.

The pleasure grew and grew, and she tugged
harder at the ring, gasping in pain, clenching her teeth as the
pleasure soared, stretching her soft, exquisitely sensitive little
clitoris more and more as she approached orgasm.

It hit quickly, and she cried out with the
force of it, rolling her hips desperately as the pain and pleasure
melded within her to form a sensory storm that blasted through her
quivering body.

She almost lost her footing, but managed to
hold herself in place and slip the ring off the hook, then flung
herself into bed, squeezing and stroking her hot little mound as
she groaned in pleasure.

After she recovered she put on a pair of
silky black panties, a matching bra, and a soft white blouse over
one of the shortened tartan skirts. She was quite anxious as she
walked downstairs, for the rings made small impressions in the
blouse, and she was somewhat anxious that someone would notice.

Nobody seemed to, however, and she walked
around, feeling quite scandalous in her short skirt, displaying an
unseemly amount of leg to the servants.

Still, her day seemed empty and lifeless
compared to the time she shared with Michael, and the time seemed
to move at a snail's pace as the evening approached.

It seemed like forever before she could slip
down the back passage and into the dungeon to meet up with him
again, and learn what new degradations he had in store for her.

He was there when she arrived, the torches
lit all along the walls tonight, giving the cold, stone room an
oppressive middle- ages atmosphere. She strode bravely across the
floor, heart starting to pound as she approached, then stood before
him waiting his use.

He stared at her for long moments, then ran
the tip of his finger down her spine, then moved around to stand in
front of her.

“And how are you feeling today, Miss
Allison?” he asked.

“F-Fine, Master,” she gulped.

“Warm?”

“N-No, master.”

“Then why are you wearing so much clothing!”
he screamed into her face.

She hurriedly jerked her arms up and pulled
her blouse up and off, then fumbled at the belt around her waist,
undoing it and dropping her trousers. In seconds she was nude and
standing apprehensively in front of him, body trembling slightly
with repressed excitement and fear.

“Did you like that little bit of tickling I
gave your throat the other day, Miss Allison?” he asked mildly.

She hesitated, then shook her head
weakly.

“No? Well I'm not surprised. It was rather
crude, wasn't it? Still, you are an ignorant girl with no style and
no skills, so it was the best you were capable of - acting as a
receptacle for my sperm. However, out of the goodness of my heart,
I'm willing to teach you, to make you more of sexual artisan than
the bumbling slut you are now.”

He seemed to expect some comment. “Thank you,
master,” she said, gratified when he nodded and smiled.

He moved to the table and she saw a long
length of rope coiled there. She felt her skin tingle and her chest
tighten as he picked it up and brought it back to her.

“Bend at the waist,” he ordered, carefully
fitting to wide loops in one end of the rope.

She bent obediently, her breasts hanging down
below, and a moment later he leaned over her, hands gripping the
rope and sliding the two loops up over her breasts until the rope
was flat against her chest.

Then he began to pull on the opposite ends,
tightening the loops around the base of her breasts. She gasped as
she felt her sensitive mammaries squeezed, then whimpered as the
loops narrowed even tighter.

“Oh!" she cried, her breasts crushed as the
loops narrowed to the size of pound coins.

Michael pulled the opposite ends of the rope
back along her ribs then and tied them together at the center of
her back. He let go of the rope then and moved back to the table,
removing two round metal tubes from a small box and bringing them
over to her.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he ordered.

She shifted her ankles apart as she felt his
fingers at her sex. Moments later something hard and cool pierced
her and slid up into her body. It started buzzing, and she gasped
in surprise and fear, but it did nothing beyond that except fill
her pussy tightly.

She felt his fingers against her pussy
opening as he pushed in the last inches of the tube, then gasped as
his hand pressed against the base, jamming it up into her.

She felt another hard something pressing
against her anus, and her eyes widened in shock as she felt it
being forced into her body. She bit her lip and moaned as her
rectum burned, the something as thick as the one in her pussy, and
probably as long.

She felt it driving up deeper, forcing its
way through her spasming anal muscles as Michael's powerful fist
propelled it. Then his hand cracked down against her buttocks
again, and she squealed in pain. At the same time he shoved the
thing deeper into her rectum, using the slap as a distraction.

She felt little cramps deep in her stomach as
the thing pushed deep, then moaned in pain as his thumb pressed
against its base, pushing it all the way inside her. She felt her
sphincter close on the tip of his thumb before he withdrew it.

He gripped her hair and jerked her upright,
and she winced as her breasts jerked and burned. Inside her, both
the tubes were buzzing. Her stomach was already fluttering, and the
buzzing tubes were doing nothing to slow that even though her
stomach ached with the fullness she felt.

Both of her breasts were bulging out like
overfilled balloons now, or perhaps enormous mushrooms. They
throbbed and ached as he ran his hand over them admiringly.

“Press your hands together behind your back,”
he ordered.

Allison trembled lightly, her pussy flaring
at the words, and quickly slapped her hands back together behind
her back. She felt Michael sliding the rope over one of her arms,
then over the other, just above her elbows.

Then she felt the ropes pulling together,
felt her arms pulled back behind her. She winced, then moaned as
her arms began to strain, the limbs forced back further than they
had ever gone.

“Ow! Oww! Oww! It's too far!" she cried.

He ignored her, tightening the loop around
her arms until her elbows were pressed firmly together. Three more
loops slipped around her arms above the elbow, then several more
just below it before he let the rope trail to her wrists. Again he
looped several layers around her wrists, before tying the rope off
tightly.

Allison was whimpering in discomfort as he
fed the rope around her waist then back to her wrists again twice.
He then fed the rope down between her buttocks, reaching between
her thighs to pull it in under her mound, then sliding it up her
abdomen and inside the loops that circled her waist.

He pulled the line tight, then jerked hard
and she felt a wave of cramping and pain as the rope snapped up
between her pubic lips, pushing into the base of the dildo that had
lane flush with her cleft. She was forced onto her toes, but that,
of course, did nothing to relive the discomfort as the tip of the
thing he'd forced inside her ground against her cervix.

He fed the loop back down her abdomen and
between her trembling thighs, then back up between her buttocks to
slide under the selfsame loop that circled her waist, but in the
back, of course. Again he yanked hard, jamming the rope up between
her pubic lips, then tied it off there at the small of her
back.

“On your knees, slave,” he said with a wary
smirk.

He pushed her down, then again moved behind
her. He produced a knife and severed the rope at her waist, then
cut several smaller lengths as he squatted behind her.

She felt him tie one of the ropes around one
ankle, then another around each thigh, halfway between her knees
and groin. She was almost thrown on her face as he gripped her
ankle and lifted it up and back, but steadied herself as he pressed
it back against her thigh.

The rope around that leg was quickly wound
around and around her lower leg, binding her foot up and back.
Moments after tying this off he lifted her other ankle up, and all
her weight was placed on her knees.

She gasped in pain, but there was little she
could do to resist as her leg was bound up tight behind her. then
her ankles were bound together as well.

“Are we comfortable, slave?"

“P-P-Please,” she gasped.

He smiled thinly then reached high above,
where a chain hung, tying a length of rope through it, then letting
it drop down to where she knelt, his steadying arm on her shoulder
to keep her from falling.

He slid his hands through her hair, then
lifted it up in a mass around her head, twisting and roughly
twining it together at the top of her head. He pulled it up then
and tied the rope around it, then stepped back.

The rope was not as tight as it would have
needed to be to hold her head rigid. But it was tight enough to
keep her, more or less, upright. Every time she swayed backwards or
forwards the sharp pull on her hair would hold her, keeping her
from going over, and letting her shift her weight until she was
upright once more.

He moved away from her then, humming to
himself as he calmly disrobed. He stripped off everything but his
shoes, not wanting his own feet to be chilled on the same cold
stone floor her knees were grinding against.

“Now then, pay attention, Miss Allison. I'm
going to instruct you in the womanly art of fellatio. Believe it or
not there is more to it than simply opening your mouth.”

He slapped his erection against her face a
couple of times.

“Now this,” he said, 'is the center of your
world, the reason for your existence, and the focus of your life.
This, in colloquial terms, is a cock, otherwise known as a penis,
otherwise known as a member, and a number of other more crude
synonyms. It is for this and no other reason that trollops like you
were created.”

He slapped it against her face a few more
times, then placed it at her lips.

“Now then. I want you to kiss it, softly at
first, then with more love and attention. Moisten your lips first,
you stupid cow.”

Allison kissed the head tentatively, wincing
and gasping as every movement threw off her ever so careful balance
and caused the rope to tug at her hair to hold her from falling.
Her body ached everywhere, and no more so than her knees. Her
shoulders strained, her arms ached, her legs were cramping, and her
insides throbbed from the pressure the two tubes put on her
flesh.

Yet despite it all her pussy still throbbed,
for her mind soared from the tight bondage. Furthermore the buzzing
of the things inside her was doing distinctively odd things to her
body, and she felt her entire nervous system begin to resonate in
tune.

She felt degraded and debased, roughly and
rudely and cruelly bound and helpless.

She kissed his cockhead again and again, then
began to speak to it as he ordered. “I love you,” she said, again
and again, each time repeating herself as he demanded more emotion
from her.

“I'm a filthy, disgusting whore and I live
for cock,” she cried. “I was made to swallow cock meat! I glory in
being used by large, thick cocks! I can never get enough of them! I
dream about them all my waking moments! I have no purpose in life
but to serve cocks and give them pleasure!”

The degrading words shamed but aroused her
and she moaned as her pussy squeezed down around the thick hard
tube inside it, feeling her juices oozing out around the rope
digging up into her sex.

“Now purse your lips into a kiss and press
them forward,” he ordered. “Let them be gradually forced apart by
this magnificent member here and take it into your mouth.”

She, of course, could not move her head
forward much at all, but he grudgingly pushed his cock forward to
feed it to her, feeling the tightness of her lips as they slid down
the shaft.

She felt his cockhead pressing up against the
roof of her mouth as she licked at the underside and puckered her
lips. Then, under his careful guidance, she began to suck on it as
he pumped it slowly in and out of her mouth.

She was surprised at how much effort it was
to get any pressure into her sucking, and gratified when he told
her she need not suck it that hard, that licking and stroking her
lips and mouth along it were a decent substitute.

He pulled it out and wiped it across her
face, smearing her own saliva into her skin, then held it up
against this belly as he leaned further into her and showed her how
to lick at his testicles. One by one she drew them into her mouth,
sucking softly and licking, then allowing them to slide free.

She hoped and prayed that if she did a good
job of it he would not decide to ram himself down her throat as he
had done before. Her throat still ached from that and her voice was
gravelly.

He pumped his hips slowly, his cock siding in
and out of her mouth at the speed she would bob her lips were she
free to do so.

All the while her pussy burned furiously, the
tube buzzing, her soft, pink flesh bruised by the rough rope, her
stomach still hurting and cramping. Her nipples were outrageously
swollen and erect, and she just knew that one touch would set her
off.

Suddenly her mouth filled with liquid as
Michael gasped and grunted, and she quickly swallowed before even
realizing what it was. It didn't taste bad, she thought, though she
thought it slightly disgusting considering its origin.

His cock began to soften inside her mouth
almost at once, and he was soon unable to pump it into her. He let
her lick and suck it then, caressing it with her tongue as it
curled up inside her mouth, then sucking and licking at his
testicles again.

Under steady attention it began to grow
again. Her mouth was rapidly tiring however, and she gasped in
relief when he pulled his now erect member from her mouth and moved
above her to untie the rope from her hair.

Then he let go of her hair and after a moment
she swayed and fell forward, crying out in pain as her weight
crushed her throbbing breasts against the cold stone below.

He spread out a mat on the floor at her head,
then knelt there and gripped her hair once again, lifting her head
up and back and pressing his cock to her lips.

She stared at it, gasping, her knees so hot
they were glowing, yet the pleasure and relief from being off them
roaring inside her.

“Now I'm going to be so kind as to show you
how to go that extra mile... so to speak,” he said. “Every slut
knows how to perform fellatio, or suck a cock, as it is crudely and
inaccurately known, but only the absolute worst of them can take
one down her throat without a second thought.”

She moaned in despair, her throat already
throbbing.

“The trick to swallowing the male member,” he
lectured, “Is to recognize that it is, in essence, a large piece of
meat.”

He chuckled at his own wit, then
continued.

“It is necessary for the slut to swallow it
as it enters her throat. The best position for this is with the
slut's head far back so that her open mouth lines up with her
throat. This means the gentleman's member need not curve or bend
around to get into her gullet. It has a straight line from the
mouth to the stomach.

“This is, by the way, how sword swallowers do
their business, and it is something you, as a miserable, wretched
whore will certainly have to develop expertise in. We will start in
this position, with me doing all the work. But quite soon I expect
you to be able to slide your sluttish lips down my cock to the
balls without any hesitation, and in any position.”

Even as he spoke Allison had been almost
instinctively rolling her weight from side to side, grinding down
atop her tightly bound, throbbing breasts so that they burned like
fire. Her nipples were like two hot coals, the rings tugging and
pinching on them, and she was on the edge of what she was certain
would be an immense release.

Michael lifted her head back a little further
and pushed his cock into her mouth. She braced herself for the pain
as he ordered her to swallow, then his cock pushed forward.

As before she felt nausea as she gagged, but
it seemed weaker, and his cock slid fairly easily down her throat.
Her throat throbbed and tickled, feeling uncomfortably full, but
there was not much pain, and she thought that if it weren't for her
throat already being sore there might have been none.

She was so surprised she almost forgot her
nausea as her lips pressed up against the base of his cock. He held
it there, buried deep in her throat for long seconds as her head
began to throb from lack of air. Then he eased it slowly back up
her throat, again inspiring nausea, until the head popped free into
her mouth.

It was such an improvement over the violent
throat-rape that she felt elated, and when he pushed forward again
eagerly began to swallow as it hit her throat.

There was less gagging now, and less nausea
as his slick prong slipped down her throat to the balls.

“If you can relax your throat I'm told that
true sluts can even breath around a thick cock in their throat,” he
said, his hands moving through her hair.

Allison tried breathing through her nose, but
got only a very faint trace of air.

He pulled his cock back, then began to slowly
stroke it inside her throat. Again she felt discomfort and a
tightness, but not much pain, and the ache in other parts of her
body distracted her from that anyway.

He squatted on his haunches then, legs spread
as he began to pump his cock into her faster. Every half or three
quarter minute he pulled his member free and let her gulp in air.
Then he would slide himself deep into her throat again and resume
pumping.

He held her head up and back as he pumped,
then with his free hand reached down to her buttocks and slapped
them lightly. She felt his fingers slide under the ropes running
down between her buttocks, then he began to jerk on them, yanking
rhythmically.

The effect was electrifying as the ropes were
jammed up into her sex, crushing her ringed clitty and grinding
against the base of the thing inside her pussy. The orgasm tore
through her with force enough to shred her mind and leave her
dazed, hardly even aware of the thick cock sliding back and forth
within her throat.

She thrashed wildly, her body out of control
as the blossoming firestorm of orgasmic energy roared unabated,
then slumped limp to the floor, barely breathing as he spewed
another load of juices into her body.
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It was so odd, she thought, how it could be
so tiring, so exhausting, in fact, to simply hang in place for a
few minutes.

She hadn't any real idea how long it was, of
course, but it didn't seem all that long ago that Michael had
placed thick leather restraints about her wrists and then chained
them above her, forcing her off her toes.

Her arms were spread wide, her toes dangling
bare inches above the cold floor. The dungeon was still lit by the
flickering lights of the torches as she hung there.

He had kindly placed the mirror upright so
that it faced her, just a little ahead and to one side. She thought
she looked exquisite as she hung there.

He had stroked her body, his fingers sliding
deeply into her soft, aching mons, then he had pried her apart and
thrust up a masturbatory toy, a vibrator, he called it. She knew
instantly where it derived its name, for she could feel it buzzing
and shaking within her sheath.

Her attire consisted of a thin gold chain
about her waist, and another which ran from the front of it, down
between her moist pubic lips, and up between her buttocks to fasten
at her back.

As time passed she felt the buzzing of the
toy more and more, felt her body begin to quiver in time to it, her
insides humming, her clitoris shaking. She stared at herself in the
mirror, gasping as her body heated, moaning at the delicious
sensations coming from her overheated groin.

The shadows played over her, yet her body was
clearly outlined In the soft yellow light, her ribs visible now as
her willowy body was stretched out below the chains. Her breasts
were high and round, thrusting upwards, her nipples painfully
erect, seeming to quiver at each gentle current of air that wafted
past them.

Her first orgasm made her legs kick wildly,
made her thrash and shake, her head thrown back as she cried out in
bliss. She danced helplessly, arching and jerking in mid-air, the
chains clinking faintly above her as her body squeezed down on the
hard toy inside her sheath. Her shoulders ached, her arms cramped
and her wrists burned, but the orgasm overrode all of that as she
cried out in pleasure and joy.

The second and third orgasms arrived quickly
afterwards, and not much time passed before the next three.

The buzzing vibrator continued to stir her
inner fires, as did the sight of herself in the mirror. She was
enthralled by the very idea of being...of actually being hung by
her wrists - naked. It was something she had read about, something
she had fantasized about.

She hadn't known how much her shoulders would
ache, or her arms would cramp. She hadn't really imagined that
unpleasantness at all. But that didn't matter. She was too
thrilled, her heart fluttering every time she looked at herself or
looked down the long length of her body.

Of all the things he had done to her this was
by far the closest she had ever come to experiencing her secret
heart's desire, and despite her growing weakness she felt no
calling to resist the rippling waves of pleasure that continued to
move through her body. Sweat glistened on her flesh as she
whimpered in weary pleasure, another orgasm fast approaching.

Her legs looked incredibly far below her, and
hung like weights on her body, useless appendages which served no
purpose.

A strong hand gripped her hair then, yanking
her chin off her chest, forcing her head up and back.

“Hello, Miss Allison," Michael said.
“Enjoying yourself, are you?”

His other hand slid down her moist, hot flesh
and caressed her cleft, making her legs jerk and spasm.

“I see you are indeed," he said, releasing
her hair.

He moved to the table and opened the drawer,
then returned, standing behind her. In the mirror she could see he
held something in his hand. A foot long handle gave way to a short
flexible wooden shaft, and then a dozen long leather thongs.

She stared at it, numbly, groaning and
absently grinding her thighs together as another orgasm threatened
her.

“Do you know what this is, Miss Allison?”

“N-no,” she panted.

“It's a whip. A flog, actually. Have you ever
heard that term, Miss Allison?”

She groaned and didn't answer, even though a
part of her mind understood, understood and quivered in
anticipation.

She saw him raise the thing, drawing it back,
saw the leather thongs swing loosely behind him. Then he swung it
against her. The thongs slashed across her back, cutting into the
flesh of her shoulders. The blow was not weighty, though she
gasped, for it stung.

And then a moment later her body caught fire
and she screamed, back arching, head thrown back as her legs kicked
spastically.

Again the thongs slashed across her back,
this time lower down, and again she howled, though nearly
breathless.

Her cobwebbed mind came alive, and she sobbed
with the pain burning into her as he moved up behind her and let
his fingers slide over her buttocks.

“How was that, Miss Allison? Are you enjoying
your first whipping?”

“N-N-No!” she gasped. “S-s-stop!”

“Nonsense. You're a slave. Slaves must be
whipped.”

She could hardly breath for the pain as he
moved back again, raising the whip.

“No!”

Again it lashed across her and she howled,
her insides ablaze, her mind awash in pain.

And something...else.

She was being whipped! Her frantic mind was
awake now, alive, and as she kicked her legs and jerked on the end
of the chains she realized that she was in that most erotic of
situations, the one she'd so often read about and dreamed of.

Yet the pain was not something she had really
thought of, at least, not as it applied to her own soft flesh.

“AaaaaargghhhH!” she howled as the thongs bit
into her back again, then again, then again.

Michael slashed the whip down across her from
shoulders to buttocks, the many slender thongs snapping and biting
at her nerve endings, sending wicked, stinging pain through her
nervous system.

And yet...and yet it wasn't so bad, she
thought dazedly. It wasn't so much that each thong hurt. It was
just that there were a LOT of them! The stinging pain was
multiplied a dozenfold.

The flesh of her back and buttocks felt hot,
almost radiating heat as it throbbed with pain. Yet after the
initial shock had worn off she realized the pain was tolerable. She
stared at herself in the mirror again, watched as the thongs
slashed against her, and felt a wave of excitement mix with the new
pain.

She was being whipped! She was hanging by her
wrists naked and being whipped! It was so shocking a realization
that she almost ignored the next blow.

It was impossible! It was merely a fantasy, a
wicked fantasy!

Yet it was happening.

Again the thongs cracked down across her
back, and she cried out involuntarily, legs and head jerking
back.

Her vaginal muscles squeezed down on the
vibrator within her, squeezed down again and again as her clitoris
quivered under the intense pressure of the humming cylinder. She
felt her insides melting, liquifying as the next blow fell.

She felt the stings as the thongs struck her
across her shoulders, a dozen sharp snapping blows at once. Then
across the upper curves of her rounded buttocks, then the center of
her back.

She jerked less violently to the blows, her
body charged with expectation and lust. Michael began to whip
harder, the blows drawing cries and then screams from her. They
hurt so much! And yet they felt so wickedly good!

He moved in closer, and the thongs lashed
forward, cutting into her ribs then slicing around under her arm to
snap at her right breast. She howled and danced at this new source
of pain, shocked, outraged and amazed that he would dare...

Again the lash descended, the thongs cutting
into her hip then whipping around so the tips lashed her belly, a
single thong cutting down across her bare mons as she howled and
kicked her legs wildly.

He chuckled, and again the thongs hissed
around her body, the tip of two thongs cutting into her mound.

He moved around in front of her, or rather,
in front and to one side, and she watched dazedly in the mirror as
the thongs slashed forward, spreading out as they cut across her
proud white breasts.

The orgasm was shocking in its power. It came
from nowhere and tore at her mind. She didn't even feel the next
blows as her mind disintegrated under the shockwave of pleasure
that rolled over her. She shook violently, body thrashing like a
fish on a line as the thongs continued to swing down, continued to
bite into her breasts, her belly and her abdomen.

One of the thongs sliced across her throbbing
nipple and a snarling blast of outraged pain changed almost
immediately to shocked pleasure.

Her breasts burned as the orgasm rolled on.
It sizzled along her nervous system, setting her muscles to
spasming in endless helpless motion, and every blow sent her mind
soaring higher, her body flooded with endorphins, her insides
aching with lust.

And then she hung limp, her ragged breaths
loud in the otherwise silent chamber. Michael moved forward, his
hand moving over her aching flesh, then reaching down, gripping her
right ankle and lifting it.

He bound a rope around her ankle, then lifted
the other. She grunted as he slid the rope over her head and behind
her neck, then forced both ankles up high, jamming them back
against the sides of her head and binding them there.

Her head hung down, eyes staring at the floor
as he undid the chain, removing even that slender protection from
her sopping, bare pubic mound, discarding it as he moved back.

There was no sign of the vibrator. Her
clutching vaginal muscles had drawn it in tightly within her
abdomen, and her lips, though swollen, were closed.

He drew his arm back, then swung forward. The
whip sang at it moved through the air, then the leather thongs
struck their targets, all along her inner thighs, buttocks, and
precious, sensitive mons.

Another orgasm melded with a hurricane of
agony as her mind was drowned by the sensory overload. She had
never felt such pain, nor such pleasure. Again the thongs struck
her, and again, and again, harder and harder as Michael's own
excitement became evident.

Her clitoris was struck, then struck again,
the ring jerking and shaking, her insides steaming and twisting.
The cords bulged on her throat as she screamed, maddened, the
pleasure and pain warring inside her, tearing back and forth with
wild abandon.

His crotch bulged as he grunted with effort,
the thongs slashing down across her pussy and thighs, her abdomen
and buttocks.

And Allison went mad, shaking violently,
bouncing and jerking and thrashing like a mindless thing. The
orgasm rose and rose and rose within her, walling off the pain,
surrounding it, embracing it, making it a part of itself.

Each blow was a fresh blast of pleasure that
rippled along her spine, the climax snapping and burning within her
until she thought she would lose her mind altogether, until she
thought, though didn't care, that she might actually die from its
force.

And then Michael was there in front of her,
his fingers buried in her sex, tearing at the vibrator and yanking
it loose, cursing her as he buried his manhood in her aching body,
thrusting wildly and desperately inside her.

She felt hot. She was roasting. The climax
was tearing at her vitals and she couldn't breath.

Then it all faded away.

She woke, almost. The world was a faded
thing, her vision blurry and dull. Someone was with her, and she
was...wet..in water. Then it faded away again.

She woke to sunlight, her body aching. She
lay in her bed, every muscle worn and bruised. The burning of her
skin was an almost incidental thing compared to the ache of her
muscles, muscles which had clenched and spasmed far too often and
far too powerfully.

She could hardly move. She raised an arm, and
that was effort enough, for it ached, her shoulder and biceps and
hands, even her fingers. She eased the sheet aside, wincing with
the movement, and beheld her body, striped all along its length as
far as her thighs.

They were not heavy welts, nor cuts exactly,
more a bruising of the skin. Her skin felt raw and sensitive, but
the muscles ached more.

All except...

Her legs were spread instinctively and she
hissed as her fingers reached for the delicate folds of her sex and
felt the raw ache there.

To be whipped there!

He was so cruel. She would not have imagined
he was so cruel.

Her breasts too ached, yet her nipples
throbbed hotly, and at a gentle touch swelled and hardened into two
sparkling hot pebbles.

She sat up, ever so slowly and carefully,
gasping often, her every muscle protesting.

He had whipped her! Whipped her as she hung
by her wrists!

She gently gripped her right nipple between
thumb and forefinger, gasping at the pain and pleasure.

Then she got to her feet, clinging to her
bedside, swaying weakly before making her way slowly to her
mirror.

What was he doing to her, she wondered,
blinking her eyes at the image she saw there.

She raised her right hand slowly, staring in
confusion at the gold band around her wrist. It was thin but solid,
glistening as if polished. It was perhaps three inches wide, its
only adornment a small round ring set into it.

A similar band encased her left wrist, as
well as both her ankles. None seemed to have any apparent fastening
device, any way of opening and removing them.

And then she saw that a matching collar lay
around her neck, tight, yet not too tight. It glistened in the
light and she read her name backwards in the mirror. Allison, as if
written for a pampered pet.

The ring was gone from her nose, but the
others still hung from her nipples and clitoris, and she stared at
herself with rapidly rising lust and excitement, nearly swooning
with excitement and the raw, sizzling heat that began to set her
heart and loins afire.

Lines of fire were etched into the flesh of
her groin, and her labia were hurt and swollen. She whimpered, eyes
tearing as her fingers found her clitoris, then came, shaking,
falling to her knees, sobbing in pleasure as she plunged three
fingers deep into her body, gasping and choking on the pleasure
that poured through her.

And thus Julia found her when she opened the
door moments later with a magazine article lauding the old
fashioned values of the women trained at Dorchester College.

She dropped the magazine in shock, staring in
growing anger at the girl kneeling before her image, hand between
her thighs, jerking and grunting and moaning in wanton lust.

And then she saw the whip marks across her
back and buttocks and halted, stunned. Inside her a storm rose, a
storm of fury and a long held, deeply hidden sadistic lust.

All those girls she had caned - and the
pleasure she had taken from it. It had not been just the
satisfaction of teaching them the proper values. There had always
been that other aspect, the aspect she had done the best to hide,
even from herself. How she had loved the power! The fear in their
eyes made her feel a thrill of pleasure, and the sound of their
cries - how it had made her tremble.

Yet this was something she had never done,
had never dared do to the pampered daughters of the elite, and
certainly not the much ignored innocent daughter of David Maxwell.
In fact, until she saw the girl so cruelly marked she had never
even admitted to herself the craving she had long buried.

Now she felt a strange singing in her veins
as the blood rushed through her. She moved towards the girl with a
detached expression, still stunned by what she felt now. She
reached down, gripping her hair, her long thick hair, and yanked
her head back so the girl fell on her back on the floor.

Again she felt a thrill of lust as her eyes
took in the long thin trails the whip had left across her
outrageously beautiful breasts, as she followed them with her eyes
down the girl's trim young body to her hairless mound, noting that
the whip marks had not avoided that so delicate area at all.

She noted the golden rings piercing her
nipples, and one more glistening wetly at the top of her bare
cleft. She took in the golden bands about her wrists and ankles and
the collar around her throat.

It was like a dream, a fantasy she had never
held but somehow always wished for.

Allison looked up at her and whimpered, eyes
glassy.

Without a word, without a thought, hands
trembling, Julia unfastened the belt from around her waist, sliding
it out and holding it in her white-knuckled hand. Allison's eyes
watched it, the blonde still whimpering lightly.

“S-Slut,” Julia whispered.

Allison groaned.

“N-nasty little w-whore!”

“Whore,” Allison whimpered. “I'm a... I'm a-a
whore, a... trollop.”

The belt hissed down against one of the
girl's already well- marked breasts, the breasts Julia had been
watching develop for several years, the ones that made her rage for
her own small cone shaped mammaries, the ones she had long ached to
slap and beat.

Allison shuddered, back arching, heels
seeming to drum on the floor. Her hands rose, sliding over her
breasts, tearing spilling from her eyes as they slipped behind her
head.

And her chest rose, head pulling slowly back,
back arching slowly as her legs jerked apart.

Again the belt descended, cracking violently
against the soft round flesh. Allison jerked and sobbed, grunting
in pain.

Julia felt a fire take her mind and body. She
raised her arm again, the belt aiming for one gold-ringed nipple,
cracking down viciously, then hitting it again, then again.

A sob broke the air and Allison rolled her
hips, humping against the air.

The belt cracked into her mons, then onto her
left breast, Julia panting as the girl cried out now. Again the
belt snapped down into the girl's sex, then again, her cries of
pleasure and pain filling Julia's mind.

Julia clutched the belt in her fist, jamming
it into her groin, staring down at the nude girl as she rolled and
ground her hips, her breasts red and wounded, thrusting up in
tragic beauty, the girl's head rolling as she whimpered and moaned
in pleasure.

She felt the heat pouring into her, felt a
craving more powerful than she had ever known.

She dropped the belt, falling to her knees
before the blonde as she continued to writhe and groan. Her shaking
hand moved towards her, then touched her, feeling her moisture.

Transfixed, she watched her fingers as they
sank into the glistening pink opening, felt the heat of the girl's
tightly clutching body envelope them.

She pulled them free and stared at them, eyes
wide and disbelieving, then, as though suffocated, she tore at her
dress, yanking her skirt up and ripping at her panties. She exposed
her own sex, her cleft gleaming and wet also.

Sobbing, she pressed herself forward, jamming
her cleft down against her young charge's soft skin, feeling the
heat and moisture there that redoubled her own fires.

Her knee pressed into the blonde's belly as
she rubbed and rolled in frenzied desperation, the fire consuming
her as she worked her hungry sex against the young blonde's weeping
opening.

And for the first time in thirty-eight years
Julia O'Donough felt the exquisite pleasure as an orgasm, her
first, rippled through her slender body.

Her eyes bulged and she quivered and jerked
in violent reaction, helpless to control herself as her body
thrilled to the pleasure and she jammed herself desperately against
Allison's groin. Her furry pubic lips rasped wetly against the
girl's soft, inflamed labia as she gasped and sobbed in joyous
pleasure.

Then she let out a long shudder and dropped
her head, gulping in air, face flushed. Her body jerked as Allison
moaned and ground herself back up, her upper body writhing slowly
from side to side, bruised, reddened breasts thrusting out, nipples
round and swollen.

Julia raised her head, then shook it
violently, jerking back from the writhing young blonde.

“Y-You filthy... evil... vile... t-thing
you!” she cried, hurriedly jerking her skirt back down. “You devil
child! Temptress!”

She balled her hand into a fist and struck at
the source of the evil which had tempted her, her knuckles plunging
down against the soft flesh of Allison's mons, striking hard and
drawing a cry as the girl arched her back again.

Again she struck at her sex, and again, her
fist punching down into the soft, moist flesh as Allison shuddered
and jerked, legs remaining wide. Her back arched again and again,
head thrashing from side to side, hair covering her face.

In a frenzy Julia punched at her sex. Allison
sobbed, grunting with each blow, her legs, bent wide, knees
upraised, instinctively jerked closer yet each time she willed them
apart, mind filled with a tormented ecstasy even as nausea, pain
and shock made her muscles spasm and limbs quiver.

Julia scrambled to her feet, eyes wild,
gazing down furiously as the young blonde continued to roll her
hips in mindless sexual need, continued to push her swollen breasts
upwards.

She lashed out, driving her booted foot into
the girl's sex so hard it almost broke through the wall of sex-heat
enveloping her. Her legs jerked violently up and back then fell on
the ground as her back arched so sharply her spine threatened to
snap.

She let out a long warbling moan of pain,
then fell back to the floor, her hands sliding slowly, fingers
shaking, down across her belly to her wounded sex, there to squeeze
softly and rhythmically as another orgasm set her body
trembling.
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It felt odd, somehow, walking down the street
in Wellingham village. She was dressed in white, white blouse,
white trousers, with blue tennies, and felt almost as though she
were, well, normal. It was as if she were living a lie, pretending
to be the sweet, virginal young woman.

Yet in reality, she knew, she was a sleek,
wanton, seductive trollop, an immoral slut living a life of
depravity.

This made her feel smugly superior to all the
"normals" she passed, smiling sweetly at them as she fooled them
with her apparent innocence.

Wouldn't you have been surprised to see me
strung up by the wrists - whipped, she thought. Wouldn't you be
aroused. Wouldn't your eyes bug out. Wouldn't you be shocked and
appalled, or perhaps, shocked and excited at the thought of me on
all fours, being mounted like a bitch in heat.

But none even suspected, she was sure. She
walked down the street, window shopping, stopping for a glass of
ginger, never letting on she was in disguise, that beneath the
simple, if attractive white blouse was a sheer, lacy bra with a
tiny cotton ball over her beringed nipples.

Beneath her form-fitting, but neatly pressed
pants was a black leather G-string which dug up tight into her
mound and buttocks - just in case the twin dildos buried within her
abdomen started to slide down.

Not that that was likely as her vaginal and
anal muscles constantly squeezed and pulled at them as she
walked.

There was no sign of the gold bands about her
wrists and ankles either, though those too were present.

She was a slave girl, a sensualist, a lewd,
wicked, masochist sex toy who wallowed in depravity.

“Hello, my dear. Is your mother home from her
trip abroad yet?”

“Hullo, Mrs. Kent. No, mum is still in
Brazil.”

“Oh. Well do have her give me a call on her
return, won't you? You're not feeling lonely up there I hope, in
that big old stone castle?”

“I'll tell her, Mrs. Kent, and no, I have
plenty to do, and the servants there to keep me company.”

“Yes, that Julia seems like a levelheaded
woman.”

“Yes, ma'am, and Michael is quite uhm,
dedicated, as well.”

“Him,” she snorted. “Nose in the air all the
time, that one. well, I must be off.”

Allison waved at the woman, smirking
slightly, thinking about what would have resulted if she'd answered
her truthfully.

“Oh no, Mrs. Kent. I've hardly time to be
lonely, what with Michael always raping and torturing me, the
beatings from Julia, and look, see my new clitty ring? Isn't it
lovely? Don't mind the red marks. Some are from when he strung me
up by the wrists and flogged my genitals, and the others are from
Julia's belt. She hates me, you know, because I'm such a vile
little slut. Oh, do pardon me if my voice seems a tad gravelly.
Michael throat fucked me the other day, you see, and it's still a
little sore. He has an immense cock, you know, and swallowing it is
quite a deal of work.”

Oh yes, wouldn't that have set the cat
amongst the proverbial pigeons! She'd be the talk of the village,
of the entire county, no doubt.

“Have you ever come so hard it feels like
your blood is on fire and your head is going to explode, Mrs. Kent?
Has your climax ever lasted so long you fainted because you were
shaking too hard to breath?

Not bloody likely!

And today was likely to be more of the same,
for...and her stomach did little flips whenever she thought of it,
Michael had said he was bringing over company to see her. And the
way he'd said it made her quite certain this "company" was going to
be seeing quite a bit more of her than anyone else other than
Michael and Julia ever had before.

The thought of baring herself before a
stranger made her pussy cramp and squeeze around the dildo buried
deep within her, and she unconsciously reached down, stopping
herself only at the last minute from giving her pussy a good
squeeze and rub.

Michael had placed the dildos inside her, and
ordered her not to touch herself. He wanted her roused and so hot
she could hardly stand it for when his friend arrived.

As if she wasn't all the time anyway! She'd
been a constant state of heat since that first time in the dungeon,
when he'd strapped her to the rack and almost broken her bones on
that terrible...wonderful device.

The only thing that really bothered her was
Julia. She couldn't remember much about that. She'd been so filled
with lust she'd been almost drunk on the pleasure when Julia had
come into the room. She remembered little of it other than Julia's
outrage, and the beating she'd given her with her belt.

Since then she'd not sought the woman out,
being too embarrassed, and was worried she'd go to her parents and
inform them of what a disgusting little pervert she had become. She
had no idea what she'd do if that occurred. Nothing suggested
itself other than outright denial, for there could certainly be no
excuse for her actions.

She bought an ice cream then walked back up
to the castle, noting how visible it was from the village. No doubt
many looked towards it each day, enviously wishing they were
there.

And no doubt, she knew, jealousy played some
part in the way she had been treated as a youth. Her parents had
suggested it but only now - with the new maturity she felt since
her experiences with Michael had begun - did she really believe
it.

It was a long walk but it was a lovely day
out. Her long legs made short work of the distance, even if her
stride was thrown off now and then by the way one or another of the
dildos would shift about within her lower belly.

She arrived back at the open gate and walked
in, feeling a little shiver run down her spine as she glanced at
her watch.

She wandered through the castle, idly
glancing at some of the old books in the library, examining some of
the armour pieces in the west study, looking out the window from
the dining hall, then went to her room.

She stripped down to the leather G-string,
examining herself again, turning and bending, slipping the crotch
aside and pushing with her inner muscles until her nether lips
began to bulge, then the base of the dildo slowly appeared,
glistening with her juices.

She gasped, slowly straightening, letting her
vaginal muscles suck the dildo back inside, pulling it up high as
she ran her hands over her full stomach.

The urge to slide her fingers down and stroke
her clitoris was almost overwhelming, but she resisted - just.

She dressed again, then hurried through the
passages, emerging in "her" part of the castle, long abandoned.
There, in the smallish, out of the way room she'd first found her
interest in bondage given a sexual tangibility she sat down, legs
wide, and examined some of the novels still there.

She read of torments much like her own, her
stomach twisting and quivering, then looked at some of the
pictures, knowing she had looked the same, feeling a thrill of
excitement and pride in how erotic she must have appeared.

She found herself squeezing her thighs
together and halted, panting for breath. It was time. She put up
the novel she'd been reading and hurried back to the secret
passage, then went downstairs and over to the other side of the
castle.

She emerged in the dungeon, and walked slowly
about, looking at some of the torture devices, especially those
she'd been bound to.

“Strip,” Michael said without preliminaries,
entering the dungeon from the corridor in the basement.

She looked behind him, feeling her chest
tighten, but her hands immediately began to undo her blouse. Soon
she was nude, and Michael impatiently motioned her forward to the
center of the room between two large pillars.

She saw no sign of chains or device, and
frowned in confusion.

“Raise your arms,” Michael ordered.

She obeyed, then as she raised her eyes she
made out the small, very thin wires which were hung from bolts in
the ceiling. Surely these were not ancient equipage, but a newer
refinement?

Her arms were lifted high and wide, and
Michael kicked her feet well apart then clipped the almost
invisible wires to the bands about her wrists.

Similar wires were fastened to the bands
around her ankles, locking them in place.

Michael went to the pillar which stood some
five feet in front of her and lifted a wire which hung from a ring
there, screwed in about five feet above the floor. He let it slide
between his fingers as he led it up to her, and she quivered
slightly as his other hand squeezed her breast, pinching her nipple
and tugging it towards the wire.

He clipped the wire to the ring in her
nipple, then let go, and Allison gasped, for the wire pulled quite
firmly at her breast, forcing her nipple to stretch out in a
painful manner.

He, of course, then found a second wire
hanging from the pillar, and soon both her breasts were being
tugged up and forward, pulled out until they were almost cone
shaped.

He moved behind her, and squatted a few feet
back. There was another wire already clipped to a bolt in the
floor. He led it up and his fingers probed at her sex until he
could fasten it to her clitoris ring.

That one hurt as it tugged at her clitty, and
she was forced to thrust herself back against it to ease the pain -
at the same time as she was thrusting her chest up and forward
against the stinging pull of the wires bound to her nipples.

He produced two more thin wires, each, like
the others, with a tiny clasp at the end, and fitted them to her
earrings. Then he pulled them back, forcing her head back, feeding
them into a single wire.

His fingers probed at her anus, and he gave
her a slap.

“You better not have lost the dildo I put in
here,” he said.

She exerted her muscles and it slowly slid
into view, only to have him wrap the wire around it, then shove it
back in.

Finally he forced the last ring, the one she
didn't normally wear because it was visible, through the hole in
her nostrils, fitted a wire to that, and fed it straight up above
her to a ring in the ceiling.

Each of the wires was a mere thread, but
seemed quite strong. In any case Allison was not about to try the
strength of her soft flesh against them even as they pulled and
pinched at her sensitive body.

He turned out the gas lamps he'd brought
down, leaving only the flickering yellow lights from the wall
torches, then left her like that.

She felt quite aroused, as she had been for
some time, but growing more and more frustrated, wanting to feel
her climax. Her earlobes stung, her back ached, her nipples were on
fire, and as she slowly and gently pulled against the wire bound to
her clitoris ring she felt her juices beginning to seep from
within, felt the intensity of her lust growing more and more
powerful.

She only needed...something. Something small.
A touch. A slap.

“Quite interesting,” she heard.

Her eyes went wide, for the voice was
unfamiliar. She tried automatically to lift her head but only
succeeded in making her earlobes and nose sting harder.

A hand slid up her chest between her breasts,
cupped each and stroked along the underside, then eased down
between her thighs. She whimpered as it fingered her swollen,
stretched clitoris, and a wave of sensory pressure struck her.

She heard rather than saw the snap of a
lighter, and watched the flickering light reflected from above. She
felt a sudden heat at the lower part of her right breast, and
screamed even as it moved along the underside, a hot burning sting
which moved left to right then back again.

It shifted along her body, and she could feel
the flame as it danced down her taut, straining stomach, circled
her belly button, then moved up to bite at her other breast. It
never stayed in one place yet even its quick movement left pain in
its wake.

Down it moved, down her ribs as she howled,
down along her inner thigh and then...she shrieked as the open
flame was allowed to slide up over her clitoris.

She heard faint chuckles as the lighter
snapped off, and sobbed in relief, even though her body throbbed
with remembered pain. She was sweating profusely, and panting for
breath as finger pinched her clitoris.

Then something begin to hit her. It wasn't a
blow at all. It was ever so light, completely painless, as if
someone was throwing salt against her body.

She felt a faint tingling, then a ticklish
sensation. At first it was on her thigh, but within seconds it
seemed it was all over the front of her body, between her legs,
down her thighs...

It grew stronger, and she twitched and
jerked, gasping in pain as she pulled at one wire or another.

“You see, if you make them sweat first it
sticks to the skin,” Michael said.

“So I see.”

She moaned and gasped, her body twitching and
jerking helplessly, the urge to scratch overwhelming, impossible to
ignore yet impossible to satisfy.

She felt the stuff, dust, salt, whatever it
was, thrown against her groin, then Michael moved behind her and
she felt it dusting her buttocks and striking her back.

She was shaking violently, through hardly
moving, her entire body engulfed by the desperate screaming of her
skin. She would have sold her soul to be free so that she might
scratch furiously... everywhere!

It was excruciating! And not only could she
do nothing to relieve the terrible, awful itching but every time
she twitched she felt a stab of pain at her nipples or ears or nose
or clitoris.

It felt like a thousand little ants were
crawling over her body, biting and scratching everywhere.

She shook and twitched and quivered and
jerked and sobbed with growing frustration. It was worse than the
whip or the needles or anything else. It was never ending, her
nerve endings snapping and twitching, her muscles spasming, her
entire body flaring with an agony of discomfort

Worst of all, she thought, was her sex, where
the prickling was making her hips jerk uncontrollably. Even her
clitoris longed to be scratched and clawed, throbbing and crackling
in a fury of need.

She screamed in misery and frustration and
they chuckled again.

“It's only a bit of itching powder, Miss
Allison,” Michael sneered.

“P-p-pleeeeasse! Please Please! Please! Oh
Pleeease!”

Her groin was on fire now as her helpless
spasms kept jerking her clitoris against the wire. Her nipples felt
inches long and her ears were ready to pull free of her head.

Water poured over her, icy cold, and she
gasped breathlessly, shocked by the cold.

Michael emptied a bucket on her, then
another, moving around her, pouring the cold water over her breasts
and bell, down against her sex and over her legs and feet and
buttocks.

The cold, if nothing else, took away the
desperation she felt to scratch at herself. It also momentarily
took her breath away as she shuddered and shivered.

“Feel better?” Michael asked
solicitously.

“C-cold,” she gasped.

“She's cold,” Michael said.

“Shocking. I find it rather warm down here
myself.”

“I as well.”

“She was sweating only a few minutes
ago.”

“Odd young lady.”

She felt fingers at her sex, felt them
slipping inside, pushing against the base of the dildo there, then
clawing at the ends, pulling it back.

She groaned, feeling vacant as the long,
thick dildo was pulled free of her sheath after hours in
residence.

“Oh!”

She felt a biting at her breast, but quickly
identified it. It was ice. Michael, or perhaps the other man, held
a piece of ice in his fingers as he moved it slowly back and forth
over her breast.

She felt another piece against her other
breast, and trembled as the two moved back and forth. A third piece
slipped slowly up the center of her body between her breasts and
along her throat, leaving a trail of icy cold and wetness
behind.

She gasped and jerked as yet another piece
slid up her side, moving slowly over her ribs and then into her arm
pit.

“S-Stop!” she squealed.

One of the ice pieces slipped down her belly
and then rubbed slowly along her bare cleft, then pushed up between
her pubic lips, a thick finger prodding it up inside her body, then
deeper, the finger following to the knuckle then pulling back.

The ice made her insides squirm and she
jerked against the rings, sobbing aloud.

“No! Please don't!” she cried.

Another piece caressed her slit, then slipped
inside, then a third, then a fourth. Yet more replaced them,
sliding over her breasts slowly, along her neck and ribs and
buttocks. Another slipped into her sheath, then three more, then
four more. She felt each new piece pushing the others up and back,
making room for itself.

Yet they began to clump together deep in her
belly, and she ground her hips...or tried to, as she tried
despairingly to shake free of the intense cold she was now feeling
inside her body.

More cubes were popped inside her, until her
sheath was bulging like a sock stuffed with rocks. And still
fingers pushed at another piece, trying to force her sex wide
enough to allow it inside.

Already her pubic lips gaped wide. And the
only thing that kept the pieces of ice from dropping out was that
her inner heat was melting them and binding them together.

She felt a pulling at the wire attached to
her ears, felt the dildo buried in her rectum slip out.

Then a cube rolled across her wrinkled anal
opening, rolled back, and pushed up inside.

She sobbed as another followed, then another,
then another, until her rectum, like her pussy, was packed solid
and bulging out against her internal organs with the thick mass of
ice up inside.

Icy water trickled from both holes as the ice
cubes melted, dribbling down her thighs.

She was trembling uncontrollably, goose bumps
all over her body, her teeth chattering.

Amid it all she suddenly felt something soft
and warm against her sex. With the terrible chill gripping her the
warmth was a delight, but it took her long moments to realize what
she was feeling was a soft mouth against her.

A tongue flickered out, sliding along her
slit, the lips pressing against hers, sucking on the water
dribbling from her. She moaned as fingers moved up her thighs then
squeezed her buttocks, a gentle finger stroking against her anal
opening as the tongue began to lap at her clitoris.

The transformation within her was
astonishing. Fire rose like a wall, and she exulted in it, even as
her body continued to shiver uncontrollably.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” she squeaked.

“Well, she seems to enjoy that, at
least.”

“About time the ungrateful wretch appreciated
some of our efforts.”

It didn't occur to her at first that with
both of them speaking, apparently several feet away, the mouth
against her meant there were two strangers with her. Then again her
mind wasn't fully capable of rational thought, for the world was in
the process of disintegrating around her.

And just as she felt her climax sweeping up
around her and starting to lift her towards the heavens the wire
attached to her clit ring began to twang as someone tugged on it,
and a sharp, stabbing pain bit into the center of the swirling
storm engulfing her.

She screamed in pain, then lost her voice as
the orgasm burst over her, a prolonged firestorm blasted her
senseless, then rapture filled her as her.

Her consciousness rose and fell like a raft
on a storm-washed sea, pandemonium reigning within her shattered
mind as orgasms paraded over her one after another.

And all the while the hot, luscious tongue
rasped against her clitoris, as soft lips pressed against her, and
cool water trickled out of her rectum and pussy opening.

Her pussy squeezed and spasmed with more and
more strength. A lone ice cube spurted out of her rectum, then
another. There was a cracking and a creaking within her and another
ice cube spurted out her cleft.

She lost control of her body, and only the
last minute clutching of strong hands kept her from tearing free of
the rings embedded in her tender flesh.

They lowered her to the cold hard floor,
where that delectable tongue continued to work on her clitoris.
Only now, with the absence of the wire, soft wet lips surrounded
her clitoris and ring, sucking and slurping as euphoria filled
her.

Her hands freed, bounced on the floor beside
her head. He heels drummed against the cold stone, her back arching
again and again as orgasms continued to tear through her

She felt the lips surrounding her opening,
felt the suction as they pulled at the ice cubes coming apart
inside her. Again and again the soft lumps of cold ice spat out her
cleft as Christine made her overheated body melt them.

The soft tongue eased back and she continued
to grind and buck upwards for long seconds, her motions gradually
slowing as her orgasm faded. Then she went limp, gulping in air as
she lay on the floor, eyes closed, mouth slack.

“Responsive little thing.”

“Well...a blonde.”

“Of course.”

“Get up, Miss Allison. It's time to greet our
guests,” Michael said.

 


 


 



Chapter Eleven

 


 


 


 


Allison groaned, hugging herself, legs still
wide. She opened her eyes slowly and saw a man standing next to
Michael. He was about the same age, though slimmer and with a bald
head. But she immediately dropped her eyes to the person kneeling
just behind her own bare feet.

It was a woman, and her green eyes stared
unblinkingly at her as Allison paled, then reddened.

“This is Mr. Forrest, and this is Christine,
whose ministrations you enjoyed so well,” Michael said.

Christine was about ten years older than her,
but quite beautiful, with long raven hair and a narrow,
aristocratic face that spoke of some Arabic or Mediterranean
blood.

Allison sat up, holding her arms over her
breasts, her mind flustered at the knowledge that another woman had
made oral love to her.

Christine wore a long blue gown, but as
Allison watched she smiled, then reached down and pulled it up and
over her head, dropping it behind her. Nude now, her body was
bronzed and lush, her breasts larger than Allison's, but also
beringed, as was her shaved mound.

The woman sat back on her robe and raised her
knees then spread her legs. “Come,” she said.

“Do her, Miss Allison,” Michael said. “Let us
see how well you perform on another woman.”

“But I-I can't!” Allison gasped.

“Of course you can. And you will.”

Blushing furiously in front of the older
woman Allison got to her knees, looking down at her body
reluctantly. She'd never had any thoughts of lesbian sex, really,
yet now that she was faced with the prospect she was surprised at
how little distaste she felt.

Christine was lovely, her body smelling of
perfume and soap, her skin very smooth looking. She had a neat,
tight little cleft, almost as neat and tight as Allison's own.

“Now, dog,” Michael ordered, his voice
cold.

Allison felt a shiver of embarrassment and
excitement run through her body as the other two looked at her.
Then she leaned forward, lowering herself to her elbows between the
woman's spread thighs.

Forrest moved around behind her, and she
gasped as she felt his hand on her sex. The woman gripped her hair
and pulled her in gently as she heard the man draw his zipper
down.

It's like a dream, she thought dazedly.

Then her face was right up against
Christine's cleft, and she felt Forrest behind entering her,
sliding his stiff tool into her tight, wet pussy opening.

She pushed out her tongue, hesitantly sliding
it up and down the woman's slit. She reached for her groin,
pressing in against it, opening her up so her tongue could push in
deeper.

She grunted as Forrest thrust deep into her,
his cock filling her.

“Goodness it's chilly in here,” he said.

“I'm sure you'll warm it up,” Michael
said.

“I'm sure as well.”

He began to rut against her almost at once,
his hips slapping her buttocks as his hands moved under her to cup
her breasts.

She tried to remember what Christine had done
to her, but it wasn't easy. Her mind hadn't been in very good
condition at the time.

Her lips and chin were soon moist with her
own saliva and Chrstine's slick juices. She was lapping up and down
against the other woman's sex, pushing her tongue deep into her
hole, and sucking at her clitoris as the dark haired woman groaned
and cursed and tangled her fingers in her hair.

Meanwhile Forrest was thrusting hard and
deep, her body jerking under the impact of his hard rutting
strokes.

This isn't happening, she thought, her
excitement building as her tired body responded to the hard
thrusts.

Christine was starting to gasp and moan as
Allison's tongue whipped across her clitoris, and her pleasure
leant Allison excitement as well. She felt delightfully wicked and
wanton as the two let their hands move over her, grasping at her
breasts from either direction.

Christine raised her legs and wrapped them
around Allison's head, her feet slapping at her back as the blonde
continued to lick excitedly. She dug her fingers into her hair,
jamming her face into her sex as she grunted and bucked up against
her.

Allison felt smothered in the other woman's
musky groin, her head crushed by the powerful thighs as Christine
yanked on her hair.

At the same time Forrest was slamming himself
into her so hard and so fast her body was shuddering with the force
of the blows. Inside her she could feel his manhood pistoning with
desperate fury, thrusting aside the soft flesh on each savage
piercing drive, then barely letting it begin to close as it
withdrew before stabbing back down her tunnel again.

Christine came, or seemed to, from the way
she was crying out in pleasure and bouncing herself and Allison up
and down. Her legs fell apart and her fingers loosened in the
blonde girl's hair as she went limp.

Forrest continued to ride her with brutal
zest, however. And as Christine's hands fell away from her tangled
hair his reached forward and grasped it, yanking her head up and
back violently, forcing her up onto all fours as his cock plunged
deep.

She grunted with each thrust, for though it
hurt, though his cock felt like it was using her kidneys for
punching bags, her mind was soaring with the thrill of the lewd and
wicked acts being played out.

She made no move to ease the force of his
thrusts, nor raised her hands at all as he abandoned her hair and
began slapping at the sides of her face. His hands cracked against
her cheeks, first on one side, then the other, making her eyes fill
with a red haze, each blow making her mind falter until she was no
longer capable of thinking, only feeling.

He ripped himself free and roughly flung her
over onto her back. Lights blinked before her eyes as she stared
upwards, then she grunted as he gripped her legs, heaving them up,
them jamming them back so they crushed her tender breasts.

His strong, rough hands slid down her calves
and onto her ankles as he let his weight come down atop her,
jamming them down harder and harder, making her back scream as he
forced them over her shoulders.

She felt them pressing against her ears, them
back behind them as he chuckled and called out to Christine. The
black haired woman came forward and took his fat, gleaming
erection, putting it at the small dark opening of her body.

Forrest eased his bloated cockhead through
her swollen entrance, then thrust down savagely, his cock like a
spear that sank deep into her body.

She cried out in pain and pleasure, arms
flapping, bouncing against the floor like newly caught fish. She
could see his teeth gleaming as he sneered down at her, letting all
his weight come down against her ankles.

His rear lifted, his cock sliding back, then
he threw himself forward with all the help gravity could give him,
slamming into her upraised rear, driving his hardness into the
depths of her lower belly.

Again and again and again he slammed his
lower torso down against her, using his cock to punish her,
stabbing her cruelly as she felt her back creaking and aching. She
was sure her spine would snap, but cared little, caught in her own
world of jagged, flashing pain and shattering explosions of
pleasure.

Then without even noticing he was gone. Her
legs dropped back onto the floor painfully, and she lay in a
stunned mass of tortured flesh, uncomprehending as her chest heaved
and her mind sputtered.

Her loins felt white-hot, her insides still
churning. Their voices were just noise around her as she slowly
began to become aware once again.

Michael was doing something with some thin
rope or cord, chatting with Forrest. Christine was still kneeing
where she'd been before, but as she caught the spark of
intelligence in Allison's eyes she smiled and eased forward a
little, her fingers caressing the panting blonde girl's breasts and
rolling her hard little nipples.

After a minute she sat up, slowly, groaning,
still keeping her legs apart. The insides of her thighs felt raw
and scraped.

“Why don't we let Christine do your hair,”
Michael said.

Allison didn't think her hair needed doing,
even thought it was kind of plastered over her face. But Christine
moved forward immediately, her fingers sliding into her blonde hair
and twisting it together. She was pulling it up above her and as
Allison knelt nervously she seemed to be twining it into a loose
mane, yet from the very top of her head rather than the back, where
she herself always made it.

She privately thought that would look rather
silly, but didn't care enough to say anything. It would only make
Michael mad anyway.

When the woman was done Michael lifted her up
to her feet, where she swayed weakly, then locked a leather belt
around her waist and clipped her wrists bands to the sides. He
produced a thick ball gag and jammed it into her mouth, then
strapped it around behind her head to keep her in place.

He and Forrest led her over beneath a chain
which wound over a pulley set against the ceiling. She felt her
long braid of hair lifted straight up, and when she tried to pull
her head back to look got a smack on the behind.

Moments later the two men moved back, and
Michael walked to the wall, where the chain slid down to a lever.
His eyes sparkled as he began to turn the lever, and a moment later
she felt her hair go taut.

She gasped, rising to her toes, eyes widening
as she looked from them to Christine. She didn't understand at
first, then as the pull continued she felt a thousand tiny needles
stabbing her skull. She cried out in pain, then screamed in agony
as the needles became daggers and she was lifted off her toes.

She had never imagined such pain. Her scalp
felt like it was going to tear right off her head as her hair was
pulled with savage force. She screamed horribly into he gag, her
twitching toes the only sign of the agony pouring through her
body,

She could see the two men speaking, but
couldn't hear through the roaring pain in her head and her own
screaming. She watched Christine kneel in front of Michael and take
him into her mouth, watched him smile and wave as the pain
continued to tear her mind apart.

For long, long minutes she thought she would
surely go mad with the agony of it, then the intensity seemed to
dampen somewhat, as if her nervous system had overloaded or the
nerves in her skull had become deadened.

Christine swallowed Michael's come as she
hung there, then, at a word from him, crawled over to kneel in
front of Allison's quivering toes and began to lick and suckle on
them. After a moment she worked her way up her body, Allison
sobbing in agony every time the woman made her jerk or move.

She could not look down, of course, not to
either side, but she felt Christine's hands sliding between her
thighs, and sobbed in new pain as the woman forced them apart,
causing her body to tug against her hair.

Christine's hands slid between her thighs,
then her forearms a her hands sought her buttocks. Moments later
she felt the woman's lips at her sex and her tongue caressing
her.

Michael and Forrest moved forward then, each
grasping one of her legs and lifting it up and back. A rope was
tied around one of her legs just below the knee, then brought back
behind her torso and tied to the other leg. This kept both legs up
and back so that Christine had unhindered access to her sex.

Allison did not pay much attention, however.
Her neck ached, her back ached, her scalp was on fire. Even her jaw
hurt. The pain was overwhelming, and, she was sure, worse than
anything he'd yet done to her. Only the flogging he'd given her
mound could compare, but at least that wasn't as constant as this
terrible torment.

She couldn't stand it, yet she had no choice.
It went on and on and on, excruciating, her body burning with the
pain.

She whimpered helplessly as she hung by the
hair, eyes barely able to focus on the black haired woman lapping
gently at her wet sex.

Her mind began to float, her eyes glazing
over. She grunted softy as the thick vibrator was slipped inside
her sex and disappeared within her body. She barely felt the second
intrusion as another vibrator was driven up into her rectum.

The two lay snugly within her belly, humming,
as Christine's lips and tongue continued to work away at her mound.
After a few minutes her body began to quiver, the movements slight
at first, but growing slowly.

Her mind, like a frightened bird, began to
slowly flutter back into place as the intensity of the pain eased.
Slowly, the sensations from her scalp began to fade - not disappear
- just fade. Her nervous system was flooded with endorphins and the
nerves in her scalp became numbed.

Another sensation began to flood her scalded
nervous system, a soothing pleasure that rose higher and higher,
slowly seeping through the aching muscles of her body, filling her
with the soft bliss that came with the absence of pain.

Not that the pain was absent, merely buried
behind the rapidly growing pleasure. Soon all she felt from her
head was the tightness of the pull on her hair and a kind of
tingling from her scalp.

What she felt between her legs was something
else again.

Christine smiled as her fingers reached into
her, fingering the vibrator, then pumping it slowly in and out. She
pulled it free, playing it over her clitoris as her finger pushed
in. She added a second, then a third finger, siding them easily in
and out of Allison's sopping opening.

Forrest handed her something, a small jar.
Christine pulled her fingers from Allison's sex and smeared an oily
substance over them, then pushed them inside her again. Allison
could feel the slipperiness of them now as she pumped them easily
in and out.

A fourth finger was added, along with more of
the oily stuff. And all the while she played the tip of the
vibrator over her clitty that was making her squirm despite the
pain.

She groaned at the tautness of her opening,
and saw Christine pushing in with all five fingers. She watched
dazedly as the woman held them together in a tight wedge, twisting
her hand from side to side even as she pushed slowly forward.

Getting all five into her was easy enough,
but the deeper she pushed her fingers the wider the wedge became,
until her pussy lips were straining against them.

Allison moaned as the pleasure grew, watching
in fascination as Christine's hand pushed in, then drew back,
pushed in, then drew back, turning one direction, then the
other.

She felt the strain on her opening as the
woman pushed in hard, felt her pussy lips ache.

She might once have called it pain, but this
was not pain as she knew it now. This ached a little but simply
didn't qualify as pain, not in comparison to what she had just
experienced.

She felt the straining grow, felt the
pressure against her mount as Christine pushed her hand forward.
Then she felt a sharp little pain as Christine's knuckles pushed
past her straining pussy opening and into the soft, elastic sleeve
beyond.

Her fuzzed mind could not at first understand
what she was seeing. As the initial sharp pain disappeared she
merely felt bloated - full, and groaned softly in pleasure.

The feeling grew, and she blinked her eyes at
the sight of Christine's entire hand disappearing into her body,
watched as her soft pussy lips closed around the woman's wrist,
then began to slowly climb upwards towards her elbow.

Inside her she could feel the woman's hand as
it turned slowly from side to side, easing every deeper. Her sheath
ached as it was forced wide, and she groaned as it nudged her
internal organs.

Deeper and deeper, her pussy lips slipping
slowly up the woman's arm almost to the elbow as Allison stared
glass-eyed, amazed yet beyond shock.

She felt the woman's fingers stroking,
searching, then pressing firmly against her cervix, and moaned in
pain. The fingers eased slowly back even as the hand pushed
forward, and one by one she felt Christine's fingers scrape along
the wall of her tube before closing in against the palm of her
hand.

And then she felt only a fat, hard bulge
inside her as Christine formed her fingers into a fist and began to
turn it slowly, rotating it inside the trembling, whimpering blonde
girl.

Her breathing grew more and more rapid as the
fist pushed deeper, her body beginning to quake with pleasure as
another orgasm rose up within. She felt the knuckles of Christine's
fist touch her cervix and the sharp pain blew her over the
edge.

Yet pain was pleasure and pleasure was pain.
Her body began to jerk and shake on the end of the long tail of
hair, her toes twitching, feet bouncing. She felt the pressure grow
against her cervix as Christine pushed forward hard, felt the hard
little vibrator grinding back and forth across her clitoris.

The pleasure was blinding, a starburst inside
her, then another, her mind flung back as her body was convulsed by
the shockwaves of the orgiastic ecstasy.

Deep within the all-encompassing world of
pleasure she felt rather than saw Christine easing her arm back,
watched, thought did not entirely understand as the woman's slick,
slippery arm began to slide into view from within her.

Then it pushed back into her and she groaned
anew as the hard little fist ground over her cervix.

Back it pulled, Allison's body tilting,
angling out with it as her pussy clung to the thick arm within.
Then she felt the pressure shift directions, felt her body pushed
back then further back as the fist pushed into her.

The fist and arm were tight inside her,
despite the layer of slippery oil slicking her down. Her body began
to swing back and forth faster and faster as Christine increased
the speed of her motions. The pain began to rise again from her
head, throbbing, aching, burning.

Yet Christine continued to thrust her arm
forward, then yank it back, the fist churning inside her tight,
elastic pussy tunnel with greater and greater violence.

Another orgasm tore into her, even more
powerful for all that her mind was barely capable of conscious
thought. Again she shuddered violently, wailing into the gag like a
mindless animal.

Christine's hand slipped back, and another
orgasm slashed through Allison's frantic system as her fist pulled
free, straining her opening to the limit.

Two tight little alligator clips were snapped
to each of her pubic lips, the pain sharp, but diffused by her
overloaded nervous system. Small wires pulled the clips sideways,
forcing her lips wide once again. The wires slipped around behind
her and Christine moved back, the woman nothing but a shadow to
Allison's feverish mind.

She saw Michael step forward with the riding
crop, but didn't recognize him, didn't know him, nor the others,
nor even her own name.

Then the crop struck the glistening pink
flesh of her sex and razor sharp pain sliced through her brain,
followed moments later by agonized pleasure, by another searing
orgasmic storm.

Again the crop descended, striking dead
center along the revealed flesh of her sex, the tip cracking down
on her beringed clitoris with a wet, smacking sound.

A blastwave of agony tore through her, and
she screamed mindlessly, then another warm bath of ecstasy poured
over her and drowned the pain.

Her body shuddered to the blows as Michael
slashed the crop straight down at her again and again and again.
Forrest took over from him, and then Christine from he.

By then she was grunting dully, her mind
dwindled to a tiny spark in a dark corner of a mind clamouring with
the shockwaves of pleasure and pain tearing it apart.

 


 


 



Chapter Twelve

 


 


 


 


Dorchester College was quite close by, and as
it happened Michael was on close terms with its headmaster and
president.

In point of fact this was no coincidence, for
it was Michael who had made certain the brochures from Dorchester
College fell into Julia's hands.

Dorchester did actually have quite a good
reputation for turning out well-disciplined, refined young ladies -
but it was not quite the type of institution Julia had in mind, nor
one Allison's parents would have approved of.

For the visit Allison was dressed in a long,
light dress, blue with intricately designed patterns in gold
stitching. The long sleeves of the dress concealed the gold bands
about her wrists, and the long skirt hit those about her ankles.
The puffed collar hid the collar which still encircled her slender
throat.

However, if one looked closely the
indentations the rings in her nipples made seemed obvious, and so
Allison fretted on this even as she tried to think of a way to
avoid going to the place at all. She had no desire, after all, to
spend long hours in dreary classes learning the feminine arts. Her
parents were both quite wealthy and as yet no interesting career
choice had offered itself to her mind.

However, disobeying Michael was out of the
question. And Michael insisted she go. He also ordered her to leave
the gold bands and rings on.

He had told her to wear no underwear, but in
this she had secretly defied him. She could not wear a bra without
it being noticed, but she did have a pair of small panties on
beneath the skirt.

As free - and excited as she felt in the
darkened dungeon below her family's castle the idea of doing
without panties elsewhere, particularly so public a place as a
refined college for women seemed too dangerous and perverse.

Thus she bit her lip anxiously when Michael
came out to the Rolls to accompany her on her visit. She did not,
of course, protest, but smiled politely as he slipped in beside
her.

They were silent for the short journey,
though Allison was uncomfortable and squirmed somewhat. Her sex
still ached, despite the lotion Michael had massaged into her skin
the previous night. The marks of his whipping had become lighter,
but were still visible.

Her nipples were slightly erect. In fact,
they seemed constantly erect now, ever since Michael had holed them
and placed the two golden rings through each pink nub.

And the thing she had done since! He had
flogged her! He had hung her by her wrists nude and...and flogged
her! He had hung her by her hair, given her to strangers, whipped
her...whipped her sex, her most secret and sensitive and private
place! It was all just too much for her to take in. She felt in a
constant state of amazement whenever she thought over the events of
the past few days.

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath,
gasping ever so slightly as her swollen nipples pushed out against
the thin dress.

Julia. Julia was angry at her. She remembered
little of the beating the woman had meted out, for her brain had
been in a heady, intoxicated fog. But she was sure Julia would
never speak to her again. Certainly the woman hadn't thus far.

The Rolls pulled through the tall gates of
Dorchester College - why it was named that when it wasn't in
Dorchester confused her - then drove up to the entrance and halted.
Peter got out and held the door for the two of them as Michael held
out his hand and helped her from the car.

They walked up the half dozen steps to the
entrance, then inside, where they found themselves in a luxuriously
appointed entrance hall. A white-faced woman stood there, glaring
briefly at Allison before smiling at Michael.

“We're here to see Mr. St Clair,” he said.
'The name is Michael Price.”

“Of course, sir. If you'd be so good as to
wait here? I shall see if Mr. St Clair is available.”

She turned and strode off, back straight, and
Michael glanced aside at Allison's face. He looked around, then his
hand casually slid down her back and onto her buttocks, where his
fingers squeezed softly.

Allison gasped, looking about quickly.

“Why are you wearing panties?” Michael
demanded, turning to her.

“I...I...fo-forgot!” she gulped.

His open had slapped her face and she
stumbled back several paces.

“Lying slut,” he said.

He reached down and gripped her skirt, then
yanked it up, his fingers bunching up the material as he lifted it,
baring her ankles and their gold bands, then her knees, then her
pale thighs, and finally her panty covered mound. He slipped his
hand into the crotch of her panties and yanked hard. The material
tore, though it yanked her forward a pace, and he pulled it off,
holding it in his hand as he glared at her.

Then he bunched it up into a wad and pressed
it back against her sex, jamming it between her lips, his fingers
pushing in, forcing the material up inside her body until the last
of it was gone from sight.

He let her dress fall then, still glaring at
the chastened girl.

A few moments later the woman returned,
followed by a slim, smiling man in an expensively tailored
suit.

“Michael! My dear fellow,” he said, shaking
Michael's hand.

“How are you, Andrew?”

"Quite well. Quite well. And this must be
young Allison? I must say, she's quite kind to the eyes.”

Allison blinked in surprise at such
impertinence, but said nothing.

“Yes, she has that in her favour. Though I'd
not suggest mentioning it too often in her presence. She already
has a swelled head about her appearance.”

Allison thought that quite unfair.

“Of course. They're all like that, aren't
they? Still, we'll teach her the behaviour expected of her here.
Come'

He led the two of them down a long, dimly lit
hall, then around a corner.

“You sure she's right for us?” he said over
his shoulder as he walked.

“Oh quite. No doubt whatsoever.”

They walked through a door and into an office
of sorts, then past an empty desk and through another door into an
inner office, this one much more richly appointed. They paused only
briefly at an oaken desk then passed through a door at the corner
of the office into another room.

This room held no windows. A thick red rug
covered the floor, and wooden panelling the walls.

A young woman with glasses and short red hair
stood in the corner behind a video camera. She wore a short, tight
green dress and looked intently into the eyepiece as she focused
the camera on Allison.

St Clair moved behind an antique desk and
Michael pushed Allison to stand in front of it, then moved over to
the wall behind St Clair.

“Now then, Allison,” St Clair said, speaking
to her for the first time. “The purpose of this little exploratory
visit is to ensure you're the kind of girl who would flourish in
our environment, and can be made into a productive,
well-disciplined member of society.”

He sat down behind the table and picked up a
pen, then made a small notation on a pad there before looking up
again.

“Lower your dress to the hips please,” he
said.

Allison stared at him in surprise, for he had
made the request as though he were asking for the time of day! She
looked at Michael, who nodded sternly.

Her mouth opened and she stared at the camera
and the girl behind it, then back at Michael.

“Do as you're told,” St Clair snapped.

Allison bit her lip and again looked at
Michael, who glared.

She hadn't been given any choice about
Forrest and Christine the other day. Nor had she exactly been in a
position for thoughtful decisions. Yet here she was in front of
these strangers in a school, of all places, with a video camera
looking on, and being ordered to disrobe!

For a shy girl it was a shocking thought.

Yet she reached up and behind her neck,
undoing the catch there then sliding the zipper down her back. She
blushed as she let the material slip forward over her shoulders,
then clutched it briefly over her breasts before lowering it,
letting it fall to her waist.

She hesitated again, then pushed it down so
it fell to her ankles and stepped out of it.

Nude, save for the rings, gold bands and high
heels, she stood there, chest tight, exquisitely embarrassed as St
Clair examined her frankly and the girl behind the camera continued
to record.

“Quite nice,” St Clair said. And despite her
embarrassment Allison felt a little thrill at the obvious approval
in his voice.

“Put your hands behind your head, girl and
push out your chest,” he ordered.

Allison obeyed and St Clair moved around the
table, looking down at her breasts.

“Already decorated,” he said with a smile,
fingering one of the rings.

“She's a quick learner,” Michael said
dryly.

He slipped his little finger through the
ring, then crooked it and raised his hand. She felt the pressure
against her nipple and saw it begin to stretch. He gripped the
other nipple ring then as well, lifting them higher still, drawing
her to her toes, making her gasp as she arched her back. Her
nipples stretched and strained, distorting the perfect shape of her
breasts as St Clair pulled even higher.

Tears filled her eyes and she clenched her
teeth, panting for breath.

Then he let the rings go and she stumbled
briefly, her nipples burning.

“Been marking her breasts have you?”

“Only a little. The welts are from a belt her
governess used.”

“Interesting. So you're not the only one with
a hand in, eh?”

“The governess is uninterested in anything
but discipline,” Michael said indignantly. “She's an amateur and
uninvolved.”

“If you say so, old boy.”

He slid his hand down her belly and in
between her thighs, cupping and squeezing her bare mound, rubbing
his hand back and forth across it before fingering the ring at the
top of her slit, rolling and tugging it idly.

He stepped back and went to the table,
picking up the phone, smiling at Allison as she stood there,
wrapped in confusion, embarrassment and a growing arousal.

“Stephanie. Come to my office at once,” he
said.

He hung up and sat down, then wrote in his
pad while Allison held her position.

A minute later a young woman came in. She was
slightly older than Allison, and wore the same type of dress as the
redhead behind the camera. She had a small, round, pixyish face
with pert lips and short brown hair.

“Get oh...the number 3 crop, Stephanie, and
use it on the blonde there.”

The girl nodded and went to a cupboard,
opening the door. Allison saw there were row on row of crops, canes
and switches inside, and her eyes widened as her stomach began to
churn.

“See how she's turning her head without
permission?” St Clair said.

“Oh yes. I told you she's not well-trained
yet.”

The young woman returned with a long, thin
riding crop in her hand.

“Her buttocks first. Push out your behind,
Allison,” he said.

Allison felt as though she were in a dream.
She pushed her behind out, then gasped as the girl swung the crop
down against it. She winced and jerked, but held her position.
Again the crop fell, and again, as she whimpered lightly, her
buttocks beginning to burn.

“Her breasts next' St Clair said. “She has
lovely breasts. I think they're quite, quite attractive.”

“Yes, made for the whip too,” Michael
said.

Allison moaned as the crop lashed across her
right breast, then her left.

“Remove the rings, Stephanie,” St Clair
said.

The girl paused then put the crop down. Her
small fingers moved to Allison's swollen nipples, then carefully
opened each ring, removing it and placing it on the table before
picking up the crop again.

“Suckle on them a little,” St Clair said.

The girl bent and her small mouth slipped
over Allison's right nipple. The blonde girl moaned aloud as she
felt the luxurious heat of the other girl's mouth on her sensitive
little nub. Stephanie suckled expertly, her tongue gently caressing
the little, outraged nipple as she sucked.

She worked her lips over onto the other
nipple, and soon both were pulsing little rocks that thrust up and
out hungrily.

“Now the crop. Focus on the nipples,” St
Clair said.

Without a word Stephanie eased back, raised
the crop, and snapped it down. It struck directly across Allison's
left nipple and she cried out, shuddering, trembling, her legs
going rubbery as the pain and pleasure exploded within her.

The crop slashed into her other breast, just
above the nipple, making the soft flesh jiggle and shake, pouring
fire into her bloodstream. Again it descended, snapping against the
nipple directly.

“UUngghhhhhh!” Allison cried, head back, arms
shaking, legs quivering.

Again the crop hit her nipple, then slashed
into the underside of her other breast before cracking against that
nipple directly.

Michael moved forward then, and the girl
halted as he interceded. He slipped his hand between Allison's
trembling thighs and fingered her ringed clitoris, then drove two
fingers up inside her, catching at the panties there, and tugging
them slowly down and out.

They were sopping wet and he held them up to
the camera, then to St Clair before lifting them to Allison's
agonized face.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered.

She opened, gasping, and he pushed the
soaking panties into her, jamming them in, then pushing her jaw
closed.

He nodded to St Clair, who smiled thinly and
took one of Allison's hands. He led her aside and stood her beneath
a potted plant which hung from the ceiling. He lifted it down,
revelling the hook there, then took a chain from Stephanie and hung
it from the hook. He lifted her wrists, fitting the gold bands
together and hanging them from the hook.

She was not pulled from her feet but stood
very straight, on the balls of her feet as the girl behind the
camera moved out and circled her slowly.

“The cat, Stephanie, two of them.”

The brown-haired girl moved back to the
cabinet as Allison moaned, her body throbbing with pain, her
insides twisting with pleasure.

Forrest slipped his fingers into her and she
gasped, one leg jerking up as her hips lurched forward, the
pleasure pouring through her.

He drew back, rubbing his fingers in her
hair, then took one of the cat o' nine tails from Stephanie. The
two moved apart then as the girl with the camera shifted to one
side.

Then St Clair swung, and the cat slashed down
against her chest. As he drew back Stephanie slashed the other
against her back.

Allison barely had time to scream from one
blow before the other hit, then the next, then the next. Both of
them worked on her methodically, staring at her upper chest and
shoulders and working their way down her body, slashing the leather
strips across her belly and back, across her abdomen and thighs,
marking her from the neck to the knees.

Blow after blow threw her back and forth, the
heavy cats hissing down against her pale skin, biting into the soft
flesh.

Allison's throat felt raw from her cries,
even as she continued to shudder to their blows. Her strength faded
and her legs lost their strength, leaving her hanging by the
wrists.

She heard their voices dully, moaning as she
was lifted down and dropped onto a table.

St Clair gripped her thighs, lifting them up
and tugging her body so her buttocks slid to the edge of the table.
He pulled her left ankle wide, along the edge of the table, and
locked it in place, clipping the ankle band to a ring set in the
corner.

Then he lifted her right ankle, spreading
that slowly. Allison felt the tendons and muscles in her thighs
begin to strain, then to burn as her leg was spread wider and
wider.

She gasped in pain, then cried out as he
forced her leg down the length of the table, along the edge, just
like her other leg, then snapped it in place like that with her
legs split completely open.

He moved to the other side of the table, then
Allison felt the table fall away, or at least, that part of it. Her
head fell down, leaving it upside down. He and Michael unlocked her
wrist bands then pulled them wide along the edge of the table, in
exactly the same way her legs were.

Like them they were quickly shackled in
place, and she moaned, her body aching, burning, yet a giddy kind
of delight filling her.

She felt the girl's lips at her sex and
moaned, unable to move at all. St Clair stepped before her and
placed his flaccid organ into her open mouth. She closed her lips
only with an effort, then began to suckle softly.

She was aware of the girl with the video
camera moving in for close-up shots, then backing away. Then she
felt a pressure at her sex, felt Michael entering her, and felt a
surge of pleasure engulf her.

At the same time St Clair's erection began to
grow in her mouth, and he was soon able to force it into her
throat. Again the girl with the video camera moved in for close-up
shots, shifting around the room for better angles as the two men
continued their crude raping.

St Clair's cock filled her throat, yet
somehow, for the first time, she was able to breath. It was slow
and difficult, but her throat had apparently learned to cope with
the intrusion of large objects which insisted on both staying in
place and siding back the way they'd come.

It was a lucky thing she could breath, for St
Clair apparently expected her to and made no effort to slide
himself out in order that she might draw in a breath.

Instead, as the camera watched, his stiff,
throbbing organ pumped steadily inside her throat, stroking over
her tonsils and across her tongue, sliding back and forth through
her widespread lips.

An orgasm flowered within her, rushing upon
her like a runaway train as his cock thrust deep into her body. Her
eyes bulged then rolled back in her head as she began to shake and
convulsions racked her body.

St Clair thrust calmly but forcefully, his
tube of flesh quickly glistening with her saliva as he pushed it
down her soft throat again and again.

At the same time Michael was thrusting harder
into her sheath, her pussy raw and sensitive to every touch as his
stiff cock pumped through her sore pussy lips.

Her back arched violently, her mind spinning
as the two men continued to use her. St Clair's testicles slapped
softly against her eyes as Michael's hips slapped into her
buttocks

Then Stephanie moved up to the side of the
table, bringing the crop down on her nipples once more.

The pleasure and pain overwhelmed her, and
her mind spun faster and faster, the world blurring around her as
the sensory overload struck her with hammerblows of flashing sexual
ecstasy.

With a final shudder she lost
consciousness.
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She woke slowly, groggy. Not much time had
passed, it seemed to her, for she was still in the small room, and
all four of the others were still present.

She tried to sit up but quickly found she
could not. She was still chained down in the center of the table.
She had been moved somewhat, however. The side leaf of the table
lifted to support her head, and her ankles and wrists chained to
the corners, spread, but not quite so much as before.

“Ah, good. Back amongst the living,” St Clair
said cheerily.

He had rolled a cart over next to the table,
and lifted a small alligator clip attached to a wire, opening the
jaws and then pinching her left nipple a moment before closing the
jaws around it.

He let them snap closed and she screamed, for
her nipples were already afire with pain. The sharp little teeth of
the clip bit in cruelly and her eyes spilled tears as she strained
against the bonds holding her in place.

Another clip locked onto her left nipple, and
again she screamed, the sound broken off into a sob as he moved
back.

She groaned as he lifted a small, narrow tube
of metal, then bent over her groin. She felt it slip between her
still moist lips and slide deep into her pussy.

“This is merely a small test to observe your
natural reactions to specific stimulus,” he said.

Another long tube was pushed into her anus,
driven deep until she cried out from the cramps.

“You see, we have a special little tool we
employ in training young ladies like you. But we first need to
observe your sensitivity to the stimulus this tool gives.”

She howled in agony as another clip was
fitted to her, another alligator clip with tight, powerful, sharp
little jaws. This one had been afixed directly on her clitoris, and
she felt waves of nausea and dizziness mixed in with intense
pain.

He chuckled, and she heard Michael laugh
behind him.

“Don't worry, my dear,” he said. “You won't
even feel that in a few moments.”

Then a red wall of agony hit her and blotted
out the world.

“Works fine,” St Clair said as the pain
disappeared.

She gasped for breath. The pain had been so
horrendous she hadn't even screamed. It had robbed her of breath.
Then it had disappeared as if it had never been, leaving only the
terrible memory behind.

She felt her nipples begin to buzz strangely.
She raised her head, looking at them caught between the sharp jaws
of the clips, bit in two but still swollen redly. She whimpered in
confusion as the buzzing grew, then started inside her as well.

She squeezed her vaginal muscles down
repeatedly, eyes fluttering as she felt her insides quake. Her
clitoris began to buzz then, much like it did with a vibrator
pressed against it.

The buzzing sensation spread out through her
body, her skin tingling. She moaned softly, the energy building up
within her - more literally than she could have imagined.

Her arms and legs pulled fitfully against the
bands and her head rolled slowly from side to side.

She noticed the other two girls still
watching, the nameless girl still recording her. She felt only a
brief embarrassment, then the lust swept her in its wake as she
began to hurtle towards climax.

She arched her back slowly, then faster,
grunting, grinding her buttocks against the table, not knowing what
was happening exactly, but basking in the knowledge that all four
of them were watching.

The tingling got worse, until she found her
body shaking, quivering. She couldn't keep still now, gasping as
her body jerked helplessly. Her skin felt hot, her insides aching,
spasming.

She slowly turned her trembling head and saw
the cart, the dials on the machine there, and in her mind she
realized finally, her heart thumping as the electricity poured into
her, as it crackled through her body and she began to shake more
and more violently.

She cried out, the sound a long, low,
warbling howl of uncontrolled pain. She lost all control of her
body then, and it danced to the electricity tearing through it,
flopping wildly, tearing at the chains holding her down,
convulsions ripping through her non-stop.

She had no idea how long it continued, as the
outside world seemed to fade away leaving her in the storm of
overloaded sensory pain.

And then it stopped...just like that.

She began to breath again, gasping
desperately, her body still twitching and jerking in memory of the
terrible maelstrom which had gripped her.

“Good sensitivity. Strong reaction but no
apparent affect on her heart.”

She groaned then as her breasts began to
quiver again, the flesh feeling raw as they began to shake, and she
with them.

“Very nice,” St Clair said.

Spasms rippled along her muscles, setting her
limbs flopping and jerking, then fire raced along her skin. She
tried to scream but her lungs seemed to burn and she couldn't
breath. Then a new explosion of pain swept out of her abdomen and
tore up and down her spine.

She felt her hair standing on end as her
mouth opened in a soundless scream.

Then it faded away. Her muscles continued to
spasm intermittently, but slowed their violence and her body became
still but for her heaving chest.

“So what do you think?” Michael asked.

“Oh, my goodness, man, there really isn't any
question,” St Clair said with a smile. “She's well within the
parameters, meets all the criteria and shows no adverse affects to
the electricity. I'll show the tapes to the board, of course, but
I've no question she'll be accepted. In fact...” He paused for a
moment. “In fact, if you like, I'll inject her now. That way her
body will have accepted it and she'll be ready to learn as soon as
she shows up in a week or so.”

“Excellent," Michael said.

“Stephanie. Fetch me the injector," St Clair
ordered.

The girl moved away as St Clair undid the
chains locked to Allison's wrist bands and pulled her into a
sitting position. He eased her off the table but her legs wouldn't
work and she slipped immediately to her knees, still twitching
helplessly, eyes glassy.

Stephanie returned. She handed the man a
meter long metal pipe as Michael moved behind Allison.

Her arms were forced behind her and locked,
then her head yanked back hard by the hair. The girl with the
camera moved in for another close-up as St Clair approached her
with the pipe.

She moaned, rolling her eyes as he forced it
through her lips, then down into her throat. This was thicker than
the cocks which had raped her throat, and much, much harder. She
sobbed in pain as her throat bulged out around it, but St Clair
continued to slide it down.

She felt her chest ache, then felt the
extreme discomfort as the thing slipped down into her stomach.

“Ahh,” he said.

She felt a soft kind of blow there, then the
pipe began withdrawing up her throat before finally pulling free of
her entirely.

“There we are,” he said. “It's in place. I
honestly think we won't need it, to tell you the truth. This girl
is a natural. But it's regulation.”

“Oh I quite understand.”

Allison gasped and coughed. She felt a
strange heaviness inside her, in her stomach, but with all the pain
and shocks her body had been subjected to she hardly cared.

Stephanie and Michael dressed her, then
wheeled her out of the building in a wheelchair. All the way home
she continued to jerk and twitch involuntarily.

Michael saw her to her room, a strong hand on
her arm. Once there he stripped her and laid her naked on the bed.
He produced a jar of salve and carefully rubbed it into her body
where the whips had left marks and the jaws of the clips had left
small burns.

Allison climaxed as his fingers had rubbed
the opening of her sex, but aside from tightening his grip on her
hair he had ignored that.

Then he had pushed her back, spread her arms
and legs and used narrow chains to lock them to the four corners,
stuffed a thick ball gag into her mouth, and placed a padded
blindfold over her eyes.

Then, humming softly, he produced a tape St
Clair had given her and placed it into her stereo, plugged the
headphones into it, and placed them over her ears.

“Enjoy, Miss Allison,” he said, closing and
locking the door.

Allison moaned softly, too exhausted to care
about anything. Within minutes she had drifted off, ignoring the
soft whispers and music coming over the headphones.

The world seemed to fade in and out. High
above, the sun burned, then the moon. She lay on a stone alter in a
vast graveyard. Nude, her body gleamed white in the pale light, her
arms and legs spread wide, heavy manacles chaining them to the
alter.

Soft chanting filled the air as black robed
priests surrounded her, and fire flickered from their torches. She
moaned softly, rolling and straining at her bonds as the air filled
with a malevolent smell.

She heard a soft humming, then a growl as
something seemed to form before the alter. It coalesced into a huge
shape of red flesh and black fur, a leering face with red eyes
gazing coldly down upon her helpless form.

She screamed, but no sound emerged as the
chanting grew.

Horns sprouted from his face as he strode up
to the alter, and his tail flicked from side to side. He had large
mouth with sharp, pointed teeth that glistened wetly, and he
sneered at her, hissing, his forked tongue pushing out a full
foot.

His clawed hands reached out to her ankles
and she felt an icy cold. They squeezed roughly, then moved slowly
up her legs, completely encircling both, turning her warm flesh
cold as they moved upwards along the taut flesh of her thighs.

He leaned over her and her eyes bulged as she
saw his manhood, soft yet, but enormous still, hanging halfway down
towards his knees. He chuckled as he followed her sight, his hands
sliding over her belly, then upwards to her breasts.

A wave of cold filled her, followed by heat.
He climbed atop the alter, kneeling between her legs, his hands
sliding up to her head and clutching it in his hands.

He came closer and closer as she shook in
terror, paralysed and helpless, then his lips crushed hers, his
tongue thrusting into her mouth, whipping around like a live thing,
then plunging down her throat, choking and gagging her.

He pulled back and looked upwards, howling at
the moon, then turned his eyes upon her again, locking her in his
gaze. Her eyes widened, then softened, her eyelids fluttering.

Abruptly the cold faded, replaced by a
quickly growing heat in her loins. She was suddenly dripping wet
between her legs, her pubic lips swelling outwards and opening. She
felt a wave of lust that was almost painful.

Never in her life had she wanted anyone as
badly as she wanted him. Though she was a virgin she threw herself
against her bonds as she tried to clasp him in her arms.

“Please! Please!" she moaned, panting for
breath.

He smiled thinly, moving back, his hands
stroking her body, inflaming her into writhing and bucking
wantonly. His lips slipped over her nipples and the pleasure
drowned her.

His head moved lower, and she cried out,
arching her back as his thick teeth bit into her sex, plunging deep
into the soft flesh. His tongue thrust up into her sheath, stabbing
past her cervix and up into her womb.

The skin of her belly pushed upwards as his
tongue stabbed against it, and she screamed as the pain poured
through her. His tongue was squirming through her abdomen, churning
her organs into a frothing stew.

And yet her mind was filled with feral lust,
almost crazed with it. Ecstasy flowed through her veins even as his
tongue pierced her vitals.

He moved back, baring his teeth as his
gripped his enormous manhood, fully erect now and well over a foot
long. His tongue flickered as he moved to enter her.

* * * * *

Julia entered the room slowly, suspiciously.
She had tormented herself with her unnatural lust since the
incident with Allison two days previous, trying to stay away from
the girl. Yet she had been drawn back like a moth to a flame.

She gasped as she saw the girl laid out
before her, as though prepared and waiting. Her jaw quivered and
she felt her nipples tightening inside her bra, felt her lower
stomach grow heavy and moist.

She locked the door behind her, moving
forward slowly until she reached the edge of the bed. The girl was
chained, but had obviously done it herself. Julia was appalled at
such sluttish behaviour, yet even so found her balled fist sliding
slowly down between her legs and pressing up against herself.

As she stared she saw Allison seem to wriggle
and roll her hips in apparent lust, inviting her to place herself
between her legs. Julia clenched her teeth, cursing the girl,
cursing herself, and calling on the Lord for strength.

She could see the thin lines criss-crossing
Allison's breasts, belly and thighs. She frowned at this, but
remembered her using her belt on the girl and thought, perhaps,
that this was the result. Her mind had been more than a little
foggy at the time and she could not clearly remember.

She saw the gleam of wetness on the writhing
blonde's soft cleft and growled at such obvious sign of
immorality.

And yet she herself was moist and knew it.
She licked her lips, almost turning to the door, yet halted and
moved back. Her hands went to the front of her dress and she slowly
unbuttoned it. Then, as if in a daze, she removed her
undergarments, her movements becoming increasingly desperate.

She climbed onto the bed, looking at the lush
body of the young woman before her, then slid her hands onto her
thighs, slowly easing them up her body to her breasts. She
hesitated once more, then squeezed them inwards from the sides,
moaning in lust and pleasure as her fingers sank into the soft,
full meat.

She watched the twin orbs rising up as she
squeezed them together, staring at the golden rings piercing
Allison's swollen pink nipples. She gripped one, pulling it
upwards, watching the nipple stretch out and strain.

Allison arched her back, as if pushing her
breasts up into Julia's hands and the woman growled even as she
moaned in excitement. Slowly, she lay her body down atop Allison's,
shuddering at the feel of the young woman's soft, warm breasts
against her own.

She spread her arms and legs, pressing them
against Allison's own limbs, then began to slowly rub and grind her
body against the helpless woman below her.

She gasped as she felt her own softly furred
cleft brushing against Allison's own shaved mound, pushing inwards,
groaning at the intensity of pleasure she felt.

She stroked harder and faster, working her
hips in a fast, eager grinding motion that had her clitoris and
Allison's rasping together.

Her hips rolled and her buttocks rose and
fell as she humped and jammed her sex down and forward, gasping and
panting as she raped the girl with her own hot, lustful sex.

Her orgasm rose up around her, blinding in
its strength, and she cried out in shocked pleasure, rubbing her
body furiously, moaning and whimpering as her stiff nipples rolled
over Allison's rings.

She closed her teeth against the nape of the
blonde girl's neck, biting in savagely, growling as she humped
madly and her body screamed in the fury of sexual release.

She lay panting atop the chained girl for a
long moment, then began to weep. The desperate need had been
released, leaving her calmer, and once more in control of herself.
She pulled back at once, so that no part of her touched the body
below, glaring in rage at the woman below, holding her responsible
for her own immoral behaviour.

“Whore!” she screamed, her hand lashing down
and cracking against the side of one softly rounded breast.

She slapped the other breast with her other
hand, then slapped the first, tears spilling down her cheeks as she
her hands whipped down again and again, setting the two round
globes shaking and jiggling as they reddened in pain.

Wild-eyed, she looked around her, and her
eyes fastened on the open and nearly full bottle of cola sitting on
the nearby table. She grasped at it and stared down at the pouting
lips of Allison's sex, then snarled in fury as she stabbed it
downwards.

The neck was narrow, and easily thrust
through the parted folds of the blonde girl's sex, but the bottle
rapidly widened as the liquid bubbled out, and she felt the
pressure rise rapidly. She gripped it with both hands, cursing and
screaming as she forced it down inch by slow inch.

Allison sobbed in pain, for the demon's
manhood was enormous. She felt her sex split wide, felt the taut
lips vibrating like a plucked guitar cord as they strained to
encompass the monstrous girth of his instrument.

Yet he laughed as he forced it upwards, and
she felt her insides melting around it, felt it oozing dark liquids
as it pushed remorselessly up into her quivering, thrashing body.
His clawed fingers dug into her breasts as his monstrous organ
ploughed through the soft folds of her sex and drove high into her
heaving belly.

The pain was intense, but the pleasure
swirled around her and caught her up, ecstasy burning like fire
through her veins as she shook and strained and sobbed in terror
and pain and love for the demon atop her.

Her skin froze, then burned as the creature
rutted into her, his greasy, steaming organ tearing up her insides
with the force of its harsh, cruel strokes. It poured its black
juice into her, where it bubbled and spat.

She bit down on his tongue as he pushed it
into her mouth, and he snarled at her, tearing at her hair,
slapping at her face and breasts. Yet still it's mammoth tool lay
deep within her, impaling her on its brutal crown.

Julia hissed angrily at the girl as she
watched her continue to writhe in obvious pleasure. The bottle of
cola lay nearly buried in her sex, her pubic lips stretched wide
around it, yet even this the girl took for pleasure.

There simply seemed no end to the perverted
debauchery her twisted mind would embrace!

Glaring hatefully, Julia stormed into the
bathroom, and there took up a pail, placing it beneath the faucet
in the bath. He filled it with icy water, grunting with the weight
as she carried it back into the bedroom.

She hefted it awkwardly, then poured it over
the writhing, moaning girl, soaking her and, she thought
spitefully, cooling down her lust, much as one did to a pair of
rutting dogs.

Yet though she shuddered, Allison did not
appear to be affected. Enraged, Julia slapped at her face and
pulled at her hair, then snatched up the pale and returned to the
bathroom. She filled it once again, this time with hot water.

It was not boiling, of course, for the
castle's water heater would not heat water to that level, but it
was painfully hot when she plunged her finger into it, and she
snarled in satisfaction a she brought it back, then flung it over
the moaning blonde.

As with the cold water there seemed a sudden
halt to her movements, followed by a suppressed scream as her body
stiffened and shook, but then once again she began to slowly roll
her hips in a lewd, inviting fashion, and Julia had to turn away to
keep her own loins from responding.

She looked around for something else to stop
the girl, then paused, a hot rush of liquid sliding through her
groin as she heard the long, low, muffled moan of pleasure that
could only mean one thing.

She turned, licking her lips, watching the
girl's wildly thrashing body. At once she moaned and flung herself
atop the girl, biting, suckling, chewing, licking, grinding her
pelvis against a soft thigh, then sliding up her body until she
straddled her chest.

She felt the soft flesh of Allison's right
breast push up against her crotch and began to grind desperately,
whimpering and gasping as her own fires began to once again consume
her.

She arched her back, sobbing as the pleasure
came again, the intensity setting her to grunting in uncontrollable
heat as she jammed her drooling sex down into the soft, puffy
breast.
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“Obey your master.”

Allison moaned softly.

“Love your master.”

She blinked her eyes but saw nothing.

“You must please your master.”

She tried to sit but could not move.

“Your only reason for living is giving
pleasure to your master.”

She could hardly hear the words over the
slow, soothing music that filled her ears. She could hear nothing
else, nor could she see. She felt her stomach rumbling a little,
felt the aches and pains which had become familiar to her over the
past days, felt a thirst in her throat that was growing more and
more desperate.

Her mouth was full of... something...
soft.

She remembered the leather ball gag Master
had... Michael had pushed into her mouth, and supposed that was it.
She had no idea how long she had lain as she was. Every muscle in
her body ached, but her mind felt somewhat refreshed.

“Your master is God. Worship him. Please
him.”

She moaned softly, her jaw aching from being
stretched so wide by the ball within, her legs and arms cramping
from being held straight. Her skin felt raw, is if the surface
layer had been ground off, and after a few minutes she realized the
bed she was laying on was wet.

“You must have him inside you. Only then are
you at peace. You crave his wondrous organ. It brings you endless
pleasure.”

She shook her head slowly, trying to clear
her fuzzy brain. She wished Master would come and release her, come
and...and touch her, run his hands over her body and thrust
himself...into her.

“Pain brings freedom. Pain brings pleasure.
Pain is hot and cleansing like fire.”

“Pain,” she whispered, or tried to.

She moaned softly and lay still as time
passed. A voice mumbled in the back of her head but she ignored
it.

Then something touched her, and she could
see. She blinked her eyes against the light, staring up at
Master...at Mas....at Michael.

He reached beside her head, and pulled the
headphones free, stilling the soft music and words.

“What in God's name have you been up to, you
stupid cow? The bed is soaked. I can't believe you sweat that
badly.”

He glared at her, and Allison felt miserable
at having disappointed him. She didn't know how she had, or even
why she should care, but she wished so much to make him happy.

He sat on the edge of the bed, looking sulky,
and produced a jar of some noxious jelly, which he proceeded to
spread over her body. She moaned and pushed herself up at his
touch, but his hands were perfunctory in their movements and did
not linger.

He unfastened the bands about her wrists and
ankles from the chains holding her down, then roughly rolled her
onto her belly. She groaned in relief as her limbs moved, trying to
bend her legs.

“Stop that, you slut,” he ordered, slapping
her behind.

She stopped, of course, and felt him rubbing
more of the stuff over her back and buttocks. It felt slightly
chill, and eased some of the ache in her muscles and flesh.

He refastened her wrists and ankles to the
corners, though with her upside down, then rather casually
sodomized her, his organ plunging deep, giving her cramps, but
making her whine in heat and excitement. She tried to thrust back
against him, moaning in frustration that she could not.

Then he left her there, placing the
headphones over her once again.

“Love thy master. Lust for him. Crave him and
his manly flesh. Please him and all men. You are vile. You are a
slave. Only through pleasing men may you redeem yourself.”

She pulled fitfully at the bonds and waited,
her lips cracked and dry, her mouth a desert, her throat parched.
Hours passed as her desperation for something to quench her raging
thirst grew greater.

He returned, and she watched from the corner
of her eye as he approached the bed. He undid her bands from the
chains once more, then gripped her hair, yanking her roughly up.
She promptly fell over again, but his strong arms drew her off the
bed and onto the floor next to it.

Then, with her hair wrapped around his wrist,
he led her across the room on all fours and into the bathroom. He
had her climb into the bath and kneel there on all fours as he
turned on the hand shower and wetted her down.

Her skin stung as soap was massaged into
every inch of her and shampoo lathered her hair. Yet her tongue
whipped desperately against the leather ball inside her mouth.
Water poured over her face yet none leaked past the ball gag and
into her mouth and she never even considered reaching up and trying
to unstrap the ball gag.

Master's fingers massaged her soapy cleft,
and she helplessly ground herself back against him, climaxing in
seconds.

He slapped her behind, then began to shave
her mound, removing the slight bit of hair which had returned from
her own shaving. His fingers plunged deep inside her as she cleaned
up her body, then water poured over her - and into her, rinsing her
off.

He squeezed the water out of her hair, then
hand her crawl from the tub and sit back on her heels. He towelled
her off roughly, then clamped her wrist bands together behind her
back before getting a hair dryer and brushing out her long golden
hair.

With that done he undid her wrists and had
her kneel on all fours again, leading her out of the bathroom.
Inside the bedroom he produced a leash for the golden collar around
her neck and a strange little rubber ball with a long main of
golden hair attached.

The ball he pushed into her rectum, and,
looking back, Allison saw the mane falling down between her thighs
like a horse's tail...or perhaps a dog's.

The leash was clipped to her collar and he
picked up a narrow wooden switch and proceeded to walk her around
the room. He switched her behind whenever she was too slow or too
fast, whenever she did not "heel" as he ordered.

He instructed her in tricks to do, common dog
tricks such as sitting up and begging, rolling over, playing dead,
and fetching - though because of the ball gag in her mouth she must
fetch the bone he threw by holding it under her chin as she crawled
back.

She knew without him speaking that she was
not to stand, and made no effort to. But she kept looking back at
the bathroom and the lovely water inside with longing eyes.

“Are you thirsty, slut?”

She looked up at him desperately at the
words, whimpering.

“Wag your tail if you are.”

She wagged her tail furiously, whimpering as
loud as she could through the gag.

“Do you think you deserve water, slut?”

She blinked her eyes, not knowing what answer
would please him.

“Lay on your back, slut, draw your knees back
and spread them.”

She obeyed at once.

“Now slip your fingers into your little cleft
and peel it wide open so that I might switch it. If you can hold
your position and not move then I shall allow you to drink.”

She moaned desperately at the thought of
water, quickly prying her tight pussy lips open.

“Wider, slut. Wider. Wider!”

She gasped in pain, but held herself as wide
as she could, moaning as he raised the switch, then screaming into
the gag as it slashed down into her opening.

She rocked weakly, but held herself in
position, thinking of water as the switch cut down again, then
again, then again, each time striking the center of her with dead
accuracy, setting her body on fire with pain.

Her body jerked and shuddered with each blow,
and her head filled with nausea and pain as she bit down
desperately on the thick leather gag inside her mouth. Tears filled
her eyes as the pain dug into her loins, each blow a howling storm
that clawed at her mind and body.

“All right, slut. I'll let you drink now, a
little bit anyway.”

She moaned, but held her position until he
beckoned her forward.

She crawled up to him, butting his ankles
with her head as he ran his fingers through her hair.

He reached behind her and unfastened the
strap that held the ball gag in place, then gripped her jaw and
slowly tugged the gag free.

She gasped and tried to lick her lips, but
her tongue was too dry. The man she kept thinking of as master got
up and went into the bathroom, returning with a glass of clear cold
water. She moaned and stared at it.

“Beg,” he ordered.

She rose on her knees, holding her arms in
front of her, hands down, tongue out.

He smirked and patted her head, then dipped
two fingers into the glass and held them out to her. She eagerly
slipped her lips around them, sucking desperately.

He pulled them free, dipped them into the
water and again held them out to her. Again she took them into her
mouth, eagerly sucking them dry.

He did this several more times, then poured
some into the palm of his hand, letting her lick it out. He
repeated this several times, then walked her around the room again.
The desperate edge had been taken off her thirst, but her eyes
seldom left the glass of water as she obediently crawled around
next to him.

He poured some liquid on the toes of his
shoes then, and she eagerly licked them dry. He poured a little bit
onto the floor and she licked that dry as well.

“Now speak.”

She looked at him in confusion, then barked
like a dog.

He snickered and shook his head. “Well, that
isn't what I had in mind but it's an interesting response.”

He had her sit on her heels as he brought
over a tape recorder and a piece of paper. “I want you to read
these lines,” he said. “And say them with feeling.”

She read the lines and he smacked the side of
her head.

“Aloud, idiot.”

“I'm sorry, master,” she said, cringing.

“Just do as you're told, slut.”

“Yes, master.”

She nervously stared at the tape recorder,
then the paper.

“I am a filthy whore,” she said. “I am a low,
craven slut. I exist only to please my master. I love my master. I
love my master's cock. I must never disobey my master. My master is
my life. My body belongs to my master...”

The words excited her, made her feel sensual
and seductive. She squeezed her thighs together as she continued to
speak.

“I love having my master's cock inside me. I
grovel at his feet. I am unworthy of his attention...”

On and on she went, speaking calmly, but
"with feeling" until he was finally satisfied. He took the tape to
her stereo, and recorded it onto another, then fiddled with the
two, overdubbing them, adding music and stringing out her words so
they would last the entire tape.

He walked her out of her room and down the
stairs, then. The closer she came to the door the odder she felt,
as if...something wasn't quite right about this. In the back of her
mind was the realization that someone might see her as she was, and
that she ought to avoid that for some reason.

She hesitated at the door, but he jerked on
her leash and she crawled out into the corridor, grateful he went
no farther than the tapestry and the passage there. He held out a
torch as she crawled awkwardly through the passage ahead of him,
down a steep stair, then down more passages. Her knees ached and
she was panting for breath before they got to the dungeon.

There he removed the gold rings and bands
from her body, rubbed more of the salve over her, then produced
short lengths of thick, rough hemp rope.

He smiled gently as he turned her and bound
her wrists behind her back. The hemp made them itch terribly and
she moaned as he criss-crossed her wrists tightly.

He drew a belt around her waist with the
rope, then knotted it in front, pulled it down her abdomen and
between her legs, then snapped it up hard against her pussy,
forcing it into her cleft as he drew it up between her buttocks and
tied it in back.

The itch was far worse, and the rope felt
like sandpaper against her soft, sensitive skin.

“Please,” she whined.

His hand smacked roughly into her face,
throwing her to the floor, and she whimpered in pain and misery
that she had angered him.

He knelt and bound her ankles tightly
together, then rolled her onto her back and gripped her hair,
lifting her behind upwards until she was on her knees, forehead
pressed against the cold stone.

He pulled a portion of rope down below her
and tied loops in it, then tightened it around her dangling
breasts, pulling the loops tight and knotting the rope, then
winding it around them several times to squeeze them into two hard
balls of flesh.

He wound the rope around her face, pulling it
in hard against her mouth and between her lips, then around her
eyes as well before tying it off.

Then he seized her hair, winding it around
his wrist, and dragged her across the basement. Her eyes bulged,
lashes fluttering against the rough rope as she sobbed in pain. He
dragged her twenty or thirty feet, then dropped her roughly. Her
head hit the stone floor and she saw stars.

She felt her feet lifted, then lifted higher,
until only her head and shoulders touched the floor. Then they were
in the air as well, and she hung upside down, swinging slowly in
place.

A pair of headphones were tied around her
head, and she heard a soft voice behind a background of music. It
was her own voice.

“I am a filthy whore,” it said. “I am a low,
craven slut. I exist only to please my master. I love my master. I
love my master's cock. I must never disobey my master. My master is
my life. My body belongs to my master...”

He laughed and sent her swinging and twisting
wildly, then she was alone with her words, the soft music, the
itchy discomfort between her legs and everywhere else the rope was,
and a head that ached and pounded harder and harder with every
minute she hung upside down.

She knew what he was doing, knew that he was
using her own words to try and brainwash her. Yet though the
thought was a little scary it was also tremendously arousing. For
the thought that she could become a mindless sex toy crawling at
his feet made her pussy burn with delight.

She moaned, though, as her sweating flesh
clung to the rough rope pulled taut against it. Her pink pussy
flesh was especially sore, for it had been abused often by Michael
and his assorted friends.

* * * * *

Julia bit her tongue when she saw the room
was empty. She looked around angrily, then checked the bathroom. It
too was empty. She knew the filthy little slut hadn't gone out for
Jeffrey at the front gate would have seen it. So where was she?

She checked the occupied sections of the old
castle but saw no sign of the girl, and wondered if she could be
hiding. She remembered then how fascinated the girl had been with
the dungeon, and how her father had had to forbid her to go down
there.

Given the way the little tramp had been
reacting of late, the way she was pretending to tie herself up and
revelling in the punishment Julia gave her, it would not have
surprised the woman at all if she'd gone down there - perhaps to do
something new and disgusting in the way of self-abuse.

Her mind shied away from the fact that her
own behaviour of late had been far from what most employers would
consider acceptable, and instead searched out and found the
entrance to the basements.

She walked down two flights of stairs, then
picked up a torch and entered the unlighted stairwell which led to
the dungeons. She walked down slowly and carefully, so the girl
would not hear her and be able to flee or stop whatever nastiness
she was engaged in.

It had been some time since she had been down
in the dungeons herself, and what she found there was no what she
expected - in more ways than one.

It was not dark, for one thing. The light
from flickering torches danced upon the walls as her shoes hit the
stone floor and she looked around. The devices she recalled only
vaguely were there, and she shuddered slightly at the sight of
them, her stomach quivering.

And there, almost in the middle of the
dungeon, was that filthy girl, as she had suspected up to some new
perversion. She had somehow contrived to hang herself from the
ceiling by her ankles.

Julia approached slowly, but then with less
reluctance when she saw the thick loop of rope which covered
Allison's eyes. She noted the girl's rounded breasts hanging upside
down, just as firm as they were when rightside up, and the way her
golden hair almost brushed the floor as she squirmed slowly.

It was shameless of her to so flaunt her
breasts, Julia thought, instantly pushing aside any thought that
her views were the result of jealousy. She moved closer, looking at
how tightly the rope was dug into the young teenager's groin and
pursing her lips angrily.

She stood still, staring at the girl for long
minutes, fighting the feeling of arousal which was inexorably
creeping over her, trying to fill herself with righteous anger for
Allison and her filthy sexual games.

Allison's breasts glistened in the light, the
sweat trickling down them. They were ballooned out by the tight
ropes encircling them, and Julia fought off the desire to touch
them.

She looked around the room, eyeing the
instruments of torture, then overhead a the roof, where a variety
of chains and hooks hung from pulleys, or ran through heavy metal
eyes and down to other pulleys set against the wall.

In fact, Allison was hanging from one suck
hook, the rope binding her ankles slung over it. And, as her eyes
travelled over the roof she saw a second hook not far away from the
first, not far at all, really, only a few feet in fact.

She followed its path up to the ceiling,
through an eye there then down to the wall where a pulley and crank
were

A sudden thrill ran through her, and she
walked slowly towards the wall, examined the pulley briefly, then
began to turn the crank. The hook began to descend.

She kept turning the crank until the hook was
almost to the floor, then hurried over and picked it up. She stared
at Allison, her hand quivering, her breathing growing more ragged,
then she leaned forward and pressed the hook against the center of
the ropes which circled the girl's breasts in a figure eight
pattern.

She jammed the hook in between the rope and
Allison's breast bone, then hurried back to the pulley and began to
turn the crank. The chain lost its slack, then became taut. The
hook began to pull Allison's torso forward - by the breasts - then
as it continued to rise her upper body was lifted up as well, until
it was horizontal with the floor.

Her head hung down, her long, golden hair
jerking feebly as she screamed into the thick rope pressed in
between her lips. Her breasts rapidly darkened as Julia watched,
fascinated, squeezing her mound as the girl sobbed and screamed
repeatedly.

She started to leave, then hesitated. She
moved to the next pulley and began to turn the crank there.
Allison's ankles began to lower, her body slowly unbending.

When she was almost vertical Julia slipped
the hook out from the rope around Allison's ankles, then stepped
back.

Now the blonde teenager was hanging entirely
by her proud breasts. Julia smiled cruelly, teeth gleaming as she
listened to the blonde girl howl and watched her tremble.

“Maybe you won't be so quick to touch
yourself in future, young lady,” she sniffed, turning and hurrying
away before the trollop could tempt her further.
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Allison was dressed in loose white pants and
a loose silk blouse. She wore nothing beneath, yet even these
clothes made certain portions of her anatomy sting with prolonged
contact.

A red stripe circled her waist. Another ran
from it down between her legs and up between her buttocks. Similar
stripes circled her wrists and ankles. As for her breasts - the
soreness caused by the rough rope binding them had been compounded
a hundredfold when all her weight had been dropped on them.

She shuddered a the memory of the pain, the
agony and terror as she had desperately tried to keep still,
certain her precious mammaries would be torn free at her next
motion, feeling them burn and throb like they were being boiled in
oil, sobbing into the rough rope which covered her eyes as she
despairingly waited for Michael to lower her again.

But something strange had happened in the
midst of that long, terrible wait. She had felt angry at Michael
for doing that to her. It wasn't so much the terrible pain as her
horrible fear of mutilation that had leant her such anger.

This was, after all a game, or at least, it
had been, or maybe it had started that way.

It was hard to think clearly about it.

She knew that her desires to be used and
degraded, to be creature of sex, the object of hunger, had caused
her to go along with Michael, to let him do as he wanted with her
body. Sometimes that had caused her terrible pain, yet the pain had
led to pleasure, and she had found a certain freedom in that.

Even now she found the thought of crawling
naked before him... or another man, and being used - desperately
exciting.

Even the thought of being hung by her wrists
and whipped, of having her back or yes even her breasts flogged
made her juices flow and her belly swirl and churn.

Yet this was something she enjoyed sexually.
She had never had any desire to be kept as someone's prisoner, as
their toy to do with as they wanted all day and all night.

She had had servants her entire life. She
knew the difference between a servant and a master, and she had no
desire to become a permanent servant, even if it was as a kind of
sexual slave.

There were boundaries, she thought.
Michael... was trying to erase those boundaries, trying to make her
a mindless toy, a creature for his use and at his orders. His
attempt to brainwash her was exciting in a way, but showed she
could not really trust him.

In fact, trust was the whole problem. No
matter what Michael had done to her she had always been sure that
ultimately he would do nothing to harm her - that being distinctly
different from “hurting” her. She was no longer quite so sure of
that, despite his denials. He had accused Julia, of all people, of
having switched her weight from her ankles to her breasts. And that
was so absurd it had angered her. He was treating her like an
idiot!

Not that he had spent much effort in the
explanation. He had simply smiled as he'd said it, shrugging away
her tearful complaint as if she had no right to even make such a
complaint, as if she didn't deserve an explanation for anything he
chose to do.

The past few days had taut Allison a few
things about herself. She loved sex, loved it with a desperate
passion. She specifically loved the thought of being used and
degraded, even of being tortured.

But only to a point.

She wanted to be herself outside the bedroom,
or the dungeon, as it were, and she wanted to decide ultimately
what was done in them too. She was entirely unsure about how this
could be arranged, and also unsure of how to deal with Michael.

This school of his, for one thing, was not a
place she was certain she wanted to attend. Oh, her parents and
Julia had been putting growing pressure on her to attend some form
of post secondary school, and certainly this one offered the
promise of some quite exciting times. But she did not choose to be
brainwashed by them any more than she was by Michael.

She sat softly in the plush seat of the Rolls
as Jeffrey drove along the highway, debating what to do.

She had been so sore after her treatment, and
her breasts so swollen and red, that Michael had not touched her
the rest of that day or the following day. Her breasts looked more
normal now, even if they were still sore, and much of the marks
from the flogs St Clair and Stephanie had used on her had faded as
well.

She was determined to teach Michael a lesson,
however, thus she had taken the car into London today without even
notifying him. No doubt he would be frustrated at not having her
nearby to abuse but that was something he would have to get used
to.

“I'll get off here,” she called. Jeffrey
looked in the mirror. “Here? You sure, Miss Allison?”

“Quite,” she said with certainty.

He nodded and pulled over to the curb. The
Rolls caused a few eyebrows to raise and a number of people paused
to watch him hurry around and open the door for her.

“Something you want here, Miss Allison?” he
asked dubiously, eyeing the cheap shops.

“I just want to walk about, Jeffrey. You can
go. I'll call you when I want to return. Go have a pint or
something.”

“Mr. Price would skin me alive if I left you
alone in this neighbourhood, Miss Allison,” he protested.

“Mr. Price is a servant,” she said in a way
that left no room for argument. “I shall decide where I go and who
does or does not accompany me. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Allison,” he said, touching his
cap and going around to the front of the car.

Allison felt a little thrill go through her.
She rather liked standing up to people and giving orders. Maybe she
should try hanging Michael up by his wrists and seeing how he liked
it.

She wandered down the street, feeling free,
casually window shopping. She received a number of appreciative
second glances, noted them, and smiled inwardly. Yes indeed, she
was beautiful, she thought, and sexy.

She had no fear of the rough men who leered
at her. What were they going to do to her, after all, that Michael
hadn't done far worse? Would they hang her by her hair? Would they
whip her? Would they use her body for their pleasure?

She giggled at that thought.

Then ahead she spotted a shop across the
street, and her eyes lit up. It was one of those sex shop places
she'd heard so much about. Perhaps it was even one of the places
Michael went to buy his little sex toys.

Surely no decent woman would be seen dead in
such a place.

She crossed the street and walked over to it,
then opened the door and went inside.

There were several aisles, each with shelves
piled high with merchandise. There were only a couple of customers
in the store, and after one look at her they quickly turned away,
as if caught in something shameful.

She smiled at the man behind the counter,
then wandered down an aisle, gazing appreciatively at a large
collection of dildos, some of them quite thick and enormous. The
thought of impaling herself on the largest of them made her sex
begin to tingle with enthusiasm.

She passed on down the aisle, examining jells
and lotions, pills and oils and creams. Then she went on to the
next, filled with leather, much of it studded or covered with
chains. Several pieces looked deliciously sluttish. And the boots!
Thigh high, they were, with stiletto heels so tall she'd
practically need a ladder to climb into them!

She thought of herself wearing those, perhaps
with the leather G-string, and maybe the long black gloves and the
studded leather bra and squeezed her thighs together.

She walked on and her eyes lit up as she came
upon a vast assortment of bondage devices, including handcuffs,
some steel, some chrome, some trimmed in pink fur, collars and
chains, thumb screws and nipple clamps.

She ran her fingers along a selection of
whips, crops, flogs, canes and switches, picking up one of the
long, flexible switches and bending it slightly, then putting it
back.

“Somethin' I can help you with, love?”

She looked up at the store clerk, who was
smiling in a quite greasy fashion at her, eyes flicking from the
nipple clamps to her, then down to her shirt, where her nipples,
still swollen, thrust out prominently against her thin silk
shirt.

“I was just looking at these,” she said,
uncertain exactly how to respond.

“Ah, have you ever...used those before?” he
asked. “Maybe you oughter, you know, try em' on like.”

He leered and Allison frowned back, feeling
two different emotions. One was excitement. He obviously was
lusting after her. Oh how he wanted her! She could see it in his
eyes! He would love to get his hands on her body, to plunge his
male organ deep inside her!

He was so crude, though, and dirty looking,
and really he was being quite impertinent and rude.

And yet... perhaps she would let him use her
a little. For after all, it was her decision. This man really
wasn't any threat.

She felt her pulse quicken. She had not yet
decided exactly what to do, but would see how far he wished to go
with her...right here in the shop.

“I've got nipple rings,” she said
experimentally.

Oh yes how that made him squirm. She looked
down and saw his groin twitch.

“Well now...well now, these aren't the same
at all,” he said. “You'd like to, well have to take off any rings
before you tried these on... for size like.”

There was only one other customer in the shop
then, a middle aged man in the next aisle, and she could see him
peeking at them from around a large box containing a sex doll.

Heart starting to pound, she raised her
fingers and began to unbutton the front of her blouse. The clerk's
eyes bulged as her shirt opened, revealing her pale flesh, and her
two high, firm breasts. Both still bore the faint traces of the
flog, and the rings dangled from her fat nipples.

She felt her insides turning to jelly a the
look of awe and excitement on the man's face and, fingers shaking
just a little, pulled the shirt wider, then reached up to one
nipple, slowly undoing the ring and sliding it out.

She placed it in her pocket, then undid the
other ring, feeling her body begin to throb with need as the man
stared down at her chest with hunger and lust.

“W-Why not try...these?” he suggested,

He pulled down a lovely looking gold chain.
It was about a foot long and had a narrow round loop at either
end.

“How does it work?” she asked, thought she
suspected she knew.

“Ah, er, may I?”

Licking his lips nervously he reached into
her open shirt and cupped her left breast. She gasped slightly,
more in pain than surprise, for her orb was still quite sensitive.
Yet he held it softly as his fingers pinched in against the sides
of her areola, making her already swollen nipple push out even
longer and thicker.

He slipped one of the loops around it, then
tugged on the chain and the loop closed. He tugged it again,
harder, and she gasped as it pinched her nipple.

“Too uh tight?”

“M-More,” she whispered.

His crotch began to bulge and he tugged
sharply on the chain. Her nipple throbbed and stung and she groaned
aloud, arching her back.

“Jaysus,” he breathed.

“The other one,” she whispered.

He looked around him, then cupped her other
breast, not so gently now, pinching at the base of her nipple as he
raised the other end of the chain and slipped the loop round her
throbbing pink nipple. He tugged it slowly tight, then tugged it
again, then again, each time causing the young blonde to gasp and
arch her back, her eyelids fluttering and soft lips parting in an O
of surprise and pleasure.

He let go and the chain dangled between her
nipples, a noticeable weight, though light.

“Ah er, how does that feel?”

“Lovely,” she sighed.

He looked around again. “Ah, perhaps I should
close the shop for a few minutes.”

“N-No,” she gulped, shaking her head lightly.
“But I-I do wish to examine a few other a-articles.”

“Sure.”

Her nipples ached fiercely, but her stomach
was heavy with hunger and her body pulsing with lust. She made no
effort to close the front of her blouse as she moved over to
examine the restraints.

“These look...interesting,” she said, picking
up a pair of handcuffs.

She slipped one over her wrist, then pushed
so it snicked tight. She pulled her arms behind her back and
slipped her other wrist into it and again it snicked tight. She
pulled at it gently, then harder, but was unable to break free.

“V-Very strong those,” the shop clerk
said.

“Oh, and these,” she said, voice somewhat
ragged now as she moved to the switches and crops. “This one looks
quite...handsome.”

“Er, this one?”

“Yes, would you?”

He pulled down one of the crops for her and
she pretended to examine it. It looked like it would sting but not
cause any lasting damage or marks. Allison had begun to dislike the
bruises, welts and other marks on her soft white flesh.

“Could I uh...try it out?”

“How?” he blurted.

She looked around, seeing there were now two
men in the store with them, one a long haired youngish fellow, the
other the same middle aged man she'd spotted earlier. Both were
pretending to examine merchandise while keeping their eyes and ears
fully on her and the clerk.

“Would you?” she asked.

“I uh...well I uh...”

“I know it's asking a lot,” she gulped.

“N-N-No I can...that is I uh...surely if you
want...”

He looked around nervously, scowled at the
two customers, who jerked their heads away momentarily, then raised
the crop.

“W-Wait!”

“What?”

“I well...it wouldn't be...this is...it has
to be on my bare skin, of course.”

His eyes widened and he gulped in a deep
breath of air.

“Please?” she asked, her eyes soft and
pleading.

“C-Certainly.”

He reached down to her waist and undid her
trousers, then unzipped them. They dropped slowly down her legs to
pool about her ankles. She tugged her shirt up in back, baring
herself entirely and he groaned in lustful delight.

She was facing a low counter, and a number of
goods hung from hooks just above it. She raised herself up on her
toes, then managed to drop the chain across one of the hooks. She
lowered herself and pulled one foot free of her pants, then spread
her legs apart, gasping as the chain tugged painfully at her
nipples.

The clerk stared at her in stunned excitement
now, then raised the crop and with barely a moment's hesitation,
brought it down on her rounded buttocks.

She gasped, then groaned, jerking slightly
with the bite of it.

“A-Again,” she breathed “B-but harder.”

“Jaysus.”

Again he raised it, then brought it down
harder, the crop whistling through the air before landing with a
crack! against her buttocks.

She cried out softly, closing her eyes and
shuddering. The shop clerk stared at her, then brought the crop
down again, then again, then again, pausing each time to watch her,
his crotch bulging as he swung harder, as the crop snapped into the
beautiful blonde's perfect rear.

Allison moaned, grinding her hips slowly,
then more quickly, tugging her nipples against the chain, feeling
her juices oozing out between her bare pussy lips.

“The hell with this!” the clerk cried.

He flung down the crop and fumbled at his
pants as he moved directly behind her. Allison moaned, spreading
her legs a little more, raising her behind as his hands jerked out
his erection and pressed it against her.

“Rape me,” she whispered. “Rape my... my
arse! Sodomize me!”

“Christ!”

She whimpered as she felt his soft warm flesh
against her wrinkled anal opening, closing her eyes as she
rhythmically pulled against the chain, moaning as his cock forced
its way through her sphincter and up into her rectum.

The other two men weren't even bothering to
pretend to do anything but stare now, and had come around the
counter, their own pants bulging as they stared.

The shop clerk's cock was a thick hard lump
inside her moving higher and deeper. She moaned and pushed back
against it as his hands came around her and cupped her breasts from
beneath, squeezing and kneading them so they ached fearfully.

“Bloody little slut,” he gasped.

“Oh God! Yes! Ungh! Ohhh!” she gasped,
feeling his thick organ thrusting desperately up into her body.

“I'll give it to you, baby,” he growled,
fingers digging deep into her soft, aching breasts as he drove his
cock into her with short, sharp little thrusts that raised her onto
her toes once again.

“UNggh!” she cried as his cock gave a hard
thrust and filled her belly.

She felt cramps ripple through her as she
shuddered in pain, yet her belly burned with pleasure, and she
hovered on the edge of an abyss as he ground his hips into her
buttocks, twisting his cock around inside her.

“Oh lord!” he gasped, his right hand sliding
down her body and in between her legs.

The pain as he clutched her between the legs
was intense yet she cried out in pleasure as she climaxed, head
jerking and thrashing from side to side, rectum spasming and
clutching at his manhood as he bit into the nape of her neck and
growled in excitement.

He pulled his cock back, fighting the pull of
her rectum, then lurched forward again, sending himself high into
her belly. He pulled back again, then thrust up hard, his right
hand tightly squeezing and mashing up into her soft, pulpy mound
while his left crushed her breast.

Her nipples tugged harder and harder at the
chain as his hips began to jam into her faster, jerking her to and
fro. He ripped his cock free, pulling her back. She gasped as the
chain jerked both her nipples up hard, then the pressure eased as
he thrust into her again, ramming his cock up high as his hips
drove her forward.

Again and again and again she jerked back,
nipples straining, then jerked forward, faster and faster as he
sphincter began to give up the fight and allowed him to stroke more
quickly. His thick prong hissed back and forth through the tight
entrance of her body, plunging deep then withdrawing, only to
plunge deep once more.

Her spirit soared ever higher as she swept
through her orgasm, then barely faltered as she began to climb
towards another.

His hips were slapping hard into her buttocks
now as his hands raced over her body. He chewed and sucked like an
animal at her throat, gasping and grunting in effort as he "raped"
her anus. Then he cursed as Allison felt him pouring his seed up
into her. He slammed into her harder still, then faltered and
slowed, groaning as he pumped the last of his juice into her and
slipped slowly out.

Allison groaned, her legs trembling as he
moved back, but she was not alone for long as the younger of the
two watchers rushed forward, his pants already open.

She cried out as he plunged into her, his
cock thinner but longer, stabbing up into her guts, sending more
cramps through her as his hands eagerly sought her breasts. He
stroked furiously, gasping and panting loudly into her ear, all but
drooling onto her shoulder as he rutted like a wild animal.

Her head jerked violently up and down as her
body shook to his feverish pumping, her eyes rolling, mind
spinning. Another climax rolled through her and she melted back
against him, a limp, boneless victim to his ardent fury.

Another load of man juice poured up into her
belly as he cursed her and dug his fingers into her aching
breasts.

Then the second man came forward, more
tentative. He ran his hands over her buttocks, then up her back
beneath her shirt. She pushed herself back against him and a few
moments later felt his cock driving up into her anus.

He was more patient, and more expert in his
use. His body moved from side to side as he changed the angles of
his thrusts, his hands moving over her body as he pumped carefully.
He stroked his fingers along her cleft and made her cry out with
another come before emptying himself into her rear.

The shop clerk was ready again, having gotten
hard as he watched the two customers rape her tail. He thrust into
her once more, riding her for long minutes as the other two looked
on. Another customer arrived, bug-eyed at the sight awaiting
him.

The first customer used her rectum again,
then the new one moved forward and took his place, groaning in
bliss as he thrust himself up her aching rectum.

She climaxed again and again, a rippling
string of orgasms going off inside her like firecrackers, her mind
flying and spinning with bliss until the second customer used her a
final time and she took the seventh load of semen into her hungry,
spasming hole.

Finally the clerk slipped the gold chain over
the hook, easing her back and down to the floor, where she lay
gasping for breath for long minutes.
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She carried several large bags of articles
into her room that afternoon, feeling a joy in her own wanton
exploits and hardly able to wait to see what she looked like in
some of the items she'd purchased.

Not everything had come from the sex shop,
though she had purchased a number of interesting looking leather
outfits there. She had also picked up a few exquisite little
dresses, light and tight and quite revealing, as well as a few
halter tops and tiny bathing suits.

She stripped quickly, as always, pausing to
eye herself in the mirror, smiling smugly as she ran her hands over
her body. Then she started pulling open boxes and bags.

The first thing she put on were the boots.
She adored the sight of herself in them, standing and staring in
delight at her imagine in the mirror with the glistening leather
reaching almost to her crotch, her feet arched deeply.

Her buttocks looked even lovelier than usual
in the tall heels and she contemplated going outside somewhere in
them, perhaps with pants over them.

The door opened and Michael stood there,
eyeing her with interest.

“Does everyone have a key to my door?” she
demanded, scowling.

“Just about.”

“Well I shall have to remedy that. I'll have
the lock changed in the morning.”

“Why?”

“So I can have some privacy,” she said.

“You don't deserve any privacy.”

She looked at him doubtfully.

“In fact, what you deserve, and what you're
going to get, is punished for leaving the estate without my
permission.”

She felt a little flutter of heat at the word
"punished", and swallowed nervously.

“I'll decide when I'm punished from now on,
Michael,” she said.

“You mean master,” he growled.

“I...Ma...Michael,” she said.

“Master, you slut!”

She drew in a deep, shuddering breath.

“Obey your master,” he ordered.

She felt the instant tug at her mental reins
and fought the urge to kneel before him as her loins turned
liquid.

“N-No. You're only my master when I wish it
and I-I don't wish it just now.”

He blinked in surprise. “I see you've had too
much time to think,” he observed. “That's always a problem for
women, especially so for young ones, and dreadfully so for sluttish
young trollops like you.”

“I don't wish you to speak to me like that
unless we...W- What's that?”

He held a small box in his hand, looking like
nothing more than the remote control for a television set.

“Do you remember your visit to Dorchester
College? Do you remember the pipe pushed down your throat and into
your belly? It left a small object there.”

“W-What?”

“It's a device used for training willful
young sluts. It can't be absorbed or digested. In fact, it can only
be gotten out through surgery, or with the same device which
inserted it.”

“I don't know what you're talking about,” she
said worriedly.

Then her stomach exploded and she was flung
backwards violently, screaming in agony as her insides were torn
apart.

“That was just a taste of what disobedient
young women are given,” he said as she stared at him in horrified
shock.

“Here's another taste.”

Again he pushed down on the button and pain
tore though her mind. She was flung to the floor, clutching her
stomach as she screamed, rolling and jerking on the floor, her
insides feeling like a cat was inside clawing away at her
flesh.

She gnashed her teeth, eyes rolling, head
jerking as she thrashed wildly, heels drumming on the floor as
convulsions ripped through her body.

He eased up on the button. “That isn't even
the highest setting,” he said. “If I'd pushed the highest setting
you'd be unconscious, and I don't want you unconscious. Now come
here.”

She whimpered helplessly, still clutching her
stomach, her muscles spasming and twitching.

“Onto your belly, slut! And crawl to me!”

“P-Please,” she gasped.

“Perhaps you'd like another taste.”

“N-No!”

She rolled onto her stomach, sobbing weakly,
then crawled slowly across the floor to him.

“Clean my shoes, dog.”

She sobbed weakly, her tongue pushing out as
she lapped at his leather shoes.

“I think you'll have to go off to college
rather earlier than expected,” he said. “You're obviously in need
of intensive discipline.”

“M-My father...”

“Will be delighted you decided to go off to
college, especially after I show him the impressive brochures for
Dorchester. In three months or so you'll phone and tell him you're
having such a good time you don't wish to return for the holiday
break - not that he's likely to notice. Oh no, my dear. I imagine
it will be a good six months to a year before either of your dear,
dear parents make any real effort to see you in person. And by
then...well...”

He smiled and pressed his finger down on the
button again. Allison's guts tore apart and she screamed as she
clutched at her belly, legs spasming helplessly.

“Now let's see what you've wasted your
father's money on.”

He let up on the button and examined the
merchandise she'd purchased. “Well now, some of this looks quite
interesting.”

The ball gag had a very thick, wide strap
attached. In fact, the strap was entirely flat on the outside, with
the thick leather ball attached only to the inside. He bent and
jammed it into her mouth, then buckled the heavy strap around her
face.

“That will shut you up,” he said.

“Ah, now this is interesting.

He pulled a long arm sleeve from its box,
then pulled her wrists together, holding them with one hand as he
jammed them into the sleeve. He tugged it up her arms, pulling
higher and higher, forcing them closer together as she cried out in
pain.

The sleeve rose past her elbows, jamming her
elbows tightly together. He hummed to himself as he buckled the
strap at the top of the sleeve around her arms, then the two
others, one below her elbows, the next over her wrists.

The sleeve had a T-shaped strap at it's end.
He nodded when he saw it, but left it undone for the time, looking
through her recent purchases again.

He pulled out the two enormous dildos she'd
purchased with a smug smile. “Rather large. Don't tell me I'm not
satisfying you, Miss Allison.”

He jammed his knee down hard against the
small of her back and stabbed one of the enormously thick dildos
against her anus.

“Spread your legs, dog,” he ordered.

She sobbed as she obeyed, and he twisted and
rolled the thing, forcing it deeper and deeper, the flesh around
her anus going tight as her opening bulged to the thickness of
it.

She cried out in pain as cramps ripped
through her insides, but he ignored her, forcing it even deeper. He
grunted with effort, his palm going against the base, shoving hard.
She screamed in agony as it thrust into her viciously, feeling like
it was climbing into her very bowels.

He laughed and slapped her behind, then
gripped her hips as he sat on his heels, dragging her up over his
lap as he pressed the second giant dildo against her vaginal
opening. Again he would brook no resistance, forcing it ever deeper
despite her squirming and sobs, hammering on the base until it was
flush with her taut pubic lips.

Only then did he take the leather strap which
extended down from her arm sleeve, drawing it between her thighs
and up against her mons, then up her belly, wrapping it around her
waist then and buckling it tightly in place.

He gripped her hair, dragging her up to her
knees, then to her feet, smiling at her as tears trickled from her
eyes.

A thick leather collar went around her throat
then, jamming into her jaw, forcing her head up. A leather halter
of sorts went not over, but under her breasts. It curved up around
the outside of them, then in around the top before criss-crossing
the top of her chest and fastening behind her head. Her breasts
were pushed up and tightly together in a most inviting fashion.

Leather restraints were locked to her ankles
around the boots, then a small chain locked between them,
preventing her from moving in anything but mincing steps.

And finally he picked up the golden chain,
smiling as he slipped the loops around her nipples, then closed
them tight.

“Now you're in your element, Miss Allison,”
he said. “You're going to make an excellent little slave girl.”

He pulled back on her hair, smirking down at
her. “And when you're all trained, so trained you'll adore me like
a dog does its master and won't even imagine disobeying my
slightest whim, then you and I shall be married.”

Her eyes widened.

“Don't worry. It'll just be for show. You'll
stay in the dungeon, of course, until your poor parents die in some
terrible accident or other. Then, well, by then I'll probably be
bored with you. After you sign over all your inherited assets I
shall find some African or Arab in the market for blonde girl flesh
and ship you off. By then you'll no doubt be delighted at living
out the remainder of your days in a harem.”

He slipped a blindfold over her eyes, then,
holding the chain, he pulled her along with him towards the door,
then out into the stairwell. He hefted her over his shoulder like a
bag of potatoes, carrying her down the stairs, then let her walk
the remainder of the way through silent passages, leading her by
the nipple chain.

They came out just south of one of the
service entrances where Michael had parked his private vehicle.
Michael opened the boot and unceremoniously shoved her into it,
then slammed it shut. A short time later she was being led through
the darkened corridors of Dorchester College by a grim faced matron
who pulled sadistically at her nipple chain at every
opportunity.

She was stripped, ruthlessly scrubbed by
rough brushes which the matron employed especially vigorously to
the most sensitive portions of her anatomy, and then flung into a
dark stone cell for the remainder of the night.

Her fear and alarm prevented her from
enjoying what, she admitted to herself, she might otherwise have
considered quite an exciting experience. As such she was still wide
awake when another matron came to fetch her out in the morning.

Rather than meekly submitting to donning the
heavy chains and manacles the matron carried she made the mistake
of fighting the woman, and, due to surprise, her size and youth,
managed to race past her and out into the corridors, where her long
legs led a number of the staff on a merry chase before she was
brought down and dragged down to the punishment room.

St Clair himself walked into the room just as
they were hauling her aloft by the wrists, frowning unhappily at
her as she moaned and kicked her legs feebly.

“Quite disappointing,” he said to one of the
matrons there.

“She seemed ideally suited for a quick,
uneventful period of training.”

“Perhaps she was just frightened her first
night here,” the matron suggested.

“Perhaps, though her owner did suggest she
had developed a recent resentment due to an overenthusiastic
punishment. Well, we shall see how much effort is required to
return her to her old tractable self.”

“Let me go!” Allison cried.

“Go? And where would you go? You're a
dull-witted, indolent girl headed for an aimless life. This
institution can, at least, teach you some skills which will make
use of your er, natural gifts.”

He looked her up and down dourly. “One of
those gifts is those delightfully long legs of yours. But you must
realize they were given you so that the male of the species could
appreciate their lines, not so you could employ them to the
aggravation of the staff.”

He went to a nearby shelf and drew down a
leather belt which came attached to a chain. The chain split in two
a foot down and each separate chain held a leather restraint. He
and the matron quickly slipped the belt around her waist, then
lifted her feet up and back, snapping the leather restraints around
her ankles.

He then went to another shelf, one which held
an enormous collection of flogs, whips, crops, canes and switches,
and after a moment's pause lifted down a narrow riding crop before
returning to her.

“I think this will serve a duel purpose,
young woman. Not only will it introduce you to the demanding
discipline we at Dorchester expect but will also, I expect, slow
you down for some time to come.”

He ran the tip of the crop along the sole of
one of her feet, watching her toes flinch instinctively.

“One of the most sensitive portions of the
human anatomy,” he commented.

With that he drew the crop back and slapped
it down against the ball of one foot.

Allison's eyes flew wide and she screamed in
pain, her body twisting and thrashing as her foot jerked violently.
The pain was shocking, and her entire foot seemed to be screaming
with it.

“Don't even have to employ a great deal of
vigour, you see,” St Clair observed, slashing the crop down against
the sole, this time harder.

The pain redoubled itself within her and
Allison howled, the cords in her throat standing out as she shook
and twisted on the end of the chain.

She begged him to stop and promised instant
and total obedience, but St Clair was not to be deterred. Again and
again the crop hissed down, the blows landing with more and more
strength, first against one foot, then against the other, striking
the balls, heels and soles of her feet, then even the wriggling
toes.

Her tears and screams went unheard, her
pleadings and begging ignored as St Clair continued to lash her
burning feet. Only when both were numb from the repeated blows did
he halt, allow the matron to rub salve on them, and put the crop
away.

“I do hope you have learned a lesson, young
woman,” he said to the sobbing girl. “We simply do not tolerate
disobedience at this institution. What you received this morning
was quite gentle and forgiving as this is your first day. We shall
not be nearly so tolerant in the future.”

She was lowered to the floor, but as she
could not stand the matron attached a leash to her collar and had
her crawl back to her cell. There she would spend the day without
food or water in order to "contemplate" her sins and learn.

The first few hours were spent in teary eyed
misery, of course. But then Allison did indeed begin to contemplate
her sins. And contrary to what St Clair had stated, and apparently
believed, Allison was far from dull-witted.

The first sin, she decided, was allowing
Michael to get out of hand, to allow him to think that because she
embraced her masochistic and submissive sexual sides she would
accept his domination in other parts of her life.

In fact, it was quite obvious now that
Michael considered that she ought not to have any other parts of
her life, that her sexuality defined her and all she would ever
be.

Not having drawn any line previously she now
found herself without the power to set any controls of any kind.
She was a complete prisoner and seemed unlikely to be able to free
herself any time soon.

What then was she to do? She was under no
illusions either about Dorchester or about herself. She was
obviously not the first unwilling student they had "trained", and
were no doubt well- equipped to break any resistance she might
offer.

Yet St Clair's words came back to her. He had
thought her already so obedient to Michael that she would require
only a short stay. Her best efforts then, she thought, should be to
reassure him of her submissiveness and tractability. What she
needed to do was to embrace their training, to treat it as the game
she had all of Michael's other punishments.

This had the benefit of likely leading to
less punishment and a quicker graduation, for want of a better
term. In addition, she was certain she would be subjected to more
attempts, probably more sophisticated ones, like Michael's
brainwashing. Convincing herself she was merely gaming, merely
playing at slave, would protect her to some extent from that.

So when the matron next came for her she was
a docile, eager to please girl. She crawled along beside her,
bearing her insults and crude and demeaning words stoically. She
ate her foot from a small plate set on the floor without complaint,
licking it because she was not permitted to use her hands.

She crawled to the matron's room and
performed cunnilingus on her, then on another matron who arrived to
take part in the enjoyment of the newest member of the college, and
later knelt obediently as a succession of the college's male
employees used her anally, orally, and vaginally.

She was, she learned, early. The new "class"
did not begin for a week. Most of that week was spent on her hands
and knees, for her feet remained too sore to walk upon. Furthermore
the staff decided that crawling would put her in her place.

Allison found it a little bizarre after a
while, but quickly and surprisingly fell into a routine. She
scrubbed floors and toilets, performed a variety of sexual acts
upon the male and female members of the staff, and repeated back
whatever insulting and degrading words about herself the staff
desired.

She also learned to speak of herself in the
third person, something the people who owned girls like her thought
an endearing trait.

The new class began. This consisted of
herself and five other young women. Three of the others were
willing and delighted students, seeming in a state of constant
arousal by their lewd and carnally inclined situation. Two others
seemed to be there rather against their will, one particularly
so.

That one was a short, but voluptuous Italian
girl who looked aghast at the implements of lewd sexuality they
group were constantly exposed to.

In their very first class the students found
narrow leatherish tubes thrusting up out of their seats. They were
required to sit upon the seats and slide their pussies down the
length of the hard leather tubes.

Once all of them were firmly seated the
instructor pressed a button and the leather began to swell and
expand within them, air pumping it up into the leather tubes until
all six girls were groaning with the pressure inside their super
tight pussies.

Climbing off was effectively impossible, so
there was no question of any girl leaving before the "class" was
over.

The classes themselves were a varied lot.
Some were concerned with homemaking, with supervising the help,
making sure the estate was kept in good order and being a good
hostess for guests. Others were sexual in nature, instructing them
on the art of the perfect bow job, in how to roll and grind their
hips while squeezing their pussy muscles around their master's
cock, in how to perform nude massage and please every portion of
their masters' anatomy.

The Italian girl in particular was appalled
by all of this, but the staff were not at all dismayed. Whenever
she hesitated the electric shocks would ripple through her body and
she would scream and scream.

Her defiance quickly disappeared.

The staff took particular interest in
punishing the reluctant girls, which made Allison glad she had
decided against rebellion herself. She knew that there were certain
kinds of pain she did not at all like, and the foremost of those
was that terrible burning in her stomach.

Not long after she had decided to go along
with things her outrage began to fade and she began to enjoy
herself immensely. She regarded everything as a grand play,
revelling in her abuse and degradation. Sometimes she even broke
the rules, just a little, just to get punished. And she was sly
enough to do so in a way that made it obvious to the staff that she
was indeed doing it for that purpose. This seemed to please them
and they gave her the kind of punishments she revelled in.

Her favourite was the table. This consisted
of a metal table which she was forced to bend over. There were two
rounded depressions in the table where her breasts went. Each was
lined with rubber suckers and had a rotating metal pad at the very
center. The sides of the depressions closed in around her breasts
as thick padded belts went over her hips and back to in her down
firmly.

Her arms were pulled out to either side and
strapped down, and her ankles likewise spread wide and strapped
into place. Then a thick metal tube which was mounted just beneath
the table was pulled up and around and jammed deep into her sex.
The tube filled her to the brim, and almost instantly began to buzz
like an extra powerful vibrator.

The rubber suckers began to squeeze
rhythmically against her breasts while the metal pads rotated and
gave off little shocks. Then the metal tube would begin to pump
inside her.

Orgasms came quickly, and even though the
metal pads and the metal tube began to buzz with more and more
electricity, began to make her sting and ache, after a short time
the orgasms were almost continuous, her body pouring sweat as her
energy drained away.

It was a little surprising to her that they
even considered it a punishment, and only after hearing the Italian
girl, Theresa speak of the thing with horror did she realize how
different she had become from "normal" girls.

If a "normal" girl had been so bound she
would have felt frightened, and the hard, deep thrust of the thick
metal cylinder into her pussy would have been horrifying and
humiliating, to say nothing of painful for a girl who's insides
weren't invariably craving something to squeeze.

As for the electrical shocks which grew in
intensity, few girls would have found their pleasure actually
enhanced by them. But Allison had learned to treat them as a new
source of delight, at least if they were given her at the right
time, when her body was flooded with sexual heat and her mind
swimming in the delicious fantasy of her own degradation and
abuse.

And when she and Theresa were placed together
at the front of one of the "classrooms" and ordered to put on a
lesbian performance, such as their new masters might eventually
require Theresa shrank from the very idea and was strung up by her
hair and whipped severely.

Allison found the idea of performing sex acts
in public to be somewhat embarrassing too, but far less so than
most. After all, since her performance in front of Stephanie and
Forrest she had been taken many times by more than one person,
often with others watching.

Still, doing it with a half dozen people took
some getting used to. It both excited and embarrassed her, even if
they all were as naked as she.

Every evening they were hooked up to the one
machine she dreaded. It was a more sophisticated version of the
headphones Michael had put on her. Each girl was strapped down on a
bench and blindfolded, then headphones were placed over her ears
and much the same kind of thing as Michael recorded was played for
her.

The difference was that she was also hooked
up to electrical wires which were timed with the tape to give
either a soothing buzz of low voltage power...very much like a
vibrator in a way, or a hot jolt of power that made her scream.

When the tape spoke soothingly of pleasing
her master, of loving her master, of obeying and worshiping her
master the low power made her pussy and nipples throb, but then the
voice would turn harsh and speak of escape, of disobeying, of
rebelling, and the pain would come, pain in her blindness and
helplessness that she could seldom convert to pleasure.

There were regular tests for the girls. Most
often these required a fast response or led to pain. Some were
physical. If she were given an order to kneel, for example, she
must do it instantly, with a happy, perky “Yes, master!”, and an
eager smile on her face.

Others were verbal.

“Who are you?,” a matron would demand.

“My name is, Allison, Mistress!”

“What are you?”

“Allison is a slave girl, mistress!”

“Why?”

“Allison is a silly little slut, mistress,
and isn't good for anything else!”

“Who do you love?”

“Allison loves her master and mistress,
mistress!”

“”What do you want, slave?”

“To please you, mistress. Allison loves to
please people!”

Everything must be perky, said in the third
person, with a happy smile on her face, as though she were
delighted at her position in life and wouldn't change it if she
could.

She passed their constant tests quite easily,
for she was, after all, quite a natural, and did not have to fake
her arousal. Nor did she have undue pride fighting her ability to
pretend to a perkiness she didn't necessarily feel.

The staff, finding it hard to find fault with
a student who climaxed while having her breasts flogged, and who
always seemed happy, if not delighted with her lot, were quite
convinced that she was the perfect slave girl.

She was returned to Jeffrey, who seemed quite
pleased with her first night's efforts on his behalf. She crawled
and fawned and meekly submitted to his every whim.

Nor, when he peeped in on her room later, did
she alter her behaviour when Julia arrived and began her own
desperate violations of the blonde girl's tender body.

In fact, Julia's treatment did not even come
as a large surprise to Allison. For despite her certainty she could
get through the "college" unchanged their training had left its
mark on her. Even though she was aware of why, she still found it
very hard to think of disobeying, found it almost instinctive to
smile at everyone and agree to anything they said at once.

Julia was surprised to be called mistress,
but she evidently didn't mind it much. She held the girl's hair in
her tight fists as Allison licked expertly at her clitoris and
brought her to repeated orgasms, then stumbled from the room.

Several days later she was only just
beginning to recall herself, to remember that she was, in fact,
intending to do something about Michael and his plans.

Michael took her to London, to show her off
at a discrete little gathering of like-minded individuals. The
penthouse of an excessively wealthy man was the site of the
gathering, and she arrived in leather and chains, hardly an inch of
her to be seen.

She was wearing the very thigh-high boots she
herself had purchased, along with the T-shaped belt jammed up into
her sex (holding two massive dildos inside her). She also wore a
heavy leather halter which had narrow holes through which her
breasts were squeezed and thrust through.

Her arms were covered by the leather sleeve
which forced them together behind her back. Two thick, heavy straps
were wound around the outside of it at elbow and wrist just to make
extra sure she couldn't move her arms at all.

She wore a heavy studded leather collar, and
a complete leather hood was pulled over her face and her entire
head to buckle and lock under her chin and around her neck. The
hood had two small holes for her nose and a zipper over her
mouth

A foot long chain attached to leather
restraints around her ankles making it even more difficult to walk
than it would have already been with the high, stiletto heels.
Michael held a small leash which was attached to a chain between
her nipple rings, and led her along behind him as he entered the
gathering.

For a time she was led around and shown off,
blind to who was there or what they looked like. After a little
while the zipper on her hood was opened and a thick ball gag was
pulled out of her mouth. She was then permitted to fellate a number
of men while standing straight and bending at the waist.

Other men were permitted to cane and switch
her bared buttocks as she worked, and, of course, anyone who wished
to could grope her breasts or tug at the nipples there.

The belt was removed eventually, and the two
dildos pulled free of her body so that a succession of men could
mount and roughly use her fore and aft.

The hood, however, was not removed, for
unbeknownst to her many of the wealthy men present were well-known
to her father, and knew her by sight if not by sound. She had,
after all, been ever present in the background at the parties and
other gatherings her parents had thrown over the years.

It was unlikely any of the men would have
been outraged at such treatment being given to her. Quite the
contrary, many of them would have been even more stimulated at the
idea of being able to use and abuse the lush young daughter of
David Maxwell.

However, Michael could not risk word getting
back to Maxwell, even in a sly aside which he would probably not
believe. Once he had succeeded in finding someone to carry out his
plan to eliminate Maxwell then he could openly display his young
"wife" of course, to all Maxwell's old colleagues.

Nevertheless, even with his young slave's
identity a secret he found a smug pleasure in parading her about
for all the landed gentry, showing off her sleek figure, fine,
proud breasts and sluttish devotion to him.

Before the gathering Allison was strapped
back against a T- shaped framework, her head tied well back to
thrust her breasts out even more firmly. Impaled on a thick wooden
penis which was driven deep into her rectum, her ankles bound
tightly together,

Her breasts were released from the tight
confinement of the harness but still thrust up and out proudly and
firmly. Her back was arched painfully, her ribs standing out
beneath her pale flesh.

Michael used a variety of implements on her
breasts. He started out with a light switch, lashing it across them
as the crowd gathered around and watched with delight, observing
the criss-crossing red lines appear across the bound girl's breasts
and taut chest.

A short wooden paddle came next, turning them
a dull red as he slapped repeatedly. After that a cat-o-nine tails
laid long lines across both breasts and chest. Following that a
riding crop was employed, and then a cane.

All the men gathered there relished her
screams, for it was patently obvious that exquisite pleasure was
mixed in with the agony she was no doubt feeling.

As a final visually appealing presentation
Michael drove two very thin needles of the type used in acupuncture
straight into the center of each swollen pink nipple. The needles
were each a good six inches long and stuck out in a most appealing
fashion as he attached two thin alligator clips to the ends and
proceeded to sent powerful jolts of electricity into her.

The shaking and thrashing of her body, as
well as the warbling shrieks of pain drove many a man there to
empty himself into his pants as he watched in wide-eyed
delight.

Michael then proceeded to the next act of his
little show.

Her long legs were unbound, then lifted up
and straight back, so that they parallel her torso, the ankles
locked to the frame to either side of her head. The thick wooden
penis was more obvious to the watchers now, and many crotches
bulged as they watched the girl so lewdly displayed.

Then much the same means of torture employed
on her mons, save for the paddle, until her entire groin was a mass
of throbbing red pain. The men watched in fascination as her groin
bucked and jerked violently under the repeated blows of crops,
switches, whips and cane.

Instead of a needle Michael held a large
thick tubular object, and he thrust it into her sheath, nearly
burying it before sending more electricity into the hapless
girl.

Then, after a suitable period to recover as
best she could, she was again paraded about the room, this time on
all fours. Weights hung from her nipple and clitoris and a blonde
haired tail - attached to a butt plug, protruded from her anus.

It was an invigorating experience for
Michael. He was decidedly proud of himself as they returned home
and considering the merits of perhaps acquiring a second, or even a
third young slave once he regained his rightful place in society's
eye.

Little did he realize, however, that his time
as master was rapidly drawing to a close. For as the days passed
Allison's thinking process began to clear, and she employed the
phone number Theresa - the Italian girl - had helped her
memorize.

Shortly thereafter, when Michael had just
about worked out the details which would make his would-be bride an
orphan he was quite startled to find her in his office, accompanied
by three hefty gentlemen as she leafed through the accounts
books.

“What in the devil are you doing here?” he
demanded in astonished fury.

“Hello, Michael,” she replied absently.

Hello Michael. Not master. And there was
nothing meek about her behaviour. He looked at the three large men,
who looked back blandly.

“I've been going over the accounts, Michael.
You know they taught us about how to do that at Dorchester - so
that we might manage our er, our husband's household. It seems to
me that you've been embezzling quite a deal of money for the past
several years.

Michael was speechless. It was as if a poodle
had made accusations against him.

She looked up from the accounts, a quizzical
expression on her lovely face.

“W-Who are these... gentlemen?” he
gulped.

“They're not police, if that's what you're
worried about. In fact, one of my er, classmates at Dorchester was
the daughter of a certain... well, highly placed person in the
underworld in London. A rival leader had taken a fancy to her, you
see, and decided having her turned into his little toy would make a
sweet revenge.

“He's dead now, of course,” one of the men
said expressionlessly.

“Yes. Quite. In any case, he was quite
grateful for my information. After he finished dealing with the
staff at Dorchester he loaned me these three gentlemen who were
seeking a quiet place to, er, get away from things for a
while.”

One of the men, a hulking Asian man, smiled.
It was a frightening sight.

“You see, Michael, while I rather enjoy our
little dungeon games most of the time, well, there are limits. And
while the idea of spending my time as a glassy eyed robotic sex toy
does have a certain stimulating appeal to me, at least in theory, I
don't believe I really want to carry it out in reality - at least
not with you.”

“I er... that is to say...”

“Now I could simply fire you and have you
arrested. I rather doubt you'd really wish to have your submissive
side brought forward... forcefully by the likes of mister Jones
there in one of Her Majesty's Gaols.”

The black man smiled. His teeth were
sharpened like a cannibal.

Michael swallowed anxiously.

“But since, as you've shown, you've no
difficulty performing with an audience, I thought you and I could
continue our little... games, whilst one or the other of them stood
by to keep you honest.”

“You're joking.”

“Hardly. You are rather good at it, after
all. If you weren't so devoid of a personality I might even like
the idea of being your little sex slave. But as it is, well, I
don't trust you and I don't like you. I just want you for...
recreational purposes.”

She placed her chin on her hands and
smiled.

* * * * *

Allison's body swayed beneath the chains and
she groaned in pain, eyes closed, mouth slack. Michael grunted as
he swung again and the lash hissed forward and cracked down across
her back. She cried out in pain, her insides afire, grinding her
soft thighs together as the torches threw their flickering light
against her naked body.

In the corner stood Mr. Jones, eyes gleaming
in the darkness, licking his lips appreciatively and waiting for
his turn to join in the game. At first he and the others had just
watched, but it did not take long before Allison incorporated them
into the "game".

“Slut!” Michael snarled, not acting in the
slightest.

Again the whip lashed her body, and the blast
of heat flailed her as she arched erotically, eyes fluttering as
she stared at her image in the large mirrors which surrounded her.
Sweat glistened on her tanned body as the muscles rippled beneath
her skin.

Again the whip lashed across her back and a
firestorm burned through her flesh as her head jerked back, her
long, tangled hair caressing her aching back.

Again and again, and again the whip
descended, until Jones, who had been counting the blows, came
forward, crotch bulging. Without a word he shoved Michael aside,
moving in front of the bound blonde, gripping her hair and jerking
her head upwards as his lips crushed hers.

He crushed her breast in his powerful grip
and she whimpered in pain and pleasure as his tongue thrust into
her mouth and duelled her own. Then he tore his trousers open and
pulled his gleaming ebony shaft into the dim light. She spread her
legs as he pushed it against her, then gripped her reddened
buttocks and lifted her legs up and apart as he rammed himself into
her.

Paradise enfolded her, her eyes rolling back
in her head as the pleasure poured through her. Her body jerked
violently under the savage rutting of the giant black man, her head
rolling slackly as she grunted in mindless ecstasy.

Michael watched resentfully, squeezing the
whip handle and wishing he could be left to his own devices,
certain that he could eventually break the blonde and make her into
the perfect slave. One day, he thought to himself. Somehow I'll do
it one day.

And in a dark corner, just by the stairs,
Julia crouched, eyes bright, fingers plunging into her sex as she
watched the blonde girl's ravishment. Though the thought of taking
a filthy male organ into her body was disgusting and repulsive she
found it exquisitely arousing to watch the barbaric black man
raping Allison as she deserved. She panted as she jammed her
fingers against her clitoris, then shuddered and came.
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