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ONE 
Molly shivered in the cold. She tried to huddle deeper into the 
doorway as she pulled her jean jacket up tighter around her throat. 
Around her the wind howled, blowing leaves and litter in circles on 
the dirty sidewalk. 
The paper said it was going to snow tonight. She didn’t know what 
she was going to do. She’d been to a couple of the shelters in the last 
week, but they were all dirty and filled with roaches and crazy 
junkies and pimps that wanted to recruit her... whether she liked it or 
not. 
The last night she’d spent in a shelter a crazy girl had put a knife to 
her throat and threatened to slit her open if she didn’t hand over her 
cash. She hadn’t had much but she’d given her what there was. 
Now she was almost out of options. She knew she’d freeze to death 
if she stayed out here tonight. She had no money, was starving, and 
had no place to go, other than the shelters. She thought about going 
home, but instantly dismissed it. She’d rather die here. At least it 
would be quicker. 
She pulled the jean jacket tight and made a dash across the street to 
the Chinese restaurant. People sometimes waited for the bus in 
between the two sets of doors there, so she might be able to get 
warm for a few minutes before they threw her out. 
She eased inside, trembling even more now, as though the 
temperature had plummeted just in mere minutes. It was warm, not 
hot, but warm inside, and it was a relief to relax a little in the thin 
jacket. She looked out the window and saw the leaves blowing off 
the trees, and wondered how she was supposed to survive the next 
few weeks. 
She’d thought it would be easy. She’d planned on coming to the city 
and getting a job. Nobody would hire her, though. She’d taken off 
from home too fast, after a furious fight with her mother, and had 
nothing, not even identification. She was five feet tall and weighed 
ninety six pounds. She had a smooth, narrow, elfin face with wide 
blue eyes. While her friends had been getting into bars for years she 
had never succeeded because she looked so young. She had been 
looking forward to her birthday and getting real ID. But she’d left 
before then, and everywhere she applied they assumed she was 
underage. 
She had no job history, and no skills to speak of. She didn’t even 
have an address or phone number where they could call her. She’d 
tried to get welfare then, but they wanted an address too. 
She couldn’t get a place without money, but couldn’t get money 
without a place. She was barely past her eighteenth birthday and 
could very well die of irony. 
She noticed a newspaper in the trash can next to the door. She 
braced herself, stepped outside and snatched it free, then hurried 
back in. She searched the paper for the want ads, found them, then 
tossed away the rest. Quickly, before one of the Chinese guys tossed 
her out, she scanned the rows of jobs. 
Almost everything wanted experience. She sighed in misery. She was 
just kidding herself. Even if she found a job she could do they 
wouldn’t hire her because they would assume she was underage and 
had no address or phone number. Besides, how was she even going 
to get to these places? She’d never even heard of most of these 
streets, and had no money for cabs, or even buses. 
Then she saw an ad for a word processor. She’d tried to apply to 
those jobs before. She’d had a computer at home and was a pretty 
decent typist. They all wanted experience though. Still, this one was 
in the Collins building. That was just down the block. Hell, even if 
they turned her down, at least she’d be out of the cold for half an 
hour or so. 
She hurried out and the wind almost took her breath away as it 
blasted into her face. It was a major effort making it down the block 
to the Collins building. She glanced at her watch. It was five thirty. 
Shit! There’d probably be nobody there anyway. 
Well, she might as well try, she thought. She pushed through the big 
doors and found herself in an enormous lobby, packed with people 
hurrying out. There was a security guard at a desk but his head was 
turned towards a delivery man who was arguing with him. 
She hurried past him and over to the bank of elevators, hoping he’d 
keep his head turned until she could get in one. He did. It was so 
warm she felt like moaning in pleasure. Some of the feeling was even 
starting to come back to her face. 
She rode up to the fourteenth floor and got off. To her left was a big 
door that said Jennings Corporation. To her right was a pair of 
bathrooms. She hurried into the ladies room. She groaned when she 
saw herself. She looked awful. 
She took the brush out of her pocket and tried to tame her mass of 
tangled brown hair. Her hair was long and usually pretty with loose 
ringlets, but now it was a real mess. She straightened it as best she 
could, considering she needed a shower and shampoo. She took off 
her jacket and slung it over her arm. In her sweater and pants she 
didn’t look too much like a lost waif, though her too-large breasts 
were more obvious. 
She didn’t’ have much time. They might already be all gone. She 
hurried out into the hall and over to Jennings Corporation. The 
door was unlocked so she went in. She found herself in a small 
lobby, with chairs and a reception desk. It was empty. Two doors 
were behind the reception desk. She hesitated, then dropped her 
jacket on a chair and opened one. 
She found herself looking out onto a large room, a huge room, 
packed with desks and cabinets. She saw no sign of life there. She 
went in, stepping carefully, as if she might break something. 
“Hello,” she called hopefully. 
She moved further inside, thinking, if they’d really all gone and left 
the place as it was, that maybe she could sleep here tonight. 
She moved further inside, and saw a hallway leading off to one side. 
She went down it, pausing at the doorways to offices, looking inside. 
“Hello?” she called again. 
She went further down the hall, noting how expensive the furniture 
was in the offices. She thought they must be some real bigshots to 
have offices like these. She passed a door to what looked like a 
kitchen, and, not being able to help herself, she went inside. 
There was a fridge, and inside it were sandwiches. She grabbed one 
and stuffed it into her mouth, chewing voraciously. She hadn’t eaten 
in two days now. She swallowed the sandwich in nothing flat, then 
took out another and bit off a big chunk. 
“Can I help you?” A voice said. 
She whirled around, eyes wide. She would have screamed if her 
mouth hadn’t been full of food. A tall man stood inside the door. He 
was about thirty or forty, she couldn’t judge men’s ages well. He had 
on an expensive three piece pinstriped suit though, so he must be 
important. 
She tried to chew faster as the man glared at her. Finally she 
swallowed enough to talk. 
“I... I’m... I came to... to apply for the... the word processing job,” 
she stuttered, chewing the last pieces. 
“You?” he snorted. 
“I can type,” she exclaimed. “Really! If you just gave me a chance 
I’d show you. I had a computer at home since I was a kid! I’m real 
fast.” 
“The office managers have gone home for the night. You’ll have to 
come back tomorrow.” 
“Oh but... but... couldn’t I uh, couldn’t I fill out an application?” 
“I would have no idea where they are.” 
“Do you, uhm, work here?” she asked, stalling for time. 
“In a manner of speaking,” he said with a tight smile. 
“Oh. Uhm, well, I guess you don’t hire people, huh? You look like a 
big shot.” 
He came in further, and she backed up a little as he came close to 
her. 
“I’m surprised you managed to get through the front door,” he said. 
“Huh?” 
“The guard didn’t stop you?” 
“Oh, uh, he was busy with some delivery guy. Look, mister, uhm, 
look, I’m kind of desperate,” she said, deciding that resorting to 
begging was about all that was left to her... that and finding a pimp 
who’d sell her ass on the street. 
“I don’t suppose... I mean... uhm, I couldn’t, like, sleep here tonight, 
could I?” 
“Certainly not.” 
“I could sleep in the lobby out there. You could lock the doors so I 
couldn’t take anything.” 
“Forget it.” 
Her hopes fell and she looked down at the floor. 
“Where do you live?” he asked. 
She shrugged. 
“Come with me,” he said. 
She looked up hopefully and then hurried after him as he went 
further down the hall. At the end was an open doorway and he went 
through it. She followed. 
He sat behind an immense desk. She looked around, seeing the huge 
size of the office, the luxurious furniture, and the glass walls that 
looked out on the city on two sides. This guy had mucho money. 
“What’s your name?” he asked, sitting back at his big chair. 
“Uhm, Uhm, Molly,” she said humbly. 
“Molly. You a runaway, Molly?” 
“Yes,” she said, deciding that lying wasn’t going to buy her anything 
now. “But I’m eighteen.” 
“Where did you sleep last night?” 
“Delancy Park.” 
“You’re lucky you weren’t raped.” 
She shrugged. 
“How long have you been in the city?” 
“About a week.” 
“Usually, a girl your age, looking like you, comes here without 
money, she’s usually working for a pimp by now...” 
“I ain’t no whore, okay!” She glared resentfully. 
“I’m sure you’ve been approached.” 
“So?” she demanded. 
“They can be very demanding, or so I’ve heard.” 
“Well, I’ve been avoiding them, okay?” 
“How much longer you think you’re gonna be able to avoid them?” 
Not much. 
“Long as I want,” she said bravely. 
“You’ve got no friends, got no place to sleep tonight, got no money. 
If you don’t either find some pimp, or at least find a trick to pay for a 
motel room for tonight, you’ll be dead long before morning.” He 
paused. “You ever consider how close you could be to death, Molly? 
Just a few hours, maybe.” 
She glared at him angrily. She had thought about it, and didn’t need 
any reminding from some rich bastard. 
“Look, Mister,” she said. “If you ain’t gonna hire me or let me stay 
here then... then I’ll just leave,” she said, forgetting her resolve to 
delay things as long as possible, to stay in out of the cold as long as 
possible. 
He got up out of the chair and came around the desk to stand in 
front of her. This time she bravely didn’t back up, but turned her 
head back to gaze up at him, pretending a strength and confidence 
she didn’t have. 
“You’re very pretty,” he said, giving her an odd look. She blinked in 
surprise, and then turned wary. 
“Oh you need to get this washed.” He flicked her hair and she jerked 
her head back. “And your clothes look rather... lived in, but you have 
a lovely face, and unless I’m mistaken an excellent body.” 
“Thanks,” she snorted, backing away. “I’ll just be going now.” 
“Where?” 
She hesitated. 
“Out into the cold? To do what? Freeze to death?” 
“I got a place, okay.” 
“I don’t think so. I do though.” 
“What?” 
“I have a place, a rather large penthouse apartment, in fact. It has an 
excellent heating system.” 
He moved closer to her again, his hand sliding through her hair. 
Again she backed away, but his hand slid behind her head and 
gripped it tightly, holding her in place. 
“Hey!” She reached behind her with one hand to grip his wrist, and 
pushed on his chest with the other hand. 
“It’s very warm there,” he said, not trying anything, just holding her. 
“There’s a swimming pool, a sauna, a hot tub, and a large kitchen 
with almost any kind of food you could imagine.” 
She stared up at him in shock, mixed with fear. Her mind raced, 
running possibilities, trying to figure out her chances, her odds, the 
danger. This guy was a creep, but the streets were filled with creeps. 
This one was a big important creep. He couldn’t be too crazy, could 
he? 
She gasped as his hand touched her chest, just above and between 
her breasts. She grabbed at his wrist, but she was not strong, and he 
was. He moved the hand downwards, rubbing over her right breast. 
“Nice,” he said. “Nice size.” 
“Let me go,” she gulped, frightened and embarrassed. 
“Or what?” he smiled. 
He stepped back suddenly and she staggered back against the wall 
with a gasp. Her eyes were wide as she stared up at him, but he only 
grinned in amusement. 
“I have several spare bedrooms. They’ll be empty tonight, empty, but 
warm.” 
Instantly Molly visualized a big double bed in an expensively 
furnished room, all empty, just waiting for her. She drooled mentally. 
“Why don’t you take off those clothes?” he said. 
The words hit her like a blow, even though she was expecting 
something of the sort. She’d been asked the same kind of question 
dozens of times, mostly in obscene terms, since she’d gotten here. 
She agonized this time. What else could she do? There must be 
something! Even the shelters would be better, wouldn’t they? 
“I’m sure you’re not a virgin.” He smiled. 
Fucking bastard, she thought viciously. 
“A few minutes work will get you a good meal, a shower, some 
pajamas, and a nice bed to yourself tonight. What do you think of 
that?” 
Oh God! What she wouldn’t give for any of that! 
“Well?” 
Her hands shifted, almost of their own accord. They gripped the 
bottom of her sweater, then hesitated. She stared at him imploringly, 
but he said nothing. She lifted her sweater up to just below her 
breasts, then hesitated again. Her chest was rising and falling rapidly 
as her breathing grew faster and faster. Her pulse was racing, her 
heart pounding. 
What was the alternative? There wasn’t one. At least this guy was 
clean and sober. 
She clenched her teeth, then lifted the sweater up, pulling it over her 
head and dropping it on the rug behind her. She stared at him 
defiantly, watching his eyes examine the pink bra she wore, the 
outline of her ribs beneath her skin, and her smooth, flat belly. 
She kicked off her tennis shoes, then undid her jeans and pulled 
them down, kicking them off. She glared at him now, licked her lips, 
then set her jaw and reached behind her, undoing the catch of her 
bra. As it fell away she felt a tightness in her chest and a 
breathlessness. She covered her breasts with her arms, her face red. 
She kept one across her chest, then turned her back to him, and 
eased her thumb into the waistband of her panties. 
She stopped down and slid the panties down, stepping awkwardly 
out of them. She was hideously embarrassed, her heart threatening 
to burst. She straightened and, with her hand over her groin, turned 
to face him. Well, not to face him since she couldn’t look him in the 
eye. 
Her face was burning and she blinked back tears as she stared at the 
floor. Her chest was heaving and she trembled visibly. 
He didn’t touch her, just... looked, and smiled slightly. 
He moved, and she jerked her head up, jumping back, scared. He 
smiled down at her, then reached for her. She backed up until her 
heels hit the wall, then she almost fell, yelping as she stumbled and 
had to shift her hands briefly to catch herself. 
He stood over her, then reached for her again. Wide eyed, she 
watched his hands as they moved to her wrists. He took them and 
slowly pulled them away from her body, pressing them back against 
the wall beside her head. She caught her breath in terror, her heart 
yammering, but he only looked at her body, his eyes moving up and 
down. 
She blushed furiously under his careful gaze, and tried to settle 
down, to calm her pounding heart. He let go of her wrists, but she 
was too dazed to move her hands, keeping them where they were. 
He cupped both breasts, his fingers sliding from side to side against 
the bottom of the round orbs, then he abruptly gripped her arm and 
twisted her around, pressing her face into the wall. 
She felt his hand trail down along her spine, then slide right down 
the cleft between her buttocks to cup her pussy from below and 
between her thighs. She grunted in shock and jerked in his grasp, but 
he held her in place, his hand squeezing up into the soft flesh. She 
tried to twist away but his other hand gripped the back of her neck, 
keeping her pressed against the wall. 
“So small and soft to be so valuable,” he mused, kneading her pussy. 
Then he let her go, moving back. She stumbled back and twisted 
around, gasping and staring at him. He had turned his back and was 
moving towards the far wall. He opened a door there and motioned 
her forward. She half covered her breasts with her arms again, put a 
hand over her pussy, and padded naked across to where he stood. 
The door led into a small bathroom. There was a shower stall inside. 
“Clean yourself,” he said. 
She gulped, then, still mortally embarrassed, slipped past him and 
into the bathroom. She turned and reached for the door but he held 
it and smiled. 
“No reason to close this,” he said. “I’d like to watch.” 
Fucking pervert, she thought furiously. 
But she desperately wanted to get clean. Not that she’d ever feel 
clean again after giving herself to some guy like this. 
She stepped into the shower stall and turned on the water. She 
adjusted it to hot, then stepped under it. She didn’t bother closing 
the door, and the guy, whatever his name was, didn’t move to close it 
either. He stood a few feet away watching her as she soaked herself 
under the hot water. 
She took her time, trying to keep her back to him, then turned off 
the water and reached for the shampoo. She poured it over her hair 
and, turning her back to him again, raised her hands and cleaned 
her hair. She rinsed it off, then doused it again, and rinsed off. 
She soaped up her body, still trying to keep her back to him. 
“Turn around,” he said then. 
She winced, but did as he ordered, turning to face him as she ran 
her soapy hands over her breasts and body. She glared angrily, 
fighting back tears as she rubbed roughly and quickly. She felt 
humiliated, like dirt. 
She rinsed off quickly, then turned off the water, wanting to get it 
over with. 
He handed her a towel and she snatched it, wrapping it around 
herself and rubbing herself dry. He gave her another, smiling his 
little smile, and she rubbed her hair until it was at least damp. 
“Hair dryer here,” he said, pointing at the cabinet in front of a 
mirror. 
She moved over to it and picked up the hair dryer, then, with him 
watching, brushed and dried her hair. 
He leaned in the doorway, watching as if fascinated. He reached 
forward suddenly and tugged the towel off her. She grabbed for it 
but wasn’t in time, and didn’t fight him. She continued to dry her 
hair, standing there naked as he watched. 
Both hands were above her head, of course, and her breasts stood 
out proudly. They were firm and round and too large for her small 
frame. Her nipples were small and pink, but when cold they stood 
out very long and stiff, which had caused her some problems in the 
last week. 
“What are you, thirty-eight?” he asked. 
“Thirty-six,” she blinked, embarrassed again. 
“Very nice. They look bigger because of your small body. D cup?” 
She nodded, skin flaming. 
He stepped into the room then and came up behind her. He looked 
at her in the mirror, then reached around and cupped her breasts. 
She closed her eyes and shuddered, then continued drying her hair 
as his hands stroked, then kneaded her breasts. He wasn’t rough, but 
his fingers worked deeply into the soft flesh, making it mash out 
around them. 
One of his hands slid down her body after a minute, stroking her 
belly, then sliding down to her pussy. He cupped her pussy mound 
with his hand, squeezing upwards, then slid a single finger up and 
down against her slit, moving very lightly, tracing her entrance. 
He pressed in a bit deeper, sliding the finger between her pussy lips, 
rubbing up and down the crack of her opening, rubbing over her 
clitoris. She continued to dry her hair, trying to ignore him, though 
she trembled visibly. 
He took the hair dryer out of her hand then and turned it off. He set 
it on the cabinet, then took the brush out of her other hand and set 
it beside the dryer. His hands moved up and down her back, then 
onto her buttocks, cupping and squeezing. They slid down her hips, 
down to her thighs, then encircled them, squeezing her legs. 
He pulled them apart, then pushed on her back, a little roughly this 
time, to bend her forward. His hand eased in between her thighs and 
cupped her pussy again, squeezing a little harder. 
“Nice,” he whispered. 
He gripped her arms then, forcing her to bend further, bending her 
all the way over until her chest was on the cabinet. He put a hand on 
her back, just between her shoulder blades, then stroked her buttocks 
and cupped her pussy. 
She trembled but tried to hold still as he caressed her body. 
“All ready to be fucked,” he whispered. 
His finger pierced her, slid slowly up inside. She grunted but didn’t 
fight. 
“Dry, hot but dry. I could eat you I suppose, get you all wet for me, 
but we’re not doing this to give you pleasure now are we.” 
He eased back, then lifted her roughly and jerked her around to face 
him. 
“You know... Molly... I’ve tried a lot of lubricants over the years, but 
none is quite as slippery as saliva.” 
She stared at him, not understanding at first. He grinned, then 
undid his belt and slipped his trousers down. He took off his 
underwear and stood there, looking stupid in black shoes and socks, 
jacket, shirt, tie, and vest. She tried not to look at the rounded knob 
of his cockhead sticking out against his shirt, pointing at her pussy. 
His hands slid onto her breasts, cupping and squeezing them, then 
he pushed her back, bent, and sucked on her right nipple. 
He sucked for a minute, then slid his tongue over to her other breast, 
licking and sucking that, then nipping at it with his teeth. She winced 
several times but didn’t fight him. 
Then he stood straight, put his hands on her shoulders, and pushed 
down. 
Now she understood. He wanted her to suck him. 
He pushed her to her knees in front of him, then raised his shirt. She 
stared at his stiff cock, frightened anew by the size and thickness. 
The head was purple with heat, the shaft lined with veins, dark and 
angry looking. His hands moved roughly through her hair, then 
pulled her towards his meat. 
She was a little frightened of it. She’d only been fucked twice, both 
by guys in the backs of their cars, so she’d never really seen a cock 
up close like this, not in the clear light. Still, his cock looked a lot 
thicker and longer than either of her boyfriends. 
She gulped, took a deep breath, then, fighting back a wave of 
bitterness and misery, she opened her lips and slid them around the 
thick cock head. She was right. His cock was much thicker than 
Bobbie’s had been. She could hardly get her lips around it the thing 
was so thick. She wondered if it would fit in her little puss, wondered 
if it would tear her open, if it would hurt awfully. 
It tasted of sweat, but she tried to ignore the taste, tried to ignore 
everything, to turn her mind off. She sucked on his cock head, then 
worked her lips further down his shaft, sliding her tongue against the 
underside of his head and the shaft near the top, rubbing and 
stroking it as she bobbed her lips on his tool. 
She sucked hard, wanting to get it over with, hoping that if she 
made him cum he wouldn’t be able to get it up again to fuck her. 
Then maybe she could spend the night at his place and sneak out 
early in the morning before he could wake up and want to fuck her. 
Her tongue whipped up and down his shaft, concentrating on the 
most sensitive parts, the underside near the head. She ran her lips up 
and down, up and down, until he tightened his grip on her hair, 
gripping it in two fistfuls to hold her in place. Then he started to fuck 
her mouth, sliding his cock back and forth as though he were fucking 
a cock. 
She had no choice but to kneel there and let him. She kept her 
hands near his belly and around his cockshaft though, to keep him 
from fucking it in too far. 
“Take your hands away,” he said. “Put them down at your side.” 
She hesitated, but there was command in his voice. 
“Do it or I’ll tie them behind you.” 
She felt another wave of fear, then slipped her hands free and 
dropped them to her sides. He fucked into her mouth more deeply 
then, and she gagged and coughed several times as his cock head 
smashed against the entrance to her throat. 
“Ready to get fucked now?” he grinned. 
She looked up at him, her eyes rolled high. He had a mean, cold 
smile and again she felt frightened. He pulled his spit-wet cock out 
of her mouth and rubbed it against her face. 
“Ready for a good fuck, baby?” he grinned. 
“Ye... ye... yes,” she squeaked. 
“Me too.” 
He pushed it back into her mouth and she sucked hopefully again, 
hoping it would blow, but it didn’t and he pulled out, lifting her to 
her feet. He turned her around and bent her over the counter, his 
foot kicking her legs apart as he cupped her pussy again. He bent 
her way over and spread her legs wide, then she felt the touch of his 
hot, thick cock against her pussy opening. 


TWO
She clenched her teeth and closed her eyes as the pressure mounted. 
His cock head, hot and firm, pushed her pussy lips in and eased 
them aside as it moved into her body. She felt herself stretched wide, 
much wider than ever before. There was a tightness, a stinging in her 
pussy opening as the fat cock drove into her. 
She let out a shuddering breath of air and then braced herself anew 
as the cock slid higher. The man... she realized now she didn’t even 
know his name... pulled back slightly, then thrust sharply. Despite her 
best efforts she let out a choked of cry of pain. 
Again he slid his cock backwards, then thrust up hard, very hard. 
His cock rammed up into her pussy with violent energy, almost 
lifting her off her feet. She cried out again, but his hands clamped 
down hard on her shoulders to keep her in place as she trembled 
and her harsh, ragged breathing filled the small room. 
“Nice,” he said again, his hands kneading her shoulders. 
He moved his hips around in circles, twisting his cock inside her. 
Only a small portion remained outside her, and he drew his cock 
back, then stuffed the entire length up into her pussy. His skin 
melded with hers, crushing her round apple like buttocks. 
He ground his hips around again, then thrust into her with soft, 
small strokes, thumping the fat end of his cock-knob against her 
cervix with gentle but insistent blows. 
He worked her pussy sheath open like that, then drew his cock back 
down, sliding it out of her like he was drawing a sword from its 
sheath. He removed it, then rubbed the head up and down her slit 
before pressing it forward again. 
Once more he cleaved her pussy lips and thrust his erection up 
inside her, burying it in her soft, warm depths. He drew back again, 
sliding it far down her tunnel, then, immediately pushed it back 
inside. He began a long, slow fucking stroke, using the full length of 
his long cock to pump her sex. 
His hands held her firmly in place, tightly squeezing her hips as he 
pumped her. He said nothing, just fucked. His strokes became faster 
and at one point he reached down and gripped her right thigh, 
jerking her legs further apart. 
His strokes became more powerful, until he was ramming his prick 
into her painfully hard and fast. 
Molly gasped, trying to twist away, reaching back, but he quickly 
gripped her wrists, pulled them together, and jammed them up high 
behind her neck, pinning them in place with one hand as he 
continued to ram himself into her. 
His hips smashed into her buttocks and his cock-knob punched her 
in the gut. She grunted with each impact, her arms and shoulders 
aching now as he forced her hands up even higher, her eyes closed as 
she whimpered in pain. 
He jerked her back to meet his thrust, the muscles in his arms 
working powerfully as he rutted into her with growing force. 
Molly gazed wonderingly at the wall behind the counter, dazed that 
things had come to this. Her pussy burned and ached as his big tool 
ripped back and forth inside it. Her hips were grinding painfully 
against the edge of the counter, and her buttocks hurt as his hips 
slammed into them. 
Then he gasped in pleasure and gave a final flurry of rapid-fire 
strokes as his cock spat out thick white wads of cum shooting each 
one deep into her womb. 
His strokes slowed, then finally stopped. He sighed in relief and 
pleasure, his hands loosening their grip on her wrists and caressing 
her skin instead. He pulled his softening prick out of her pussy and 
slapped her on the bottom
“Nice n’ tight,” he said. 
He moved away, then picked up the damp towel she had used and 
rubbed his cock dry. He hummed, ignoring her as she lay bent over 
the counter. He left the bathroom and she finally eased herself up 
off the counter, groaning and cupping her sore pussy mound. 
“Get your ass out here if you’re coming,” he called. 
There was nothing she wanted to do more right then, then to run 
away and hide. But there was nowhere to run to and nowhere to 
hide. Wiping the tears from her face she steadied herself then 
wrapped a towel around herself and walked out of the room. 
He had put his trousers back on already and was shoving papers into 
his briefcase. He glanced over at her impatiently. 
“Hurry up and get dressed,” he said. 
Fuck you, creep! Fucking stinking filthy bastard! Rich cock-sucking 
bastard! 
She didn’t say anything, just nodded hesitantly. She quickly pulled 
on her pants and panties, then slipped on her bra and sweater. She 
pulled her socks and shoes on and stood up, not looking at him. As 
much as she wanted to run away and never have to see him again 
she couldn’t face the thought of being outside all night tonight. 
He walked out of the office with his briefcase and she trailed along 
behind him. They went out into the reception area and she picked 
up her jean jacket and slipped it on. He motioned for her to leave 
ahead of him and she skipped out. 
He locked up then followed her to the elevators. He didn’t look at 
her and she didn’t look at him. 
The elevator came. They both got in. He stood in the centre. Molly 
went to the corner. The elevator passed through the lobby and 
stopped in the third underground level of the parking garage. 
He strode forward, still not looking at her. She hurriedly followed 
him. The garage was mostly empty. There was a big Mercedes 
parked not far from the elevator and he went to it, unlocking it by 
remote control before he reached it. 
They both got inside and he started it up. Molly stared around her at 
the luxurious interior, marveling at how expensive and comfortable it 
was. The man... she still didn’t even know his name... started the car 
and drove up to the doors. They opened and he drove out into the 
chilly evening. 
Molly hugged herself as she looked at the cold streets outside. She 
was still filled with anxiety about this weird man, and even though it 
was cold as hell outside she was tempted to just jump out of the car 
and run off. 
But she’d already gone through the degrading sex, virtually 
prostituted herself to get this warm room the guy talked about. It 
would be crazy to leave. 
They didn’t go far, just a half dozen blocks, then turned into another 
parking garage. The man, whatever his name was, drove deep into 
the garage then stopped in front of another door. He pointed a 
remote control at it and it slid up, revealing another, smaller garage. 
He drove in and parked and the door slid closed behind them. 
“You got your own private garage?” she blinked. 
“I like my privacy.” He shrugged. 
She got out of the car and looked around. There were a half dozen 
other high priced cars in the small space. Aside from them there was 
nothing there except an elevator. She followed him over to it, still 
kind of wary, but also kind of impressed. 
She was even more impressed when he stuck a key in the elevator 
and it opened. 
“Your own elevator?” she snorted. 
“That’s right,” he said non-chalantly. 
He stepped inside and she shrugged and scurried in after him, taking 
the far corner. 
The elevator panel only had three buttons, B, 1, and P. He pushed P. 
“You really do live in a penthouse!” she said. 
He looked at her but didn’t say anything. The elevator shot upwards 
at a rapid clip, then stopped. The doors opened and she followed 
him out into the lobby of his apartment. This startled her at first 
since she’d never imagined an elevator that opened right inside 
someone’s apartment. 
She started to wander in but he turned and stopped her. 
“Hold it. Get those rags off before you come in,” he said. 
“What?” 
“You heard me. I don’t want you wandering around in my 
apartment in those filthy clothes. They’re probably riddled with 
bugs.” 
“They are not!” 
“Take them off,” he glared. 
She glared right back, keeping her jacket tight around her. 
“Want to sleep on the sidewalk tonight?” 
She was in a desperate quandary. She’d already humiliated herself in 
front of him. She hated him for that, hated herself, for that matter, 
and the last thing she wanted to do now was give him another view 
of her naked. 
No, the last thing she wanted was to go out on the street and freeze 
to death. 
Fighting back tears of frustration, embarrassment and rage, she 
jerked off her jacket and threw it on the floor. She ripped her 
sweater up and tossed that right next to it. She stared at him, her 
eyes flashing with anger and as much contempt as she could manage. 
She jerked off her shoes and slammed them down on the floor, then 
jerked off her socks, tossing them at his feet. 
“Want a show?” she sneered. “This the only way you can get your 
rocks off ?” 
She pulled her jeans down, skinning her panties off with them, then 
reached behind her and opened her bra, flinging it down with the 
rest. She stood there then, hands on her hips, looking belligerently 
up at him. 
“All right?” she asked sarcastically. 
“I don’t like your attitude,” he said calmly. 
“Like I give a shit,” she sniffed. 
“I don’t like obscenity either. I find it unattractive in women, even 
sluts like you.” 
“Fuck you!” she snapped, stamping her foot on the floor. 
“I see,” he said. 
He turned his head slightly, then his hand shot out and gripped her 
hair behind her head. He jerked her around and marched her 
forward, bending her down and to the side as she screamed and 
cursed and tried to tear his hand free. 
“Let me go! Let go of my hair you fucker! Fucking bastard!” 
The living room was enormous, bigger than any she’d ever seen or 
imagined, and filled with luxurious furniture, mostly antiques. She 
didn’t have time to analyze much though as he pulled out a stiff, 
straight backed chair, sat down, and pulled her belly down across his 
lap. 
She kicked and cursed and yelled as he pinned her wrists together 
behind her back and held them there with one hand. 
“You’ve obviously lacked discipline in your life,” he said. “You’ll 
learn discipline here.” 
“Let me go you fucking cock-sucker!!” 
His hand slapped down on her bottom with violent force. The sound 
of flesh against flesh, the high pitched, loud Crack! of noise filled the 
room. For a split second she felt nothing. Then there was a vicious, 
sharp, blast of pain that made her scream in shock. 
His hand cracked down on her bottom again, and another stab of 
pain tore into her tender behind. She kicked her legs wildly, 
thrashing and yelling as she tried to tear free. Again his hand 
cracked down, and again, and again, sending sharp stabbing pain up 
her spine. 
“Stop it! Stop! Don’t! No!” 
But he continued to spank her now burning buttocks, turning the 
soft white flesh into a deep, throbbing red. Her screams turned to 
sobs and her kicks eased as he continued to rain blows on her 
upturned, vulnerable bottom. 
Finally he halted. Molly lay sobbing and shaking across his lap, her 
bottom afire as his hand stroked it softly., 
“Now you know better than to curse at me, don’t you. You curse 
again and you’ll get the same again.” 
“Ba... ba... bastaaaaaard,” she sobbed. 
His hand cracked down on her bottom again and again and again. 
She sobbed miserably, shaking and jerking under the steady stream 
of blows. After ten or so more blows he stopped. 
“Curse at me again and I’ll spank you again,” he said. 
“Understand?” 
She sobbed in response and he gripped her hair and jerked her head 
up. 
“Understand?” 
“Ye... ye... yeeeeeeesssss,” she wailed. 
“Yes, sir,” he insisted. 
“Yes, sir,” she half sobbed. 
He let her up, getting up himself, then pulled her by the arm across 
the room, showing her the kitchen. She sniffled and trembled, 
wiping her face repeatedly as he marched her across to show her the 
bathroom and the bedroom that he said would be hers. 
He shoved her forward then and she collapsed against the bed. He 
smiled thinly, then turned and left the room. She crawled onto the 
bed and curled up in a fetal position, still sniffling. After a minute she 
reached behind her and rubbed her sore bottom, whimpering in 
pain. 
She pulled the covers around herself and huddled there for a few 
minutes then slowly crawled out of bed and went to the door. There 
was no way to lock it. She turned from it and looked around the 
room. It was, as he had promised, warm and comfortable, with a big 
double bed and soft covers. 
She walked around it, opening the drawers to the dressers and 
looking in the closet. They were all empty. There was a private bath 
just off the closet, with a huge shower and sunken bathtub. 
She turned on the TV, pulled the bedspread off the bed and 
wrapped it around herself like a toga, then sat down and clicked 
through the channels, not really watching. She got up and went to 
the door, opened it, and looked out. There was no sign of... whatever 
his name was. 
She shuffled slowly down the hall, gazing at the rooms on either side. 
She walked out into the main living room and gazed around. There 
was no sign of the man. She moved slowly into the room and over to 
the window. There was a great view. The city looked much better 
from behind glass. 
There was a set of stairs not far from her. She walked up them to the 
next floor. There she found a big exercise area, a library, and a 
swimming pool. It wasn’t a big pool, but it was a pool. This guy, she 
thought, was really rich. 
She walked back downstairs and came face to face with the man. 
“Just looking around,” she said, feeling guilty. 
“And dragging an eighteen hundred dollar bedspread around on the 
floor with you,” he glared. 
“Oh,” she gulped, looking down. 
“There’s nobody here but me,” he snapped, jerking the bedspread 
away from her. 
She almost lost her balance but caught herself in time, folding her 
arms over her breasts and cupping her pussy. 
“What do you think you’ve got I haven’t seen yet?” he said in 
irritation. 
“I don’t know, okay!” she cried. “I ain’t used to wandering around 
naked.” 
“Get used to it,” he snorted, carrying the bedspread back to her 
room. 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” she demanded, following him. 
“You don’t speak English?” 
“Look, Mister... What the fuck is your name anyway?” 
He put the bedspread down then turned quickly, gripped her behind 
the neck and bent her over one of the dressers. His hand cracked 
down on her bare bottom again and again while she yelled and 
cursed and tried to wriggle away. He continued to slap her spank 
until she broke into tears and stopped struggling. 
He gave her a final few smacks then let her up and shoved her 
against the bed. She fell into it, still sobbing. 
“Look, you little slut,” he said. “I’ve decided that it wouldn’t be right 
to let you wander around on the street by yourself. You’re obviously 
not capable of taking care of yourself. The only way you’re going to 
survive is to find a pimp and go and prostitute yourself.” 
“I wouldn’t do that!” she wailed, sniffling and rubbing her tear 
stained face. 
“You’ll live here from now on,” he said. “This will be where you 
sleep. You have a TV here, and if you’re good I’ll get you a stereo. 
There’s plenty of food in the kitchen and I’m sure that, in time, 
you’ll learn how to cook.” 
She stared at him warily, sniffing and rubbing the last of the tears 
out of her face. 
“You want me to live here?” she sniffled. 
“That’s right.” 
“And what do I have to do for that?” 
“What do you think?” he snorted. 
“You want me to be your whore,” she accused. 
“You’re already a whore. Would you rather be a whore here or be a 
public whore on the street, standing out on the corners all night long 
and blowing drunks in alleys? You’ll probably catch a disease or get 
your throat cut.” 
“So I can stay here and all I have to do is fu... is have sex with you?” 
“No. You’ll keep the place clean, do the windows, rugs, floors, 
whatever I tell you. You’ll do my laundry, and once you learn how 
to, you’ll cook my dinner. As for sex, you’ll do whatever I tell you 
without complaint.” 
“You don’t want a whore, you want a slave.” 
“Whatever you wish to call it.” 
“I’m not staying here to be your servant!” 
“You don’t have any choice. I’m not going to let you go out there 
and freeze to death.” 
“Try and stop me!” 
“I don’t imagine that will prove very difficult,” he said with a cool 
smile. 
“I’ll... I’ll call the police!” 
“Be my guest. In the meantime...” He began to unbutton his shirt. 
“What do you think you’re doing?” she cried. 
“Getting undressed. Seeing you like that is very arousing.” 
“Forget it! You ain’t touching me, bastard!” 
“I told you about obscenity, didn’t I? Now I’ll have to spank you 
again.” 
Her bottom still ached and she gulped in fear. 
“No, don’t! Please!” she cried. 
“Sir,” he snapped. 
“Please, sir! I’m sorry I cursed!” 
“Will you be a good girl?” 
“I... I... all right,” she said miserably. 
“Say yes, sir. I’ll be a good girl.” His eyes narrowed. 
“Y-yes, sir. I’ll be a good girl,” she whispered. 
He smiled again. He raised his foot and put it on the bed beside her. 
“Untie my shoe, slut,” he ordered. 
She was startled by the words, which struck something deep inside 
her, and scowled fiercely. The memory of the sharp spanking made 
her bite her tongue, however, and do as he ordered. She untied his 
shoe, then took it off when he ordered it. She did the same for his 
other shoe, then pulled off his socks too. 
She was bursting with rage but too fearful to say anything. She was 
also angry at herself. It wasn’t like he was threatening to beat her up 
or kill her. All he was threatening to do was spank her for Christ’s 
sake! 
But, as she’d recently learned, a spanking hurt like hell, and she had 
a very low threshold for pain. 
“Get on your knees, whore,” he said. 
“You don’t have to keep calling me names,” she muttered bitterly, 
sliding forward to kneel in front of him. 
He gripped her hair and jerked her head back hard, ignoring her cry 
of pain and fear. 
“You are a whore,” he said. “I’ll call you whatever I want.” 
He let her hair go and she fell back against the bed, whimpering and 
rubbing her aching scalp. 
“Take my pants down, whore,” he said, his voice filled with 
contempt. 
Frightened, she reached for his belt and slipped it free of the buckle, 
then undid his pants and pulled them down. He graciously stepped 
out of them as she pulled them off, then scooped them up and tossed 
them on a chair. 
“Now my underwear... whore.” 
Molly swallowed anxiously, cursing herself again and again for 
coming here. She should have known this guy was a total creep. She 
should have gone to one of the shelters. 
She took a deep breath, then tugged his underwear down, ignoring 
his semi-flaccid cock as it popped free. She slipped them off his feet 
as he raised them, then handed them to him. She looked down at 
the rug, waiting nervously for his next order. 
“On the bed, slut, on all fours.” 
She turned and crawled onto the big double bed, then knelt there on 
hands and knees. 
“Now there is the true position for a whore,” he sneered. “On all 
fours like a true bitch.” 
The words cut into her and she bit her lip and blinked her eyes to 
keep from crying. He snickered, his hand coasting along her spine, 
sliding up and down her back and then over her rounded buttocks. 
“Stick your ass up more, slut. Stick it up!” 
She jerked as if struck, then raised her bottom a little higher, 
pushing it out. His hand coasted up and down her body, sliding 
along her ribs, then down below her to cup her hanging breasts. He 
knelt beside the bed, his face level with her chest as he reached 
beneath it and squeezed both breasts. 
“Just like fuckin’ udders, isn’t that right you cow. Say mooooooooo.” 
Molly’s heart pounded and she closed her eyes as she shuddered in 
misery and fear. Her breasts ached as his hard fingers kneaded and 
mashed them, digging deep into the soft, sensitive flesh. 
“I gave you an order, slut,” he growled. He twisted her breasts hard, 
making her cry out in pain. 
“M... m... m.. mooo... oooo... oooo,” she sobbed. 
“Whore,” he sniggered. 
He pinched her nipples hard, seeming to enjoy her yelps and cries of 
pain, then he finally took his hands away and stood up again. He 
climbed into bed and knelt behind her, his hands gripping her thighs 
and jerking her legs further apart. 
“This is what you were built for, slut,” he said. “It’s a crime that 
you’ve been walking around not being fucked every day. I don’t 
intend to allow a crime like that to continue.” 
His hands slapped down on her still sore buttocks, then squeezed 
hard. He ran his hands up and down her sides then, giving her 
breasts another hard squeeze. Then he held his cock, which had 
gotten much harder, and rubbed the head up and down against her 
pussy slit. He dipped the head inside, then pulled it back, then 
dipped it inside again, then pulled it back, taunting her. 
He pushed his cock inside again, let go, and seized her hips. He 
pushed forward, slow but steady, forcing every inch of his prick up 
her pussy until his hips were grinding into her buttocks. 
“Ahhhhhh,” he sighed. “Nothing like having a nice, warm, tight cunt 
wrapped around your prick.” 
He began to fuck her, first with short, shallow motions, then with 
longer, deeper, faster strokes. Soon he was slapping against her 
steadily, his cock slicing back and forth in her guts as he used her 
with a powerful in and out motion. His hips slammed her forward 
and his hands jerked her back. 
Molly looked down at the bed and waited for it to end, miserable 
and hopeless. She knew she couldn’t resist the big man, and could 
only hope that he would finish with her so she could leave. She 
didn’t seriously believe his intention to keep her here, and even if he 
was serious she was sure she could get away as soon as he went to 
sleep or went back to work the next day. 
Her pussy didn’t hurt, and her bottom only smarted a little, as did 
her breasts. What was really hurting was her feelings. She had 
always been a pretty girl and was used to being smiled at and 
complimented, used to guys trying to impress her and buy her 
things. 
She wasn’t used to being treated badly, cursed at, slapped, sneered 
at, called dirty hateful names. She wasn’t used to hostility and didn’t 
know how to handle it. The horrible things the man called her and 
the way he treated her could only mean that he really did think she 
was a despicable whore, and maybe, she though piteously, maybe she 
was. Tears trickled out of her closed eyes as her body continued to 
rock back and forth under the man’s hard fucking strokes. 
His thick cock churned up her belly something awful and she 
grunted with the deep, powerful strokes, wincing and trying to ease 
their force. But his hands kept jerking her back to meet each thrust 
and she was powerless to cushion the blows. 
His cock head was thumping into something deep inside her belly, 
the very bottom of her pussy, she thought, her cervix, if she 
remembered health classes properly. It ached, but felt oddly 
comforting, like it was the most natural thing in the world, like a 
heart beat. She didn’t understand it and wasn’t in the right mental 
frame for analyzing it anyway. She was just glad it didn’t hurt... 
much. 
Then he came, grunting as he increased the tempo of his thrusts. 
His fingers dug into her flanks with more strength and he jerked her 
back harder as he pounded his tool up into her belly. She knew his 
gunk was shooting into her and fought down nausea. 
Then he sighed and slowed and finally stopped. His cock stayed 
inside her as he caressed her body with slow, casual movements. 
“Now, slut, I want you to look at the alarm clock there on the table,” 
he said. 
She turned and looked at it. 
“I wake up at six in the morning. Now that I have you I don’t need 
an alarm clock. You will set that one there so that you can wake me 
at six. You will get up at five, shower, wash your hair, dry off, then 
come in to wake me at precisely six. You will wake me quietly, then 
you will suck me off and do whatever else I want. 
“Is this understood?” 
“Ye... yes,” she whispered. 
He slapped her cheek lightly and she gasped. 
“Sir,” he ordered. 
“Y-yes, sir,” she replied. 
“It had better be, slut. If you fail to wake me on time, or do it too 
loudly, or fail to wash first, I can promise you worse than a 
spanking.” 
He pulled his soft cock from her pussy and gave her a final slap on 
the butt, then scooped up his clothes and headed for the door. 
“Feel free to make use of whatever you want in the kitchen,” he said 
casually. “The place is yours so long as you obey the rules. Just 
remember to be up in time to do your work.” 
“Fucking stinking bastard pervert,” she said sullenly to the closed 
door. 


THREE
Molly lay down and pulled the bedspread over herself, sniffling and 
cursing her own stupidity. This guy was a psycho, no doubt about it. 
She would wait until he fell asleep then take off. Maybe she could 
find something valuable to take with her too, something that would 
bring her enough for a motel room. 
Her stomach rumbled and she thought about his offer of the 
kitchen. No reason she shouldn’t get a good meal before taking off, 
especially since she had to wait for him to get to sleep. 
Of course it was only just past six-thirty. He sure as hell wasn’t going 
to be going to bed soon. Did that mean he was going to fuck her 
again before going to bed? It might. She hesitated, torn between the 
desire to go and get some food from the kitchen, and the need to 
keep away from the crazy, sick bastard. 
She had no clothes of any kind, and maybe he’d get turned on again 
if he saw her naked. She didn’t dare drag the bedspread out again in 
case he spanked her again. She sighed and sat on the bed, pulling 
the bedspread around her as she turned figured out how the remote 
control worked and started scanning the TV again. 
She spent a couple of hours watching TV, every little noise making 
her jump for fear it was the guy coming back to fuck her again. If he 
was getting up at six and wanted eight hours sleep then he’d have to 
go to bed at... uhmmm... ten. It was only eight, and her stomach was 
rumbling. Those two lousy little sandwiches hadn’t been nearly 
enough to halt her hunger. 
Of course, if he wanted to fuck her he’d do it, regardless of whether 
she was hiding back here or parading in front of him. She didn’t 
want to tempt fate, though, by doing the latter. 
Hunger was too strong a motivator. If he fucked her, he fucked her. 
She’d survive it. She’d already been well fucked twice by him. She 
stood up, steeled herself, then marched to the door and flung it open. 
She looked out carefully, listening and watching. There was no sign 
of him. She crossed her left arm over her breasts and covered her 
pussy with her right hand, then tip-toed down the hall until she 
passed the open door of the main bathroom. She saw a big bath 
towel hanging there and hurried inside for it. 
With the bath towel wrapped around herself she moved back into 
the hall with more confidence. She still wanted to avoid him though, 
so she moved slowly, stopping at the end of the hall where she could 
see around a big stone pillar into the living room area. There was no 
sign of him there. The big TV was off. 
Where would he be, she wondered, not in bed at eight-thirty. Maybe 
he was swimming upstairs, or working out. Maybe he was in the 
library, or one of the other rooms who’s doors he hadn’t opened for 
her. She just hoped he wasn’t in the kitchen. 
She hurried through the big open living and dining room areas and 
into the kitchen. It was empty. She searched through the fridge and 
cupboard, looking for something she could grab fast and take back 
to the bedroom. She found several loaves of bread in one cupboard, 
and a big jar of peanut butter. That was enough. 
She took out a butter knife then, clutching the bread and peanut 
butter, hurried back to the bedroom. For the next half hour she 
consumed sandwich after sandwich until she felt like she would burst 
if she had another. Then she felt a deep longing for a glass of milk. 
She made sure the towel was wrapped tightly, then eased out into the 
hall again, went down to the kitchen, and poured herself a big glass. 
As she was hurrying back to the bedroom though she heard his 
voice. She yelped slightly, then turned her head up to the stairs. He 
was looking down at her, coming down the stairs. 
“Where did you get that towel?” he demanded. 
“Uhmmm... from the bathroom.” 
“I haven’t put any towels in your bathroom.” 
“It was in the main one.” 
“Put it back. You may get some towels from the linen closet and put 
those in your own bathroom, but I don’t want you touching anything 
from the main bathroom.” 
“Okay,” she said. 
He slapped her face lightly and she stumbled. 
“Yes, sir, not okay,” he growled. 
“Yes sir!” she gasped. 
“And I don’t want you wearing anything. Understand? When I see 
you I want you to be naked.” 
She nodded and he turned away. 
“Scumbag,” she whispered, hurrying back to the bathroom. 
She searched out the linen closet, then took out a couple of towels 
and replaced the one she was wearing. 
She watched TV for another couple of hours, wrapped in the 
bedspread. The door opened then and she gulped back a cry of 
surprise as he stuck his head inside. 
“I’m going to bed now,” he said. “You have the run of the house 
except for those places I have locked. Remember to come in to my 
room and wake me at six precisely.” 
She nodded warily, having no intention of still being around then 
anyway. 
“You will answer verbally when I give you an instruction.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“If I catch you in my room before six I’ll take a belt to your back. 
Understand?” 
“Yes, sir!”. 
She watched TV for another hour, then got one of the towels from 
the bathroom and wrapped it around herself. She opened the door 
and stopped, reconsidering. He must know she’d try and take off. 
Maybe he was just waiting to catch her. She looked down at the 
towel she had on, then took it off and put it back in the bathroom. 
The way she figured it, if he was asleep she didn’t need the towel. If 
he was awake and waiting to catch her, she’d get spanked for 
wearing it. She could, however, wander around the place. He’d told 
her she could. He couldn’t punish her then if he caught her outside 
the bedroom. 
She crept down the hall to the living room. It was quiet and softly lit. 
There was no sign of the man, whatever his name was. She crept 
into the living room, cupping an arm over her breasts to keep them 
from jiggling. 
She looked all around the living and dining rooms, then inspected 
the whole floor, being careful to stay clear of the elevator and his 
bedroom door. She found only a couple of doors locked, but one of 
those was, she was sure, a door to the stairs that must lead out of the 
apartment. It was locked, not with a key, but with an electronic pad, 
one of those locks that needed code numbers to open. 
She walked upstairs and looked around the rooms there. It too had a 
door with an electronic lock, right in the same position the one 
downstairs was in. Aside from that door everything upstairs opened 
except the door leading out to the balcony. Well, she didn’t want to 
go out there anyway. 
She kept her eyes open for anything she could use as clothing, but 
aside from the drapes and a couple of tablecloths there was nothing. 
The cupboards downstairs, where he probably kept jackets and coats 
and such, were locked, and the rest of his clothes was probably in his 
room. 
She couldn’t find her clothes, though she found the washer and 
dryer. What was she supposed to do, run outside naked? No way was 
she gonna do that. She thought about sneaking into his room and 
stealing some of his clothes, but his promise of a beating restrained 
her. 
She went back downstairs and over to the elevator. She pushed the 
button but the elevator didn’t come. She cursed furiously, then 
searched around the apartment again. She went to the big glass wall 
and looked outside. They were very high, thirty stories, perhaps. 
Even if she could get one of the doors open and go out on the 
balcony nobody would hear her. 
She thought then, that there was only one thing to do. No matter 
how embarrassing it would be, no matter how much chance there 
was that they’d take her home, she’d just have to call the police. She 
went to the nearest phone and picked up the receiver. It was dead. 
She got a queasy feeling in her stomach as she listened in vain for a 
dial tone. She put the phone down and went across the room to 
another one. It too was dead. She went into the kitchen and tried the 
phone there. It was dead, as was the one in the library and by the 
pool and in the games room. 
“Fuck!” she cursed. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” 
She stamped her foot furiously. She went to one of the big glass 
windows and knocked her fist against it, considering the possibility 
of breaking it with something. It felt as hard as steel and looked very 
thick. It would not break easily if at all. 
Now she began to think about what he’d said, about her having to 
stay here, about her having to wake him up and suck his cock 
tomorrow morning. She felt a wave of dread and sat down on an 
expensive chair to think things out. 
There were only two ways out of here, the elevator and the stairs. 
Both were locked. She couldn’t call for help either. The inescapable 
conclusion was that she was stuck here, at least until he left 
tomorrow. Maybe she would find a working phone in his room, and 
maybe... maybe what? 
She didn’t know. maybe he had written down the code number to 
unlock the doors. Or maybe he’d just kick her out. She had been 
wandering around the apartment for two hours. It was now after 
midnight and she had to get up in less than five hours so she could 
shower and suck him off. 
She almost laughed in hysteria, unable to believe what had 
happened, what was happening. She thought again about sneaking 
into his room, but what would that bring, a code number? Written 
instructions on how to make the elevator work? 
She went back to the bedroom and flopped onto the bed, moaning 
in misery. After a little while she eased under the covers, checked to 
make sure the alarm was set, and turned out the lights. She didn’t 
think she’d get any sleep and she didn’t. She tossed and turned, 
checking the clock every ten or fifteen minutes. 
Finally, at five she threw back the covers and got out of bed. She 
went out into the apartment to look around, tried the elevator again, 
then went back to her room and turned on the shower. There was no 
soap. She went back down the hall to the linen closet and got some, 
then returned and stepped into the bathtub. 
She showered quickly, afraid of being late to wake him up. Her 
stomach was churning with butterflies. She was tense, agitated and 
nervous. She cleaned herself as quickly as she could, including her 
hair, then turned off the water and dried herself with the towels. 
She climbed out of the tub and looked around, but saw no hair-
dryer. Cursing, she went down the hall to the main bathroom and 
found one there, along with brushes and combs. She brushed out her 
hair, checking the clock every couple of minutes. 
She was all finished by five to. The tension bit into her and she 
trembled a little, but didn’t dare go into his room before six. She 
paced back and forth until the clock finally chimed. 
Then she hurried down the hall to his room and slowly pushed the 
door open. His room was enormous! She walked across the thick, 
plush carpeting to stand beside his bed, then, swallowing nervously, 
bent over and shook him very lightly. 
“Uhmm... sir?” she whispered. 
He woke at once and she jerked back with a gasp of fear. 
“Lean forward again,” he said. 
She leaned over and his eyes went to her heavy breasts. She flushed 
but held still as he reached up and stroked them, then gave her right 
breast a squeeze. 
“Nice,” he sighed. He yawned then stretched beneath the sheets. 
“Get under here and suck me, slut,” he sighed. 
She crawled under the sheets and found that he slept naked. She 
gripped his cock in her hands and brought her lips down to it. He 
didn’t move, just lay back sighing as she slipped her lips around his 
cock head and started to lick and suck. 
He groaned and stretched again, humping up at her. His hands 
moved roughly through her hair, twisting her face around and 
pushing her down harder on his erection. Her lips bobbed frantically 
as she tried to bring him off before he choked her on the thick tool. 
He gripped her arm and, as if she weighed nothing, pulled her 
around so she was laying between his upraised legs. He held her 
head as he lay back, fucking up into her as she sucked on his prong. 
He pulled her down harder and harder, then rolled onto his belly, 
rolling her as well, onto her back. 
Now he was above her, his legs pressing down on her arms, pinning 
them to the mattress. He still held her head in his hands and his cock 
was twisting around in her mouth. He rutted down and his cock 
head punched against the back of her mouth, making her choke and 
cough. 
Then he thrust into her again and his cock rammed right down into 
her throat. She screamed, or tried to, but no sound emerged. His 
thick, soft meaty cock completely blocked her throat tube. She tried 
to pull away but his heavy weight was on her, pushing her into the 
mattress. 
Her arms were pinned, her head held tightly, and all she could do 
was flail her legs, jerking them up and down and bouncing them on 
the bed as he slid his cock deep into her throat. 
The feeling was not unlike choking on a piece of meat, though an 
especially long and thick one, for it packed her throat from top to 
bottom, it seemed, and her throat ached from the inside out. She 
couldn’t get even the slightest breath in or the slightest sound out. 
He was fucking her slowly, lazily, as if his cock were lodged in her 
pussy and not her throat. He sighed in pleasure, his hips rising and 
falling as he pumped his cock inside the helpless teenager’s throat 
tube. His cock head slid right down through her throat and, she 
thought, came out right inside her chest... it was that long. 
Her legs jerked and bounced on the bed and soft, wet, sucking 
sounds came from her mouth as he fucked his cock down into her. 
He still held her head in both hands, keeping her face pressed tightly 
against his crotch as he forced his cock into her. 
Then he rolled over, just when her head was so dazed and her vision 
was so black she thought she was going to suffocate. He pulled her 
head up and his cock head popped loose from her throat. 
She gasped and coughed violently drawing in harsh, strangled 
breaths of air, her chest working like a bellows as she drank the 
wonderful oxygen down. 
He held her head between his thighs, his legs wrapped around her 
back. He shifted his grip on her head, holding her hair in one fist as 
the other rubbed his moist cock all over her face. 
Then he rolled over atop her again, ignoring her attempts at fighting 
him off. He thrust his cock right back down her throat and started 
pumping again. His legs pressed down on her arms just below the 
elbows and his hands were locked in the hair behind her head. 
She jerked and thrashed, her legs and body bouncing now, her back 
arching again and again as she tried to throw him off. All his weight 
was on her arms, and his knees ground into them with agonizing 
force to hold her in position for the brutal throat fuck. 
Molly finally halted her desperate thrashing motions, for it was 
obvious she wasn’t going to throw him off and all she was doing was 
using up what little oxygen she still possessed. The man continued to 
slowly pump his cock up and down in her throat as she lay helpless 
and still, her body trembling and jerking spastically. 
Again her vision blurred as her head pounded and her throat ached. 
She began to loose consciousness, her skull threatening to explode. 
He rolled over once again and let her breath. More than that he 
pulled her limp body up beside him and began to tongue and suckle 
on her breasts. She lay there, her chest heaving as she sobbed for 
breath. Her limbs twitched and jerked and her mind was in 
overdrive, dazed and numbed. 
But for him it was nothing more than a slow, lazy fucking. He sucked 
on her nipples and his hands moved over her overheated body, 
rubbing her clitoris and fingering her sex. He sighed in pleasure, 
then turned her onto her back, facing him, spread her legs, and slid 
his cock up into her pussy. 
Face to face on the bed, he held her tight, stroking her back and 
squeezing her buttocks as he slowly ground his hard cock into her 
belly. He humped softly and shallowly, licking and kissing and 
sucking and biting on the flesh of her throat and shoulder as he let 
her pussy suck on his prick. 
She didn’t care. She was just glad that he was through fucking her 
throat. She lay beneath him, unmoving except for her still heaving 
chest, her arms limp as he ground their pelvises together. 
Then he fucked harder, faster, grunting and breathing hard as he 
humped his cock into her pussy. He rammed his hips into her with 
desperate motions, then slowed and finally stopped. And Molly knew 
he’d dropped another load of juice in her belly. 
He sighed and yawned, his hand caressing her buttocks shifted down 
suddenly and he pushed her off. 
“Not bad,” he sighed. “Not a bad way to wake up.” 
He sat up and stretched, then swung his legs out of bed. Molly lay 
on her back, still breathing hard. 
“Come on, slut, can’t lie around in bed all day. You’ve got a busy day 
ahead of you.” 
He stood up and reached for a bathrobe, then drew it on. He turned 
back to her again. “I said get up,” he snapped, his voice becoming 
hard. 
Molly was still trembling a little, her skin hot, perspiration coating 
her from the near suffocation. She swung her legs out of bed with a 
groan and got to her feet. She was shaky, and had to hold onto the 
night table to gain her balance. But then she walked unevenly 
around the bed to him. 
“From now on before waking me, I want you to have my bath 
ready,” he said. “Come with me.” 
He led her into the big bathroom that adjoined the master bedroom. 
It had a second door that led to a hallway, but it had been locked the 
night before so Molly hadn’t seen this room. There was a big shower 
stall with sliding doors and several showerheads, and a huge sunken 
tub. 
He led her to the sunken tub and showed her how to turn on the 
water. As the water gushed down into the tub he showed her a 
thermometer and told her he wanted the water at precisely one 
hundred and ten degrees. He also showed her the bath oils she 
should put in and in what amounts. 
Then he slid into the tub and motioned her to come in with him. 
When she was sitting beside him he gave her a sort of sponge. It was 
thick and had a bar of soap inside. 
“Uhm, what am I supposed to do with it?” she asked. 
“Soap yourself up,” he said, grinning lazily. 
She heaved a sigh, then began to rub the soapy sponge over her 
shoulders, then her sides and arms and belly, and finally, looking 
away from him, she soaped up her breasts. 
“More,” he said. “Soap up those big melons of yours real good. I 
want the soap thick and white.” 
She continued to soap up her breasts, though already the soap was 
dripping off them. The man smiled at her and watched, making her 
uneasy and nervous. 
“Stand up,” he said. “And soap up the rest of you, especially your 
crotch and thighs.” 
Pervert, she thought. But she stood up and soaped her herself all the 
way down to the waterline below her knees. When she was clad in a 
thick layer of soap the man crawled out of the tub and lay down on 
a foot high padded bench just beside it. 
“Now soap me up,” he said. 
She knelt beside the bench and raised the sponge but he gripped her 
arm and made her drop it. 
“Not with that,” he said. “Use your own body.” 
“My... ?” 
“Sit on my thighs and use your breasts and belly and crotch to wash 
me. Rub yourself over me until I’m clean,” he grinned. 
She looked at him in surprise, then swallowed uncertainly and 
shuffled along the bench until she was next to his bottom. She threw 
a leg across his body, then brought her soapy crotch and bottom 
down on his thighs just below his buttocks. 
Her mind was in a quandary. The hard fucking and sucking she’d 
expected, but this was, to her, entirely unexpected. She’d never 
imagined doing anything like it and thought it was quite perverse. 
She hesitantly rubbed her soapy bottom on his thighs, then leaned 
forward and hugged his body against her, pressing her big soapy 
breasts into his back and rubbing herself up and down against him. 
“Ahhhh, that’s it,” he sighed. “Rub those titties against me.” 
She rubbed her breasts up and down against his back, feeling dumb 
and perverse. 
“Go higher, rub those titties all over me, wash my hair with them, 
and rub that pussy against me too, grind it down, slut.” 
She rubbed her breasts higher along his back, sliding her crotch up 
onto his bottom and rubbing it back and forth. She slid onto the 
small of his back, rubbing her crotch back and forth as she rubbed 
her breasts against the back of his neck. 
She gripped her breasts in her hands and rubbed them against his 
head as she humped against his back. He rolled over and she shifted 
to maintain her balance, then found herself sitting on his belly. She 
rubbed her breasts against his chest as she ground her pussy on his 
belly. Then she worked her way down his body until she was sitting 
on his ankles and rubbing her breasts up and down his hairy legs. 
“Don’t forget my crotch, slut.” 
She slid back up and, holding her breasts like washcloths, rubbing 
them against his cock and testicles and groin as he looked down 
smiling. 
“You remember this for tomorrow, slut,” he said. “I expect you to do 
it without being told.” 
“Uhm, yes sir,” she said, glowering at him. “What’s your name 
anyway, uh, sir?” 
“My name? Hmmmm, You can call me sir.. no,” he laughed. “call 
me, Master.” 
“What?” 
“You heard me. Let me hear you call me master.” 
“No way,” she said unhappily. 
He grinned and seized her hair, then twisted it around, making her 
cry out in pain, rolling her body off him and onto the floor. 
“Say it, whore,” he ordered. 
“Yes, Master!” she cried. 
“You answer that whenever I give you an order. Hear me, slut?” 
“Yes, Master,” she gasped. 
He snickered, letting go of her hair and sliding into the tub to rinse 
off. 
Cocksucking mother-fucking son of a bitch bastard, she snarled to 
herself. 
He motioned her into the tub and she rinsed herself off too, then he 
stood up, water dripping off him. 
“Go over and get me one of those big bath towels, slut,” he said. 
He used the word slut just as if it were her name, rather than an 
insult. She didn’t dare protest, though it enraged her. 
She got out of the tub and went over to the shelf where the towels 
were, lifting off a big bath towel and bringing it back to him. She 
held it out but he only smiled. 
“You can dry me,” he said. 
She glared, then tsked in annoyance and pressed the big towel 
against his naked body. She was still dripping wet, but she had to dry 
him all over with the towel, then fetch another to dry his hair. He 
went to a mirrored table and sat at a soft chair, motioning her 
behind him. 
“Dry my hair and brush it out, slut.” 
“Could you use my name, at least,” she muttered unhappily. 
“That is your name.” 
“My name is Molly.” 
He snatched her arm suddenly and jerked her over his lap. 
“No! I’m sorry, sir!” 
He slapped his hand down hard on her wet bottom, making a crack 
of noise that echoed off the walls. She screamed in pain, then 
screamed again and again as his hand cracked down on her 
repeatedly. 
“I don’t like your attitude, slut,” he said. “I don’t like your surly 
looks, your mutters and your arrogance.” 
He stopped then and gripped her hair, twisting her head around as 
he glared down at her. 
“You should be grateful I’m giving you food and a place to live, you 
miserable little whore. Don’t act like you’re doing me the favors 
when I give you orders. Understand?” 
He cracked his hand down on her bottom to punctuate the question. 
“Yeeeesss!” she sobbed. 
“Yes what?” he demanded, cracking his hand on her bottom again. 
“Ahhhhh! Yes Master!” she shrieked. 
“And don’t forget it. I expect you to obey orders and be happy about 
it.” 
He jerked her back off him and she fell on her bottom, sobbing 
piteously. 
“Now do as you’re told. Get the brush and dryer and dry my hair. 
Do it now!” he snapped. 
She climbed awkwardly to her feet, still sniffling and blinking her 
eyes against the tears. She rubbed her face a couple of times, then 
picked up a brush with her shaking hand and brushed at his hair. 
“Part it on the left,” he said calmly and casually, as if nothing had 
happened. 
She picked up the dryer after a few seconds and turned it on, then 
she began to dry his hair as she brushed it out. He corrected her a 
few times, watching her work in the mirror, then he pronounced 
himself satisfied and pushed her away. 
“Dry yourself off, slut. I don’t want you dripping on the good 
carpeting,” he sighed. “Don’t use a new towel,” he glared. “Use one 
of those.” He pointed at the towels she’d used to dry him with which 
lay on the floor. She picked one up and ran it over her body, still 
sniffling a little. 
“The air will dry you, after all. It doesn’t matter if you’re a little 
damp. As for your hair, you can clean and dry that again later on, 
after you’ve done your chores.” 
He gave her less than thirty seconds to wipe at her body with the 
towel, then he made her get his robe and hold it up as he pulled it 
on. She followed him out to his bedroom and she helped him dress, 
holding up the underwear, shirt, suit and socks he’d already selected, 
then kneeling and putting on his shoes and tying them. 
From there it was off to the kitchen. 
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He wore an expensive three piece suit. She padded after him, still 
completely nude. He went into the kitchen and poured a cup of 
coffee from the coffee maker. Then he showed her how to fill and set 
the machine, telling her that this would be her task every night. 
He didn’t eat anything, because he would eat at work, but... “When I 
have more time I’ll show you how to cook and you’ll have my 
breakfast ready every morning,” he told her. “For now, I want you to 
vacuum every room in the house, do the dishes, scrub the floors, dust 
the furniture, and do the laundry that’s in the hamper. I’ll set out a 
weekly list of chores for you tomorrow. I expect you to be showered, 
with clean and brushed hair for my return, which will be at 
approximately six pm. Understand?” 
“Uhm, yes, Master,” she said, fighting to keep any surliness out of 
her voice. 
He nodded, then went to the elevator. She followed and watched 
him put his hand flat against a metal plate next to the doors. 
Immediately, they opened. He went inside, turned, smiled, then the 
doors closed. 
“Fucker,” she snarled at the closed doors. “Fucking asshole!” 
She kicked at the door with her bare foot, then yelped in pain, 
hopping back and holding her wounded foot in her hands. 
She stared at the doors angrily, then went to the stairwell door and 
considered the possibilities of breaking it down. It was a thick steel 
door. The possibilities were nil. She glared at it furiously. 
“Master!” she snarled, furiously. “That stinking bastard!” 
She roamed the apartment, looking for some way out, looking for 
some way to contact someone, anyone for help. She found several 
cupboards that were locked and that she couldn’t get into, including 
some in his bedroom. She thought about breaking them open, but 
what if she found nothing to get her out? What would he do to her 
then? 
He had a huge, walk-in closet filled with clothes, but nothing that 
would do her any good. She did, however, remove one of his shirts 
and put it on as a kind of nightie. Clothed, at last, she continued to 
roam the house looking for a way out. She found nothing. 
Finally, legs tired, body weary from lack of sleep and the trauma that 
had been inflicted on her mind over the past half day, she sat down 
and brooded for a while. Finally she went into the kitchen and got 
something to eat. 
After she had eaten she sat down in the television room, a room 
devoted strictly to a wall sized TV, and watched what she could. She 
couldn’t quite figure out how to work the satellite thing that the TV 
was hooked to, but did manage to change channels repeatedly. 
She was startled when the phone rang. It made her jump, then look 
around wildly. She went back to the control desk, a thing that held 
several VCRs, as well as a couple of monitors and the controls for 
the stereo speakers. 
There was also a phone. 
She picked it up. “Hello?” she gulped. 
“I forgot to tell you to clean my bathroom, including the tub and 
bench. Don’t forget. I’ll be checking when I get home.” 
The phone hung up. She stared at it in shock, then clicked the 
button, trying to get a dial tone. She couldn’t get one. She tried 
dialing 911 but got nothing. 
“Fuck!!” she cursed, slamming the receiver back down. 
She glared at it for several seconds, then went back to watching TV. 
Around noon she went back downstairs to get something to eat, then 
began considering what she should do. She didn’t think the carpet 
needed cleaning. It looked fine to her, so did the floors. 
She padded back into his bathroom and looked around, then sighed 
unhappily and rinsed out the tub. That should be good enough, she 
thought. She took the damp towels away and tossed them into the 
clothes hamper, then remembered she was supposed to do the 
laundry. 
“Fuck!” she said. 
She pulled everything out and shoved it into the washer, then put in 
soap and went back to watching TV. She spent the afternoon on the 
big couch watching TV and figuring out how to work the satellite 
dish. Then, around five, she grumbled to herself and went 
downstairs and into “her” room and took a shower. 
She brushed her hair and dried it, then remembered his shirt. She 
cursed, took it off, hurried back into his room, and hung it back up. 
She went into the kitchen and made a few sandwiches, watching 
them in front of the TV
At six-thirty he opened her door and looked in on her. She was 
laying on her belly, naked, watching TV. 
“Good evening,” he said. 
“Uhm, good evening... master,” she said. 
“Come upstairs.” 
She got up and followed him up the winding staircase and into the 
TV room. Her heart gave a lurch when he went in there, afraid she’d 
broken something that would make him spank her. He sat down at 
the control table and turned on one of the VCRs. 
“I want you to see something,” he said. 
Up on the big screen an image of the living room came on. It was 
empty. The picture changed to his bedroom, where she was going 
through drawers, then to his bathroom, where she watched herself 
throw several cups of water into the tub to rinse it off, then pick up 
the towels and take them away. 
“Perhaps I should have told you that there are cameras in most of 
the rooms of this house, and that I can access the images in those 
cameras from my office. I had them installed some years back when 
I suspected the maid was stealing from me and not doing her work.” 
He swung the chair around and stared up at her. She looked back 
timidly. 
“You didn’t do anything I told you today except the laundry. Didn’t I 
make my instructions clear?” 
She swallowed repeatedly, not knowing what to say. 
“Didn’t I?” he growled. 
“Yes,” she whimpered. 
“Yes, what?” 
“Yes, Master,” she squeaked. 
He slapped her face, hard. She was thrown backwards, staggering 
against a wall, then falling to the floor. 
“You thought you could sit on your ass all day and do no work? Was 
that it?” he demanded, getting to his feet. 
“No!” she squeaked scrambling backwards on her bottom. 
“It looks likes like it to me!” 
“I’m sorry,” she whined. 
“Not half as sorry as you will be.” 
She jumped up and ran for the door. 
“Get back here!” 
She ran downstairs, then jerked her head from side to side, 
frantically trying to think of someplace to run to. But there wasn’t 
anywhere. She ran to the elevator and put her hand flat against the 
metal pad, as she’d done earlier. It ignored her. 
He walked down the stairs and she gasped and ran down the hall, 
running into one of the empty bedrooms and diving under the bed. 
He called to her several times, but she stayed put. After some 
minutes he came into the room and looked under the bed. 
“Get out here now,” he glared. 
“No. You’re gonna hit me.” 
“I’ll hit you a lot harder if you don’t obey me! Now get out here, 
slut!” 
She slowly eased out the other side as he stood up. 
“Come over here,” he demanded. 
“I’m really sorry, Mater! I promise I’ll do better!” 
She shuffled fearfully around the bed and he gripped her arm and 
marched her out the door and down the hall. He took her into one 
of the other rooms, a fairly Spartan room with a polished wooden 
floor and a few odd sculptures and shelves. 
There was a saddle, an actual horses saddle in one corner, laid across 
an upscale looking sawhorse made of softly glowing, polished wood. 
He removed the saddle, then pushed her against the sawhorse, 
bending her over. 
“Don’t move,” he snapped. 
She whimpered in fear as she lay belly down across the wooden 
beam. He took a strap and cinched it tight around her right wrist, 
then clipped it to the bottom of the far leg of the frame. A moment 
later he did the same with her left wrist, then with both ankles, 
spreading her legs and strapping them to the legs of the frame. 
Molly was in an uncomfortable position. She was bent over hard, the 
wood jammed in tight against her soft belly, her bottom lifted high 
and her head fallen low so that the blood rushed to it, making it 
throb and ache. 
“When I give an order I expect it to be obeyed, instantly, precisely. 
Now, tonight you will vacuum all the rugs, scrub the floors of all 
rooms without carpets, including my bathroom, scrub the toilets, 
bathtubs in my room and yours, clean the sink and then come to me 
for further instructions.” 
“Do you understand, slut?” 
“Yes, Ma... ma.. .master,” she gulped. “I’m sorry, Master.” 
“No, you’re sorry you got caught.” 
He moved to a cupboard and opened it. There were a number of 
thin lengths of wood hanging on the inside of the door. He fingered 
several, then removed one. It was two feet in length and made of 
apparently springy wood, for he bent it several times as he moved 
back to her. 
“You will be taught what sluts are always taught,” he said. “And you 
will be taught in the time honored tradition. This is a cane, but a 
thin one, because I am being tolerant. Still, it will sting quite a bit, 
and the pain will instill in your memory the need to obey” 
He emphasized the last word as his hand swung forward. Molly 
heard a hissing sound as the cane cut through the air
CRACK! 
“Argh!” 
Pain exploded inside her, a hot, sharp, jagged burning pain that tore 
though her system and made her heart explode. She jerked 
frantically at the bonds holding her in place. 
CRACK! 
“Aggh!’
CRACK! 
“Ahhgh! STOP! NO! PLEASE!” 
CRACK! 
“Argh! PLEASE! I promise not to...” 
CRACK! 
“Aghhhh!” She screamed. 
She sobbed furiously, tears pouring down her cheeks as she strained 
and jerked and thrashed desperately. 
CRACK! 
“Ahh...hoooo...oo...ohhwwww,” she wailed. 
“CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 
CRACK!” 
She continued to sob hysterically as her flesh burned with pain. He 
slashed the cane down on her burning red buttocks again and again, 
criss crossing the soft, pale white flesh with thin, angry red welts. 
He aimed lower, snapping the crop against the top of her thighs, 
then higher, treating each buttock to hard blows. He shifted his aim, 
then, and slashed the cane in towards the very bottom of her 
buttocks, the soft, flexible wood now getting dangerously close to the 
puffy little pad of her mound. 
Her cries soon began to weaken and her sobbing was barely 
disturbed by each new blow. 
“Are you going to obey me, slut?” 
CRACK! 
“Answer me!” 
“Ye... ee...eee..sssss,” she sobbed. 
“Are you going to wear my shirts again?” 
“No...ooo...ooo...ooooo,” she sobbed. 
He put down the cane, then unzipped his pants. She lay helpless, her 
body trembling and shuddering as she cried. Her bottom was still on 
fire and seemed to crackle and hiss as he ran his hand across it. 
Then he pressed his cock against her slit and drove it into her. 
She grunted weakly but didn’t react otherwise. He forced it up her 
hole to the balls and began to use her with deep, rapid strokes, 
making the frame rock as he threw his weight against her. His prong 
sliced back and forth through her pussy lips as he rutted into her 
with savage excitement. 
She grunted and sobbed and jerked her wrists fitfully against the 
bindings, but could not pull free. His cock pounded into her like a 
jackhammer, his hips smashing her into burning buttocks as he 
threw his body against her. 
“Stinking whore!” he growled, skewering her with his bulging cock. 
He slapped his hands down on her red buttocks, drawing a cry of 
pain from her, then his hands moved roughly down her body to her 
head. 
He ran his fingers through her hair, entangling them in the chestnut 
tresses, then jerked violently back, snapping her head up and back 
and bringing another scream of pain from the teenager. He growled 
in response, his body ramming into her from behind as his cock 
pistoned in her taut pink opening. 
He jerked his right hand down against the side of her chest, stroking 
her, feeling her ribs. Then he jammed his hand in under her breast, 
crushing the soft meat up and back against her, digging his fingers 
into it, pinching and twisting and kneading the sensitive flesh as her 
body shook to the violent blows of his rutting hips. 
He let go of her hair, and her breast, his hands going to her 
shoulders, massaging them. His fingers dug into her flesh and 
muscles, kneading them mercilessly. He shifted his hands, slapping 
them against her sides at her waist. Again they dug deeply into her 
flesh, pinching and twisting and massaging. She groaned and sniffled 
and whined in pain and misery and appalled dismay. 
He threw all his weight into the savage thrusts, spiking his cock into 
her belly with cruel savagery, ramming his hips into her soft bottom 
with wild abandon as his hands tore at her flesh. 
He used his erection like a weapon, stabbing her again and again, 
battering her guts to a moist jelly, punching and pounding her 
cervix, sawing back and forth against her pussy walls and pubic lips. 
He ground himself into her bottom, tearing his prick around inside 
her tight pussy as he slapped at her dangling breasts. 
She screamed and he laughed, slapping them again, making them 
jiggle and shake. 
“You’ll learn to obey your master, slut,” he said. 
He gripped her hair again, tearing her head up and back, then 
laughed and slapped at her breast again before releasing his hold. 
She had an intense awareness of her crotch, of every minute 
movement of his meaty prong inside it. Her super-sensitive pussy 
walls felt every ridge and vein and line on his hard cock as it pumped 
up and down the tight tunnel. Her pussy lips scraped along his shaft 
as it sawed back and forth. 
And despite her misery, her clitoris was intensely aware of the thick 
cock as it drove into her. 
She felt no pleasure, however, for just as the pain was beginning to 
ease in her tortured bottom, the bruising impact of his hips against 
her backside renewed it, and her misery and unhappiness easily 
masked whatever pleasure her clitoris was feeling. 
And then he finished, his cock sending a thick, creamy flood of 
sperm up into her belly as he grunted in relief and pleasure and 
buried his tool in her snatch. Despite herself her pussy sucked the 
last dregs down and the man eased back off of her. 
“You’ve got a talented hot-box there, honey,” he said, patting her 
rear. “Even if the rest of you isn’t worth a damned thing.” 
He untied her legs and wrists, then yanked her up off the beam. 
“Now get your pretty little red ass out there and start doing the work 
you were supposed to do today. And don’t expect to eat or sit down 
until you’re done.” 
Molly didn’t think she’d sit down anyway. Her bottom stung as she 
scurried out and went downstairs. She got out the vacuum cleaner, 
then vacuumed the rooms one by one until they were all clean. She 
replaced the vacuum and got out the mop and pail, then began to 
clean the other floors. 
At one point the man came out and watched her, ordering her to get 
a scouring pad and do the corners and baseboards on hands and 
knees. She had no choice but to obey. 
She spent all evening cleaning while he worked in his study or 
watched TV or talked on the phone. Now and then he came and 
watched, looking around to make sure she was doing a good job. He 
promised her another spanking if he found any sloppy work. 
Hours later she was done to his satisfaction. She was ravenously 
hungry by then and he agreed to let her eat, but not at the table, and 
not in her room either. He made a bowl of meaty broth, making her 
stand and watch so she could make it herself in future, then he set it 
down... on the floor. 
She looked at him in surprise but he only smiled smugly. 
“Why are you putting it there?” she demanded. 
Instantly he frowned. 
“I mean, why are you putting it there, Master?” she hurriedly said. 
“That’s where you’ll eat from now on. Get down on all fours, slut.” 
She looked at him in disbelief, and fought down the urge to tell him 
to go and fuck himself. She knew she had to obey or get a beating. 
She even caught herself before she could glare at him. Her bottom 
still stung form the caning. 
She got down on her knees and then reached for the bowl. 
“Don’t touch it,” he said. “Eat like a dog. No hands.” 
So she had to kneel on all fours and try to lick and suck up the broth 
without using her hands. It made her blood boil with anger and 
humiliation, but she was hungry, and she knew he would hurt her if 
she disobeyed. 
He watched for a couple of minutes, then, chuckling, left. She still 
didn’t dare use her hands, eating the rest of the broth like a bitch 
dog, even licking at the empty bowl. 
Then she got to her feet and went back into the living room. 
“Finished, dog?” 
“Yes,” she said. He glared at her. 
“Yes, Master,” she said hurriedly. 
“Good. Clean the bowl, then go and take a shower. I want you clean 
when I fuck you.” 
“Yes, Master,” she said. 
She took her shower, dried herself, brushed her hair, all in a mood of 
dull acceptance. For now, resistance was pointless and dangerous. 
She presented her clean, naked body to him in the living room. He 
inspected her admiringly, then had lay across his lap as he sat there 
on the big leather couch. She did so, uncomfortable both physically 
and psychologically with her awkward position. her back was bent 
across him and her head pulled back. Her breasts pushed up and out 
like two overturned soup bowls
He put his hand flat on her taut belly and stroked in slow circles, not 
seeming to have any real purpose. His other hand held the TV 
clicker and he changed channels several times as he casually stroked 
her belly. His hand moved up onto her breast, stroking lightly in 
circles around the big orb, then coasting up on the hilly flesh and 
rubbing her nipple. 
He was very casual and calm, and sometimes his hand would stop as 
he concentrated on the TV. He thumbed her nipples, twisting slowly, 
rubbing, pinching lightly. He squeezed her breasts softly, mashing 
them together at times. He fingered her clitoris, rubbing it between 
thumb and forefinger, then slid his fingers up and down her slit. 
The anger inside Molly slowly dissipated as the time passed. Her 
back and buttocks ached, but aside from that she was mostly bored. 
He wasn’t really trying to do anything, just watching TV and 
stroking her like... like he was petting a cat or something. 
She tried to watch TV but he changed channels too much to figure 
out what was going on. She wished he’d let her go to her room so 
she could watch TV there. At one point her anxiety dimmed enough 
for her to ask his name again. 
“I told you, you can call me Master,” he chided. 
“But why?” she asked. 
“Because it’s the proper title. You are a slave, after all.” 
“What?” 
“A slave. Don’t worry. It’s an ancient and honorable profession.” 
“I’m not a slave,” she grumbled. 
“Are you disagreeing with me?” he asked. 
“No, Master,” she said quickly. 
“It’s not as bad as the old movies make it out to be, as long as you do 
what you’re told. I’ll feed you, keep you warm and safe. You’ve got 
pretty good surroundings here, TV, stereo, swimming pool, games 
room. All you have to do is the chores I set out for you.” 
And fuck you, she silently added. 
“Why do you keep calling me slut and stuff ?” she asked. 
“You are a slut.” 
She knew better than to argue. 
“Would you like me to give you a name?” 
“My name’s Molly,” she said, confused. 
“Slaves have whatever name their master gives them. I don’t like the 
name Molly. Let me think. How about Tiffany? That’s a good name 
for a brainless slut. From now on I’ll call you Tiffany.” 
She didn’t answer. 
“Understand?” 
“Yes, Master,” she said, thinking what a nut he was. 
More time passed and she sighed in boredom, trying to shift herself 
a little to ease the kink in her back. His hands continued to stroke 
her at times, or just rest on her belly or breasts while he watched TV. 
She took little notice of it when he put down the clicker and began 
to massage her breasts with his left hand, then slid his right down to 
her crotch and rubbed her clitty. 
I was only when he kept it up that she began to think anything new 
was going on. 
He had two fingers in her pussy, sliding steadily up and down the 
little slit, rasping across her clitty. And Molly had to admit it didn’t 
really hurt or anything. In fact, it kind of felt okay. 
He took his left hand off her breasts and changed the TV channel 
again, and she relaxed into boredom once more. 
But that other hand was still steadily rubbing her clitty. He slowly 
pushed two fingers up into her pussy tunnel and pumped them in 
and out, then at the same time pressed his thumb down on her clitty 
and pressed it against the fingers, rolling it between them. 
He put down the clicker again and shifted her body slightly, then 
bent and slid his tongue in circles around the rim of her right breast, 
slowly circling it, moving onto the breast itself, circling closer and 
closer to her nipple. Then his lips were on her nipple and he sucked 
it into his mouth. 
His tongue rubbed on the nipple as he sucked. His hand seized her 
other nipple and rolled and squeezed it. He sucked for long seconds, 
then pulled his mouth away. Molly was surprised to realize that her 
nipple, in fact, both nipples were hard. 
Hard nipples were nothing new to her. After all, she’d been going 
around naked all day. But her breasts didn’t feel cold now. In fact, 
they felt kind of... hot, hot and swollen and hard. That alarmed her, 
and when she realized that his fingers were pumping easily in her 
pussy, easily and steadily, their passage eased by a slick layer of pussy 
cream, she was astonished. 
She felt the wetness of her pussy mouth as he pumped her, and knew 
new embarrassment. She tried to ignore the feelings that were 
beginning to shoot up and down her spine, the heat that was flowing 
into her belly from the sparkling little button at the top of her slit. 
She set her mind on ignoring everything he did, refusing to become 
aroused at all. 
Her body was stiff with her determination, most of it. Her loins, her 
groin, though, was a soft, mushy trembling mass of burning nerve 
endings. The pleasure was flowing into her no matter what she 
wanted, and she was finding it hard to keep herself still. Her body 
instinctively wanted to hump against him, and only her tight control 
kept it still. 
Her breasts were hot too, boiling hot and ultra-sensitive. Every touch 
of his fingers or lips on her nipples sent hot fire into her chest and 
belly, and when he bit down on one nipple and sucked it especially 
hard she gasped in pleasure, then trembled helplessly. 
He slid a third finger into her pussy, pumping steadily, grinding them 
against her clit as his thumb forced the sparkling little fuck button 
against them and ground it in circles. Her bottom jerked and she 
humped up before she could stop the movement. 
He smiled, then took his fingers out of her snatch, bringing them to 
her mouth. He prodded at her lips and she hesitantly opened them. 
His fingers slid in to the knuckles. 
“Suck,” he said. 
She sucked on them and licked them clean, tasting her own juices 
for the first time ever, shamed and anxious by her behavior and her 
body’s response to his fingering and fondling. 
Yet despite her shame she didn’t want him to stop, and when he slid 
his fingers back into her and began to pump again she sighed in 
pleasure and pushed her sex up against him. 
He patiently worked at her pussy, sending the heat flowing into her, 
raising her temperature until her entire body was thrumming with 
heat and energy and she couldn’t keep still. She whined and groaned 
and sighed in pleasure, her bottom grinding into his thigh as she 
humped up again and again. She spread her legs wide, wishing, for 
the first time, that he would fuck her. 
He squeezed her breasts harder now, mashing and kneading them so 
she moaned and gasped in pleasure. His fingers pumped faster in her 
sex and he ground his thumb down harder. She felt an orgasm 
approaching, and was both distressed and anxious, wanting the cum, 
needing it, yet afraid, ashamed. 
Then she came, grunting, jerking her head back, thrusting her chest 
up as her back arched. She clamped her lips closed, allowing only a 
shuddering exhalation as she humped her pussy up into his fingers. 
Her hands went to her breasts, squeezing them tightly as she rutted 
up, then she let out a low whimper and went limp, panting for 
breath. 
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She was instantly ashamed of herself, but could do nothing but 
accept it. She’d never been masturbated by anyone before. In fact, 
her sexual experience was limited to a couple of fast fucks by guys 
who were a lot more eager than knowledgeable. 
She had been petted a few times, of course, and gotten really hot by 
it. But she’d never cum in someone’s hand before. 
Still, he didn’t seem to be making much of it. He continued to 
steadily stroke and caress her body. His hands moved up and down 
her, gliding across her ribs and hips and thighs and neck and breasts 
and everything else. 
Mostly, though, they concentrated on her breasts and pussy, and as 
her anxiety eased she found herself heating up again. She didn’t try 
nearly as hard to fight it this time and her body warmed up much 
faster. 
Again she came, this time more powerfully, bucking up violently as 
ecstasy tore through her body. She couldn’t keep quiet either, 
gasping and groaning and whining in passion as she grabbed his 
wrists and tried to jam his hands down harder against her sex. 
He grabbed her wrists, pinned them together in one hand, then 
forced them back above her head as he continued to stroke her clitty 
and pump her pussy. 
She wasn’t fighting at all after the second climax. She eagerly 
welcomed his fingers as they plunged up into her snatch and rubbed 
her clitty. 
“Like that, slut?” he grinned. 
“Ye... e... eeesss,” she moaned. 
He took his fingers out then slapped her puffy wet mound. 
“OOOwwwww!’ she cried. 
“Yes, master,” he said sternly. 
“Ye... yes, Master,” she whimpered. 
“Want me to keep doing it?” 
“Ye... yes, master,” she gulped. 
“What? What do you want me to do, Tiffany? Want me to finger-
fuck you? Then beg for it.” 
“Please,” she gulped. “Please, fu... finger fuck me, Master.” 
He pushed his fingers into her slit and she groaned and humped up 
at them, arching her back repeatedly as she ground her still sore 
bottom down and mewled in pleasure. 
Molly felt embarrassed at her actions, and wanted to stop, but the 
pleasure pouring through her body was too intense, too powerful, to 
resist. 
He stopped then, suddenly scooping her up in his arms and carrying 
her across the room and down the hall to his bedroom. He dropped 
her into the big bed and quickly stripped naked, his eyes never 
leaving her. Molly lay there trembling, her hands squeezing her 
breasts as she stared back. 
He climbed naked into the bed, his hands going under her arms and 
jerking her forward, tossing her higher in the bed. He gripped her 
hands and pulled them together, then reached above her to the 
headboard, taking out a leather strap. 
He smiled, then tied the strap tightly around her wrists, binding 
them together. He tied them above her head to a ring set in the 
centre of the headboard. Molly didn’t like being tied up, but had no 
choice as the big man then knelt between her legs and ran his hands 
up and down her naked body. 
He folded his fingers around the base of her swollen breasts, then 
squeezed them in, crushing the fat mammaries, mashing them up 
like mushrooms. He bent and sucked hard on her rigid right nipple, 
then bit down hard, making her cry out. He slurped and sucked on 
both breasts for long seconds, then let them go and reached to his 
bulging prick. 
He pressed the fat nose against her dripping slit and then rammed 
into her, drawing a long, quavering gasp of mixed pleasure and 
shock from the dazed girl. He dropped his body onto her, his lips 
crushing hers, his tongue shooting into her mouth as he ground his 
loins into her. 
His cock was buried in her steaming pussy and his hands groped and 
fondled her flesh as he ground his body down on her. His tongue 
fought with hers for possession of her mouth, slithering and twisting 
and pumping in and out as he continued grinding into her. 
Then his hips jerked upwards, his cock ripping back up her tunnel. 
For an instant it held, then he rammed it back in, making her cry out 
with the shock of the powerful thrust. His hips rose again and again 
he thrust down into her. 
“Ungh!” she groaned. 
He mashed and twisted her breasts, then tore his mouth from hers 
and bit down on a big chunk of breast. He began to hump into her 
with wild, erratic motions, now fast, now slow, now thrusting from 
the left, now the right. His mouth locked onto hers and he sucked 
hard, as if he could pull the breath right from her lungs. 
He blew into her then, then sucked. All the while his cock was 
sliding into her faster and faster, his hips rising and falling above her 
as he pumped his prick in her pussy tunnel. His hands mashed her 
breasts and then jammed under her to squeeze her buttocks. 
She groaned in pleasure, raising her legs and twining them around 
him. He gripped her legs, tearing them off and then shoving them 
back against her chest. He steadied himself on his knees, his hands 
holding her ankles to steady himself as he began to fuck her with a 
steadier motion. 
His cock pounded down into her now, and his hips slammed into her 
upturned buttocks, pounding her down into the mattress. They both 
grunted, she with the impact, he with the effort. 
Molly lay her head back, her eyes fluttering as the pleasure mounted 
in her pussy. His cock was skewering her buttery sex and hissing back 
and forth against the flesh beneath her clitty like a band saw. She 
couldn’t do anything to respond. Her hands pulled fitfully at the 
strap binding them and her legs were crushed back against her 
breasts. 
He stopped suddenly. He pulled her ankles together and pressed 
them back with one hand. His cock came free of her slit and he held 
it in his hand, rubbing it lightly against her matted pussy hair, 
stroking her clitty and slit. 
“Fuck me,” she panted. 
“Beg for it, slut.” 
“Please, fuck me,” she gasped. 
He slapped her face and her ears rang. 
“Master,” he snapped. 
“M-Master. Please fuck me, Master. Please fuck me, Master.” 
He rammed his prick down into her and she quivered and shook, 
gurgling in pleasure. He rammed her ankles back against the sides of 
her head with both hands, rose up, then began a high speed 
pumping that made his prick piston in her pussy-tunnel. 
She felt her guts cramping and twisting, felt her pussy burning and 
crackling with heat. Her eyes were glassy as her head rolled slowly 
from side to side. Her body was on fire with pleasure and arousal, 
the power blasting up into her body with a furious intensity. She 
came, breathless, her body rigid, trembling. 
He pounded his cock into her as she twisted and writhed and 
gnashed her teeth against a storm of ecstasy that boiled through her 
mind and left it a shattered hulk. 
Again he pulled out, but she didn’t notice or care. He let her legs 
flop down, then, with a quick movement, he flipped her over onto 
her belly. She grunted but had no idea what was going on as he 
gripped her thighs and pulled her legs open. 
She groaned weakly, raising her head and blinking her eyes as she 
looked around her. She felt a sudden pressure against her anus, then 
gasped in shock as the pressure quickly mounted. 
“Wha... what... what are you... No! Don’t! Get off !” 
“Every hot assed little slut needs a good stiff one up the back hole, 
honey,” he sniggered. 
“Noooooo! Please!” she cried, tearing at the strap holding her wrists, 
trying to twist away from him as he pressed his tool into her anal 
opening. 
The very idea of anal sex was shockingly repulsive to her. She’d 
heard of it, of course, mostly as the kind of thing pervs and gay men 
did. It was disgusting and she had never in her life thought about 
doing it herself. 
She pulled panic stricken at the strap, but couldn’t free herself as the 
man pushed his cock deeper into her rectum. Her anus ached with a 
sharp, tearing sensation and she cried out in fear, thinking that surely 
he was damaging her in some way. 
“Please!” she sobbed, panting for breath, eyes wild, body shaking as 
he held her hips and punched his cock up her as. 
“Ahgh!” she cried. 
“Shut up, whore,” he snapped, slapping her bottom hard. 
She ignored him, pulling desperately at the strap as she felt his big 
cock pushing up into her rectum. He slapped her bottom again as he 
sent his cock thrusting up into her. She screamed, then burst into 
tears as his cock sank deep into the pit of her stomach, his cock head 
punching up into her gut as his balls pressed down against her 
straining buttocks. 
He slid forward and dropped atop her, crushing the shuddering girl 
into the bed as he groaned in pleasure. 
“Ohhhhh, that’s tight,” he gasped, grinding slowly, his cock 
pumping in the depths of her rectum. 
He lay flat on her, his hips slowly rising and falling as he worked his 
cock in and out, his hands gripping her arms, sliding up and down 
her side, gripping her hair to pull her head up and back. 
He kissed her violently, ignoring her tear stained face as he pushed 
his tongue into her mouth. His cock continued to work back and 
forth in the tight sheath of her anal chamber and she continued to 
sob quietly in shame and misery. 
“Quit your whining and get used to it, slut,” he sighed. “You’re 
gonna get your hot little bottom reamed out a lot from now on.” 
“Pleass,” she sobbed. 
“Every girl needs to get fucked up her back tunnel,” he said. “It 
shows em’ their place, shows em’ what they’re good for.” 
He began to pump with longer strokes, using the full length of his 
big prong, sliding it up and down in her anus as she whimpered and 
moaned. He bit down on the nape of her neck as his hips rose and 
fell with more authority, and his cock began to pump faster and 
harder in her belly. 
His hips slapped down against her buttocks, driving her into the bed 
with each harsh thrust. She grunted as she took his prick into her, as 
it drove up into her bowels with powerful force. 
“Gonna ream you out, honey,” he panted. “Gonna ream out your 
tight little hole.” 
Molly’s legs jerked and flailed and she groaned and panted herself as 
his big cock churned inside her, tearing back and forth in her anus. 
“You’re a hot little fuck, girl, but I’ll make you hotter,” he grunted. 
“Before I’m done you’ll beg to get sodomized, you’ll beg for a 
fucking in any hole!” 
He pounded his cock up into her rectum again and again, until her 
tightly clutching anus was too much and his prickhead blasted out a 
thick foamy sea of scummy hot liquid. He poured cum juice down 
into her bowels as he groaned in pleasure, then was finally still. 
Molly returned to her own room shaken and disgusted. She 
immediately got into the shower and washed herself several times. 
For the first time in her life she wished she could have an enema too, 
to wash his slimy sperm out of her rectum. She spent the time under 
the shower imagining various horrible deaths for the man she knew 
only as Master. 
She thought about killing him herself, about sneaking into his room 
tonight and stabbing him with one of the knives from the kitchen. 
Surely that wouldn’t be so difficult, with him asleep and all. 
She knew she’d never do it, though. The idea of sticking a knife into 
someone, even Master, was too shocking and revolting to seriously 
contemplate. She just wasn’t a violent person and could never bring 
herself to stab anyone. 
And yet she had to do something. She couldn’t allow herself to be 
kept here... a slave to him, letting him rape her in the backside 
whenever he wanted to, letting him... She shuddered at the memory 
of his cock pumping back and forth in her rectum. It was disgusting! 
And then there was her own actions before that. She had let him 
masturbate her to several orgasms. How had that happened? Why 
had she responded to him? She had actually begged him to 
continue! 
Even under the shower her face grew hot and red at that memory, 
and at the memory of cumming, of climaxing as he fucked her in his 
bed. No wonder he thought she was such a slut that he could 
sodomize her if he wanted. 
Something had to be done, but what? She couldn’t get away and 
now she knew he was watching her with those cameras. The only 
time she might be able to do anything was at night, when he was 
asleep. But there was no key to steal, at least, not to the elevator or 
door. 
Surely he had a phone around somewhere that worked, in one of 
those locked closets, perhaps. He must have the key in his room. 
What she needed to do was sneak in there and find it. It was 
probably in his pants pocket. She could then phone the police and 
be rescued. 
Of course if she were caught he had promised her a terrible beating. 
She was frightened at the possibility of that, but she was frightened 
too at the possibility of her becoming a slave to him in mind as well 
as in body. Tonight she had cum for him. What if she got to liking 
his dirty sex? What if she got to enjoy being sodomized!? 
She couldn’t bear being a whore. She had to get out, and now! 
So after drying herself and brushing her hair, she watched TV and 
waited until she was sure, absolutely sure he must be asleep. It was 
three in the morning. 
She fought with herself for a long time, trying to work up the 
courage to sneak into his room. She wandered through the living 
room and other front rooms several times, passing the hall that led to 
the master bedroom. 
Finally she went to his door. She turned out the lights in the hall, 
then slowly, very slowly, turned the doorknob to his room. She snuck 
in on her knees, crawling very slowly, keeping as silent as possible, 
her heart in her throat as she crawled up to the foot of the bed. 
She peeked over the edge of the bed but couldn’t see much because 
the room was pitch black. She stayed still until her eyes adjusted to 
the dark and she could at least make out his form, sleeping on the 
bed near the right side. She crawled up the left side of the bed and 
looked at the night table. 
There was nothing on it that she wanted. She crawled around the 
bed and up the other side, looking for his wallet or keys. Again she 
found nothing. Heart pounding, she crawled over to the dressers and 
slowly stood up. 
Then the lights came on. 
She screamed and turned around, eyes huge. 
“I don’t think it’s six yet, slut,” he said calmly. 
“I... I...” 
“You what?’
She opened and closed her mouth repeatedly but didn’t know what 
to say. 
“You know I don’t like sluts in my room after I’ve gone to sleep, 
don’t you?” 
“Ye... yes, Master,” she gulped. 
“I see.” 
He threw back the covers and got out of bed. She cowered back 
against the dresser as he came over and stood before her, his cock in 
her face. 
He reached down and took her hair, tangling his fist in it and pulling 
up so that she sobbed and moaned and begged him to release her. 
Instead he yanked her head back hard, forcing her to stare up at the 
ceiling. 
“Hands at your sides,” he barked. 
She gave up fighting with his hands and dropped hers to her sides, 
trembling. 
“March, slut.” 
He marched her out of the bedroom and up the hall, then upstairs 
to the same room he had caned her earlier. Tears were filling her 
eyes now, and she began to sob as she saw the saddle. 
“Please don’t, master,” she whimpered. “I’ll be good!” 
“Eventually you will,” he said. 
He reached above her and removed a potted plant, then let go of 
her hair long enough to open the cupboard. 
Molly dropped to her knees. 
“Can I suck you, master! Please! Please, I’ll make you come!” 
“Later, slut. Right now you must be punished” 
She gasped as he took out a long thick metal bar, thinking he meant 
to strike her with it, but then she realized there were leather 
restraints clipped to either end. 
He held it out to her. 
“Put your wrists in these,” he ordered. 
Trembling, she obeyed, and he tightened the straps, then lifted the 
bar up above her head, clipping it to the chain which had held the 
potted plant. 
He brought out a second bar, and clipped that to her ankles. In 
doing so he forced her feet apart, so that she had to rise onto the 
balls of her feet to keep from hanging by her wrists. 
“Please, master! I’m sorry! I won’t do it again!” she begged. 
He opened another cupboard, and her heart skipped a beat as he 
drew out what looked like a penis, long, and thick. He smiled at her 
and she smiled back hesitantly, hopefully. 
The penis began to buzz, and he brought it over to her, running it 
up and down against her sex. 
“Does that feel good, slut?” 
“Yes, master!” she gulped. 
He penetrated her, pushing the thing halfway up her pussy, then 
pulling it down against to rub against her clitoris. It buzzed 
powerfully, setting her insides to quivering and trembling. 
“You are a fuck toy,” he said. “That’s what you were meant for, and 
that’s what you will remain. Your only value in life is the pleasure 
your body gives others.” 
He pushed the vibrator back into her, pushing it deeper, and she 
groaned softly as he pumped it in and out. 
“You’re a slut. Say it.” 
“I’m a slut, master.” 
“You’re a whore.” 
“I’m a whore, master.” 
“You’re a slave.” 
“I-I’m a slave, master.” 
“A sex slave.” 
“I’m... I’m a sex slave, master.” 
The words touched something inside her, some small, dark, wicked 
part of her which began to rouse and uncoil. 
A sex slave? The idea was shocking, yet darkly thrilling, as well, and 
as he pumped the vibrator slowly in and out of her body she began 
to wonder at the life of a sex slave, imagining herself shackled and 
naked, a helpless but beautiful girl abused by cruel men like master. 
He drew the vibrator out, caressing her slit, then pushed it back 
inside once more and jammed it deep. 
He moved back to the cupboard and drew out a whip. She had 
never seen one, but there was no question of its purpose. Her eyes 
locked on it as if mesmerized. It was all black leather, with a foot 
long handle softening to flexible leather, which then spread out in a 
dozen or so thin strips. 
He held it before her eyes, and she stared, transfixed, knowing he 
could not possibly, that no one could ever, and yet that he was going 
to. 
He was going to whip her, whip her like a slave, and she felt a gurgle 
of horror rising up inside her as he moved slowly back behind her. 
“P-Please,” she whispered. “Please, master!” 
“Are you a slave?” 
“Yes, master.” 
“A sex slave?” 
“I’m a sex slave, master,” she moaned. “Please, I’ll do anything you 
- .” 
She sensed rather than saw the movement, and heard nothing until 
the whip struck her back. She was shocked, at first, by the lack of 
force. For an instant only she thought that things would not be so 
very bad. The individual strips were quite light, and thus - . 
The pain arrived, stinging pain, the pain of a bee sting multiplied 
twelve, crackling across the surface of her back as she shrieked in 
surprise and pain. 
“No!” 
“This is how sex slaves are disciplined,” he said calmly. 
Another flight of bees bit into her back and she screamed, twisting 
and jerking and trying to escape. She succeeded in turning herself 
completely around, tears filling her wide eyes, and then saw, too late, 
that he didn’t care. 
The whip spread out, the individual strands cracking against her 
breasts, snapping and biting at the soft flesh as she screamed in new 
pain, thrown back off her feet to hang briefly from her wrists. Before 
her feet could claw at the floor and turn her the next blow landed 
and the thongs snapped across her breasts, one striking her left 
nipple directly. 
She shrieked in agony, twisting violently around to take the next 
blow on her upper back. 
“Please! I’ll be good! I’ll be good!” she screamed. 
The next blow hit her lower back, and she twisted sharply. The 
vibrator, still purring, slid slowly down out of her pussy, then fell to 
the floor as the next blow landed. 
She screamed, begging him to stop, but he continued. 
The next blow struck higher on her back. Her flesh felt as though it 
were burning, and tears spilled from her eyes, dropping down onto 
her breasts as the flog descended again, then again, then yet again. 
She could do nothing to avoid the sharp, terrible stings, and the pain 
mounted as she sobbed brokenly. 
The flog snapped at the side of her back, and the long, thin strips 
swept up around her ribs, cutting into the bottom of her right breast. 
She screamed in new pain, dancing and shaking, trying to twist away 
and begging for forgiveness. 
The flog snapped at her left side, sending her left breast bouncing, 
then at her right, as she shrieked and sobbed. The long strips slashed 
down across her hip, biting at her lower abdomen, at her sex, and 
her ankles pulled frantically against the straps holding them open. 
She felt as though she were going mad as the pain mounted, as the 
blows continued and as she was defeated in every attempt to twist 
away. She was babbling and sobbing and screaming, and the pain 
continued. 
The long, thin strips of leather curled easily around her ribs and 
hips, biting again and again at the tender skin of her breasts, and the 
sensitive flesh of her sex. She hardly noticed through her blurry, tear 
filled eyes, when he moved in front of her, and the blows landed 
more directly. 
Her head fell back and she sobbed miserably, brokenly, her breasts 
aching and burning as the flog slashed in against them, the strips 
snapping and biting at her burning nipples. Pain slashed across her 
belly as he lowered his aim, then at her groin. 
She hung limply, still sobbing but no longer able to scream, grunting 
each time the flog cracked across her body. 
She moaned as his hand yanked her head up and back by the hair. 
“Reflect on obedience,” he ordered. 
He left her, snapping off the lights, and her eyes closed, her chest 
heaving, her breaths coming in soft, sobbing pants as her chin fell to 
her chest. 
The pain in her wrists and arms and shoulders mounted, finally 
cutting through the haze around her mind. Her feet pawed at the 
floor, and she was able, after long moments, to straighten her legs 
and support her weight. 
The night wore on and her tears slowed, then stopped. Her head fell 
back and she moaned. 
Every inch of her body felt raw and sore. It was like a very, very bad 
sunburn, her body aching from throat to thigh. 
The room slowly began to lighten, and she realized the dawn was 
breaking. She watched the sun rise through dulled eyes, watched the 
light move across the floor towards her bare feet. 
How was she supposed to wake him up, she wondered. He would 
have to do his own bath. Bastard. 
Suddenly he was there, and she felt a sudden terror, as if he had 
heard her, or somehow read her mind. 
“Master,” she whimpered. 
“You clearly need to be taught your place,” he said, squeezing her 
breast. 
“I’ll be good,” she moaned. 
He kissed her. “I know,” he whispered. 
He moved behind her and pulled on her hips, forcing her to shuffle 
backwards. She felt his erection against her furry sex, sliding, sawing 
along it. Then it pushed against her rectum. She moaned but made 
no protest. He spit on his own cock to slicken it, then forced it 
roughly up into her body. 
It ached, but shame was beyond her, and though she gasped and 
gulped in air she ignored the pain, not wanting to anger him as he 
used her. He held her hips tightly as he thrust up into her, grunting 
softly as he used her. 
When he was done he left her, and she moaned, her legs going 
rubbery. 
He returned after a time, and unstrapped her wrists. He quickly 
pulled them behind her back, and shackled them together, then 
ordered her to her knees. 
“Lay down,” he ordered curtly. 
She obeyed, and gasped as he gripped the bar strapped to her ankles 
and lifted it up. He was able to lower the chain in some way so that 
her ankles were lifted onto to waist height, and there locked in place. 
She grunted in discomfort, her legs and lower torso raised into the 
air, much of her weight on her breasts. 
He opened the closet again and drew out another cane. 
“I-I’ll be good,” she said in a shaken voice. “I promise! I’ll obey you, 
master! Please don’t hurt me any more!” 
He brought the thin cane down across the centre of her right foot. 
The pain was indescribable. The cat claws which had ripped her the 
other night from the thin leather was as nothing compared to the 
agony which struck her now. She screamed frantically, then 
screamed again and again as he cruelly brought the cane down 
across the same foot again and again, lashing the heel, the toes, the 
ball of her foot, and especially the soft flesh of her sole. 
Mollie screamed and shrieked and flailed on the floor, her body 
twisting and flopping and writhing as the pain tore at her mind, too 
terrible to bear, too horrible to stand, too shocking to survive. And 
just when she thought it could not get any worse his attention fell on 
her other foot, and the cane began to slash down against the soft 
flesh with brutal precision. 
Even when her feet were throbbing, screaming masses of swollen, 
agony filled flesh he continued, his face set, the cane slashing down 
again and again and again. 
And then he stopped. He put the cane back in the closet, removed 
the straps from her ankles, and let her legs fall to the floor. He 
unstrapped her wrists, and slapped her face lightly to gain her 
attention. 
“There is a list of chores on the coffee table in the main room. You 
had best make sure they are all done before I get home.” 
He left, and she lay dazed and groaning on the floor for long, long 
minutes, sobbing and whimpering in pain. 
After an eternity she managed to sit up, face red, throat raw from 
screaming. She drew her foot in slowly, grasping the ankle, and 
sobbed to look upon her sore, red, swollen flesh. 
She felt a wave of relief, however, for the pain had been such she 
had expected the flesh to have been torn off her feet. Instead her 
skin was unbroken. The pain made the stripes which covered her 
breasts and belly beneath her notice, and she sobbed as she gingerly 
touched the tip of her finger to a swollen toe. 
She hissed and pulled the finger back. 
“Obey!” 
She gasped and looked up and around for him, shrinking back fro 
the sound. There was no sign of him, and she wondered if she were 
going mad, imagining things. 
She looked at her feet again, moaning at the pain. She managed to 
get to her knees, but the slightest pressure against her feet brought 
terrible pain lancing through her. 
She began to crawl out of the room. 
“Obey!” 
She gasped and jerked back, staring. After a long moment, she 
continued forward again. She had to crawl down the stairs, half on 
her belly and sore breasts, then crawled across the floor to the 
kitchen. There was a bowl of water set out on the floor, and after 
only a moment’s hesitation she plunged her face into it, soaking 
herself, then began to drink. 
“Obey!” 
She looked up again dazedly, sure that she was going mad. 
Cameras, she thought, cameras everywhere. 
She crawled back into the front room and found his note, looking 
over the long lines of tasks with despair. She tried again to stand, 
and tears filled her eyes as she collapsed. 
She crawled back to the utility closet, fetched bucket and sponges, 
then began to clean the kitchen floor, then the hall floor, crawling 
slowly on hands and knees, scrubbing dully at the floor as she moved 
down its length. 
The vacuum was difficult to operate from her knees, but she 
managed it. It just took longer. Then she cleaned the bathrooms, 
scrubbing firmly at the tubs, and toilets and sinks. 
She tried not to look at herself in the mirror, but whenever she did 
she halted, staring. The thin red strips the whip had left criss crossed 
her body, her breasts, her belly, covering her body front and back. 
It took her all day to complete her chores, all but the last one. 
She went into her bathroom and washed herself, wincing as soap 
made the cuts across her body stung. She soaped up her groin, then 
cut away her pubic hair before carefully shaving down to a stubble, 
then shaving closer. Her fingers delicately prodded at her pubic lips 
as she tightened the skin, removing every trace of stubble. 
When she was clean and dry, and denuded of pubic hair, she 
crawled back up the hall to the front lobby by the elevators. There 
she saw the thick metal cylinder on the floor. It was fixed there, 
somehow, bolted in place right next to one of the pillars. 
She reached up to what looked like a light switch on the pillar and 
flicked it. The cylinder began to buzz, to vibrate. She licked her lips, 
then moved over it, straddling it. The cylinder was more than a foot 
long, and as thick as her wrist. 
She let her newly shaven pussy press against it, and was grateful to 
feel how slippery the metal was, as if it had been coated with a 
lubricant. She grunted with effort as the head pushed against the lips 
of her sex, but it was narrower than the main body, and slowly her 
pussy lips were pushed in and back, spreading wider and wider. 
She clenched her teeth, gasping, wincing, but forcing herself 
insistently down until the first inch was inside her. She knelt like that, 
hoping her body would grow accustomed to the thickness. Yet there 
was no clock and she was terrified by the thought of him arriving 
before she had accomplished this final task. 
She sank lower, grunting, then sobbing as her pubic lips were 
stretched further and wider. The flesh began taut and her insides 
groaned at the thickness of what was already within her. 
Yet she forced herself lower, biting her lip now, distracting herself 
against the pain as she took more and more of it into her body. She 
reached down, her fingers trembling, and encircled the metal 
cylinder, somewhat awed at how thick it was now that she had a 
good half of it inside her. 
She ran her finger along the tensely gripping lips of her sex, 
marveling that they had stretched so far. Then she set her jaw and 
forced herself lower, then still lower. The instructions were very 
clear. 
She gasped and shook as she sank lower, grinding her teeth as the 
pain inside her grew more and more terrible. Then, finally, she let 
the last of her weight down on her ankles. 
She could not sit on her heels. The pain was too terrible. But 
twisting her feet out to either side, she could sit on her ankles, and 
with her knees spread as wide as she could force them, she went still. 
She brought her hands up behind her head, back behind her neck, 
interlocked her fingers, and arched her back. 
And waited. 
“Obey!” 
She hardly heard the word. It was on some kind of tape, coming 
from hidden speakers. It was spoken every other minute or so, and 
had been all day long. 
Her bar purred within her. She was impaled upon it, and the 
vibrations seemed to run up her spine. Exhausted mentally and 
physically, she moaned, eyes closing, trying to shake off the pain 
which clung to her. 
“Obey!” 
Five minutes passed, and her ankles ached, her legs cramping 
beneath her. The cylinder continued to purr, and her body vibrated 
in tune to it. She had never felt so utterly full, nor imagined she 
could. She felt a weak sense of marvel at what had befallen her in so 
short a time. 
“Obey!” 
Ten minutes passed, and she maintained her position. She was not 
sure when he would return. The note had not been explicit. It had 
only been explicit about what would happen should he return and 
she not be in this position, should her back not be arched properly, 
her head thrown back, her elbows pulled in, her pussy not be firmly 
impaled upon the cylinder. 
“Obey!” 
Her entire body was trembling fully in tandem with the metal bar, 
and a cloudy haze began to surround her tired mind as she closed 
her eyes and tried to hold her position. 
Fifteen minutes passed, then twenty. 
Cameras, she thought. There were cameras watching. 
Her back ached, and she swayed several times, but was prevented 
from falling by the thick bar of metal thrust up into her body. 
Her insides ached and her body vibrated like a tuning fork. The pain 
in her belly was much lower now, a dull thing, and the vibration was 
an almost pleasant thing. 


SIX
There was no warning as the doors opened. He walked out and 
stood before her, looking down at her straining body. 
“Have you obeyed?” 
“Yes, master!” she panted. 
“You may go into the front room and wait by my chair then while I 
get undressed and start dinner. 
“Yes, master,” she whispered. 
He left her, and she slowly uncoiled her aching body. Her back 
groaned as she straightened, and she let her arms down to her sides. 
She shifted, gasping as her insides twisted around the metal bar. 
Slowly, gasping from the stiffness and soreness in her limbs, she 
pushed herself upwards. 
Her insides seemed to squeeze and suck on the bar, and it was 
difficult to pull free. Her legs were weak and throbbing with pins and 
needles. She bent forward, hands against the floor, forcing herself 
up. 
Weakness took her and she sank back again, groaning as the thick 
metal slid up into her belly. 
She shuddered, then reached down to her opening, feeling a new 
sense of awe, fingers stroking against the top of her splayed opening, 
against the taut flesh and the small bump of her clitoris. 
She forced herself upwards again, and then allowed herself to sink 
back down, to impale herself once again on the thick cylinder. 
Her ankles shifted aside and she cried out softly, trembling as she 
sank lower than before, her legs spreading and letting her buttocks 
down against the floor itself. Now she felt an ache deep within her, 
and fought to push herself back up
It was so thick, she marveled. 
She forced herself upwards, moaning softly, straightening her legs, 
lifting her buttocks upwards a few inches, then a few more, rising 
until she was kneeling upright, back straight. Her knees were spread 
wide, however, and she remained low enough to the floor that the 
top of the metal bare was still tightly encased in the flesh of her 
body. 
It ached. 
She reached down, fingers stroking the flesh surrounding the bar as 
she panted for breath. She felt empty inside, vacant. Her knees 
shifted further apart, lowering her, then still further. 
She groaned, then closed her eyes and let herself down. Her head 
jerked back as she gasped for breath, and she shuddered as the thick 
metal slid upwards into her body once again. 
It hurt, but the sense of fullness was delicious. 
She was to be in the main room, however. Master might get angry if 
she failed to go immediately. 
She eased herself up once more, groaning, then straightened fully 
and eased her knees back together until with a soft, moist, sucking 
sound her pussy slid free of the slick metal. 
She reached down to feel her half open, gaping pussy, but already 
her resilient flesh was beginning to recover and close. 
She fell forward onto her hands and crawled across the lobby, then 
into the main front room. The soft carpeting felt good on her hands 
and knees, and she sighed gratefully as she made her way over next 
to the chair he had occupied the other day. 
She was tense as she awaited his arrival, thinking he might be 
watching through the tapes of the day to see if she had done 
anything which required punishment. Her flesh still tingled and 
stung from the flogging he had given her the previous night, and of 
course, her feet still throbbed painfully. 
Bastard, she thought, but without force. 
He returned, carrying a glass and sat down, then picked up his 
remote control and turned on the small television in the front room 
before setting down the glass. 
“You were a good girl today,” he said. 
Despite herself Mollie felt a wave of relief. 
“Do you know why I was forced to punish you so severely the 
previous night?” 
“I was bad... master,” she said. 
“You not only disobeyed my specific orders but betrayed my trust. I 
simply cannot have that, and you must be taught that such behavior 
is unacceptable.” 
“Yes, master,” she said. 
“I had just given you a name, and you immediately betrayed me,” he 
said. “So once again, you have no name. You have forfeited the right 
to a name.” 
She blinked her eyes, more than a little confused. “I’m sorry, 
Master,” she said, because she thought she had to. 
“You’re nothing but a sexual animal,” he said, sipping from his 
drink. “You have to come to accept that. A sexual animal. A sexual 
plaything. You serve little other purpose.” 
He examined her over the lip of his drink. “Arch your back more, 
slut.” 
Mollie obeyed and he nodded, sipping again. 
“Perhaps the best thing to do is just erase what’s there and start 
over,” he said with a sigh. 
He looked her up and down. 
“Do you want to be a good slave girl?” he asked. 
“Yes, master,” she said, “of course.” 
To say otherwise risked far too much pain. 
He snapped his finger twice, above his groin, and she rose on her 
knees, shifting forward and leaning in across the front of his chair. 
He gripped her hair, pressing the side of her face down against his 
lap and stroking his fingers through her hair. 
“Well, there isn’t much in there,” he said, as if to himself. “Shouldn’t 
be too difficult to clean it out.” 
His hand slid down and squeezed one of her breasts. It stung, a little, 
because of the flogging, but she felt a little rush of pleasure, as well, 
and cursed herself for it. 
“I hope you’re properly grateful for the work I’m going to put into 
your training, slut.” 
“Yes, master,” she whispered. 
Had it only been... three days, since she had met him? 
He rolled her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, occasionally 
pinching it and pulling it out from her breast. 
He unzipped his fly and drew out his semi erect cock, then guided 
her lips onto it. She began to suck, at once, her fingers massaging his 
cock as it grew inside her mouth. She tongued the underside of the 
head, and as he stiffened and thickened, bobbed her lips up and 
down its length. 
“All the way, slut.” 
She felt a desperate anxiety at his words, recalling how he had 
brutally used her throat the other day. It was still sore from that use. 
Yet if she disobeyed... disobeying was unthinkable. And he would 
force himself into her regardless. 
She tried to force herself down on the cock, tried repeatedly, but 
each time she gagged and instinctively flinched back. Finally he 
tightened his grip on her hair and forced her all the way down. She 
squirmed and struggled, but feebly, terrified of angering him despite 
the terrible discomfort in her throat. 
Her head began to throb and ache and her chest burned, but he 
only sighed, content to have her lips pressed against the base of his 
cock. 
“That is a lovely feeling,” he said, his voice coming through the roar 
in her head. 
Mollie trembled and wriggled as her air ran out, but she did not try 
to fight. 
Then he pulled her head back, and she coughed violently, gasping 
for breath as his cock came free. 
“You’ll have to learn to do that,” he said. “It’s part of your purpose 
in life.” 
He twisted her hair, forcing her to half turn onto her side, then 
smiled and pulled her hair upwards. 
“Straddle me,” he ordered. “Get aboard.” 
She crawled onto the chair, straddling his body, and gripped his cock 
gratefully, placing it at her furless entrance. His fingers caressed her 
there, and he nodded his approval. 
She sank down and he pulled her chest in closer, chewing and 
sucking on her breasts, his tongue licking along the narrow red lines 
where the flog had clawed her. 
Mollie felt his cock sliding through the soft folds of her pussy, and 
sighed in pleasure. It was far more comfortable than it had been in 
her throat, and far more pleasant than the thick metal which had 
impaled her earlier. 
She sat down firmly, grinding herself against him until he slapped 
her bottom. Then she began to ride up and down, watching his eyes 
for signs of approval, afraid of going too fast, or too slow. 
He seemed to approve, and she continued. It felt rather nice, in fact, 
moving inside her, sliding so naturally against her flesh, without the 
ache or pain of the hard metal cylinder. It was warm and slippery, 
and she moved easily over it, her buttocks dropping hard against his 
thighs as she rode down. 
It did not occur to her to feel outrage or resentment. She was 
relieved and even grateful for the sexual use, for it produced no pain 
or discomfort. She rode easily and smoothly and felt quite natural as 
she did, her hands on his shoulders as her body ground and 
pumped, feeling a distinctive pleasure as his hands squeezed her 
breasts or kneaded her buttocks. 
When his eyes fluttered and he came inside her she felt a mild 
disappointment, but also a sense of accomplishment. He pushed her 
back and she sat back on his thighs obediently waiting for her next 
order. 
“Training is always a difficult thing,” he said. “It will be quite 
strenuous, but the end result will be something quite special.” 
Again, it was as if he spoke to himself, and she could only agree 
obediently. 
He slapped her bottom, ordering her off, and she slipped off onto all 
fours as he stood. 
“Upstairs,” he ordered, watching as she crawled after him. 
“Feet too sore to walk?” 
“Yes, master,” she gulped. 
“Not a bad thing for such as you, crawling. Reminds you what you 
are. Soon you’ll forgot what you were.” 
She crawled up the stairs after him, his words making her nervous, 
especially when he walked into the room where he had punished her 
the last two times. 
“We are going to remake you,” he said, “Into something more 
useful. First, we need to alter your thinking a little. To do that we 
have to get your attention.” 
As she knelt he sat behind her and then, curiously, pulled her hair up 
together in a mass at the top of her head. He ran his fingers through 
it carefully, as if combing it out, muttering as he did so. Mollie knelt, 
straight backed, waiting his pleasure, and hoping it was something as 
simple as taking his cock into her pussy. 
He gathered her hair together at the very top of her head, then 
began to do something to it. Mollie could not tell what until he was 
done. At that point he let it go and a pony tail of sorts fell down over 
her ear. She reached up unconsciously to feel it and realized he had 
braided her hair. Yet, strangely, the braid began at the top of her 
head, not at the back where she had always braided it before. 
He stood up and moved to the cupboard, then drew out a ball gag 
and a pair of straps. Mollie watched with growing nervousness as he 
pushed the gag against her mouth. She obediently opened it and the 
gag was shoved in between her teeth, crushing her tongue down. 
The strap was then fastened behind her head. 
He moved behind her and pulled her arms back, and she could feel 
a strap going around them just above the elbows. The strap 
tightened, forcing her arms further back, and she gasped in pain, the 
sound muffled of course. He pulled slowly, and the pain mounted as 
her shoulders ached, her arms pinned back further and further until, 
just as she felt sure her arms would break, she felt her elbows 
pressing together. 
He buckled the strap in place, then used the other to pin her wrists 
together before rising and moving over beneath the hook which he 
had hung her from the other day. 
“Here,” he said, snapping his fingers. 
Mollie crawled over to him awkwardly, and he moved behind her 
again. She felt him gripping the braid, pulling it upright. Then he 
moved back, looking at her. He smiled, then motioned for her to 
shift her knees apart. She obeyed, wincing, for this lowered her and 
she immediately felt the tug against her scalp. Clearly he had tied 
her braid off to the hook. 
He attached the same bar she had worn the previous night to her 
ankles, forcing them well apart, then took a long, thin wire, and 
clipped it to a small ring in the floor. He measured out the wire, 
muttering to himself, then to her surprise, fingered her nipple, 
twisting and pulling and pinching it. 
A moment later she cried out in pain as something bit into her 
nipple. She twisted her head, writhing, crying out at the burning in 
her nipple. She tugged against the hold on her braid, pulling her 
head downwards enough to see an alligator clip in his fingers. The 
clip had numerous small metal teeth, and he held it open as he 
reached for her other breast. 
She cried out to him through the gag, begging him to use her 
sexually, to not hurt her, promising to be good. 
The other clip snapped closed against her left nipple, and she 
screamed again. Both nipples burned like live coals were pressed 
against them, and she could do nothing to ease the fire. 
She saw him pulling to narrow cords out from her breasts, then 
down towards the floor, but then the pull against her braid forced 
her head up again. 
She sobbed softly as she felt his fingers caress her sex and push into 
her body. Her nipples were on fire, and she paid them little heed as 
they sawed against her, then folded back the hood over her clitoris. 
She felt them brushing against her clitoris, and then. 
Agony. 
Her eyes bulged, and she screamed in agony, her body shaking and 
twisting violently as he stepped back to watch. She could feel a 
terrible, horrible, unbearable pain between her legs. She tried to rise, 
frantically forced her feet under her. A new source of pain lashed her 
as her aching, swollen feet took her weight. But the pain against her 
sex was so intense she ignored it, trying to force herself up and away 
from whatever was hurting her. 
She rose, screaming, and was abruptly brought up short as the pain 
intensified to blinding levels. She shrieked and fell back to her knees, 
realizing in an instant that he had clipped another cord to her there, 
to her clitoris, in fact. One of those cords, she thought frantically, the 
narrow cord was clipped to the floor and also clipped to her clitoris. 
She thought of the alligator clip she had seen briefly, and screamed 
anew. The pain was unbelievable! A terrible clawing, biting, stabbing 
ache that seared her groin. She screamed and screamed again, 
screamed at him, her eyes bulging, her entire body trembling and 
shaking. 
Half mad, she forced herself up again, then shrieked as the wire 
brought her up short, tugging down on her crushed clitoris. She fell 
back to her knees, and shrieked again as she pulled heavily against 
the braid. Needles of pain stabbed her scalp, and she howled, beset 
from both ends. 
She twisted and convulsed, screaming and thrashing, tears pouring 
down her face, the sweat of pain beading across her body as her 
groin ached and throbbed and burned. 
Slowly, slowly, it began to ease, though she continued to tremble and 
shake and sob. 
She did not even see him as he moved to the crank on the wall, but 
noted the sudden increase in pressure against her scalp, the sudden 
deeper burrowing of those needles of pain. She sobbed anew, then 
screamed as the pain grew worse. 
She was forced upwards onto her feet, and new pain assaulted her. 
The pain between her legs grew worse as well, and she shrieked and 
shrieked as he left the room. 
The wire attached to her clitoris was elasticized, she realized. It 
pulled harder the more it was stretched. Yet the pull against her 
braid could not be resisted. Unlike the wire neither her hair nor the 
chain would stretch. 
Pain tore at her from both ends even as her swollen feet began to 
throb with greater and greater pain. 
She was squatting, for her hair was forced up too high to kneel. Yet 
the pull against her clitoris made rising higher unthinkable. Every 
little shake and shudder and jerk of her body communicated to her 
that the higher she moved, the stranger grew the pull of the wire or 
cord attached to her clitoris. 
The throbbing of her swollen feet grew worse, and tears spilled from 
her eyes to patter the floor below. 
She had been good! She had been good! Why was he doing this to 
her!? Her mind was frantic, desperate. If he would only return! She 
would promise him that she would obey his every whim and desire. 
She would swallow his cock instantly! She would do anything! And 
she meant it! 
He did not return. The pain grew. Her feet burned now, burned to 
the point she had to try and relief the pressure, to shift her weight 
from one to the other. Yet every small movement tugged a little at 
her clitoris. And her legs and back were beginning to ache fiercely 
from her unnatural squatting position. 
Her legs began to tremble and shake, and the tears pouring from her 
eyes leant her no strength. 
Her legs collapsed briefly, for an instant, and she screamed at the 
pull on her hair. She recovered, but her legs continued to tremble. 
Again they collapsed, and again she shrieked as her weight pulled 
sharply against her hair. She forced herself upwards, screaming 
anew as the pull against her clitoris grew more powerful. 
Time had no meaning. Nothing existed but pain, agony. She was 
bathed in sweat and wrapped in misery. 
Her legs collapsed and she shrieked, briefly swinging from her hair 
before her weakened legs were able to hold her weight. 
Please! Please! Please! I’ll be good! I’ll be good! Please! 
Her legs collapsed and she howled, trying to regain her balance, 
agony lending her strength until her shaky legs were once more 
supporting most of her weight. 
Oh God! Oh God! Please help me! I’ll do anything! Please! 
Her weight fell and her braid yanked her up. She howled again, feet 
pawing at a floor slick with sweat and tears. She forced herself 
upright, then beads of sweat standing out on her forehead, she 
pushed herself up, higher, higher still. 
She screamed as the pain grew into agony. Her eyes bulged, yet she 
continued, tears trickling down her cheeks as she slowly straightened 
her legs. 
Then she was brought up short, abruptly realizing that the clips on 
her nipples, which she had almost forgotten, were also attached to 
the floor in some way. The cord was longer than the other, and there 
had been little pressure on them - until now. 
Now as she straightened her legs she felt her nipples pulled 
downwards, beginning to burn again, to burn with growing ferocity 
as she rose higher. She managed to straighten her legs - a 
tremendous relief, but remained bent at the waist. 
The pain against her clitoris was terrible, and she sobbed brokenly. 
Yet the relief in her legs would not permit her to return to her 
previous position. She was bent over so far, trying to relieve the pull 
against her nipples, that the blood was rushing to her head. What 
was more her back began to ache fiercely. 
Soon she was stumbling again, dizzy, sobbing as pain assaulted her 
from all directions. Her back felt as though a knife had cut into it, 
and she was forced to straighten, to pull upwards. The pain in her 
nipples intensified, and she screamed and sobbed as it grew worse 
and worse. She could see her nipples stretched out tautly beneath 
her, and as she rose they pulled her round breasts out as well, into 
narrow cone shapes. 
She forced herself upright, light headed with the pain, swaying and 
trembling, eyes unfocused. 
Please! Please! Please! Please! Stop the pain! Please! 
Her feet. Her clitoris. Her nipples. The agony from all directions was 
driving her insane. 
The light faded outside the windows, and still the agony gripped her. 
It was not as sharp as it had been, not as intense, yet it coiled its grip 
around her, and every minute movement of her body sent a sudden 
fresh wave of agony over her tortured mind. 
The light disappeared entirely. There was no light in the room, and 
the darkness, and her dazed shape made her even more confused. 
She swayed dizzily, forgetting where she was, or even who she was. 
She sensed movement, then. She tried to clear her eyes, to see what 
might be moving in the dark. She heard a movement by the wall 
behind her, but could not rouse the energy to twist around. 
Then she felt the increase in pressure against her scalp. At first she 
could not comprehend, could not understand. The pain grew, and 
she screamed anew, forcing herself up higher, forcing herself onto 
the balls of her feet, then onto her toes. 
Her nipples were tearing. Her clitoris was burning. 
She forced herself higher, howling. 
Her toes left the floor. 
Ten thousand needles sank to the hilt in her scalp. 
She howled, shrieked and wailed madly, swinging slightly in mid air. 
The pull against her clitoris and nipples was agony but the pain in 
her scalp was indescribable. She screamed as long as she had the 
mind to do it, then settled into a low, nearly continuous moan which 
warbled softly up and down with her breath. 
The slightest movement, the faintest shift in weight sank the needles 
deeper on one side, then the other. She trembled, sobbed, and 
moaned. 
The night wore on. The moon rose and bathed the room in a pale 
glow. The glow moved slowly across the room, then slowly faded 
away. Darkness grew deeper, then began to lighten. She floated in a 
world of agony. 
The sun rose, and a beam threw itself across her pale, trembling 
body. She stared unseeingly at the far wall. 
After a time, the door opened and he came in. She sensed him, and 
somewhere deep inside, felt a desperate hope. He moved before her, 
and she felt his fingers against her sex. The sudden release of the 
clip made her scream as the blood rushed back into her wounded 
clitoris. 
She screamed and screamed, the new intensity of the pain lending 
her strength. The clips were removed from her nipples, next, and 
again she howled as the feeling returned. 
And then, something wonderful happened. The pain faded from her 
nipples and groin. There was a feeling of pins and needles, then a 
glorious sense of physical relief. 
He placed his mouth around one of her nipples, licking and sucking 
softly, and pleasure coursed through her. Her nipple had never felt 
such exquisite pleasure! 
He suckled and licked at the other, then dropped to his knees before 
her. His tongue lapped gently against her clitoris. 
Glory! 
Her body began to tremble with pleasure, pleasure which rose to 
screaming ecstasy. She climaxed powerfully, the pleasure sweeping 
aside the pain still digging into her scalp. She climaxed again, and 
then again, her super sensitive nipples and clitoris responding to the 
delicate touch of his lips and tongue and fingers. 
He straightened, lifting her legs up high. The pain in her scalp 
began to distract her, but then he sank himself into her pussy and 
began to stroke in and out. The pain in her scalp grew, but not as 
fast as the pleasure. He lifted her ankles higher, and her body swung 
back and forth on her braid of hair as he pumped into her. 
Maddened, dazed, she climaxed again, even as the pain dug into her 
scalp. 
He pulled back, removed the bar from her ankles, then forced them 
up and back behind her head. Straps pulled her ankles up and 
backwards, forcing her groin out. 
She did not understand the whip in his hand. Her mind was too 
battered, too scattered. And even as the whip descended and slashed 
directly across her now sopping mound she did not connect it with 
the agony which bloomed within her. 
It was just pain. More pain. Pain that was all the more terrible for 
the fact that the ecstasy had freed her of it for a short time. 
Now agony was back, surrounding her, crushing her, squeezing the 
life and mind out of her. 
The whip slashed across her sex again and again and again as she 
screamed wildly into the gag. 
Suddenly she was flying through the air. The world turned over 
around her. He had released her hair somehow, though she did not 
realize it, and she hung upside down by her ankles. She felt her arms 
pulled back, forced out and down. Her shoulders screamed. 
Then the clips were attached to her nipples again, and again to her 
clitoris. 
Agony took her. 
The sun moved across the room, then faded. The light remained 
bright, and she remained dazedly looking out at an upside down 
world as pain tore at her. 
The clips were removed, and she was lowered to the floor. Her 
ankles were bound together, and a metal mesh was wrapped around 
her from thigh to shoulder and pulled tight. 
The sudden shock made her cry out. The next made her scream. 
The next went on, and on and on, and her voice warbled up and 
down as she screamed. Then it relented. Her head fell back and she 
gasped for breath, moaning and sobbing. 
The shocks came again, several of them in quick staccato, then one 
long, searing one which drove the breath from her body before it 
faded. 
The light began to fade. The shocks continued, sudden multiple jolts 
which had her jerking and flopping like a fish on dry land, or long 
crackling storms which had convulsions rippling through her in an 
unending parade. 
The room grew dark, and still the shocks came. The moon rose, 
moved across the room, then fled. The light rose again, and sun fell 
upon her nude, trembling body. Her eyes were glazed, hair matted 
against her head. The shocks continued, unpredictable. Sometimes 
they hit her low on the thigh, sometimes high against her shoulder, 
sometimes against her breasts, sometimes all over at once. 
And then - it was like being reborn, for she was pulled slowly out 
from within the mesh. Her arms and ankles were freed, and she was 
carried out of the room, to be sunk into warm water. He was with 
her there, and he stroked her face and head gently, whispering kind 
words to her as she trembled and jerked. 
He kissed her sweetly, and hugged her to his body. He gave her sweet 
tasting water to drink, the first she had had in... she had no measure 
of time. 
He cleaned her, then carried her to a warm, soft bed, setting her 
down atop it. The lights glowed warmly and music played, a soft 
comforting symphony. 
He kissed her repeatedly, and stroked her body with gentle, gliding 
movements of his soft hands. He eased her legs apart, and then 
began to tongue her there. 
Pleasure rolled up through her body, and the dazed young woman 
moaned in response. Pleasure, instead of pain, was a heady, 
intoxicating experience. Her body was still so exquisitely tender that 
his tongue was able to bring climax after climax to her trembling 
body. 
He slid up her body and then, as she lay in his arms, she fell asleep. 
She woke alone and frightened in the dark, crying out, realizing 
suddenly that she could cry out, that her stiff, aching jaw, was no 
longer blocked. 
And then he was there, and the lights glowed softly, and he hugged 
her and stroked her and eased her back. He kissed her tenderly and 
let his tongue move down her body. He brought another climax to 
her, then another. 
He lay alongside her, softly stroking her body, then rose, smiling, as 
he had since she had seen him. He took up a thin chain and 
attached it to the collar she had not known she wore. He motioned 
for her and she slid off the bed onto the floor, then crawled 
alongside him as he led her out of the room. 
He led her into the kitchen, and put something into the microwave 
oven. Abruptly, she began to salivate. It had been - she had no 
concept of time - since she had last eaten. 
He led her into another room, the lights soft, the rug thick and 
plush. He sat down and had her crawl up into his lap, and there he 
fed her by hand, small, round, delicious tasting bits of meat which 
she licked out of his fingers as he whispered to her and caressed her. 
He slid out from under her and let her slump back in the 
comfortable chair. He spread her legs wide, and entered her, his lips 
on hers, his tongue sliding over her own as he began to pump. She 
eagerly returned his kisses, her arms embracing him, her legs 
wrapping around him as she bucked up to meet his thrusts. 
Anything to make him happy. Anything. 
She slept in his arms that night, though her hands were shackled 
behind her back. She felt comforted, gloriously happy in his 
presence. She did not think beyond pleasure and pain, beyond 
comfort and a soft glowing delight in his presence. 
That dark, horrible time when she was alone in the dark and in 
constant pain was like a curtain across her mind, and she shied from 
it even as it affected her every breath. 
When he left the next morning, she remained behind, in the 
television room, sitting on her heels, impaled on another, upright 
cylinder, this one of soft rubber. Her arms were shackled behind her 
back, but she thought nothing of this. Her arms were usually 
shackled in some manner. 
The wall sized screen as full of light and color, and showed naked 
women pleasing naked men. Scene followed scene in endless 
progression. First was a woman being spanked, fondled and 
spanked, moaning in pleasure at both. After the spanking she was 
taken powerfully, crying out in glory as she was ridden on all fours. 
In the next scene a woman was bent over a wooden sawhorse, legs 
and arms bound to the legs much as she recalled being some time 
earlier. Only now a man stood before her, forcing her head up as he 
pumped his cock into it. The woman groaned, and she saw that 
dildos pierced both her other orifices. 
The man caressed her breasts as he pumped into her, and whenever 
he pulled out the woman moaned in pleasure. He moved behind her, 
and took her there, slapping at her bottom and calling her a naughty 
girl. And she begged him to take her harder, to spank her harder. 
Another man moved in front of her, and she took him into her 
mouth. The man behind began to strap her bottom, and she jerked 
in pleasure to each blow, then as the man in front of her sprayed his 
seed over her face she climaxed, shaking and writhing as the man 
behind continued to strap her bottom. 
In the next scene a beautiful naked woman, arms bound behind her, 
was dragged through the desert by an Arab sheik on a horse. Every 
time he halted he took her like an animal, and she came repeatedly. 
Then she was in his harem, forced to please he and his friends, then 
the woman of the harem. 
In the next scene a woman was captured by pirates on an old sailing 
ship. Stripped and bent over the wheel, she was taken by man after 
man, at both front and rear, then switched. 
Later she was bound to the mast and whipped, crying out in 
pleasure and pain, writhing in delicious agony. 
Hour after hour the scenes went by as she knelt before the big 
screen. She could not help becoming aroused, and repeatedly 
ground her hips against the rubber cylinder within her, riding slowly 
up and down as her head cocked back and her eyes stared at the 
scenes playing out in front of her. 
When he came home she took him into her mouth, moaning in 
delight at his presence, and without being told slid her lips all the 
way up his cock, taking him deep into her throat. He smiled and 
caressed her head, and she shuddered in pleasure. 
That evening she masturbated for him, using dildos and vibrators, 
then danced for him, then took him onto her mouth and up her 
anus. He took her across his lap and playfully spanked her, fingering 
her at the same time until she grew so aroused that despite a harsh, 
fast spanking hand she came powerfully, each sharp stinging blow 
lending her climax more strength. 
She slept in his bed, bound as before, and after he took her in the 
morning, she was returned to the TV room, impaled herself on the 
rubber spike, and remained all day, watching more scenes of sexual 
pleasure and punishment. 
That evening, when he returned, he was not alone. Two other men 
were with him, and she stared at them both fearfully, shyly, 
uncertainly. Yet they smiled down at her, and petted her head, and 
spoke soothingly. 
She positioned herself as Master ordered, and one of the men 
mounted her. She looked at master anxiously, but he smiled benignly 
as the man began to thrust into her, and she soon began to relax. 
Another of the men knelt in front of her, and she opened her 
mouth, shuddering slightly with excitement, recalling the scenes she 
had seen of women being taken by more than one man at a time, 
recalling a former life when such was unthinkable. She took him into 
her mouth and sucked eagerly as her body began to rock to the 
thrusts of the first man. 
Master took her across his lap and spanked her then, calling her 
nasty and naughty. But his voice was gentle and teasing, and she was 
soon climaxing as the other men looked on. She crawled across the 
floor then, led by Master, who held her leash. She crawled at his 
command, then rolled over and masturbated while the four men 
looked on. 
She mounted one of the men, riding him, and another thrust 
himself up into her anus, while the third directed his cock into her 
mouth and then down her throat. Master looked on, smiling 
encouragingly, and she gloried in it all. 
The next night was another man, and the next four more. Each time 
they used her, and then Master spanked and switched her as the men 
looked on. 
The next day as he caressed her head before leaving, he told her she 
would have a visitor that day. 
“With you, master?” she asked, instantly fearful. 
He smiled and stroked her head comfortingly. “It’s my wife, you see. 
She wants to meet you.” 
“Wife?” 
She stared at him in shock. She had never imagined he had a wife, 
and wondered if she were to be cast out, abandoned. 
“She likes young, pretty, obedient slave girls,” he said. “Be obedient 
and please her and she’ll like you.” 
He brought her to the TV room, and she sank her pussy onto the 
rubber cylinder, then watched as the scenes began to play out. Hours 
later, she was riding slowly up and down on the rubber cock when 
she heard a voice. 
“Tiffany?” she heard a woman call. She started in surprise, both at 
the voice and the name. Master had only given her back her name 
the previous evening. 
“Tiffany? Come out here,” the voice called. 
She slid herself off the rubber and crawled to the door and peered 
out, then slowly crawled down the hall. She began to feel shy and 
nervous now, for she had not dealt with a woman before. She 
recalled the scenes she had seen, however, of women pleasing 
women as she crawled out before her. 
“Ahh, there you are. Come out here, dear,” the woman called. 
The woman was very tall, with long blonde hair. She was beautiful, 
stunningly beautiful, and wore an expensive designer suit of blue 
and grey. She smiled at Molly as she crawled forward shyly. 
“Come, come. Hurry up, dear,” she said. 
“Stand up, dear,” she ordered. 
Reluctantly, and uncertainly, she obeyed, rising to her feet. She stood 
up very little, and hadn’t since - her mind blanked at the wall of pain 
and shied away. 
“Stand straight.” 
The woman walked around her slowly, eyeing her naked body. Molly 
felt more and more anxious, fearful of disapproval. 
The blond moved around in front again, an amused smile on her 
face. 
“Well, you’re very pretty dear, and your body is quite good as well. 
I’m sure you’ll do.” 
Molly didn’t say anything. 
“That was a compliment, dear. Thank me.” 
“Uhm, tha... thank you,” Molly gulped. 
“You may call me Mistress.” 
Of course, Mollie told herself. 
“Thank you, Mistress.” 
The woman put out a hand and stroked the underside of Molly’s 
right breast, then cupped it firmly, lifting it as though to weigh it. 
“Large breasts,” she mused. “Of course, you’re not very big so they 
probably seem larger than they are. What are they, thirty-sixes?” 
“Yes, uh, Mistress.” 
“D cup?” 
“Yes, Mistress.” 
“Large breasts are very handy sometimes,” the blonde said. 
She put her hands under Molly’s breasts again and began to squeeze 
them, pushing her fingers into the soft, malleable meat. 
“Of course it’s the men who really like them. They like to mash and 
squeeze them hard. We women know better, don’t we , dear. We 
know how to make breasts feel good.” 
Molly blinked in uncertainty. 
“Yes, you’ll do fine,” the woman smiled. 
“Thank you, Mistress.” 
“Now take my things to my room.” 
She indicated several suitcases sitting beside her. 
“Yes, Mistress,” Molly said. 
She stooped to pick up a couple of the suitcases. They were very 
heavy and she could only lift one at a time. She lifted one and 
headed for the Master’s bedroom. The woman followed. Molly 
dropped the suitcase on the floor, then went back for the next as the 
woman sat on the bed. 
She carted it in, then got the last one. The woman sat back and 
smiled as she watched her. 
“Come and help me off with my shoes, dear,” the woman said. 
Molly shuffled over and stood beside the bed. The blonde raised her 
foot and Molly dropped to her knees and unfastened the strap, then 
removed it. She took off the woman’s other shoe and put them both 
in the closet. When she turned she saw the blonde had stood up. 
She walked back and the woman stared at her expectantly. 
“Well, help me off with my clothes, dear. I thought Dennis had 
trained you better than this.” 
Molly removed the woman’s jacket, then took it to the closet, 
returned, and began to unbutton her shirt. The woman just watched 
her. Molly took off her shirt, then unzipped her skirt and took that 
off too. 
Molly went behind her and undid her bra, then went around in 
front, removing it. The woman had breasts that were easily as large 
as Molly’s, though they weren’t as noticeable since she was tall and 
broad shouldered. 
She pulled down the woman’s panties, then dropped to her knees to 
slip them off her feet as the woman sat back down on the edge of 
the bed.. 
The woman spread her legs and smiled at Molly. 
“Come here, dear,” she said. 
Nervously, Molly eased slowly forward on her knees. 
“Closer, dear,” the woman said, her voice becoming stern. 
Molly had to crawl in between the woman’s spread legs, but she 
looked hard above the woman’s right shoulder, avoiding looking at 
her naked body. 
“I don’t really like the name Tiffany,” the woman sighed. “Trixie 
would be a better name. I had a poodle once that was named Trixie. 
She was adorable, and I’m sure you will be too.” 
She reached down and gripped Molly’s chin, tilting her head so she 
looked her in the eyes. 
“I taught her all kinds of tricks. I’m sure I can teach you even better 
ones. Would you like that?” 
“Ye... yes, Mistress,” Molly whispered. 
The blonde woman slid her hand around behind Molly’s head, then 
tilted it forcibly up as she bent forward. Her lips slid across Molly’s 
cheek, then onto her mouth, pressing harder with each passing 
second. Her tongue pushed into Molly’s mouth and flickered around 
as she tangled her hand in the thick brown hair and pulled the girl 
up and forward. 
As the blonde lay back on the bed she pulled Molly up and on top of 
her. Molly didn’t resist, despite feeling uncertain and anxious 
without Master there to tell her what to do. 
She felt the woman’s soft flesh on her own, then felt her full, round 
breasts touch the blonde’s, felt them mash down onto the other 
heavy breasts, felt the meaty flesh pillow out as the woman pumped 
her tongue in Molly’s mouth. 
Molly didn’t know what to do and was frightened of doing 
something wrong. 
The woman took her hand off Molly’s bottom for a moment and 
gripped her hair tightly, jerking her head up and back. She cried out 
in pain. 
“Kiss me back, you little bitch,” the woman panted, jerking her head 
back down and crushing it against her lips. 
Molly obediently began to kiss her back, whimpering a little as their 
tongues slid into each other’s mouth. 
The blonde woman rolled atop her. Her mouth tore free of Molly’s, 
then dove onto her right breast. She squeezed it hard, biting down 
on the nipple and the flesh around it, then sucking furiously. Molly 
gasped in pain and some small excitement, but did nothing as the 
woman rained kisses and bites all over her breasts. 
She straddled Molly’s body, sitting on her belly. Molly felt what must 
be the woman’s furry pussy rubbing against her stomach and knew 
more anxiety, certain she would have to lick her as she had seen in 
the scenes, and having no experience at it. The woman stroked and 
squeezed Molly’s breasts, then leaned far forward, so her own big 
breasts dangled over Molly’s breasts. 
“Suck mommy’s breast, baby. Suck good.” 
She pushed her right breast down against Molly’s face and Molly 
opened her mouth and sucked on the nipple. It wasn’t too bad, she 
quickly realized, easier than a cock. She sucked first one nipple, then 
the other, as the woman pressed them into her face, doing as had 
been done to her so often of late. 
The blonde eased upwards, squatting over Molly’s chest. She 
squeezed Molly’s left breast hard, forcing it up and out in a hard, 
conical shape. She lowered her pussy and rubbed it with Molly’s 
hard breast, seemingly trying to push the breast into her pussy hole. 
Molly’s breast hurt, but she didn’t dare protest, watching in 
amazement as the woman did, in fact, force some of her breast up 
into her pussy, prodding the soft meat with her thumb to shove it 
into her box. 
But then she suddenly pulled back. She stared down at Molly, then 
rolled off her. 
“Get down on the floor, baby,” she ordered. 
Molly was glad to at first, delighted to be back on her knees on the 
floor. But she quickly realized what the woman meant when the 
blonde sat herself on the edge of the bed and spread her legs again. 
“This is for you, little sweetheart,” the blonde cooed, stroking her 
pussy. Molly looked at it in apprehension, trying to recall the ways 
men had licked her, though in truth, only Master had ever pleased 
her that way, and the ways she had seen on the big wall sized TV. 
“Come here, baby,” the woman said. “Come, Trixie.” 
Molly moved forward and the woman again seized her hair, this time 
pulling her head down between her legs. 
“I’m going to teach you so much, little Trixie,” she sighed, pulling 
hard, rubbing Molly’s face into her wet pussy mound. 
She eased back a little then, letting Molly look at the pussy slit from 
a few inches away. 
“Have you ever sucked a woman off, Trixie?” 
“N... N... no, Mistress,” Molly whispered. 
“Don’t worry, darling. I’ll show you everything you need to know. 
You already know the basics. You know what feels good to you, after 
all. First, let’s just give you a taste, shall we. Tongue me, lick my 
snatch all over, then push your tongue as far up into me as you can. 
Molly bent and touched the tip of her trembling tongue against the 
blonde woman’s pussy slit. She drew back, then tongued it again. 
Slowly, and with a light touch, she ran her tongue up and down the 
woman’s cleft. 
“Harder.” 
Molly lapped harder at the slit, tasting the woman’s juices now. Her 
tongue pushed between the soft, wet pussy lips and slid up and down 
between them. 
“Pull my pussy lips open, dear, but be gentle,” the woman sighed. 
Molly reached for the woman’s sex, her fingers touching her pussy 
lips and slowly peeling them open to reveal the glistening pink flesh 
within. 
“Lick it, sweetling,” the woman sighed. 
Molly scrunched up her mouth, then bent forward and began to lap 
at the woman’s pussy flesh, tasting even more pussy cream. 
“Push your tongue into me.” 
She drove her tongue into the hole, pushing it in only an inch or so. 
“Deeper. Deeper,” the woman panted. 
Molly pushed her tongue in as deep as she could, even though she 
had to mash her lips against the woman’s flesh to do it. 
“Deeper! Deeper!” 
Molly tried, straining her tongue, but couldn’t get it any deeper. 
“Deeper, bitch!” The woman slapped her head and Molly groaned 
in pain, but couldn’t get her aching tongue any further into the 
woman. 
She cried out as the woman jerked her hair back. 
“Stupid bitch,” the woman glared. “You’ll learn better. For now lick 
my clitty. You can at least do that.” 
Molly still held the woman’s pussy open and she lapped hard and 
fast at her clitty, anxious now to make the woman happy, afraid she 
would be punished for not pleasing her. The blonde sighed in 
pleasure, and Molly felt a wave of relief. She lapped harder still. 
“Fuck my pussy,” the woman sighed. “Push your fingers into me.” 
Again Molly did as she was told, sliding a finger deep into the 
woman’s slit. She added a second, then began pumping them in and 
out as she lapped at the clitty. The woman groaned in pleasure, her 
hand sliding roughly through Molly’s hair as she reached down and 
squeezed on Molly’s breast. 
“Dirty little giiiiirl,” the woman purred. “Suck me off, you dirty little 
thing. Suck meeeeeee. Suck my clittyyyyy.” 
Molly pressed her lips around the woman’s clit and sucked on it, 
grateful to hear a groan of pleasure and approval. She alternately 
sucked and licked, actively pumping her fingers in the woman’s 
pussy hole as the woman slowly ground her pelvis up against her. 
The woman stiffened suddenly, and fell back on the bed. She 
gripped Molly’s head in both hands and mashed her face into her 
sex as she brought her legs up around her. She squeezed hard on 
Molly’s head from both sides, her thighs squashing her ears as her 
face was ground into the moist pussy pad. 
“Oh! Oh yeeeessss!” she woman groaned, grinding Molly’s face 
over her pussy. 
She stopped after a few seconds and let her legs fall back to the floor. 
She let go of Molly’s head and Molly slowly straightened. 
“Not bad,” the woman sighed. “For a first try. You’ll get much, much 
better.” 


SEVEN
She sat up then and stared down at Molly. 
“Stick your tongue out, Trixie, as far as it will go.” 
Molly stuck her tongue out, keeping it there as the woman gripped it 
in her fingers. 
“You’ll have to get this out a lot further. From now on I want you to 
exercise. Whenever you’re on your own I want you to push your 
tongue out as far as you can, push it out so it strains at the back, and 
keep doing it.” 
She stuck her own tongue out then and Molly gaped at how far it 
went. 
“For now, I’ll take a shower. No, we’ll take a shower” 
She led Molly into the adjoining bathroom and into the big shower 
stall. Molly stood meekly as the woman turned on the water and 
soaked them both. The woman picked up the soap then and began 
to soap up Molly’s body, concentrating on her breasts and groin 
more than anything. 
Then she handed the soap to Molly. Molly soaped up the blonde 
woman then, putting thick coating of white on the woman’s breasts 
and belly and shoulders, and a less thick one on her groin. In fact, 
the woman reached down when Molly had her hand there and put 
her own hand under Molly’s making her rub up harder. 
Then she hugged Molly against her, slowly rubbing her own wet, 
soapy flesh against the teenager’s body. She tilted Molly’s head back 
and kissed her lightly. Her hands moved up and down Molly’s body 
as kissed her on the cheeks and forehead and chin and neck. 
“Time for more fun later,” she sighed, easing them back under the 
water. The water rinsed off the soap and the woman turned it off 
and took Molly’s hand, leading her out of the shower. Molly took a 
big towel off the rack and put it around the woman, drying her. The 
blonde looked down approvingly. 
With the woman giving instructions Molly dried and brushed her 
hair, then helped her dress again, this time in loose white pants, a 
green shirt and a white jacket. Molly herself remained naked, of 
course. 
“You can unpack and clean the clothes, dear. I’ll be back later. 
Remember to practice. If that tongue doesn’t learn to go out further 
on its own I’ll force it, and that will be most painful.” 
“Yes, Mistress,” Molly squeaked. 
The woman left, and she sighed in relief, then crawled back into the 
master bedroom and began to unpack her things. 
She returned to watching the TV, riding up and down on the rubber 
spike, watching especially closely whenever a woman gave pleasure 
to another. 
When she heard noise in the outer rooms she slid up off the tube 
and crawled out. She halted, drawing back anxiously at the sight of 
a tall black woman. The woman noticed and glared, then snapped 
her fingers. 
“Here. At once,” she barked. 
Mollie - who was now Trixie - halted at the command and the voice 
of authority, then crawled forward. She saw the other woman then, 
coming in from the other room. 
“Ah, you’ve found little Trixie.” 
“Yes, ma’am,” the Black woman said. 
“Stand up, Trixie.” 
“Yes, Mistress.” 
Trixie stood and the two women examined her. She dropped her 
eyes shyly. 
“Make it quick. I have little patience.” 
“Yes, Ma’am,” the Black woman said. 
“You will obey her every command. Is that clear, Trixie?” 
“Yes, Mistress,” she replied. 
“I need a drink.” 
The woman moved away and the Black woman blocked Trixie when 
she moved to follow. 
“Come with me. Upstairs.” 
Trixie followed her up the stairs and into one of the spare bedrooms. 
“I am a trainer. And you are to be trained,” the woman said. “You 
will answer me with Mistress. Understand?” 
“Yes, Mistress,” she replied meekly. 
“You will obey every command, at once, without hesitation.” 
She produced a long, thin crop and snapped it against her ankle. 
“On your knees.” 
She made Trixie who had been Mollie kneel in front of her and told 
her that she was to always smile and be pleasant. 
Then she put a leash on her collar and walked her around the room 
in circles, snapping the crop down whenever she failed to keep her 
bottom high, making her kneel and sit, and beg, and roll over. 
After that she had to give the woman a tongue bath. The tall Black 
woman lay on her back as Molly, starting with deep, passionate kisses 
to her mouth, slid her tongue and lips all over the woman’s face, 
then down her throat, then licked every inch of her breasts, 
shoulders, arms, hands...which included sucking on her fingers one 
at a time, lapped at her hips and thighs and legs and feet and even 
sucked on her toes. 
And, of course, she had to spend a lot of time licking her pussy, a lot 
of time. The woman kept halting her to correct her, and kept 
demanding she push her tongue in deeper. 
After she’d cum a couple of times she turned onto her belly and 
Molly licked all over her shoulders and back and buttocks and even 
had to push her tongue up her anus. When she showed reluctance 
her wrists were bound together behind her and she was cropped 
soundly across the bottom, then, sobbing, had to do it anyway. 
She crawled around the apartment on all fours, the leash on her 
collar, as the Mistress inspected things. Whenever she found 
something that wasn’t clean enough she made Trixie lick it clean. 
That included the corners of the floors, in near the baseboards, and 
in the bathrooms around the bottom of the toilets, and even inside 
the toilets along the rim. 
Whenever she hesitated the woman would crop her bottom angrily. 
Finally she was bent back across a low table, her arms and wrists 
shackled and spread. The blonde woman arrived, then, watching, 
smiling, and caressing Trixie’s head as the Black woman produced a 
needle and brought it against her breast. 
Pain clawed at her, but only for a moment before fading. It roused 
again as her other nipple was stabbed, but faded instantly. Then an 
even more intense pain tore at her groin as her clitoris was stabbed. 
As before, however, it faded almost at once, and the woman caressed 
her head, cooing comfortingly. 
When she was released she found rings in her nipples and clitoris, 
and tiny bells hanging from them. 
“Once they heal you’ll feel much more intense pleasure,” the Black 
woman assured her. 
She left, and the blonde woman hugged and kissed her and told her 
how pretty and sexy she was with her little bells, and Trixie who was 
Tiffany who was Mollie felt much better. She felt better still when the 
woman showed her how delicious her long tongue felt sliding in and 
out of her pussy, and she climaxed repeatedly, exhausted, before the 
woman laughed and stopped. 
Then her husband came home. They embraced and kissed, and 
then, his arm around her, they turned to look at Trixie, who knelt on 
all fours where she’d been left. 
“I see you’ve found my little pet,” he said. 
“She’s darling, though not yet properly trained.” 
“You’ve gotten her nicely outfitted.” 
In addition to the little silver rings and bells Mollie now had a silver 
collar and silver bands around ankles and wrists. 
“Yes, she looks lovely in silver, doesn’t she. Trixie, come.” She 
smacked her thigh and Trixie crawled forward. 
“Trixie?” 
“I thought it a better name than Tiffany.” 
“As you wish.” 
The woman patted Trixie’s head, then picked up her leash again. 
“We really do need to get her more used to sex, I think,” the woman 
said. 
“The party tomorrow should do that.” 
“Yes, we’ll make her the centerpiece.” 
Trixie didn’t know what they were talking about but smiled anyway. 
“She has such a lovely little ass, doesn’t she?” the woman said. 
“Oh yes, round like an apple.” 
“Why don’t you get undressed. I’d like to see that little tail with a 
cock up it.” 
“Why don’t you use one of your strap-on dildos?” 
“I like the real thing, dear. You know that.” 
They walked to the bedroom, the woman leading Trixie by the leash 
as she crawled along beside them. They both undressed, then Trixie 
sucked the man’s cock as he and his wife kissed and hugged and 
stroked each other. After he was hard he shoved her away with his 
foot and slid onto his wife, then buried his cock in her pussy. 
Trixie sat and watched as the two made love, their bodies writhing 
together, the man’s big cock pumping in and out of the blonde 
woman’s pussy. She’d never actually seen people having sex in 
person before, and found it very exciting. 
The man’s bottom rose and fell steadily, then he rammed his prick 
into his wife and pumped his come into her. The two lay together for 
a couple of minutes, then he rolled off and motioned Trixie forward. 
She crawled in and licked the woman’s pussy clean, then licked the 
man’s cock clean, then started sucking it again. 
The two lay side by side, watching her, the woman idly stroking her 
own body as Trixie’s lips bobbed up and down on her husband’s 
cock. When it was hard again he pushed her back. She started to 
move to the foot of the bed again but the woman gripped her collar 
and pulled her forward between them. 
She knelt on all fours as the other two knelt beside her. The man 
moved in behind her and the woman watched closely as he slowly 
forced his cock all the way up her anus. 
“Such a little hole to take such a long thick cock,” the woman 
smiled. 
“It’s tight, though,” the man grunted, starting to fuck Trixie. 
“Well, you’ll never get me to do that.” 
“This slut likes it,” he grinned. “Don’t you, slut?” 
“Ye... yes, Master,” she panted. 
“Oh please,” the woman laughed. “She’ll say anything you tell her. 
You’re a dirty whore, aren’t you, dear?” 
“Yes, Mistress,” Trixie grunted. 
“You’d like to be fucked by a hundred greasy Arabs wouldn’t you?” 
“Yes, Mistress,” she whimpered. 
“Maybe we’ll find some,” the man laughed. 
He fucked her harder and harder as the woman watched, his hands 
on Trixie’s hips jerking her back to meet each thrust. Then she slid 
her hand under Trixie’s belly and stroked it, her fingers sliding in 
between her thighs and rubbing her pussy. 


EIGHT
The next day after she’d gotten the Master off to work Trixie began 
her chores again. She didn’t get very far, though, for the Mistress 
called her before an hour had passed and she had to go in and lick 
her in her bed. 
After that the two went into the bathroom and had a long bath, not 
a short one like the Master preferred. They sat side by side and the 
Mistress kissed and hugged and stroked Trixie’s body while Trixie 
did the same to the Mistress. 
The Mistress even masturbated her to a climax, her soapy fingers 
moving expertly over Trixie’s voluptuous young body as the teenager 
groaned and shook and rode her fingers helplessly. 
They ground their pussies together, groaning and gasping for breath, 
holding hands and jerking on each other’s arms for leverage. Trixie 
was ecstatic with the feel of the other woman’s pussy mound on her 
own shaved slit, cumming repeatedly as the soft, squishy flesh rubbed 
together. 
She gladly dried the Mistress and did her hair, then the Mistress did 
Trixie’s hair, much to her surprise. She then got down on all fours as 
Mistress pushed the a tail plug up her anus. The plug slipped neatly 
into her body, with a sort of doggy tail hanging down behind it, 
tickling her thighs. She was led out into the main rooms then 
chained by the neck to one of the legs of a table as Mistress called a 
few friends on the phone and invited them over. 
When the bell rang Mistress undid Trixie’s chain and held it in her 
hand, walking her towards the elevator. The doors opened and two 
women, one a tall redhead, the other a short, buxom blonde, got out 
and greeted the woman, calling her Helen. Their names were Alice 
and Sue. Sue was the blonde. 
Trixie was a little embarrassed at being the only naked girl, 
especially as they were strangers, and were staring at her, but she 
didn’t try to cover herself or turn away. 
“Well, what do you think?” Mistress asked. 
“Delightful,” Sue said, gazing down at Trixie. Mistress pulled 
sharply on Trixie’s leash, making her rise upright, though she stayed 
on her knees. 
“Big tits on her,” Alice grinned. 
“They’re not that big, she’s just small framed.” 
“Got her trained yet?” 
“Not entirely. I was hoping you’d help.” 
“We’d be glad to,” Sue laughed. 
They all sat down on the couch, except for Trixie, of course, who 
knelt at her Mistress’ feet. The ladies talked about various clubs and 
gossiped about friends for a while, then turned the talk to Trixie. Sue 
spread her legs and lifted up her skirt to reveal a bare pussy. She 
patted her pussy and called to Trixie, saying “Here, puss, puss, puss.” 
The other women laughed and her Mistress nudged Trixie over. She 
crawled over, climbed up between Sue’s legs and began to lick at her 
pussy. She pushed her tongue in as deep as she could and twirled it 
around in the woman’s hole, then lapped energetically at her clitty. 
The other woman, Alice, who was sitting beside Sue, leaned over to 
watch, then slid a hand over Trixie’s bottom, and down between her 
legs. She cupped and squeezed her bald sex, then began to finger her 
slit and rub at her clitty. 
Sue let her head fall back onto the back of the couch and moaned 
low in her throat. She stroked and squeezed Trixie’s hair as the 
teenager lapped at her pussy, raising her legs and bringing her knees 
back to expose her entire crotch to the girl’s dipping tongue. 
Sue came with a long, drawn out groan of pleasure. Trixie was then 
shifted over to Sue’s crotch and ate her out while Sue squeezed her 
pussy. After Alice had cum she crawled over and began to eat out 
her Mistress. 
The three women, all naked now, led the crawling slave into the 
bedroom and chained her on her back, spreadeagled on the bed. 
Helen brought out a small bag which contained a number of sexual 
toys and the three began to work on the bound girl. 
Sensitizing oil, feathers, vibrators, dildos, ice, air-pumps, and of 
course, lips, teeth, fingers, and tongues, were applied to the 
teenager’s body by each woman in turn as they made a game, a kind 
of competition, in driving the writhing girl insane with pleasure. 
The cums ripped through Trixie’s body one after the other, growing 
in force and power, draining all her energy, all her strength. Her 
pussy was licked and rubbed raw as she lay helpless before the lust-
filled women. 
At first she groaned and trembled and arched her back under the 
power of the orgasms, but as they grew in strength and intensity she 
began to cry out, to pull madly at the bonds. Before too long she was 
screaming in maddened ecstasy, thrashing and gargling and shaking 
in wild pleasure, her body torn from blast after blast of powerful 
orgasmic energy. 
Her pierced clitoris became acutely sensitive to the slightest touch, so 
that even blowing on her raw clitty could make her cry out. The 
three woman were delighted at the responses they were getting, and 
encouraged to continue. Even when they took breaks, leaving the 
room for tea or snacks, they left vibrators in the girl’s pussy and anus 
so she could not calm down. 
They didn’t relent until the last of her energy had been drained off 
and she fell into a deep, unconscious sleep from which they could 
not wake her. 
She slept the rest of the day and well into the evening, and had to be 
wakened so that she could clean herself, then give the Master a final 
ride before bed. She then licked the Mistress off, curled up on the 
floor, and went to sleep again. 
“Come here, Trixie,” the Mistress said later the next day. 
Trixie hurried over and stood before the woman, who was standing 
in the middle of the main living room, holding a number of long, 
thin gold chains. There was a step ladder next to her, and longer, 
thicker chains hung from hooks in the ceiling. 
“Yes, Mistress?” she asked. 
“I’m going to have a little get-together, this evening, dear, and you 
are going to be the centerpiece for the entertainment.” 
“Mistress?” 
“Just stand there, dear. That’s all you have to do.” 
So Trixie stood still as the woman lifted her wrists high and wide and 
clipped the chains to her wrist bands. Trixie had to stand practically 
on her toes for that, and worried that she’d be unable to do that for 
long and would have to actually hang from her wrists. That, of 
course, was what the Mistress had in mind. 
She knelt by Trixie’s feet and pulled one sharply to the side. Trixie 
gasped, and perched precariously on the single foot, on her toes, as 
the woman chained her leg to the floor. Then she turned to her 
remaining foot and pulled that apart. Now Trixie had no choice but 
to hang from her wrists, and it wasn’t pleasant. The bands cut into 
her skin, and her arms and shoulders hurt. 
Her ankles were chained to the floor so they were wide open. Trixie 
hung spreadeagled, her feet some inches above the floor. She panted 
and gasped and whimpered a bit as she struggled to adjust her body 
to this, but knew better than to complain. 
The Mistress walked away, but didn’t go far. Ten feet or so in front 
of her were two narrow gold chains that hung from ceiling to floor. 
The woman took them in her hand and walked back towards Trixie. 
The chains reached almost, but not quite as far as the nubile 
teenager. 
The woman squeezed Trixie’s right breast hard, making it push out. 
She gripped the ring in her nipple and pulled it a little further away, 
making the teenager wince at the tight pain in her nipple. Then she 
attached one of the chains to it and let her breast go. Immediately 
the meaty mound tried to pull back, but was caught by the nipple 
ring. 
It bit into her sharply and Trixie cried out in pain. 
“Ooohhwwww! It huuuuurts!” she cried. 
“You’ll get used to it, dear,” the woman smiled. 
She then squeezed Trixie’s other breast out and attached the other 
chain to the nipple ring. Now both her breasts were pulled out hard, 
shaped like narrow cones with sharp points. They weren’t pulled out 
straight from her, but were both angled upwards and to the sides. 
The woman hummed in amusement, then went behind the 
trembling, whining girl. Trixie felt her braiding her hair into a single 
tail. She pulled that back and down, forcing Trixie’s head back, 
back, back further, until she thought her neck would snap. The 
woman wound something into her hair and pulled down even more. 
Trixie felt something sliding up into her anus. It pushed in only a few 
inches, then stopped, and she felt the edge of it pulling up against 
her tail bone. It was, she realized, a hook, a hook attached to her 
braided hair, and it was stuck in her anus so she couldn’t move her 
head up. 
Still the woman wasn’t finished. She had a final chain, a long thin 
one that was screwed to the floor a couple of feet behind the girl. 
She lifted it and ran it up between Trixie’s legs, then pried her pussy 
lips open and slipped the chain into her ring, pulling her backwards, 
forcing her to stick her bottom out. 
“There now, you look delightful,” the woman purred. 
“Pleeeasse!” Trixie moaned. “Please! Take them off !” 
“Later, dear, after all my guests have admired you.” 
“It huuuuuurts!” 
“You’ll get used to it, dear, don’t worry.” 
Trixie felt extremely anxious, for this too closely resembled that time 
of pain she could not bear to think about. She was grateful her 
nipples and clitty were pierced so that there was no need to put those 
frightful clamps on them, and even more grateful that the Mistress 
had braided her hair from the back of her head, rather than the top, 
so that it seemed unlikely she would be hung by her hair. 
Half an hour later a man and woman arrived, guests of the Mistress. 
They gazed at Trixie in delight, both of them running their hands 
over her body, stroking her breasts and bottom and groin. They went 
to the couch and sat down then as the Mistress answered the door 
and let another couple up. 
Soon there were two dozen people there, standing and sitting 
around, chatting, as at any party. Almost all had stopped to stroke 
and fondle Trixie’s flesh and compliment Helen on her fine new 
acquisition. After an hour or so Trixie was let down. 
She collapsed to the floor, hugging herself, her nipples aching, her 
neck feeling rubbery and weak, and her shoulders like lead. Mistress 
massaged her aching muscles, then popped the tail plug up her anus, 
attached a leash to her collar, and led her around the room on all 
fours. 
She was led up into a number of laps, sucking pussies and cocks of 
people she didn’t know as others looked on, then she was led out to 
the middle of the floor and put on her back. 
After that the men took her, one by one at first, on her back, or on 
her belly, or on all fours, up the anus, down the throat or rammed 
into her pussy. Impatient, they began to take her two at a time, then 
three at a time, bending and stretching her to meet their needs. 
Under the Mistress’s direction two of the larger men held her by the 
ankles, upside down, and stuck their cocks down into her pussy and 
anus. Another man lay on his back beneath her and she sucked his 
cock. A fourth man knelt awkwardly between the legs of the guy 
fucking her, squeezed his hands around her breasts, and fucked her 
breasts. Her hands were pulled straight out to either side and cocks 
were placed in them. She then masturbated them as best she could. 
When the men were done the women took her, making her stuff her 
tongue deep into their pussies and lick and suck their clitties. Several 
of them donned strap-on dildos and fucked Trixie as though they 
were men. 
When it was all over Trixie and the Mistress lay together in the tub. 
Trixie was weak and tired, but felt good. She was no longer afraid of 
sex, nor embarrassed by it at all. Now that she was enjoying it, in 
fact, she wanted more and more of it, and kept begging for more 
from whoever was around. 
For her temerity she was hung by the wrists, her legs spread, and 
Master and Mistress took turns whipping her. This whip was a long, 
solid coiled leather thing, frightful looking, yet arousing to the girl in 
the state she was in. 
As the guests gathered around she quivered with anticipation, and 
when the whip sliced across her back she screamed in pain and 
pleasure, writhing to the applause of the crowd. 
The whip slashed across her back again, and then across her bottom, 
then across her back once more. The pain almost drove the heat out 
of her body as tears filled her eyes, but then a kind of glowing heat 
spread out over her mind and body, and as each new blow landed 
she gasped and grunted in a mixture of pleasure and pain. 
Now master let the whip curl in around her rips to slash at her 
breasts and set them dancing, and Mistress let the whip slice in along 
her hip and down across her abdomen to snap at her pussy. She 
howled in excitement, thrashing against the bonds. The whip raised 
welts along her back and buttocks, then across her belly and breasts 
and abdomen. 
The audience took turns, slicing the whip sideways, trying to get the 
tip to snap at nipples or clitoris. Whenever a success was announced 
by a particularly loud howl and especially violent reaction, the 
audience laughed and applauded. 
Later, Mistress applied a soothing balm to her aching, red striped 
flesh, kissed her goodnight, and left her alone. 
Trixie who had been Tiffany who had been Mollie reflected a little 
dazedly, on her existence. 
She lived in a luxurious penthouse apartment, had modest chores to 
do, and all the food and sex any slutty girl could want. 
What was beyond that? She remembered the terrible, unending pain 
and darkness and being alone, and before that, vaguely, a sense of 
despair and loneliness, a chilly, freezing existence, and prior to that, 
screaming and yelling and angry fights. 
Life was good now, she thought, as she settled her head on the small 
pillow she had been given to sleep with. 
She had a nice home here, and was treated in the way she knew she 
was meant to be, the way all sluttish young woman dreamed of 
being treated. What more could she hope for? 


End
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Molly shivered in the cold. She tried to huddle deeper into the
doorway as she pulled her jean jacket up tighter around her throat.
Around her the wind howled, blowing leaves and litter in circles on
the dirty sidewalk.

The paper said it was going to snow tonight. She didn’t know what
she was going to do. She’d been to a couple of the shelters in the last
week, but they were all dirty and filled with roaches and crazy
Jjunkies and pimps that wanted to recruit her... whether she liked it or
not.

The last night she’d spent in a shelter a crazy girl had put a knife to
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