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Chapter One

Danny let her head tilt back asthe water poured down on her from two directions. She
loved thisshower . Sheabsolutely loved it! In fact, sheloved theentirebathroom. She' d never had
ahomewhich didn’t haveadinky little bathr oom not much bigger thanthetub. Now with awhole
house to hersdf she'd had the bathroom wall torn out and expanded it to take up the whole
bedroom which had been next door.

The shower stall wasin the corner of the open concept room. A pair of six feet high tiled
wallsnearly enclosed theafivefoot square spacein thecorner, not quite meeting, leavingawide
spacefor an entrance, though therewasno door, leaving the shower open totherest of theroom.

Thesink wasan antique, and chest high. No mor e bending over to wash her faceoff. And
therewereapair of high, lead crystal lightsframingthemirror rather than theusual dull, modern
light pand. Thetub wassix feet squareand four feet deep, with plant covered stepsleading up to
it.

But as she stood under the dual shower heads spraying water down on her shefelt oddly
likean exhibitionigt. It wasn’t something shecould explain. Thedoor wasclosed, after all, and she
wasalonein thehouseanyway. But ther oom wasso lar ge, and shewasn’t used to taking showers
out in the open - sort of. All her previous showers had been in a tiny, enclosed tub with the
curtains drawn tight around.

Now shecould fed thecool room air on her backsideasshelet thewater rain down on her
head and chest and shoulder s, and turned dowly in place, sghingin pleasureasthegushing water
poured over her naked flesh.

Sheran her handsdowly up and down her taut belly, up over the curving surfaces of her
breasts, so very firm as she arched her back. The droplets of water bouncing off the surface of
her breasts was a warm caress, and those striking her nipples stung enough to cause them to
swell and stiffen.

Shelet her hair fall back. Her waist length black hair wasnow a singlewet massand did
past her buttocks. Shefelt a sense of sexual pleasur e- though not quite heat, enjoying thetactile
sense of water streaming acr oss the soft surface of her pale skin, trickling down along her hair
between her buttocks, over her breasts and down between her legs.

No, shewasn’t an exhibitionist, exactly, no morethan most women. Which wasto say she
enjoyed being - attractive, even if she didn’t admit it to hersalf in so many words, enjoyed the
looks, the silent hum of appreciation she got from men. She enjoyed it and intended to keep it,
however irritating it wasto go through the dull routine of the exer cises she'd just completed.

Twenty seven wasn’t old, but it wasn’t seventeen either. Shehad avery dim waist, very
flat ssomach, and high, firm breags. All of them would goto pot very quickly if she sat around on



her trim backside, let dust gather on the exer cycleand rowing machine, and didn’t get her regular
jogging in.

She had her own home now, after so long saving and scrimping and planning. And soon
she'd have her own business. Danny was mor e than alittle proud of her self, even if most of the
money had come from her long deceased parents will.

Perhaps because she was an orphan, had been an orphan for so long, she lacked
confidencein her self. She had been so at the mer cy of whichever group of foster parentsshehad
been temporarily parked with, at themer cy of facelessofficialsand child careworkers, bouncing
from placeto place, that shelonged for absolute security, likeaweary bird aching for aplaceshe
could relax and settlein.

Now she would have it; her own little nest, once she finally had everything done up
properly, especially the downgtairswhich - .

Thedoor bell rang.

“Oh shit!”

The car penter was coming, but hewasn’t due until later.

The door bell rang again, very ingstently. She turned off the water and ran to the wall,
snatching up atowe and rubbing it furioudy through her hair.

Thedoor bell rang again.

Carpenterscogt afortune, but thisone had come highly recommended, and sincehheonly
did it part-time hispriceswerewell below most. But he also had littletimeto waste, and alot of
people after hisservices. If hetook off - .

For yearsshe had planned for this, planned what she would do, how she would set up the
perfect home for hersdf. She had examined legal documents, researched various kinds of
businessesand locations, talked to scor es of people, and now shewasfinally out of her cramped
little apartment.

She'd bought an old brick turn-of-the-century homewhich had been convertedtoarocoming
house. It wasn't in the best area of town, but it wasno dum, and her resear ch showed the area
was s owly becoming gentrified, with homesbeing renovated and better classpeoplemovinginto
the surrounding ar ea.

Therooming house was on a commer cial street, and she'd knocked out theinner wallsof
thefirst floor to establish a used bookstor e- which would appeal tothepoor whowereinthat area
now, and the yuppies she saw moving in soon. The store would have wooden floor s that shone,
wooden shelves that went up to the ten foot high ceiling, antique lamps and a cosy, homy
environment.

One of the few pleasures she'd had in her life, one of the few escapes from reality, was
reading, and she'd come to love books. She would surround hersalf with beautiful old books.
People would cometo her in search of treasuresfrom the past, brilliant, witty pearls of wisdom
from the ages.

She spent years scouring garage and estate sales, stuffing her apartment from top to
bottom with boxes of old booksto the point that visitorsthought her loopy, but now she would
have the perfect shop to display them, a shop people would delight in.

Upstairswould be a perfect apartment. It wouldn't behuge, but it would be cosy, with the
gleaming wooden floors and greenery, big bay windows, lace curtains, and a nicelittlefireplace



shecould sit beforein thewinter and on cool, rainy nightsin the summer. She'd dreamed of it all
through the long years bouncing from foster hometo foster home.

She snatched up her robe as she flung open the door, and yanked it around her sdf,
plunging her handsthrough the short deeves as she dashed down the stairs. At the bottom, she
pulled it firmly around hersdf and yanked thebelt tight, then pulled open thesidedoor, afraid of
an impatient man who would give up and leave.

She snapped on thelight over the porch and blinked her eyesin surprise as she stared
through thewindow at thelar ge, handsome, blue-eyed man looking back at her. Shefelt asudden
rush of blood through her veinsasshe opened thedoor, and afrustrated wish that she could have
been dressed in something else with her hair not matted and tangled.

"Uhm, hi," shesaid.

"Hi," hesaid with acheerygrin.” You'reDanidlle?"

"Ah, yes. Comein."

She moved to unlock the door.

"Why don't you go through thefront and unlock thedoor there?" hesuggested. " I'vegot
aload of wood for you."

"Really? But...well, | mean we haven't settled on a priceor..."

" A coupleof beerswould benice. | haveto buy a couple of guyssomedrinksfor helping
me. We can settle on other chargeslater.”

“But -.”

Shewanted totdl him towait, that shewasonly in her robeand - but she couldn’t. Hewas
already gone, trotting around the corner of the house as she cursed, feeling very - harried and
rushed. She quickly closed the door and rushed through the shop to the big door, desperately
trying to comb her fingersthrough her hair and bring it to some semblance of order.

As she flung the door back she saw him already therewith another man, each holding up
one end of a load of wood. He backed into the shop dowly, the muscles in his powerful arms
outlined clearly ashemoved easily to theback of the shop then dowly lower ed the stacked wood.

"Hi," the second man said, eyesflicking over her.

Shejerked her eyesaround tofind Paul, theguy at the storewho had recommended Brian.

" Oh, fancy seeing you again,” she said with a smile.

" Oh well. | wasn't doing anything tonight anyway."

His eyes flicked over her again, and she stepped back as Brian came forward again,
dapped him on the shoulder. Hiseyesflickered over her too, and Danny became abruptly aware
that she was wearing nothing but her short, light summer robe, arobemadeof thin cotton which
fel only a few inches below her bottom.

Worse, water wastrickling lightly down her neck from her ill very damp hair, and the
light cotton wasnow plaster ed tightly against her body. It wasfar from see-through, but thedamp
had moulded it to her like a second skin, especially over her full, firm breasts.

Her facecolour ed, but ther ewasno face-saving way to back off, not without embarrassng
hersdf further. Brian was handing her an invoicewith thelist of wood, and insisted shelook at it
and listen as he explained exactly what he'd bought and why and how much it cogt. Paul and
another man weremovingin and out behind him, car rying long lengthsof wood and dr opping them
in thefront room.



And shewasterribly awarethat only thethinnest, dampest cotton robe was between her
damp, naked body and him, with just a thin cloth belt holding it closed

For that matter, the other two had roving, interested eyes each time they moved past
them, carrying the wood.

Danielle was no virginal teenager. Men had seen her naked before, but - there was
something sorecklessand wild about wearing practically nothingin front of threelar ge, power ful
men, all of them completestrangers. Shewanted to back off, torun upstairsand get dressed. But
shewasflustered, feeling a bizarre sense of sexual heat at how exposed she was.

And Brian, who was so goddam handsome and had a ddlicious, deep, rumbling voice and
soft blue eyeswas so attentive. Each time shekind of hinted at leaving he had something elseto
say, at once point sweeping a big hand behind her back and guiding her around to inspect the
wood hisfriendsweredtill bringing in. And that warm arm around her sent a pulsing wave of heat
into her groin.

And then he guided her away into a Sde room, where they wouldn’t be in the other men’s
way

Brian Morgan waswell over six feet tall, with abroad chest and thickly muscled armsand
legs. Hehad short blonde hair parted on theleft and afacethat was chiselled and weathered. And
Danidle suddenly realized it had been along time sincea man like him had hisarm around her.

“Listen, can | useyour phone?’ heasked.

“Of course.”

But the phonefor thedownstairswas ill in abox, so she had toinvite him upstairs. She
was blushing, as she did so. At the bottom of the stairshe'd donethe “ after you” wave with his
arm, and she, unthinking, had started up, realized too latethat he’d bevery closeto the bottom of
her very short robe, and then been forced to hurriedly continue.

Her face wasflushed when she got to the second floor and tugged self conscioudly on the
bottom of the robe.

“The phon€ sover there” shesaid. “1 uhm, I'll go put something on.”

“What’swrong with what you’ve got on?’ he asked with an appreciative grin.

She flushed a little more. He was very close. The lights were low, and she had on
practically nothing. Her breathing was getting a little ragged, too as she let out a little rueful
chuckle. “1 uhm, wouldn’t want to give you the wrong impression,” she said.

But he moved even closer, so that she backed instinctively into the wall.

“Theimpresson | have of you is a bright, gorgeous, sexy woman,” hesaid, matter-of-
factly.

“Although,” he said with awide, lazy grin. “You don’t do a very good job of drying your
hair.”

He dipped his fingers through some of the loose hair dangling down past her ear and
eased it forward, then gaveit atiny twist. A few drops of water fell off - right ontothetop of her
chest, wherethey dribbled sowly down into her cleavage.

Danny felt suddenly breathless, asthough she werefrozen in time. And then Brian’slips
wereon hers, soft and exploring, at first. Shefet a wildfirethrill raceup her spine. Her heart was
pounding furioudly as hislips pushed more firmly against hers and she felt histongue dipping
along her lower lip.



Hisfacedrew back and helooked at her. Hisbig hands cupped her small, round face, his
thumbs stroking lightly along her full lips, and he leaned in again, hislips pressing more firmly
againgt her own, her green eyeswidening.

She started to protest, almost instinctively, her handsresting against his power ful chest.
But histongue did a strange little dip that caressed her own, and she felt something akin to an
electrical shock in her groin, ashock of sexual electricity that made her nipplesburn and thraob.

Then shefdt hisbig hand dipping into her robe and cupping a firm, warm, damp br east,
kneadingit gently. Hisbig, wor k-roughened thumb did up to strokeacrossaraw, quivering nipple
and she gasped in shock at the force of the sensation it drew from her swollen breast.

“Oh! Oh God!” she gasped.

Hislipswereat the nape of her neck now, histeeth lightly chewing on her damp skin, and
Danielle shead wasrolling back against thewall astheheat roared insgdeher. A part of her was
frantically demanding sheresst. Shedidn’t know thisman at all. Chrigt, talk about doingit on the
first date! She hadn’'t even had a date! Thiswasinsane.

And then hishand dipped down between her legsand her back ar ched violently, her head
jamming againgt the wall asher mouth opened in a soundless, stunned gurgle of excitement and
wanton sexual hunger. He cupped her in the palm of his big hand, squeezing lightly, and her
bottom ground against the wall behind her.

She was abruptly so near an orgasm she lost control of hersalf, her mind flooded by
passion and heat and arousal and need so raw she could not imaginewhereit came from.

Brian abruptly yanked open her robe, baring her body to him. She ingtinctively tried to
cover hersdf, but heforced her wristsback, bending, sucking at one straining, eager nipple, his
teeth chewing lightly at the soft flesh around it. Her nipple exploded with heat and pleasureand
even the pain of his chewing teeth was somehow a wanton, wonder ful sensual thrill.

Hesank down in front of her, hishandsgripping her forearms, pinningthem tothewallsas
his tongue snaked down around her belly and over her abdomen. Then hisface wasjammed in
between her trembling thighs. He opened his mouth wide and closed it on her sex, and Danielle
arched her back in climax, her head thrown back asshegurgled in blissand jammed her self onto
histongue.

And what atongueit was! Shewasno virgin, but she'd never felt atongue so big, solong,
diding so deep inside her, or stroking across her clit with such heavenly effect. Her hipsbucked
violently, but it waslike he hadher entiresex in hismouth and waseating her alive. The orgasm
waslike a crashing of cymbalswhich never stopped, her head thrashing, her vison blurring, her
body flaring with wild, shocking sensory jolts of ecstasy.

Just down the stairs she could hear theother two speaking, could hear thethump of their
heavy boots on thewooden floor, thejolt asthey set down each load of wood. They wereso close
that shefet athrill of fear, and yet excitement at the thought they might come upstairs as well
and find her. And what then? Would they take her to, like the wild, wanton dut she was?!

She couldn’t support herself, began to sink to the floor, and his big hands released her
wrists and gripped her thighs, almost encircling them, pinning her to the wall as his mouth
devoured her. Her handswer eon hishead asshe shudder ed again and again, theorgasm - no, the
orgasms - ripping through her body and mind with tremendousfor ce.

Then it dowly seeped out of her, asthough it wereswirling down adrain, and she swayed



weakly, almost collapsing over top of him. Brian rosg, gripping her arms again, holding her in
place, smiling as he kissed her lightly as she gained control of her breathing.

“And those arejust afew of the services| haveto offer,” he said with awink.

Suddenly blushing, Danielletried to closeher robe, but Brian gripped her wristsgently but
firmly, lifting them up and back above her, pinning them to thewall to either side of her head as
he looked lazily up and down her body.

“You areaknockout,” hesaid. “You areabsolutely gor geous. And you shouldn’t behiding
thisincredible body from anyone.”

Danidleflushed. With thefer ocious sexual hunger which had comeupon her so suddenly
wasmuch sated now by theincredible multipleor gasms, and her mind wasstartingto gain control
of her body oncemor e, and to chide her furioudy for what an incredibly stupid dut she had been.

Y et there was something so reassuring about hiscalm, friendly demeanor, something so
boyishly attractive, and yet so strong and manly, that shemadeno effort to fight him ashe pinned
her there and looked with such obvious approval on her body.

“I think you owe me a few orgasms,” he said.

Danidlle flushed again and her heart began to thump louder.

“Hey Brian,” avoice called.

“Comeon up,” hesaid.

Danidlegasped, suddenly jerking her handsagainst him, but heonly grinned, holding her
in place, her body fully exposed, as she felt two sets of feet on the stairs.

“Y ou wer e going to get us somebeer, weren’t you, Mandy?” he asked with agrin.

Thefeet got louder, and Danidlle sheart pounded even harder asshe squirmed againgt his
grasp.

Then he winked and released her, his own hands beating hers to pull her robe closed,
gripping the robe belt and tugging it together, then tying it tight. Heturned her and gave her a
gentledap on her bottom, sending her scurrying into the kitchen.

She heard him greeting histwo friends as she stagger ed into the kitchen, and there she
gripped the counter to keep her rubbery legsfrom collapsing beneath her. She cursed wildly in
her mind, amazed, shocked at her self. Why had she allowed that to happen!? And what was she
going to do now!? She had no time for a new reationship! She was opening a business!

And yet the thought of him smply using her and walking away, without a reationship,
made her feel a sense of abandon.

She shook her head. She would worry about that later. Right now there were two more
men out front and she had to get them drinks. But shewasgtill clad in just thelittler obe, dammit.
And she couldn’t get to her bedroom without going through the living room.

Therobewasblack, thankfully, with silver trim and a silver belt. That, at least, meant it
was not see-through, no matter how damp it was, and that theindentationsof tiff nippleswould
not be easly seen. But it wasshort and thin, summer short and thin, meant for an apartment with
no air conditioning. It was not the kind of thing to be worn around strange men.

Shewould drop off the beersand rush into her bedroom to change. That wasall shecould
do. And shehad todoit quickly, for shehad a sudden fear that if left alonefor morethan seconds
Brian would inform the other two men of what had just happened. Or had he already?!

Or wor se, had they heard her!?Had shecried out in her orgasm?! Shedidn’t think so. She



thought that shewas so breathlessthe sounds shehad madewould not havecarried far, but, what
if they had!?

That thought wasmortifying. Y et again, shehad no choice. Shetook threebeersfrom the
fridge and opened them, feeling rushed and flustered as she hurried out into the living room.

And now shehad to somehow be- well, ahostess. The other two men had helped bring her
wood and if nothing else Danielle had learned to thank peoplefor their effortson her behalf.

"Thisisjust incredible of you guys,” she said awkwardly as she set the beers on the
coffeetable. " I don't know how | can thank you enough.”

Thethree men looked at her, and again she felt a wave of self consciousness about her
appear ance, about how short her robewas, and how tightly it waswr apped around her body. Brian
had tugged theknot tight, and shehadn’t been abletoloosenit. Shewaspractically naked in front
of three strange men! What was next, a gangbang?!

Paul snatched his beer up and took a long deep drought, then let out a long sigh of
pleasur e befor e setting the bottle back down on the glass table hard enough to make Danny
wince.

Brian on the other hand, raised an eyebrow at her, then picked up the glass and sniffed
lightly, diding the bottle from side to sde under his nose. Hetook a sip and seemed to swig it
around in hismouth like awine taster.

"Domegtic," hesaid. " How uncouth of you. Don't you know how refined | and my in law
are?"

"How refined?" sheasked uncertainly, her thighstightly together asshefought theurge
to dash into the bedroom.

"He'sabeer nut," Paul said, taking another drink, then licking hislips. " Not that | ain't
crazy about beer mysdlf, but he makes hisown. He'sareal expert.”

"1 have someimported if you'd like," she said hesitantly.

"What brand?"

"Heineken?"

Hesmiled like a Buddha and nodded dowly. " Good girl,” he said.

Danny felt embarrassed for a new reason now. She had not brought out the imported
because she'd figured a coupleof...well...men like them would be mor ethan happy with ordinary
beer. That was kind of snobbish of her, she though as she opened another beer. She'd only
graduated a couple of months ago and already waslooking down at ordinary working men? Her
father had been a shopkeeper, after all, and his money had put her through school.

She hurried back, dowing abruptly as sherealized that long strides opened up the two
sides of herobe, and then took very much smaller steps as she handed the bottleto Brian. He
winked and looked meaningfully at his other hand, empty.

“No glasses?” he asked.

“Oh!”

She blushed and hurried back into the kitchen again for glasses.

“I haveto-.”

“Sit down next tome,” Brian said genially.

And hetugged her so shealmost fell, turned around, and sat heavily on the sofa next to
him, her legstightly together, her handstugging immediately at the robeto pull it lower.



“I think | should put something on,” she said, her voice shaky.

“Oh what you have on isfine,” Brian said.

“Oh yeah!” Paul and the other man echoed immediately, grinning at her.

“ThisisMike,” Brian said, introducingthethird man, abearded lumberjack typeof fellow
with aflannd shirt.

“Uhm, hi,” Danny said.

" Sotell mewhat you'd likein your shop, Danidlle,” Brian said. " All thisguy said isapile
of bookshelves."

Thereseemed no good way to get away, and once again Danny wasfeding astrangelittle
thrill of wanton female arrogance, pride and confidence at the very obvious approval the three
men had for her, for her body. Shetugged on the bottom of her skirt again.

" Have you been to a bookstore lately?" she asked.

He madeaface. " Think | saw one once when | was a little feller."

She blushed and he and Paul laughed.

"I'msorry if I'm acting like a snob or something,” she said.

"That'sokay," Brian said. " Most people figure guys who use their musclesfor aliving
don't have much inside their skull but more muscle.”

Heturned and gave Paul a dy glance. " And in most casesthey're not far wrong."

"Hey, hey!" Paul said, glaring acrossthetable.

" But that was before the day of...the union," Brian said.

"Theunion,” Mike nodded.

"Theunion?" Danny asked uncertainly.

" Trade unionism, where an unskilled labourer can make twenty bucks an hour,” Paul
sSghed.

"Wow," Danny said.

"Wher e car penter s make mor e than bank managers,” Brian said, grinning.

" | knew you guys made a lot, but didn't know how much," Danny said.

"Wl weain't exactly drivingaround in limos,” Paul said. " But it'sa decent living aslong
asthere'swork available."

" But you don't want to be a car penter any more?"' she asked Brian.

"OhI'll alwayskeep my hand in.” Hegrinned significantly at her and sheblushed. “I love
working with my hands. | have a particular talent with them.”

Hewaggled hisfingersat her.

“Then there’'swood.”

The other two men chuckled and their eyesroamed over her so that Danny immediately
got the sensation they knew.

“Creating something solid with your handsgivesaman a particular kind of satisfaction,”
Brian said. “ Contracting iswherethereal money is, though.”

"1 think hejust wantsto boss people around,” Paul said.

"That too. | likebossing people around,” Brian said with a straight face.

“He sacontrol freak, a perfectionist,” Mike said, shaking his head.

“Another beer please, ma’am?’ Mike asked plaintiffly.

Danny rose almogt instinctively, but under three pair of eyes she abruptly wished she



hadn’t. But there was nothing for it but to walk into the kitchen, knowing the robe was tight
around her waist, against her bottom, and get another bottle.

Sheopened therefrigerator and Brian wastheresuddenly behind her, hislipsagains the
back of her throat. Shegasped, and hishandswer esuddenly around her, holding her against him.

“They’ll go home soon, then you and | can talk,” he said into her ear, chewing lightly at
her earlobe.

“I-l, y-yes,” she stuttered.

Y et one of hishandswas dliding insidetherobe and between her legs, and she gasped as
he palmed her sex ashe'd done before.

“Brian!”

“Shhh,” hewhispered, hisfinger sawing lightly along her dit, over her throbbing clitoris.

“N-Not here!” she gasped.

Hisfinger curled in, dipping easily through the swollen, moist lipsof her pussy and up into
her sex, rubbing up and down across her clit ashedipped in and out.

“Not herel” shesaid again, groaning.

He chuckled, and pulled back, and she almost stumbled.

He followed her back into the front room, where Mike and Paul were talking about
bookshelves, and hisarm guided her back tothesofa acrossfrom Mikeand Paul ashesat beside
her.

“Solong asyou have the right wood, bookshelves are a breeze,” Mike said.

“Trueenough,” Brian replied, “ But you’ ve gotta have man wood.”

“Man wood?” Danny asked nervoudly.

All threegrinned and eyed her. “Hard wood,” Brian said.

Danny flushed a bit more and let out a rueful laugh.

“Not only hard, but it’sgotta have a certain - thickness.”

“And it’s gotta stay firm and straight a long time,” Paul added.

“Don’t want it to bend in the middle” Mike smirked.

They all wanted tofuck her, Danny thought with a hot little shudder. They wanted to fuck
her brainsout. And she had a sudden insight, a sudden realization, that it might happen. Shefelt
soweak, for somereason, her pussy startingtothrob again, her breasts swollen and heated, her
nipples hard, her breathing coming in more ragged again. God, what would she do if they all
moved on her at once!? Would she even try to resist!? She felt like a mouse trapped between
three smiling cats, just waiting to devour her.

“Well, I’ve gotta get going,” Paul said.

It wasasif hebroke aspdll, and theincredible sense of anticipation and anxiety suddenly
fell away, though leaving a strangely heady sense of rdief, and even more strangely,
disappointment behind.

“Well, sncehe’smy ride, | gotta gotoo,” Mike said.

And now Danny rosewith them, feeling another wild surgeof anticipation. For soon she'd
bealonewith Brian, and Brian would - would do- would want to- talk. Oh sure, he'd want to talk!
He'd want to tear her robe off and fuck her likeawild animal!

And when Brian made no smilar remark, the two men looked at her knowingly, and
grinned, and sheflushed asthey headed for the stairs. Shefollowed, and Brian camebehind. They



trooped down the stairs, and she thanked them again for their help in carrying in the wood.



Chapter Two

And then she was alone, not even daring to turn around, staring at the closed door, the
handle squeezed between her white knuckled fingers.

No, she was going to have to talk to him, to put him straight. Maybe they’d have a
relationship or maybe- Hishand did up under her robeand squeezed her barebottom and Danny
whirled around with a sudden gasp.

Brian grinned, as close, as overwhelming as before, and she put her hands against his
chest -like before.

“Wait!” she gasped.

“Do you know how hot you look?” he asked.

“I look a mess,” she said, nervoudy trying to comb her hair into order.

“I likeyour hair likethat,” he said, pulling her handsfree, “all twisting and curling and
tangled. It looks - hot.”

Heleaned in to kiss her and she put her hands against his chest.

“I think we need to talk!”

“Do you know how much those guyswanted to seethisrobe open up?” heasked, tracing
hisfinger along thetight belt.

“You tied it so tight it wouldn’t open if I'd wanted it to,” she said impulsively.

Hegrinned again. “| can take care of that.”

And his big fingers went to the knot. Danny gripped hiswrists suddenly, but it was like
gripping gnarled oak roots.

“I hardly know you!” she blurted.

“I thought 1'd introduced myself pretty well,” he said, opening the knot, then tugging the
rope dowly away, inch after inch dipping out of the loops on one side as Danny’ sfingersflew to
her robeto hold it closed.

But Brian pushed it back over her shoulder s, pushed with increasing for ceso that shehad
to either let go or do something - significant - to resist.

Therobedipped from her fingersand went over her shoulder, then fell down her armsto
thefloor. Sheshudder ed asshe stood naked against thedoor under hiseyes. And then hegripped
her jaw, framing it in both big hands, and tilted her head up, up so high she had to rise onto the
balls of her feet, and he kissed her long and dow, and with an expertise that had her nipples
tingling asthey pressed against hischest.

Heeased her back, and then gripped her wrists, lifting them up and back against thedoor.

“Ther € ssomething about doing a hot, sexy woman up againsgt thewall,” hesaid, hisvoice
deepening, filling with the sound of hunger and sex.

It wasan outr ageous suggestion coming from aman she’ d known lessthan an hour, aman
she'd never dated. Or at leadt, it would have been if he hadn’t already eaten her to multiple
orgasmsand if shewasn’t sanding in front of him naked and trembling like a schoolgirl.

“No!” shesaid, almost ingtinctively, pushing against his chest.



Hegrinned and took her wrists, lifting them up and pressing them back against the door
above her head

“Haveyou ever been doneup against thewall, Danielle?” heasked, hisvoicealow grom.

“N-No!” she gasped.

Shefelt him shifting her wriststogether, crossing them above her wrists. Then he shifted
hisown hands, holding both her wristsin hisleft, drawing theright down to trace a circle around
her nipplewith hisfinger. Her chest was heaving now, and Danny stared at hisfinger, stared at
histhumb asthey caught her rigid nipple between them. Herolled her nipple between the pads of
hisfingers, pinching lightly, plucking at it.

Hisfinger did up, and then traced gently along her lower lip, rubbing lightly, dippinginsgde
so that her eyeswidened and fluttered.

He gave her asignificant look as hisfinger did along her tongue, and her lipshesitantly
closed. Their eyeslocked. Her chest heaved and her pulseraced. He moved hisfinger dowlyin
and out, and Danny began to suck, tolick at it. A smouldering cloud of heat surrounded her, and
she moaned around hisfinger asit moved in and out of her mouth.

Then it pulled free, pushed dowly back into her mouth, and pulled free as their eyes
remained locked together. But then it dropped between her legs, and Danny gasped and jerked
againgt hishand asshefelt thefinger between thelipsof her sex, diding alongtheinside, rubbing
over her hot, pulsing clitoris.

“Oh! Fuck! Don’'t!” shecried, her hipsjerking forward.

He chuckled throatily.

“Don’t fight it, baby.”

But shedid, feeling asudden sense of embarrassment, of shame, of anxiety. Her hipstried
to twist to one side, then to the other, and she fought with sudden desperation against the heat
rolling up her body. But his big, work -roughened hand remained between her thighs, hissaliva
soaked finger stroking knowingly against her clitoris so that her movementsbecamejerky and
her voice breathless.

Hemoved in and silenced her mouth with his, and then shefelt something else, something
againg her wrists, something wrapping around them. His lips pulled away from hers and he
looked up above her. Danny, panting for breath, tilted her head up to see him tying her robe belt
around her wrigts.

She stared stupidly, not understanding even as the soft clothe tightened, pinning her
wrists, even as hewrapped the belt suddenly around the big, old fashioned door hinge above her
head.

“Wh-what are- what areyou doing!?” she gasped, starting to pull againg it at last.

But it wastoo late. He drew back his hands, grinning, and Danny found that her wrists
wer e secur ely bound above her head. Shecould scar cely believeit, sunned. But then hedropped
to hisknees again, forced her thighs apart, and pushed his mouth up against her sex.

“D-don’t!” she gasped in a shaky voice. “Untie me!”

But heignored her. Histhumbs pressed open her sex lipsand histonguelapped up along
the pink, gleaming furrow likea big dog, then plunged in, grinding hisnose againgt her clit ashis
tongue drove deep into her pussy.

“Oh! Please! Oh! Ungh! Don’t!” shegasped, writhing againgt thewall, pulling at the belt.



But thewill tofight wasrapidly draining out of her assexual heat flooded her through her
body. And then all will was gone as, her legs spread, shefelt him devouring her again.

It wasan amazing feeling, unlikeanything she’ d ever felt. Men had performed oral sexon
her before, but not likethis, nothing like this. Brian even growled into her , thevibrations of his
heavy voiceraising the hair along the back of her neck.

Histonguewasfat and long and strong and heclear ly had agood deal of expertisein usng
it. Despite her misgivings, despite her anxiety, despite her embarrassment, Danny was soon
writhing and twisting and begging him for more, to lick harder, to plunge histongue, hisfingers,
his cock into theraging inferno between her legs.

And ther e was something obscendly arousing and for bidden about having her wriststied
together asthey were, about being helpless. There was nothing she could do, nothing she was
supposed to do, nothing she needed to do. She wastherecipient, not the partner, and her mind
could smply let itself be swept away by therolling waves of passion and pleasure as histongue
flicked wickedly across her clitoris.

Her head rolled from side to side against the wall, her back arching, her eyes glassy,
rolling upwards as one hot, sensual jolt after another made her moan and shudder and buck her
hipsagainst hismouth.

And then heroseup beforeher, pedling hisshirt off, revealing apower ful chest, and atrim
waist. Hekicked off hisshoes, and undid hisown belt asshe stood swaying, tied against thewall,
pussy thrummingwith hunger and need. And asshewatched, hedowly, almost tauntingly lower ed
the zipper, then pulled hisjeans down together with hisunderwear.

She gasped as she eyed his stiff cock, a huge, fat long thing tanned brown, thrusting out
from amassof blonde curls. Shefelt awave of lust and anxiety asthey stared at each other, and
her wrigtsfet the tightness of the robe belt around them.

God, he had a beautiful cock! It wasthick and long and gor geous and she desper ately
wanted it ingde her.

Brian took it in his hands and stepped up against her, his chest pressing against her
breasts as she tilted her head back. He rubbed the head up and down along her oozing pussy
opening, rubbing it againg her clit again and again, and each timeit passed over her quivering
little button she moaned and shuddered against him.

“Doyou want it?” hewhispered. “Doyou?’

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Say it.”

“I-1 want it.”

“What do you want, baby? Tell mewhat you want?’

“Fuck! Fuck me!” she groaned.

“Beg me,” he demanded.

“Please fuck me!” she groaned.

“Again.”

“Please fuck me!” she gasped, her voice shar per.

“Again.”

“Fuck. Fuck you!” she gasped, gasping for breath.

Helet the head of hiscock dip lightly into her sex and pull back. He dipped in again, and



pulled back, and she moaned and writhed against him.

“Please fuck me!” she moaned.

“Again.”

“Please fuck me!” she begged, feeling a strange, perverse excitement from thewords
now. “ Please put it in! Please fuck me with your gorgeous cock! Pleaseram it up my- UNggh!”

Hethrust himself into her, sinking the head and an inch of shaft, forcing her silken deeve
open, and then his big hands gripped her buttocks, pulled her legswider, and hethrust smoothly
up into her belly.

Danny cried out asthat fat cock did up into her. Theorgasm followed almost immediately,
and her hipsbucked violently againgt him as hejammed himsdf into her to the ballsand ground
himsdlf sharply into her. Shecurled aleg around him and pulled him into her frantically, gasping
and moaning as she humped against his cock.

It felt soincredibly good insideher! It felt likethemost wonder ful, marvellousthingin the
world.

She trembled and shook in the throes of orgasm as Brian ground his pelvisagaingt her,
and then, astheorgasm dowly drained away, hebegan to move, thrustinginto her in short, sharp
jabbing movements the punched the head of his cock againgt the back wall of her sex. And then
heincreased thelengthsof hisstrokes, and Danny found her self almost hangingthere, jaw dack,
gripped by an incredible sense os blissand languor as his big cock began to movein long, deep
strokes.

It touched every part of her silken deeve, and her world seemed to narrow, tofocuson its
movement, on the sensation of it stroking back and forth through her taut pussy lipsand diding
up and down within thedeeve of her sex. But therewasmor e, of cour se. Therewashishot breath
on her throat, hishard hands on her buttocks, his chest grinding into her breadts.

He crushed her against the door, and overwhelmed her. He was everywhere, insde and
outside of her body. His cock kept thrusting up into her, driving up into her belly, an endless
steady stroking, now hard, making her gasp and grunt, now soft and gentle, causing her to moan
and sway.

And then her heat rose again, and shewakened from the dack, sleepy languor, gasping,
panting, staring up at him, meeting hislipswith her own,her tonguethrusting up into hismouth as
heyanked her bottom forward, hiscock thrusting almost painfully up into her now astheir heated
breathing filled the air.

Another orgasm gripped her, and shecried out, cried out asher finger sstrained above her
and her teeth bit into hislips, his own teeth biting into hers, their bodies thrusting desper ately
together.

Hecamewith agasp and acur s, thrusting painfully har d, exploding within her sucking hot
depths, spilling himsalf deep inside her womb as she shudder ed and moaned and bucked wildly
againg him.

For long momentsthey stood together, gasping for breath, then hedrew back ahalf pace,
grinning. “Maybe we should go upstairs.”

“Y-yeah,” she panted.

He reached above her, his fingers unwrapping the thin robe belt where it was wound
around thehinge. Shegroaned asher armscamedown heavily. But suddenly hehad lifted her up



in hisarms, cradling her easily, and then turning, hecarried her up thestairsand set her gently in
the middle of her bed.

Shehed up her bound wriststo him with awry expression and he grinned, then reached
for the bet. But instead of untying it he pushed her armsback down above her head and tied the
belt around the crosspiece of her headboard.

“Brian!” she said in weary complaint.

Hegrinned and lay down alongside her, on hisside. Hisbig right hand gently car essed her
belly and lower chest, then ran dowly over her breasts, softly caressing them.

“So, wasthat enough of an introduction?’ he asked.

“I’'m sore,” shemoaned, “in places|’m not supposed to be sore.”

“Want meto kissit and makeit better ?” he asked innocently.

“No,” she groaned.

But hedid, licking hisway down between her legs, spreading them easlly, then ignoring
her pleasto stop, licking her toanother gut wrenching orgasm, then another beforedidingup to
lay alongside her again, hand again stroking her breastsasher chest heaved.

“Hi. My nameisBrian,” hesaid, tweaking a nipple. “1’m your car penter.”

Brian would only work in the evening, so the next day Danny wasfor ced to go down into
the basement aloneto work on the floor. Shefelt alittle nervous as she walked down the steep,
narrow stair case to the basement.

It really did look to her like what sheimagined a dungeon would look like. It wasdivided
intothreeor four different areasby ssonewallswhich ran straight out from thewest wall towithin
six feet of theeast. That meant she could not seetheentirebasement from anywher e, and left her
mind free to imagine maniacs and killers hiding just out of sight ready to pounce.

Thelight camefrom barebulbshanging from thelow ceiling, and left many dar k, shadowy
corners. Theair was stuffy, the two windows on the south wall caked with dirt.

Thefloor wasalready down in thefir st two sections- or cellsassheprivately called them.
Boxes of tiles lay piled along the wall along with jars of glue. She got down on her hands and
kneesand pulled over oneof thejars, cracked it open with her trowel, then began to lay the stuff
smoothly over thefloor.

She could not get Brian off her mind as sheworked. In fact, shewas gill sorefrom their
violent lovemaking.

L ovemaking, she snorted. They hadn’t made love. They had fucked. He had fucked her
hard and fast and nearly driven her out of her mind. Her wriststill had red bruiseson them and
her pussy and thighs ached. Jesus God she had never been done like that before! Nor had she
ever felt amouth, atongue like his. What on earth was she going to do about him?

It wasn't that hewasn't incredibly attractive, for of course, hewas. And it wasn’t that she
wasn’t attracted to him, for obvioudy she was. But he treated her with a strange kind of - of
pater nalistic and possessive confidence she'd never experienced before. Heignored what she
wanted, and did what he wanted. That should have outraged her. But somehow, it didn’t.

Shebegan laying down thetiles, getting to within a few inches of the next wall. When she
tried tolay thelast tile, however, a protruding stone got in the way.

Sheknew therewasatool for cutting tilesto fit but shedidn't have one...and thetile she



did have was o close to fitting she decided to try and lop off a piece of stone instead.

Shefound a hammer and tappedlightly at the stone. When that neither worked nor gave
any sign of collapsing the wall she hammer ed harder. Pieces of stone flew asthe sound of metal
on stone echoed through the basement, nearly deafening her.

Shewiped her sweating eyes, then brought thehammer down especially hard. Thestone
gave a crack, then split and fel inward.

Shedared at theholein thewall then dropped the hammer and groaned. She'd wanted to
nip it a bit, not knock the whole stone out - or in.

She bent over and looked into thehole. All shesaw wasblack. Shewasn't about toreach
ingde and maybe get bitten by arat or something. Thislooked too smilar to too many horror
movies. She imagined some bony hand grasping her wrist and yanking her into thewall.

"Silly," shesaid, getting to her feet and wiping her handson her overalls.

She had to climb up to the second floor apartment and dig through several boxesto get a
flashlight, then trudged back down into the basement, snapped on the light, got down on her
knees, bent over and peered into the hole.

The stonewasjust inside and to the left. But dead ahead, six or so inchesfrom the hole
wasa small metal lever of somekind. She shonethelight all around, but the hole appear ed to be
less than a foot deep and half that high. There were no signsof rats or anything else likely to
cause her harm.

She reached through the hole and her fingers made contact with the cold metal, then
pushed and tugged on it. At first it would not movein any direction, and she thought that perhaps
it was some part of thehouse, abraceor - and it moved, dowly, and then therewasaloud metal
snapping sound which made her jerk back up and yank her hand from the hole.

She stared in amazement at a crack which had appeared in thewall. It wasnot a straight
crack, but ran in and around and over therounded, odd shaped rockswhich formed thewall, set
thereinthemortar. And yet it ran roughly up and down, and asshe scrambled to her feet shesaw
that the wall was dightly pushed in. She pressed her hands againgt it and pushed, and sowly,
scraping againgt the floor, a narrow section of wall pushed back, revealing a narrow stone
gairway beyond.

Shocked and thrilled, Danny stared in amazement, and no small anxiety. Yet it wasvery
dark, and there was no sign of lights. She licked her lips, then turned and darted upstairs,
fumbling in the kitchen drawer s until she came back with a flashlight. She entered crept dowly
down the stairway, wondering what she would find. Was it a long hidden wine cellar? A bomb
shelter - relic of thesixtiescold war ? Shereached thebottom and discover ed anar row passageto
theright. Still, therewereno lights. She eased into the passage dowly, shining the flash around.
The passage was not much wider than her shoulders, and curled down and to theright. Then,
suddenly, she saw an open areato theright, a whole other room! Jesus, she thought in delight.

She walked into it, and could see, along the wall, antique glass lamps, lamps which
obvioudy worked on oil rather than eledricity. How old this area must be!

The room was nearly bare save for an odd looking, but very large wooden framein its
centreand a cabinet off toitsright. Although dust covered, it wasevident, asher hand brushed it
away, that the wood was gleaming, heavily polished and quite thick and expensive. She thought
immediately about Brian, and what hewould think of it.



The frame was squar e, its purpose unknowable, at first. The lower and upper horizontal
beams seemed identical in that both had round holesin them towar dsthe side posts, and hinged
sdes which apparently could be opened. But she passed them by for now, going to the old
cupboardinstead. Thedoor opened easily, and insde, much to her astonishment, wer e shelveson
which lay a shocking array of whips.

Somewer ethin and short, somelong and heavy. Therewer e narrow onesmade of rubber
or leather, stronger, thicker canes, longer, thinner switches, flogswith bulboushandlesand many
long, thin leather laces. There were paddles and straps and belts, and, on the shelf below, an
array of shackles, metal cuffs, leather strapsand coiled ropes.

Then on thetop shelf wereawidevariety of what could only bedildos. M ost seemed made
of wood and ivory, in variousthicknessesand lengths. Somewer estudded, and onehad bevelled
sides, one seemed made of balls, one had heavily carved veins so that it seemed to have thick,
rounded rings, and she could not help imagine what it would fed like diding in and out of her
pussy.

What kind of place wasthis!?

Sheshook her head and returned to narrow corridor, then continued up it. Only afew feet
along was another room on its other sde. There she found a kind of wooden tablewith around
whed at itshead. To her shocked and wicked delight sherealized it must beakind of rack. Yes,
there werethe leather cuffsat the top attached by chain to the whedl, and there at the bottom
were more. A person would be lain upon it and then the whed turned to stretch them out. How
horrid!

Againgt onewall wer e actual metal shackles, the old fashioned kind which could perhaps
be centuriesold, attached by chainswhich werebolted tothewall. Danny placed her back against
the cold stone and raised her arms, imagining her self imprisoned her e, thinking back to how her
wrisgs were held in just this position by Brian, and how he had driven her nearly mad with his
talented mouth.

What a bizarre place!

A final room was at the end of the corridor, thisonerounded. At its centrewas a thick
wooden post thicker than aman. Asthelight played up itslength she saw that it was carved into
theshapeof agiant penis, including an uncircumcised head. Therewer eleather shacklesattached
to thetop, and athird of theway up wasa small branch, much likethe branch of atree, and it too
wasa carved penis. It thrust not quite straight up, moving up and out at a bit of an angle. It took
her no great leap of imagination to think of a girl pressed against the big penis, impaled on the
smaller one.

She shook her head in wonder ment and moved againg it, pressing her body up against it,
feding the lower cock rubbing againgt her abdomen.

This home had been owned by perverts, that was certain. And she determined then and
thereto find out who they had been. It had once been owned by peoplewith money beforeit had
become run down. Perhaps they wer e famousin some small way.



Chapter Three

Danny headed back up the corridor, and turned into the first room again.

She examined the contents of the cabinet for some minutes, then returned to the odd
frame. She bent and examined the bottom beam. Theround holeswer e trimmed with leather or
rubber, rubber, she thought, and she flipped up one half of the top to see that it had a strange
interior, with springs and long rubber bands. Furthermore, she saw that the central part of the
surface of the beam could move, diding horizontally back and forth along the beam.

Theholes, theway they wererimmed, and the way they opened and closed reminded her
of akind of stocks, something to hold the hands. Although, as she glanced upwar ds, she thought
this was designed more for legs, for ankles, rather. So obviously one opened the top, put ones
anklesin these holesand then closedthe hasp, trapping them within, very smilar to old fashioned
punishment stocks.

One then had ones wrists trapped in the identical holes overhead and then, shefelt a
strange dark sense of excitement, then those whips and dildos could be used on you and you
would be completely trapped, unable to move or resist!

Danny’spussy gill ached, but thethought of her self trapped likethat filled her with adark
sense of heat and excitement. M or eover, as she explored thedevice further, she saw that there
wasa small lever, and thislever would lock the moveable surface of thebeam in place, or allow it
todide. Thusagirl whose ankleswer etrapped within these holes could have them shifted wide,
or held almost with her legs closed.

Shecould only shakeher head thinking about theamount of timeand ingenuity which had
goneintothedevice. And how old wasit? A hundred years? More? Wooden dildos! ? Sur ely that
meant it was ancient! Had women been tortured here unwillingly!? The thought was quite dark,
quite forbidding, and yet till it aroused her for some reason.

She had never been into bondage. Her sex life, in fact, what there' d been of it, had been
guitetameand “vanilla”, until her encounter with Brian. But with that encounter solargein her
mind, thememory of thewicked, shocking pleasur e so fresh, shefelt a sense of hunger and desire
assheran her hand over the soft, smooth wood.

She stood up, and then gazed around her. Shewent to thewallsand examined the lamps.
They werelamp oils, and thewickswere still present. Whatever oil they had once held had long
sincedried up, however.

Danny had alwayshbeen a car eful sort, however. And packed in acorner somewherewasa
box with a pair of scorm lanternsand a can of lamp oil. She hurried badk up thenarrow corridor,
and out into the basement, and there spent a frustrating hour getting dirty and sorting through
unpacked boxes before finding the oil.

Shereturned to thelittle room and lifted up the glass of the first lamp, then the hinted
metal support. There, underneath, wasanarrow bowl for oil, and Danny poured in acup full, then
closed it, letting the wick sink into the oil and get soaked. Then, of course, she had to rummage
through the drawers upstairsfor alighter.



Finally, however, shewasableto light thewick and set theglassback in place. Theroom
filled with asoft, ydlow light which ingtantly madeit fed war mer and lessmenacing. Grinningwith
her conquest, shewent to the other threelamps along thewall, filled them, and set them alight.

Now theroom looked almost cozy.

Shelooked back at thewooden frame, brushing off moredust. Now shecould seeapair of
small metal leversin the corners of the beams, and as she experimented, she saw that they
locked the diding upper and lower barsin place. Thewallsof theroom wereold stone, except in
front of theframe, wherethegold etched mirrored tileshad been lain, very old ones, shethought.
Someone standing in place here would be looking right at her self.

Shesmply had totry it!

Still in tennis shoes and jeans, she stepped carefully into the lower horizontal beam,
placing her ankles against the half circles of what would be the holes when she closed the lid
again. Shethen eased the upper half lid down. Yes, it closed just as stocks would, and her feet
were now locked in place. Once she snapped the hasp in place- and shedid - now she could not
get her feet out.

She looked up at the upper beam. It was dightly different in that the hinged portions
moved inward, or rather, upward, rather than out. Sheexperimented quite car efully with them, not
wanting to betrapped, but shefound that she could dide her wriststhrough the openings, and let
the hinged half down sothat her wristswereheld therewith nodanger. All shehad to dowaspush
up, and the unlocked hinged half of the panel would rise, allowing her to extract her arms.

She stared at hersdf in the mirrored wall, feding a rush of heat to her groin, and
wondering how hot she might look if shewere- if shereally were - naked.

She withdrew her wrigts, then bent and undid the hasp locking the lower portion and
stepped out. Sheturned and stared at the frame, thinking of how many yearsit had been that it
had been dtting here, trying to cast her mind back a century or moreto when it was- in use.

No oneput an object likethishereand did not useit. Soit had been used. And she stared
at it, trying toimaginethewomen held there, armsand legspinned, no doubt naked, at themercy
of - of whom? Theroom took on adarker tinge, then. Thiswasa hidden chamber, after all. Had
women been held here against their will? Raped? Tortured?

The idea was frightening, and yet - and yet it touched some strange sense of dark
excitement inside her, and shefelt avicarioussense of arousal assheimagined beautiful women
trapped and sexually tor mented by lewd captor s. Shefdt hot, warm, and realized thefour burning
lamps had war med the air

But that wasnot the only heat shefelt.

It wasan absurd idea, but her body waspulsingtoathrilling sexual hunger, and shepedled
her top off almost without thinking. She unlaced her shoesand stepped out of them, then peeled
off her socks. Shewasonly going to strip to her undies, shetold her self, heart pounding, and she
did so.

And then, her fingers almost trembling, she undid her bra and let it fall. Her nipples
throbbed stiffly. She peeled her thong down and off. Now naked, she stepped to the frame, and
hesitated. She went around it and examined the contentsof theopen cupboar d. Had these been
used on women? Had they been up insde some woman, used to tor ment her?

She picked up a small wooden ball. It was heavier than it had any reason to be, and was



attached to a short spring which in turn was attached to a small metal clip. Therewereanumber
of them, and shewas not so innocent she had no idea what they werefor. She hesitated, testing
the clipson her fingertips. But the pressuredid not seem to be severe.

Shelicked her lipsnervously, placed oneof theclipsover her right nipple, and dowly let it
close. The stinging pain mounted as she eased her grip on the clip. She winced, gasping, and
almost stopped, almost pulled it off. The pain wasright on the edge of what she could stand in the
name of fun and games. But then it began to slowly ease.

Shecould takeit. Shepicked up asecond littleball and gently let theclip bitedown on her
other nipple, wincing and gasping and making faces as she did so. Now they both hung from her
nipples. She stared at hersdf in themirror, feding atinglingin her groin, a hot, heady sense of
heat and excitement as she saw therounded ballsdangling from her nipples.

“God,” shewhispered.

Shewent back tothe cabinet, dowly, for her movements madetheballsswing and bounce
and tugged stingingly on her nipples. Sheran her handsover thedildos, considering, and then she
saw something el'se, something propped against the cor ner just tothesideof thecupboard. It was
like a narrow baseball bat, except, no, of courseit wasn’t. It wastoo narrow, and too long, and it
wasmade of thesamedark, glossy wood astheframe. It had afat, mushroom head, and beneath
that the wood was dimpled with fat, round, half marblesfor thefirst several inches. Then it was
carved into a thick spiral shape.

Shebrought it back totheframeand saw immediately wher eit fit in the centre of thelower
beam. Shedipped it intothenarrow holeand felt another surgeof heat within her body. It would
bejust about right for her, though getting on would be a bit tricky.

Thisisinsane, shethought to herself.

Nevertheless, she stepped ontothelower beam, her barefeet gripping theold wood easily.
Standing on thebeam, shebrought her pussy, novery well-lubricated, against thehead of thelong
carved cock she had placed there, and began to gently ease her self down onto it.

She was ill sore from the hard use Brian had given her, but her hunger made her
disregard the aching as she dowly for ced the lips of her sex back and took the carved head into
her pussy. She moaned in pleasure and heat, shifting her legswider and wider apart so that she
could take more of it inside her self.

Now the carved dimplesbegan to didethrough her taut sex lips, and she closed her eyes
briefly at the sensation. She spread her legs wider, and took several more inches up into her
pussy.

With thedildofive or six inchesinside her shewas ableto dowly and car efully ease her
right foot down inside the opening of the lower beam. Thedildo did deeper, and shefelt thefirst
of thethick ridges or spirals dide through her pussy lips, which closed behind it.

Shewasableto draw her other foot down and into the beam now, and stand therewith a
fedling of delicious heat and ar ousal, impaled on thewoodencock. Shebent over dowly, gasping
as she felt her insdes pushing against the immoveable cock, and flipped the open half of the
surface of the beam down to trap her anklesinside.

Not that shewasreally trapped, of course. Thehasp wasnot closed, and if shepulled up
with her foot, the surface would rise aswell, freeing her.

Now sheraised her armsup high above her and did them through the narrow holesin the



lower part of the beam over her head. Her hands pushed the section of the upper beam up to
admit them, and then let it fall down again so that her handsweretrapped insde, the holestight
around her wrists.

And she stood still, thrilled, feeling trapped, feeling intensely aroused, her sexual heat
nearly painful as she stared at herself in the mirrored wall. Her pussy burned at the sight of
her self so helplessly, so hot, so defencelessand vulnerable, at the sight of thethick wooden cock
impaling her, her sex lips spread apart around it.

Shebent her legsalittle, wanting totakethelower dildo deeper, and groaned asa second
ridge dipped insde her, then a third. She straightened her knees, diding her pussy back up the
dildo. Each time one of the ridges dipped through her tight pussy lips she gasped in pleasure.
Each time she moved the wooden weights tugged stingingly on her nipples.

Slowly, she began to ride the dildo, working her throbbing pussy up and down it with
growing excitement. And asshemoved her anklestried instinctively to open - and did. Shefound
that the central portion of thebeam, the onewhich held the stock holeswas actually two sections
which could bemoved apart. Shegroaned in excitement asshe shifted her legswider, thustaking
the dildo deeper.

She began to ride the dildo again, groaning with heat as she rode up and down, up and
down, taking the dildo painfully deep now as her legs shifted farther and farther apart. Her
nipples stung, aswell, the stings short and sharp and repeating as she moved up and down. But
the pain did not seem to matter. In an odd way it was exciting, aswell. Sheimagined the pain the
women had felt her e befor e, imagined other women trapped her e, per haps centuriesago, feding
this hard wooden cock up inside their bellies.

Had they ridden it too, per haps while men watched, perhapsunder the inspiration of the
whipd?

It was all sick, perverted and unspeakably vile, and it made her body quiver and tremble
with unbear able excitement. Sheground her sdf againgt the dildo asher orgasm neared, her hips
wor king, kneesbending and straightening, shifting apart, and then pulling together. And then the
orgasm hit and shecried out in pleasure, her head thrown back, her body jerking and straining,
twisting and writhing in the grip of passon and heat.

It was so good! It was so fucking goood, she thought.

Her legs did apart dowly and smoothly, the round stocks diding with them until with a
groan shefet the head of the dildo jammed up against the bottom of her pussy, and she ground
her sdlf harshly againgt it, adding the strange dark pleasure of pain to the swirling sexual storm
within her.

Shefdt and heard themetallic “ click” asshedid, but paid it nomind, no attention asshe
stood there, hipsgrinding and rolling in dow, sensual movements.

The orgasm eased, and she stood there, gasping, eyes ditted, gulping in air - warm air.
Thefour flickeringlampshad war med the small room to the point that with her exertion shewas
sweating. Insde her pussy ached with the fullness of the dildo jammed up against her cervix.

Shelet out a huge sigh, and pulled her legstogether - or rather, tried to. She blinked as
they failed to move, and looked down at thetwo stock holesnow spread almost to the sdebeams.
Her legswerefar, far apart now, so far apart shefelt thetendonsin her groin straining a little.

She tried again to shift her legs together, and again failed. Each little stock moved



separately in and out. They could not both be stuck, but then sheremember ed the clicking sound.
Per haps, she thought, when they had touched the side beams they had become locked in place
somehow.

Wil it didn’t really matter. She needed only to lift her feet up and the front half of the
wood circling her ankleswould raise, aswell.

Except that it did not riseat all.

Shepulled and pulled with increasing violence, but it seemed that in shifting the tocksso
far tothesdeshehad not only locked them in place but somehow madeit impossibletolift up the
hinged top. Wor se, assherealized, with asudden leaden stomach, spreading her legssofar apart
had lower ed her considerably. Theleather which circled theholesar ound her wristswasnow very
tight againgt them. If shesmply raised her handsupwar dsthe hinged half of thewood would rise
up and free them.

Only shecouldn’t. Shecould not raise her handsoneinch higher than they already were.
Not without getting her legs back together.

Shetried. For long, long minutesshestrained and shifted, pulling on first oneleg, then the
other, trying with growing desper ation to either pull them back together or force her feet out of
the narrow holesaround her ankles. She could do neither.

Feeling a growing sense of panic sheflung her self upwar ds, tryingto pull her self by force,
trying to strain her body up so that she could raise her hands- just alittle. They didn’t haveto
risevery far to allow that half section to push up and let them withdraw.

But it would not work.

Gaspingfor breath, sweating even mor eheavily now, shestared around her inhorror. She
was trapped! Likethis!

This couldn’t be happening to her!

The horrifying thought of someore finding her like thiswasfollowed very quickly by the
even mor e horrifying realization that no one was expected for sometime. She had no family to
come and check on her. Brian was not supposed to start work until the following evening. And
when hearrived and found thedoor locked and lightsout, what would hedo? Go home, of cour se.

Shestared at theflickering lampsin dawning horror. How long would she betrapped like
thig!?

She moaned weakly, pulling againgt the overhead clamps. It wasinfuriating to know that
shehad only to push her handsupwardsafew inchesand it would for cethe still unlocked hinged
sidetoswingup and release her. Yet shecould not doit. Shecursed furioudly, pulling against the
lower post until her ankles ached, but she coud neither move them up nor closer together.

And that dildo was pressing quite hard against her cervix now. Her insdes ached asthe
wooden nose jammed against the back wall of her sex. Shetried to move her body alittleto help
ease the pain but could do nothing. She was locked in place, impaled on the wooden cock. For
another hour shetried, twisting, pulling, jerking, straining, all to no avalil.

Then she half collapsed, tears of misery filling her eyes. She was sweating like a pig, as
well. The room was very hot now, and her exertion and fury had her heart pounding and blood
racing. Now her body was soaked in sweat, her hair plastered against the sides of her head and
face.

Shefdt exhausted, drained, and her head hung low as she moaned piteoudly.



Shehad cometo accept that she could not free herself. And she stared downwar dsdully,
her wristshurting, her ankleshurting, theinsdeof her pussy hurting, sweat trickling dowly down
her body.

Again, shewonder ed how many woman had stood wher e shewas standing, impaled asshe
was, held prisoner for sexual purposes. Had some been willing prisoner s? Other sunwilling? Had
they felt as shefdlt, trapped, hopeless? And who had finally come to release them, and to what
fate?

The thought of Brian finding her like thiswas humiliating, and yet there was something
elsethere, aswell, astrangetensenessand anxiety. Brian had tied her up theentiretimehehad
fucked her the other day. Heclearly liked thiskind of thing-and asmall voicein theback of her
head snickered that sheapparently had, aswell. Yet her senseof dignity and prideworried about
what hewould think, about what he would do.

God, he would think she was some kind of sick, bondage dut! All hisfantasies cometo
life! He would take shameless advantage of her! And what was she to say, that she'd been
trapped inadvertently? That someoneesehad put her in thismiser able device? No. Shewould be
unableto pretend. And he would expect more of the same from her.

How odd, shethought, miserably, that shehad wor ried that mor ning about how to deal with
him, about how to tell him to back off, to leave aside the ropes and nonsense. Yes, it had been
good - great, really, but she had determined to tell him that the next time they made love she
would not betied up.

Shewould makethat point very strongly. Shewasnot goingtolet him takeher for granted
and be some kind of little sex toy for him.

But now what!? Now when he found her like thishe'd be sure that a bondage dut was
exactly what she wanted to be! It wasinfuriating!

The only thing wor se was - that he would not find her likethis, not find her at all. What
would shedoif he came, knocked, then |eft?! And that was, sherealized, what wasmost likely to
happen. How many dayscould shestand likethis!? Would shedielikethis, to befound in weeks?
And what a shameful, ignoble way to be found!

Sheimagined the policemen and photogr apher smoving ar ound taking pictur es, snickering
to each other, shaking their heads at her stupidity. The very thought made her face burn.

Thisled toanother fifteen minutesof furiouseffort to freeher sdf, effort which only made
her sweat more, which exhausted her, and which sent tears trickling down her chest when she
gaveup. Her body sheeted in sweat, her pussy burning, her nipplesthrobbing, her armsand legs
and back tiff and aching.

Another hour passed - shethought. And another. Shestood weakly, head sometimesfallen
forwar d, sometimesfallen back, sometimesresting on oneor another arm. Her legsand armsand
back were still siff and aching. Her pussy was a sharp throbbing pain as the dildo remained
pressed against her cervix. And her nippleswerehot and very sore.

Another furious bought of straining, pulling and jerking against the leather and wood
wrapped tightly around her ankles culminated in her deliberately moving her chest in and back,
trying to send the weighted balls clipped to her nipplesflying so that at least shewould berid of
them.

And yet they clung stubbornly in place, and all she succeeded in doing was making her



nipples hurt even more savagely. Then she once again collapsed, whimpering and sobbing in
misery.

Hour s passed. Shewastired and aching. But she had become somewhat resigned to her
fate. And now shewasbored. Shestared at herself in themirror, and as before, and despite her
unhappiness, had to admit that she looked hot, hot and sexy. She could not ride up and down on
the dildo any more, of course. But she could repeatedly ease and increase her weight to change
the sensations within her. And she could still roll her hips, ill push hersdf forward and pull
her self back so that it seemed almost like the dildo was moving inside her.

And her movements caused the weights hanging by her nipplesto swing and pull in a
stinging fashion in a way which, while painful, began to become hot and darkly sexual, aswell.

It wasthe strangest masturbation she had ever tried. The physical sensations rollingup
her spinewere all painful to one degree or another, and yet her mind seemed to be inter preting
them differently. Jabbing and grinding and rubbing her sex against thewooden dildo hurt, and yet
the pain began to fedl hot and exciting and sensual.

The bouncing and swinging of the weights on her nipples hurt, too, but her breastswere
swollen, her nipples afire for some touch, for sensation - and sensation was what they were
receiving. She writhed and her body twisted, her hips grinding dowly, the dildo insde her
pressing against different parts of her sex.

The orgasm, when it finally came, was unlike any she had ever felt. Always before, she
had felt a great rush of sensory joy spreading up through her body from her loins. Now the
srangekind of hot, stinging or gasm she experienced was centered almost asmuch in her nipples
and breastsas her pussy.

Shestared at her self asshe came, asher body jerked spastically to the sensual impulses
and overload within. Then she sagged weakly, moaning to her seif, head hanging low.

Hours passed, and then more hours.

Her nipples were numb now, her groin a dull ache, her back terribly sore, her legsand
arms so giff that the mere thought of bending one filled her with an intense longing and
frugtration.

With nothing better to do, and in the hopes of easing her from the tiff sorenessand ache
for at least a few minutes, shetried to masturbate again. It wasn’t easy, any easier than it had
been the first time, but after some minutes she again succeeded, gasping and moaning asthe
orgasm made her body shudder and buck.

And more hours passed.

It must be night by now, she thought dully. Her somach rumbled and her dry throat was
beginning to prod her for attention, aswell. She wondered what time it was, how late it was.

The lanterns wer e beginning to burn low now. She masturbated again, staring at her self
fixedly in themirror, climaxing with a guttural moan of pleasure beforethey burned out, one by
one.

Shewasin absolute dar kness now, without a glimmer of light.

And hours passed.

She masturbated several times, though it hurt her each time. And as before, every time
shedid so shethought of Brian, of him finding her, chuckling at her stupidity, taking advantage of
her, using her, making her come and come and come. Sometimes he wasn’'t even alone.



Sometimes he had a whole crew of men with him, including Paul and Michad, and they all took
her repeatedly.

Sometimesit was policemen or firemen, and they were so hot by her they used her again
and again.

It wasvery bizarre, masturbating, thepain, theweary near exhaustion, thetotal blackness.

And more hour s passed.

Shewasterribly thirsty, and physically exhausted. And shebegan tofear that Brian would
not come. There was only a very small chance that he would do anything more than knock and
ring and then go away, she thought. It wasn't like they were seeing each other or anything.
Despite what they had done- what he had doneto her -they hardly knew each other. Hewould
have no reason to fear for her safety, no reason to try to enter, to break in.

Shebegan to pray that shehad for gotten and left one of the door sunlocked. But shedidn’t
think that she had.

What was Brian supposed to do, break a window? For what? Because shewasn't there
waiting for him?

Shemoaned miserably. Had it alr eady been long enough? Had hecomeand gone? Would
he come back? Perhaps tomorrow evening? And, not finding her, what would he do? Go away
again, most likely. Call her on the phone and leave her a nasty message.

More hours passed.

She was convinced by now that she was going to diethere, and ailmost resigned to it, so
when abright light woke her from a half stupor shestared stupidly intoit, not under standing, eyes
glassy, and soon running.

“Daniellel?”

She hardly under stood, but felt an overwhelming sense of relief.

“What the fuck!”

She groaned weakly as the figure behind the flashlight rushed forward, and she heard
Brian’svoice as hefumbled at the lower post and freed her. Then shewasbeing carried up the
stairsin hisarms, and it wasgloriousto befree of what had seemed likethe never-endingpainin
her groin, and the never-ending sting and numb ache of her nipples, and to be able to bend her
legsand arms and back. It was gloriousto be alive and to be in the light.

Shedid not want tolieflat. Her back had been straight for too long. She bent and gr oaned
and gretched and moaned, and sat up and arched her back and twisted and shuddered in
pleasure.

And then Brian was holding a cup of water as she gulped its contents down. He spoke
whileall thiswas happening, but she paid hiswordsno attention. They had to dowith taking care
around bondage and making sure there was always someone around and other such
inconsequential nothings.

Oddly, shewasnot ashamed or embarrassed. Shewastootired for that, and toorelieved,
and theremoval of so much aching and pain was- bliss, wonderful, incredible.

Shecould not keep ill, bending her armsand legsagain and again, twisting from sideto
sdeon thebed, ralling her head, arching her back.

“You might bealittle siff, dear, but you’'re making mealittle siff by all that twistingand
turning,” Brian said in amusement.



And assheturned her ran ahand up her belly and over her right breast and she gasped
and jerked in pain.

“Oww! Don't!”

“How long did you have those clips on your nipples?” he asked, as they examined her
throbbing, swollen red nipples.

“Hoursand hours,” shegroaned. “1 don’t know how long | wasdown there. What timeis
it? What day isit?’

When hefound out she' d been downstair ssincethe previous mor ning hewasamazed, and
as sympathetic as she could wish, stroking her and hugging her, and when her nipples pressed
againgt hisshirt she gasped and hissed asakind of tingling heat rippled through her.

“Your nipples might be permanently tiff now,” he said in amusement.

But when he pressed his finger and thumb against her breast on either sde and gently
began to squeezein at thebase of her areolaDanny felt astrange, dark heat and hunger begin to
burn in her breast. Her nipples were now extraordinarily sendtive, tingling as if with pins and
needles, and the lightest of touches made them throb.

Shewasfeeling a heady sense of joy and relief at her rescue now, and deep gratitudeto
him, and giggled as she pulled hisfingers closer. He laughed too, then bent and took her nipple
and areola into hismouth.

She stopped laughing, gasping instead, eyes widening, then closing asshemoaned at the
wave of wild sensual heat which poured through her chest.

And when Brian dipped between her legs and began to work his magic tongue and lips
over her pussy mouth the sensation was nothing short of rapture. Despte her exhaustion she
climaxed violently, crying out weakly, her back arching and twisting again and again as she
grabbed hishead and tried to ram hisface into her pussy.

Again and again and again her body shudder ed and shook totheorgasmsheroused in her,
and then hewas over her, thrusting deep into her aching pussy. For so long, for so many hours,
she had felt that hard, relentless wooden cock. Now shefelt hisown hardness, fdt it diding like
slk over her bruised pussy lipsand up and down insgde her sex sleeve.

And shebasked in theglory of it.



Chapter Four

Even her hunger could not keep her awake. She fell adeep while Brian was getting her
something to eat. Shewoketo find some cold fried chicken on her night stand, and wolfed it down,
then fell adeep again.

Shedept for fourteen hours, and when shewoke her body was so siff and soreit brought
tearsto her eyes. But her curse of pain brought him into the room, and now she felt the wave of
embarrassment shehadn’t the previousevening. Shecringed at hispresence, and tried todrag a
sheet over hersdlf. Hewas practically naked himself, wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts.

“How do you feel? Stiff and sore, | bet,” he said.

He picked her up in hisarms and carried her down the hall and into the big bathroom,
where he had filled the tub. He climbed up the sairswith her in hisarms, then stepped into the
water and sank down, with her gill in hisarms. Every little movement made her gasp in pain.

And then she was laying in his arms in the deep, hot water, gasping weakly as he
positioned her next to him.

“Jugt sit still and the hot water will ease those aching muscles.”

She bit her lip, still embarrassed.

“You should never play with complicated bondage equipment like that without someone
around,” hesaid sternly. “Or did you have someone? Did he leave you there?”

“God no!” she said, embarrassed even more.

But hisdamp chest looked very attractive, and when heleaned her againg it shedidn’t
complain.

“If you wanted to play games like that you should have called me,” he said. “1’d have
been delighted to tie you up and play with you.”

“I didn’t intend to,” she mumbled, red faced.

“And herel thought you wer e so shocked at my tying you up,” he said, shaking hishead
ruefully. “I never imagined you wer e into bondage that much.”

“I’'m not!” shecried. “Thosearen’t mine!”

“What do you mean?’

“| found them likethat. | found thoseroomswhen | wastryingtolay tilesin the basement.
| wasjust - exploring and - and it well - .”

“Madeyou hot?’

“No! I mean, well, maybe.”

“Wdll, next time you get hot and want to be tied up think of me.”

Arrogant bastard, she thought. She certainly wasn’'t going to tell him she had been
thinking of him as she masturbated.

Hishand moved gently over her chest and shewinced asit stroked acrossher still aching,
swollen nipples.

“Or did you think of me?” heasked in amusement, pulling her half up onto hislap asshe
groaned a protest.



“What were you thinking of when you were riding that big wooden cock?’ he asked
teasingly.

“Brian! | don’t want to talk about it!” she moaned, face reddening.

Then hishand was between her thighs, cupping and delicately squeezing her thereasshe
groaned and her legs moved and twisted from sideto side.

“Don’t,” shesaid weakly.

“Did that hard wooden cock hurt your tight little pussy?’ he asked soothingly.

“Don’t! Brian,” she moaned.

But the water waswarm, and he'd put bath oil beadsin it, and hisfingersasthey lightly
caressed her bare pussy were dick, and he bent and began to nibble lightly at the nape of her
neck. His other hand was softly kneading her left breast just below the nipple.

And Danny could not resist him. The gtiffnessin her body had eased, but every movement
still made her g-oan. And now she found her pussy and breastsinflamed as hisfinger s wor ked
them over.

“Oh! Oh! Oh shit! Oh! Ungh! Fuck!” she gasped as he tormented her with his light,
dippery touch.

He pushed her on her soft back, forcing her to it up, sit on histhighs.

“Get your legsunder you, baby,” he said, manoeuvring her and drawing her in until she
was straddling his lap, facing him. She didn’t want to do it, not really, but she was too tired to
resst, and her pussy wasthrobbing with hunger now. And when she sank down on his stiff cock
shealmost collapsed in bliss.

“Oh Jesus Christ that feelsgood!” she gasped.

“Metoo.”

He drew her in and began to gently suckle at her breasts. At first she just sat there,
groaning, impaled on his stiff warm cock. Then his hands moved beneath her buttocks, owly
raising her up and down. Her musclesstill ached, werestill terribly stiff, but shehad causetouse
them now, and did, riding his cock, panting and moaning weakly as the sexual heat rose inside
her.

The climax wasincredible, and sheburied her facein hisneck and cried out in ecstasy as
shejammed her pussy down onto histhrusting cock.

Afterwardshewashed her, letting her lay back in languorousease. Then herinsed her off
and lifted her from the tub. He sat her down, dried her, brushed out and dried her hair, then
carried her into thefront room and sat her on the sofa while he made her something to eat.

Shewasstill nude. Shehad madea halfhearted request for her robebut hehad ignored it,
or perhaps not heard. But she was coming to fed oddly comfortable around him while naked,
something she had never really felt around anyone ese. And, too, there was a not very subtle
sexual eectricity going back and forth between them which she found comforting and exciting.

She was laying along the sofa, propped against the side arm. He sat down on the sofa,
hemming her in, and held a spoon to her mouth. Shereached for it and he pulled hishandsaway.
“I’ll feed you.”

“I can feed myself,” she protested.

“Do | havetotieyour handstogether behind you?” he asked.

Theeéectricity spat and sizzled, and shethought that yes, asa matter of fact shedid want



him to tie her handsbehind her - sort of. Though her wristswere aching and felt bruised.

Instead she let her arms drop to her sides, and took the soup he spooned out for her,
mouthful after mouthful.

“How did you - | mean, | didn’t think you would comein,” she said, between swallows.

He dipped the spoon into her mouth again.

“Well, | wasgoingtoleave,” hesaid. “ But | saw thewindow wasopen. | don’t know if you
realized it but it’sbeen pouring rain for sometime, and with thewind blowing north, well, | could
seeright into theroom and see how thewood and floor below was soaked. | thought maybeyou’'d
gone away and forgotten it.”

“How did you get in?” she asked, watching him as he spooned out her soup.

“That kind of old screen?’” Hesnorted. “ Theframe haswar ped over timeand all | had to
do was pinch it on one side and swing the other out. Then | climbed in and shut it. | called out but
you didn’t hear me. | wasgoingto go. I'm not surewhy | didn’t. I saw the door to the basement
open, and you'd mentioned redoing the floor, so I went down. Then when | saw your secret
passage, well, | was curious.”

“Thank God you were,” she said.

“Yes. Havel told you already how incredibly stupid it was of you to lock your self up like
that without someone near by?”

“I didn’t plan to,” she said defensively.

“Of course you didn’t plan to,” he said scornfully. “But when you’re tied up, shackled,
bound, helpless, wdl, anything can happen without someone near by.”

Hiseyesflickered down to her still swollen nipples.

“I must say, though, that you did look absolutely incredibleall spreadeagled likethat, all
sweaty and practically hanging by your wrigts, that fat - cock - up insde you.”

Sheflushed and felt her nipplestingling.

Heran hishand down between her legs.

“It"s a good thing you didn’t have a weight clipped to your clit,” heteased, “Or you'd
really have been sorry.”

“Brian!” she gasped.

He chuckled, and went back to the kitchen. He'd made her chicken, too, and now he sat
down again, cuttingthem, feedingthem to her by fork. It wasvery strange, but relaxing, and also
very intimate.

Hemadeher drink afull cup of milk afterwards, whilehehed thecup. Shefdt full, and lay
back deepily as he washed up.

Then hewas back, kissing her on the forehead, then the cheeks.

“I’'m too stiff and sore,” she groaned, as he mouthed her nipple.

“Really? I’'m getting stiff, too,” he said.

And then his hand was between her legs, fingers stroking along her sex.

“Brian,” shegroaned. “You pervert.”

Shedrew her legsback, and pushed at him with her feet. Hegrinned and grabbed her foot,
pulling it up sothat shewastilted back onto her shoulders, then to her astonishment, helicked at
her toe, then took it into hismouth. She stared at him, feeling a bizarrefascination ashelicked
and sucked gently at her big toe, then began to work histongue and lips over her other toes.



Shewasalittleembarrassed at first, though her feet had just been washed - by him, for it
was 0 intimate, and yet the sensation of his tongue diding over and between her toes was
becoming terribly erotic and exciting. Shefelt her heart beating morerapidly ashe car essed her
ankles and massaged her feet and sucked on her toes.

And then, dowly, in no hurry whatever, he worked his way up her foot, licking and
mouthing, sucking and massaging, up her ankle, kissng and licking at her calf, at her knee, and
theback of her knee, and then, asshefet arisingtension, owly, dowly up her thigh, higher and
higher.

By thetime he buried hisface between her legs shewasa goner, and could only shudder
and buck her hipsupwardsin blissand rapture.

Afterwards, shelay back groaningtiredly, aching, sated. Hegot up and disappeared for a
bit while she watched TV and thought about how lucky she'd been, and how lucky she was now,
with him there.

But after afew minutesshebegan towonder wher ehehad gone, and then shethought she
knew, back into the basement, back into - that room. She called out to him, but received no
answer . After a few more minutes she swung her legs over the side of the sofa and, groaning,
dowly pushed hersdlf upright.

Her feet and legswere still very, very sore. She'd been standing on them for over thirty
hours, after all. The thought of going downstairs, and then down to the basement was daunting.
Shetook afew steps, her legsvery stiff, very sore.

Then sheheard hisfootstepson the stairsand felt a sense of relief. Heturned the cor ner,
surprised to seeher up, and grinned, waving hishandsat her. Shefelt a sudden jolt at what they
contained.

“Look at thisstuff,” hesaid. “Thisisfirst rate.”

He had some of the leather things from the basement, the leather dark and glossy, the
metal clips and hasps heavy and thick.

“l don’t know who bought all of this stuff,” she said doubtfully as he set them on the
counter.

“ Someone with good taste,” he said, picking up a collar.

The collar was mor e than two inches thick, with alarge metal ringin the centre.

“Oh no,” she said, putting her hands up to fend it off as hetried to place it againgt her
throat.

“I want to seeit on you,” he said.

Hisvoicewas calm, histone even, but she knew hedid want to seethe collar on her, and
shefelt that crackling sexual electricity crackle even more strongly as she reluctantly let her
armsdrop and rolled her eyesdown to try towatch ashedid theleather around her throat, then
did up the buckle behind her.

“Very nice” hesaid.

He turned her to look at herself in the hall mirror. The dark against her throat was
attractive, but thecollar ailmost covered her neck from top tobottom. Hepicked up her right wrist
as she looked into the mirror, and when she pulled her eyes away and looked at what he was
doing she saw he had a leather restraint buckled around it, and was just doing up the buckle.

Shesaid nothing, and allowed him to buckleasimilar leather band around her other wrig,



then looked at herself in themirror.

He produced a chain, about six incheslong, and moved behind her. Shefelt hisfingersat
the back of the collar, then helifted first her right wrist, then her Ieft, pulling them behind her,
bending her arm, raisng her hands up until they werejust below her shoulder blades.

When helet go of them they didn’t move, held in place by the chain, locked to the back of
thethick collar.

She turned and posed for hersdf in the mirror, and her body was quivering with sexual
tenson now, remembering how she'd looked in the frame the other morning, thinking of how
helpless she looked and felt now.

She turned uncertainly to him and saw his eyes, and the hunger on his face. He was
looking at her, licking hislips. His hands cupped her breasts suddenly, gently squeezing them,
kneading them. Hisheavy thumbsstroked acrossher still sore, stiff nipples, and shewinced. But
hedid it again, and again, watching her wince, hearing her light gaspsof pain. Yet therewasmore
than pain.

Heremoved hishandsand shoved hispantsdown. Hiscock sprang up, not fully erect but
risng fast. He said nothing, just looked at her, and Danny felt a tightnessin her chest as she
dowly sank to her kneeson thefloor in front of him and gazed at hiscock. The pressurearound
her wrists and throat was ever-present on her mind as she leaned in and licked at thetip of his
cock. Her eyesrolled up at him, and shelicked again, then kissed it.

He wasalready rock-hard, and shelet her lipspart dightly asshepressed forward, kissng
the end of his cock. She pressed harder, letting it dowly push through, force her lipsaside. The
head entered her mouth and she sucked lightly, then pushed forward again, taking it deeper,
feeling it dide across her tongue asthe shaft did through her lips.

Shemoaned ar ound hiscock, pushing gill further forward, licking lightly now. Shebobbed
her lipsback and forth, getting him moist, dippery, then taking him deeper. Hedidn’t do anything,
didn’t say anything, didn’t move. It was - eerie. She felt an incredible sense of sexuality and
sensuality surrounding her like a hazy cloud as she sucked on him. She bobbed her lips up and
down, taking hisfat head so deep she gagged.

She eased back, moaning again, rolling her eyessensuously up at him. Shedipped off his
cock and licked at hisballs, nuzzlingthem with her lipsand cheeks, kissingthem, then taking one
dowly into her mouth and sucking on it. He still stood there, armsfolded now, looking down at
her, hisfaceinscrutable. Shefelt challenged, and hot. Shelicked hisballs, massaging them within
her mouth, then took hiscock into her mouth once more.

Shebobbed up and down hisshaft, and finally, now, hemoved, hishandscoming down onto
the top of her head. They rested there, then did through her hair, combing through with her
fingers. They shifted apart, then closed around her head, completely enclosing it, following it as
she bobbed up and down, then moving with it, urging her back and forth.

Shegagged weakly ashiscock pushed too deep, but hedidn’t force her, and shedid back.
Shedrew him in again, and again, and gagged again. He was pulling her forward too deep. And
shefet a sudden shockwave hit her at the thought of taking him into her throat.

She'd tried it before. In fact, sheand a girlfriend had experimented with pot and a long
dildo on thesame evening and tried - and eventually succeeded in deep throating it. But they'd
been pretty relaxed at the time, so to speak. She hadn’t succeeded since.



Hecould just forcehiscock down her throat, sherealized, yet shefelt certain hewouldn’t
Shefdt safe with him. Oddly, she ailmost wanted him to, wanted to fed her self forced, feel him
take absolute control, to use her body as he chose, while she was helpless, restrained, a virtual
sex toy.

She sucked and licked her lips moving up and down the thick, glistening shaft. It felt so
dippery now with her saliva, an shejust knew, somehow, that it could dideeasily down her throat.
And shewanted to so desper ately.

Shegagged again, and again, and then finally, asshedid forward shedecided, i ntheblink
of an eye, to just do it, and she forced her lips down. His cockhead punched through into her
throat, and she gagged weakly, but kept going. Hishands suddenly helped, pulling on her head,
and her mind seemed to explode with excitement and shock and awe asshefelt him going down
her throat, as she watched his shaft disappearing through her lips.

And then shetook thelast inch and jammed her nosein against hisgroin, and she heard
him groan in pleasure as hisfingerstightened around her head, holding her in place. The blood
pounded in her head, and her throat felt terribly uncomfortable, but shedidn’t care. Sheknew she
had done something amazing, and knew he would be delighted.

“Shit,” she heard him groan.

Shefelt smug, but then the need for air concerned her and she moaned weakly, tryingto
pull back. At first heheld her there, and her fear peaked, but heeased hisgrip and shedid back,
fighting her body’s instincts now, fighting the sense that she was regurgitating something,
mentally opening her throat as she pulled back. It felt more uncomfortable diding back then in,
for thiswaslessnatural.

But then he popped free and she gasped and gulped in air ashelet his cock comefree.

“Fuck,” hesaid in a soft sigh.

She could only breath deeply.

“You never told meyou could do that,” hesaid. “Hot little cocksucker.”

“I’'m a- ahot little - cock sucker,” shesaid, the wordsamazing her for somereason, her
body responding asif he had flicked histongue across her clit.

Shetook him into her mouth again, bobbing up and down, and then, with hardly any effort,
did her lipsdown hisshaft, impaling her self on histhick, dippery cock, moaning around the base
as shejammed her nose againgt him.

Hisfinger s were combing throughher hair, and now grasped thick bunchesof it to either
sideof her head. Hedrew back, not waiting for her, and thrust forward again. Shegurgled weakly,
not expectingit. But then hedid it again, and it waseasier now, easier to fedl hiscock movingin
her throat. It tickled, and it ached, and she still had to fight the gag r eflex. But shewas so hot, so
intensely aroused, sowild and alivewith sexual hunger and excitement that shewasabletojust
kned thereand let him fuck her face, fuck her throat, hisbig cock didingin and out inlarger and
longer strokes.

“Fuck,” hepanted. “You - hot little- bitch!”

He pulled free and she gulped in air in ragged breaths.

“| want to pour my juice down your throat,” he said panting too, “but | want something
else more.”



He bunched her hair up in one hand now, and she moaned as he pulled back, forcing her
head way back, sothat her back arched. Her handsreached up tograb at hiswrists, but of cour se,
couldn’t move, and again she felt awild thrill at her own helplessness as his other hand moved
over her breasts, rubbing and twisting her sore nipples.

Hedrew her forward, again using that tight grip on her hair.

“Suck my cock,” he growled, hisvoice harsh as he forced his cock into her mouth.

Hepumped it inand out in short, fast strokes, jamming the head against theinsidesof her
cheeks, diding it along her tongue and the roof of her mouth.

“Yeah! Suck! Suck cock!” he demanded in arumbling growl. “ Suck my cock!”

She moaned and obeyed, licking and sucking, and then taking him deep into her throat
once mor e as he groaned above her.

But then he pulled out suddenly, panting for breath, hisown chest heaving. He pulled her
head back once more, using her hair asaleash to control her.

“Nasty littledut,” he said.

Heflicked a finger against one of her tiff, sore nipplesand she yelped in pain.

“I’m going to fuck your tight little pussy until you scream,” he said, flicking her other
nipple.

“Oww!” shecried. “Ooww!”

He pinched one of her nipples, then used his grip on her hair to pull her forward, then
farther forward, and down. Sheyelped in pain asshewasbent over, and only hisgrip on her hair
kept her facefrom hitting thefloor . But heeased her down completely onto her face, ontotheside
of her face anyway, and moved quickly behind her.

He dapped her bottom and she yelped once more.

“Spread your legs, dut,” he ordered.

She obeyed at once, moaning as she felt his bit, rough hands on her buttocks, kneading
and dapping and caressng them. Then they were between her legs, cupping her mons, then
tracing theline of her sex.

She felt his spit-wet cock doing the same, then pushing into her in a long, dow, steady
penetration that made her insdestwist and her muscles spasm.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped.

Deeper and deeper and till deeper. Shegloried in that long, steady penetration, in the
feel of histhick cock diding deeper into her belly, so deep it ached, so deep the head mashed
against something inside her. Her cervix? The end of her vaginal tunnel? She didn’t care. It
ached, and yet she loved it.

Hedapped her bottom, and then hebegan tothrust, pulling that wonder ful fat cock in and
out, in and out, using longer and longer strokes. Soon hishipsweredamming againgt her buttocks
with bruising for ce, her body jerking and shaking thereon her knees. Her cheek wason thefloor,
and sherealized that shewasdrooling, but didn’t care. Her eyeswere glassy, and her head and
shoulder swererubbing back and forth against thefloor ashishipssammed against her upraised
bottom.

Shecried out in pain asshefelt her hair yanked up and back. He had a thick chunk of it
again and used it to lift her head and shoulders off the floor. At almost the sametime shefelt a
finger againg her clit, rubbing roughly, painfully. But the pain twisted and shimmered into



something else, and shefelt her salf rocketing upwar ds towar ds climax.

And she couldn’t stop hersdf, and didn’t want to. And then it arrived and she screamed,
actually screamed in feverish, animal ecstasy, not knowing what shewas doing, not caring. Her
body wasjerking violently ashishipshammered her bottom, and heyanked her hair back sofar
her torso was now horizontal to the floor, her head up and back, her jaw dack, her eyes closed
tightly asthe orgasm howled through her nervous system like a runaway freight train.

Shescreamed her breath out, and then smply grunted, grunted loudly with every thrust of
hismighty cock, grunted and gasped and gurgled until hefinally let her back down, released her
hair, gripped her hips, and then actually thrust harder. Her body vibrated alar mingly as his hips

dapped againgt her for long, long seconds, then helet out an enor mousgroan ashe buried himself
to thehilt in her sopping pussy.

Chapter Five

Shedrovedowntown and par ked, then walked tothe County Hall of Recor ds. Everything
wason computer. It took very little effort to find her lot, and then the owner - her. A crossindex
showed the previousowner, Mark Gantry, then a seriesof owner sgoing back to eighteen seventy
seven, when the house was built.

But was the little torture chamber a part of the original or was it added later on? The
house had been built at the behest of a Miles Stirling, who had owned it for twenty oneyears. It
had then been auctioned to pay taxes, and sold to a Gerard Bell, who had owned it for another
seventeen years. Surely those two wer e the most probable.

By the time Bell bought it eectricity would surely be in widespread use. That would

suggest it was Gantry. But her history was a little shaky. Did people put eectricity in sub
basementsin those days?

So who wasthisMark Gantry?

Therecordsfor that period were open to the public, and thetax record for her property
indicated he owned a business. She cross checked and discover ed he owned a clothing factory.
She could find little else in the county records, so drove to the local library and checked old
newspapers.

Therewere some mentionsof Gantry, but only in relation to businessand the occasional

party or social event. Therewasamention that hehad commissioned a portrait of himsef from a
local artist. She wondered what had become of it.



She went into the historical room of the library, and found short, thin man with glasses
working behind a desk. He looked at her entrance, she saw the instant quickening of interest,
almost as instantly suppressed as he smiled. She felt the familiar sense of feminine pride
wondered if shewould ever take such male approval for granted.

“Hello,” hesaid.

“Hi.” she smiled, not flirtatioudy, but in along familiar way she had once realized she
reserved exclusively for men she wanted to help her.

She had mulled that over in her mind for sometime before deciding shedidn’t care, and
that it was harmless.

“I’mlooking for infor mation on a per son wholived in theeast end around thelateeighteen
hundreds,” she said “He owned a homethere, which I’ve just moved into, and afactory. | was
wondering if there might be some mention of him here”

“It’s certainly possibleif he was a prominent citizen at thetime,” he said, getting to his
feet, eyesflicking over her.

Shewas not dressed especially to impresstoday. She had on a pair of form-fitting jeans
and adark blueshirt. That theshirt set off her glisteningraven hair beautifully was, of cour se, by
design. It wastight across her chest, but not normally thin enough to show the dimples of her
nipples. However, they had remained sore and stiff since her unexpected imprisonment. Thirty
hour scrushed by thoseclips, with her body swaying and pulling- well. Shehoped they hadn’t been
per manently damaged. Then again, they wer e so sensitive now - per haps she should hopethey
were.

“His name was Mark Gantry,” she said, following him into the shelves. “He owned a
clothing factory - Gantry Shirts.”

He stopped and turned to her, asif inspired.

“Oh! | know who you need to talk to,” he said. “ Tina Baxter.”

“Who?”

“She works in fiction. | mean to say, she works here and is assigned to the fiction
department at the moment. Sheonly graduated last year, you see, but she’ svery good - anyway,
she’'s writing a book from a feminist and labour perspective on the sweat shops of the late
seventeenth and early nineteenth century and their treatment of women.

“Maybeit wasn't a sweatshop,” Danny said uncertainly.

Hesnorted in amusement. “ All theclothing factoriesand millswer e sweatshops,” hesaid.
“They employed hundreds of women, mostly immigrants, who worked 14 hour daysin terrible
conditions. I’ll havealook for anythingwith hisname, but | bet Tina can tell you almost at onceif
we' ve got anything on him and hisfactory.”

TinaBaxter proved tobeathinyounggirl barey out of her teenswith dyed red hair pulled
into atight, short, thin pony tail. She wore small, round Harry Stonestyle glassesand had some
kind of Nativechoker around her neck. Shewasquite pretty, in an earnest, oddly virginal sort of
way, but her eyeswere brightly intelligent and inquisitive as Danny approached and explained.

Therewas a spark of recognition in her eyes and a sudden eagerness on her face.

“Surel know about Gantry,” shesaid. “ Hewasnotorious! Hewasoneof thewor st of the
sweatshop owners. He crammed immigrant women into his factory, had miserable working
conditions, and would not only fireanyonefor thedightest reason he actually practised corporal



punishment on hisworkers!”

“Oh uhm, really?’ Danny said, thoughtfully.

“He employed hundreds of women at atimein hisfactory, most of them between fifteen
and twenty four, most of them immigrantsfrom south and central Europe. Thewor king conditions
weremiserable. Mot lived in boar ding houses hiscompany owned, and wound up having most of
their meagre pay deducted for their mealsand board. Mind you, that’snot at all unusual for the
mills and clothing factories of that time. What isunusual isthe corporal punishment.”

“What - kind of corporal punishment?’ Danny asked car efully.

“Thetraditional, caning on the bottom. Remember that thiswas standard for school kids
at that time, right up to high school graduation. And Gantry and most of theother factory owners
took avery paternalistic view of their young female employees. Thegirlswererequired togoto
church, for example, and dressmodestly. They wer e expected to be chaste until marriageand to
reflect well on their employers.”

“Again, all of thisisfairly normal for that society. The physical punishment iswhat sets
Gantry apart, and even that isonly related through some of the private letters| found from the
girls. Sometimes it was the open hands which were caned, but usually it was the bottom.” She
hesitated. “There are allegations - suggestions of a sexual element to at least some of the
punishments.”

“Oh?” Danny asked carelessly.

“Gantry often administered such punishments himself, alone, especially, according to
some of the girls, on the more attractive employees. There were also rumours that he would
favour a particular girl. Remember that men such as Gantry might as well have been gods to
thesepoor, ignorant immigrant women. They had norights, to speak of. Theenvironment wasripe
for sexual harassment.”

“I uh, see”

She had a sudden image of wide-eyed young women brought towhat must have seemed a
palatial home, and then down into the basement and then - werethey wiling, shewondered, or
pressured by their employer? Or were they hoping for something more, some favourable
treatment, per hapsmoney? Thelittle so-calledtor turechamber began totakeon amoresnister
light.

Certainly, therewaslittle doubt now about who had put it there, or to what useit was put.
Gantry might well have had “ parties’ with other men and women with the same interest ashim,
but it seemed mor ethan likely many of those he br ought ther ewould be wide-eyed young women
not particularly hoping to be stripped and - whipped.

Shethanked thegirl and returned home. The placetook on a different atmospherein her
eyes now. As she gazed around the half completed front section of the house she imagined the
elegant rooms where Gantry entertained guests, including very impressed young immigrant
women. Did they know when they arrived what he intended for them, she wondered. Did they
agree, or did they have little choice?

Shewander ed down into thebasement and then into the open stairway leading downwar d.
Shelit the lanternsand turned off the power, looking at the room and trying to imagine back a
hundred yearsearlier.

He must have used these very devices. These rooms must have rang to the screams of



those poor women. What had they thought, those wide-eyed young girls, who knew nothing of
bondage and the perversionsof therich, when the leather shackles had closed around their soft
wristsand Gantry had produced his whips?

Shewasenough of afeminist for thethought to causeher indignation and anger . But it was
solong ago, sofar inthepagt, that it washard to get upset. And, in fact, anger wasnot really what
she was fedling at all. She lay down on the long rack and extended her wrists high, trying to
imaginewhat it waslike, what had happened, how many girlshad lain thereexactly where shewas
lying.

She felt sexual eectricity begin to rise within her body and rouse her, and sat up. She
would not make the same stupid mistake again, but this was not quite the same thing. She
stripped quickly, then placed her anklesintothelower corner straps. Shelay back now, reaching
up, stretching for the top shackles, and grasping them with her hands. Then she pulled her sdf,
closing her eyes, fantasising, imagining she was Gantry’s prisoner, a poor, illiterate girl from
Ireland or Italy, staring up at the ceilling above, her limbs aching.

Her sex was moistening, the dectricity tingling along the surface of her skin now,
especially over her breasts. Sheopened her eyesand looked up. Above her wasa chain, dangling
from overhead. It was over the centre of her body, and she wondered at its pur pose.

Shereleased thetop shacklesand sat up, then drew her anklesout of thelower restraints
and swung her legsover the side of the low frame, standing. Nude, she walked dowly out of the
room and up the short passage to the end. There was the giant penis thing, and shedrew in a
shaky breath, imagining the girls bound there, being whipped.

She pressed her body against the soft wood, feeling her soft, warm breasts pillow out
againg it as she dipped her handsinto the leather restraints. She moaned, letting her head roll
dowly, thinking about the whip fallingon her back, her body jerking and flinching, imagining the
criesof pain rising from the girlswho had been bound there a century earlier.

She had never been whipped, of course, and did not think she would like it at all. Of
cour se, avery gentlewhipping might beexciting, asort of pretend whippingwhich didn’t hurt very
much. She wondered if Brian would be interested in that sort of game, but had little doubts he
would be happy to seewhat her limitswere.

She turned away from the large post and passed through the doorway, then halted. The
last time shehad come hereshe' d had only her flashlight. Now with thegreater light she saw that
what she had thought wasadoor totheroom she' d just exited wasactually placed against thewall
besideit. Another room!?

It was a heavy wooden door, with old fashioned stedl boltsclosingit, three of them. They
wereallittle rusty, and she had to grunt and dap at them to get them to dide back. She opened
the door and blinked in surprise. It wasaroom, but a small one, not much bigger than a closet.

It held a cage, alow cage, only up to her waist. The cagefilled theroom entirely. Over it
hung several chains, and shelves containing bowls, brushes, and an assortment of small clamps
and shackles. Theentirefront of the cagewasraised up sothat thefront stood open. Insdewasa
mattress of some sort, on which wer e several yellowing sheets.

She was amazed as she stared, shocked, and oddly aroused, to think Gantry might have
kept girls prisoner here, in a cage, like animals!

Why should that arouse her, she thought, feeling guilty. It was certainly nothing to be



aroused about. It was disgusting. The man must have been evil.

She closed the door and walked back up the passage to what she thought of asthemain
room. Shelooked over the implementsin the cupboard. Therewerejust so many of them! And
they looked hand made. She doubted Gantry could have bought thissort of stuff at a store. He
must have had them specially made, and perhaps designed

Shewonder ed what those artisansthought of him, wonder ed if therewasgossp about what
asicko hewas.

Shetook out a dildo of sorts, rounded, covered with leather, with tiny, metal studs sewn
into the base. She was hot enough that she smply brushed df the dust, and then squatted,
straddling the thing, sinking down sowly, bouncing ever so dightly as she let it force its way
insde her moist pussy. Sheinhaled sharply, then groaned as she sank halfway down theleather
and wood dildo. It spread her out insde, which sheloved, and high into her abdomen assheseized
the base and pushed it up inside her sdlf.

She made her way awkwardly back to the rack room, by down, and used the dildo,
thrugtingit into her self assheimagined shewasbeing bound thereand that Gantry wasusing her,
hisleering face above, his cock thrusting into her again and again.

The climax was quick and powerful, leaving her breathless, and she lay there for long
momentslater, chest heaving. Orgasmsusually sated her, yet she still felt hot, wild, wanton. She
wanted to do it again. But theresponsible sde of her nature, that sdewhich had always pushed
her on to accomplish things intervened. She put it away and dressed, then went upstairs and
worked for a couple of hours.

Sex, however, was never far from her mind, hot, nasty, kinky sex.

When sheheard thedoor bell buzz shefelt asudden surgeof need and lust and dropped the
box she was unpacking.

She hurried downstairsand smiled at Brian asshelet himin.

"You'reabit early,” shesaid." | didn't expect you until after seven.”

"I'm alight eater,” he said with a smile. " Did Paul show up with my band saw?"

"No. | haven't heard from him."

Hetsked, and set down hisbig tool chest.

"Wl | can't do alot without it,” hesaid in annoyance. " Could | useyour phone?"

"Sure. It'supstairs.”

“1'll call ahead next timel'm early," he said.

" That would be a good idea. The phoneisin theliving room."

He sat down on the sofa and called Paul, but there was no answer .

"1'm sorry about this" he said, hanging up. " It'sunprofessional of me."

"Don't worry about it."

Just then the door buzzed.

"Ahh,” hesaid. " That's probably him."

Shefollowed him downstairs, a little disappointed.

"Hey there," Paul said to her.

"You'relate," Brian said.

"Yeah. That'slife," hesaid withagrin.” Wannahelp mecarry it in. Thingweighsaton.”

Danny watched them manhandle the big saw into the room and plug it in. Paul waved



goodbye and left and Brian got right to work, cutting the plastic off the first pile of boards and
beginning to measure and mark them off.

"Doyou think | could be of any help?" she asked.

" Oh, that'sokay," hesaid. " I'm just marking off thesizesright now. And | liketo dothat
myself."

Hehad an L shaped metal ruler and shewasimpressed by how fast hemoved it alongthe
side of theboardsand marked off distances. But while sheapproved of hisfast work, it wasn’t his
car pentry skills she wanted just then.

Shemadesurethedoor waslocked, then eased back behind the stair sand skinned out of
thesweatshirt and pantsbefore coming back, naked, savefor thecollar hehad had her put on the
previous evening.

“Areyou surel can’t help?” sheasked, moving around totheside, and looking out at him
from under he eyelashes.

Helooked at her then did a gratifying double take.

“Woah!” he said.

She grinned atrifle smugly.” Okay if | watch you work?”

He curled an arm around her and squeezed her bare bottom. “1’m not going to get any
work doneif you'relike this around me.”

Heraised hisother hand, kneading her bare breast as hekissed her lightly.

“And as| said, | am a professional.”

“Oh | wasn't going to actually do anything with you,” she said, pushing him back. “| just
wanted you to seethisuhm, historical collar in the sunlight. Very nice, isn’'t it? Now you can get
on with your work whilel go back upstairs.”

“Soyou get meall hot and bothered and want meto try and forget it and work, right?”

“Just think of thereward your patiencewill bring,” she said, smirking, “if you’'re nice, of
course, and doagood job.”

“Hmm,” he said, hooking a thumb into thering of the collar.

He hefted her up across his shoulder, then, and Danny protested only feebly, her heart
hammering as excitement filled her. He took her down to the sub basement, her legs kicking
weakly, her arms dangling behind him.

Hecarried her totheend room, wherethegiant post shaped likea penisstood and looked
around, then up at the chains, before gazing at the post once more.

He set her on her feet, and she gasped weakly. He led her over to the post and looked
down at the side branch, thelittle cock thing, and ran a finger up and down her pussy.

“Nice and wet, | see” he said.

“Wh-what are you going to do?” she panted, getting mor e aroused by the second.

Hepressed her against the post, then pressed hisbody against her. Hereached down and
caught her inner thighsin his big hands and lifted her up easly, then manoeuvred her pussy in
over thewooden cock. Danny reached down and grasped it her saif, pulling her pussy in against it,
and then moaning asBrian sank her down on it dowly. It wasthick but shewasvery wet and very
ready asit did up into her belly.

When shewason her own feet, albeit the balls of her feet, heraised her wristsup above
her and fastened the old leather restraints around them, cinching them in tight.



Breathless, Danny turned her head around to stareat him, and moaned as he kneaded her
buttocks.

“You can wait herewhilel get somework done,” he said.

“D-Don’t you dare leave melikethis,” she gasped.

He grinned and walked out of the room.

“Brian! Brian! Brian? You bastard!” shecried, her head turned around.

Shelooked up at the shackles, but they wereclearly on tootightly toremove. Shelet her
head turn forward again, noticing something she hadn’t before. The post was covered in designs,
carved designswhich were, for themost part, made up of little squar eswith flower sin them. Some
of thedesignswer e cut out of thewood, but theflower patternswhich her bare breastswerenow
pressing againgt wereraised instead, so that her nippleswer e actually pushing against a narrow
edge of the carving.

In fact, most of her breastswerepressing in against theraised patternsof apair of large
roses, and it felt rough and uneven against her soft, sensitive skin.

Sheworked her bottom around a little, and felt her pussy easing a little more open. She
winced, but was able to sink dowly down until her heels were aimost on the floor. The angled
wooden cock was deep insde her then, and she didn’t think it would get any deeper.

Shepressed her feet in harder against the post, and found that if she sort of wrapped her
legs halfway around it she could push her torso just alittlein closer, and that let her sink right
down onto her hedls. Therewasno longer any dack in the chainsholding the shackles, and she
stood in place, feeling arousal throbbing within her body. Shemoved her hipsalittle, gasping as
she ground herself againgt the post, as her insdes shifted around the hard wooden cock inside
her.

Her arousal was deepening with every passing minute. She ground her breasts gently
againgt theraised roses, and ground her hipsdowly against the post, her bottom rolling every so
dowly.

Her head kept turning to look behind her, but there was no sign of Brian. She raised
her self ontotheballsof her feet, shudderingalittle. Thewooden cock insde her wasalso carved,
and shefet theuneven surface scraping along the soft, moist lipsof her sex asshemoved, asshe
drew her hot, sucking pussy upwar ds, then sank back.

God, she was wet, she thought, partly with alarm. Would Brian think she was acrazed
bondage dut? Thewooden cock wasglistening with her juices, and despiteitsthicknessit moved
easly insde her dippery sex. Shelet herself down on it again, groaning as she felt it drive up
through the soft flesh of her abdomen.

She slowly rolled her hipsas she rose and fell on the wooden cock, lifting her self to the
tips of her toesto sink dowly and deliciously down onto it, taking it deep enough to hurt each
time, ddiberately. Her skin wasdamp now, her breathing comingin ragged breathsasthe cor set
sgueezed down around her bdly



Chapter Six

“It hardly seemsfair that | havetowait for my pleasurebut you can takeyoursnow.” his
voice called from behind her.

Shegasped in alarm, frozen in mid stroke, her face flushing hotly as she saw him saunter
in.

“Then untiemeand let’s- .”

“Oh no, that wouldn’t beright,” he said.

Hereached to sdeof thepost, hisbig hand pushing against her back toflatten her against
the post again. He drew out a thick strap and pulled it around her back just above her buttocks,
then yanked it in tight.

“Oh!

It squeezed her bely in firmly against the post, and he fastened it somehow to the other
side. He chuckled as shetried to move, and then reached between her legs.

“Let’snot forget thisone,” he said.

Danny tried to look down. She hadn’t paid much attention to the strap dangling there.
Brian raised it up between her buttocks, then hesitated. Helet it drop, and without aword turned
and left the room. Danny tried to pull hersdf up and down on the wooden cock again, but she
could hardly move. Then Brian returned.

Hehad oneof thedildowith him, asort carved glassthing made up of separ atelittleballs.

Hegripped her hair and pulled her head back, and when she started to protest pushed the
first of the ballsinto her mouth. Danny blinked up at him in surprise as he pumped the thing
dowly in and out. He could only get two of the ballsinto her mouth at once as she moaned and
garted at him in confusion and heat.

But it was enough, apparently. He pulled the thing out and released her hair.

“What areyou - .

She gasped as she felt the round end of the thing pressing against her anal opening,
pressing insstently, turning from sideto side. Shefet her sphincter being forced, her wrinkled
little opening spreading.

“Brian! Don’t!” she gasped.

Shegroaned ashe pushed harder, feding the soft, dippery ball pushing through her anal
opening. Shefelt hersdlf closing behind it, but then the next ball forced her opening wider once
mor e, and when it did into her sheagain began to dideclosed, only to havethethird ball pushing
into her.

“Oh! D-Don’t!” she panted.

But therewasno for ce behind her words, and she could only shudder and moan asBrian
dowly pumped theball dildoin and out of her anus, forcing it ever deeper until shefelt crampsup
highin her abdomen.

And only then did the draw the strap up from between her legs, pull it out through her
thighs, and feed it up between her buttocks, over the base of the dildo. Therewasaringin the



rear of the belt he had strapped around her waist, and hefed it through there and - pulled.

Danny let out along shuddering groan, a cry of pain and pleasure and excitement asthe
ball dildo wasfor ced even deeper into her ass, and then locked in place ashebuckled the strap
behind her.

“Now I'll beback for you in acoupleof hours. You hangtight till then,” hesaid, giving her
bottom a smack.

“Bastard!” shecroaked.

Shefelt cramped inside, stuffed. The immoveable dildo she was straddling and the fat,
round crystal or glassone hehad forced into her anusfelt asthough they werepushingasideher
internal organs, filling her belly to overflowing. Her breastswer e pushed harder against thewood,
now, pillowed out hard.

She could not move - and yet she could, after a fashion. She could push hersdf back
against the strap running down between her buttocks, adding pressur e onto the base of thedildo
he had stuffed up into her anus. And her hipswould move ever so dightly back, and tothe sides,
allowing her to grind hersdf in very shallow movements againgt the carved wooden cock.

But though it roused her it wasnot ultimately satisfying. She gasped and moaned, aching
ingde her, rolling her hips dowly, panting and wincing as she tried to ride the wooden cock.
Passion and hunger set her body and mind aflame, and she grasped the post between her arms,
rubbing her breast againg the flower s, panting and moaning weakly asthe dampnessturned to
moisture on her skin, and sweat began to dowly trickle down her face and ribs.

She felt a sense of disbelief, as well, at how quickly, how totally she had fallen into this
bizarresexual gaming. She had alwayshad fantasesbut shehadn’t really thought that thefed of
restraints around her wrists would be so exciting, that being bound helpless would be so
shockingly arousing.

Had those long ago girlswho had been bound herefelt as shewas? Had they moaned in
pleasure, gasping in the close air, waiting for him, for Gantry toreturn to do unspeakable things
to them?

Therestraintsweretight around her wrists, holding a portion of her weight, For with her
legs spread partway around the post and her body jammed tightly against it she was off balance.
She could be whipped now, she thought a little dazedly. She wondered if Brian would whip her?
Just alittle. What would it feel like? Would it hurt? Of cour se it would, but how much?

Theleather creaked with her efforts, with her motions, with the pressure of her body as
she hugged the big post, the post which was carved like a cock. The symbolism did not escape
her.

And - there was something - down there. Down at the base of the wooden cock, if shejust
got her legsalittlewider, jammed her hipsin dightly more, took just alittlebit moreof it into her
belly.

“Ungh!”

Shedidn’t know what it was. It was like a small sharp knot of somekind. It hurt, sort of.
No, it definitely hurt, and yet. It felt so good to push hersaf againgt it, to fed it grinding against
her clitoris.

“Oh God!” she panted, dowly, straining against the pull of the belt, the strap, of the
shackles, grinding hersdlf against that wooden cock. She was soaking! She could feel her own



juicestrickling down her inner thigh assherolled and ground her self onto that hard little cock.

And ground her entire body against the big one.

“Oww!” she gasped as her clit jammed againg that little knot.

Sherose up, sraining, gasping, and did down, moaning breathlesdy, gulpingin air in the
hot room. God, she was hot! Inside and out! She was sweating like a pig, and her insdeswere
burning with passon and lust and animal hunger.

“How arewedoing?”

Shemoaned weakly, not embar rassed thistimeashe came up behind her, feeling aflush
of excitement as he grasped her hair and yanked her head back.

“Jesusit’shot in here” hesaid. “You need to get some electricity down hereand get rid
of thoselanter ns. Theguy who built thislittle hidey holedidn’t providenearly enough air flow. I’ll
string a power cord and blow out the lanternsand - .”

“No00,” she moaned.

She couldn’t quite express her self, couldn’t think how to tell him that she wanted it asit
had been a century earlier. It felt - carnal - raw - like shewaspart of an epic, a historical drama.

“I likethe heat,” she panted.

“If you say so, baby.”

“B-Brian?”’

“What?”

He was kneading her buttocks casually.

“Have - haveyou ever - | mean, doyou think it would - hurt alot, if you used oneof those
- those whip things on me?”

He was quiet for a long moment. “Everyone has their own limits,” he said. “But since
you’ve never done anything with pain beforel’m not sure how you'd react. If | wasgoing to |
would start off with something mild?”

“Yes! Something - small!” she gasped, moaning as shetried to grind herself against the
wooden cock again.

Hechuckled, and she moaned ashisteeth nibbled on the sdeof her throat below her ear.

“Let’s see, shall we?”

Hewent away, and shewasalonefor long minutes. When hereturned hehad a number of
strapsand flogswith them. Hedropped them on thefloor, and stepped behind her with nothingin
his hand but what looked like a belt.

“Strappingisabout the mildest thing you can do,” hesaid. “ L et’sseehow you react toit.”

“Wait!” she gasped.

“What?”

“U-Undo the bdt around my back.”

“No.”

“Brian!” she groaned.

That thingyou’reon isnot amodern dildo. It’svery hard, and it’sup in themiddle of your
abdomen, pretty high, too. | don’t want you jerking your body all around whileyou’'reon it.”

“But -.”

The strap dapped againgt her bottom without war ning and she yelped, morein surprise
than pain. Brian paused asif studying her, then brought his arm forward again. The strap was



very light. It dapped across her bottom and stung a little, but - it wasn’t enough.

“Harder,” shegroaned.

Her wish cametrueimmediatey, asthestrap struck her with much greater force, and she
yelped in pain, her hipsdriven into the post.

“Bastard,” she panted.

“Sut,” hereplied, hisvoice sounding amused.

Then hisvoice changed. “ Slut,” he said, in a dark, danger ous growl.

The strap cut across her bottom with stinging for ce, and she cried out, her body driven
against the post.

“Whore!” he spat

She groaned weakly, her mind flashing into a feverish state of arousal.

“You fucking cheap cunt!” he growled.

Thewords, and the tone they wer e spoken in made her gasp, and then the strap dashed
across her bottom with stinging force, and she cried out.

“You likethat, dut? Grind your hot little cunt against that dildo. Go on, whore. Danceon
it, ridethedildo for me.”

Again the strap cut across her bottom, and Danny cried out, the sound almost a wail of
pleasure and dazed excitement.

“Oh shit!” she half sobbed.

Again thestrap dashed acrossher bottom, with hot, ginging for cethat made her cry out.

“Sut!” he sneered.

Her entirebody was- melting. Shewassqueezed in hard against that tall, giant - cock, her
body grinding and trembling againg it, threatening to smply dissolve into a puddle of mush
againgt its surface.

The strap cut into her bottom again, and her body flinched, jerking against the tall post,
againgt the wooden dildo jammed up insde her sopping pussy.

She was on the edge of climax, hovering there, trembling and shaking, nerve endings
snapping, her insdes flaming. She just couldn’t quite go over.

And then Brian was behind her, undoing the strap at the small of her back, letting the
lower strap fall down. He grasped thedildoin her ass, the onemade up of balls, and did it dowly
out. Each ball madeher anal opening spread wide, then squeeze halfway closed again, then open,
then close. Danny felt herself about to come, felt her self ready to explode.

Theball dildo camefree, and then Brian was pressed in against her, naked, hisflesh hot
againgt hers. His cock did easily into her ass, and then drovehard and deep as he crushed her
body up againgt the post.

Shecame, her insgdesblossomingwith aviolent sensory storm likenoneshehad ever felt.
She could not scream or cry out, could not breath, could not move or think or do anything but
tremble violently as convulsions racked her body again and again. Brian was not gentle. He
ground hispelvisinto her sweating buttocks, grasped the sdesof the post up high to either side,
and began to rut into her, hammering his hipsagaingt her bottom, ramming hiscock up into her
assagain and again and again in ailmost brutal strokes.

The force of his blows made her body jerk against the wooden dildo, threw her legs
forward, dropped her clit down onto that knot thing at the base of the wooden cock and jammed



her againgt it again and again. Her mind felt asthough it wasgoing to tear apart asshegurgled
and shuddered and the world spun around her. It was the most power ful, intense orgasm she'd
ever felt, and it seemed to have no end.

Brian’sbig male body was crushing her against thewooden post, against the big cock, his
hips damming into her buttocks again and again and again. After that glass ball dildo thing his
cock felt so beautifully, wonder fully soft and dick and sensual
asit stroked up and down insde her that she almost swooned.

Her breastsached asthey wer e squeezed hard against the wood, her nipplesand ar eolas
grinding against theraised flowers. Her body and mind wer e sizzling with violent sexual ener gy,
gpasming and convulsing, bucking and trembling as the orgasm shook her like a rag doll.

Shealmost blacked out. For amoment shethought shehad. Then shehungthere, literally,
her legsgonetorubber, her jaw dack, her sweating face against the wood as his hips continued
ram into her bottom, hiscock continued tothrust up achingly deep into her bely, lifting her to her
toesagain and again by sheer force, riding her up and down on thewooden cock at thesametime
s0 it sawed roughly up and down through the straining lips of her soft, aching sex.

Afterwardshecarried her, thistimein hisarms, rather than over hisshoulder, up thethree
flights of stairs to the top floor, ran a bath, and set her in it, with him beside her. He'd also
brought a surprise. Grapes, which, with her wrists shackled behind her - and when had he done
that, she thought wearily - hefed her, letting her lick the cool, cold grapes from hisfingers.

Helifted her out of thetub, ontoitsedge, and spread her legswide apart, then soaped up
her groin. Shewasfeelingvery submissively, and deepy, and shesimply lay back, sighing, asshe
felt him cutting at her pubic hair with her small scissors, then shaving her. Shethought - well, she
wasn’t thinking very much. She was ill in the weak, languorous afterglow of that massive,
exhausting climax. A part of her thought hewastrimming her already neatly trimmed pubic hair.

But ashisfingersdidinto her, and hepulled on her sex lips, and ran therazor up oneside
and down the other, it becameto dawn on her that he was not trimming, but removing.

“Wha-what are you doooing?’ shesaid in a groan.

He rinsed her off, and the brought his mouth againgt her now totally bare little sex.
Danny’s eyes widened, and then she moaned and dropped her head, not caring about anything
€lse as his soft tongue did amazing thingsto her sore, aching pussy.

Theorgasmsweren’'t aspowerful, or asdraining, but asshelay thereon her back, on her
bound wrists, moaning, arching her back, twisting her hips, pleasure cour sed through her veins
and pounded against her mind until she could think and care about nothing else.

Afterwar dsshefelt weak, submissive, exhausted again. Shelet him dry her, let him brush
and dry her hair, let him carry her intothelivingroom in hisarmsand st down with her sraddling
hisbody. Hewasclothed, shewasnaked. But shedidn’t care. It wasbeginningto seem natural to
be naked around him.

Shelay nestled against hischest, comfortable, relaxed. And when he produced the grapes
again she took them from him, licking them from his fingers, sucking his fingers afterwards,
sighing as he caressed her with his eyesand hands. Y et when sheitched, shecouldn’t scratchiit,
and sheignored her suggestions he untie her.

“Brian,” shegroaned in complaint



“You don’t need your hands,” he said loftily.

Heran hishand up between her breasts, then squeezed and kneaded them gently.

“So what are you going to do with those rooms?’ he asked.

“I don’t know. I'd liketo find out who put them there.”

“Wdll, given there€ sno dectricity, I'm guessing they go back to theturn of the century
anyway - that is, theturn of thelast century. You'’ll need to wirethem to make much use of them

“I could use them for storage, | suppose,” she said, then took another grape into her
mouth.

It felt very odd to betaking food from hisfingers, to belicking the grapesfrom hishands,
very weirdly simulating in some way she couldn’t name.

“Kind of hard getting stuff up and down with that narrow stair,” he said.

She nodded as she swallowed

“A wine céllar?”’

“How much wine do you think | have?’ she sniffed.

“A gamesroom of - some sort,” he said, waggling his eyebrows.

She snorted but felt alittle stab of heat.

“If you wirethem up, that main room wherel found you could takea poal table. Y ou might
put asaunain. Or -.”

Heleaned in, chewing lightly at the nape of her neck, forcing her head back farther and
farther as she groaned.

“Maybeweé Il turn it into a torture chamber,” he said.

“It already isatorturechamber,” she said.

“What an interesting idea.”

“Pervert.”

He smiled. “ Cock sucker,” he said slowly.

Sheflushed, dightly insulted, yet excited for some reason.

Heran hisfinger along her lip.

“Cock sucker,” he said again.

“I am a cock sucker,” she said, alittle defiantly.

“Sut.”

“Bastard,” shereplied.

He pinched her nipple and she gasped.

“Show the proper respect, little dlave girl,” he said.

“Bastard.”

He pinched her nipple again, thistime giving a twist that had her jerking aside.

“Maybe you need a spanking,” he said.

“I’'m sorry,” she said humbly.

He smiled, or started to.

“Bastard,” shesaid.

Hesnorted in amusement and buried hisfingersin her hair, then pulled back, not quickly,
but fast enough to make her gasp, forcing her back to arch very sharply. She felt his mouth
covering the centre of her left breadt, his hot breath on her skin, then his warm, moist mouth
sucking as histeeth bit gently into the flesh. She moaned and writhed weakly, her breasts till



reddened and aching from being ground against the post.

“Oww,” she gasped as her achingly sensitive nipple protested.

But asbefore, the pain somehow twisted itself into a dark pleasurewithin seconds.

She fdt hisfingers between her thighs, hisindex finger diding inside her. She was till
moist, and ill sore, and her bottom ground against him.

He pulled back, then and let her sit up. His hand was between her legs, and shelooked
down again, embarrassed and excited at the sametime, as she had been ever since she'd seen
her self s0- so bare- so- naked, soexposed. Y et thefed of hisfinger sagainst her soft, bareskin,
with no hair to intervene was delicious and made her want to grind her hips againg him.

And then shedid, unconscioudly, at first, helplessly responding to the sometimes gentle,
sometimesrough stroking of histhumb acrossher horribly bareclit, and theinsertion of not one,
but two fingers deep inside her pussy.

God, shewassensitivethere! It ached when hetouched her, but it wassuch a- adelicious
achethat she couldn’t help responding to it.

“You’'returning meinto a nympho,” she groaned.

“I likenymphos,” hesaid with asmile. Then hebent forward and took oneof her ill-sore
nipplesinto his mouth, sucking, licking and massaging it.

“Brian!” she groaned.

“Too sore? Okay, I'll stop,” he said, dumping her off hislap onto the chair next to him,
ostentatioudy ignoring her ashe picked up the TV’sremote.

“Asshole,” shesaid.

“That’svery rude,” hereplied, still not looking at her.

“Bastard.”

Hegrabbed her abruptly and she squealed a protest asheyanked her back acrosshislap,
but thistime upsde down.

“Don’t you dare!” shecried.

“Hmm, don’t see any marks on thiswhite little ass,” he said, running hisfingers acr oss
her bottom. “ Thestrap isgood for that. But apparently it wasn’t enough to teach you manners.”

He dapped her bottom and she yelped and kicked her feet.

“”Now don’t you fedl like a dlly little girl having to be spanked for using obscene
language?” he said, dapping her again.

“Oww! Stop it!”

He did his hand between her wriggling thighs and cupped her bare pussy, rubbing it,
sinking hisindex finger into her pussy, then dapped her bottom again with his other hand.

“I don’t think s0,” he said. “ Not until you apologise for being rude.

“Kissmy ass!” she shouted.

Hedid, then gave her threehard dapsin arow assheyelped and kicked her feet and legs

“I'm sorry!” shecried.

He dapped her bottom again, working hisfinger, now two fingers, in and out of her moist
pussy.

“Not good enough. You say 'I'm sorry for being such a foul mouthed little dut, Mr.
Morgan,” he said.

“You can go to hell!” sheexclaimed indignantly.



Hedapped her bottom again, and again, and again, asher hipsjerked and twisted and she
yelped and cried out in pain.

“Ow! Stop it! Oww! Bagard! Owww! All right! Oww! I’'m sorry for being such a foul
mouthed little dut, Mr. Morgan!”

He dowed his spanking and caressed her bottom, now pink and turning red.

“That’s better. You need to show respect to men, little dut. In fact, | think it would be
better for you to call me Mr. Morgan from now on.”

“Areyou kidding?” she panted.

“Well, let’s say, whenever you're naked and your handsaretied up.”

“| always seem to be naked and tied up around you,” she protested.

“That’s the way women should be around me.”

“God, you'rearrogant!”

He dapped her bottom and she cried out in pain.

“Apologise for insulting me,” he said arrogantly.

Hethrust threefingersdeep into her pussy and she groaned.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Morgan!”

He pulled her upright, then twisted her around so she was straddling him. She raised
hersdlf up as he took his cock out of his pants, and then sank dowly down on it, groaning in
pleasure.

“I love your cock,” she groaned.

“Of courseyou do. You'readut, after all,” hesaid, bending her head back and suckingon
her breast.

Shegroaned, tryingtoridehim. Hishandscupped her bottom and began lifting her up and
down as he mouthed first one breast then the other.

“I could move better if my handswerefree,” she panted.

“I likeyou just likeyou are,” he said.

With hishelp, hishandson her buttocks, sherode up and down, gasping and moaning at
the pleasure and pain as she felt the sexual haze swirling around her. The orgasm was not as
power ful asit had been downstair s, but it wasenough tomakeher shudder and shakeand roll her
head in wonder and bliss.



Chapter Seven

She spent much of the next morning in her car, driving from place to place, getting
supplies, filling out forms, and gathering books. She stopped off at several places selling books
very cheaply, from garage salesto chur ch fund raisers, then hit the har dwar e storeand bought a
long, heavy extension cord and some portable lampsfor the sub basement.

It wasa cold, blustery fall day, cloudy and blowing in the promise of winter. It started to
rain, and the temperature plunged even more. She decided to head home befor e the promised
freezing rain the radio promised materialized. She parked in the narrow lane beside the house,
then dashed through therain with her bags and up to the porch.

Inside, she shook out her hair, grabbed the mail and headed upstairs. She put the coffee
on and went over the mail as she sipped it, wrote out a few checks, and filled out a form for the
county registrar. That done she changed into a pair of short cotton shorts and a tank top. She
didn’t bother with underwear. No one was going to be around and it would just get sweaty. The
ancient furnace worked surprisingly well, but tended to lose alot of heat in the basemert. That
was good, for it kept the basement warm and very dry - perfect for storing books and papers.

That didn’t make it pleasant to do heavy work in, though.

Sheheaded back downgtair sto the basement and began wor king on thefloor. Shedecided,
almost at once, to use the portable lamps she'd bought for the sub basement to brighten up the
basement while she worked.

Then she completed laying tile and started in on more plywood walls, measuring and
sawingto match thesizeof her walls. Sheknew shewasn’t doing the most sophisticated job, but it
was only going to store books, after all, and it wasn't like she could pay Brian to redo the whole
house. Nor did sheintend to impose on him for free.

A ringing upstairs caught her attention - eventually - over the music from a small radio
she'd brought down. Shewiped her handson a dirty clothe and went back upstairs, surprised to
see, as she crossed thefloor, the face of the young librarian at the window.

“Uhm, hi,” she said, opening the door partially.

“Hi. MissConnor? I’'m Tina Baxter, from thelibrary?”

Thegirl looked likea half frozen, drowned rat as she stood in the doorway shivering and
clutching a knapsack closeto her chest.

“Comein,” Danny said alittle reluctantly.

“Thank you somuch,” thegirl said.“I’m sorry. I’'m drippingon your floor. It had stopped
raining and | thought | could just dash tothecar, but | couldn’t find anywhereto park hereand |
had to run two blocks.”

“I"ll get you a - atowel or something,” Danny said uncertainly.

“| wanted to see you about Mark Gantry,” Tinasaid. “| wasreally hoping you would let
me seetheinside of hishouse.”

“Waell, | suppose there’s no reason you couldn’t look around,” Danny said. “Come
upstairsand I'll get you atowel.”



The girl removed her jacket and hung it from the doorknaob, then kicked off her tennis
shoesand followed Danny upstairs. Her hair wasgtill dripping down her blouse, and thebottom of
her trouserswere soaking.

“Why on Earth would you pick today to comeout?” Danny asked, asthey reached thetop
floor.

“I havethisafternoon off,” thegirl said. “And | really wanted to get alook at thisplaceto
seeif it matches some of the stories|’ve found.”

“Oh really? Stories?”

She handed her atowe, then shook her head. “ Y ou better takethoseoff. I’ll throw them
intothedrier.”

“Oh, | really hateto impose on you,” Tina said.

“I"d liketo hear about thesestories, but | don’t want you sitting on my sofain wet pants.”

“Oh gosh, I'm sorry!”

“Don’t apologise. Here, put thison.”

She handed thegirl along robe, and pushed her into the bathroom.

“Y ou want some coffee?”

“Yes, please!” camethrough the door.

Thegirl soon emerged and took the cup gratefully asthey sat in theliving room. Shetook
some paper s out of the knapsack and unfolded them.

“I knew | had heard somethingsabout Gantry, and theseturned up. Thisoneisthe most
specific. It talks about how Gantry would pressure the young immigrant women to come to his
house. It’salmost unbdievablein the moder n age, but accordingtothesehehad asort of torture
chamber set up in his basement!”

“Uhm, oh?” Danny said.

“Listen tothis. Thiswaswritten by a young Scottish girl in eighteen eighty one. She had
cometo America at sixteen, and her parentshad died of what soundsliketyphoid. She'd started
working in the mills and factories when she was seventeen. She was unusual in that she could
write because her parentswere missionary schoolteachers. Anyway, oneday, right out the blue,
shewasdriven to Gantry’ shouse. Shehad noideawhy or wher e shewas, of cour se, until shesaw
him. Everyone knew Gantry.”

“He said she was there because he liked to have dinner with pretty girls. Of course she
wasinsanely flattered, and the food was ten times better than she’d had in the boar ding house.
Anyway, lisgentothispart. He' d fed her wine, and she’ d wound up spilling someon thecarpet. He
got angry and told her she had to be punished. Hetold her the carpet was worth morethan she
could makein alifetime - which might even have been true.”

Shelooked down and read from the notes.

“In the basement was a strange room wheretheair was close and warm. It wasaround
room, and at itscentrewasagreat post carved out of oak which rosealmost totheceiling. And to
my startled and embarrassed surprise | saw that it was carved into the resemblance of a male
sexual organ. | had littletimeto ponder this, however, as Mr. Gantry, most angry, demanded |
remove my clothes. When | hesitated he struck me acrossthe faceand, terrified, | complied and
stripped to my skin.”

“l cannot believe that | was thinking straight for surely |1 would have refused had | not



consumed so much wine. But Mr. Gantry gave meno timetothink, and soon, naked astheday |
was born, my armswer e being bound to the side of thegreat post and Mr. Gantry bent meover.
It wasthen | saw that afat peg had been attached to the side of the post, and thistoo was car ved
asamaleorgan.”

“Beforel could react Mr. Gantry forced my mouth down uponthiswooden peg, and then
drew forth a strap which locked my head in place. With my wristsand head thusbound in place
Mr. Gantry then fetched him along, thin cane and began to whip my bottom.”

“Thepain burned most horribly and | screamed around thethick pegwithin my mouth. Mr.
Gantry used most obscenewor dsthat terrified me, for the cost of the Persian car pet was so great
that one could surely feed, clothe and house an entire family for yearson itsvalue.”

“And then tomy intensehorror | fet hisfingerson my most private parts, and felt agreat
sharp pain as he pushed somethinginsdeme. | wasentirely helplessand unabletoresist asMr.
Gantry did obscenethingsto my privates. Thesethings, which | could not, of cour se, see, affected
my body most horribly. It seemed impossibleto keep still, and a great fire seemed to burn within
my groin and belly.

“I know that | should havetried toresist in someway, but | wasafraid that hewould begin
to beat meagain instead, and surely what he was doing to me was much less painful, and in fact,
most horribly pleasurable. And so | madelittle effort toresst asheturned my own body against
me. Too late did | realize what was happening, and when he proceeded to thrust hisown male
organ into my body | wasin such a wanton state | almost cried out in glory.”

Thegirl looked up, her facealittlered. “Well, she goeson likethis, uh, describing how
Gantry raped her.”

“Apparently sheliked it,” Danny said.

The girl flushed. “You have to understand that she was very innocent about sexual
matters. Young women knew little or nothing before marriage, especially if they had no older
female relatives willing to talk about it. I”m not sure what Gantry did, but, well, she was drunk
and, who knows. In any case, she describes roomsin the basement with great wooden frames
which held her prisoner. Shewaswhipped, shewrites, and Gantry told her that shewould haveto
be hisdaveto make up the cost of thecar pet. Shewaskept in acagein thebasement and sexual
abused on adaily basis. Sometimes, uh, well, her descriptions.... well, shewasvery confused, asl
said.”

“Did she ever gotothe police?”

“Oh God no! The policewouldn’t havelistened toagirl likethis! In any case, it seemsas
if she fell in love with him. | guess an early version of the Stockholm syndrome, you know?
Gantry waslikeagod to her, and | guesshewas, when hewanted to be, auhm, good lover. There
weren’t many of those around back then, you know.”

“But thefascinating thingisher description of theserooms. She couldn’t havemadethem
up, but surely that wasgoing alittlefar, even for Gantry. | mean, a giant post shaped likea cock,
uhm, penis?’

Danny made a non-committal noise.

“Anyway, | was hoping | could look downstairs and seeif the rooms matched what she
describes.”

“Sure, comeon.”



Danny led her down the gairs, wherethegirl looked around the half finished roomswith
sense of disappointment and doubt.

“Over here,” shesaid, deciding finally, to show the girl what she had found.

“I only discovered thisa short time ago.”

She opened the secret door, and thegirl’sjaw dropped. Danny lit alamp insdethe stairs
and led thegirl down and into the passage, then into thefirst room.

“Ohwow! Oh man | can’t believeit!” thegirl cried, saring at it, running her handsalong
thewood. “It really exists!”

“Yup,” Danny said.

“Unbédievable! What about the uhm, the giant - .”

“Cock?’

Danny led the excited girl to therack room, then to the final room wherethelarge post
was located. Tina'seyeswerefilled with awe assheran her handsup and down itslength. “My
God!” shesighed.

“I don’t know if anyon€e's been in here since Gantry died,” Danny said. “1’d think if
anyone knew about these roomsthey’d have uhm, done something else with them.”

The girl examined the low, angled wooden cock, bending and touching it dowly. She
straightened and walked around the big post, then returned and gave Danny a strange, quirky
smile.

“You’'ve uhm, been in here a few times since you found it?” she said.

Danny flushed. “What do you mean?’

Thegirl grinned. “Well, ther€ sdust on the sides of thisthing, but not at the front, except
up high and down low. See, the dust is gone from about uhm, your thighsto your head. Also the
leather straps have no dust on them, and neither doesthis.”

She held thelower cock in her hand and grinned dyly.

“I don’t know what you’re suggesting, Miss Baxter,” Danny said with a scowl, but - .”

“Oh hey, | wasn’t tryingtoinsult you or embarrassyou,” thegirl said hurriedly. “1 mean,
Jesus, look at thisplace. If awoman wasa completeprudeshe d bedisgusted and lock it up, but a
young, sexually - curious- woman, perhapswith a friend might - experiment?”

“I think we'd better go,” Danny said firmly.

“Oh pleasedon’t! Look, I'd loveto get picturesof these! Please!”

“Aslong asyou don’t identify the address and what thishouseis being used for now.”

They went back upstairsand thegir| fetched adigital camerafrom her back. Tinafollowed
her down to the basement, then told her to go ahead. Shereally did need get somework doneon
her walls.

It washard to concentrate, though, with thegirl down there. Danny wasembarrassed that
the girl suspected she'd used the - frames - and was afraid the girl would somehow find more
evidence, likedust gonefrom the centreof therack, for example. Shewinced when shethought of
that, and glanced at the stairs.

She put down her measuring tape and went downgtairs. Thegirl wasnot in thefirst room,
or therack room. In that room shewinced to seethat therewasan obviousbare spot almost free
of dust right in themiddleof therack. Shewiped off thesides, aswell. Thegirl could makeof that
what she wanted.



Shewent to thelast room and peered around the corner.

Tinahad dropped therobe and wasnude. Shewasbent over thelargepost just asthegirl
she'd described had been bent. Her mouth was actually on the wooden cock which had been up
insdeDanny’ spussy only theday before. Her handswer e on thelower restraintsand her bottom
wasraised, her legs straight and bent.

Further, therewereapair of strapshanging from chainsabove. Thegirl had pulled them
away from thewall and they wer e now wr appedar ound her thighsjust below her groin, holding her
bottom up, her legsapart. Shemust haveread of themin thegirl’ sstories, Danny thought, for she
herself had hardly noticed them before, let alone guessed their intent.

Asameans of reliving the past and getting a fed for how thingswerethe girl was going
just alittletoo far, she thought indignantly.

And yet, she hadn’t been unaffected by the story Tina had read, and had imagined the
poor young girl bound like that, experiencing sexual pleasure for thefirst time, being taken in
such a degrading position, helplessto resist. And now watching Tina in the same position, her
damp red hair spilling around her face, she fet a surge of need and hunger.

Tinahad adender body, with small, but well-shaped breasts, athin but round bottom, and
pale skin, much like Danny’s. Her sex was shaven, aswell, and Danny wonder ed about that as
she moved into the room.

Thegirl’seyeswereclosed and her lipswerewr apped around thewooden cock. Could she
possibly taste Danny’s juices from when she'd been impaled on the thing, she wondered,
embarrassed.

“I can do the strapsif you like,” she said.

Thegirl cried out in surprise, hurriedly straightening up, or trying to. The strapsaround
her thighs almost dumped her forward again, and shetried to struggle out of them.

Danny walked in and took her arm.

“It getsto you, doesn’'t it?” she said. “ Thinking of those girls so long ago, in this very
room, with this?”’

Tina sfacewasred and terribly embarrassed.

“I'msorry! | didn’t mean to-.”

“Maybe you should be punished,” Danny said with a smirk.

Shepulled on thegirl’sarm. With the straps holding her thighsapart, pulling up against
the underside of her small buttocks, she was not very well balanced, and half fell, grasping the
post to steady her self.

“Go ahead. I'll strap you in,” Danny said, feeling a hot flush run up through her belly.

Thegirl stared at her, her eyesdarting from side to side, not making any move to bend
forward. But when Danny pushed her down shedidn’t resst either. Danny took her wrist and
pushed it through the half open lower strap, then tugged thestrap closed and buckled it. Thegirl’s
face looked stricken now, uncertain, but also very excited, and shelet Danny pull on her other
wrist, bending her over again.

Danny strapped that wrist in, and thegirl let out a soft moan asshe stared at the wooden
cock. Danny guided her lipstoit and the girl opened her mouth wide, then moaned aloud as she
did her mouth down onto the gleaming wooden shaft. Danny drew thebdt in and down around the
back of her neck to lock her in place, then stepped back.



“There were other things used with this sort of game,” she said. “Did you look in the
cupboard?”’

She walked back up the passage, leaving the girl, feeling a strange, heady sense of
excitement. She'd never really done anything with another woman, well, except for one night of
drunken fumbling with aroommate in college. Now she returned with the studded leather dildo
and the round, ball one. Sherubbed the former up and down the girl’sdit as Tina moaned and
panted heavily, then dowly forced it into her pussy.

It wasfascinating towatch thegirl’ ssex lipsbeing pushed in and spread open, tofed their
pressure and strain against the dildo as she dowly pushed it up into the younger woman'’s belly.
Shepumped it in and out, then thrust hard, wanting areaction. Shegot it asthegirl moaned, her
hips grinding.

And Danny had a sudden realization. The girl actually was helpless, bound, unable to
resist. Shecould doanythingto her shewanted. Shecould invite Brian or someother men down to
rape her, then lock her in the cagel

Which wasridiculous, of cour se, but themere possibility aroused her till further, and she
pumped the dildo dowly, then thrust it degp once again.

She produced thetwo metal ballsattached to clips, and without war ning framed thegirl’s
pink nipples and let the clips close. Tina's eyes widened and she cried out in pain, her body
jerking and twisting, her armspulling at the strapsholding them at thesdesof thepost, her head
trying to rise off the wooden cock.

“The sting will ease up in afew seconds,” Danny said.

Sheeyed thethird littleball in her hand, and looked down at thejunctureof thegirl’spale,
dender thighs, at her smooth, completely hairless mons and the dildo protruding from her
straining sex lips. Then she bent and let her fingers push back thehood over her sex and frame
the throbbing, swollen little button with the third clip. She hesitated, then let it close.

That certainly produced areaction, and the young redhead began to howl and twist - but
only briefly. Shequickly realized themoving her body swung theweighted ballsand pulled har der
at her nipplesand clit. So she wasforced to stand, to bend in place, trembling and moaning and
trying not to moveat all.

Danny stared with fascination at the sight of theball dangling from Tina’ sclitoris svinging
from sde to sde. Then she ran her hands over the girl’s smooth backside before rising and
walking over beside her. Shereached under and cupped a small breast, squeezing it.

“Now you're starting to fedl likethose girlsdid, | bet,” shesaid.

Thegirl’seyesrolled up at her. “ Do you want meto let you go?”

Thegirl’seyesrolled again, and Danny undid thestrap holding her head down, letting her
rise up off the wooden cock.

“Oh fuck!” shegasped, gulpingin air. “Oh God. Oh God!”

“Areyou al right?’

“1 -1 need - can you - did he- did you find any - anything like- likea switch or - or whip or
something... something...”

“You want to be punished?’ Danny asked.

Thegirl’sface wasred, flaming, but the need in her eyeswas obvious.

“Say it - dut,” Danny said.



Thegirl flinched, her mouth opening and closing. “1-1 want to - to fedl like the girlswho
wrote-.”

“Say it,” Danny insisted.

“1-1 want to be- to be punished,” the girl said in a small voice.

“Doyou know I had thiswooden cock buried in my pussy yesterday?” shesaid, pushing
thegirl’smouth back down on it.

Shepulled the belt around the back of her neck and tightened it further, until the girl was
gagging, then buckled it in place and returned to the other room. Thistime shecameback with a
long, thin whip of some sort, flexible, about a three feet long, made of leather and wood. She
paused first, then rubbed the rounded head of the ball dildo along the underside of the girl’s
pussy. She smiled at the moisture which coated it.

Then she pushed it againgt Tina sanal opening. Thegirl squealed, but could not exactly
protest as Danny dowly forced it into her assto the hilt.

She stepped back, feeling athrill of power and hunger asshe stared at thegirl’ sshapely
bottom, and the two dildos protruding from her holes. Then she whipped the thin switch down
acrossher bottom. Thegirl cried out, her body jerking asthe switch cut into her flesh. But there
was no sign she wanted to be freed.

Danny started to swing the switch down dowly, increasing the force with every blow,
waiting and watchingfor asign that it wastoo much. Every blow madethegirl’sbody jerk, and set
theballsdangling from her clit and nipplesto swinging and bouncing. The strapsjammed into her
inner thighsjust below her pussy kept her bottom raised high, her legsopen asDanny dashed the
long, thin switch across her bottom.

It felt wickedly, wildly thrilling. The feel of each blow gave her an intense rush of
satisfaction and passion, and Danny couldn’t for thelife of her have explained why. She stood
behind the girl and off to one side, watching the long, lean lines of her dender body as they
trembled and jerked in responseto each blow. Shewatched the small balls dancing beneath her
breasts, tugging and pulling on her tender nipples, and the other one, the one dangling between
her trembling thighs.

She gulped in a deep breath and dashed the switch down across her bottom again,
watching another thin red line cross the now pink flesh, watching the balls dance and the girl’s
body twist and buck. Part of her wished it was her bent over being switched, being switched,
having her bottom tanned. But at the same time she felt an almost physical shockwave of
excitement in her groin every time she struck thegirl.

When the girl started making wild, passionate sounds, and her hips began to jerk and
bounceon their own sheknew shewasexperiencing apower ful climax. Her own pussy felt hot and
throbbing, and she reached down, rubbing it through the short shorts.

“Yeah, you likethat, don’t you, little Tina,” shesaid, crackingthe switch down acrossthe
girl’'sbarebottom again. “You'rea hot little dut, aren’t you?”

She thrust the switch between the girl’s thighs and up against her clit, rubbing it dowly
back and forth. She stepped forward, gripping the base of the dildo, dowly pulling it out, then
thrusting it home again, pulling it out, and thrusting it home - deep. The girl groaned, and as
Danny pumped the dildo harder the girl’s bottom began to push back againgt it.

Thegirl’spussy wassopping wet. It glistened, and small dropletsof cream accumulated at



the mouth of her sex and dropped to the floor as she pumped the dildo in harder and faster.

She drew back a little, still rubbing the switch againgt Tina's clitoris, breathing hard
her saf now, wanting to strip, to join the girl. Yet there didn’t seem anything for her todoon her
own, any way to heighten the sexual heat she was already feeling saveto plunge her hand down
ingde her shortsand rub at her own dlit.

And shedidn’t want to stop what shewasdoing. She'd never doneanything likeit before,
and wasfedling atremendous sense of power and kinky excitement from being abletousethegirl
asasex toy. Shedrew the crop out and dapped at theside of thegirl’sbreadt, lightly, but firmly
enough to make the hanging flesh dance and turn pink as she continued to dap at it.

Thegirl yelped and moaned and pulled againgt her straps, and her eyesrolled up and back
wildly at Danny, who switched to the other side and began to dap at the other breast.



Chapter Eight

Danny had a sudden deliciousidea. Shereturned to the other room and to the cabinet.
There, among the wild assortment of sex toyswas an old fashioned sort of strap-ondildo. She'd
never used one before, of cour se, but then she'd never used any kind of dildo before now. Still,
she knew what the thing wasfor, and after removing her shortsand some experimentation, she
managed to fasten it to her groin.

Thisonewasmade of black ivory, and looked very much likean animal horn taken from a
rhino. The horn was dightly curved, and grew thicker at itsbase. It wasfitted to a hard leather
basethat wasfastened to thewearer’sgroin just above her sex. A narrow strap at the base cut
into her dit and pulled up between her buttocks befor e fastening behind her back.

Heart pounding, shereturned to the other room, glad, in away, that thegirl couldn’t see
her. Shemoved behind her and pulled out theleather dildo, notingimmediately that theivory one
was both thicker and longer.

Thegirl hadn’t moved, of course, and Danny again felt awild thrill of power and contral,
and, smultaneoudly, the strange sense that she wanted to bein the girl’s position, with Brian
behind her.

Shesaw thegirl’smoist, open sex theway sheimagined Brian would see hers, and fitted
thetip of therhino hornintothat opening assheimagined Brian would didehisown cock into her.

Sheput her handsonthegirl’ships, and - thrust. Thehorn sank deep into her soft flesh as
thegirl groaned and her bottom rolled and rolled. All but thelast two incheswere stuffed into the
young librarian’spussy fairly easily. Then shehad to- lean into her. Shefdt theresistance, heard
the girl’smoan, and watched asthe fatter, wider base dowly sank through Tina’s straining sex
lips.

Her hands moved up and down thegirl’ssmooth, soft body then, feeling thetremorsand
trembling assheground her hipsinto Tina sbottom. Shedapped thegirl’ sbottom, then drew her
hipsback an inch or so and leaned into her again, burying the dark shaft. Shedrew her hipsout
again, and leaned in, and repeated it, dowly wearing down the musclesof thegirl’ spussy, letting
her move faster.

And asshedid shenoted something else. The quicker movementsof her hipsasshethrust
the horn home made the strap-on shift up and down againgt her so that the strap driven down
between her pussy lipsground up and down alittle, only an inch or less, but what did that matter.
It wasrubbing againg her clit.

At first the sensation wasuncomfortable. Her pussy was still sorefrom itsearlier abuse,
and thiscertainly wasn’t helping. Her excitement drove her on, however, and the soreness soon
turned to aterribleand wonder ful aching sensation asshethrust harder, working her hipsin and
out and in and out with stronger motions. Thegirl’ sbottom wasbucking back at her, and Danny’s
hipswere gtriking her soft buttocks hard.

Theraw carnal excitement insde her, the wild, twisted sex-heat was growing more and
mor e power ful. She was gasping and panting for breath, moaning and grunting asshethrust into



thegirl, rolling her hipsand thrustingthehard ivory cock asdeep and hard asshecould for ceit to
increase therubbing againgt her own clit.

She reached forward, driven by hunger and anger and a sense of total freedom and
grasped thegirl’s<till damp red hair, yanking back on it, drawing a cry of pain from thegirl, who
could nat, of course, pull her head back. Danny gasped for breath, yanking and thrusting at the
sametime, dappingthegirl’sbottom, and then her breast, eyesdlittingasamassvesexual ssorm
swept through her body and mind.

She gasped and grunted hopelesdy, her head pulling back, her back arching asher hips
pounded and dapped into the girl’s backside, her fingers unconscioudy tightening in the read
hair, pulling back even harder as a massive orgasm swept through her and she cried out in
pleasure and bliss.

The girl’s body was rocked by the hard thrusting, and the weighted balls svung wildly
below her, dancing and jerking and pulling on her nipples and clit so that Tina was also yelping
and moaning, though whether it wasin pain or pleasure Danny couldn’t tell - nor cared.

Her hips dowed, and finally stopped, her finger unclenching in the sobbing girl’s hair.
Danny leaned forward, panting for breath, sweating. With the worst of her hunger eased she
began tofeel a senseof guilt and embarrassment - and worry over what shehad done. Her fingers
fumbled at the strap over thegirl’sneck and then shereleased the strapsaround her thighsas
Tina moaned and gasped loudly.

“I-'m sorry if - uhm, I uhm, didn’t mean to hurt you or anything,” she said, red faced.

She reached between the girl’slegs and opened the clip which was biting into the girl’s
clitoris. Tina screamed and Danny gasped in surprise, dropping the weighted ball.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” Tinacried, her bottom shaking, writhing.

“Uhm, sorry,” Danny said.

Shereached in and anxioudly pulled the clipsfrom Tina' snipples. After a moment there
wasanother cry of pain, and thegirl’sbody jerked and thrashed wildly befor e, with awhimper, it
went almost still.

Tina' seyeswere closed, her jaw dack as she gasped for breath. With her mouth off the
har d wooden cock and the strapsremoved from her thighs she dumped to her knees, trembling.

“Areyou - uhm, areyou okay?” Danny asked nervoudly.

Still thegirl didn’t answer, her chest heaving. She moaned weakly, and finally turned her
head up and back, her eyesallittle glassy asthey tried to focus on Daniélle.

Her voice wasragged and weak. “ That - that was- that was- oh God.”

Shelet her head sink against the post, groaning.

Danny undid the straps around her wrists, and Tina seemed to stare at them for along
moment. Then, grasping the sides of the post, she pulled hersdf dowly to her feet, her body
glistening with per spiration. She moaned as she reached a trembling finger down to her sex.

And then she gared at the post in front of her, and the wooden cock now pressed up
againgt her belly. With astrangelittlewhimper shereached up higher alongthepost and raised a
leg, bending her knee, half curling her leg around the post. Danny stared in amazement as the
girl’sfinger gripped the upper restraints and she seemed to betrying to climb up the post.

“H-Help me,” shepanted. “1 -1 want to - | need tofeel - to fed it - insde me.”

And Danny realized she was trying to pull hersdaf high enough to snk her moist pussy



down onto thewooden cock - the sameway she her self had sank ontoit the previousday. Shefelt
a sense of relief the girl wasn’t furious at her, and in an attempt to make amends for her crue
treatment she pushed on the girl’s now stripped bottom, trying to help her raise hersalf up.

They succeeded, and shewatched thelittlelibrarian work her hipsagainst thepost and try
to manoeuvr e her pussy onto the wooden spike. She succeeded, and then let out a passion filled
groan of utter delight as the wooden cock split the swollen lips of her sex and she dowly sank
down ontoit. Danny watched, transfixed, asinch after inch of thewooden dildo did up through the
girl’ssilky sex lips.

And then her toes were on the floor and the girl was moaning and rubbing her breasts
againg thepost. Danny reached up and gripped her wrists, placing them within therestraintsand
buckling them tightly, then pulled her legsto the sdes of the post and strapped them in place.
Finally shedrew the bt around thegirl’s waist and cinched it tight.

Thegirl moaned, her upper body grinding againgt the post, and Danny, knowing what the
girl wanted, went totheother room and retur ned with oneof thefat ball gagsand one of theflogs.
Tina' s head had not turned around. Her lower body was grinding, her bottom moving dowly up
and down within the limit the strap around her hipswould allow.

Danny gripped the girl’s hair, thinking of the times Brian had used hersin a smilar
fashion, and for ced Tina’ shead up and back, then showed her theball gag briefly beforethrusting
it againgt her mouth. Tinagtared at it, then let her mouth open, open wider, and moaned asDanny
dowly worked theleather ball insde. Shebuckled it behind theredhead’ shead, then stepped to
the side, swinging the flog dowly asthe girl stared at her.

Tina's glassy eyes widened momentarily, then closed to dits, and she moaned as she
rested her forehead against the post.

Fedling a thrill of excitement, Danny moved back and swung the flog experimentally,
staring at the smooth, pale white back. Tina's hips were moving dowly in and out, in and out, as
sheground her self against thewooden cock. Her bottom was morered than pale now, with criss
crossing lines from the crop. Now Danny swung the flog around and watched it dap relatively
harmlesdy against the girl’s back.

Therewas not much reaction from Tina as shetried again. Thistime she swung harder,
and the leather laces spread out more. The girl gasped, and flinched, but her reaction was still
mild. Danny tried again, usng awider arcto let the laces spread out and get more force.

They cracked againgt the girl’sback with a satisfying sound and feel, and Tinacried out,
back arching. A little blast of sexual heat lit off inside Danny’s lower belly as shewatched, and
shedrew her arm back to swing the flog again.

Again the girl cried out, her back arching sharply. But almost at once her hips worked
more frantically againgt the dildo. Was the bdlt really necessary, Danny wondered. Brian had
ingsted on it for her, but hewas switching her bottom then, not her back. And it was obviousthe
girl wastrying desperately to ride the dildo.

She swung the flog again, and wasrewarded by another shuddering, muffled cry, Tina's
back arching again, head rolling from sideto side, hipsjerking.

Danny licked her lips, then leaned in and undid thebelt behind her back. Shestepped back
hurriedly and dashed theflog acr ossthegirl’ sshoulders. Therewasanother muffled cry, but now
the girl’s hips began to churn much more violently. The musclesin her arms and legs moved



clearly below the skin as she used her leverageto lift and lower her sex on the wooden cock.

Another crack of noise echoed in the small stoneroom as Danny swung the flog down on
her lower back. Again the girl squealed and jerked, head thrashing as her hips pumped
desperately on thedildo. Thegirl’ sback waspink now, with darker red lineswherethelaceshad
struck. Danny swung again, and again, and again, feelingawild bur st of heady sexual steam each
timetheflog landed, each time she watched and heard the lithe young girl’sreaction.

Suddenly thegirl seemed to gowild. Her body wor ked frantically asshejerked her pussy
up and down on thedildo, and a series of violent criesand gruntscame from her muffled mouth.
Danny swung the flog faster, dashing again and again as she watched the girl climax. Yet after
ten seconds, then twenty, she thought she must be mistaken. For Tina didn’t stop in her
desper ate, maddened movements.

Danny continued to flog her, but dowed, wondering, asthe girl continued to thrash and
jerk and rut against the wooden post. And then she strained back mightily, back arching, head
falling back, and her body seemed to tremblelike a plucked wire.

And then shedumped unconsciousagainst the post, hanging by her wrists, impaled on the
thick wooden cock.

Danny stared at her in amazement, then concern. Shedropped theflog and moved tothe
girl, stroking her head lightly. Her first instinct wasto undo thestrapsbinding her wrists, but she
halted with her fingerson thebuckles. Thegirl wasimpaled on thewooden cock. If Danny undid
the straps around her wrists she would probably fall backwards, possible serioudy damaging
her saif.

But what was sheto do? She certainly couldn’t lift the girl off that cock. It wasalmost a
foot long and absolutely buried in her soaking little pussy. She thought a little desperately of
calling Brian, but how on Earth would she explain thiswithout coming off asa complete and total
dut? Not to mention alesbian! What would Brian think of that? M en seemed to beturned on by
theidea, but ther e were exceptions.

Sheworked thegag out of thegirl’smouth, so at least she could breath moreeasily, then
ran upstairsand got a glassof icewater and a sponge, soaked the sponge, then hurried back. On
the way back through the basement she snatched up a stepping stool and dashed back to find
nothing had changed.

Shepressed the soaking sponge against thegir|’ sforehead and squeezed, rubbingit from
sde to sde, watching the cold water spilling out over the girl’s face and head and down her
shoulders and breasts and back.

Shethought with horror about havingto call an ambulancefor thegirl. How on earth would
she explain the markson her back and bottom?!

But Tina groaned weakly, and much encouraged Danny poured moreicewater onto the
sponge, then rubbed it over the girl’sface and head, then down her back.

Tina's eyes opened slowly, but sightlessly as Danny squeezed mor e cold water over her
chest and face. Then they blinked and she moaned weakly.

“Areyou al right?” Danny asked worriedly.

Tina groaned.

Danny undid the strapsaround her anklesand then dapped her facelightly. “Wakeup,”



she said.

“Oh God!” Tina moaned.

“l can’t get you off thisthing. You'll haveto lift yoursaf up. | brought a stool.”

“1-1 don’t think | can,” the girl moaned.

“Of courseyou can. Thereisn’t any other way. Do you want to have someambulance men
or firemen comein here and lift you off? Come on. Wake up. There' sa stool right here.”

She pushed the stoal into the side of the girl’sankle.

“Step on it. Come on. Now!”

Tina put afoot on the lowest step, but her eyeswer e closing. Danny plucked an ice cube
from the cup and pushed her hand in between Tina’ sbelly and thepost, then for ced the cubedown
against the top of her sex, holding it against her clit.

“Oh! Stop it!”

“Comeon. Up! Up!”

She took another cube from the cup and ran it up and down the girl’s back, and Tina
yelped and moaned. She held it againgt her wrinkled anal opening, even pushing it up insdeand
Tina sfeet scrambled at the stool, climbing a step, then rising up enough to pull her pussy off the
dildo. Danny undid the straps around her wristsand then had to grab thegirl assheall-but fell to
the floor.

“Areyou all right?” she asked anxioudly.

“I can’t move,” Tina groaned.

“Well you can’t lay there on the stone. Come upstairs.”

“I can’t,” Tina groaned.

Danny muttered, thinkingto at | east get her a pillow or somethingtorest on. Thefloor was
hard, cold stone. And then she thought of the door right outside this one, the door to the cage
room. Thecagedoor wasopen and insdewasa mattress. It wasno mor ethan ahalf dozen paces
away!

Shepulled open thedoor, but themattressdid not want to comefree, and shegot another
idea which made her alittle shaky.

Sheturned and looked at thegirl, moaning, stretched out on thefloor, body glisteningwith
sweat and water.

“Th-There samattressover here” shesaid. “You can rest on it.”

Shewent back to where Tinalay and gripped her arm, then, licking her lips, gripped her
hair. Tina cried out weakly, but Danny was ableto get her onto her handsand kneesand sowly
pull her acrossto the doorway, then prod and push her into the cage. Tina sank down gratefully,
moaning. Shelay on her side, but with her lower half tilted so that her bent kneeswere spread
wide.

“1 -1 havenever - never felt anything so - so powerful,” shesaid, in alow, raspingvoice.

“I guessyou uhm, came pretty good,” Danny said, abruptly reminded of thedildo on her
hips.

Sheundid it and jerked it off, then searched for her clothesas Tina talked.

Tina, it seemed, had alwaysbeen fascinated by bondage. But she had alwaysbeenterribly
shy around men, and always concerned with her dignity and how she was seen. She had never



really voiced her interest for fear of being thought of as perverted and weak.

She had been absolutely fascinated with the stories about Gantry’s seductive cruelty.
Findingtheactual instrumentsand framesdescribed in thediariesand letter sshe'd been reading
had made her helplesdly, intensaly aroused. Experiencing the samekind of pain and bondagein
the girlswhose stories she had been reading had been - intense, especially asthiswasthefirst
real chance she'd had to experiencing her bondage and masochistic fantasiesin real life.

“I’ll get you some morewater,” Danny said.

Shehurried away, grabbing her shortsand top first, and dressing in thebasement. Shewas
confused about what to do with the girl. Now that the wor &t of her own heat had been eased she
found her salf feeling uneasy about the thought of lesbian sex - though it wasnot at all repellent.

She came back to find thegirl on her back, legs spread, gently fingering her clit. Danny
paused, a little embarrassed, and the girl looked up at her, stopping, flushing her sdif.

“1-I - theclip you put on me... it -it hurt. But the pulling, thestinging, it... | can’t describe
it, but it did this amazing thing to my mind. And when it came off, it hurt even worse. It was
terrible. But then I-1 became so - sensitive. | mean, it waslike pinsand needles, you know, like
when your arm or legfallsaseep and then it wakesup. Pinsand needles. But - but on my dit. And
-,“ Sheran ahand over her breast. “ And my nipples. Rubbingthem againgt that post, oh my God
it nearly drove meinsane.”

“You had a uhm, really powerful - climax.”

Tinashook her head weakly. “| had a dozen climaxes at least. Theoneat ht end wasjust
thelast one because | couldn’t stand it any more.”

Shelooked up at the cage bar sabove her, then frowned. For thefirst time she seemed to
notice wher e shewas, and ran atrembling hand over the barsbesde her head.

“I uhm, found this. I mean, it wasreally close to where you were, and uhm, so | thought
you might liketo lay on the mattressinstead.”

Tina stared at her, open mouthed, then at the bars again, as if entranced. Finally, she
seemed to catch herself, to work her dack jaw. She said something, but Danny didn’t hear.

“What?”

“Closeit,” Tinawhispered, staring at the bars.

Danny bit her lip lightly, but then stood up and finger ed the catch. Shedid the heavy front
section of thecagedown and it dropped with aloud, rusting metal sound. Therewasa heavy hasp
totheside, and sheswungit closed. Therewasafat, old fashioned key in thelock, and sheturned
it and took it out. Tina stared around her, and then through the bars.

“Why don’t | leaveyou heretorest for abit,” Danny said with a bit of asmileon her face.
“l have somework to do in the basement.”

Sheturned togo. “I'll leave the door open. Call if you want something.”

“No!”

Sheturned back.

“Closeit,” Tinawhispered. “Lock mein. Please.”

Danny nodded and swung the heavy door closed, then shot theboltsin place. Shewalked
away a few steps, then turned and stared. She had thought she must be perverted, but Tinawas
obvioudy far moreinto thiskind of thing than shewas. She was obsessed, in fact.

Shewor ked on thefloor for about an hour, then retur ned to check on Tina. Shecould hear



nothing through the door, but therewas alittle hatch down low that she eased open - enough to
hear the obvious moans and gasps of passon coming from within. Then she closed it and went
back upstairs.



Chapter Nine

It would be today that Brian came early, she thought despairingly asshe saw hisfacein
the window and he knocked cheerfully. She put on a hesitant amile, trying to figure out how she
was going to sneak Tina out before Brian found her.

“Hey gorgeous,” hesaid, hugging her, kissing her, and giving her bottom a firm working
over.

“Brian,” shesaid awkwardly.

“Why aren’t you naked?” hedemanded in mock severity. “ Although,” hesaid, eying her
short shortsand tank top, “ Thisisn’t bad.”

“1 was working in the basement, finishing the tiling and putting up the bracing for the
walls,” shesaid.

Sheregretted her wordsat once. Thelast thing she wanted to do wasdraw hisattention
downgtairs.

“This| haveto see; he said, closing the door behind him.

“It’s nothing professional or anything,” she said hurriedly. “I mean, it's just to hold
supplies. | know it’s amateurish and all.”

“Well, maybe| can giveyou alittle advice on it. Have you decided what you want to do
with that sub-basement? Or areyou going to leave it asit is?”

“I’m not going to leaveit asit is,” she said quickly.

“Right, you don’t haveany interest in bondage, doyou,” hesniffed, hisarmsgoing around
her, his hands kneading her bottom again.

“I-1 dobut - 1 mean - I'm not a- afanatic or - Brian,” she protested.

He did his hands up and took her tank top with it, easily pulling it over her head.

“You havefantastic breasts,” he said, cupping them gently.

Sheblushed, and her nipples, ill alittle senstive, throbbed asherolled them under his
thumbs.

“Brian! Someone might see,” she protested, looking out the uncurtained windows.

“Bet they’d bejealousthen,” he said.

But he scooped her up and carried her upstairs, and she was so relieved to have his
attention distracted from the basement shedidn’t protest.

She did protest when he put the old leather restraints around her wrists, but not very
much. Thetruth wasthat Tina, watching her, knowing how hot shewas, thefed of her, whipping
her in particular, had made her tremendoudy hot. And now Brian’shot, power ful male presence
had renewed her heat.

Shelet herself be collared, let her wrists be chained to the back of it, and then let him do
with her what he wanted, laying under him, gasping and moaning, grunting and crying out as he
thrust hishipsinto her again and again, ramming hiscock painfully deep into her belly until they
both climaxed repeatedly.

Afterwards, they wereredaxing on the bed, and hegrinned at her laying on her arms.



“Do you have any ideawhat an incredibleturn-on it isto seeyou likethat, all - helpless,
my prisoner,” he said, grinning.

Shedid now, in fact, and she flushed alittle.

“Bastard,” she said teasingly.

Helaughed. “ Maybe you want another spanking.”

“I'm sorry,” shesaid.

“I’'m sorry, Mr. Morgan,” he said, correcting her.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Morgan,” she said, demurely dropping her eyes.

“Let’sgo downstairs and see what else we can play with.”

She gasped in alarm. “Uhm, no, not today.”

“You don’t get to disagreewhen you'retied up and naked. Remember ?’ he said, grinning.

He sat up, lifting Danny into hisarms, and carried her acrossthe room.

“I can walk,” she said breathlessly.

He sat her down, then bent his shoulder and jammed it into her belly as his arm came
around her. She gasped as he lifted her up over his shoulder, her head and chest upside down
acr oss his back.

“1 haveno intention of letting you walk down stair swith your handsbehind you,” he said.

“Then undo them!” shecried as he started down the stairs.

“Baby, | might never untieyou.”

He clasped her legs close to hischest, and dapped her bottom lightly, and Danny could
only yelp, her head bouncing against his back.

“But... but... | need to - to go somewhere,” shecried.

“Wherever | tell you,” he said arrogantly, dapping her bottom.

Again, she was reminded of hisstrength and size, and of her weakness, especially now,
shackled as she was. It excited her, and she felt her mind floating softly as they went down
another set of stairs, then intothedark passage. Therewasjust room to scrapethrough. He set
her on her feet at the bottom and looked around.

“You left thelampslit?’ he said in surprise.

“Uhm, | forgot,” she said.

“These are stone rooms but you don’t leave oil lanterns burning unattended,” he said
sernly.

And of cour se, hehad to check each of theroom. And, of cour se, heimmediately spied the
dildos, theflog, the crop, and the gag sitting on thefloor in thefar room, along with the stepping
stool.

Heturned and gazed at her, raising an eyebrow. Shebit her lip and looked back helplesdy.

“Wel? Wereyou playing in here by your salf again after |1 warned you of how dangerous
that could be?”

“Uhm, no. | mean, uhm-.”

He picked up the strap-on and raised his eyebrows again, then picked up the flog.

“What’sbeen going on in here, Danielle?” he demanded.

Sheblushed. “Uhm, I’d uhm, rather not say.”

Helooked at her for along moment then shrugged doubtfully.

“| suppose | don’t have any right to demand an answer,” he said.



He dropped the strap-on, blew out thelantern, and, taking her arm, led her back up tothe
front room.

“Kned here” hesaid, pushing her to thefloor.

To her surprise shedid, looking at him warily.

Hewent into themain room and lit thelamps, then brought one out, and lit thelampsalong
the passage, and in the other rooms.

“Interesting littletoy,” he said, gazing at the frame.

Danny didn’t comment. Shelooked around, imaging a pool tablein themiddle of thefloor
instead of the- frame. Perhapsshecould put asmall bar in the corner. Then again, she could still
usethe place for storage, for books, she thought, looking around.

Brian was at the cupboard examining the whips and shackles and dildos, and glancing
occasonally at her. Danny flushed and fet her stomach tumbling, wondering what he was
thinking, what he wanted to use on her.

“Thisstuff isold,” hesaid. “It’spractically antique. | wonder if you could sdl it?”

“Toperverts” shesaid.

“Likeus,” hesaid with agrin.

He squatted down and pulled open a drawer she hadn’t noticed at the base of the
cupboard. Then drew out what looked like a cor set, white, made of some kind of very strong
material. Beneath it were white- bandsof some sort, and Brian handed them to her. They were
restraints, she guessed, from the rings sewn into the fabric. But they were each long enough to
cover her entireforearm, and made of the same tough fabric asthe cor set.

Under those werea pair of boots, very long boots again made of the same sort of fabric,
lacing up thesides, with high heels. Therewer e also several inserts, probably to changethesize
of theboots, shedecided. And therewasafabric collar with alargering set in thefront. That too
laced up at therear.

“I think you just found a new outfit,” Brian said with alewd, dy grin.

He removed the heavy old leather collar and tied the new, light, fabric one around her
throat. Then he helped her into the boots. She was delighted to find something which had
apparently distracted him from what she’ d been doing ear lier and gladly steppedintothem. They
wer ealittletight when helaced them up. They roseto mid thigh, and though the heelswer e high,
she could manage.

She held her arms out submissively and watched as he wrapped the bands around her
forearm, tugging theknotsinto placeand tying them tightly. Finally, she pulled the cor set against
herself and held it in front as Brian did thelaces up. She had to exhaleto get it tight.

She gasped as he-tugged - hard.”

“Oh! Th-that’stoo tight!” she gasped.

“Not hardly,” hesaid. “ It snot astight asthey would havewor n them a century ago. They
liked their corsetstight, baby.”

Again he tugged hard on the laces, and Danny gasped as she felt the tough fabric
squeezing in hard around her waist and againgt her belly.

“Why do you think they invented fainting couches?” he said, tugging again.

Danny felt her insides squeezed, compressed. Shefelt astrange senseof pressurein her
lower belly, in her abdomen, and groaned as hetied the lacestogether tightly.



Thefront had alow shelf at thetop tohelp lift her breasts, but did nothingto cover them at
all. Shegazed at her self in themirrored wallsand posed seductively, smiling asBrian looked on
admiringly. Then hetook her wrists and pulled them gently together behind her back, locking
their ringstogether somehow.

“Much better,” he said.

Shelooked at herself in themirror and felt a thrum of heat between her legs. God, how
could she possibly be aroused after that incredible orgasm!?

“Your skinisvery pale,” hesaid, rubbing hishand against her cheek.

“I’vealwaysbeen light skinned,” shesaid absently. “ It lookswor sewith theblack hair.”

“Sowhy dyeit black?”

“Who says| do?’ shedemanded with a sniff.

He dapped her bottom and she yelped.

“Don’t beimpertinent to your master,” he said in a scolding voice.

“It wasaratty shade of brown,” shesaid. “And | didn’t want to be yet another blonde.”

Hewas squeezing one breast, and she could seethat he, like she, washungering for more.

Helooked intothecupboard, then around theroom. Thenhepulled her off toonesde, and
she gasped as he lifted her locked wrists up high, forcing her to bend deeply.

“Wha-what areyou doing?’ she groaned.

He was doing something above her, and she heard the clink of chains, then he moved
back, yet her armsremained locked high, uncomfortably high. Heknelt beside her, and she saw
him fastening something, what looked to be a wooden bar with ringson itsends, to the ring set
into theinside of the boot at the ankle. He dapped at her leg then.

“Legsspread,” hesaid.

She gasped, then moaned as he forced her legs well apart. This lowered her body and
forced her arms up even more uncomfortably high. But she didn’t protest. She watched as he
fastened the other end o thewooden bar totheinside of her other boot, thuslocking her anklesin
place. Hegot up, moved away, then returned, and she saw he had the sasmeweighted clipsshe' d
used on Tina in his hands. Before she could protest he had them snapped tightly around her
nipples.

“Oowww! Fuck! Ohhh! Oooww! Takethem off! Shit!”

Heignored her, feeding the chainsattached to theclipsdown toasmall ringin the centre
of the bar spreading her ankles, and attaching it there.

“Brian!”

“It’ll feel okay in a minute,” he said, rising.

It did not fed okay in a minute. But the worst of the pain had faded by then, and her
arousal wasdeepening, thinking of Tina, and how shehad looked with theweighted ballsdangling
from her nipples.

He moved dowly around her, hishands diding up and down her bowed back, massaging
her shoulders, then squeezing and dapping her bottom as she gasped and panted and moaned
weakly.

Shefelt somethingrubbingalong her sex, her bar e sex. Peering back between her spread
thighs, upside down, it looked to Danny like some kind of thin wooden rod. Except there was
something on itsend, something leathery and black and flat. Hewasrubbingthat part against her



clit now, and shewas finding it hard not to thrust her bottom back and beg for more.

“Ariding crop,” hesaid. “It hurtsmorethan astrap, or at least, it can, depending on how
it’'sused.”

He dapped it lightly across her bottom and she gasped and winced. Then he drew back,
peeringintothe cupboard. Perhapsbecauseit wasright up front thedildo hedrew out wastheone
shehad used on her sdif that very after noon, leather wrapped ar ound wood, and shegroaned ashe
dowly worked it into her body, pumping and twisting dowly, gently. She ached ther e because of
thewood, but the sensual heat and pleasureshefdt at being deeply penetr ated wastoo wonder ful
to protest.

Hejammed it deep, then produced asort of smaller dildo, littlemorethan thehead of one,
in away, except that it waswide, and he dowly inserted it into her back passage. She blushed a
little, for she'd never been much for anal play. Yet it had felt so good when he’'d sodomised her
earlier - thefirst timeshehad ever enjoyed acock back there, thefirst timeshe' d ever taken one
without both physical and mental discomfort, that again shedid not protest, but submitted meekly
to hisattentions.

He moved around in front of her, and Danny braced her sdf as she saw him twining her
long hair around hisfist. Shegasped regardlessashefor ced her head up and back and shefound
herself staring at hisgroin, bulging alittle.

“Tdl me, dut, what wasit you said you wer e upstairs?”

She gasped weakly, not under standing, and hejammed hisgroin into her face.

“Do you remember, dut, what you said you wer €?”

“I-1"m a cock sucker,” she gasped.

“A cocksucker. Soyou liketo suck cocks, do you? Slut.”

“Yes,” shemoaned. “1 loveto suck cocks. I’m a cocksucking slut!”

“Maybe, if you'renice, if you beg, I'll let you suck my cock,” hesaid, tugging on her hair
so that she gasped and winced.

“Oh! L-let me suck your cock,” she panted.

He pulled a little harder and she gasped in pain. Lifting her head lifted up on her body.
That put more pressureagaingt her shoulders, which werelocked in position, and pulled against
her aching nipples.

“That’snot how you beg for cock,” hesaid in asad voice. “ L et mehear you beg for cock,
little dut.”

“Ungh! Brian!” she panted.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please may | suck your cock!” she cried weakly.

“That’snot very convincing. | think you don’t really want my cock enough. Maybel’ll just
tortureyou instead.”

“Brian!” shegroaned in protest.

He produced thethird weighted ball, and she gasped, her body trembling as she placed it
over her clit. Sheclosed her eyes, trembling, bracing her self.

Theclip closed and pain bit into her body. Shecried out and trembled violently, but fought
to keep her saf from moving asthe pain howled and burned in her groin.

He moved around in front of her, and yanked her head up by the hair. She moaned, her



mouth wide, and he thrust hiscock into her, plungingit straight down her throat before shecould
even think to brace herself. Her eyes bulged and she gagged and shook as hejammed her face
into hisgroin and held her there.

Her bottom jerked and rolled, but asit did she howledin pain astheweighted ball swung
and tugged on her clit.

He pulled back and she coughed and gasped for breath.

“Sowhat wer eyou doing down herebefore?” heasked, holding her head up by thehair as
he rubbed his cock over her face.

She gasped and panted desper ately. “ N -Nothing,” she croaked.

Hethrust hiscock back into her mouth, pumped it dowly in and out, then, forcing her head
back further, drove himsaf down her throat and held her face against hisgroin again.

Her head pounded her chest burned, and shemoaned around thefat cock until hefinally
withdrew. Again she coughed and gasped for breath,

“What were you doing down here before?” he asked mildly.

He drove himsdf down her throat again, and now began to pump up and down, up and
down, using long, dow strokes, holding her head in place by the hair as she struggled to control
her self.

She belatedly decided he had gotten the wrong idea when she had deep throated him the
other day. Maybe hethought shewasreally good at it, and sothiswasno big deal to her. But that
had been her first successful attempt, and the movement of his thick shaft in her throat was
making her gag and gasp and choke, and threatening to overturn her ssomach.

He pulled out and she groaned, saliva spilling over her lower lip.

“Did you have someone elsein that room, little dut?” he demanded.

Shecouldn’t speak for her gasping and moaning and rattling gaspsfor air.

“Fine,” hesaid. “Don’t tell me. I'll just go upstairs and get to work. But first...”

He moved behind her, and Danny shuddered as he thrust himself deep into her aching
pussy. Hebegan torut againgt her, hammering hishipsagaing her bottom. Theway theweighted
clip swung and pulled on her nipplesand especially her clit madeher yelp and cry out again and
again. But what shewas experiencing was so closeto what she had doneto Tina, wasso closeto
what she had fantasised about as she had doneit to Tina, that her body felt charged with sexual
electricity, her skin prickling with pressure and heat and hunger. She gnashed her teeth and
sobbed weakly asherode her with deep, hard, power ful strokes.

And then she came, crying out in ajoyous, pain-filled wail of pleasure ashe gripped her
hair, just asshehad doneto Tina, and hammered himself against her bottom.



Chapter Ten

Danny moaned weakly asshe stared at thefloor. Theview had not changed at all except
for afew drops of sweat which had dripped from her body.

Brian had left her as she was, going upstairsto work on her shelves and leaving her to
consder whether or not shewanted to answer hisquestion. Shewasindignant that hewould dare
to use such methodsto get her to talk to him. At the same time there wassomething deliciously
wicked about being, well, tortured for information, which was, in essence, what he was doing.

Not that shefeared him, of course. But still, hewastrying to force her to confess, to tell
him what had happened.

Shewondered if shewould weaken and givein, and how she would explain it if shedid.

She could not hear him upstairs. It wasvery quiet in Gantry’s secret little underground
auite. Shecould hear nothing but her own har sh breathing, her own groansof discomfort and pain.
Her shouldersached terribly, and her clit and nipplesburned. Her back wasstartingto complain
quitefiercely, and her head, hanging down, was throbbing.

Hereturned for her, and grinned, lifting her head up by the hair.

“Ready to confessyour sins, slave?” he demanded.

Shedidn’t speak, and hereleased her armsfrom the hook and helped her stand upright.
She swayed weakly, and he had to hold her to steady her, massaging her shouldersashedid. He
plucked theweighted clip from onenippleand she hissed in pain, gnashing her teeth and moaning.
Then he plucked the other onefree, and shecried out in pain.

“Talk to Master Brian,” he taunted. “ Tell him what you were doing in that room, little
dut.”

“Y-You bagtard,” she gasped.

“That’snot nice. You need to learn to be mor e respectful to your master.”

Heplucked theclip from her clitorisand her eyeswent wide. Shecried out in pain, cursing,
twigting, shaking.

Brian waited for her movementsto ease, then reached down and removed thebar from her
ankles. Now freeto move, heled her out to the doorway. Danny thought they were going to go
upstairs, but instead they headed towardstherear room.

“It occursto meyou haven’t yet sampled therack,” hesaid in an evil voice. “ Perhapsthat
will loosen your tongue, you slut.”

“No,” she groaned.

But asthey werejust at the doorway they both heard a pounding on the door and froze.

“What the- ."

Brian stared at the closed door, and Danny closed her eyes and groaned in dismay.

“What thefuck isthat?’ heasked warily.

Helooked at Danny and she closed her eyes.

Scowling, heled her tothedoor, studied it, and shoved back thebalts, then pulled thedoor
open.



“I need to go to the bathroom,” Tina said, kneeling in the cage, eyes blinking in the
sudden light.

Then shesaw who sheas speaking to and gasped, trying to cover her naked body with her
handsand arms.

“Well now,” Brian said. “ Thisreally doesrequire an explanation.”

Both women wer e extremely embarrassed, especially Tina, who was scrunched up in the
cage, her kneesdrawn up againgt her chest, hiding behind them.

Tina could not speak, so it was left to Danny to sputter and stutter and try and explain
what had come over her, what had come over Tina, how thewoman had always fantasised about
bondage, how she had read the stories, how intensely, uncontrollably aroused she had become.

AsshespokeTina sfacebecameredder and redder, and shestar ed down at themattress,
unable to meet his eyes.

“Soyou'renot aleshian,” Brian said, though Danny strongly suspected he wasteasing
her.

“You know that,” she said resentfully.

“And you? Areyou alesbian?’ heasked Tina.

Thegirl shook her head, mumbling a denial.

“But you area dut,” he said.

Sheflinched, and Tina almost protested.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

Tinalooked up hesitantly and their eyes met.

“Areyou adut?’ hesaid, casting theword at her. “ A bondage dut?”

Her eyesdropped.

“| said look at me,” he ordered.

Sheraised her eyesagain.

“Brian -.”

Brian forced Danny to her knees, and filled his hand with her hair, jerking back on it a
littleto silence her.

“Areyou?’ Brian demanded.

“1-1 guess,” Tina gulped.

“Areyou?’ hedemanded.

“I -yes,” shewhispered.

“What?’ he demanded.

“A -abondage dut,” she breathed.

“Let me seeyour body, dut.”

Trembling, she unfolded, eyes blinking rapidly.

“Kneel, spread your legs.”

She obeyed awkwardly.

“Nicelittle pussy you have.”

Her face reddened.

Brian turned to Danny.

“Where' sthekey to the slut’s cage?”

“B-back at the cupboard, on the counter there.”



Brian went back totheother room, and shelooked at thegirl uncertainly, wondering what
was happening and not at all certain sheliked it.

Brian returned, and he had her old collar and shackles. He put them through the cage
bars. “ Put them on, bondage dut,” he said.

Tinalooked at them, then asif in atrance, pulled the collar to her throat and dipped it
around her neck. Shereached up and did the buckles, and then put on thewrist restraints.

Brian unlocked the cage, then pulled the front up. When Tina blushingly came out he
turned her around and pulled her wriststogether behind her back, then fit the chain to them and
pulled it up to the back of the collar.

Then the two women knelt as he stood over them,

“Now, let me hear the whole, nasty story,” he demanded. “| want the raw, uncensored
verson.

Danny was most ableto speak, though she too was embarrassed, and for somereason it
seemed to arouse her that her wordsmadethegirl squirm and blush. Shefound her self choosing
wor dswhich would embarrass Tinathemost, describing how set her pussy was, and how her pussy
cream dripped down as shethrust the horn into her.

“Doyou likereal cocksor just dildos?” Brian demanded, yanking on the girl’s hair.

Tinagasped in pain. “1-l like - real cocks,” she gasped.

“Doyou like to suck cocks?”

Hetwisted her hair and she moaned again. “Yes,” she said breathlesdly.

“Areyou alittle cock sucker like Danny?”

Heturned to Danny, not waiting for an answer, and opened histrousers, drawing out his
cock. Hegripped her hair in hisother hand, and pushed hiscock into her mouth. She blushed but
closed her lipsaround it as Tina watched, then began to suck as he pumped in and out.

“See what a good cocksucker Danny is,” he said.

Hepulled free, and turned, twisting Tina’ shair back, then pushed his cock into her open
mouth as she gasped in pain. Shedid not resst, immediately closing her lipsaround it her eyes
rolling towardsDanny, then up at him asshesucked and he pumped dowly in and out. Danny felt
a surge of resentment and jealousy, but also excitement as she watched the girl’s mouth being
used.

He pulled out and thrust hiscock into Danny’ s mouth, pumping in and out several times,
then pushed it into Tina smouth again. Then he pulled free, and Danny gasped as he pulled her
hair way back, forcing her back toarch. At thesametimehe pulled Tina’ shead forward, pushing
her face against Danny’ staut breasts.

“Thank Danny for giving you such a good time,” he ordered.

Facered, Tinalicked and sucked at Danny’s nipples. And as they were still extremely
sensgitive and sore from the clips Danny groaned and gasped and shuddered in response.

Shefdt her hair pulled harder, and then sheand Tina were both being lifted totheir feet
and walked into the rack room, Brian holding their hair like leashes.

“Kned, dut,” heordered Tina, and to Danny’ssurprise she did.

“Brian,” she moaned as he pushed her against the rack.

“Silence, dut. You're going to be punished for screwing around behind my back.”

He was using his “scary” voice, which sent a thrill along her spine, but she was very



uneasy and uncertain of having Tina present, and still feeling somewhat jealous about the girl.

Brian unclipped her wrigts, and lifted her onto therack, pushing her back against it and
forcing her arms above her head. He quickly fastened the thick leather restraints around her
wrists, then spread her legsvery wide and attached the lower restraints. He moved to the top of
the contraption, and Danny gasped asit began to clink and the straps tightened on her wrigts.
What surprised her, however, was that the lower straps pulled her ankles sideways as well as
down, spreading her legs farther and farther apart, achingly far apart, so that she gasped and
moaned in protest.

Brian came around to the foot of the table, and reached down, grasping the redheaded
librarian by thehair, forcing her to her feet, and thrusting her, belly down, acrossthefoot of the
rack.

“Now show Danny how a good little bondage dut rewards her mistress,” he ordered,
pushing down on her head, jamming her face in against Danny’s spread open groin.

Tina hesitated, but a dap on the bottom made her groan, and then her tongue licked a
dow, moist trail along Danny’s sex.

Danny gasped, her clit, swollen, prickling and tingling from the recent pain of the clip,
responding instantly. She moaned in denial, again not wanting to get thisinvolved, thisraw and
carnal with agirl, especially oneshehardly knew. But sre could neither resist the attention of the
girl’stongue nor pull freefrom therack.

And then she saw Tina's eyes go wide, and the girl gasped, her body starting to move
forward and back. Brian wasright behind her, above her, and Danny knew at once he had thrust
himsdlf into her pussy.

“Lick, you littledut,” he ordered, pushing down on her head.

Tina seemed to shudder and aflush spread down her body. She stared into Danny’ sgrain,
then pushed her tongueout and began tolick. Her body shudder ed from theblowsof Brian’ships
againgt her buttocks, and Danny saw hishands comearound her and fondle and grope her small
breasts as his mouth began to chew and lick at the nape of her neck.

“That’sit. Lick her. Nasty littlegirl,” sheheard him whisper. “ Y ou know you likeit. You
know you want it. Dirty little dut. All tied up and helpless. You're our prisoner now.”

Danny groaned, her legs spread painfully wide, her arms stretched out above her, her
body aching as the straps pulled her up and down. She was not at all sure she was okay with
having awoman perform oral sex on her, nomorethan Tinahad seemed tobeat doingit. But like
Tina her body’s arousal was sweeping her inhibitions away and she was beginning to grind her
hips, or try to, up againgt the girl’slicking tongue.

Her head rolled and shegulped in air asshewatched theyoung librarian lickingwith more
and mor epassion and excitement, her tonguethrusting between Danny’ ssex lips, thrusting deep
into her pussy, her lips sucking and rubbing againg her clit. And all the while the girl’s body
shuddered to the blows of Brian’s hips, his big cock working away insde her.

She couldn’t see it, but it didn’t matter. The knowledge that he was fucking her from
behind was enough, the sight of thegirl rockingand jerkingin timeto hisbody’smovementswas
enough, and the fed of her excited tongue licking up and down her dit, and her lips sucking
excitedly at her clit was more than enough.

It wasn’t enough tomakeher climax beforeTina, but shewasn’t far behind. Thegirl began



togrunt very hard and fast, and her head jerked back in quick, rapid movements, for getting her
licking as her body convulsed to the sexual heat within her. Then, moaning, her facewaspushed
back into Danny’sgroin, and only after having her facerubbed againgt her pussy for long seconds
did shebegin tolick again.

Shewas soon back up to her earlier pace, however, and Danny’s sex began tothrob and
burn with irresstible heat. Soon shewas coming, aswell, gur gling and moaning in passion asshe
tried to jam her pussy up intothegirl’s sex.

Shelay back afterward, moaning softly, but the girl never stopped licking, not until she
came again, crying out in short, sharp yelpsthistime as her body rocked to the thrusting of the
big man behind her. Shefinally half collapsed acr ossthe low platform, moaning, eyes ditted.

Brian laughed softly, then he moved to the top of the table and released Danny’s arms
before going back to the lower part of therack and removing the straps from her ankles.

“How doyour legsfeel? A little sore?” Brian asked, rubbing her inner thighsasher legs
throbbed weakly.

“They’'resore,” she groaned.

Tina gasped suddenly, her head lifting up and back, back arching. Brian wasbehind her,
and Danny could tell he had hold of her hair.

“And you, dut? How do you feel? Like you need more cock?’

“Oh,” the girl moaned weakly.

“Say yes, master,” heordered, chewing on the napeof her neck ashishand camearound
her and began to fondle her pussy.

“Y-Yes, master,” she panted.

Brian helped Danny sit up and then eased her down off therack, but almost immediately
turned her around and pulled her wrists together behind her back, then fastened them there,
despite her groaned protest.

Brian took them both firmly by thearmsand led them out of theroom and back up towar ds
the gairs, but halted at the first room and brought them inside.

“Bend over, dut,” hebarked at Tina.

Tina obeyed, and at a dap on her bottom spread her dender legs apart. Brian found a
largeleather dildoto stuff up into her hot little pussy, and from the effort needed and the sounds
the girl was making Danny decided shewasvery tight. Brian dapped her bottom and called her
dut and whore, and forced the entire long length of it up insde her, though, ignoring her gasps
and moans of pain.

Then it washer old familiar sudded leather dildo which wasfor ced up into Danny’ spussy.
Hefound aleash which he attached to her callar, and then with a grin, forced Tinato bend over
and snapped aclip to her clit. Asbefore, sheyelped and cried out in pain, begging them toremove
it. Heignored her except to attach what looked like another leash to the dip.

“Let’sgo upstairs’ he said.

Holding both leashes, he drew the two women after him, up the narrow airs to the
basement, then up to the main floor, and floor, and then up to the top floor. Tina winced and
gasped and moaned and whined, but hurried along behind him under the per suasivepull of thedlip
on her clit.

Brian led them intothelivingroom, then ordered them tokned, their legsspread wide. He



sat before them on the sofa, looking unbearably smug to Danny, his eyes moving over their
bodies appr eciatively.

“Now before you two duts give me atongue bath, 1’d like to hear more from Tina.”

Tinadropped her eyes, face flushed.

She seemed embarrassed, but thrilled at the same time. She made no effort to resist
anything Brian told her, and he seemed to takeit for granted shewould obey him. For Danny, this
wasawild, kinky littlegamethat sometimesmade her smirk at how cor ny Brian’sword could be.
But Tina seemed to be much more aroused. There was an odd expression on her face, often
exhilarated, and yet also somewhat haunted.

Brian spoketo Tinadifferently than hedid to Danny, asif he knew he should handle her
differently,treat her differently. Danny could seethat har sh, even crudewordsonly thrilled Tina
more.

“Doyou alwaystakeyour clothes off and fuck anyonein reach?’ he asked her.

Tinaflushed, but her embarrassment didn’t seem very deep to Danny. On thecontrary, his
wor ds seemed to excite her.

“No,” shewhispered softly, shyly.

Hetugged on the leash still clipped to her clit and shelet out a soft cry of pain

“No, master,” he corrected.

“No, master!” shesaid quickly.

“How long have you been into bdsm, Tina?”

“I-1 don’t know,” the girl whispered.

“Tdl mewhen you think it started.”

“1-I"m not sure-.”

Hetugged on theleash and shelet out alittle cry of pain.

“1-I think it wasa concert | went to,” she panted. “When | was still ateenager.”

“And what happened at that concert?”

Tinadropped her eyes. “1 was- | wasr-raped.”

“And you loved it, dut.”

Her face grew redder. “No,” she whispered.

“Who raped you?”

Shedidn’t answer at first and hetugged on theleash to makeher cry out again. Danny bit
her lip, on the verge of saying something to him, but the girl seemed oddly flushed with
excitement.

“A lot of guys,” she said finally.

“0o00. Thissoundslikeagood story,” hesaid with aleer. “Let mehear all about it. Spare
meno details.”

“I-It was hot,” Tina said. “We were very hot. And - and |I’d had some hash, and some
beer. We wer e - wewer e on the edge of the mosh pit. It wasdark. We couldn’t see much except
the people who wer e crowd surfing. | thought it looked like a lot of fun.”

“And wasit?”

Shedropped her eyesagain. “ At first. | -1 hadn’t doneit before. | didn’t - know. | mean - 1
waswearingapair of shortsand abikini top. It wasvery dark and therewasathrash metal band
playing. It wassoloud, soincredibly loud. | wascarried along notop of thecrowd, back and forth.



But - well, some of the hands, they were- groping me.”

“No kidding,” he said sarcastically.

“I-1 didn’t know,” shesaid. “| hadn’t really been to many concertsand - and | wasalittle
stoned and - .”

“ Spare me the excuses. Get to the good part.”

She chewed her lip alittle.

“And keep your kneesapart. | want to seethat pretty little pussy.”

Shejerked her kneeswider apart.

“Hands, they wer e, they were moving me back and forth. | didn’t have any control at all
over wherel went. Then | felt ahand on my breadt, squeezing it. It wasquick, and | was moving
along. Then | felt a hand squeezing me between thelegs. Again, it was quick. And then another
one sgueezing my breast, and then another, and another and another. Someweretugging at my
bra, and it kept pulling down, exposing me. | had to keep pulling it up.

But mor e of the handswer e grabbing at my breastsand my behind and - and between the
legs. | tried to fold my arms over my breasts, but my shortswerebeing grabbed and pulled, and
they werekind of - low on my hipsand - | had to grab at them.”

Shedrew in ashaky breath. “ Somehow, someone pulled my top off, and then thegroping
really becamefierce. My body was floating along on these hands, turning and twisting, rolling
over and over. All those hands wer e grabbing and squeezing my breasts, over and over, and
pinching my nipples, and then my shorts got tugged down, and then off.”

“Soall I had on was my thong, and | was surfing along, being groped and fondled, and |
knew the thong would betorn off any second. | could fedl it being tugged thisway and that as|
passed over the crowd.”

But the thing is - | was scared, and embarrassed, but - but there was something else,
something -wild. | felt - themost intense, weird, sexual excitement of my life. | mean, | didn’t like
being groped but - it excited me. | washorribly embarrassed at having my clothestorn off. But it
excited me, it aroused me, it thrilled me.

“I thought, | did down, into the crowd, and | felt relieved at first, because | knew things
wer e getting out of control by then, but these guyswereall around me, grabbing me, kissing me,
hugging me. Therewerehandsall over my body, and my thong got torn off. So| wasnakedin the
middleof them all. Therewer e handseverywher el Therewer e handson hands, fighting to touch
me and squeeze me and grope me.”

“I tried tosay no, but thenoisewassoloud | couldn’t even hear myself. Someonegrabbed
my breastsfrom behind, and then | felt my legslifted up and apart. | thought they weregoing to
push me up on top again, naked and float me around, but instead they only lifted me halfway up,
and held methere. And then thefir st guy wasbetween my legs, and | realized - wh-what theywere
going to do.”

Her voice was coming faster now, her wordstumbling over themselvesasher breathing
grew morerapid.

“1 felt him gointo me, deep. It hurt, and then he started to- to do me, there, with all those
faces and shapes all around, and hands till touching meeverywher e, groping and squeezing my
breasts, pullingon my hair. Then my head fell back, and | felt someonegrabbing my neck. A cock
pushed into my mouth, and started to pump in and out.”



“Themusicwashowling, and thecrowd waswild, and it waslike | wasbeing gang raped by
everyonethere. Oneafter another they used me, turningmearound, twisting meover. | washeld
right sdeup, and then flipped over. | wasmadeto stand, bent over, my head between aguy’slegs
while another man sadomised me. | was pushed from man to man to be raped and groped and
fondled.”

“A man forced hiscock down my throat. | threw up, but hedidn’t care. He kept pumping
into my mouth and my throat. Then another man used me, and another.”

Her eyes were definitely haunted now as Danny watched her.

“Finally, these two men, older men, old enough to be my father, they pushed everyone
away and they dragged me out of the mosh pit, to the side, and through thistreed area. | was
almost unable to stand. They had to almost literally drag me. But | thought it wasover. Instead
they took meto atent and they tied my arms behind my back.

“I didn’t understand, at first. | was still thanking them, babbling, moaning, when they
flipped me onto my stomach and lifted my hipsup. And then thefirst man spit on hishand, on his
cock, and | felt him pressing against my- my - ass. And then he sodomized me.”

They took turns using me for the rest of the evening and into the night. They never
seemed to get soft. And - and they licked me- between thelegs. | mean, I’d never really been -
nobody had really performed oral sex on me much and - | was- kin of groggy and - and drugged
and -

“You liked it.”

She nodded weakly.

“The next day they gave me some stuff, drugs. | don’t know what kind, but for thewhole
day men cameinto the tent and raped me, and | just lay back and smiled and - and - .”

“Enjoyed it?”

Her facereddened and she nodded, eyes downcast.

“And did you tell anyone?”

She shook her head.

“Becauseyou knew it wasyour fault, and you werea obviousy somekind of acum dut.”

Danny opened her mouth to say something angry but the girl nodded.

“And you needed to be punished,” he said.

“Yes,” shewhispered.

“Sowhat should bedonewith alittlecum dut,” hesaid, tuggingin dow, sharp little pullsat
her clit. “ Should she be kept naked and in chains so she can be fucked every day by a gang of
men? That soundslikea good ideato me.”

Hegrinned at Danny. “L et me see how friendly you two can get,” he said.



Chapter Eleven

Danny was feeling as conflicted as Tina looked. On the one hand the story of her gang
rape was horrible, awful. On the other hand - the vison, the images she had dredged up in
Danny’smind wereincredibly vivid and - putting her sef in thegirl’ splace, Danny found that her
pussy was soon throbbing and her breasts thrumming and her nipplestingling as sheimagined
hersdf carried along naked on a crowd of horny men, their hands touching her everywhere,
fightingto gropeandgrab her, and then taken in themidst of them all, thoseleering faceslooking
on, surrounding her, the music pounding, their hands, their cocks...

Brian made them face each other, then rise on their knees and press their breasts
together to kiss. The girl’sbody was hot and sweating. Danny felt odd asthey kissed, asther
tongues did together. Neither of them was really into girls. But doing it was exciting them,
especially with Brian looking on getting horny as he watched.

Hekndt besdethem, gripping their hair, pulling onegirl’shead back to arch her back as
he pushed the other sforward tolick and suck at her breasts. Then hefor ced Danny onto her back
and madethegirl perform oral sex on her again. Asbefore, her clit was till very sensitivefrom
theclip he'd used, and thedildo jammed into her seemed tothrob asher pussy spasmed around it.
It took very littletime to make her come.

Then hepulled theclip off Tina sclit, and made Danny perform oral sex on her. Shewas
much more reluctant this time, but his need and her own drove her on, and soon the girl was
writhing and crying out again and again, her clit intensaly sensitive. Danny licked her to orgasm
after orgasm with little effort.

Brian washard, by then, of course. Hestood up imperiously, and drew their mouthsto his
cock and balls, then took turnsfuckingtheir throats. Afterwards, thetwo girlsgave him atongue
bath, and then he spanked Tina’ s bottom hard and carried her downgtairs.

“Wheredid you put her, in the cage?” Danny asked.

“No. | left her on her feet, with her hands chained above her head.”

“I don’t know about all this,” Danny confessed. “ Thingsaremoving sofast. It’sall so- 0
weird.”

“But fun,” he said with agrin, drawing her up onto hislap.

“Tinais- practically a stranger,” sheprotested.

“Sowas| afew daysago.”

“I know. That’sweird too.”

“Tina is obvioudly serioudy repressed, or was. She had all these wild imagines and
fantasies and there she was being a meek littlelibrarian. She needsto get fucked - hard.”

“I thought you already did that,” she said sarcastically.

He grinned and pinched her nipple. “ Jealous?”

“A little”

“Don’'t be. You have a better body than her and you're prettier, and you're alot more
enjoyableto bearound. You're closer to my age, and you're not a nerdy little egghead.”



“People have called me a bookworm before,” she said.

“You love reading books, but you're not an egghead.”

“Doesthat mean I’'m dumb?”

Helaughed. “ Asif | would call anyonedumb. No, you'resmarter than me, | think. But that
Tinagirl seemsto be one of thosetypeswho doesn’t ever livein thereal world, you know?”

Shenodded reluctantly.

“Being gang raped at that concert must have been an incredibleintroduction to her,” he
said, shaking hishead. “It did something to her head.”

“I think any woman would have been affected by that,” Danny protested.

“Yeah, but what really affected her wasthat sheliked alot of it. That’ snot theway a good
little feminist egghead is supposed to react. Heavy quilt trip there.”

“Any girl who goescrowd surfing in abikini top deservesto begroped,” Danny snorted.

“Yeah, but that’slikewhat | said. Shewasthislittle geek type who probably didn’t have
any idea what would happen. What a shocker. And wor se that sheenjoyed it. Then again, drugs
will let you enjoy alot of things.”

“Sowhat areyou going to do with her ?”

Hegrinned.

“Besidestheobvious,” shesaid.

Heshrugged. “ Seewhat her limitsare. | bet they’'realot higher than yours, particularly
her pain threshold.”

“That doesn’t seem right, somehow.”

“She can always say no. Therearen’t any drugsin her now.”

He got up and went into the kitchen. After a minute Danny joined him and saw he was
making dinner.

“I can cook if you undo this,” she said, pulling her locked wriststo one side.

Heonly grinned.

Danny thought about insisting, but the fact was she was finding things quite kinky and
exciting, and had no particular desire to return to “normal” just yet. Instead she knelt, and,
without being told, shifted her kneeswide. Shelooked down at her pussy, though.

“Doyou think | should get laser hair removal like Tina?”

“Sure. A pussy looksvery neat and clean and inviting when it’ sfreeof hair, but it can bea
bitch to keep shaving it every day. And if you forget even for aday or two you get stubble, which
doesn’t fed very good for you or whoever isfucking you.”

He finished making dinner, and then, as he had before, inssted on feeding her by hand,
letting her lick bitsof meat from hisfinger s befor e setting down abowl of milk for her todrink off
thefloor.

After dinner they relaxed in front of the TV. Brian fondled and stroked her naked body,
rousing her again and again, but always stopping befor e she could come. When she cur sed him he
spanked her until she apologised.

They went downgtairs, then, to see how Tina was faring.

They found her standing on the ballsof her feet, legstrembling, gasping weakly, head on
her chest, arms stretched up and shackled together above her head.

“How areyou, little dut?” Brian asked, running hishand up and down her dim body.



As his hand dipped between her thighs she let out a moan and her hipsrolled lewdly
forward, jamming her pussy againgt hisfingers. At the sametime her faceflushed and her eyes
rolled guiltily towards Danny, who was watching from the cor ner.

“Don’t look at her. Look at me,” Brian ordered.

Sheturned her eyesup to him.

“Bitch,” hesaid. “Whore.”

He had three fingers pulled into a tight wedge and was forcing them up into her pussy.
Tinawastrying to spread her legswider to allow them deeper, but spreading them even alittle
forced her torise onto thetips of her toes, and her legs got even mor e shaky.

“Slut,” he said.

Hepulled hisfinger sput and then thrust them intoher mouth without warning. Tina' seyes
widened, but shemadeno effort tofight him, sucking on hisfinger sasher eyesstared raptly up at
him.

Hepulled hisfinger slooseand wiped them on her hair, then turned and left theroom. Tina
dropped her eyesto thefloor, then sheturned her head and her eyesflicked up towardswhere
Danny stood.

“Doyou think I'm adut?” sheasked in a small voice.

The polite thing to say would have been "'no’. But Danny was starting to see what Brian
had already seen, starting to notice the dark yearning within the younger woman.

“Yes. You'reafilthy little dut,” she said.

Tina's eyes dropped and she seemed to flush again. Brian returned, and he had in his
hands a ball gag and a heavy strap. He handed the latter to Danny as he forced the gag into
Tina's mouth, then buckled it behind her head. He took the strap from Danny then, winking
before turning on the girl.

“Sutsneed tobepunished,” hesaid sternly. “ Slutslikeyou need to betaught their place,
need to be disciplined sothey aren’t out gang banging men - without permission.”

Thestrap washeavy, and about two feet long. He swung it sideways- hard, and the sound
when it cracked against Tina sbottom filled theroom. She howled into the gag, her body jerking
forward, but brought up short by the restraints on her wrists. Brian swung the strap again, and
again her body jerked violently as she howled into the gag.

Danny winced at the for ce of the blows, which cracked into Tina’ s small round buttocks
with fearful impact. Each blow made her howl, and sent her hipsjerking forward. Now her feet
began to leavethefloor asher legslost the coordination needed to keep her on the balls of her
feet. She began to twist and turn, howling at each blow. But the strap easily reached around to
dash into her bottom again.

Tearsweretrickling down her cheeks now, and her face wasred, but not asred as her
bottom. The strap continued to crack into her buttockswith heavy, painful for ce as she sobbed
and howled. Now she was all but hanging from her wrists, her body twisting, her feet trailing on
thefloor. Again the belt cracked into her, and again, and again, and Danny started toworry that
Brian was going too far.

At the same time she was fedling sorry for the girl she was experiencing a dreadful
fascination, a sadistic excitement combined with a masochists pleasure. She knew she could not
takethekind of pain thegirl wasexperiencing, but shefound it terribly ar ousng nonetheless, and



her handsjerked against therestraints holding them back as shelonged to finger her pussy.

Brian sopped. Hemoved to Tinaand gripped her hair, for cingthewhimperinggirl up onto
her toes. Then heundid her restraints from the chain over head, quickly pulling them up behind
her head, and down against therear of her collar. Hefixed them in placethere, then forced her
onto her knees, then onto her belly. He went to the wall and turned a crank which lowered the
chain further, then produced along spread bar and attached it to Tina'sankle restraints.

He went back to the wall, and began to turn the crank, lifting the whimpering, moaning
girl’slegsup higher and higher, and then still higher. Her belly, then her breasts dragged along
the floor, then only her face, and then she was hanging upside down, her legs spread wide, her
body taut, her hands behind her head.

Brian knelt and undid her gag, and then lifted her head up and back by the hair until her
head was pressed back between her shoulders. Then he thrust his cock into her open mouth,
muffling her sobsand whimpers. Heheld her head up and back firmly ashebegan tothrust in and
out of her mouth, driving hiscock straight down her throat with every stroke.

Danny went forward, at last, bent, and began tolick at thegirl’sclit. It surprised her only
alittlethat the girl was so wet, and surprised her even lessthat her body began to jerk and her
moans around Brian’s cock picked up wildly.

When Brian finished he took Danny away from her licking. “Don’t let the little whore
come,” he said, chiding her. He pulled her to the corner and ordered her to kneel, and for some
reason it seemed perfectly normal to obey him. She even spread her knees apart at a harshly
barked command, and then waited as he left the room.

Tina hung in place, quivering, sweating, moaning, panting for breath, but not protesting.

When hereturned he had a two thick dildosin one hand, and a thick candlein the other.
He put down the candleand for ced oneof thedildosinto Tina spussy, pumpingit fregly. Then he
took it out and worked it into her ass, pumping and twisting, making Tina wince and moan ashe
worked her sphincter into submisson. When he judged it ready he bent and picked up the big
candle.

It was asthick around as a pop can, but twice as long. He pulled the fat dildo from the
girl’sanus and then thrust the base of the candlein. It didn’t go in easily, but it did goin, inch
after inch after inch of it, until the girl’srectum was stuffed with it, and still about eight inches
protruded.

Hethen thrust the second dildointothegirl’sswampy pussy, dappingon thebasetojam it
in almost to the hilt. Then helit the candle.

“Good night, dut,” he said.

Heyanked Danny up by thearm and took her from theroom, blowing out thelantern fir<,
then therest along the way. They went upstairs and he closed the door behind him.

They returned to watching TV, then they had a bath. Brian washed her, of course. And
Danny didn’t protest.

Hedried her, brushed her hair, and her teeth, then took her to bed. He produced another
chain, which heused tolock her collar tothe headpost, and then he spread her legsand licked her
totheedge of orgasm repeatedly beforethrusting himsalf homein her dripping pussy andriding
her to a violent, power ful climax.

And then hedid it again.



He took histime, teasing and taunting her, and then thrust himself home and rode her
dowly and patiently, their tongues twisting and dancing astheir bodies ground together.

For thefirst time, hedept over, and Danny spent thenight on her side, ill bound, hisarm
around her waigt, hisgroin pressed in against her naked bottom.

Threeflightsdown, Tina hung, swaying sowly, moaning, body stretched out, legs spread.
Shefelt stuffed, filled, and every inch of her skin prickled with excitement and heat asshe stared,
upsidedown, at thenearest mirrored wall. Her breastsfdt heavy, her mind filled with mush. The
flickering light of the candle gave theroom adim, eerieglow asit wasr eflected back by thewall
mirrors.

It wasso quiet here, except for her breathing. Shefelt asthough shewerein atomb. How
long would they leave her there, shewondered. Her bottom ached. How it stung! The strap had
been a heavy, crudething and it had bruised her bottom aswell as setting the skin afire. She still
marveled at hersdf for going through it, amazed she had not screamed the place down.

Of course, she'd had no choice, had she? He hadn’t exactly asked her permission, any
mor e than he had now. He thought of her as a mindless fuck toy he could punish and abuse
however he wanted.

Thethought of that made her insdes squirm.

The morning started with him atop her, his heavy weight forcing her thighs apart as he
rubbed his erection against her pussy.

Herodeher dowly and contentedly, half adeep. Danny’ sentirebody wasr elaxed, but she
still managed to come before him.

Afterwards hefinally undid therestraints and removed them.

“God! What about Tina!?”

“Tinawill befine” he said with asmug grin. “I went down to check on her earlier.”

“The candle-.”

“Isalmost eight inchesin diameter. A candlelikethat won't burn morethan ahalf inch an
hour. Don’t worry. Her pretty little pussy is coated in wax. It won’t burn.”

“But... she' sbeen hanging upside down all night!”

And loving it. I know how Tina's mind is working right now. I’ve seen girls like Tina
before. She' shavingthethrill rideof her life. Soon thiswill beold hat to her, but for now it’sall an
incrediblerush.”

“What areyou going to do with her? How long are you going to keep her hanging upside
down?’

“Not that much longer. | want to get afew thingsat thestore. Y ou can go out and shop for
morebooks. I’ [l change Tinaar ound, then get working on your shelves. | should have done some
work yesterday but - | got distracted.”

Danny dressed, and weirdly, it felt odd to bewearing clothes. Shevisited thesitesshehad
mar ked off for that day and bought mor e used books, filing several boxesin thetrunk of thecar.
Then, flushing red as she did, she went to a hair removal clinic she had called earlier. The girl
therewas very efficient and very casual, but it was till quite embarrassing to have her gloved
fingersmoving over Danny’s pussy as she zapped away the hair follicles.



When she got home she found Brian already there, wearing jeans and a t-shirt, with his
tool belt around hiswaist, hammering and cutting and drilling as he made her shelves.

“Hi,” shesaid uncertainly.

She eyed the shelves already up. “ You work fast.”

“I’m apro, baby,” he said with a cheerful grin.

“Has uhm, Tina gone home?’

He snorted and shook hishead with agrin. “ She'sdownstairs, getting to know that first
framewherel found you afew daysback. | figure she'll keep while we get some work done.”

“We?”

“Of coursewe! Get your clothes off and grab a hammer.”

“Uhm, should | be doing construction work naked?’

Hechuckled. “ You'reright. That’swhy | got you something.”

The“something” turned out to beasheer black cat suit. It covered her from toetothroat,
but hid nothing. Its seemsweredastic at her groin, and would pull open easlly.

On top of the sheer catsuit she wore leather restraints, ones he had purchased that
mor ning. They were much lighter and morecomfortablethan theold ones, but functioned almost
identically. Shealso woreathick leather collar with threerows of studs. It had ringson all four
sides, conveniently located to lock whatever he wanted to them.

The crowning touch was per haps the T-shaped belt which wrapped around her hips, then
dropped between her legsin front and up between her buttocksin back. The centre of the lower
part of the“T” had along, thick stuffed dildo attached alongside a shorter, fatter butt-plug. And
Brian dowly worked them into her back holesthrough the openingin thecat suit beforedoingthe
belt up and locking it in back. It filled her, and yet stopped her from touching her self, keeping her
aroused without any hope of satisfaction.

Danny wasalittlebemused, but also excited by thisabsurdity. Y et any doubtshehad were
erased by hisapproval at her recent laser treatment, which hetested out with histongue. Ashe
had donethe previousevening helicked her totheedge of climax, then stopped, wantingto keep
her aroused.

Sheworea pair of short black leather boots, and then joined him on the main floor ashe
showed her how to saw and measure and drill screw holesin the new bookshelves. It was quite
interesting, and Danny always likedlear ning new things. But he never let her forget the sexual
nature of her dress, or that hewasin charge. His hands wer e always fondling and kneading her
bottom or breasts, and he managed to turn bookshelf making into a sexual experience.

When he asked for atool she had to bringit to him in her teeth - crawling.

Helavished her with praise, telling her how gor geous and sexy she looked, how perfect
were her breasts, how taut and firm her asswas. And hetalked of how hisfriendswould loveto
see her as she was, about how she needed to be taken by many men at once. He asked her if
she'd ever had a two on one, or a three on one, and if she'd ever had fantasies about it. She
hadn’t, of course, done anything like that, but she had, of cour se, had fantasies.M ost girlshad.

So he talked about finding a pair of tall, handsome men to fuck her, right there, on all
fours, asshewas, and how hot shewould look riding a cock with another up her assat the same
time. Yes, and perhaps another in her mouth.

It wasimpossiblenot to bear oused by histalk, by theway shewas*" dressed”, by thedildo



stuffed insde her. And having already had sex with a strange woman, had sex, if she could call it
that, with two peoplein the sameroom, well, it was not so impossible a fantasy to do it with two
men.

When they went downstair sshefound Tina stretched out asshehad been, thewooden post
driven up into her pussy. It waswickedly exciting to see her there as she had been, and shefelt
her breath comingin shorter and shorter gaspsasshelooked at thegirl’ sbody shining with sweat
and her pussy lipswrapped tightly around the wooden cock.

She watched asBrian called her names, speaking har shly, and used various soft straps,
flogs and crops on her body. He called her a whore and a dut and a bitch and a fuck toy for
anyone who wanted her, and threatened to have her gang raped by hisfriends.

Tinatook it all in like a sponge soaking up water, her body jerking and flinching to the
blows, her voice crying out in deasure and passion and pain at the same time. After he had
finished Brian eased her down off her feet, and then hog tied her, pulling her wrists and ankles
back hard together. But first he produced another toy he'd bought while Danny was out - a
vibrator. He stuffed that into Tina’ s pussy and told her that when he came back it would bewith
several men who would gang rape her.

Heleft her on thefloor likethat as he and Danny went upstairsto get lunch.

Danny was not unaffected by the beating and the perf ormance, and sheremained, for all
intentsand pur poses, naked. Only now Brian locked her wristsbehind her back ashemadelunch.

“How areyou feeling?” he asked.

“Horny,” shereplied, body tingling with hunger.

“Do you want a cock to suck on?’

“1 want you to fuck me,” she said.

“Do you? Beg for it then. Maybe I’ll grant your wish.”

“Brian,” shewhined.

“Beg, dut.”

She bit her lip. “ Pleasefuck me, Brian.”

He laughed. “I think you need to do a lot better than that. And you can call me Mr.
Morgan. Have you forgotten already, dut?’

“Please fuck me, Mr. Morgan,” she asked, trying to put more emotion into her voice.

It embarrassed her, but it aroused her at the same time.

“Not nearly good enough, dut,” he said, not even turning around.

“Please fuck me, Mr. Morgan,” she whined. “I want your cock insde me. | love your
cock. I’'m so wet thinking about you fucking me hard and fast.”

“Now you're starting to get warm,” he said.

“I’'m hot, not warm,” she protested. “1 want your cock in me. I’ll lick your ballsand take
your cock down my throat. Then you can fuck me hard.”

“l can, huh? And isthat begging?’

“Pleasefuck my hot, horny pussy, Mr. Morgan,” shebegged in awhiny voice. “ Please put
meon all foursand ram your cock down my pussy.”

“Or your ass, hmm?”

“Or my ass,” shesaid. “Please fuck my ass, Mr. Morgan. Pleaseride melikea dut in
heat. Please put my ankles behind my earsand ram your cock down into my hot little cunt.”



The words were both degrading and arousing, and her chest was tightening as she said
them, as she demeaned her self.

“Come here, dut,” heordered.

She started to moveforward but he held up hishand. “No. Crawl on your belly, you cock
hungry dut.”

She grunted as if struck, then thrilled to the fed of the floor against her body as she
sprawled out on it and wriggled her way acr oss the kitchen to him.

“Now lick my boots,” he said smugly.

Sherolled her eyesup at him and frowned indignantly. “1’m not going to lick - .”

“Then no cock,” he said arrogantly.

She glower ed, thinking of telling him to shoveit, to undo her. But the idea was, though
degrading, so nasty, sowicked, that sheconsidered it. And merely considering it made her pussy
throb around thedildo. Swallowing, her heart pounding, sheleaned in and licked tentatively at his
work boot.

“Harder, dut.”

Thankfully, hisbooswer eclean. Shelicked at them, licked at hisankles, lookingup at him
as her tongue pushed far out and ran acrossthe cool leather.

“On your knees, dut.”

She grunted with effort as sherose off her belly.

“Now turn and bend over. Show methat tight ass of yours.”

Shesighed with excitement, tur ning quickly, bending and putting her shoulder sagaingt the
floor, shifting her kneesapart assheraised her bottom. It washorribly degrading, and incredibly
exciting.

Shefdt hisfoot against her groin, against thebelt whereit wasjoined with thedildoin her
pussy. Hepushed againgt her therein short, sharp littlemotionsthat ground thehead of thedildo
againg her cervix and made her gasp and moan in pleasure and pain.

“You need to beg moreif you want my cock in your doppy, filthy little cunt,” he said.

“Brian,” shewhined, grinding her hipsback at him. “Please fuck me! Please!”

“Beg more, slut.”

And then the door bell rang.



Chapter Twelve

Danny gasped in shock, asif caught at somethingfilthy. Shestruggled up onto her knees,
but Brian grasped her hair and held her in place.

“Spread your legs,” heordered.

“But -.”

“Spread your legs, wide.”

Sheshifted her knees apart, pulse racing as she looked up at him and saw hisgrin.

“Whoisit? I’m not expecting anyone!”

“A guy with avery large cock.”

She gasped and her eyeswent wide. “ Y ou wouldn’t!”

“1 would. But he's hereto fuck Tina, not you. Of course, he can fuck you too. He loves
fucking white girls.”

“Wh-what girls?!” she gasped.

Hegrinned lewdly. “Knee there. Keep your back straight and your legs apart.”

“You can’t let a strange man see melike this!”

“Likewhat? You mean like a gor geous little bondage dut who needs to get a cock into
her? Why not? It’swhat you are. He certainly won’t be shocked. He' s been heavily into it his
wholelife.”

He headed for the stairs and stopped at the doorway.

“You can alwaysgorun and hidein your room. If you'renot herel’ll just takehim down to
Tina.”

Heleft and she stared after him, then struggled to her feet and hurried to her bedroom.
But oncether e shestopped, panting, staring out, her head swimming with confusion amid a sea of
lust and fear and excitement and embar rassment and confusion. Yes, it wasa fantasy but... but...
shedidn’t even know thisman and - .

And did shewant to do thiswith someone she knew? Someonewhowasafriend? No! That
would be even more humiliating, in a way. How would she ever be able to talk with him again
normally?

She could hear voices, could hear footsteps on the stairs. She had to decide quickly, or
Brian would find the kitchen empty and lead his friend back down to Tina. She would miss her
chance. And what would Brian think of her? Asaslly girl who was afraid of her own fantases?

Shewalked dowly out of thedoor, then peeked ar ound the cor ner. Shecouldn’t seethem.
She moaned weakly, uncertainly, then crept up to seethem in the kitchen.

“Hey there.”

Shelet out acry of shock and whirled tofind an enormousblack man grinning at her from
the stairs. He was good looking, about her own age, had huge shoulder s, and a shaved head. He
was wearing at-shirt that strained against his powerful chest.

“Ah, | seeyou’vefound my little bondage dut,” Brian said.

Shewhirled and gasped in a new shock, for there was another man with him, older, with



rich, dark brown hair. Hewasn't asmuscular asBrian or the Black man, but hewasmuch cuter.

Danny fdt likefalling through thefloor. Her heart pounded and her pulseraced. Her face
washbeet red, and shewasgibbering on theinsdeeven asBrian reached for her, gripped her hair,
and pulled her against him. He pulled back on her hair sothat her back arched, and then reached
around to run hishand over her breadts.

“Isn’t sheahot little number?’” he said proudly.

“Nice,” the Black man said.

“You want to fuck her?” Brian asked, the crudity of the question stunning Danny.

“Less he'safag any man would wanna fuck that,” the man growled.

“Take her. Do anything you want to her,” Brian said, giving her a push.

She stagger ed into the Black man’sarms, and he seized her firmly but gently and smiled
down at her.

“I’m gonnatake Todd downstairsand seethe other girl. I'll be back,” he said.

Danny stared at him, bug-eyed, wanting to scream at him not to leave, but she couldn’t
bring her self to speak. TheBlack man led her into theliving room and pushed her down onto her
kneeson the floor, then pulled over a chair and sat in front of her, saring at her.

Danny dropped her eyes, mortified.

“What’syour name, slut?”

Shegasped at theword, at that word, coming from a complete stranger. And still couldn’t
bring her self to speak.

“I’ll just call you bitch. How’sthat? That okay with you, bitch?”

She still stared down at his shoes and then gasped as he dapped her face lightly. She
jerked her head up, staring at him.

“| asked you a question, bitch.”

“I-1... m-my nameis- is Danielle,” she said.

“| prefer the name bitch. So that’swhat I’m going with.”

Hiseyeslooked her up and down. “ | seethosebeltsbefore,” hesaid with agrin. Y ou got
abig dildo up your cunt, don’t you?’

Danny’sface burned even hotter, and again she dropped her eyes, her mind squirming.

“I hopeit’sbig enough to stretch you some. Cause otherwiseyou’regoing to hurt when |
stuff my prick into you.”

Talk about arrogant, she thought wildly.

And then hedapped her faceagain, harder, and shelet out alittlecry of pain, jerking her
eyes up.

“Look at mewhen I’'m talking, bitch.”

Heleaned in, and then deliberately dapped her face again, thistime on the other side of
the cheek. Danny gasped at the sting, and felt a rising indignation. Then he dapped her face
again, on theother cheek. Again shecried out, her mouth openingto protest. Hedapped her face
again, and her head jerked to oneside. Shefelt alittledazed. Hedapped her faceagain, and she
moaned weakly, swaying. He dapped her face again and she whimpered weakly, gulping in air,
her eyes starting to fill with tears.

Sheblinked her eyesrapidly asshewatched hishandsgoto hisbelt an undoit, then undo
his jeans and tug down the zipper. He had no shorts beneath, and drew out a huge cock. It was



even bigger than Brian’s, and Danny could not help beimpressed, be startled at thesight of it as
hehdd it up to her.

Heroseup above her, and she cocked her head back. Hegripped her hair, asBrian often
did, and she moaned in pain.

“I heard you were a cock sucker. Isthat right, bitch?”

She only gasped, and he pulled harder on her hair. “ Answer me, bitch.”

“Y-Yes!”

“Say it.”

“I-I’'m a- acock sucker!” shecried.

“You loveto suck cocks, don’'t you?”

“Y-yes!”

“Say it, bitch.”

“I-I love to s-suck cocks!”

He dapped her face again. “ Call me sir, bitch.”

“I loveto suck cocks, sir!”

He was rubbing his semi-hard cock over her forehead, acrossher nose, up and down her
cheeks.

“See this nigger ack, bitch? This nigger cock is gonna choke you. It’s gonna fill your
fuckin’ throat. You ever deep throat a black man, bitch? You ever swallow a nigger’s cock?’

She couldn’t answer that, and then the front of his cock wasin her mouth, and she was
moaning around it as her eyesrolled up at him.

“Suck cock, bitch,” hesaid in a sneer.

Hiswords set something inside her belly aflame, and shefelt his cock throbbing against
her tongue. Shestared at it, and even asshedid shefédt it growing, hardening, stretching her lips
wider. He pushed forward, and shelicked at it and sucked at it.

Brian walked into theroom then, and she felt sexual fire gushing through her likeliquid
heat as he stood and watched her sucking another man’s cock. The Black man pushed forward,
and she gasped as he fed her even more cock, then looked along the long length of his shaft at
how much moretherewas and shudder ed.

Shebegan towork her lipsup and down it, putting on ashow for Brian. Shefelt giddy with
excitement, feverish with sexual heat. Shebobbed her lipsup and down, then pulled off, licking at
his balls, running her tongue up and down the long shaft, mouthing and sucking on it.

Hegripped her hair again, twisting it hard, forcing her head back, hurting her. Brian did
nothing as he pushed hisdick cock into her mouth, and then, holding her head in two big hands,
forced it right down her throat in along, steady thrust as he pulled her forward.

“Yeah,” hegrunted. “You swallow that nigger cock, bitch.”

Her nose was jammed against his pubic bone, and his cock filled her throat all the way
down into her chest. Hebegan to thrust againgt her, pulling painfully againg her hair, jerking her
facein and out in inch long strokes, jamming her nose against hispower ful body again and again.

With her head throbbing and pounding and her chest burning hefinally pulled free, and
Danny gasped and coughed and moaned asherubbed the spit wet cock over her face. Shegulped
in air, her chest heaving.

“We should string thisdut up by thewristsand whip her,” the Black man said.



“I don’t think she’sready for that yet,” Brian said, leaning against the wall.

“Fuck what she'sready for,” the Black man growled. “ Tieher up and whip her hard! She
ain't got nosay init!”

Hiswor dswer efrightening, but Danny thought she could seethrough them, that they were
asmuch an act asBrian’s harsh wordswith Tina.

Theman for ced hiscock back into her mouth, holding her head tightly ashe plunged down
her throat. Heused much longer strokesnow, and it wasmuch mor edifficult for her to copeashe
fucked her face and throat. When he pulled out her throat ached and she coughed helplesdly.

“I want some of thiswhite pussy,” he said.

“Go ahead,” Brian said. “Fuck thelittledut all you want. I’m gonna go check on Todd.”

Heleft, and as hot as him being therewas making her hisabsence made her even hotter.
For shewas alone with thisangry seeming stranger, thisangry seeming Black man. And while
Danny was a reasonably sophisticated woman she had all the usual fantasies about Black men.

He pulled out of her throat and dapped her face again, artling her, stunning her. He
dapped her on both cheeksand she whimper ed weakly, then heyanked her forward by the hair,
putting her down her face.

“Push that assup, bitch,” heordered. “Push it up.”

He dapped her bottom and she whimpered and raised it quickly.

“Y ou want my nigger cock up your tight little pink cunt, don’t you, bitch? Don’t’ you? Go
on. Say it. Say it, bitch.”

“I-1 want your cock!” shecried.

He dapped her bottom again.

“You want my black cock, bitch. Admit it! Beg for it, dut!”

“I-1 want your black cock!” she moaned. “Please fuck me with your black cock! | want
your black cock inside me!”

“Dirty littlewhitewhore,” he said with a sneer.

Heknelt behind her and dapped her bottom again, then undid the belt at the small of her
back and dowly pedled the butt-plug and dildo out of her pussy.

“L ooks pretty wet back here,” he said, taunting her.

Hethrew thebelt asdeand Danny shuddered to be knedling with her legsspread, naked,
showing her bare sex to a complete stranger. She didn’t even know his name!

But shefet his hard helmet cockhead rubbing up and down against her pussy, her soft,
hairlesspussy, and her hipsjerked and rolled in joyousresponse even ashedapped her bottom.

“Bitch,” hesaid. “1 gonna fuck you bitch!”

Danny felt thepressureagainst her sex, felt her pussy lipsspreading, pushed in, spreading
wider -wider - still wider. Shegroaned in pain even asshefelt hiscock sink into her. He pushed
deeper, gripping her hips, holding her still asheworked himsdf into her in short, sharp thrusts.
He pulled back, then thrust in, pulled back, then forced himself deeper.

Despite the dildo which had filled her, despite how wet she was, Danny groaned as he
stretched her, as his mighty cock sank deeper and deeper into her bely. Her wrists twisted
againg theleather restraintsand her cheek ground against thefloor. Wavesof throbbing, burning
heat rolled over her asthe powerful cock pushed into the centre of her belly and kept going.

Shegasped and choked out a protest, amindlessprotest of dazed pain, but heonly dapped



her head and kept going. She squirmed and moaned, and hefinally drew back, and began to pump.

“Thedut liking your cock?’ she heard Brian’s voice asked.

TheBlack man laughed. “ My cock gonna be coming out thiswhor € smouth in aminute.”

“I'n aminute my cock isgoing into that whore€ s mouth,” Brian countered.

Thetwo men laughed, and the Black man began torideher, thrugting, thrugting, thrusting.
Danny grunted and moaned and panted for breath, helplessand pinned, impaled by hismonster
cock, aching deep inside her, and yet thrilled by the kinkiness and wicked excitement. Her clit
was swollen and throbbing, and she knew if he barely touched it she would come.

Then Brian knelt in front of her, and shecried out asher upper body waslifted by thehair.
Shefound her sdf staring at hisown thick cock, and an ingtant later it wasthrust into her mouth.
Shewaslocked helplessy between thetwo big men asBrian’s cock pushed into her throat, and
the Black man rode her with quicker and deeper thrusts from behind.

It wasafantasy cometolife, awild, forbidden, dark, impossiblefantasy that made sexual
energy run like sheet lightning up and down her body. And when the Black man buried himsdf
insdeher and hishipsbegan to dap against her bottom it was simply too much. She screamed as
she came, screamed around Brian’s pumping cock asthe two men rammed their cocksinto her
and their hands mauled her breasts and body.

Shechoked and gagged from timetotime, but her mind was spinning out of control, hardly
caring about the cock filling her throat. Her body jerked to and fro asthetwo big men jerked on
her hair and hipsand shoulders. And even after the orgasm passed and she sagged weakly their
power ful hands held her up, held her astheir continued thrust into her again and again and her
burning body thrilled to the hard touch of their calloused hands.

And then, God help her, thethird man wasthere. AsBrian pulled out of her mouth and she
gasped for breath she saw him standing there to one side, watching, smirking, and she felt a
bur ning shame combined with a wild, ravenous hunger.

TheBlack man pulled out, and lay on hisback, pulling on her hair, forcing her to straddle
him. He held hiscock up againgt her dripping pussy and she sank down on it, her mind squirming
astheother two men watched, then he pulled her forward, crushing her lipsagainst hisasBrian
moved behind her. She shuddered as his cock dowly worked itsway into her ass.

Shefdt likeshewould betorn open, but didn’t care. Having two fat cocksinsdeher wasa
wild and stunning sexual high. And when the third man moved in and kndlt beside her head she
made no effort to resist as hetwisted her face to the sidde and thrust his cock into her mouth.

Now she had three men fucking her at once, and the world disappeared behind a blur of
male flesh, and male hands groping and dapping and pulling and squeezing, and male cocks
thrugting forward into her squirming, writhing body.

She came, and then came again, crying out around the stranger’s cock, then again, her
mind swimming, her eyesrolling back in her head, her body bucking and twisting uncontrollably.



They finished lunch, and Brian voluntarily washed the dishes while she dried. Then they went
back downstair swher e shehelped...mostly by watching...him put together thefirst set of shelves.
He had already done most of the work, with all the boards cut to theright sizes, and supporting
bracesglued and screwed in place. After watching him Danny wassur eshe could put onetogether
as well, and they made very rapid progress through the afternoon, filling an entire wall with
shelves.

"Well, the old placeisstartingtolook pretty good,” Tinasaid, standing back and gazing
along therow of shelves.

"Sureis.”

"With your help I'm surel'll beabletofinish these shelvesin notime,” she said with an
airy wave.

"My help huh?"

" Some dight assistance on your part.”

"1'm just happy to have you showing me the way."

"You'reagood student," she said, patting him on the shoulder.

"1 do my best."

"How long do you think it'll take usto finish?"

"You'retheteacher."

" Come ooon."

"Wdll, if wework through the weekend..."

"lck," shesaid, making a face.

"1f wework through the weekend," he continued, " We could have it done Monday."

"1 suppose that includes working tonight."

"Yes, Ma'am, provided you'll feed me again.”

"Mmm, | don't have much timeto cook," shesaid, glancing at her watch.

"1 could order some pizza."

" Chinese?"

" That sounds good."

They went back upstair sand sheor dered Chinesefood from a placedown theblock. Brian



sat in thelivingroom and flipped thr ough thechannelson the TV whileshegot plates, knivesand
forksin thekitchen.

It wasstrange, shethought, how comfortable shewasaround him, how natural it seemed
having him in the house. Sherealized that, even though she had yet to have a singletraditional
'date’ with him she knew him better and had spent mor e time with him than any of the men she
had dated before.



Chapter Thirteen

An hour later shelay on her back on thefloor, panting, sweating, moaning, soreall over as
Brian smiled down at her. The catsuit had been torn off her, torn apart, really, and so she was
naked but for afew tattered bitsof it. The other two men had left, gonedown to Tina, and Danny
could only groan at the thought of what the girl must be going through. She wanted nothing just
then but a bath and a soft bed. The men had torn and pulled and dapped and used her violently.

It had been glorious!

“I hurt,” shegrunted weakly.

“Bet you'd liketorest.”

She groaned in response.

“Don’t you want to come and watch what they do with Tina?”

“I’'m tootired,” she moaned.

Helet her rest as he sat beside her, but his hands moved softly over her body, gently
kneading her breasts, diding between her legsto stroke acr ossher sore pussy, and she groaned
in something other than edhaustion.

“Don’t!” sheprotested weakly.

“Thisisthemost exciting day of your life,” hesaid. “ Y ou’venever had an experiencelike
this before. And you never will again, likely, because there€ s only onefirst time.”

He produced a thin chain with clips onboth ends, and snapped them around her nipples.

“Oww!”

Danny jerked upright, moaning and gasping and twisting in pain.

“Shit! Owwh! Takethem off! Takethem off!” she begged.

He shook hishead and she saw that the chain was attached to another so that it was“T”
shaped, much like the belt. It was a leash, in fact, as he demonstrated by pulling on it. Her
weaknesswasfor gotten asshe scrambled to her knees, then up to her feet, pulled by thenipples.

Heled her acrosstheroom and then down the stairs, ignoring her protests as he headed
down into the basement. The pull on her nippleswasremor seless, and Danny scurried after him,
forgetting her tirednesswith every step.

Then they were going through the basement and at the head of the stairway leading into
the secret suite, and asthey descended she could hear the blows of what shethought must bethe
strap against Tina.

She thought she was prepared, yet was shocked when they entered the room. Shehad
expected Tinatobebound, and shewas, hanging freely from her wrists, her legsspread. Shehad
expected the Black man or theWhiteone, Todd, Brian had called him, to bewhipping her in some
way, and in fact Todd was using a long, thick flog on her obvioudy well-whipped back.

What shehadn’t expected wasthat ther ewer etwo moremen there, and their eyesturned
and filled with hunger and approval asBrian dragged her intotheroom. Her facewent red again
and she pulled againsgt the wrist restraintsasthe men greeted Brian. The only name she got was
Carl, atough looking man with tattoos covering one arm.



Then she saw that Tina's small nipples had been pierced, and that small silver rings
dangled from them. Another ring was hanging from her clit, or what shefirst thought washer clit,
and then realized wasthe hood over her clit.

“Carl isreally good with the needles,” Brian said, taking her over tolook at Tina' s new
piercings. “He ll do you too if you ask.”

“N-No!” shecroaked.

Helaughed. “1f you don’t want, you don’t get.”

Theroom wascrowded, hetook her down thehall, intotheroom with thegiant post shaped
like a cock. Carl had followed, and after a few whispered wor ds between them her wristswere
unlocked and she was lifted up and back against the post. This time the lower cock, the one
angled up from the centre of the post was pressing against her anal opening.

The men worked her carefully and then did her down dowly, ignoring her moans and
whisper ed please, letting the dildo sink up through her ass, lubricated only by the semen already
there.

Danny struggled, but not serioudy, and then not at all, asthey lifted her armsup and back
and strapped them to the sides of the post, then pulled her ankles back and did the same.

She wasrt sure what they were going to do to her, at first. Brian gagged her, then Carl
tugged the nipple clips off so that she yelled and twisted against the dildo inside her.

Together, they ran their handsup and down her body, avoiding her nipples, at first, giving
timefor thepain tofade. Then, asone, they leaned in and took both her nipplesintotheir mouths,
sucking gently, licking soothingly, making her sparkling, prickling nipplesthrob and burnin their
mouths. Their hands moved down between her legs, and Danny couldn’t help climaxing against
them.

It was Carl who produced the crop, avery thin, light crop. Danny’s breasts wer e taut as
her armswereheld up and back, and herubbed the crop acrossthem, then began to strike each
breast with short, sharp movementsthat made her yelp and squirm. Theblowswer enot especially
painful, though they did sting. But as they continued her breasts reddened and grew more and
mor e sensitive.

Then their lipsmoved in again, and again they mouthed her nipples, nipplesnow sorefrom
blows from the crop, nippleswhich burned in their mouths until she again climaxed.

A vibrator waspushed up inside her pussy, with alittlehook near the base which pressed
againgt her pussy. Then her breasts were whipped with very thin flogs, each of the men holding
one, taking turns dapping them across her swollen breasts until they burned fiercely.

They shifted to her chest and belly and abdomen, then, and even her pussy, so that her
body writhed and jerked and bucked in helplesspain. Then they returned to her breasts, and she
came again, with no sensations riding her over but the dashing blows of the flogs against her
breasts, and the vibrator in her pussy.

Danny trotted down the stairsand out into the shop, feding alittlethrill asshe passed the
book-lined walls. Tina, who worked for her now, was at the counter looking something up for a
customer . Danny picked up theclipboard sh€' d left next to a pile of booksand began tojot down
thetitlesand catalogue numbers. It could have been consider ed boring wor k, but shewasthrilled
with it. Shefelt a great deal of pridein her little shop and the stock of booksit held.



Shehadn't exactly been overwhelmed with customer syet, but then shehadn't expected to
be. Book storestook a whileto work up a customer base, for word of mouth to get out that she
wasthere.

Sheglanced at thefireplace mantle, wher e some of the older booksshe' d collected stood
propped againgt low stands, opened totheday whereBill had given her the gold chain. Therewas
an old romancefrom theturn of the century, an English schoolboy'stextbook from theeighteenth
century, with pencilled notes along the mar gins from one of the original owners, and, a copy, an
original copy, of the Story of O, which noneof her customer swould know had any relation tothe
prim and well dressed young women who worked in the shop.

Tinawasdressed in aloose purpleblouseand along black skirt. But under neath shewore
aleather harnesswhich squeezed her small breastsout and duginto her smooth littlepussy. And
shehad a butt-plugjammed into her ass. Danny her self had agreed to get her nipplespierced and,
like Tina, had small rings dangling from them beneath her own dark blue turtleneck. She also
wore a collar which said “dave’ under the sweater, and a chain connected the two nipplerings
and theonein her clit so that as she moved it jerked and pulled on them.

Shewasn’t asdeep intothebdsm thingasTina. Shedidn’t liketheheavier whipsor flogs,
though her breastsfelt raw from thelight flogging they’d gotten last night.

Shefelt alittlethrum of heat at the memory of her self naked, on her knees, legs spread,
arms behind her head, back arched, holding hersdlf as Brian used the short, thin flog on her
beastsand chest, and at least half a dozen men looked on, waiting, ready to bury their cocksin
her overheated body. Her nippleswere still hard and sore, and her pussy was still raw.

Asfor Tina, beneath her loose blouse wer e the whip marks, the weltsleft by the heavier
cropsand flogs, and her bottom bor e the marks of a nasty cane which had left it black and blue.

Shenever wor eclothesexcept when shewor ked in theshop. Therest of thetimeshewore
old metal shackles from downstairs as she cooked, cleaned and sewed, sorted books in the
basement, and performed sexually for any man - or woman Brian brought home.

And then dept in the cage.

Danny had no idea how long she would be content with that, but for now she seemed to
move around as if she were in a dream world, always breathless and excited and ready for
anything anyone wanted to do to her.

Danny shook her head, hummingto her self as she placed another book on theglorioudy
shining shef, then wondered if she ought to consider piping in soft music, maybe Mozart,
something to add to the atmosphere.

Wind chimestinkled asthedoor opened. Sheturned her head and smiled asshesaw Brian
clutching a thick bouquet of flowers. Hewinked at her and came across the room.

"For me?" sheasked.

He grinned and thrust the flowersout at her.

" She put down her clipboard and pencil and sniffed the flower s befor etaking them from
him, then kissed him chastely.

"Thank you," she said. " Though flowers are supposed to be given to a girl on dates,
remember ?"

" Dates? What'sa date?"

“Something we should have, one of these days.”



Heleaned in and whispered in her ear. “Why should | datea dut?”

Shesnorted and drew back. Yes, shewasadut, and she'd never had so much excitement
in her life. She should have been a dut much earlier. Would she have gonethisfar if she hadn’t
found the secret passage, she wonder ed. Would Brian have been ableto seduce her tothedark,
wanton world of bondage and punishment without those ancient frames, and the lucky
happenstance of Tina'svisit?

She shrugged away the question. She had her lovely, respectable little book store, her
lovely apartment, and underneath it all, that lovely, nasty little torture chamber where she and
Tina could scream in pleasure and pain and do all thethings good girlswere never supposed to
do. Unless someone for ced them to, of cour se.

end
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