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Tina’s vision
seemed slightly misty as she looked out through slitted eyes. She
could see little, for there was little to be seen in the small,
basement room. The Chinese girl’s dark hair was drawn back in a
pony tail tied somewhere behind her, forcing her head back. Her
arms were pulled up and back behind her, hands and wrists pressed
together behind her neck, elbows bound tightly together with rough
hemp, shoulders drawn back painfully.

Last week she
had completed her second year final tests at the New York Institute
of Technology, but had not yet gotten her grades.

Now she
straddled a narrow triangular length of polished wood, nude,
sheeted in sweat, her ankles drawn up and back behind her and bound
in place, her pierced nipples stretched painfully up and
forward.

Pain drained
her.

A thick ball
gag filling her mouth, the slender young woman could only moan
softly as the narrow wood dug up into the soft, tender flesh of her
sex. What had been merely a little soreness had given way to actual
pain well before the first hour was up, and a terrible, remorseless
ache during the second hour. By the third hour it had become
agony.

She had not
been awake long, but already she had no energy, and could hardly
keep her eyes open.

Exhausted, she
breathed in short, ragged, moaning gasps, shoulders on fire, arms
cramped, nipples like pinpoints of fire. Her entire groin was a
mass of throbbing heat, and every minute shift moved the agony from
one spot to another. Even if she had not been gagged she could not
beg to be released. No one was here to listen.

Bondage had
excited her for some time, and adding in growing, but still
moderate amounts of S&M only made it seem more exciting, more
wicked and deliciously arousing. Giving herself up to such open
sexual use defied all the tenets of modern society, especially that
of her very traditional Chinese family. But, of course, they didn’t
need to know.

They thought
she had gone off on a summer tour of Europe. They had no idea she
had, intrigued, and aroused, agreed to become Martin Dorham’s
sexual slave for the summer. Dorham was a wealthy stock broker she
had met at one of the bondage clubs she’d visited. He was a
respected member of the business community, and so she had felt
safe in entrusting herself to his dark hunger.

At first it
had merely been an exciting lark, giving herself to the old man to
do with as he chose, a night here, an evening there, in his
gorgeous mansion on the upper west side. But all summer? That would
be wild. Imagine a summer as a sex slave! What a memory that would
be! The deciding factor had been his offer to pay her. It wasn’t
prostitution, of course. It was merely recognition that she usually
worked in the summer to make money for next fall’s tuition.

Of course, he
was paying her considerably more than she usually earned, but then,
he was a generous man. He had always given her gifts, expensive
watches, jewellery, lingerie and clothes. It was to be expected of
a wealthy older man who wanted to get his hands on a lovely young
girl, and Tina took it as merely her due. She was a beautiful
woman, after all, with bright eyes, a doll-like face, and long,
silky black hair.

She was not a
particularly athletic girl, as she put far more time into computers
than sports – in fact, disdained sports, but she was still a
teenager, for this year, anyway, and had a young girl’s body, soft,
slender and golden.

But it ached,
oh how it ached!

He had made an
absolute promise to her. There would be no marks on her body after
this summer’s play, no damage done. “You will learn obedience!” he
had said. “But if you ever want it to stop, just use the code
word.”

Small use that
now, with her alone and gagged. She hadn’t considered this. She
would have to renegotiate when this was done.

If this was
ever done. Still, despite her discomfort, there was a cloud of
soft, shimmering sexual arousal hanging around her. It rose and
fell with her pain, but it was ever present.

Hours passed.
Tina occupied a half-waking state with pain her only companion,
utterly exhausted - drained.

By the time he
came for her she was barely conscious. She became aware of hands on
her, and the loss of the constant pressure on her hair allowing her
to lean forward. This eased the pressure on her throbbing nipples,
and she moaned dazedly.

She was a
slender girl, and he was a large man. He lifted her off the thing,
and she wept in pain from every movement, then again as the ropes
binding her arms up high behind her were released. Tears filled her
eyes and she cried out at every movement to her aching, cramped
arms.

She was lifted
and draped back across a – a table? No. She didn’t understand. Her
mind was swamped by sensations of pain from her released arms, her
shoulders on fire, her groin burning. She was bent back across the
wooden, barrel shaped frame she had noted but ignored for so many
hours.

Her slender
legs were drawn down and in and back and fixed in place at the
bottom of the barrel, then her arms were drawn above her head,
along the curving barrel, and downwards, hard. The barrel was
narrow, and her back arched, bent, bent more, and she groaned, her
wrists pulled down almost to where her ankles were bound.

Leather straps
crossed her chest above and below her breasts, then crossed her
hips, pulled tight.

A rumbling
sound – and the “barrel” began to turn, slowly, like the sweep hand
of a clock, it turned, her head angling down further and further
until she was upside down, face staring at the pitted wooden frame
below. Then she was rising back up again, eyes blinking dully at
the sight of the door across from her, her vision swimming as her
head rose higher and higher, her vision shifting to the upper
corner of the room, then the roof over head. Then she was upside
down again, and heading to the floor.

* * * * *

A missing
person’s case. That much Sabrina understood. But there was an
underlying tension in the woman sitting across from her which said
there was more to it than a young woman going missing. Especially
the woman’s lack of fear or any apparent concern her daughter might
have come across one or another of the city’s more violent
undesirables.

Her
grandfather had warned her that one of the problems she would face
as a private investigator was clients who would tell her only as
much as they felt she absolutely needed to know, who would mislead
or lie or gloss over details they found embarrassing or
uncomfortable. That had certainly turned out to be true, and this
was no exception.

The woman was
Chinese, but well-off, from her looks and attitude. Unsurprising
given the upscale nature of Sabrina’s business and its location on
the thirty ninth floor of a prestigious office building just north
of Battery Park. The sweeping view of the Hudson River and New
Jersey which showed through the bright windows was worth a fortune,
or would have been if Sabrina had been required to pay for it.

“You say that
you believe Tina went off with a boyfriend,” Sabrina said, trying
another tack. “An older White man, but you don’t know his name. Did
Tina never speak of him?”

The woman shrugged, an obstinate look on her face. “Tina no speak
of him very much,” she said.

“Did she say
what he did for a living, where he lived, anything at all?”

“Rich man,”
she said. “He have very large boat. They go on boat often.”

“A large boat?
Any idea how large?”

“I no
see.”

“Did it have a
bedroom, for example?”

The woman
scowled.

“A bathroom?
Uhm, did it have - .”

“Have large
bathtub,” the woman said. “Hot tub.”

“It had a hot
tub?” Sabrina raised her eyebrows.

That meant a
yacht. That was a plus. There weren’t all that many yachts big
enough to have hot tubs in New York. On the minus side, it might
not be in New York any more.

“No name on
this yacht?”

The woman
scowled and shook her head rapidly.

“And the man’s
business?”

“He rich
man.”

“Yes, of
course.” But most rich men worked regardless.

She sat back
in her leather chair, steepling her fingers as she regarded the
middle aged woman across the glass desk. She was an incongruous
sight in the ultra modern office Sabrina had decked out in glass,
chrome and black leather. She was wearing expensive black silk
dress chased with blue flowers. Her hair was pulled into a careful
bun, and reading glasses dangled from a thin gold chain around her
neck.

“About this
man - .”

“I have
picture,” the woman said abruptly, leaning forward and thrusting
her hand at Sabrina.

Sabrina took
what was in it and examined it with interest. It was a picture cut
from a magazine, showing just the neck and head of a scowling man.
She glanced up at Mrs. Chen, sitting across from her, who scowled
challengingly.

“Where did
this come from?”

The woman
shrugged and Sabrina sighed.

“You do
realize that the less information I have the longer it will take me
to find your daughter? That’s supposing I can find her at all.”

The woman
thrust another piece of paper across the desk. It was a check for
ten thousand dollars. Ten days fee.

“I go
now.”

“I’d like to
know more about this man. Anything you know could be a tremendous
help, Mrs. Chen.”

But Mrs. Chen
was out the smoked glass door and Sabrina had just started to get
up when she sat back. “Well crap,” she said, examining the picture
again.

It was oddly
cut, very high on the neck for some reason. She turned the picture
over. There was an ad, or at least, part of an ad for a leather
shop of some kind.

Sabrina turned
to the computer and typed in the partial name, along with leather,
and found a leather shop on the west side named Dahley Leathers.
The store did not have a web site, but she found its location
easily enough. It wasn’t terribly far away. She could go straight
up the West Side Highway most of the way.

It was handy
that it appeared to be a small, local place. That meant they’d be
advertising in very few magazines, and should have no difficulty
telling her the names. Once she tracked down the magazine their ads
had appeared in she’d be able to find out what the picture had been
of, and hopefully who had taken it and where.

Sabrina stood
up, the four-inch heels on her elegant black boots raising her to
almost six feet, and moved behind the black cabinet to a door which
looked like it gave onto a closet or toilet. She flipped a switch
as she opened it, locking the front door, then passed through into
the rear of the office.

It not a
closet or a toilet, though there was a small toilet back here. This
was her apartment, a tiny, box-like bachelorette which was the real
reason she could afford the place. It was rent-controlled, and had
been since nineteen fifty-one. This was the only residential
apartment in an upscale office tower, and had been the home of the
mistress of the law firm upstairs. The lawyer had been greedy, and
had rented it to his mistress for a very small amount, mainly, so
far as she could tell, to get the tax write-off.

But after
years of that it had become, by New York’s twisted tenancy laws, a
legitimate, rent-controlled apartment, and the woman had refused to
leave and been impossible to evict.

The woman’s
name was Sabrina Bailey. She’d been Sabrina’s grandmother.

* * * * *

Tina was
hardly aware of the presence in the room. She had been going around
and around and around so long she had come to think of it as her
natural state. Her eyes looked out unseeing, her jaw slack as the
wheel continued to turn. She did not notice Martin standing beside
her, observing. She did note his presence finally, as he bent and
pulled aside the wooden frame below.

But Tina
didn’t care, or really even think of it.

Below the wood
was a tube of water. She rolled past it and back up again. His
hands reached for the gag. It was a ring gag, hard wood under soft
latex which held her jaws wide. Inside was a thick, cock-shaped
plug, and with a practised movement Martin pulled the plug out. Her
mouth was still held wide, but now empty.

Then the wheel
shifted, and dropped lower. She heard a new sound, but did not
identify it. Back aching, body stiff and cramped, she rolled over
and headed down. Then she saw a light below, a soft, sickly yellow.
Her hands slid into cold water, and the rest of her followed. She
slid smoothly into the water and under it. Still dazed, she
inhaled, or tried to, and coughed violently, emerging from the
water sputtering and coughing and choking as the wheel arched her
upwards and onto her back, then headed back down once more.

Gasping,
somewhat awakened from her stupor, she stared at the sickly yellow
water, still coughing hard. She had enough presence of mind to
inhale and hold it before she slid into the water. There were
lights under the water, and she could see easily as the wheel
turned her slowly through the water, carrying her back up towards
the surface.

Her head
emerged and she sputtered, trying to blow the water out of her open
mouth, swallowing what she couldn’t, still coughing and gasping for
breath. The water and need revived her further, and she rolled her
eyes, searching for Martin, aware that her mouth was no longer
blocked, that she could speak, if awkwardly.

She slid into
the water again, the water still turning, and emerged on the other
side. The room was still empty. There was no sign of her erstwhile
“master”.

* * * * *

Dahley
Leathers appeared to be a chic, upscale store, just as Sabrina had
imagined. However, the goods weren’t what she had expected. Sabrina
felt considerably overdressed as she stepped through the door in
her single breasted charcoal suit, though the high heeled black
boots certainly fit in.

Sabrina was
hardly an innocent. She had grown up on Manhattan, after all, and
gone to private schools through college. She’d had her share of
affairs, too, and was certainly no prude. But neither did she have
a habit of nearing the edges of the sexual mainstream. And Dahley
Leathers had little to do with the mainstream.

It was divided
into several aisles which appeared to be sorted in terms of body
parts: jackets, halters, bustiers and bras on one side of an aisle,
pants, shorts, skirts, thongs and G-strings on the other. Most were
of leather, but there seemed to be a lot of shiny chrome and steel
chain mixed in. There was a large assortment of boots and shoes,
but none with heels as low as the ones she wore. Further up the
aisle were leather bodysuits, cat-suits and body stockings of
leather and chain.

The next aisle
had various restraints, starting with ankle shackles, and, at the
end of the aisle, finishing up with collars and then hoods. A
discrete sign pointed out the possibilities of monograms on a
number of the collars.

A final aisle
contained a variety of punishment devices, some of which were
fairly obvious; whips, crops, paddles, straps, clips. Some of them
were quite odd, and Sabrina found herself puzzled at just what
their purpose was, other than to punish.

She was
somewhat embarrassed, but determined not to allow that to control
her. She walked smoothly along the aisles, self-consciously trying
not to stare at anything in particular. Some of the leather outfits
looked – interesting. Coming face to face with a mannequin decked
out in thigh-high boots with stiletto heels, leather G-string and
chain and leather bustier and collar, it was difficult not to
picture herself wearing it. But she wasn’t sure whether to laugh at
the idea or not.

The leather
hat, however, only made her smile. The little military like cap
with the long brim would have looked absurd atop her thick, dark
windblown hair.

The leather
hood on the next mannequin was more interesting. It completely
covered the entire head, with thin black plastic strips across the
eyes and the thickness of the front of the hood disguised the shape
of the head behind so that the mannequin seemed completely
faceless. Braided brown hair was pulled up in a topknot through a
hole in the top of the hood and tied to a hook overhead, and
Sabrina noticed the stiletto heels on the mannequin’s feet did not
quite touch the floor.

Not that she’d
ever thought about being hung by the hair, for she never had, but
her hair had always been a very sexual part of her. Had she been
willing to ever answer honestly about her favourite sexual position
she would have said that she liked it best doggy style, and hard,
with her thick hair being pulled back even harder.

Only one lover
had ever done that and she’d had the most colossally exciting sex
of her life with him. There’d just been something intensely raw and
animalistic about having her hair pulled hard as he rammed himself
into her…

Too bad he’d
been such an asshole.

She’d never
been close and trusting enough of another man to ever ask him to do
that, and no one else had ever ventured to try. It wasn’t that she
was particularly meek, of course, but there was a part of her
dignity Sabrina always felt constrained to protect. Asking a lover
to pull her hair while he fucked her would have been almost as
embarrassing as asking him to spank her – which was another sexual
practice she’d often considered but never experienced – for the
same reason.

That wasn’t to
say that Sabrina had any deep interest in bondage or sadomasochism,
for she didn’t. But she had a very lively imagination and a healthy
sex drive. She was a strong woman and letting herself be overcome
and controlled during sex was not an unusual sexual fantasy among
strong women. Even if it was rarely undertaken.

The hood
promised anonymity, however, and she wondered, if wearing such a
thing, she would be brave enough to fight down her own inhibitions
and pride and just go wild with some strange man. Was that why some
women got into this sort of thing, for the freedom of letting
themselves go, abandoning all that equality business and
surrendering to ancient urges?

Sabrina
imagined herself bound and wearing such a hood and felt her nipples
tightening within the confines of her bra cups. Hidden, anonymous,
tied up, naked, used by some – some big, powerful brute of a man….
Mild excitement seeped through her body and she felt her breasts
growing warmer beneath her blazer.

She moved
on.

 


 


 



Chapter
Two

 


 


 


 


Sabrina
pondered another mannequin, its arms pulled tightly back and
encased in a wide leather sleeve with criss-crossing red laces,
shaking her head as she smiled.

“We had to get
a special mannequin for that,” a deep male voice said from
behind.

She turned
faster than true insouciance should have allowed to see a tall,
thick chested man wearing an expensive black suit and polished
shoes standing with arms behind his back. He was mid-thirties,
about ten years her senior, with very dark, shoulder length hair
and a square-jawed, handsome face.

He had a
smooth British accent. “The arms on normal mannequins wouldn’t go
back far enough, you see.”

“I’d think
most arms wouldn’t either,” Sabrina replied.

Years of
private school made it unnatural to allow herself to appear less
sophisticated than anyone else around her.

“It requires a
certain limberness or training to get the shoulders back that far,
but it’s surprisingly easy,” he said with a twinkle in his eye. “It
just requires proper massage and patience. Would you like to
try?”

“Ahm, I don’t
think so,” she said, blushing, and annoyed at herself because of
it.

“Looking for
arm restraints for yourself or another?”

“Neither,” she
said, her blush deepening, her annoyance at herself rising because
of it. “I’m looking for the owner or manager.”

He raised his
eyebrows. “I’m James Theodore, the proprietor. How can I help you?
Looking for information on bondage?”

“Sabrina
Bailey,” she said, automatically extending her hand. “I’m a private
investigator.”

He took her
hand, his hand large, firm and warm, and both squeezed it minutely
more than he should have, and held it longer than was quite proper
as his eyes bored into hers. He was definitely all male, big, broad
shouldered, and with a deep baritone voice with a soft British lilt
to it.

Sabrina felt
herself slightly overwhelmed. Still, she was just about to tug her
hand away when he released it with a smile. His eyes looked her up
and down with the usual male interest, but he was clearly intrigued
beyond her looks.

“I don’t
believe I’ve ever met a private investigator,” he said, smiling
faintly. “And what brings you to our little establishment. Need a
new pair of handcuffs?”

Glad to have
an excuse ready to hand, Sabrina pulled out the small picture, then
flipped it over to show the store’s emblem and explained what she
was looking for.

“I see,” he
said, looking at the picture curiously. “Yes, that’s one of our
ads, and I can even tell you which magazine it appeared in and
when. It was the first and last issue of BQ, a play on GQ, of
course, which wasn’t funded very well and which never got beyond
the initial copy, especially after half were seized by the
authorities on suspicion of obscenity violations.”

“And you uhm,
advertised in it?”

He spread his
arms at the otherwise empty store. “It is our stock in trade, after
all. Bondage aficionados of a certain class are our customers.”

“A certain
class?”

“We don’t deal
in cut-rate merchandise here. And leather is expensive”

He picked up
what she had at first thought was a shiny pvc leather thong from a
pile and she swallowed as she realized that the inside of the thing
sprouted a curving leather – dildo.

“Look at the
quality on this stitching,” he said, in all seriousness. “This will
last a lifetime with proper care.”

“I’m sure,”
she said uncomfortably.

He chuckled
and put it down, but gave her a wink. “No telling what some women
like to wear under their natty business suits,” he said. “Women are
sexual creatures, you know.”

“Thanks for
the information,” she said dryly. “About this magazine; Where could
I get a copy?”

“As I said, it
was the one and only, and out of print for most of a year now.
However, I believe I have a copy. We did advertise in it, after
all.”

“I’d be
grateful.”

He gave her a
playful look and a smile as his eyes flicked up and down across her
body. “How grateful?”

“Just
grateful,” she said, though she smiled.

He was
handsome, well-built, and dashing in that British sort of way. The
bondage element made it a trifle weird, though.

“Well let us
check.”

He put his
hand at the small of her back and turned her, guiding her towards a
glass counter, then sliding past her and going behind the counter
to disappear through a curtain. The spot at her back where his hand
had pressed still felt warm as Sabrina looked at the items under
the glass counter. She found a variety of complicated rings and
clips, which, after a few moments, she realized were not made for
fingers. One, in particular, looked like a small dragon chasing its
tail, but with its jaws open around the small round opening through
which a tooth was made to curve through. That opening would be –
well, whatever one pushed through, she thought. Probably a nipple,
from the size.

Sabrina had
never seriously contemplated piercing anything other than her navel
and ears, but the thought of wearing a pair of these things, like
artistic drawings around her nipples, was interesting. How would
she look, she wondered, perhaps with leather boots and - .”

“We just got
those in.”

She started,
and was angry at being startled, glowering at him as he came up
behind the counter.

“You move very
quietly,” she accused.

“It’s in my
nature,” he said, smiling. “Used to be in the army.”

“I bet you
liked the uniforms,” she said.

He grinned
broadly and gazed down at the dragon rings.

“Celtic
dragons. They’ve lovely, aren’t they?”

“They’re –
nice.”

“Do you wear
nipple rings?”

“Ahm, no.”

Not that it’s
any of your damned business, she added silently, uncomfortable
about a strange man discussing, in effect, her nipples.

“I got mine
done a while ago,” he said seriously. “They really do make the
nipples more sensitive, to both pain and - pleasure.”

He cocked his
head slightly to one side and gave her a grin.

“Of course,
female nipples are generally much more sensitive than male nipples,
so the improvement is even more dramatic. You really should try
it.”

His eyes
flicked down at her chest quite obviously, though his smile robbed
some of the rudeness from the look, and Sabrina wondered if he was
trying to embarrass her or if people in this sort of business
became blasé about such things. Quite possibly the latter, she
thought, an instant later.

“I hope I’m
not embarrassing you,” he said.

“Why would I
be embarrassed? Just because you’re talking about my nipples?”

Sabrina’s face
was pink despite herself, and she couldn’t tell whether she wanted
to slug his smiling face or kiss him. He was both irritating and
disarming. And he was definitely sexy.

“You look very
– vanilla,” he said.

“That doesn’t
mean I’m a prude.”

He leaned
forward on the counter. “I like vanilla,” he said, his voice low.
“Vanilla is one of my favourite tastes. You get it on your tongue
and it just melts into your senses.”

He licked his
lips and smiled, and Sabrina smiled faintly back.

Okay, this guy
was seriously coming on to her, Sabrina thought, which wasn’t so
bad, really. He was hot, after all, a little older than usual for
her, but sophisticated, very well-built, very masculine, and that
deep voice of his was causing little trembly echoes in her lower
belly. But the bondage thing made it just too weird. He’d probably
want to tie her up or something.

And why was
the thought of that less alarming than stimulating?

“Here’s BQ,”
he said, showing her the glossy magazine.

The cover
featured an attractive blonde woman on her knees, bent forward a
little. She was wearing nothing but a slightly opaque purple mesh
body stocking. Her breasts were circled by black rope so that they
were squeezed together and stuck out hard and firm. More black rope
descended between her legs and rose up between her buttocks. Her
arms were drawn back tightly behind her, circled by loops of rope
at wrist, forearm and elbow.

He came around
the counter to stand beside her – uncomfortably close beside her –
as he flipped through the magazine. There were more pictures of
bound women, some hanging by their wrists, some bent over. Some of
the bondage was quite complicated looking, and Sabrina was a little
embarrassed standing next to him as he flipped through the pages –
at no great speed, she thought.

Then he
stopped, his hand on an open page, and turned to her.

“You never
said why you were looking for this man.”

Sabrina had to
cock her head back to look up at him. He had a mischievous little
smile on his face which put her on her guard, for she had three
brothers with the same sort of smile. And it almost always meant
some sort of trouble or teasing.

“He may be
involved with a missing person case,” she said.

“Really?
Fascinating. Do you do a lot of missing person cases?

“No,” she said
patiently. “Normally I do corporate security and insurance fraud.
Personal cases are fairly rare.”

He nodded in
apparent interest. “You know, in all the mysteries I’ve read and
seen there’s usually a sort of quid pro quo involved in private
eyes getting information.”

“What kind of
quid pro quo would you be thinking of?” she asked, a little
irritated, a little wary, and a little - interested.

“How about –
dinner?”

“I don’t think
so.”

“Why not? You
have an interesting career. I do, as well. I bet the dinner
conversation wouldn’t be boring.”

“Probably
true.”

“Perhaps you
don’t date suspects?” He waggled his eyebrows.

“You’re not a
suspect in anything,” she said in annoyance before realizing he was
teasing her. “But you are certainly suspect,” she added.

He laughed. He
had a very warm laugh, she thought. It was difficult to feel
threatened by a man with that kind of laugh. Theodore was one of
those outgoing men it was difficult not to like almost at once.

And the
bondage thing was the only reason she was trying.

“Does my shop
make you a little – nervous?”

“No, not
nervous – exactly.”

“Do you think
I’m a pervert?”

She hesitated.
“Not – exactly. No more than most men, I suppose.”

“But a bit
menacing? A bit unnerving?”

“Unnerving.
Yes, perhaps.”

He nodded
acceptance. “Really, I think of myself as owning a costume shop.
That’s really all this is. Costumes, fantasy stuff.”

Well, that
sounded reasonable.

“Have you ever
been tied up or restrained?” he asked, eyes moving over her.

She should
have been outraged at the question but given the circumstances it
didn’t really seem that strange, nor even much out of line.

“No.”

“It is,
perversely, a very freeing thing to be tightly bound.”

“Perversely,”
she said, mocking him a little.

He shrugged,
smiling. “We are all bound in the straight jacket of societal
expectations,” he said, and put his hand on her back to guide her
towards a display of leather restraints. “We have certain roles to
play in life, and in sex. Our minds are constantly focused on what
we need to do, how we need to appear, on what our partner will
think of us if our performance isn’t up to expectations. We feel
the need to impress, to play the part properly, turning sex into
something of a chore, as it were, a task which must be done
correctly. But if you’re tied up and unable to say or do anything,
then all you can do is – feel, experience.”

Sabrina was
experiencing the warmth of his hand against her back, and wondering
why she didn’t push it off. She had to admit to herself she was
interested in the man, and only this weird bondage thing was
keeping her from considering accepting his invitation. She felt
very comfortable with him, even on such embarrassing subject
matter. He was a very charming man.

“Imagine it,
Sabrina. Nothing else to think about but what your partner is
doing. Nothing to worry about, nothing to plan, no delicate moves
to make at just the right time in order to impress them. You just –
experience.”

“Uh hmm,” she
said, shrugging off his hand at last. “And have you ever had
yourself tied up to experience things?”

“Of course,”
he said with a grin. “Like to know how?”

No, she
didn’t! Though a part of her did.

“Uhm, about
the magazine.”

He sighed
charmingly. “Yes, the magazine.”

He returned to
the counter and flipped another page. There was the picture of the
man she’d been seeking. Sabrina eagerly leaned in to see that the
story was about a party, a BDSM party which had taken place at the
Diamond Club, whatever that was. There were several pictures of
people attending, including the one she held. Only in this picture,
uncropped, she could see that he wore a studded leather collar
around his throat.

“Any idea who
he is?”

He leaned in
then shook his head. “Never seen him before.”

“Do you know
this Diamond Club?”

“Yes, a number
of my customers are members. It’s a very highbrow place for the
leather set with a lot of money.”

He leaned
casually against the counter and casually ran his finger along the
back of her hand.

“Not an easy
place to get into,” he said, even more casually.

She ignored
his finger, or tried to.

“But I bet you
could – get into it.”

“Well, I have
certain connections,” he said, examining his nails.

“Do they serve
dinner there?”

“Sort of. Pub
food. That sort of thing. Though quite well-made.”

“I don’t mind
pub food… Mr. Theodore.”

“James,” he
said.

“James? Not
Jim or Jimmy?”

“James,” he
said firmly.

“Well, James,
I could indulge in a sort of uhm, working dinner.”

“Could you
now? Well now, I’d have to be persuaded,” he said, with that
teasing look in his eyes again.

“And how would
I do that?” she asked suspiciously.

He leaned in
now, encroaching on her personal space to the extent she had to
lean back against the counter. He was very serious now, mildly
threatening, but not in a physical way, though Sabrina found
herself putting her open hands against his chest to keep him from
leaning into her.

“A kiss might
do it,” he said in a soft, deep voice.

“I don’t think
so,” she said.

He had very
full lips.

“Don’t you
find a first date much better without the tension of a first
kiss?”

“Who says
we’re dating?”

“First date,
first dinner.” He shrugged.

“I think a
kiss is a little personal for a man I met ten minutes ago.”

He leaned in
further and she pushed more firmly against his chest.

“Go wild,
Sabrina,” he said with a teasing grin.

“I don’t kiss
people for information.”

You don’t kiss
and tell?” he asked, his lips coming closer to hers despite the
pressure against his chest. “I do.”

And he kissed
her. His lips felt just as soft and full as they looked, and his
mouth was hot and demanding as he pressed against her. Sabrina felt
a momentary flare of anger, but it began to melt away as he pressed
against her, then hardened again as his tongue caressed her lower
lip. Pride asserted itself and she pushed harder.

James slid his
arms around her, his right at her back, his left sliding through
her soft hair. Sabrina was arching back, trying to pull her lips
away – though with a strange reluctance, but now his hand came up
against the back of her head and his tongue pushed into her mouth
as his lips melded to hers.

It was an –
amazing – kiss, and despite her indignation Sabrina felt her heat
rising as his soft lips crushed hers, as his big, strong male body
pressed against hers. Her breasts were crushed against his chest,
and she felt helpless, overwhelmed, and sexually aroused all at
once as his tongue stroked hers.

Pride asserted
itself, and she did the same. She bit his tongue, though not hard.
He pulled back with an impudent grin, then bent, pulling back on
her hair at the same time so that she gasped at the slight pain. He
growled low in his throat as his lips closed on the nape of her
neck, his teeth nipping her as she felt him sucking at her exposed
skin, his teeth closed more tightly against her throat, and again
she felt overwhelmed by his presence, his size, his heat, even his
smell, which was a deeper leather than the smell of the shop which
permeated the air.

She squirmed
weakly, her mind spinning, her body responding even further. He was
far too bold, stepping over the line of – of – of societal
expectations, she realized. He wasn’t playing the respectful man
waiting for her to signal her acquiescence. He was hot, demanding,
and not asking her permission. And while that raised her
indignation it also raised her ardour.

She squirmed
against him, but only part of her was trying to twist free.

And then he
took a step back, so suddenly she stumbled, and found herself
breathing heavily.

“I hope that
wasn’t too forward,” he said mildly.

Sabrina
glowered at him, heart pounding.

“Next time
ask!” she snapped, a little frazzled.

Damn but he
was an amazing kisser!

“I did ask,”
he said mildly.

“Then wait for
an answer!”

He leaned in
again and smiled. “I think I got one.”

Sabrina pushed
him away and slipped out from the counter, putting a little space
between them to let her breathing get back under control.

“Of course, if
you want to go to the Diamond Club you’ll need to be appropriately
dressed,” he said.

“What does
that mean?” Sabrina demanded.

He smiled that
teasing smile again and she felt irritation rise along with – damn
it! – sexual interest.

“What do you
think?”

She sighed.
“I’m thinking leather and chains.”

He held out
his arms at his own suit. “No one goes there dressed like
this.”

Sabrina’s eyes
narrowed suspiciously. “And I suppose you have just the outfit for
me.”

He grinned
broadly. “I have several outfits that would look amazing on you,
but what I can get you to wear, that’s another story.”

“I’m not going
out in public dressed like some kind of bondage slut,” Sabrina said
firmly.

James
shrugged. “This is a bondage club.

“Surely I
could just – walk in and ask - .”

He raised his
eyebrows. “This is a club of very private people, very
rich private people.”

“Who let their
pictures appear in a magazine,” she said.

“Who knows how
many people they had to ask permission of before getting those few
pictures? And the people who started the magazine were insiders.
You’re a complete stranger. It’s not like you have to be naked,
just – in costume. It’s a costume party,” he said as if happy to
find a disarming explanation. ”Naturally you have to wear a
costume.”

“And how
revealing a costume?” she asked suspiciously.

He let out a
brief laugh. “Bondage for conservatives?”

“I’m not
conservative,” she said, scowling.

He held up his
hands placating. “Okay, let’s see what we can do.”

What they
could do was a strange negotiation interrupted by several
customers. Sabrina had to keep telling herself she’d just met the
man, and wondering why she felt so comfortable with him.

She refused to
even try on some of the things he suggested, and rejected several
others after trying them on – in a small changing room.

There was a
strange intimacy in the exchange, on the subject of how much skin
she would reveal, how sexually provocative she would dress, and he
was a shameless and very expert flirt.

And that deep,
British voice kept making her insides vibrate – very low down in
her abdomen, so that her legs trembled a little.
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Tina had no
idea how long the wheel had been turning. It seemed forever. Hours
and hours, at any rate. Her conception of time had disappeared. The
wheel stopped, suddenly. It was as if the world stopped revolving.
Everything seemed – wrong, but the dazed girl had no idea why.

She was on the
top of the wheel, but angling downward so that her head hung upside
down, her body arched across the top of the barrel. She saw
movement, but her mind did not interpret its cause or note any
importance to it.

That movement
came closer, very close. And then something was sliding through the
open ring holding her mouth wide, pushing against the roof of her
mouth, and then thrusting up into her throat. She gagged and
choked, but she had been doing that for a long time, her dazed mind
often forgetting and inhaling water.

This time she
could not clear her throat or her mouth, and stared dazedly out
through his thighs as the thick, warm cock slid deeper into her
throat. Then his hairy testicles were pressed against her eyes as
his hands moved over her firm, taut breasts. The cock jammed deep
into her throat pulled back, then thrust forward once again,
pumping slowly in and out, using long, firm strokes.

Her stomach
would have turned over but there was nothing in her stomach but a
bit of water. Tina had not eaten since before she had gotten here,
stripped off her clothes, and excitedly donned the collar he had
held out to her.

The cock slid
in and out, in and out, caressing the inside of her throat,
stroking over her tonsils, a hard lump of indigestible meat which
moved up and down in her aching throat, beyond her control or
influence.

Tears filled
her eyes as she choked and gagged repeatedly. She could not breath,
and her head pounded, her chest burning. Her vision swam. And then
the cock pulled free and she gasped desperately for breath, drawing
in deep ,desperate, frantic lungsful of air.

But she could
not protect her open mouth from further intrusions, and soon his
cock was inside again, the head moving around inside her mouth,
stroking against her tongue, then driving up into her throat
again.

In and out, in
and out, never-ending, pausing only long enough to let the barely
conscious girl gas in deep, frantic breaths, the thing tormented
her, driving up and down inside her throat. She lost consciousness
several times, but was quickly revived, to stare at the long, fat
shaft as it slid in and out of her mouth.

* * * * *

He wanted
daring, revealing, sluttish outfits. Sabrina fought stubbornly for
as conservative an outfit as possible while trying not to appear
too prudish. What they settled on, and which she blushingly stepped
out of the dressing room wearing, was a pair of those thigh-high
stiletto heeled boots with a very brief leather mini which was
quite tight across her firm bottom and open on both sides; held
together by inch wide straps crossing her hips.

For a top,
after much discussion which was alternately irritating, arousing,
annoying, and amusing, she was persuaded to wear a patent leather
halter with attached sleeves which had a three inch gap in the
front of her chest. The two sides were held together by the same
sorts of thin straps which crossed her hips.

She had to
admit it made her feel hot, and look hot, but it was hard to get
used to the idea of showing so much skin away from a beach. There
was cleavage at the top, above where the leather squeezed her
breasts up, but also quite a bit of flesh showing in the three inch
gap between the two sides, only slightly hidden by the three
straps. The tight halter squeezed her breasts not merely up, and
out, but together, and then bared her down the entire inner sides
of her breasts.

She rejected
it, at first, but Theodore was persuasive. She’d be an outsider,
suspected, ignored at first if she didn’t do something to interest
them. If she didn’t show a little something the men wouldn’t even
bother to talk to her. Besides, didn’t she want to distract them as
she asked her questions? Didn’t she want to play the part of an
insider? Why else was she looking for the man in the picture? To
cause him trouble? They’d never help her, then.

Oh, he was a
quick talker, was Theodore, and she looked at herself in the mirror
and was amazed all over again at the sight of her bare hips.

“I changed my
mind. I’m not wearing this,” she said, staring out between the
curtains, holding them closed beneath her neck.

He yanked them
back and she gasped, reflexively trying to cover herself with her
arms and then dropping them, feeling stupid as he laughed at her
embarrassment.

“Like I said,
very vanilla,” he said with a grin. “Sabrina, dear, I’m sure you
show much more than that at the beach or pool.”

“I’m not going
to a beach!” she snapped angrily.

“But the same
thing applies. You dress as everyone else does, so you don’t feel
uncomfortable. Which reminds me.”

He held up a
pair of leather restraints with a grin and she shook her head,
heart pounding even more.

“It’s a
bondage club, my dear, not a leather club,” he said. “Don’t act
like an Italian virgin at her first sight of a penis.”

She glared
indignantly.

“It’s not like
you have to be restrained. You just put them on your wrists. Think
of them as wrist bands.”

He handed them
to her and Sabrina inspected them nervously. They were simple
enough, and the leather inside was soft. She slipped one around her
wrist, glaring at him suspiciously again, then buckled it. She did
the same for the other, then turned and looked at herself in the
full-length mirror.

James produced
a collar.

“Oh I am so
not wearing a collar!”

He chuckled,
then put it on himself. It looked – hot.

“Doesn’t go
with your suit,” she said.

“True enough.
Wait.”

He went to the
door and locked it, putting a closed sign on the door. Sabrina’s
lower belly suddenly squirmed, for knowing the door was unlocked
had been made her feel a bit safer with him. Not that she thought
he would attack her 0 exactly.

He slid off
his blazer, then undid his tie as he walked towards her. Sabrina’s
heart began to beat faster, very aware of how she was dressed, how
exposed she was. She tried to fold her arms across her chest, but
without being obvious she couldn’t raise them high enough to shield
her breasts.

He grinned as
if reading her mind, then unbuttoned his shirt. It was on the tip
of her tongue to tell him to never mind, but she couldn’t quite
voice the words as he pulled his shirt open and displayed – a hell
of a body. She swallowed as she saw his well-defined pectoral
muscles, and the two neat little barbells piercing his nipples. He
had a tight, flat belly that looked very – firm, and she felt a
liquid heaviness between her thighs.

He gave her a
waggling eyebrow, then pulled a clanking bit of leather and chain
harness off a hook and slid past her so close his bare chest
brushed her tight, shining black chest. Then he closed the curtains
behind him.

Sabrina felt
faint. I should get out of here, she thought. Then she was angry.
How old are you, she thought acidly. What are you afraid he’s going
to do anyway? Take your virginity?

God, he was
hot! She no longer really cared about the bondage crap, except that
that was actually beginning to seem very hot and racy and arousing
and – .

He swept the
curtains back and came out wearing a tight pair of leather trousers
and a chain and leather harness of sorts. The harness crossed his –
gorgeous shoulders, and criss-crossed his broad, beautiful chest. A
thick leather strap descended from the middle of the harness down
his flat belly and disappeared into the top of his low slung
pants.

He sauntered
towards her, graceful as a cat, preening. Oh he knew he was hot,
Sabrina thought shakily.

She backed up
a step.

“What do you
think, Vanilla girl?”

“Stop calling
me that,” she snapped.

He moved
closer, and, as before, her hands rose to hold him back. Only this
time her hands met soft, warm, bare skin, and the hard muscle
underneath, and she felt an almost electrical jolt run right up her
arms, through her breasts and down to her groin.

He took her
hand firmly, twisted it as he raised it, and kissed the back of her
wrist. Then he whirled her around and pulled her beside him to face
the mirror.

“Don’t we look
a lovely couple, then?” he asked.

They looked
like leather perverts, Sabrina thought dazedly. What in the fuck am
I doing here, she wondered, amazed that a simple missing person
enquiry could turn to this so – so quickly.

The shining
front of her leather top showed two neat protrusions where her
rock-hard nipples were stabbing out against the thin patent
leather.

He turned her
towards him, and then his arms slid around her. He hadn’t waited to
hear her answer the first time. This time he didn’t even ask. She
was folded in his big, powerful arms as his lips crushed hers. She
felt the barbells piercing his nipples grinding into her chest as
he pulled her tightly against him, and her hands again rose and
pressed against his chest.

Her mind
fluttered like a panicky bird in a cage. She had to push him back –
she just wasn’t sure why. And her body definitely wanted no part of
it. There was no strength to her arms and her hands had other
things in mind besides pushing, like stroking that soft skin. His
hands slid down her nearly bare back and cupped her ass through the
thin skirt, and she felt herself moaning into his mouth.

He was –
voracious! Unrestrained! He was practically eating at her mouth,
his lips crushing hers, always moving, his tongue thrusting into
her mouth, stroking across her lips, across the roof of her mouth,
twisting over her tongue as his fingers kneading her buttocks
through the skirt.

Then a hand
moved to her hip, and first the lower, then the middle strap
crossing her hip gave way. His hand slid in across her bare bottom,
caressing the warm, downy skin, squeezing her firmly.

Sabrina saw
figures on the sidewalk passing by through the window. Again she
felt dazed at the speed of what was happening. This simply wasn’t
her! She pushed against him feebly and he gripped her wrists,
pushing them firmly down, then back behind her back. She gasped as
his hands came away and she felt her wrists locked in place by the
restraints.

“S-stop!” she
gasped.

He had her
entire face gripped between his big fingers, tilted back as his
lips mauled hers, then he used his firm grip on her head to pull
her around and push her back against the counter. He shifted his
hand, gripped her hair, pulled back. God! Her hair! She felt a hot
rush of sexual steam pour through her as he bent her back, as his
tongue licked down the side of her throat, down into her
cleavage.

She felt the
straps parting and felt a shriek of shock within her mind as the
halter popped open, baring her breasts. Then his mouth was folded
around her aching, nipple, a nipple crackling with heat and desire
and sexual electricity. He bit into the flesh surrounding it, then
sucked. And Sabrina could not repress a cry of bliss at the
sensation of hot moist flesh around her nipple.

His tongue
licked at it and he began to suck as his fingers kneaded the
delicate form of her breast. She whimpered, feeling overwhelmed,
dazed. Her wrists pulled helplessly against the restraints as he
bit more deeply into her breast, so that it ached and stung. He
sucked harder on her nipple as his right hand slid down her belly
and popped the final strap on her left hip.

The skirt fell
away, and his big hand palmed her sex through her own small black
thong. He squeezed her and she felt a hot gush of liquid hunger.
Then his big hands plunged down inside the front of her thong and
found her throbbing clit.

Sabrina came.
There was no warning. Her entire body was awash in sex-heat and
pressure and suddenly it flared white-hot. She let out a shuddering
cry of pleasure as his fingers stroked roughly along her slit and
across her clit, her hips bucking wildly against him even as he
continued to suck at her breast.

Her legs
turned to rubber and she sagged. He pulled harder on her hair and
she cried out, bent back fully across the counter, her bound arms
jammed against the edge of the glass counter, the glass cold
against her overheated flesh.

He tore her
thong off and his hand moved over her sex again. She felt his
fingers spreading the lips of her sex, his middle finger probing at
the mouth of her pussy, rubbing across the soaking pink flesh, then
thrusting up into her.

“Fuck! Oh! Oh
God!” she gasped.

His finger
couldn’t be that long! It was still sliding up, still sliding
through her throbbing pussy lips, higher and higher, and then it
twisted around, pulled back, and a second joined it so that she
groaned again.

Now he was at
her mouth again, his hair like a curtain around his face as he bent
over her. He crushed her lips with his as his two fingers pushed
deep, twisted. His thumb began to rub across her clitoris, which
ached, too sensitive now. He ignored her gasped pleas, and her
twisting at the rubbing, rubbing, rubbing, as her body writhed to
the discomfort of too much sensation, over stimulated.

But that
sensation began to change rapidly, warming, growing hot, shifting
into a sexual heat which spread rapidly up her body. She was
practically – no, she was naked (thigh high boots didn’t count) in
a Manhattan shop bent back across the counter! Jesus Christ!

He eased back,
pulling her up and forward – by the hair! Sabrina groaned in pain
and pleasure, legs still so rubbery she sagged in his grip. He let
her sink to her knees, the tight leather boots apparently designed
to accommodate this with ease. He grinned down at her and stepped
back a bit as Sabrina gulped in air, sweating, overheated.

“Guess where
this one goes,” he said, running his hand down the strap which
disappeared into his leather trousers.

He popped them
open, grinning lewdly, pulled down the zipper and pushed the tight
trousers down his hips.

The strap went
to a metal ring which encircled the base of his cock. He was
shaven, naked, the first man she’d ever seen like that. There
wasn’t even a hint of stubble as his cock rose before her eyes,
long and gloriously thick, the helmet head pointing menacingly at
her face as he stepped out of his pants and stood arrogantly before
her, entirely confident of his looks.

“Jesus
Christ,” she whispered.

“Not even
close.”

He stepped
closer, seizing her hair again in a rough grip. Did he know!? No,
he couldn’t!

His cock
rubbed against her cheek, and he shifted her hair to either side of
her head, bunching it up in his fists, pulling her forward over his
cock. Sabrina opened her lips and felt a dark hunger and shocking
excitement as it slid through into her mouth. She moaned around it,
sucking immediately, feeling a sense of bliss she could rarely
recall at how incredibly good his cock felt in her mouth.

It was so
soft, and she worked her tongue around it, sucking and mouthing it
as he stood before her, legs straight and apart like some kind of
arrogant god.

Her hands
pulled against the wristbands again, and a hot rush of excitement
spread through her body.

The heat was
sweltering, the excitement feverish. She’d never done anything this
wild before! She sucked on his cock as he pushed deeper, slightly
gagging her, then pulled back. He held her head still as he began
to slowly pump in and out, the thick length of his cock forcing her
lips wide as it moved in and out, caressing her in a more intimate
fashion than she had ever felt before.

Her eyes ran
up his body as he moved in and out, saw his face, again curtained
by his dark hair, tilted down at her, his eyes intense as he thrust
slowly in and out of her open mouth. She felt a shiver of menace in
those eyes, a dark passion and hunger. His cock pushed deeper, and
she felt that threat again. She was helpless, at his mercy.

She was not
even sucking his cock so much as having her mouth fucked!

He shifted his
grip on her hair, bunching it up at the top of her head now, taking
his cock in his hand. He pulled it out entirely, and Sabrina’s
gasps were loud as he rubbed it over her cheeks and face. Then he
pushed himself back in, jamming the head against the inside of her
right cheek, then her left. He stabbed her with his cock, thrusting
it in, pulling it free, thrusting it in again as his eyes looked
darkly down at her.

He drew her
face in by the hair, pulling her lips over his round white,
hairless balls so that she took them into her mouth, sucking and
licking them. Then he pushed his cock through and gagged her again,
pumping so deep she was sure he was going to drive himself right
down her throat.

He pulled back
suddenly, and Sabrina cried out as he pulled her to her feet – by
the hair. But almost immediately he bent her over the counter. She
yelped in shocked pain/pleasure as his open hand cracked across her
buttocks. Then he was roughly spreading her legs apart, his fingers
tracing the line of her weeping sex, spreading her pussy lips
apart.

“You like
that, do you?” he whispered, his voice deep, harsh.

Two fingers
penetrated her, thrust deep, hard, and Sabrina cried out. He
slapped her bottom again and again she cried out, dazed,
reeling.

“Tell me you
want it, slut. Tell me,” he growled, fingers thrusting in and out,
in and out, fucking her painfully and gloriously deep.

“P-Please!”
she gasped.

He sank to his
knees behind her, his hands on her inner thighs, spreading them
wider so that even on the six inch stiletto heels she had to rise
onto her toes. He licked at her pink flesh, and then caught her
clit in his mouth and began to suck.

The world
seemed to turn inside out, or was it upside down. Sabrina neither
knew nor cared. The feel of his hot mouth around her clit, the
suction, the tongue which began to stroke rapidly across her
swollen button made for a mind blowing storm of sensation which
made her cry out in dazed incomprehension.

She was making
gurgling, animal-like noises, eyes slitted, breasts crushed against
the glass as her bottom jerked up and back in violent bucking
movements.

And then he
rose behind her and she felt his stiff cock probing at her opening.
She felt her sex lips pushed in and back –spreading – spreading,
aching – spreading further, and his cockhead pushed into her,
sliding slowly deeper, burrowing into her belly as she felt her
insides melting around him.

He seized her
hair again, jerking back as he thrust forward. Sabrina cried out in
pain and shock and then wanton bliss as another orgasm, this one
much more powerful, hammered her mind into pulp. He thrust hard,
thrust deep, and began to fuck her almost at once. He gave her no
time to adjust, but she was already soaking, and her body seemed to
revel in the pain as his hips slammed brutally against her upraised
buttocks and his cock impaled her with hard, deep thrusts.

She could do
nothing but grunt and gurgle in mindless bliss as he rode her, as
his hips slammed against her bottom and his cock drilled her,
pounding into the deepest pit of her lower belly again and again,
driving so far she ached, then sliding back again until she cried
out at the vacant sensation.

The counter
began to shake as he rode her, as he pounded into her. He twisted
her head from side to side, pulling on her bunched-up hair, and
slapped her bottom so that it stung and burned.

The orgasm was
shattering and left her exhausted, but he continued to ride her, to
pound against her. Sabrina’s cheek was on the glass, eyes closed,
and a distant part of her realized she was drooling. Her upper body
jerked back and forth on the glass as his hips slapped against her
bottom. Her leather encased knees knocked against the side of the
case, and her hips ground against the corner.

Crack!
He slapped her bottom again, and again she cried out, dazed,
moaning, feeling a deep, hot ache within as his cock drove into
her.

God! She
couldn’t take any more of this!

“S-S-Stop!’
she croaked.

He ignored
her, thrusting hard and deep. And at the deepest part of each
thrust, buried inside her, he ground his hips against her, up and
forward, crushing her hips against the edge of the counter again.
It was so fast it hardly even interrupted the hard, fast
thrusts.

But it was
driving her insane.

“Stop,” she
moaned.

He continued,
twisting his fingers in her hair to make her cry out again,
slapping her bottom, then reaching in and under her belly, fingers
stroking across her clitoris.

It was just so
unfair, she thought in a small, rebellious corner of her mind, so
unfair he could do this to her body, could turn her into so much -
mush.

Then she came
again, crying out, hips jerking back against his thrusts as his
cock sliced back and forth inside her. She hurt. She ached. But it
was a glorious ache.

* * * * *

He was
finished. The soft, trembling thought pierced the haze around
Sabrina’s mind as she suddenly realized that constant pounding
against her buttocks was gone, that she felt empty inside, empty
and aching. He was pushing away, and releasing her hair. She
groaned weakly as he moved past her, around the counter, and
disappeared through the curtained doorway.

After an
eternity, she tried to stand up, pushing herself back off the
counter, her breasts sore. She sagged weakly and sank to her knees.
But her knees were sore, too. Wasn’t there a fucking chair in this
place?

She struggled
back to her feet, wrists still locked together behind her, and
found the narrow, leather-covered (of course) bench in the boot and
shoe area. She sat down gingerly, her backside feeling bruised,
then slumped back against the wall, her knees coming up, sharp
stiletto heels pressing against the edge of the bench. She felt hot
and sore between the legs.

Jesus Christ
but that had been amazing, she thought wearily. With the thought
came guilt, of course, and self-reproach. What the hell was the
matter with her to let something like this happen? Quite aside from
being unprofessional it was weak-willed and – and unbelievably
cheap! She pulled her wrists against the restraints in
irritation.

She drew in
deep, shaky breaths, and thought about her hair with a start. Again
her wrists jerked against the restraints as she tried to reach for
her hair. It was probably a freaking mess! Especially the way he’d
been tangling and pulling on it.

Then he came
out from behind the curtain, naked, still, but for the harness,
carrying a bottle of something and a couple of glasses. He looked
like a Greek god, and she felt, amazingly, a stirring between her
legs again even as she instinctively closed her knees.

He walked
closer and she looked at his cock, naked, hairless. It looked – sad
now, squeezed by the ring, soft and bouncing as he moved. She found
herself smiling. He stopped in front of her, his cock almost level
with her face, and she felt herself thinking of how she could make
that sad little cock seem much less sad by sliding her lips around
it.

She shook her
head as he sat beside her, and she saw he had a bottle of chilled
white wine and a pair of wine glasses.

“Is white wine
what goes with – this?” she asked.

He chuckled,
and poured a glass, both glasses, while holding the stems together
in one hand. He put down the bottle and held one glass to his lips,
the other to hers. Surprised, she drank. Then as he pulled the
glass back from her lips she struggled to sit up straight, her
heels going to the floor.

“Undo these,”
she said, jerking her wrists out to the right, turning slightly
away from him.

He grinned and
sipped from his glass, and she frowned.

“James,” she
said.

“James,” he
said, imitating her tone.

“I mean
it.”

His left hand
went behind her head and jerked her towards him as he bent and
kissed her – hard. She struggled weakly as his lips crushed hers,
but the taste of wine on his lips was – nice.

He drew her
back. “Now about that collar.”

“I’m not
wearing a collar,” she said automatically.

“Of course you
will.”

Her eyes
narrowed and her lips pursed stubbornly. “I’m not wearing a fucking
collar.”

“And maybe a
leash,” he said, holding the glass out to her again.

She glowered
at him. “Take these off.”

He grinned
impudently, and then his hand slid between her thighs to cup her
sex. She gasped and squirmed, closing her thighs too late.

“You need a
shave,” he said.

She blushed.
“Stop it!”

He chuckled
again and drew his hand back. “You’ll like the feel of a tongue
against you when you’ve got no hair. Even a little hair dulls the
sensation.”

Her eyes went
automatically to his groin. “I’ve never seen a man without any uhm
hair,” she said.

“Like it?”

“I’m – not
sure.”

“Feels easier
in the mouth, doesn’t it?”

She felt the
need to nod even though she blushed.

He leaned in,
eyes intense. “Tell me you don’t love the feel of soft skin between
your lips as my cock slides into your mouth.”

The words
ignited something inside her, and she hardly noticed as she sipped
from the glass he put to her lips.

He gripped her
hair, forced her head back, producing a hot little shock of
excitement. Her legs spread automatically for balance.

“Do you know
what I can do with my tongue?” he purred into her ear.

“J-James!” she
gasped.

His hand
dropped onto her groin, rubbing softly, squeezing lightly as he
gnawed on her earlobe.

He released
her hair, then scooped her up as if she were weightless and sat her
across his lap. He began to kiss her, his fingers sliding gently
through her hair, and every time she tried to speak his tongue got
in the way. Soon she forgot why she wanted to, and her tongue had
other things to do.
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The house was
on a quiet street in Brooklyn. It was fifty years old, of red brick
with a brown roof and a wraparound porch. Three cars were already
in the wide driveway which ran up beside the house as she turned
into the drive. The black Jeep was Danny, the white Saturn Mark’s,
and the Silver BMW belonged to Sean. Her gray Mazda RX-8 slipped in
just behind the jeep, and she stepped out.

The Sunday
dinners were mandatory, though no one had ever said so. The
explanations she’d have to make to everyone – separately - for why
she’d missed one were too wearying to think about without a very
good reason.

And, she
admitted, her mother’s cooking was a real draw. It even pulled her
brothers in, despite their wives notably good cooking. For Sabrina,
whose freezer was full of TV dinners, pizza and frozen ravioli, and
who didn’t even own a real stove, it was enough to make her mouth
salivate.

She brushed
her fingers lightly along the edges of her hair as she opened the
door. As always, the house was warm and filled with light and
voices. The living room was large, but seemed crowded with four
couples and several rug-rat sized kids.

She helloed to
a chorus of greetings and slid off her hip-length leather jacket,
dropping it atop Mark’s on one of the coat hooks.

She was
wearing a leather skirt – a bit of defiance and playful teasing on
her part. She’d bought it from James. It was not the tiny mini
she’d worn, of course, but full length, looser all around, of soft
lambs wool ,with a twelve inch slit in the hem. She wore a dark
blue button-down silk blouse over it, with a high collar she hoped
would hide the mark James had left in the nape of her neck. She
also wore the same four inch heeled boots she’d worn the other day,
and a gold chain around her throat.

You didn’t
dress for Sunday dinner at her parents – exactly, but you didn’t
wear jeans or shorts or t-shirts, either. Her parents were
old-fashioned.

“Well, don’t
we look spiffy,” Mark said.

“Nice skirt,”
his wife Lisa said. “Is it new?”

“Yes. Like
it?”

“Beautiful.
What’d it soak you?”

Oh hardly
anything,” she said, rolling her eyes meaningfully at her
parents.

Her parents
bought everything on sale at big box discount stores and had no
idea what high quality clothes which didn’t have counterfeit labels
cost.

Lisa
smiled.

She gave her
mother and father a hug and kiss, and sat down next to her father,
who would never notice hickeys or bite marks, and let the normality
of it all roll over her. It was very hard to contemplate that the
other day she’d been on her knees in a store naked, wrists bound,
sucking a strange man’s cock. It had been such a earth-shattering
sexual experience for her she wondered, though it was silly, how
they could fail to know, to notice.

She didn’t
think she’d acted any differently, but she had no sooner stepped
into the kitchen with Lisa, blonde hair spilling down her back, and
Erin, with her short red curls, when both women turned on her.

“Okay, who is
he?” Lisa demanded.

Sabrina stared
at her, open mouthed, a hand on the big stirring spoon.

“I don’t know
what you mean,” she said unconvincingly.

“Right,” Erin
said. “You’re all giddy because of the new skirt.”

“I’m not
giddy,” Sabrina said in annoyance.

“Who’s the
guy?” Lisa demanded, propping her bottom against the counter as
Sabrina stirred the gravy.

How much to
tell them, Sabrina thought hurriedly, especially when she wanted to
tell them both everything, and nothing.

“Just – a
guy,” she said too casually.

Both women
sniffed disdainfully.

“Okay, he’s
English, and his name is James,” she said.

“English? You
mean as in England English?”

“He has an
amazingly cute – ascc… ent,” she said, “and a really deep
voice.”

They
giggled.

“So where did
you meet him?”

“In a store,
on a case. It’s nothing big… yet. It might never be anything big,
so let’s not make a big deal out of it, okay?”

Erin leaned in
with a smirk. “Sooo, talking about big… how is he?”

She raised her
eyebrows knowingly.

Sabrina opened
her mouth in protest.

“Oh please!”
Erin said. “Either you’re like this because you’re in love, and I
don’t think you’re the love at first type kind, or you really got
laid good.”

“Erin!”

Erin and Lisa
giggled.

“Give,” Lisa
demanded, leaning in. “We’re old married women. We deserve some
nasty stories!”

“Old married
women, right,” Sabrina sniffed.

Both her
sister in laws could be models and neither was out of her
twenties.

“Well,” she
said, wondering how much she could tease them with. “He’s into uhm,
leather.”

Their eyes
widened in appreciation.

“He owns a
leather store,” she said.

“Oh,” Lisa
said.

“I thought you
meant - .”

Sabrina
snorted.

“He owns a
leather store? Which one?”

“Never
mind!”

“Did you get
that wholesale!? You bitch? How can you not let us in on it!?” Erin
demanded.

“I’m just
going to go slow and see where this goes,” Sabrina said.

Go slow. She
mentally rolled her eyes at her own words.

Of course it
didn’t end there. And soon their little hints and significant looks
across the big dining room table had everyone asking her about the
“new man” in her life. Sabrina told them as little as possible,
alarmed now at the thought of them discovering just what James sold
at his store, and how that knowledge would translate into thinking
about her sex life. She didn’t mind the girls knowing, but her
brothers – ack! Not to mention her parents!

* * * *

Tina was still
in the small, dark, dank room. Her wrists were numb, her arms and
shoulders aching. Even the muscles which run along her ribs ached.
She was hanging by her wrists. And while the pain was bearable, the
strain was draining, exhausting. She knew this, for she had hung by
her wrists before. But never for this long.

She had no
idea if it was day or night. She was so exhausted, so dazed, she
was beginning to lose track of even her sense of self, of who and
what she was, and how she had come to be there.

Her wrists
were bound together above, her ankles bound together below, pulling
on her already strained body. Her mouth was still held open by the
ring gag, but as he moved around, she had no thought to demand her
release; she had few thoughts of any sort.

And then there
was movement, and her body began to lower. The chain attached to
her ankle restraints remained taut, pulling her down to the floor –
and beneath. The wheel had been pulled back, and she was hanging
over the water. Now her ankles slid into it, her body dropping
slowly but evenly, the water creeping up her thighs now, over her
shaven sex, up her belly and across her breasts.

And then she
took a last, deep breath before her head slipped beneath the water
and she stopped. She continued down, sinking smoothly into the
water until even her hands were beneath the surface. She could see
by the underwater light, but there was little to see but the stone
walls around her.

She held her
breath, heart pounding, frightened in the way an animal is
frightened, but without conscious thought of why. Her air slowly
ran out, her wrists and ankles twisted with more and more
desperation against their bonds, her chest burned, her head
pounded, and finally the chain above began to raise her. Her
fingers emerged, then her hands. The water slowly slid down her
arms as she tilted her head back desperately.

She emerged,
dripping wet, gasping, coughing, sputtering, and gulping in air,
more and more of her body sliding upwards out of the water until
she hung, water trickling down her sleek body to her toes, just
above the water.

And then the
flog hit, the heavy flog that clawed at her back so that pain hit
her like a dozen shattering slices of a knife. She screamed
mindlessly, her back arching away from the blow, but unable to
escape, of course.

Her back was
afire, and in the midst of her gasping, coughing and desperate
breaths her head twisted frantically from side to side, seeking the
source of the pain, her mind trying to understand.

Another blow
lashed across the soaking wet flesh of her back, and again she
screamed, her body twisting and writhing in its bonds, legs pulling
wildly against the firm hold of the ankle restraints. Another blow,
and another, and another, as she screamed and sobbed and writhed in
wild, animal desperation. And then she was sinking again, sinking
into the water below.

The flog cut
across her buttocks, then her lower back, then her shoulders. And
then her shoulders slipped into the water and her head followed.
She sank below the surface into smooth, cool, quiet peace, moaning
silently as she stared into the water around her.

Her
desperation to breath grew quickly, yet it seemed forever before
she began to rise once more. Her head broke the surface and she
spit out water, gasping in air in deep, frantic breaths. Her chest
rose out of the water, and the flog sliced in from the side and cut
across her breasts with a half dozen razor sharp blows that turned
her gasps to screams.

As she
continued to rise, the flog struck her belly, then cut into the
thin flesh of her hips, then struck her breasts again – and again,
and again – and again.

Screaming,
sobbing, she slipped beneath the water into cool relief.

* * * * *

The dinner was
tiring. Her mind had to work constantly to guard against letting
out too much information. She was glad when she could finally call
it a night and head back to Manhattan.

On the drive
back, in the darkness, wrapped in leather (even the seats of her
Mazda were leather) with the smell of leather in her nose, it was
impossible not to think about James. Was what happened as
meaningful to him as to her? Almost certainly not. Men didn’t let
their feelings get twined up with sex. It had been some pretty
fucking hot sex, of course, but maybe that was just her quaint
little vanilla thinking. Maybe he fucked girls like that every day.
Maybe he had one tied up and spread out on his bed even now, and
was doing things to her with his amazing English tongue.

And it was
pretty amazing, longer than any she’d ever encountered, and he put
more effort into oral sex than any guy she’d known. She had
actually been a little embarrassed about her pubic hair as his
tongue stroked across the puffy lips of her sex, and wondered what
it would feel like against bare skin. It wasn’t that she had a lot
of hair down there. She always kept her mons neatly trimmed, but it
was a forest compared to him. He’d actually had his hair lasered
off permanently.

She’d often
thought about doing that herself, though only to her legs. Thank
God she’d shaved the day before or she’d really have felt like a
hairy beast!

But shaving
wasn’t as good as laser hair removal. She’d been shocked at how
soft his skin was, without a hint of stubble, baby smooth. Would
she feel that soft if she had her down-below hair removed?

And what would
his amazing tongue feel like then?

But jeez, she
would feel so naked! Her face warmed at the thought of a man seeing
her like that, so… so naked.

Maybe with her
wrists locked behind her back?

Her pussy was
starting to throb at the thought.

The Mazda’s
tires screeched a bit as she turned too quick, and then stopped
short on the sloping drive down into the underground garage. She
waved her electronic key at the receiver and the door ahead began
to rise. She drove into the garage – empty, as usual, this time of
night, and drove quickly through, then down and around to the next
lower level.

She
straightened out, headed for the elevator, and slowed as she saw a
large black Explorer parked next to it. The door opened as she
approached and she felt a little shock of recognition as she pulled
up alongside it.

She hesitated,
then opened the door, looking up at him as she stepped out.

“What are you
doing here?”

He grinned
that lazy grin of his and she felt her lower belly begin to turn to
mush.

“I was in the
neighbourhood.”

“Uh huh. How
did you know what my neighbourhood was?”

“You used your
credit card to buy the skirt,” he said, looking down. “That one. I
trust some other gentleman wasn’t the beneficiary, because you look
absolutely smashing.”

“And what if
he was?”

“Well,” he
said, moving in closer, sliding his arms around her. “I might have
to – punish you.”

His lips came
down on hers and she felt herself melting against him as his hands
caressed her back. But he pulled back a moment later, leaving her
blinking.

“Going to
invite me inside?”

She drew in a
long, shaky breath. “Sure.”

He was wearing
a leather trench coat, a more masculine version of the one she
wore. She looked down, relieved to see just denim underneath. There
was getting to be too much leather in her life.

She let him
through the office door and he looked around curiously.

“Nice place,”
he said. “You work alone here?”

She nodded.
“You always work this late?” he asked.

She smiled and
shook her head. What would he do if she didn’t show him the
apartment in back, take her on her desk?

She was only a
little sore, and there was no question she was going to fuck
him.

She opened the
door and led him through. The apartment was small, but the view
spectacular. Her sofa was a soft white fabric sitting under her
double bed, which rose on grey steel supports seven feet overhead.
The ladder ran up one side, and there was enough space inside for a
glass coffee table. Facing it was a wall-mounted plasma screen
TV.

It was a small
apartment, but she’d made the most of the space.

Around a
slight curve was the door to the bathroom, and next to it a tiny
kitchen behind a large wood and fabric screen

“Nice place,”
he said, gazing at the view out the window, then turning and
looking up at the bed.

Sabrina
covered her smile. A lot of men wondered about that bed when they
first got in here, as if pondering how they could get her up the
ladder there with some kind of grace or casual move. Climbing a
ladder was a very deliberate action, after all.

She hung up
their jackets and got a couple of glasses.

He ducked his
head as he moved under the bed.

“It’s seven
feet overhead,” she said.

“Sorry, not
used to going under a bed. Except when I’m hiding from jealous
lovers.”

“And do you do
that a lot?” she asked, handing him a glass.

“Almost
never,” he said solemnly.

“And what
brings you to my humble home, Englishman?” she asked as she
poured.

“Well, it
occurred to that you might want to practice a bit to get your er,
act down perfectly before we got to the Diamond club.”

“Practice,
hmm?”

She sat down
beside him.

“It wouldn’t
do to have you going all wide eyed and red faced at everything you
saw,” he said.

“And you’re
going to show me something?” she asked, looking at him over the lip
of her glass.

“Indeed I
am.”

He stood up
and went to his coat, then pulled out a thin black case. He popped
it open to show her a DVD.

“We’re going
to watch bondage porn?” she asked curiously.

He smiled. “In
a sense. We’re going to watch what was shot from the security
camera at my shop the other day.”

Sabrina sat up
straight very quickly. “What!?”

He cocked his
head. “You know how expensive those things are. Do you really think
there’s no security camera? Three of them, actually.”

“Shit!”

“Calm down.
It’s not like they’re connected to the internet. The only one who
can view them is me and I’ve already erased them. This is the only
copy.”

And she could
believe as much of that as she wanted, Sabrina thought anxiously,
her mind running through what had happened, and then kicking
herself as she remembered noticing at least one of the cameras when
she walked into the store. It’s not like they were even hidden!

“Shit!”

“Americans are
so afraid of being seen doing something other than praying,” he
sighed as he watched her hurry to the DVD player and slide the disk
into it.

The TV came
on. The security camera was in black and white, but very high
quality, and she stared at herself and James as his arms went
around her and their lips were crushed together.

“Did this
record – everything?” she asked dazedly.

“Of course.
The cameras are motion sensitive, you know. They focus in on
movement.”

“Of course,”
she said tonelessly.

His arms went
around her and pulled her back.

“No one has
seen and no one will see. This is the only copy. You have my
word.”

She was naked
on the big plasma screen, her wrists bound, and she was coming,
head pulled back as James’ fingers pushed into her little thong.
She was coming hard, and her face darkened as she watched herself
sink to her knees, watched him step before her, take her hair in
his hands, guide her to his thick, hard cock. She cringed, eyes
closing.

“I put some
effort into editing this, you know,” he said.

“Well thank
you very much!” she snapped.

Her face was
hot as she watched herself. The cameras were very good. They not
only followed movement they zoomed in on it. She could hardly
believe the sight of herself, hair bunched up tightly in his fist
as his big cock pushed into her mouth.

She couldn’t
look, but she couldn’t look away, and was hyper critical of herself
as she looked. Were her breasts saggy? Was that cellulite on her
thighs? God, what a mess her hair was!

James pulled
her into his lap, her back to him, caressing her belly as she
watched herself on TV, bent over the counter, watched James
kneeling behind her, eating her. She had a great ass, she conceded.
Even she couldn’t find anything wrong with it as James stood up and
began to rub his cock along her opening.

“I was
thinking about getting my hair lasered,” she said, “I mean, my
pussy hair.”

“It’s almost
as good if you shave closely,” he said. “but it takes constant
attention.”

His hands had
risen and were now gently kneading her breasts. She hardly noticed
as he deftly undid the buttons, then slid his hands inside and into
her bra cups.

“You look
hot,” he said.

“It’s not my
best side,” she replied moodily.

He got her top
off, and was undoing the waist of her skirt. On the screen, she and
James were on the bench, starting to go at it again. She didn’t
look that bad, she thought grudgingly. In fact, she might even
admit she looked kind of – hot, sexy.

“You’re sure
this is the only copy?”

She didn’t
know why she asked. If he lied already he would lie again and she
would never know unless this turned up on the internet.

“Promise,” he
said, easing her skirt down.

His fingers
and lips began to distract her from the scene on the TV, and were
beginning to rouse her passion and ardour. Her breathing grew more
ragged, and the sight of herself on the TV became more – arousing,
for some reason.

But James
still wanted to play with leather, and she reluctantly told him
where the leather restraints were. She was soon wearing them, this
time locked together in front of her.

“I can’t climb
the ladder very well like this,” she complained.

“I don’t need
a ladder, or a bed.”

He brought her
to the corner post of the bed and pushed her back against it, then
lifted her arms up above her head and back against the top corner
overhead. He locked them there, her wrists on opposite sides of the
bar, held in place by the metal base beneath her mattress.

She looked at
him nervously, heart pounding. This was really kinky, she thought
excitedly. She felt – weird, her arms held high, her back straight
– helpless.

He went back
to his jacket, and returned to her, then caressed her cheek.

“Have you ever
screamed?” he asked.

“Wha-what?”
she panted.

“Screamed in
ecstasy. Screamed loudly. Screamed in passion?”

Of course not,
she wanted to say, but she wasn’t sure what he was getting at.

“Repressed.
North American women are all repressed. They can’t give voice to
their passion for fear someone will think ill of them, especially
the one they’re with. And goodness, if the neighbours heard!”

“I-I have no
neighbors,” she gasped.

“But you still
can’t bring yourself to scream, can you?”

He cupped her
breast. “Where’s your vibrator?”

She reddened,
staring at him.

“I know you
have one. You’re too sexual a woman not to. Where do you keep
it?”

“Why do you
want to know?”

He caught her
throbbing nipple between thumb and forefinger and pinched, then
began to pull and twist it so that she gasped in pain.

“Where is it?
Tell, or I shall torture you.””

“I – in the
basket by the bed,” she said, her nipple stinging.

He shook his
head, then turned and climbed the ladder. He returned with her
silver vibrator and she blushed to see the big black dildo in his
other hand. It was very realistically shaped.

“My, this is a
big one,” he said with a grin. “And black. Do you have fantasies
about black men, Sabrina?”

“None of your
business!” she snapped.

He chuckled
and set them both down on the table. Then he slid his arms around
her and smiled. He kissed her gently, and then drew back. “I’m
going to ravage you,” he said, his voice going harder. “I’m going
to make you scream.”

She made a
disparaging noise and he drew back.

“But I need to
deal with that bashful American inhibition against being seen to
enjoy sex too much,” he said.

He took
something from the pocket of his coat and showed it to her. It was
a bit of leather or plastic, perhaps, with a small hose attached,
and a tiny ball on the end of the hose.

“What is
that?”

“Something to
deal with your inhibitions. Open your mouth.”

He pushed the
thing into her mouth, though she only opened when it was already
inside, along with his fingers. He began to squeeze on the little
ball, and she felt the soft thing inside her mouth stir and grow –
inflating, she realized. She tried to push it out with her tongue
but he held it in place as he pumped rapidly.

She felt it
growing larger inside her mouth, filling her, pressing down against
her tongue and up against the roof of her mouth. He continued to
pump, and it continued to inflate. It was made of much harder,
firmer material than a mere balloon and forced her jaw wider as she
made muffled sounds of protest.

He pulled the
hose back, but the thing stayed inflated. She pulled against the
wrist restraints overhead, heart pounding with anxiety and dark
excitement.

“Now I’m going
to show you what a whore you really are,” he said with a soft
growl, undoing his shirt.
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Jesus, he
looks gorgeous, Sabrina thought, still trying to cope with a mouth
full of – well, full. He had gagged her, the bastard! She’d never
been gagged before, never imagined being gagged. Tied up, sure, but
not gagged! She could feel the inflated latex or whatever it was
pushing against her tongue, jamming it down against her mouth,
forcing her mouth open. She made soft, muffled noises as she
breathed, her arms stretched up above her, bound in place.

He stripped to
his tight, black boxers. Then his body was pressed against hers,
her slender frame crushed up against her, breasts pillowed against
his hard chest as his fingers dug into her buttocks and his lips
moved over the nape of her neck.

They were
pressed together, his cock hard against her belly, pressed up
between their bodies behind a thin layer of fabric, his fingers
moved slowly up and down her body, caressing her soft skin,
kneading her buttocks, stroking her breasts as he kissed her
gently, lingeringly, his tongue sliding over her throat, his teeth
nibbling on her earlobes.

He pulled back
and seized her hair tightly, his eyes boring into hers.

“Slut,” he
whispered.

Sabrina felt a
sudden flush to her skin even as he pulled back sharply on her
hair. She felt indignant, slightly outraged, and yet strangely
aroused by the word, even as he traced his lips along the exposed
nape of her neck. She grunted into the gag as his open mouth closed
on the front of her throat, his head tilted sideways, his teeth
squeezing on her jugular as he growled lustfully.

His mouth
moved down her body, nipping at her arms, her shoulders, her chest,
sliding his tongue sinuously over her skin and circling her
nipples. He cupped her left breast and enclosed the centre of it in
his open mouth. His teeth bit into the soft flesh as his tongue
stroked over her rigid nipple, his mouth sucking headily. His other
hand pulled her head back farther, forcing her back to arch.

He abandoned
her hair, then, easing to his knees before her. His strong hands
forced her thighs apart, and that pulled her against the restraints
above, forcing her onto her toes. He mouthed her sex as his tongue
burrowed between her pussy lips, flicking upwards across her
already-swollen clit.

Sabrina
groaned into the gag, her hips grinding against him reflexively.
His tongue began to roll up across her clit in a hard, fast rhythm,
and her hips began to grind back with the same rhythm as her
excitement mounted, the intensity of the sexual hunger within her
spiralling upwards.

He stopped,
then, and reached for her vibrator. He clicked it on, then traced
it across her clitoris. Sabrina’s hips bucked forward convulsively
at the powerful little vibrations, and she cried out into the gag
at the intense rush of sensations.

He grinned,
then slowly forced the vibrator up into here moist hole, twisting
it from side to side to push it ever deeper. She groaned as she was
deeply penetrated, her hips rolling, her head pulled back as she
closed her eyes to bask in the powerful sensations of pleasure. She
felt the vibrator go almost uncomfortably deep as he pushed harder.
The nose was up against the very bottom of her pussy, and still he
pushed in sharp little thrusting motions.

Abruptly, he
drew back and stood up. Sabrina opened her eyes just in time to see
him disappear into her small bathroom. She stared at it, then
looked down at her body, feeling the hot grip of sexual hunger,
wanting him back.

Now he was in
the kitchen, at the sink, and Sabrina, panting for breath, body
swirling with sexual hunger, stared at him through smouldering
eyes, moaning around the gag. The vibrator was buzzing within her,
keeping her hunger at a high intensity, but she needed the
vibrations directly against her clit, or some other touch, some
other movement.

He turned and
walked back to her, and her eyes widened as she saw her can of
shaving cream and razor in one hand, a bowl of water in the other.
She watched him kneel before her. He put everything aside, then
began to tongue her again, his fingers pushing rhythmically at the
base of the vibrator protruding from her pussy, causing the nose to
grind somewhat painfully against the bottom of her sex.

Still, her
hunger rose once more, her body enveloped in a growing sexual
fever.

Again he
halted, and now he was spraying the shaving cream over her already
damp pussy, rubbing it into her skin. She stared down at him,
frustrated, slightly annoyed. She hadn’t yet really decided if she
wanted to denude herself entirely, and he was going to do it
himself. Yet her hunger was such, and her curiosity powerful
enough, that she wanted to feel his tongue against her without any
hair in the way.

So she made no
effort to counter him as he ran the razor carefully across her sex.
There was only a thin line in place, so it didn’t take long. The
vibrator protruding from her sex lips tightened her skin there, and
the shaver skimmed across repeatedly as his questing fingers
searched for any sign of stubble.

He wiped off
the remains of the shaving cream, and his tongue began to caress
her skin, once more. She moaned in excitement – and some small
embarrassment. She looked so – naked now! But she couldn’t bring
herself to really care in light of what his tongue was doing to
her. She squirmed and writhed, moaning into the gag, her head drawn
back as her hips bucked against his rapid tonguing.

She was near
to orgasm, ready to grasp the opening wave as it hung poised above
her. But he stopped again, standing, running his hands over her
back and shoulders as he nibbled at her earlobe. She moaned in
frustration, wanting to demand he finish, but unable to say a
thing.

He turned her
around to face the pole, and pulled her hips out, her bottom back.
His left hand slid down her belly as he tongued the back of her
neck, his fingers rubbing lightly at her clit. Then he sharply
smacked her bottom. The sting was sharp and she yelped into the
gag.

“Slut,” he
whispered, his fingers caressing her sex.

“Should I make
you scream, slut?”

Again his hand
cracked across her bottom, and again she yelped into the gag, the
sudden sharp jolt of pain sending her mind tumbling.

But her hips
were grinding against his fingers, and she was gasping for breath,
her body overheated, her mind battered by the intensity of the
sensations he was rousing within her.

His hand
cracked across her bottom again, as he nibbled on her earlobe, as
he caressed her clit. The vibrator filled her, buzzing away inside
her. Another sharp blow to her bottom, and her buttocks were
growing hot. Another blow, an she writhed and moaned, frazzled and
gasping.

“Whore,” he
growled, cracking his open hand against her buttocks.

The pain and
pleasure, the wild kinkiness and sexual fever, all twisted and
roiled through Sabrina’s mind, and she knew that she was again
close to climax – a climax she was certain would be massive.

He halted
again, moving directly behind her. She felt his cock against her as
he ground his hips into her bare bottom. He licked at the back of
her neck, then let his tongue slide downwards, down along her
spine, down to the apex of her buttocks. He knelt behind her,
spreading her legs, and Sabrina’s eyes went wide as she felt his
tongue circling her wrinkled anal opening.

This was a new
sensation entirely, one she’d no experience in. It embarrassed her,
and grossed her out a little, as well as embarrassing her. The
sensations were powerful, but novel. They did not add to the
throbbing heat from her groin or the pulsing excitement in her
breasts, but instead produced a whole new accompanying
sensation.

He squeezed
her buttocks, his tongue circling ever closer, then stabbing at her
opening. She squealed into the gag, her hips bucking forward
against the post in front of her as if seeking to escape. Yet she
could not, and he held her tightly as his tongue twisted and
squirmed at her anal opening.

He drew back a
little, then she felt a pressure there, his finger sliding smoothly
and easily into her back passage, twisting from side to side,
pumping in and out. A second finger followed, then the dildo was
pushed against her and slowly pushed up into her bottom. Every time
her muscles squeezed down he slapped her bottom sharply,
distracting her, allowing him to push deeper. Soon the dildo was
buried in her bottom, and she ached inside, feeling cramps in her
belly from the deep penetration.

He rose to his
feet again, still behind her, slightly to her left. His right hand
cracked across her bottom as his left ran down her belly, fingers
stroking at her clit again.

Again he
slapped her bottom, and again, spanking her with slow, hard, steady
blows that made her buttocks redden, sting and burn. At the same
time his fingers stroked her clit, or pumped the vibrator. And when
he wasn’t slapping her bottom he was thrusting on the base of the
dildo, or twisting it slowly around inside her.

And then his
fingers intensified their work, stroking hard and fast across her
clitoris. He gripped the dildo with the other hand, pumping it
slowly in and out of her ass. The sex-heat rose higher, picking up
a razor sharp intensity that threatened to overwhelm her. Sabrina
felt the orgasm rise up on all sides, ready to tumble across
her.

“Come for me,
slut,” he growled, his voice hardening. “Come on my fingers, you
fucking whore!”

His words were
electrifying, both shaming and exciting, angering her even as they
sent a hot surge of wicked hunger through her mind. And then she
came. The orgasm was massive, and she cried out into the gag, her
hips grinding furiously against his fingers. He buried the dildo in
her ass, then began to spank the base which remained, his hand
coming down in rapid little blows that drove the nose of the dildo
painfully against the deepest part of her anus.

The orgasm was
incredible, and Sabrina lost herself within it, her mind shattered
by the power and wonder of a maelstrom of sexual pleasure. Her eyes
drew back in her head and she arched her back, shuddering and
bucking against his fingers as the waves of ecstasy washed over her
again and again.

Sabrina didn’t
know if she screamed. She wasn’t paying a lot of attention. She
sagged as the orgasm eased, but laying down in the warm afterglow
was not an option, and he was clearly not finished. He turned her
again so her back was to the bed. His tongue was soon roaming her
body, once again, his lips sucking, then chewing, then licking at
her nipples and breasts. Then he was kneeling before her once
more.

She felt
exquisitely sensitive, and his tongue at first made her squirm in
discomfort. But as he continued she felt the sensations shift,
becoming hotter and more arousing, and in less time than she would
have believed possible she was once again gasping for breath, her
body tense with sexual hunger and need.

He stood up,
moving away. He returned, smiling, holding, a shoe, his shoe. He
removed the laces, and she stared, panting, wondering. He folded
the laces in half, then in half again. His hand slid behind her
back and pulled her chest out, then he whipped the shoelace across
her right breast. Of course, it was only a shoelace, folded in
four, and yet her nipples was throbbing, pulsing, hard and yearning
for any touch.

This was not
the touch it wanted, and the blow stung, if only a little, and she
gasped in outrage, wonder, amazement, and no small excitement. What
a perverted thing to do! And then he did it again, and again, and
again, the shoelace whipping across the centre of her breast in
fast little stinging blows that made her nipple ache.

He shifted
breasts, whipping her other nipple until it throbbed and ached,
then he tied loops in the ends of the shoelace, placed them over
her nipples, and pulled them tight. Sabrina cried out as her
nipples were pinched terribly, her wrists pulling against the
restraints. James grinned at her, then pulled on the lace, tugging
her aching nipples up and out, forcing her to arch her body
drastically.

He held his
hand up, tugging in fast little repetitive movements. At the same
time, his other hand slid between her legs, rubbing at her
clitoris, his fingers pumping the vibrator.

Sabrina came
again, hard, It was a different kind of orgasm. It spread
throughout her body, like others before, and her pussy was flaming
hot, but there was such an overwhelming sensation from her breasts,
from her nipples, that it was unlike any other orgasm she’d ever
had.

He delicately
untied the laces afterwards. Her nipples were sore, raw, aching,
throbbing. He licked them gently, then moved back. He picked up his
glass, refilled it, and began to drink. He sat down, casually,
watching her, and Sabrina could do nothing but stand there and gasp
into the gag.

He stood and
moved to his clothes. He slipped the thin leather belt out of its
loops and moved back to her, doubling it in his hands. Sabrina
moaned, feeling real fear now. He kissed her throat, kissed her
cheeks, nibbled at the side of her throat and her earlobes.

“Slut,” he
said, his hand sliding down her belly, pushing against her, forcing
her hips back, forcing her buttocks up and out. “Whore.”

He slapped the
doubled-up belt across her bottom, lightly but stingingly.

Sabrina
moaned, jerking under the sudden stinging pain.

“Should I make
you my sexual slave, Sabrina?” he purred, fingering her clit.
“Should I keep you in chains and use you like a whore whenever I
wanted?”

He cracked the
belt across her bottom again, and it stung.

“Keep that ass
out, slut,” he ordered, palming her sex, pushing and lifting it up
and back.

Crack!
The belt snapped across her bottom again.

“Perhaps I
should hang you fully by the wrists,” he said. “And whip you.”

Crack!
The belt snapped down once more.

The heel of
his big hand was pushing rhythmically against the base of the
vibrator, while his long fingers had pushed in between her thighs
and were able to push against the dildo protruding from her
bottom.

Crack!

“If I turn you
into my slave, I’ll let my friends use you, as well, he said. “Does
that thought excite you? Do you imagine yourself naked and chained,
with a dozen men using you? Or two dozen?”

She didn’t,
but now she did, and she winced as the belt cracked down against
her aching bottom. She was sure he was not hitting nearly as hard
as he could, but it still stung, her bottom burning.

He slashed the
belt across her bottom again, then, lighter, but higher, across her
back. She gasped and jerked sharply. He laughed and moved directly
behind her, drawing his hands away. He slid the vibrator out of her
pussy, spreading her legs as he did, then slid his own hard, thick
shaft back up inside her throbbing hole

Her pussy
throbbed around his cock. The vibrator had been hard but the felt
of his cock was so much more natural, so much better, so much more
wonderful. He drove himself deep, jerking back on her hips, raising
her bottom. His pubic bone jammed against the base of the dildo
protruding from her anus.

He began to
fuck her. There was no other word for it. His hips slapped hard
against her, his pubic bone jamming the nose of the dildo into the
deepest part of her rectum with every hard thrust. He gripped her
hips in both hands, the vibrator in one of them. He angled it down
and in, sliding his fist after, bringing the vibrator into direct
contact with her clit.

Then he
gripped her hair, jerking it back hard.

“Scream,
slut!” he growled. “Scream for me, whore! Scream while I fuck
you!”

It was too
much, too wild, the sensations overwhelming her. Sabrina could feel
this hard, thick cock pounding into her, thrusting powerfully. At
the same time the vibrator was grinding over her clit and his pubic
bone was jamming the dildo into the deepest pit of her bottom.

She came –
crying out in pleasure, crying out in pain, crying out in animal
ecstasy as his hips hammered against her bottom.

* * * * *

A wild, animal
howl escaped Tina’s mouth, a wavering, ululation of agony as her
heels drummed against the table. Her spine arched so violently only
her head and bottom touched the aging wood. Her back arched,
twisting and shaking as she continued to howl. And then the
terrible pain ceased, and she collapsed, soaked in sweat, mind
frazzled, nerve endings twitching and spasming uncontrollably.

She gasped for
breath around the leather covered metal bit in her mouth. Her eyes
were wild behind the padded blindfold. She did not know what was
happening. She did not know who was doing it to her. She did not
know who she was, nor care.

Again the
wild, shattering power ripped into her body and she howled, arching
and twisting, writhing and shaking with the violence of the
electricity crackling through her.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Dazed,
mind-blasted, she barely noticed when she was unshackled. The
blindfold and bit were removed, and a sensory-deprivation hood slid
over her head, fastening tight around her throat. A ball gag was
stiffed into her mouth, and she was lifted off the table, then
hung, upside down, by the ankles, legs spread wide, wrists chained
down and out to the floor on either side of her.

For hours she
hung still, blind, deaf, dumb, and then pain wakened her from her
numbness as the single-tailed whip curled across her back and
sliced into the soft flesh of her belly.

Tina did not
understand the source of the pain, or the reason for it. She
screamed in mindless agony as the blows cut across her back and
bottom, across her breasts and belly, then snapped down between her
legs to bite into her throbbing, swollen, bruised sex.

The blows
stopped, and she heard a voice, and unfamiliar voice, whispering,
just at the edge of audibility, whispering soothingly, warmly,
whispering of pleasure and obedience, of love and obedience, of
warmth and comfort – and obedience.

“You must not
disobey!” the voice warned in a dangerous tone.

The pain
returned, slicing into her soft breasts so that Tina howled.

“You must not
disobey!”

The fire
lashed her back.

“You must not
disobey!”

Pain raced
across her belly.
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Sabrina – hurt
– inside. But it wasn’t a bad hurt. It was an ache which brought
thrilling little memories of what she had done the previous
evening.

Memories which
were not particularly appropriate as she sat across from one of the
loss agents from an insurance company she hoped to do a lot of
business with.

They were
going over a new contract to investigate some of their clients
currently collecting disability payments. But Sabrina kept being
distracted. Her wrists felt hot and raw, sore from all the pulling
on them. Her bottom still felt a little sensitive, her nipples hot,
and even more sensitive. Her insides ached a bit from the pounding
of the dildo inside her.

She mind
played over it all with a kind of awed, delighted embarrassment,
and she had a hard time believing it had actually been her involved
in such – things.

“I realize
that this level of proof, largely incontrovertible, requires more
time,” the man was saying, “and thus a greater charge on your part.
But it expedites settlement and tends to greatly lessen legal
costs, which can be burdensome.”

“I
understand,” Sabrina said.

Meaning her
charges, though high, were still considerably less than their
lawyers’ fees.

“And graphic
evidence is usually more compelling than eyewitness or medical
reports.”

“I have some
very good video equipment,” Sabrina said, unable to avoid thinking
about the sight of herself on camera, having sex.

She was all
respectable, this morning, in a mannish grey business suit, her
hair pulled back in a pony tail, for-show, silver rimmed glasses
adorning her face.

He let her
persuade him to a glass of wine, in a decent vintage, and they
discussed prices and availability. She showed him some of the
videos she had collected of other phoney claimants, and he signed a
contract, promising a retainer fee would be issued shortly.

A very nice
morning’s work.

The afternoon
was spent in research at her computer, tracing the activities of a
lower level manager at a bank suspected of embezzlement, looking
for out of state property or other signs of unexplainable
wealth.

But her heart
wasn’t really in it. She kept thinking of the club she was to go to
that evening, dressed in tight and revealing leather, and what she
would find there. She did not anticipate anything personal, that is
to say, taking part in anything. She dismissed the very notion. But
she might well see some very perverse things, and perhaps
afterwards she and James might – do – some very perverse
things!

And she might
even find out who her mysterious man in the picture was.

She mustn’t
forget that, she told herself sternly.

But as the
evening approached she felt a growing sense of anxiety combined
with anticipation. She’d never really thought a lot about bondage,
but now realized it held a world of possibilities, especially in
relation to a sexy man like James Theodore. She would have to show
a little restraint, though, she thought sternly, lest he think her
little more than another brainless bimbo.

Maybe she
should tie him up!

The idea
wasn’t particularly attractive, though, except on an intellectual
level. Why did the idea of being tied up and helpless arouse her!?
She had never liked giving up control of herself before.

She thought
back to the other night, and that gag. It had made her feel
helpless, and yet it had also given her a strange sense of freedom.
She didn’t have to think about what she should say, didn’t have to
respond to anything he did except physically, and many of her
embarrassing little noises were muffled to the point of
incomprehension.

Odd how
bondage could be freeing.

She locked the
glass door in front and went back to her loft, then stripped and
dressed. Her body tingled and her mind felt tense as she posed for
herself. What a slutty outfit! She wouldn’t have been seen dead in
public in such a thing not very long ago. Even now the idea was
frightening. It was true that it didn’t show as much as a revealing
bikini, but she wasn’t used to this sort of thing except at a
beach, and even there infrequently.

She would wear
something over it, a long coat. No way was she going out on the
street in such an outfit.

She stripped
and showered, making sure that there was no hair at all between her
legs, not even a hint of stubble. She blushed at the sight of
herself afterwards, but knew James would be pleased.

She was ready
when he arrived, wearing her longest coat – closed. He grinned to
see her. “One would think you’re a little shy about your outfit,”
he said.

“If everyone
is wearing it in this club, and it’s dark, well, I can manage. But
I’m not going to be seen anywhere else like this,” she said,
glowering.

He chuckled
throatily, then kissed her. He backed her against the wall, his
mouth growing more and more hungry, and Sabrina’s hands slipped
over his shoulders as their tongues duelled, first in her mouth,
then hers, then neither. Her lips sucked his tongue, his lips
massaging hers as his body ground against her. His hands cupped her
buttocks through the coat and thin skirt and she felt a rising heat
between her legs.

He drew back
with a gasp. “Best not be late,” he said.

* * * * *

“This is
insane,” she said, her face heating. “I can’t believe I’m doing
this.”

“Just relax,”
he said, a large hand around her upper arm as he led her through
the crowd.

Thankfully, it
was dark, though not dark enough. But as she saw what others were
wearing, particularly the women, she began to feel more at ease. He
had been right. Her attire was almost conservative. Several women
were all but nude. Many were topless, their breasts thrusting out
through holes in halters, or lifted up and presented as on a plate
by cupless bras. She saw a lot of bare bottoms, too, only a thin
black string of leather between them holding their wearer to any
sort of modesty. She sipped her vodka nervously.

Her leather
wrist restraints were not bound together. She had stubbornly
refused to wear a collar, but instead wore something almost as
embarrassing; a necklace or choker which consisted, in front, of
large silver letters that said “SEX”.

Her
self-consciousness had not been helped by the last minute
realization that the open sides of the leather mini would not allow
her to wear anything beneath. She had fought that, but James had
been adamant that no true bondage lover would wear a skirt like
that with the visible strap of even a G-string. So despite the
shortness of her skirt she was naked underneath.

Thank God it
was dark!

But it wasn’t that dark. She could see couples and more, small
groups to either side, on the sofas, at the tables, engaging in
very lewd behaviour. It shouldn’t have shocked her, but it did, at
least a little. It also turned her on a little. And she could not
deny an exhibitionist streak was doing the same, for so brazenly
displaying herself was kind of a turn-on. She allowed her mind to
toy with the thought of going even further, of going bare breasted,
like a number of the women there were doing. The idea was
embarrassing, but exciting.

Years before.
She had gone topless on a summer holiday in France. It had felt
wild, thrilling. Everyone else had seemed so casual. But walking
around bare breasted had made her squirm with both excitement and
embarrassment. The atmosphere here was so much more sexual, though,
that she felt her pussy moisten at the mere thought of doffing her
top.

Not that she
would, of course. She was there on business, as she sternly
reminded herself. She raised her eyes from all the body parts,
trying to scan the faces instead.

To one side, a
woman knelt, performing oral sex on a man sitting at a table.
Another man bent over behind her, fingers sliding along the thin,
tight latex covering her sex. Then he tugged at the crotch, easing
it back a little, but there was something wrong – and it took
Sabrina a moment to realize that the thong was more than a mere
covering. There was a sort of dildo attached to the inside.

She blushed as
the man tugged the thong back a bit to bare it, and then rubbed at
the hairless woman’s clit.

“Jesus,” she
said softly.

Did no one
have any shame here!?

She watched a
blonde woman, completely nude, press her body against a tall wooden
post shaped like a penis. A small crowd had gathered around, and
James put his arm around her, drawing her in close as they watched
a man run a thin chain from one nipple ring, around the post, and
back to the other nipple ring. Then he reached between her legs,
and hooked a ring there to the front of the post.

Her wrists
were led up and locked into shackles at the top of the post.

Appalled,
fascinated, and both embarrassed and excited, Sabrina watched as
she was whipped. The whipping was not particularly harsh, and the
woman’s cries seemed more of pleasure than pain. She was clearly
aroused, and Sabrina wondered what it would be like to be in her
place, naked, in public, whipped as others looked on.

She had been
in much the same position the other night, after all, and so it was
easy to imagine herself in the same position, but here, in public,
with strangers looking on.

They moved on.
She got another drink, sipping too quickly, she knew, because of
her nervousness, and ran into a couple James clearly knew. The man
was bearded, tall, and broad shouldered. The woman was entirely
bald, and crawling on all fours. Sabrina gazed at her doubtfully.
She was naked, like the other, and completely shaved, without a
hair on her body. Small bells dangled from her nipples and clit,
and she wore steel shackles around her wrists and ankles, though
they were not locked together.

She also wore
a steel collar, and knelt obediently, sitting on her heels, as the
man tugged on her leash.

She was
appalled, yet intrigued, and her pussy throbbed, imagining herself
as this same girl, naked crawling, shackled, everyone’s eyes
running over her body. Could she ever be such a slut!? No! But the
idea was darkly thrilling even while somewhat frightening.

“Would you
like to trade?” the man asked, eyeing Sabrina.

She blushed
and felt a sense of indignation, but she bit her lip.

“Not at the
moment,” James said. “She’s new and untrained. And it would be
unfair to you as her skills don’t match Jane’s.”

Another sense
of indignation swept her, and she turned and glared at him, yet a
part of her suspected he was right, and so she felt a small sense
of inferiority, of inadequacy.

“Ah, a new
girl,” the man said with a broad grin.

He gazed at
her exposed chest and licked his lips, but Sabrina refused to blush
again.

“Let Jane show
her what a true slave is like,” the man said.

He snapped the
leash at the bald girl. “Slave! Pleasure this man,” he barked.

The did not
hesitate in the slightest, and showed not a hint of embarrassment.
How on earth could she be so composed, Sabrina thought wonderingly.
She watched as the girl rose on her knees, reaching for James’
groin, undoing the laces there, opening the front of his trousers.
She was as casual and calm as though she were a waitress asked to
pour coffee.

And James
showed no particular sense of embarrassment either, though Sabrina
blushed as she watched the girl reach into his trousers and pull
his cock out. It was soft, but the girl soon covered it with her
mouth, her hands going behind him, kneeing his buttocks through his
leather trousers.

Clearly he
responded, for the girl began to pull her head back, sucking avidly
on his cock as it grew and hardened. Sabrina’s mind squirmed as she
tried to look away, but she kept looking back. James’ cock was hard
and thick, and others were looking on, but he showed no shame. Nor
did the girl, whose mouth bobbed smoothly up and down its
length.

Sabrina felt
another sense of inferiority, even jealousy, as the girl’s pouty
lips slid all the way down James’ cock to the base, her face
pressed tightly into his groin as she took his prick down her
throat. She envied the girl her ability, and her calm, smooth
attitude, even while feeling a little contemptuous at her shameless
and sluttish behaviour.

She shifted
her feet awkwardly from one foot to the other, not wanting to look
any more, half hiding behind her glass as she swallowed deep. She
caught the bearded man’s eyes on her, and flushed as he looked into
her cleavage. “You’ll be in the same position before long, slave,”
he said.

Sabrina wanted
to reply nastily, but bit her tongue again, reminding herself she
was playing the part of a sexually submissive woman. Yet at the
same time as she felt insulted there was a throbbing between her
legs, imagining herself that – that sluttish, that naked in public,
being used so openly, performing like a – a trained animal.

How could the
girl do that?! God!

And yet the
sex here was as casual as nudity at a nude beach. Was that more
natural than the hang-ups society had gifted to her and most other
women, she wondered.

Out of the
corner of her eye she watched the girl’s lips moving smoothly up
and down James’ cock. Had she no gag reflex? How could she do that
so easily, she wondered enviously. Now James reached out, gripping
her head, his hips thrusting, driving his cock down the bald girl’s
throat.

The girl
dropped her arms to her sides, essentially letting him use her as
he chose, her head and upper body rocking back and forward as he
pulled her in and out. Her mouth was open, her throat being used by
his sawing, pumping cock. And still her eyes showed nothing but –
perhaps calm excitement. Did this happen to her all the time!?

She looked
away again, but that hardly helped. There was sex all around them,
only partially concealed by the darkness. She did not consider
herself a prude, by any means, but this was just too graphic. She
felt like fleeing.

It was,
however, undeniably arousing. There was an eroticism to the girl’s
naked body, to her smooth acceptance of James’ cock, to the way it
slid in and out of her lips from tip to base, to her full breasts
wobbling as her body was used, and her submissiveness, her arms now
joined together, hand to hand, behind her back.

The
performance reached its inevitable conclusion, of course, and she
again tried to look away as she finished, licking James’ softening
cock, cleaning it off, then sinking back onto her heels, knees
still well apart, face as calm and smooth as if she had just
finished pouring tea.

“She’s a very
good little slut,” James said.

“She’s a
well-trained slave,” the other man said. “I’m sure you’ll get yours
up to proper standards in no time. Maybe next month she’ll be on
her knees doing me.”

Not a chance,
Sabrina thought, red-faced. But the thought was undeniably
arousing.

They walked
further along, and she got a fresh drink, telling herself sternly
that she had to be careful about how much she drank. Walking deeper
into the club, not wanting to speak to James, embarrassed at what
she had seen, she came across a scene which was all-too familiar.
Under a narrow light, a girl was naked, arms chained up and out to
either side, feet spread wide and chained to the floor, bare sex
open and vulnerable. She was so… naked, so helpless, that Sabrina
felt her pussy throbbing even while she felt a tinge of
sympathy.

What would it
be like…. And with all these people looking on…

She blushed
anew, and felt her pussy throbbing, refusing to look as a man ran a
vibrator up and down along the girl’s shaven sex.

She felt
James’ hand at the back of her head, gripping her hair, forcing her
to look.

“Watch, and
imagine it’s you,” he said.

She should
have objected, but she found herself obeying, watching, flinching
as the man pinched and slapped at the girl’s breast even while
running the vibrator over her pussy. The girl writhed dramatically,
her back arching – breasts obviously fake, she thought cattily. And
those tattoos – yech.

Then another
man entered the picture, kneeling behind her. He pressed his face
in against her bottom, fingers kneading her buttocks, and the
girl’s gasps of pleasure rose as her eyes widened. What was he
doing back there, she thought, fascinated, disgusted, aroused. God,
he wasn’t… ick!

The other man
had stuffed the vibrator deep into the girl’s pussy now, though a
few inches stuck out. He was using a thin leather quirt to whip her
breasts. And she writhed and cried out into the gag filling her
mouth, legs spread as her body arched and twisted.

Again she felt
her pussy throbbing, felt herself growing moist. She was very hot
down there, and the sense of sexual hunger filling her body was
deftly affecting her thinking. She almost wished she were that
girl, or that she was naked, on her knees, servicing men, having
everyone stare at her.

She made no
move to object as James stroked her hip, her virtually bare hip, or
even as his hand slid onto her bottom and began to knead it through
the leather skirt. It was dark enough, after all, and no one was
behind them. She found herself looking around, wondering if there
was a small, private room where she could… where they could – do
something nasty.

Her breasts
were hot and swollen, the nipples like hard little pebbles, and she
could feel the pressure of sexual hunger filling her mind. She felt
her face heat, felt hot all over, and finished her drink, searching
for another. Her breath was short, her chest tight, and she
squeezed her thighs together, aware again of how naked she was
under the short skirt.

This was so
fucking kinky!

James’ right
hand was kneading her buttocks. Now his left cupped her left breast
and began to knead that, too. Sabrina looked around quickly, but no
one was looking at them, intent on the girl under the light
instead. Her mind was a little buzzed from all this sex, from the
smell of sex, the smell of heat and hunger, and an atmosphere where
it seemed nothing was frowned upon.

He drew her
slowly back, away from the shadowed figures watching the scene,
into a small nook, a small corner of the room. He pressed her
against the wall and they kissed roughly, passionately. She moaned
into his mouth as his lips crushed hers and his tongue pushed past
them.

They were in
public, and that was exciting, wicked, but it was dark, and no one
would care, even if they saw, and that was reassuring. She felt his
fingers undoing the straps holding her halter together, felt it
fall to either side, and then shuddered as a hot surge of liquid
heat spread through her body. It was like being naked in public!
Only, no one would see, of course.

Still, her
excitement mounted, and she groaned as his fingers kneaded her
naked breasts, pinching and tugging and rolling her burning
nipples. A small part of her panicked at the near public nudity,
but her hunger easily pushed her fear back. There was a raw
excitement and energy infusing her body, and her fears and
inhibitions began to melt away.

And it was
dark, and wasn’t everyone doing it, and who would notice with his
big body in front of her, and there was the girl under the light
and… and…

She groaned
aloud as he bit into the nape of her neck. Her hands dug into his
buttocks, and her right slid around to cup his groin. Was it
possible he was hard again so quickly? She squeezed his groin
gently, repeatedly, then undid the laces and slid her hand inside.
He was not hard, but he was growing, and her fingers stroked and
squeezed him.

She felt his
left hand rubbing and squeezing her bottom, sliding over to her
side, to the bare exposed skin of her hip. Then – snap – he undid
one of the thin straps which was holding the front and back
together, the lowest one. A blow struck Sabrina’s mind, a sudden
quivering. Her stomach dropped, but her pussy burned hot. Still,
this would let his hand slide under her skirt more easily, allowing
him to - .

Snap! The
second clasp was opened, and she felt her knees going rubbery even
as his mouth crushed hers and her tongue thrust back at his
own.

And then the
final clasp was popped open, and she felt the weight of the leather
skirt dropping it quickly to the floor. She was light-headed with
shock and excitement, with numbed uncertainty. His open hand slid
between her legs and she came with a helpless, barely muffled cry
of pleasure, her hips bucking violently against his hand, her
buttocks slapping nakedly against the wall behind her.

The orgasm
tore through her, sending shattering pleasure through her mind and
nervous system. She couldn’t think, could only experience the storm
of pleasure pounding over her.

Finally, it
eased, and she clung to him, gasping, moaning. He held her, his
hands on her buttocks, his lips more gentle now. But a rising
awareness came to her; she was naked. She had nothing but the
halter, open down the middle. Anxiety gripped her, but not
terribly. It was still fairly dark. The attention was focused on
the scene across from them, and James’ body hid her.

But she was
naked! Naked! Naked! What if he moved aside!? What if someone
saw!?

Her hands
rose, pushing feebly against his chest, her mind a little dazed by
heat and shock. She wanted to grab her skirt off the floor, to pull
it back and wrap it around herself. But he was still kissing her,
his right hand cupping and gently kneading her bare breast. He was
not so much resisting as ignoring her efforts.

And her body
was still clamouring with excitement, still hot, despite the
orgasm, and her mind was still filled with a kinky sense of wonder
and a wild thrill at the forbidden. This was insane!

He gripped her
slender wrists gently, lifting them up and pushing them back
against the wall on either side of her head. He leaned into her,
his chest pressing against her bare breasts, his mouth almost
eating at her own. She moaned, unable to think straight, to speak,
to protest. He released her left wrist, and reached across her to
her right. She gasped as she felt something very solid holding her
movements.

And even as
she cocked her head up and back to see that her studded leather
wrist restraint was now hooked to a small ring set into the wall he
was locking her left in place as well.

A hammer blow
of shock made her legs quiver, and stopped her breathing. Then his
lips were against hers again, and she was pulling feebly, dazedly,
against the rings holding her wrists against the wall to either
side of her head. His hands moved over her breasts, cupping and
kneading them. His fingers caught at her nipples, rolling them
between thumbs and forefingers.

Then his
hungry mouth slid down her chest, and he took one of her aching,
burning nipples between his lips. He sucked hungrily, his teeth
closing on the surrounding flesh, his tongue whipping across the
superheated, exquisitely sensitive flesh so that it was all she
could do not to cry out. Rising heat swept her, and rising shock
and anxiety, for his big body was no longer completely hiding her
from the dark backs of the people milling before her.

They could see
her face, her head, her shoulders!

And then he
slid down even lower, and the bottom dropped out of her stomach as
though she were on an elevator in freefall. He dropped to his
knees, spreading her legs easily, his tongue sliding up the length
of her shaven slit.

Now she was
openly displayed against the wall to anyone who cared to look.
Stricken, she stared helplessly at the backs of those she could
see, cringing, waiting for one to turn, and then all to turn. She
wanted to scream at James to release her, to hide her, to give her
back her clothes. But that would only attract their attention.

The music was
loud, though slow and seductive, and a babble of voices, and soft,
intermittent cries rose above it. They would not hear her unless
she screamed, she thought, slightly panicky. And it was dark enough
so that perhaps they might not notice her at all.

She pulled
anxiously at the rings. “Don’t!” she gasped. “Don’t! Please! Let me
go!”

But her words
were lost in the sweep of the music, and a rush of heat swept over
her so that her head fell back against the wall. His tongue was
thrusting into her now, his nose grinding against her clit. Sabrina
was shocked, stunned by this. Waves of sensuous heat swept up
through her belly and chest

“Oh God! Oh
Jesus! Oh! Oh no! Oh! Oh! James!” she gasped, her bottom grinding
against the wall, her wrists pulling weakly against the rings.

He was eating
her alive! That was what it felt like with his tongue and lips
working so hungrily at her pussy. And her body was on fire with
lust and excitement, walling off the fear and embarrassment.

And then, as
her head rolled from side to side, as her back arched and her hips
lurched drunkenly, she became aware of a man standing to the side,
close – too close – his eyes gleaming as he looked on. She felt a
jolt of raw panic and shame as he watched. Yet he was not shocked.
He looked on so – so casually. And she felt the reassurance and
comfort of this strange, calm normality about sexuality here.

He didn’t
think she was acting like a filthy slut. He didn’t seem to think
she was acting at all odd.

But that did
not change the fact that she was naked, and the darkness did not
hide her completely from his eyes. A part of her cringed in
humiliation. But another part of her felt the hot glow of
exhibitionistic pleasure, of lewd, nasty pride in how attractive
she knew her naked was, and at the first ever opportunity to
display it in a setting where no one would be shocked or look
strangely at her.

It was then
that James’ tongue began a rhythm of hard, long, upwards licks that
had her gasping with each one, that forced her groin up, lifted her
onto her toes again and again, each long, hard stroke of his tongue
rolling her mind and sending a wave of sensual pleasure through her
body.

She could not
stop herself, and the fact a man was watching was a hot jolt of
nasty, wicked, forbidden excitement that only added to her sense of
sexual abandon.

He came
closer! She felt panicked, or a part of her did. Yet her hips
rolled with every hard lick of James’ tongue, and she gasped and
moaned, her head rolling, her mind rolling at each surge of liquid
heat through her groin.

The strange
man was no more than a foot or two away, looking on. His presence
was like a bonfire, setting heat washing over her.

“Oh! Ungh!
Ohh! God! Oh!” she gasped, her hips grinding helplessly against
James’ tongue.

James rose
again, a reassuring wall of dark flesh to hide most of those before
her, his hand taking the place of his tongue.

“I fear I’m
not hard enough yet to give you what you need, little slave,” he
said in a soft growl. “But perhaps this man is more prepared.”

The man was
older, slender, and wearing a pair of leather shorts. He was not
exactly a handsome physical specimen, but nor was he ugly. And when
he opened his shorts and drew out a thick cock Sabrina’s vision
narrowed to that. God, she wanted a cock inside her! How wicked and
slutty it would be to get fucked like this! Right here in public,
naked, against a wall!

She couldn’t
speak. She was gulping in air, overwhelmed by sexual heat, her body
trembling in the pressure of sexual hunger. The man came forward,
and she gaped at him, gasping for breath, then watched as moved in
front of James. James moved aside, and Sabrina felt herself whimper
as the stranger’s cock rubbed against her pussy.

A stranger.
The thought was both shameful and hopeful. No one she knew would
spread tails of what she had done. This would not give her a
reputation as a filthy, wicked whore.

She felt his
cock pushing into her, forcing aside the lips of her sex, sliding
into her aching, oozing overhead pussy. “Oh God!” she gasped.

His fingers
seized her buttocks, his eyes narrowing, a look of hunger and need
coming to his face at last. His fingers dug into her buttocks,
forcing her legs wider, and then he thrust up into her and she
cried out as his thick cock drove up into her burning furnace of a
pussy.

There against
the wall, he took her, his hips working fast, his cock slicing up
through the soft flesh of her pussy, grinding against the very top
of her sex as he jammed himself into her body again and again. It
was too much! It was too wild! It was too unbelievable! She was
going to come!

His hips
hammered into her, his cock like a hot, hard spike thrust violently
up into her belly again and again. Shocked pleasure and wanton
hunger rolled over her, and she felt herself surging up towards
another powerful climax.

Something
inside her seemed to break, perhaps an inhibition which had finally
been overcome and washed away by the wild heat and pleasure. And as
the pleasure pumped higher she felt her reserve melting away,
giving herself totally to the experience.

Now others
were watching, and their attention jolted her again, but there was
less shame and embarrassment now. The orgasm was too close, the
sexual electricity crackling through her body too powerful.

Her
concentration narrowed to the hard, deep thrusting of his cock as
he drove it up into her pussy, up, up, up, up, each thrust making
her gasp and moan as it sent pleasure surging through her
veins.

She tried to
repress it, but still cried out as the climax ripped through her,
her hips working frantically, her back arching, her pussy burning
around the man’s pumping cock as the sexual energy was released and
tore through her body and mind. His fingers dug into her buttocks,
half lifting her feet off the floor as he drove himself into her
body. He crushed her against the wall, his breath hot against her
cheek, panting heavily as he used her.

And then she
collapsed, gasping, panting for breath, the pressure against her
wrists tight and aching as much of her weight pulled against them.
Still he pumped, grunting, gasping, his body grinding against her,
a looming shadow. Sabrina could see nothing of his face, could see
nothing at all as he blotted out what little light there was. And
then he clasped her tight against his body, his cock deep within
her spewing its wave of heat.

He sighed, his
fingers relaxing, and eased back. But almost at once another shadow
loomed over her – James, ready now, bigger than the strange man,
his cock hard once more. She moaned, whimpering slightly, a part of
her too spent and tired, aching, not wanting to go again yet. But
he didn’t ask. His cock pushed into her, bigger than the other was,
forcing her sex wide, sliding deeper into her body.

His big frame
was a bigger shadow, faceless in the dark, his hands racing over
her body. She gasped as his lips crushed hers, as his fingers dug
into her buttocks and breasts. His hips worked hard and steady,
thrusting himself into her. And she knew there were others
watching, knew what a lewd exhibition she was making. Still her
weariness gave way to excitement, to a shimmering sexual heat and
hunger.

She was still
wrapped in disbelief at what was happening, crackling sexual
electricity running through her body and mind, overwhelming her
senses, pushing aside her embarrassment and inhibitions. James used
her hard, battering her already aching body, his cock pounding into
her as his fingers dug into her bottom and jerked her forward to
meet every thrust.

With a groan
he spent himself inside her and his movements eased. But he
continued to rain kisses on her throat and cheeks and lips. His
hands pulled back on her hair, forcing her head up and back as his
lips moved down along the front of her throat. She felt his teeth
biting into her throat, softly, but firmly, almost menacingly in an
animalistic way.

His body moved
aside, or at least, to one side, yet his lips were still on her
throat and mouth and his hand held her hair back, his other hand
stroking her breasts, sliding down between her legs. Sabrina knew
she was now exposed completely to anyone watching, and a wild shock
of embarrassment mixed with wicked dark hunger swept through
her

Then as his
fingers stroked her sopping sex she felt a tongue against her, soft
lips mouthing her pussy lips, fingers spreading her open. That
tongue whipped across her clitoris and she groaned aloud, hips
bucking. Those lips closed around her clitoris and her mind began
to dissolve.

James eased
back, releasing her hair, and her head fell slowly forward. Her
eyes were blurred at first, and the light was dim. The first thing
she saw was the first thing she sought out, the shadowy figure of
people before her, watching, perhaps a half dozen, perhaps more,
faceless, silent in the darkness, their backs to the light.

But there was
enough light for them to see her, and, as her eyes dropped, to see
the figure kneeling before her – the bald girl, she saw with a
sudden rippling shock. She gasped aloud, staring, disbelieving. She
had no sexual desires for women and never had. But the surging
waves of pleasure from her overheated belly were rolling over her
body and mind, and she felt an anguished sense of helplessness that
she could do nothing to stop the girl, not against her own body’s
wishes.

Her head
pulled back. She didn’t want to watch the bald girl, did not want
to see the people staring. She closed her eyes, moaning, part of
her trying to resist the bald girl’s expert tonguing, the rest of
her revelling in it. Oh God, she was good, she thought weakly,
anxiously. She couldn’t fight it, and cried out in a low, guttural
moan as the climax tore through her.

Her body
arched violently, hips bucking frantically against the bald girl’s
mouth, her muscles spasming, body wracked by convulsions as the
shattering orgasm howled through her mind and body.
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Tina scrambled
across the floor on her belly. She must not disobey!

She reached
her destination, her fingers feeling the ankles before her, and
quickly drew her face in, licking across where his boot should be.
She tasted the soft leather and moaned in relief, licking eagerly,
frantically, her tongue lapping across the surface, then around the
ankle, her hands holding both ankles close to her as she licked
again and again.

She could not
see. The hood had been on her head for some time now, though time
was now a foreign, and abstract concept. She licked until the
distant, muffled voice told her to cease, then, listening
desperately, twisted suddenly onto her back, raising and spreading
her knees, drawing her hands in below her buttocks, arching her
back. She held her position, listening to hear the distant, muffled
commands, knowing the slightest hesitation meant pain.

And then she
was flipping onto her belly, scrambling across the floor, her
breasts aching as they ground into the uneven stone. The voice was
moving, and she scrambled after it, turning, twisting, first one
way, then the other, then turned completely around, panting for
breath.

Her body had
become lean, her skin scraped, bruised, covered in welts and cuts.
But she couldn’t see it. She had not seen anything for some days.
Her throat was dry, her lips cracked. She desperately wanted water,
but if she did not obey she would not get any, but receive only
pain.

Of course, she
hurt anyway – everywhere. But there was pain and then there was
PAIN.

She reached
him, licking at his boots.

“Knees.”

Tina scrambled
to her knees, back straight, hands behind her back, legs well
apart, waiting.

“Good girl,”
she heard, and a profound sense of relief swept through her.

Then the cock
slid over her lips. She opened her mouth automatically and the cock
slid into her mouth. Sweet, cool water immediately began to flow
and she swallowed convulsively.

She did not
see or care or think about the thin plastic tube held to the bottom
of the cock filling her mouth. She thought only of the sweet
tasting water she gulped frantically down. It was always this way.
Water came with the cock, and her animal mind had already come to
associate the two.

At the same
time, his warm hand slid between her legs, his fingers gently
stroking across her clit. And again, this was something she was
coming to associate with the wonderful satisfaction of her
desperate thirst. And vice versa.

And, of
course, this only came through pleasing the voice, through
obeying.

When she
failed to please, when she hesitated, or was slow, when she in some
tiny way disobeyed, she felt only pain, and the stern, reproving
voice growling “Bad girl!”

At a word, she
dropped onto all fours, and crawled, following the voice. She was
lifted up, suddenly, and, blind, it was as if she was pulled into
another world. Suddenly she was laid down on something soft – and
how long it had been since the young woman had felt anything soft!
She was spread out, arms and legs locked into position.

And then soft
hands gently explored her flesh, and lips moved over her nipples,
sucking and licking. She started as something touched her between
the legs and began to buzz, to vibrate.

“Good girl,”
she heard the muffled voice said.

Reassured, a
flood of relief and warmth swept her.

The buzzing
made her feel strange, a soft, shimmering heat spreading through
her belly and up her body. It, too, was something she had almost
forgotten; pleasure.

Still, she was
tense, her ears perked, waiting anxiously for a command, any
command, lest she disobey this comfort be turned to pain once
more.

No commands
came. The pleasure mounted, and occasionally she heard that soft,
warm voice saying those wonderfully reassuring words “Good
girl.”

She felt his
mouth between her thighs, his tongue against her quivering sex. She
moaned in pleasure, her body straining against the bonds, the
pleasure coursing through her like a rising river. Her breathing
grew rapid and shallow, and she felt the intensity of the pressure
mount. Then – release. She cried out as the orgasm swept through
her, not understanding it, but wallowing in the glorious pleasure
as her body burned with ecstasy.

The buzzing
continued. Soft hands caressed her body, a soft voice whispered
gentle words. Orgasm followed orgasm, her aching body repeatedly
writhing and twisting and thrashing with the power of sexual hunger
and release.

She slept.

She woke to
pinpricks of pain, her nipples aching.

“Are you a
good girl?” a voice asked, again and again.

“Yes, master!”
she cried blindly.

The pain
stopped, soft lips closed around her nipples, sucking gently,
licking.

The tongue
circled her breasts, trailed lazily down her body, danced lightly
along her swollen, aching sex lips, then more firmly. There was
pain, now, soft and dull, but pleasure as well.

“Will you
obey?” the voice asked.

“Yes, master!”
she moaned. “I obey!”

The tonguing
continued, and she moaned helplessly, back arching, hips rolling
upwards as the pleasure grew.

And then the
wonderful tongue withdrew. She felt hands at her wrists, at her
ankles, releasing them. Then came orders, orders which drew her
aside, which pulled her out of the softness and down onto the
floor. But now the floor was softly carpeted. She spread herself
out on her belly. She raised her bottom high, spreading her legs.
Something caressed her slit, rubbing back and forth.

“Are you a
slave?”

“I am a slave,
master!”

She did not
even have to think about her responses. They came instantly.

“Will you
obey?”

“I obey,
master!”

“Are you a bad
girl?”

A sharp crack
across her buttocks brought stinging pain.

“No, master!
I’m a good girl!” she gasped.

More stroking
against her slit. More orders came. She rolled over. She sat up.
She knelt. She lay back. She drew her knees back. She spread them.
She masturbated, first with her fingers, then with something long
and round. Her mind was incapable of identifying it. Her mind
barely functioned above the level of desperate animal need, the
need to please.

With the round
thing buried in her pussy, another stuffed deep into her rectum,
she rolled over, crawled, belly down across the floor, licked at
feet and ankles, then rose to take a cock deep into her throat,
glowing with pleasure as hands gently stroked through her hair.

* * * * *

“Are you
angry?”

Sabrina glared
at him but didn’t speak. They were in his car, driving home. She
sat scrunched down a little, arms folded across her chest. A part
of her felt horribly cheap, and she desperately wanted a
shower.

“Part of what
this sort of thing is about is testing your limits and taking you
beyond where your inhibitions would have stopped you,” he said.
“You’re intelligent enough to see that, and once you decide to be
honest with yourself you’ll admit you had a smashing time
tonight.”

She had, but
she glared at him anyway. It was just too – foreign, a concept to
her, to have her body be given to people she didn’t even know. The
fact she had done nothing to resist added a load of guilt to the
feelings she was trying to sort through, but James was the focus of
her blame at the moment.

“I went there
to find out who the man in that picture was,” she said between
clenched teeth.

He snorted.
“You never would have gotten a word out of anyone there your first
night. They needed to know you were a player, and not, well, some
sort of detective trying to find one of them and expose their nasty
kink.”

“So you had to
let people do me up against a wall,” she said sullenly.

“I wasn’t
there looking for information,” he said mildly. “I was there for a
good time. And to show you a good time. I think you had a good
time. You’re simply reacting to having been a bad girl.”

“Oh
please!”

He shrugged
and turned a corner. “Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy yourself.”

“I – had too
much to drink,” she said sulkily.

“I didn’t pour
it down your throat, dear girl. You did that on your own. And I
believe you had about three drinks. That’s hardly raving drunk.
Admit it. You thoroughly enjoyed yourself, and now you’re wracked
with guilt.”

She would not
admit any such thing, however true it was.

She was barely
civil to him, and marched quickly from the car once they reached
her building. Once back in her loft she stripped quickly and spent
a good hour in the shower.

But only half
of it was spent scrubbing. The rest was spent thinking. It was very
hard for Sabrina, who had always considered herself a strong-willed
and honest woman, to admit to the wild thrill she’d felt at being
used, at being helpless. She’d been somewhat afraid the whole time,
but her body had also crackled with excitement and sexual hunger.
She never would have asked for strangers to use her, never would
have admitted she would even consider such a thing. James had done
it without asking her.

And she’d
loved it.

God, what a
fantasy come to life, to be taken by strangers, to be made to come
up against a wall with strangers watching!

Her mind
squirmed a little more about the girl who had performed oral sex on
her. Yet not as much as she would have thought. Bizarrely, it was
almost as if the woman was not really a female, so to speak, not
another woman at all. She was a sort of androgynous sexual
creature, a collared animal without voice or thought.

So that wasn’t
really, well, lesbian. Not really.

Finally, she
turned off the water, dried herself, brushed out and dried her
hair, and flopped down on her sofa, staring at the TV. It was
impossible not to think about what had happened. She made a quick
TV dinner, and still she thought about it. She watched more
television, and still she thought about it. Guilt, and a damaged,
wounded ego warred with arousal and sexual hunger at each
memory.

She was a
strong, modern, intelligent, capable woman, damn it! She was not
some… some collared sex toy to be used by men!

But there was
nothing particularly arousing about being a strong, capable woman.
The thought of being a collared sex toy, on the other hand, made
her loins quiver and throb.

Her hands kept
dropping to her groin, consciously or unconsciously, fingers gently
stroking along her shaven slit, sparking instant heat. She had to
keep jerking her hands away, berating herself, wallowing in the
guilt once more, telling herself to have some pride, to not be a
slutty little bimbo.

Finally, she
climbed up the ladder and into her bed. She lay still for a bit,
but could not push off the thoughts. Her legs and arms spread wide
for the corners of the bed, and a part of her wished James was
there, above her, atop her, thrusting into her.

How could she
face him again, though, after what had happened that evening? She
was grateful those people were strangers, that none knew her, that
she would never have to face them again. But James… what to do
about him?

She eased the
dildo out of its basket and trailed the nose up and down her slit,
then pushed down, sliding it into her body. Soon she was pumping it
in and out, aching a little but filled with heat. She moaned, legs
spread achingly wide, imagining herself tied up, men surrounding
her, cocks thrusting into her, using her, raping her, pounding away
at her.

* * * * *

“So you can
see from this video, Mr. Martin, that there seems to be nothing
wrong with Ziegler’s back,” Sabrina said, sitting across from one
of her insurance company clients as they looked at the monitor.

She was
dressed in smart grey business slacks and a green blouse. She
leaned forward and pointed at a particular section of the screen,
at boxes there.

“These boxes
were all weighed beforehand,” she said. “And he is exhibiting no
difficulty in lifting, turning and carrying them. I think this
would be trump whatever medical reports his attorney could bring to
a trial.”

“Yes, I quite
agree,” Martin said with a cynical shake of his head. “All right.
This is perfectly satisfactory. What about Billings?”

“Apparently he
loves to enter contests,” she said. “We’ve arranged to have him
enter one. He’s going to win it. The prize will be a big screen TV,
well, a box which pretends to be a big screen TV. It will be left
outside his house. So he’ll either leave it there or move it in on
his own. I’m betting the latter. The videos of that should be
convincing, too, given he’s allegedly unable to get out of a
wheelchair.”

Martin
snorted. “Very well, then.”

He rose and
Sabrina handed him the DVD she’d burned with the scene of Ziegler
on it. They shook hands and he left.

She checked
her watch, then headed out herself. After much hemming and hawing
Mrs. Chen had finally provided her with a list of Tina’s friends.
She had spent the morning trying to find out if anyone knew of a
new boyfriend. She had gotten very little out of it. Tina was a
good, studious college student who cared mostly about computers.
She had no boyfriend that anyone knew of. She rarely dated, and
spent most of her time reading and studying. Most of her friends
were also Chinese, and none found anything odd about that.

Well, if this
man was into bondage, then presumably so was Tina. It was little
wonder she wouldn’t want to advertise that. Sabrina herself wanted
none of her friends to know about what she’d done the other night –
well, mostly. A part of her felt a squirming sense of excitement
and almost wanted to shout it out to a few of her closest
girlfriends just to see their wide-eyed reaction.

But they were
strong willed women like her. They might understand a little
bondage, a little flirting with tie up games, but she didn’t think
they’d understand the scene at the bondage club.

Her first trip
was to the New York Yacht Club. If she couldn’t trace this man
through bondage clubs she’d try another route. There weren’t all
that many really big yachts in New York, given the cost of the
boats, the fuel and the upkeep, only a multi-millionaire could own
one. Of course, there was no shortage of such people in New
York.

The problem,
of course, was getting in. They were most unlikely to let someone
like her go in, wander around, and question members. She solved
that problem by pulling her hair back in a loose pony tail, and
wearing a tight tank top and track pants slung low over high tops.
She looked several years younger, and went in to apply for a
job.

Her looks she
knew, caused most men to want to be helpful. Most men like working
around eye candy, too. And places which catered to the wealthy had
a habit of wanting their employees to be young, attractive, fit –
and preferably white. So, acting her perkiest, she bluffed her way
into the club, and was left alone to fill out an application.

After that it
was easy to slip away, undo her hair, and pretend to be a member of
the club. Again, most men she came to were eager to help. Her story
was that she and her friend had been on a party on his boat, a
large one with a hot tub, and had lost a broach there, but couldn’t
remember the name of the boat, or the name of the host.

That wasn’t
terribly unusual given the number of parties hosted aboard such
boats, and the popularity of young women who looked like her.
Still, while she got a lot of suggestions, a lot of mentions of
possibilities, there was nothing certain. Perhaps this particular
multi-millionaire kept a low profile.

She did get
several invitations to future parties, which she smilingly accepted
as they would give her further opportunities to return and mingle
with the moneyed set.

She left, and
went to the Alexandra yacht club, then the Harlem, then the
Beaumont. She had little luck at any of them, though she did get a
job offer at the Beaumont.

That left the
other direction, and she was of two minds about it. She was even
more intrigued with bondage than she had been, and was worried
about her own weakness in that respect. Still, there was nothing
for it, and having collected the names of several of the city’s
more expensive shops she decided to flash her mystery man’s picture
around them.

This called
for a slightly different outfit, but it was not had to change in
her car. A leather skirt – not the open hipped one - went over the
track pants, which were then pulled down. She replaced the tight
tank with an even tighter black silk halter, one which made her
blush to feel pressed against her bare breasts. She’d bought it
specifically to distract men during interviews, but had mostly been
too shy to wear it. After the events of the previous night,
however, her inhibitions had been – weakened.

The Kings Den
was one such, and she perused its stock much as she had at James’
store, but with somewhat more interest now, and more serious
consideration. She also found herself wondering what James would
think if he saw her in some of the outfits, and felt an urge to buy
a few.

The shopkeeper
here was older, and less threatening. He glanced casually at the
picture and shook his head, and not even the strong hint of
financial reward got him to show any interest.

The clerk at
the next shop was female, and had considerably more interest – in
Sabrina. She had tall, spiked hair and insisted on showing her some
of the items she was sure would be “just right” for her, leading
her by the arm, putting her arm across her shoulders, or her hand
at the small of her back. She was full of double entendres and
frank, smouldering looks which Sabrina strove to return with
something approaching interest – at least until she could get a
straight answer on the picture she carried.

The woman
hinted she might have more information if Sabrina was friendlier,
but she had no intention of having sex with a woman – or anyone –
just to get a little information.

She moved on
to the next shop. The clerk there was also gay, but had no sexual
interest in Sabrina beyond properly outfitting her body. His praise
for her was half salesmanship, half delighted at the prospect of
outfitting her with his wares.

Sabrina found
him much less threatening, and his clear devotion to bondage gear
made it seem more natural. He wore a vest with no shirt, and both
his nipples were pierced.

“Didn’t that
hurt?’ she asked.

“Oh God no!”
he said enthusiastically, before going on to regal her with the
extra sensitivity the piercing gave to his nipples

His partner
actually did piercing right there, in a well-equipped back room,
and Sabrina found herself strongly tempted. One of the reasons she
hadn’t seriously considered it before was embarrassment, but he was
so enthusiastic, and so obviously not interested in her body, that
her mind was caught by the thought of exposing pierced nipples to
James the next time she saw him.

And besides,
it would feel so hot, so sexual, to have her nipples pierced!

It was
embarrassing exposing herself, despite the fact they were gay, but
exciting, as well, as she sat in the small chair in the back room.
It hurt a little, two sharp pinpricks of pain. But the pain was
over, soon, and then she had the unaccustomed weight of the two
studs in her nipples.

In for a
penny, in for a pound, became her thought as the friendly man
expounded on the benefits of genital piercing and laser hair
removal. He even unabashedly demonstrated his own smooth groin. By
then it didn’t seem such a formidable or embarrassing thing to
strip off her skirt and let him use the laser on her, or to then
pierce her clitoral hood.
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The weighted
balls dangled from a one inch line attached to the rings piercing
Tina’s nipples and clitoris. As she crawled, as she moved, they
swung and tugged, a constant reminder, a constant, teasing,
sensation to a body and mind now completely attuned to sex.

She was
scrubbing the floor of his very large kitchen, naked, of course.
The only things adorning her body, aside from the rings, were the
metal shackles around her wrists and ankles, and the metal collar
circling her throat. All had been placed there only after she had
begged for long minutes, begged strongly and convincingly. Then she
had been permitted to put them on and submit as the bolts had been
hammered into place to lock them immovably in place.

She was on all
fours, able to see at last, and delighted at it. Her ability to see
was a gift from her master because she had been a good girl, and
could be removed if she was a bad girl. This had been very clearly
explained to her.

She moved
slowly across the floor, pulling the pail with her, using the
sponge, dipping it continuously into the hot water, scrubbing
carefully at the tiles, moving from one side to the other.

She heard his
footsteps, and sat quickly back on her heels, spreading her knees
wide.

“And how are
you doing, slave girl?”

“Fine,
master,” she said with only partially feigned enthusiasm.

He walked
slowly across the floor, looking down, inspecting. He stopped and
frowned, and Tina felt a tightness in her chest.

“Come here,
slave,” he ordered.

She quickly
crawled across to where he stood pointing at a bit of something
still on the floor. He slapped the side of her head. “Do you think
that’s clean!?” he demanded.

“No, master!
I’m sorry, master!”

“Are you being
a bad girl!?” he demanded, slapping her head again.

Tina felt
tears come to her eyes.

“No, master!
I’m a good girl! I’m sorry, master!”

“Clean it.
Now!”

He grasped her
hair and jerked her head back so that she squealed in pain, then
forced her face down against the floor, rubbing her mouth and lips
against it.

“Clean it up.
Now!”

She licked
desperately at the mark, her tongue rasping against the tile as he
twisted his fingers in her hair.

He pulled back
on her hair and inspected again. “That’s better, “he growled

He yanked her
head back further, forcing her back to bow.

“Good girls
don’t perform sloppy work,” he said.

He yanked her
head forward again, pressing it down against the floor. “Raise your
bottom,” he barked.

Tina obeyed
and he released her hair, moving briefly away. He returned with a
thin cane, and she quivered as he placed it against her bottom.

“You were a
bad girl,” he said sternly.

Tina knew he
was right. She felt miserable at failing him, at somehow missing
that bit of dirt. How stupid she was!

The cane drew
back, then made the cutting sound she had come to know so well as
it sliced through the air. It cracked painfully, stingingly against
her buttocks and she let out a soft cry, holding still. Again it
drew back, then hissed through the air, cracking against her bottom
a second time. Five more blows followed, the pain mounting, her
bottom on fire as she whimpered miserably. Another blow made her
jerk forward in pain. Another made her cry out, tears spilling out
of her eyes now.

A final blow
and Tina cried out in pain. Then his foot against her bottom sent
her falling forward onto her belly on the floor. He tipped over the
bucket and dirty, soapy water spilled across the floor, soaking
her.

“Now start
over, slave! And do the job right, this time!” he growled.

* * * * *

The body
stocking felt sensual and luxurious against Sabrina’s flesh,
clinging to her like a second skin. It was a dark, see-through
stocking which covered her from toe to neck, strong enough to pull
in hard across her swollen breasts. There were two neat holes over
the nipples, each no more than a dime in size. Her nipples
protruded through them, pierced by simple gold rings the size of
quarters.

The body
stocking was crotchless, as well, but the ring there was hidden by
the leather thong she wore. Also hidden was the butt-plug in her
anus and the dildo in her pussy. She wore the thigh-high leather
stiletto boots, shoulder length leather sleeves, and a leather
collar. Her ankles and wrists had leather restraints buckled
tightly around them. The wrist restraints were fastened to a chain
which dangled from a ring in the back of her collar, holding her
hands up well above her buttocks. In her mouth was a ball-gag.

She waited,
sitting on her sofa, on edge, heart pounding with every sound,
watching the clock, waiting for James. He had no idea what she
wanted or how she would greet him. The thought of greeting him like
this was embarrassing, but also arousing.

It had been
several days since she’d had herself pierced, several days since
she’d talked to him. Every day the embarrassment to her pride had
faded, the excitement grown. Memories of wild, uninhibited sex had
filled her dreams, both waking and sleeping, and she had decided to
give herself up to them. She trusted James, to an extent. She knew
he would never hurt her or let her come to harm.

And he was
right. She wanted to test the limits of her inhibitions, to see
what wildness her mind could accept.

“Sabrina?”

Her heart
leapt, and heat rushed to her face. Sabrina slid off the bed and
onto the floor, kneeling, sitting back on her heels and spreading
her knees wide. She waited, face red, mind squirming. It was not
the bondage which embarrassed her, nor even the nudity. It was he
submission, the surrender of her pride, of her lifelong
determination to be considered an equal in all things, respected by
everyone she knew.

The door
opened and she heard him in the entry from the front office. Then
he turned the corner and she dropped her eyes, unable to look at
him. The silence was devastating, and for a terrible moment she
feared he would simply walk away. Instead he came forward, and his
hand came down to grasp her chin and lift her face up.

Her eyes
rolled aside, too embarrassed to look at him.

“Look at me,”
he barked.

His tone was
different, demanding, and she felt a sense of indignation that he
would speak to her like that. Who was he to give her orders!? It
was an instant reflex, and even as she looked at him, her frown
starting to etch her forehead, she abandoned it, feeling a wave of
excitement as she did, an excitement at submitting to him.

He reached
down and pulled the gag out of her mouth.

“Are you going
to do what you’re told?” he demanded.

“Y-yes,” she
whispered.

“All right.
We’ll see,” he said, releasing her chin and stepping back. “Let’s
start with the rules of this game. You will obey me. You will
address me as sir, or Mr. Theodore.”

“Not master?’
she asked a little jokingly.

“You aren’t
ready for that kind of commitment by a very long shot, and don’t
speak without being spoken to.”

She pursed her
lips.

“The rules
are, I make all the decisions. You do what you’re told, when you’re
told. I don’t want to see any snotty looks. I don’t want argument.
I don’t want you to question me. Do you understand?”

“Yes… sir,”
she said, partly indignant still, but more aroused.

“If I want to,
I will punish you. I will punish you if I think you have done
something wrong, if you are disobedient, if you fail to please me,
or just because I want to. And you will accept this punishment and
thank me for it.”

Sabrina felt
rebellion begin to rise within herself, but determinedly crushed
it. She wanted to see what would happen.

“Yes,
sir.”

“I will not be
polite to you. I will give you orders. I will call you names. I
will be nasty to you. You will be meek, obedient and submissive.
Understand?”

“Yes, Mr.
Theodore,” she said, her pussy throbbing, squeezing down around the
dildo.

“And you will
fuck anyone and everyone I tell you to.”

Her stomach
felt as though she had been punched. Raging heat flooded her along
with fear and anxiety. She couldn’t! But he was so hot, and she
felt so aroused, so wild, and she trusted him. He would not do
anything too – too – bizarre to her. He would not give her to
anyone – bad.

“Do you
understand, slut?”

Again Sabrina
felt a sense of indignation that he would talk to her like that,
but the indignation melted away under a torrent of heat.

“Yes, sir,”
she gulped.

“Let me hear
you say it.”

“I-I will fuck
anyone and everyone you tell me to,” she said breathlessly, nipples
aching, burning, pussy throbbing.

He nodded.
“Now where is the picture you wanted to show at the club?”

Oh God! Oh
God! Oh God! Did he plan on bringing her to the club!?

“On the table
there,” she said, nodding her head towards the table.

He leaned in
and slapped her face, not terribly hard, but enough to sting her
cheek. She gasped and stared at him, open mouthed.

“You forgot to
say sir,” he said sternly.

She licked her
lips, eyes blinking uncertainly. “I’m sorry, sir.”

He wrapped her
hair around his wrist and used it to pull her to her feet. She
gasped at the pull, then perched unsteadily on the high
stilettos.

He released
her hair and examined her nipple rings, lifting them, tugging them,
pulling so she rose up and forward, gasping in pain as her nipples
were stretched.

“In future,
you will do nothing to your body without my permission,” he
said.

“Yes, sir,”
she gulped, voice strained by pain.

He examined
the leather thong. It opened at the sides with simple clips. It
fell away, and she blushed a little as he examined her bare sex
lips and the dildo protruding slightly between them.

“Nice job,” he
said.

He lifted the
ring piercing her clit and let it fall. Sabrina winced for it was
still sore there.

“It looks like
it’s healing nicely,” he said. “But it means I can’t fuck you hard
like you deserve, not yet. I should punish you for that. In fact, I
think I will.”

He turned her
roughly and slapped her bare bottom. He examined the way her wrists
were bound, then changed the binding, lifting her wrists up much
higher, holding them together, then fastening the chain around them
before locking it to the back of her collar.

He searched
among her belts and found one he liked, then slipped it around her
arms, slowly drawing it tighter, forcing her elbows closer
together, drawing her shoulders back painfully so that she gasped
and protested weakly. That drew sharp slaps on the bottom and a
“Shut up, slut.”

Then the gag
went back into her mouth.

“Do you think
I should bring you to the club – like this?” he asked.

Sabrina moaned
into the gag. She was nude, exposed, only the thin, see-through
body stocking offering any protection at all.

“We’ll see,”
he said with a mysterious grin. “One thing is for sure, this place
is too small to swing a cat. So to speak. I’ll take you to my
place.”

He looked
around. “You should have bought a leash, too. For now we’ll have to
make do.”

He made do
with a long black bootlace, which Sabrina, quivering with both
excitement and anxiety, watched him tie – to her clit ring! Then,
grinning, he tugged gently towards the door. Sabrina tried –
briefly – to resist, then tried talking through the gag, her head
motioning frantically at the long jacket across a chair. He ignored
her and continued pulling. The pull against her sore clit was
irresistible.

She shuffled
forward, making small but rapid steps on the stiletto heels,
following him around the corner, through the door to the outer
office, and then, eyes widening, out into the lobby beyond. It was
late evening, but not that late. There were surely other people in
the building. She moaned and rolled her eyes, but he kept his back
to her, holding the boot lace casually, forcing her to hurry along
behind him to the elevators.

She didn’t
even have the thong! The dildo protruded slightly from her pussy,
holding her sex lips open. Behind her, the round butt of the
butt-plug was fairly obvious to anyone who looked.

She tried to
talk, to shout, to work her mouth enough to make some kind of
intelligible sound, to make him understand, to protest. It was for
nought, of course. The gag filled her mouth, pressing down against
her tongue, forcing her mouth wide. She could not speak, and she
dared not make any loud noises for fear of attracting someone’s
attention.

Sabrina’s mind
was electric, her nerves on edge, listening for any sound, any hint
someone else was nearby. She jumped as the bell rang above the
elevator, and shrank back in case someone was inside. The car was
empty, however, and James walked casually forward. Sabrina yelped
in pain as he pulled against her clit ring, forced to scuttle along
behind him.

He pressed the
button for the garage, then seized her hair, using it to turn her
around, placing her directly before the doors.

“Spread your
legs,” he ordered.

His voice was
cool, stern, and Sabrina found her legs parting without thought. He
pulled back on her hair, forcing her head back, arching her back
,and she felt his hand between her legs.

“A pretty
picture you’ll make if the elevator stops along the way,” he said,
gripping the base of the dildo and slowly pushing it in and
out.

And then, as
if he had predicted it, the elevator did stop, far too soon, and
her heart leapt to her throat as the doors pulled aside. He forced
her head forward again, but no one was there, and he grinned to her
so that she understood he had pressed the button for this floor
himself.

The doors
closed again, and they continued down. He bent her head back again,
pumping the dildo smoothly in and out, twisting it from side to
side so that she gasped and grunted in some discomfort, feeling the
nose of the dildo grind strongly across the walls of her sex. It
was bizarre to be naked and doing such a filthy thing in the
elevator she rode in every day! What if someone else saw her!?

But being in
bondage, she was discovering, was about having no choices, no say,
and no decisions. She there was nothing she could do.

The elevator
stopped, and again the doors opened. He pulled her head forward and
she gasped, a trifle dizzy. Again she felt a swelling anxiety, but
when the doors parted no one waited. He marched past, tugging on
the boot lace, and she yelped and scurried after, pulled
remorselessly along in his wake.

His car was
thankfully not far. She was relieved to see and recall the tinted
windows. But then he popped the trunk, and she wondered what he was
getting. To her surprise, he pulled her right up to the trunk, then
bent her forward, his hand going to her groin, half pushing, half
lifting her. She was startled, but did not struggle as he put her
into the trunk. There was even some relief, for at least no one
could see her.

He turned her
onto her belly, then sorted through a leather bag there, drawing a
chain from it. He quickly locked her ankle restraints together.
Then he drew her feet up and back – harder – then still harder, so
she groaned and her body was bowed sharply. She felt the pressure
against her collar as he fastened the chain there, and then turned
her onto her side and drew back. The trunk closed above her,
leaving her in near darkness, and the car started and began to
move.

One bizarre
experience was to follow another, it seemed. She had never ridden
in a trunk before, and found it a rougher ride than the comfortable
seats she was used to. Her back began to ache, as well, and the
longer she was bound so sharply bowed the more it ached. Pain began
to settle into her bones, and, at first, resentment towards him. As
the minutes passed the pain grew, but the resentment faded. This
was what it was like, a numbed part her thought, to be a prisoner,
to be in bondage, to be a slave, with no choices or freedom.

Where was she
going, she wondered? And what would he do to her when she got
there? Would he really give her to other men? She had actually
promised to fuck anyone he wanted! God! Was she going to be his
slut!? No, that was paranoid. Surely he cared for her and would not
simply let any man use her who wanted to. Then again, he had freely
given her to a stranger at the club, and hadn’t seemed bothered by
it. People like him seemed to have a different view of sex.

She gasped as
they hit a rut and the car shook. How insane was this!? What would
her friends think of her submitting to this!? But oh what a story
she’d have to tell, how wide their eyes would be! This was a far
cry from sitting at home watching television!

By the time
the car finally stopped she had given up any attempt to squirm free
or change her position, and finally admitted to herself that she
was utterly helpless and completely at his mercy. There was a
certain reassurance in that, for some reason, but there was also a
sense of anxiety. What if they went to the club and he paraded her
about like this! Like that bald girl!

The trunk
opened and she rolled her eyes up at him. Past him, she could see
they were in a garage of some kind. He reached in and easily moved
her onto her belly, ignoring her moan of pain, undoing the chain
holding her ankles up and back and letting her legs drop down. She
gasped in pain and relief, then yelped as he lifted her up bodily
and settled her on the concrete floor.

They were in a
garage, she saw, swaying weakly, back aching, legs weak. A standard
garage, not an industrial garage. So apparently they were not at
the club. Was this his garage? She had not yet been to his home. He
slapped her bottom sharply, for no apparent reason, and she yelped
and leapt at the stinging pain. Then he pulled on the bootlace and
she stumbled after him, to the door of the house and then through
it.

It was a
comfortable home, though not a mansion by any means. And as he drew
her around the stairs and into a large living room she felt her
face flood with heat as two people stood up. A man and a woman.
Both were in their early to mid thirties, and both were blonde,
though not true blonde, she saw, their hair a white gold. They were
both slender, but the woman had what she was certain were fake
breasts – and big ones. Her hair was in a short bob, while his was
a crewcut.

“So this is
her,” the man said.

“She’s quite
lovely,” the woman added.

“She wants a
taste of what slavery is like,” James said.

The woman
smiled. “Many women do, or think they do. Often a taste is enough
to send them scurrying back to their traditional vanilla sex.”

“Then the
sooner the better,” James said, “for I fear I’m coming to like this
one, and don’t want to be disappointed.”

Sabrina was
already flustered because of her sudden exposure before these
strangers, flustered and mortified. His words confused her further.
It sounded as though this was a test, to see if she could come
through it or run away. He was coming to like her? Well, wasn’t
that sweet, she thought indignantly.

“We’ll see how
strong she is,” the woman said, taking the bootlace from James
hand. “Let’s go, slut. We’ll take you to our playroom,” she said to
Sabrina.

Sabrina felt
another wave of indignation wash over her, but yelped in pain,
hurrying to follow as the woman pulled on the shoelace. She
followed the woman down a carpeted corridor and through a panelled
wooden door into a long narrow room with windows looking out on a
heavily treed lot. The room was set up like a gym, with pads on the
floor, and a number of pieces of exercise equipment spread
about.

But there was
more to it than that, she saw, as the man followed and lifted down
a speed bag, then attached a long bar to the hook dangling
overhead.

The woman
snapped her fingers. “On your knees, slut!” she barked.

Anger flared
again within her, but the humiliation was starting to fade, and
heat was beginning to spread, though she didn’t know why. She knelt
on one of the mats. The woman slipped her foot between her knees,
kicking lightly at them.

“Spread `em,”
she ordered. “You will keep your legs well apart at all times.”

Sabrina
shifted her knees further apart and the woman worked the gag from
her mouth. Now that she could speak Sabrina found herself
speechless, too embarrassed to say anything to these strangers
whose names she still did not know, uncertain how to react, what to
say, whether to demand she be released or – or go along with this –
test.

“So we’ll see
how long it takes for you to scream in terror and run home to
mommy,” the woman said.

Sabrina glared
at her and then at the man, who came to stand before her.

“Have you
eaten lately? Had anything to drink?” he asked.

In fact, no.
Her stomach had been atumble for hours before James had arrived, as
she had been wracked with indecision.

She shook her
head.

The woman
slapped her cheek and she gasped in pain.

“You will
answer orally,” she said in a stern voice. “You will answer yes,
sir ,or no sir, or yes, miss, or no miss. Do you understand,
slut?”

Sabrina opened
her mouth to give the woman a piece of her mind, but as she looked
up at the three fully clothed people looking down at her she felt a
swirling sense of dark excitement and anticipation. Still her pride
threatened to burst through her, to force her to argue, to force
her to demand she be released.

“Do you
understand, slut?” the woman demanded.

“I – I
understand – miss,’ she said, her face flushed.

Bitch!

“Do you know
how to service a man with your mouth, slut?”

These people
were shameless! It was a whole other world! Sabrina stared up at
her, mouth open. What should she say?!

The woman
slapped her face again, and she gasped at the stinging pain.

“Answer,
slut.”

“I – of
course!” she said hotly.

“I doubt
that,” the woman said with a smirk. “I doubt that very much, little
miss vanilla.”

She knelt
herself, and reached for the man’s groin, then quickly unzipped it
and drew out the man’s cock. Sabrina blushed a little, her stomach
quivering, and then watched the woman began to lick and mouth it.
Did the woman think she was going to give her blowjob lessons or
something!?

But as the
man’s cock hardened she began wondering if the woman could. For she
was good, very good, shamelessly good. She felt herself in the same
situation as she had at the club, envious and irritated at the same
time, and feeling intimidated by the other woman’s skill. As the
bald girl had done at the club, the woman easily took the man’s
cock deep into her throat, smoothly, without a hint of a problem,
mouthing him to the base and jamming her face into his groin.

She eased
back, letting the man’s cock pop free, giving Sabrina a smirk, as
if knowing she could not possibly match her. And what angered
Sabrina was that she was right.

“Well? Have
you ever done that for a man?”

Sabrina had to
shake her head and drop her eyes.

“You
will.”

Sabrina felt a
thrill of excitement and anxiety. How could she - .

“To submit is
to submit completely,” the woman said. “You will learn to submit.
Or do you think James is worth less?”

The man turned
to Sabrina and reached out to her, gripping her head in both hands.
She felt a sudden fear as he drew her forward against his cock, but
his movements were slow. She reluctantly opened her lips as his
cock slid into her mouth, and only afterwards was amazed at herself
that she had voluntarily taken the strange man’s cock into her
mouth without thought.

“There is no
trick to sword swallowing,” the woman said, “nor to deep throating.
It is all a matter of self control. There is no physical reason why
you can’t swallow a man’s cock, no matter how long. It is all in
your mind. It’s your own fears you need to conquer. Your throat was
made for swallowing. So swallow, slut.”

The man pushed
forward, pulling on Sabrina’s head. Despite what the woman said she
felt herself panicking, struggling. She gagged as the head of the
man’s cock pushed into her throat. But he pulled her forward,
remorseless. She gagged more strongly, choking, her eyes going wide
as the thick meat slid into the back of her throat and then
down.

It was like
nothing she had ever felt before. It was uncomfortable, like she
had swallowed too much – which of course, she had. She wanted to
gag, to cough, to choke, and tried all three to no avail. She could
not twist free or pull back, and she stared in shock at the man’s
groin as he pulled her mouth down along the length of his shaft
until her vision was blotted out against his groin, her nose jammed
into his pubic bone.

He held her
there, his strong hands all-but covering her head as her lower body
twisted and jerked and struggled weakly. And then she felt a sharp,
stinging blow against her buttocks which jolted her mind away from
her throat. Another blow, and she tried to cry out. Another blow,
and she moaned in pain. And then another blow as the man eased back
and pulled his cock slowly back up her throat, the head finally
popping free of her throat just as another stinging blow struck her
buttocks.

She cried out
at that blow, gasping and shuddering now as she drew in deep
breaths of air.

“You see how
when you were strapped your body stopped trying to gag or choke?”
the woman said. “That’s because your mind was distracted. It’s all
in the mind. You need to have a strong mind to deep throat a man.
You need to be in control of yourself. You need to be brave. Do you
think you’re up to it?”

Sabrina’ s
throat was sore, and she was still gasping for breath. Her eyes had
watered, and she found she was drooling a bit, tasting stomach
acid. But then the man pushed his cock back into her mouth again,
and she once again started to struggle. Another blow to her bottom
made her cry out just as his cock slid into her throat. Another
sharp blow distracted her, and then he was deep in her throat, and
her lips were being pulled down the length of his shaft.

Again her face
was jammed into his groin, and again he held her there. Whenever
her lower body began to writhe or twist a sharp stinging blow to
her bottom made her leap and jerk in pain.

He pulled
back, and again she was strapped stingingly to distract her. When
she could breath again, saliva running over her lower lip and eyes
tearing, she saw that James was not even in the room! She felt
abandoned, that she was at the mercy of strangers. She coughed and
gasped for breath.

“I don’t think
she’s capable,” the woman said. “She looks like a weak little
vanilla girl to me. She’ll break and run home any moment now.”

Did the woman
think she didn’t understand reverse psychology, Sabrina thought in
irritation. But it was a small thought for she was feeling a little
overwhelmed with everything, her mind reeling, her body overheated,
stomach threatening to revolt, throat aching.

“W-W-Wait!’
she gasped, or tried to.

They ignored
her, and his cock slid into her throat again. And again. And again.
And again.

He pulled out,
and she gasped, chest heaving, face red, saliva spilling down over
her breasts as she coughed weakly.\

“She actually
is getting better,” the woman said grudgingly.

It was hard.
It was very hard. But the thought that she could deep throat a man
was thrilling. Even outside of bondage, outside this kinky game,
that would be a skill which would widen men’s eyes forever. And she
did want to pass their stupid test, despite herself, and she found
herself not wanting to disappoint James either.

The man sat
down now, and Sabrina found her head pulled downwards.

“Spread your
legs, slut. I told you to keep them apart,” the woman barked,
slapping her bottom.

Sabrina
obeyed, her lips sliding over the man’s cock. As they slid down
something pushed between her legs and then began to buzz. It was a
vibrator, but like none she had ever felt. It was much more
powerful, with a long handle and a wide round end the size of a
water glass. The woman was rubbing it back and forth between her
legs, pressing against the butt plug and the tip of the dildo, and
across her clitoris.

At first was a
minor distraction, then she felt a sense of discomfort. All her
attention was on not choking, on swallowing the cock shoved into
her mouth, on learning, on restraining herself, and on the stinging
blows to her bottom. She was not thinking about sex – oddly. But
the vibrations were much more powerful than any vibrator she had
ever felt, and after the discomfort came – something else.

Her lower body
began to throb and pulse, her groin quivering. The woman rolled the
thing back and forth, sliding it in and out between her thighs,
pressing up against her sex in a way which ached and pleasured her
at the same time. It hurt as it ground across her clit ring, hurt
as it jammed the dildo deeper into her pussy, but it hurt so –
good!

Her hips began
to quiver and jerk, her bottom bucking back unconsciously, her hips
rolling and grinding spastically, and the more she was distracted
from the cock in her throat the easier it became to restrain her
gag reflex and instinct to choke and cough.

The man pulled
her off with a gasp. “I’m gonna blow in a minute.”

“Well, we
can’t have that,” the woman said.

She handed him
the large white vibrator and undid her own trousers, then shucked
them off. Naked below the waist, she sat down as he stood up,
moving behind Sabrina. He slid the long, fat vibrator between her
legs as the woman pulled her hair forward, guiding her face down
between her own legs.

Sabrina
quivered with sexual hunger and excitement, but hesitated,
stricken. She wanted nothing to do with women! She didn’t want to -
.

Her face was
jammed against the woman’s sex, her lips rubbing against the
woman’s bare sex.

“Lick me,
slut. Show me what a submissive little whore you are. Or run back
to mommy.”

Bitch! Sabrina
really did not like this arrogant slut! But she would be damned if
she would cave in and admit she was too prudish to do something
like this. Wasn’t it fashionable to play around with women these
days, at least a little? What would it hurt?

She gasped in
pain as the woman twisted her fingers in her hair, but the man was
sliding that vibrator back and forth between her thighs and she
moaned in pleasure. Her tongue pushed out with a gasp, and as the
woman jammed her face down into her groin it plunged between the
lips of her sex.

“That’s it,
slut. Show me what you can do for me, “ the woman demanded.

Sabrina began
to lick, not liking it at all. But she did it, her tongue licking
along the woman’s slit as she fought to control her distaste. She
gasped as a hand cracked against her buttocks.

“Lick, slut,”
the man ordered.
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Tina writhed
on the bed, gasping, moaning, body hot and sweating with pleasure
and pain. Her wrists were bound to the headboard, and her back
arched as the flog lashed down across her breasts. Oh how it stung!
Oh how hot her breasts were! The sensations, the wild sensations!
Her breasts throbbed and burned and felt exquisitely sensitive to
the slightest touch.

She cried out,
her heels pressing against the mattress, pushing, shoving, lifting
her groin up. Her legs were well apart, and the flog swung down to
strike her between the legs. Again she cried out, the pain hot and
stinging, her groin on fire.

The flog
rained blows across her breasts and belly, and between her legs,
and as she writhed and twisted, onto her bottom and back as well.
Then the man threw the flog down and leapt atop her. He forced her
knees wide, jamming them against the mattress on either side of her
body, and plunged into her pussy with a hard, steely thrust that
made her scream.

The second
stroke brought her climax, and she cried out again and again as the
climax rolled through her, spreading and tearing at her body and
mind, wave after wave of pleasure lashing her as the flog had
lashed her, while his cock pounded into her pussy with hard,
violent thrusts that made her whole body shake.

So good. So
goooood, she thought blearily.

She didn’t
know who the man was. She couldn’t even see him, for he wore a
hood. It didn’t matter. They were always different. All that
mattered is master telling her to obey. So she obeyed whatever the
men wanted. They always wanted to hurt her, but that didn’t matter
any more. Pain and pleasure had become one in her mind, a mind
broken of inhibitions, battered into submission, consumed by sexual
hunger and need, and the hot, dark thrill of masochistic
submission.

The man left,
and she lay on her back for some time, arms above her head, eyes
glassy, body glistening with sweat, criss-crossed by red lines of
heat.

* * * * *

It had become
almost – easy. Her throat was sore, but she could take the man’s
cock easily down her throat, with hardly an urge to gag. Sabrina
was beginning to feel quite pleased with herself, in a slightly
startled way. And then James returned. She demonstrated her
new-found abilities with some pride, though strove not to show any.
She wondered if he were jealous, at least a little, as the man slid
his cock deep into her throat.

He stood back,
watching, arms folded across his chest. The man made no effort to
be gentle. She could do it herself now, and a part of her wanted to
demonstrate that, wanted the man to hold still as he had earlier,
and let her slide her lips down his cock. But another side of her
felt a squirming sense of heat at being roughly used while James
watched, almost seeming to glory in her own mistreatment.

The man fucked
her throat with some speed and force, and she gurgled weakly as he
gripped fistfuls of hair to either side of her head and used them
like handles to pull her in and out. He pulled out abruptly, and
flung her back so she gasped and landed heavily on her back on the
mat.

“Roll over,
slut. Show me your ass,” he demanded.

She moaned,
coughing, gasping, but obeying, raising her bottom as she knelt,
spreading her knees. She yelped as the strap cut across her bottom,
then again, but she didn’t protest.

“I’m gonna
fuck your ass, slut,” he growled crudely.

Glittering
shards of hot, wicked excitement rolled over her mind, and she
moaned as he knelt behind her. She felt his fingers at the butt
plug, slapping it, then pulling on it. Her cheek was pressed
against the mat, her eyes towards James as he watched. She felt the
plug slowly pulled free of her, spreading her rectal opening
wide.

Almost as soon
as it was pulled out his cock slid into her, and she groaned as he
drove it deep. It hurt, and cramps rippled through her belly as he
buried his cock in her ass. He began to grind his hips against her,
and soon was pumping in and out as James watched.

Madness! This
was all madness! But it was so wild and thrilling she was lost in
it, intoxicated by the excitement.

His hips
hammered her upraised buttocks, his cock spearing her. She grunted
with every hard thrust, gasping and moaning, then cried out as he
yanked on her hair, pulling it back.

She was going
to come!

“Oh! Ungh! Oh!
Oh! Ungh!’ she gasped.

The power
flared white hot and she found her mind rolling over and over, her
body bathed in the fires of sexual pleasure, the pressure coursing
through her veins so that she shuddered violently, her head jerking
and trembling against the mat

The orgasm
seemed to go on and on, and when it finally faded it left her dazed
and exhausted, drained, but still kneeling, body still shuddering
to the hard blows of his hips as he rammed his cock into her ass.
After several long minutes he came as well, and pulled back,
leaving her as she was.

“Thank you
Janine, Peter,” James said. “I’ll take her from here.”

Sabrina sensed rather than saw them leaving, then gasped as someone
– James – gripped her hair and pulled her upright, then up onto her
feet.

“Still want to
be someone’s little slave girl?” he asked with a thin smile.

She didn’t
know about being a slave girl, but the wild, thrilling sexual games
she was engaged in were to delicious to want to stop.

“I – I don’t
now, sir,” she gasped.

“Well, let’s
find out.”

He pulled her
by the collar over beneath the bar which hung from chains, then
turned her and undid the belt strapping her elbows back. She
groaned, her stiff arms aching. He massaged them, and dug his
fingers into her numbed shoulders, then undid the chain holding her
wrists up. She was free, and – it felt odd, unnatural. Her arms
ached fiercely, and his strong hands massaged her shoulders and
upper arms, then lifted her right hand up to the bar and locked her
wrist restraint against one end. He did the same for her other
wrist, and she found herself standing straight, arms high and wide,
heart beginning to pound.

He pulled her
left leg sideways, then bent and fastened the restraint against a
ring set in the floor. Then he did for her right leg. Doing that
dropped her against the wrist restraints, putting a lot of pressure
on them, and only her toes could reach the floor.

“How do you
feel?”

She felt
spread out, her body straining. She felt utterly helpless, as well,
and… and sensual.

He picked up
the butt-plug which had been discarded by the other man, and moved
behind her. She groaned as she felt it pressed against her anus,
slowly forced up inside her again.

Then he picked
up the ball gag, working it into her mouth and strapping it behind
her head. She quivered in excitement and anxiety. He ran his hand
up and down her back, then down to her bottom, squeezing her
buttocks. His other hand slid down her belly, the palm of his hand
pressing against the dildo, driving the head up into the bottom of
her pussy so that it ached.

His fingers
stroked lightly against her clit, which both ached and throbbed in
pleasure.

He moved away,
going to a corner closet. He returned with a whip, and Sabrina
shuddered, pulling instinctively against the bonds. The whip
consisted of a foot-long handle and a number of foot long laces
protruding from the end.

“This is very
light weight,” he said. “These aren’t much heavier than shoelaces.
In England, for a long time, little boys and girls were routinely
caned. This is nothing compared to that.”

He smiled and
moved behind her, then swung his arm down. The flog swung down and
the laces spread, then snapped at her bottom. She jerked and moaned
weakly. They stung a little, but he was right. The whip was almost
a toy, a toy used for games. He swung it again, and the laces
struck her back. Again she flinched, but the pain was nothing
compared to the rolling heat which swung over her.

She was
standing naked, legs spread, practically hanging by her wrists
being whipped!

The flog swung
across her back again, and again, and again, with slow, deliberate
blows that made her flinch a little, but not really hurt. Her back
began to warm, however, becoming more and more sensitive. The flog
swept across her bottom and she gasped, then across her back again.
She let her head go back, feeling a wild, white hot thrill run
through her.

He moved
around her and swung. He wouldn’t, she thought in shock. But the
flog came down across her chest, the thin laces stinging her as
they cracked down on her taut, swollen breasts. She was shocked by
the very idea that he would strike her there. And again! She
moaned, pulling against the bonds. Again! She shuddered, her
breasts aching, her nipples pinpoints of hot fire.

He slashed the
flog down between her legs, and she jerked hard, then again, then
again, eyes wide in shock and a growing sexual fever. He circled
her, swinging the flog again and again until her skin was raw and
hot and she was sweating and moaning in pain and intoxicated
pleasure.

He grabbed her
hair roughly, yanking her head back. “Are you enjoying this, slut?”
he growled.

No! Yes! She
couldn’t think!

He pulled the
butt-plug out of her bottom and then drove himself up into her with
a cruel, hard thrust. She cried out, then again, then again as he
rammed himself up into her ass. His hands raced roughly over her
body, groping and squeezing her breasts, then sliding a hand
between her legs to finger her clit and pump the dildo inside
her.

The orgasm
screamed up out of nowhere and hammered her mind to pieces.

* * * * *

“That’s Martin
Dorham.”

“Dorham?”
Sabrina said.

The man
nodded. “A bit of an egg head. I mean, he likes to call himself an
amateur psychologist, you know, and gets into what motivates people
involved in bdsm.”

“And what’s
that?” she asked.

She was at a
gathering of people, friends of Janine and Peter, people very much
into the “scene”. It felt almost odd that they were all dressed
normally, as she was. Somehow she felt they should all be in
leather, with some signs of bondage. But the only obvious thing was
the number of visible tattoos and piercings on the other guests. Of
course, that would change, and her stomach was still a little
flustered and anxious.

“Guilt and
defying societal conventions. Depends on the individual. “

“Have you ever
seen him with a Chinese girl?”

He smiled.
“Dorham likes Asian women. He says they’re more naturally
submissive, and can take more pain than Caucasian women. But he
wouldn’t like you anyway.”

She blinked in surprise. “Uhm, and why not?”

“You’re too
old.”

“I’m twenty
six,” she said with a frown.

“Too old, “he
said, grinning. “He says women’s minds are more pliable when
they’re young.”

“How young
would that be?” she asked tartly.

“Legal, but
barely.”

“Uh huh.”

“He’ll
probably be at the club next week. I heard he has a new slave girl
he’s going to show off. Very pretty.”

“And why does
he want women’s’ minds to be… pliable?”

He took a sip
from his glass and shrugged. “He says that true sexual freedom only
comes with true slavery.”

Before this
week Sabrina would have thought that statement insane. Now she
understood what he meant.

“So?”

“So a lot of
people are intrigued by the notion of true sexual slavery. Of
course, we all have a spark of independence, some greater than
others. True submission is rare. Total submission is even rarer.
But Dorham thinks you can train true submission into someone, at
least into a masochist who doesn’t mind being beaten. If you punish
them for every misbehaviour then he believes that obedience will
become instinctive. Most women wouldn’t allow themselves to be
forced to that level of submission, of course. But he always seems
to find a few. I think they don’t really know what they’re getting
into.”

“What do you
mean?”

“You’re a
submissive masochist.”

“Not very,”
she said, her face colouring.

All this
openness about sex was something she was still not used to. But she
thought about the wild thrill of heat she’d felt a few days earlier
as the thin laces fell across her breasts, and then how she’d
climaxed as James had whipped her sex, and wondered just how
masochistic she was.

“Some like
pain more than others. The point is that you can train response
into people. If every time you spoke without permission you got a
cane across your bottom you’d probably stop speaking without
permission. At first it would be just pain avoidance. But over time
it would become ingrained behaviour. Do you understand? Your mind
would come to associate speaking out of turn with pain, and you
would instinctively shy away from it.”

“I suppose,”
she said.

“You can do
the same with pleasure, of course. You can associate pleasure with
– whatever, in the mind of someone else. This is not rocket
science, it’s bare bones psychology, Pavlov’s dog, you know? You
can associate pain with pleasure, as you know, and it’s easiest to
do if someone is already somewhat masochistic.”

“Dorham has a
lot of money?”

He nodded.
“Inherited it. Never worked, that I know of. Has investments, and
plays games the rest of the time. Pretty good life if you can get
it.”

James came up
beside them, and her stomach fluttered even more, but heat began to
throb between Sabrina’s legs as his hand caressed her back through
her silk blouse.

“I see you’ve
met Brent,” he said. “What do you think of her, Brent?”

“She’s
lovely,” the man said. “I’m quite jealous.”

“You should
be.” He turned and smiled at her, then kissed her. “Show him your
new nipple rings, luv.”

She froze,
heart pounding, face reddening. He said it so naturally, and Brent
didn’t even seem surprised. These people were crazy! Would she ever
get that nonchalant about nudity and sex!? But what could she do?
Refuse? That would embarrass him, and Brent would think less of her
too. This was a group of – like-minded individuals, after all.

At least they
were at the side of the room. She could – show him – without
showing everyone. She nervously ran her fingers down the front of
her blouse, undoing the buttons, then, face red, pulled the blouse
open. Underneath, she wore a leather and metal ring halter which
lifted her breasts up and squeezed them a little together, but hid
not an inch.

The man looked
appreciatively down at her breasts, and she was only a little
surprised when he reached in and caressed the underside of one
breast, then pinched the base of her left nipple and examined the
ring.

“Not been in
long, a week or so, I’d say. Right?”

She nodded
jerkily, unable to speak.

“Healing very
quickly. Very good job.”

Sabrina prayed
James didn’t insist she show him her other piercing, even though
she knew that more exposure was in the offing for that evening.

“She’s very
new to this,” he said, smiling at her.

“Yes, she
still blushes very prettily,” James said.

That only made
her blush more, and she frowned at him.

“Take your
shirt off, Sabrina,” he ordered.

She felt a
jolt hit her, and for a moment was breathless. But she obeyed, her
stomach roiling as she did, her groin hot, her mind swirling. She
undid the rest of the buttons and pulled the shirt back over her
shoulders. Her back was to most of the others, but she felt her
flesh tingling at such exposure.

The halter she
wore was much like the one James had worn in the store that first
day. It had three thick straps crossing her chest, one just at the
top of her breasts, one just at the bottom, and a third lower down.
A thicker strap went down from her throat between her breasts and
disappeared into her jeans, and then went between her legs to
emerge between her buttocks.

James gently
drew her wrists behind her back. Without the long sleeved blouse
covering them her wrist restraints were now visible, and he locked
them together behind her back. Her face red, her took her arm and
turned her around, then led her across the room towards the
refreshment table. She blushed furiously as so many people eyed her
bare breasts.

James poured
her a drink, then held it to her lips. She drank quickly, eyeing
him over the rim. She was still filled with embarrassment, but a
hot, squirming excitement surrounded her mind, as well.

For the next
half hour he led her from place to place around the room, topless,
wrists bound behind her so she was unable to hide herself at all.
Gradually, her embarrassment eased, though it never left entirely.
Her heat grew apace, and the leather strap between her legs
squeezed hotly against her sex.

There were
five or six couples in the room, and she kept telling herself that
all of them were unphased, unsurprised, and were most unlikely to
judge her poorly for what was happening. Still, her skin felt hot.
She was not used to being the centre of attention among strangers,
much less being the centre of attention while topless.

But then came
worse, as James undid the clasp of her jeans and tugged the zipper
down. Sabrina felt another powerful jolt, gasping, eyes wide, face
filling with heat again. He grinned at her. Again they were in the
corner of the room, her back to most of the others. She wanted to
protest, but couldn’t.

He tugged her
jeans down, holding her arm for balance as she stepped out of them.
She was trembling slightly, breathless, wearing nothing but the
halter and a pair of stiletto heeled shoes. Her buttocks were bare,
and only the strap barely covered her sex in front.

James, holding
her arm, turned her around to face the room and led her into it
again. More eyes were upon her, and she quivered with embarrassment
and dark excitement. A part of her felt like falling through the
floor. But yelping and running away would have been even more
embarrassing, in a way.

So she let
James lead her around the room. Everyone else was fully dressed.
She kept anxiously hoping and praying they would begin to disrobe,
too, but no one did. He got her another drink, but this time
instead of letting her sip from it, he plunged his fingers into it
and then let her suck the liquid from them, as nearby couples
watched.

She blushed at
that, too, but her groin throbbed heavily, and after twenty minutes
or so of being lead around the room she felt as though she were so
wet that if the leather strap wasn’t pressing so tightly against
her, her juices would be dripping down her thighs.

He led her
over to a pair of couples who were standing and talking, and his
hand came openly down to squeeze and knead her bare buttocks as he
talked. She flushed again, her pussy throbbing.

“Have you met,
Sabrina?” he asked.

“We were
introduced briefly,” the man said, eyeing her bared breasts.

“She’s a
lovely girl,” the woman said, her hand rising to cup and caress the
bottom of Sabrina’s left breast.

She flinched
but held still, her body trembling weakly with the intensity of the
sexual hunger within her.

“Sabrina is
fairly knew to bondage and discipline,” James said. “You might call
this her coming out party.”

He and the
others chuckled at his pun while Sabrina continued to blush, her
mind squirming.

“I think she
should get something for her coming out,” the woman said.
“Something… appropriate.”

“You mean like
a present?” the man said.

“Smashing
idea,” James replied.

The woman had
turned away, moving across the room. James was still kneading her
bottom, and now the other man was kneading her breast and rubbing
his thumb lightly across her nipple. Others nearby were looking on,
and even as her embarrassment rose so too did Sabrina’s
arousal.

The woman
returned, smiling, and holding up a large black dildo. It was
leatherish, or of PVC, quite thick, with a fat head and imitation
veins running along its length.

“Perfect,”
James said, taking it from her hand.

He held it to
Sabrina’s mouth, rubbing it lightly across her lips. Her blush grew
even deeper, but the flush of heat rolled down her chest and into
her groin. She was flustered and unsure what to do. But playing the
shy prude here in front of all these… these… people, would have
been horribly embarrassing, odd as that seemed.

She opened her
mouth reluctantly, and James slid the cockhead into it. He twisted
it slowly in one direction, then the other, and then pushed it
deeper. Almost faint with excitement, Sabrina closed her lips a
little, and then began to suck and lick on it. She knew she was
putting on a performance like none other in her life, and felt
horribly self-conscious.

She clung to
the notion she was among like-minded people here, among people like
James, who would not at all be shocked, who would not at all think
her perverted. But that put pressure on her. For what tenuous
comfort she felt doing this, dressed as she was, depended on being
one of them. If she instead broke away and ran for it they’d all
laugh and jeer at her as a silly little prudish girl.

James pushed
the dildo deeper, and she gagged a little, then he began to pump it
slowly in and out. She held still, heart pounding, pussy throbbing,
knowing they were all watching her now. He pushed it forward and
she felt it enter her throat. She gagged again, drawing her head up
and back. James raised the dildo so that it could angle down, and
it slid into her throat. He pushed it deep, his fingers clinging to
the tip just within her mouth.

He pulled it
back again and she staggered a bit, feeling a sense of success.
Surely they couldn’t all do that!

But then
James’ other hand, the one on her bottom ,slid up to the small
round ring just above her buttocks and released the lower strap,
the one which was pulled down between her legs. She felt a wild
rush of heat, but her mind was so feverish with sexual hunger and
excitement she could not decide what to do. Her hands jerked
against the restraints as if she could cover herself, but that, of
course, did nothing.

James pulled
the strap away from her sex, leaving her naked to them all. Then he
rubbed the now saliva-coated head of the dildo against her bare
slit, pulling back on her hair.

“Legs apart,”
he barked.

Dazed, she let
her legs spread, and shuddered as she felt the dildo sliding up
into her hot, throbbing pussy, twisting from side to side, pumping
in and out, then thrusting deep. He pulled the strap back up, slid
it through the ring, and then jerked hard. The strap was forced up
against the base of the dildo protruding from between hr dripping
pussy lips and jammed the nose hard against the bottom of her
pussy.

She let out a
helpless cry of pain and pleasure, almost sinking to her knees, and
then she did, her insides aching and burning, a sweltering heat
rolling around her like a hot, sticky wave of overheated air.

There was a
man standing before her, his cock out, hard and ready. He pushed it
into her surprised mouth, and she rolled her eyes up at him,
blinking rapidly. Another of the men was beside him, edging in, and
another on his other side. Two more on either side of her, and
hands moved in her hair. The man pumped slowly in and out, holding
her hair.

Another man
pulled her head around, and slid his cock into her open mouth,
pumping in and out. Then her head was pulled back and turned in the
other direction. Another cock pushed into her mouth, sliding deep
into her throat. He face was crushed against someone’s groin. Then
she was pulled back, faced forward, another cock pushing into her
mouth.

She sucked
weakly, dizzily, gasping for breath in between each cock. She felt
as though her knees would give out and she would collapse in a
puddle of ooze, but their strong hands on her hair kept her up,
pulling her, twisting her, first one direction, then the other,
cock after cock thrusting into her mouth, pumping for five seconds,
or ten, or fifteen, then pulling back so the next could slide into
her oral cavity.

She gagged
several times, and saliva was running over her lower lip and down
across her chest. She was gasping for breath, her head jerked this
way and that, her mouth used roughly again and again. Her head was
pounding, and she could hardly hear what was being said, nor care
about it.

And then the
cocks in her mouth were being fed to her for even briefer times, no
more than a few thrusts each, a few seconds of sucking and licking.
Suddenly ,the one in front of her pulled quickly free, and the man
pumped his fist on it. He came, spraying his semen over her face.
The men around her were all pumping their slick cocks, and the
second came, then the third, the fourth and fifth, and the sixth,
their come spraying over her face and into her hair and across her
shoulders like rain.

She was being
pulled back now, pulled back by the hair, across a stone coffee
table. The strap between her legs was pulled free, and then there
was – a woman there. It was the woman who had brought the dildo,
leering down at her. Another woman knelt on the other side of the
coffee table, and their hands moved over her body.

A third woman
knelt at the foot of the table, pulling the dildo free of her, and
attaching it to a set of straps she had around her hips. One of the
women bent to suck and lick at her aching nipple, and then the
dildo was being thrust back into her – hard, the woman fucking her
as though she were a man. The cock pumped hard and deep inside her,
and Sabrina could felt the sexual heat tearing up through her body
like a wildfire.

She cried out,
again and again, then came, a shocking wall of pleasure sweeping
down on her so that she could not repress her gurgling, wanton cry
of wonder and bliss.

Another woman
straddled her face, guiding her pussy down into her mouth, grinding
and rubbing herself against her as the one at the foot of the table
continued to thrust in and out. Hands and lips pinched and sucked
at her nipples, and Sabrina thought she must be going mad as the
orgasm tore through her like an hurricane.

It was too
much pleasure, too much to stand. And how could there even be such
a thing?
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Tina’s eyes
opened slowly. She gazed at the bars in front of her face without
recognition for a long moment, and then as she wakened further, she
remembered. She felt a strange little shiver run up her spine as
she raised her head and looked about her.

She was in a
cage, her cage, as master had termed it. It was perhaps five feet
long by four feet wide, and no more than three feet high. There was
a comfortable pad on the bottom of the cage. A feeding bottle was
attached to the bars on the outside. It held a thin tube from which
she could suck water.

She wore a
hardened black pvc hood shaped rather like the head of a dog. There
were two narrow tubes on the top at each side of her head through
which her hair had been pushed. It then fell down to either side of
her head to give the impression of floppy dog ears. A ring gag had
been pushed into her mouth to hold it open, and a weight dangled
from a short length of chain attached to her pierced tongue,
pulling that tongue down over her lower lip.

She wore a
thick, studded collar. A strap ran down the back of the collar
along her spine and between her buttocks. There was a round ring
similar to the one in her mouth was attached there, and held her
anus open. The strap then slid between her thighs and parted to
rise diagonally across her abdomen to her hips.

Her hairless
sex lips were pulled tightly closed. Each had been pierced a half
dozen times, and tiny rings inserted in her labia. A leather lace
now criss-crossed her slit, piercing each of the rings, tying her
sex closed like a shoelace.

Master came
for her, and she scrambled to her knees in excitement. He opened
the cage and snapped his fingers and Tina crawled out. She had not
walked for some time. Her ankles were strapped tightly to the backs
of her thighs. Master had inserted a padlock, and then, before her
eyes, flushed the key down the toilet.

Solid, black
leather gloves were locked around her arms from shoulders down. Her
hands were drawn into fists, and the hard leather then descended
across her hands tightly, leaving no way for her to open her hands
or make use of her fingers.

She crawled
forward, rubbing her head against Master’s knees, and he petted her
across her leather covered head as he attached the leash to her
collar. She could feel the long black tail attached to the rear
strap brushing lightly against her anal opening as she crawled
forward at the end of the leash. The small weight attached to her
clit swung and tugged as she crawled forward. As did the one
pulling on her tongue.

Tina did not
know how long she had been a slave. She did not remember her first
day. She barely remembered her own name. Though, in fact, she had
not thought about her name for some time. She responded to “slave”,
“slut”, and “dog”, most of the time.

She was led
out of the house, into the private back yard. There she urinated,
squatting low, knees spread wide. She moved forward a little,
squatted lower, and wiped her sex against the grass, then raised
her hips and rolled her bottom to make her tail wag as she looked
up at Master.

Master led her
back into the house and into the exercise room. She was placed on a
treadmill, and the weight removed from her tongue. Instead, a
longer line was attached to her tongue ring, and then to the
forward bar of the treadmill. An extremely large dildo was pushed
into her anal opening, attached to a metal post which was itself
protruding from a machine.

The treadmill
began to move, and Tina began to crawl. The dildo in her anus began
to move, as well, pumping on the end of the shaft, the pipe, which
was attached to the fucking machine. It felt good, as always, to
have something moving within her, and as she crawled, the weight
dangling from her clitoris tugged and swung more violently, aching
in a pleasant way.

Tina quickly
assumed the proper speed to keep the pressure on her tongue
minimized, and the depth of the dildo thrusting into her anus
maximized.

The exercise
lasted for some time, and she had several orgasms while crawling
rapidly along, gasping and panting and perspiring as she was
impaled again and again, and her swollen clitoris was pulled and
tugged mercilessly.

When the
exercise was over she was fed, and knelt above the bowl, her head
low, pushing her mouth into the soft food, using her tongue to
scoop it into her open mouth, and swallowing quickly. Master then
led her to the toilet where the hose was thrust into her anal
opening and the soapy water was pumped in. She was filled twice,
and then expelled it in the contents of her bowels into the bucket
on the floor.

She was
washed, then, her teeth brushed for her. Then the weight was
attached to her tongue again. It now hung down low enough that’s
she could easily touch her chin with the tip of her tongue.

She was led
through the house, and then into one of the front rooms, where
another master waited. He was not “the” master, of course, just “a”
master. She wagged her tail in greeting. She did not speak any
more, except to bark when commanded. She barely remembered the last
time she had spoken an actual sentence.

The master
patted her and played with her, his hands running over her body
rubbing at her pussy. He pulled the weight off her tongue, then he
lay down and she straddled him. She eyed his hard cock excitedly,
then began to lick. Her tongue pushed out long and moist, sliding
over her cock, curling around his testicles. She spent long,
delicious minutes sucking on his balls and pushing down between his
buttocks, teaching his anal opening, then groaned in bliss as she
finally took his cock into her mouth.

She bobbed her
lips lovingly up and down, sucking and licking at him, then pushed
her lips forward, gulping inch after inch of him down her
throat.

She loved the
feel of hard cock in her mouth! Loved it even better when she could
swallow it and feel it pulsing in her throat!

Her hips swung
wildly from side to side as she sucked the cock, as she almost
instinctively wagged her “tail” and also made the weight dangling
from her clitoris leap and bounce and tug. She climaxed several
times before the master spilled his seed into her belly.

Then she
started over again.

* * * * *

“This is
lovely,” Sabrina said, sipping the piping hot meat broth as she
looked across the table.

Another family
dinner, and more questions about her new “boyfriend” which she
deftly ignored or pushed aside. It wasn’t that she was embarrassed
about James, but though she was coming to accept that the sexual
games they engaged in where less perverted than she would have once
thought, well, she certainly didn’t want her family to get any
suspicions about what she was doing.

Her parents
showed little interest, in any case, beyond the usual. The men
could care less. It was her sister in laws who pestered her the
most.

She had
lightly curled her hair so it hung in sleek waves down her
shoulders and back. She wore a blue silk blouse and leather
trousers with a neat leather vest squeezed in against her chest.
None of them would have a clue that her nipples were pierced, much
less her pussy, and none would have any idea that she wore a tight
chain fixed to her nipples, a chain which descended down her belly,
through her pierced naval to her pierced clitoral hood.

Not to mention
the butt-plug in her bottom.

It was
Sabrina’s way of making the dinner a little more interesting. and
preening a little in self-congratulatory pleasure at how naughty
she was, and how little they could guess about her new hobbies. She
wondered if any of her sisters in law had ever had such secrets,
had ever been in a state of smouldering sexual arousal as they sat
at the table or chatted to her parents.

She loved her
little secret, and it made her feel more than a bit smug. That it
made her horny was almost beside the point. But lately James was
teaching her how to keep herself aroused for long periods of time.
When she finally came the orgasm was so intense she almost blacked
out.

Not proper
dinner conversation, that.

So she kept
the conversation light; careers, fashion, gossip about friends they
all knew, upcoming vacation plans and such. But each time she
leaned forward across the table the fine chains tugged at her
nipples, and every time she leaned back she felt a throbbing
between her legs as the chain pulled at her ring there. It was
impossible to forget either, and delicious that none of them could
know or guess.

“Nice pants,
Sabrina. How much?” Erin demanded.

“We want in,”
Lisa said. “I could use a new leather coat, I mean, if it was
really inexpensive.”

“He doesn’t
sell anything inexpensive,” she said tartly.

“Then
wholesale,” Erin said.

“I’ll see what
I can do,” she sighed. “but I’m not promising anything.”

“Nice vest,
too,” Lisa said.

She reached
over to the vest, her finger coming within millimetres of
discovering the ring piercing Sabrina’s nipple. Sabrina licked her
lips nervously, her confidence in her secret dampened.

She was
relieved to get out without anyone the wiser, and still horny as
she drove back across the bridge. She glanced at the clock above
the radio and felt another little surge of heat. Perhaps it would
have been better not to have worn the chains, given her destination
that evening. She needed to find out more about the Chen girl, and
where she might be, and the people she needed to talk to were more
easily accessible in the late evening.

She was not,
therefore, going home. She was going to a bondage club, and alone.
James had another engagement that evening and she was too
independent minded to wait until he was there to hold her hand.
She’d had her introduction to such places, and a few of them knew
her. One of those at her “coming out” party had invited her to this
one. It was possible, though unlikely Martin Dorham would be there.
More likely to be present was a younger man named Stevens who had
been her boyfriend in the past, and who had introduced her to
bondage.

When she
pulled into the parking lot she made sure no one was around, then
removed her leather vest, took off her shirt (she wasn’t wearing a
bra) and put the vest back on. Even buttoned, the vest left plenty
of cleavage, and exposed the sides of her breasts in a way which
would have mortified her a few weeks earlier. Now she only felt a
little anxious as she stepped out of the car and felt the cool
breeze on the bare skin of her breasts.

No one
questioned her as she entered. The standard rule for such clubs was
that only couples – or women, could enter. Otherwise they’d be
overwhelmed with curious men looking for nudity and excitement.
This club was a little more brightly lit than the last one she’d
been to, though not as bad as the living room of the home she’d had
her “coming out” party. Her mind still squirmed at remembering the
events there, particularly the women she’d been required to service
with her tongue.

Yuck.

She moved
slowly through the crowd. There were a lot of people there, and
most wearing some form of leather – and little of it in some cases.
There was a lot of dancing going on, and a lot of shadowy writhing
and wriggling in the corners. She was looking for Patrick, the man
from the party, a man whose cock she had sucked, she told herself.
She barely knew him, but she’d sucked his cock and let him come on
her face, and later, after the women had finished with her, she’d
been bent over and sodomized by most of the men there.

How weird that
had been! Kneeling in the midst of all those people, on all fours,
her body jerking to and fro as one man after another rode her like
a bitch, ramming his cock up her ass while the rest of the room
looked on.

She felt both
embarrassed and aroused remembering.

“May I serve
you, mistress?”

She raised her
eyebrows at the girlishly beautiful young man in the dog collar who
stood before her. He had a look of open anticipation and excitement
in his eyes, and wore nothing but a pair of leather shorts – which
bulged. He was certainly a pretty man, with a muscular, well-tanned
upper torso and a face almost too pretty for a man. He appeared to
be a submissive – there were, for some reason, always a lot more
submissive men than dominant women – or submissive women, for that
matter. This one clearly was looking to her to make use of him.

She felt odd
about that. On the one hand, she liked the idea he had seen her and
for whatever reason taken her for a dominant rather than a
submissive. In her normal life, after all, she absolutely didn’t
tolerate being pushed around, and reacted very strongly to
disrespect. So she found it comforting she didn’t look like, well,
a submissive slut.

On the other
hand she had absolutely no desire to spank him – well, not much
anyway. And inflicting pain – and men always seemed to like that –
was not among her fantasies. On the other hand, well, he was
awfully pretty. And she was awfully horny.

And then she
saw something else, and tsked as she drew back. It was her sister
in law Lisa. Obviously she had followed her, perhaps hoping to find
the leather shop James owned and persuade her to give her immediate
access to super wholesale prices. God, what a nervy bitch! For a
moment she felt trapped, for Lisa was staring around her in
amazement, and she felt as though her secret was exposed.

Then she
recalled that she was there on a job, and could simply say so.
Still, she didn’t need Lisa interfering. Her attention was turned
to the man, just slightly shorter than her, who had taken her hand
and was kissing the backs of her knuckles. He had very nice lips,
she noted.

“What’s your
name – boy,” she said, striving to be firm as she thought a
dominant would.

“You can call
me anything you like, mistress,” he said, looking at her with puppy
dog eyes.

She made a
face. “You see that thin blonde over there, in the tight white
sweater and jeans?”

He looked past
her. “Yes, mistress.”

“She’s a
complete vanilla. Go and seduce her? It will please me, and I may
punish you for every kiss she gives you.”

He beamed
happily and moved off towards Lisa. Sabrina grinned to herself and
moved deeper into the club. She could imagine what Lisa’s reaction
would be; embarrassment, amazement, and then fleeing as fast as she
could. Sabrina would have to explain what she’d been doing, of
course, but with a little luck the girl would be embarrassed enough
to keep her mouth shut.

She found
Patrick, and he, at least, was under no illusions. His arm went
around her at once, his fingers kneading her buttocks through her
tight leather pants. “Perhaps you and I could find some time alone
later,” he said with a leer.”

“Perhaps,” she
said, with a flirty gaze.

Not a chance,
she thought.

But he led her
to Stevens, a black man, which was unusual. There were very few of
them in the clubs she had visited. He was in his thirties, broad
shouldered and shaven headed. He wore studded leather wrist bands,
bands over his bicep, and a collar with sharp studs – and a leather
G-string. That was it, aside from the boots.

She continued
to find it somewhat bizarre how people like this could talk so
absolutely normally, as if they were at any normal sort of party.
He had no embarrassment or inhibitions about what he did or with
who.

“She was into
the rebellion thing,” he said. “Chinese girls are all terribly
repressed culturally and sexually. Doing it with a black guy was a
huge thing for her – as it is for a lot of white women. It’s sort
of, the ultimate in thumbing their noses at society and mom and
dad. She was a pampered rich girl who’d never been allowed to do
anything, not even dress herself, without her family approving.

“Was she into
bondage?”

He shook his
head. “Not at first, but the first time I tied her spread-eagled to
the bed I did her for hours and she went practically insane. Well,
she wasn’t much more than a virgin then. But I blindfolded her,
then used ice, vibrators, oil, you name it, and it was all so much
beyond her experience, you know, that she went wild. I think I gave
her her first orgasm.”

He grinned
casually, his hand reaching out and running softly up her body.

It was the
kind of thing which would normally cause her to ram her knee up
into a man’s crotch, but Sabrina felt no such urge here. She was a
little startled, but more aroused than indignant. The kind of
behaviour expected of people “out there” was not the kind of
behaviour expected in here.

“So she –
liked the bondage, or the sex,” she asked, only a little
breathless.

“Both, but the
bondage really did something to her mind. I think it was because
she was guilt tripping something fierce. But if she was tied up she
could kind of pretend she was forced, and then she wasn’t so much a
slut as a victim, you see? She loved playing rape games. I’d hide
somewhere with a mask and then she’d come home and I’d jump out,
tear her clothes off, tie her up and rape her.”

“And was she
into punishment?”

“Not at first,
but the first time I laid my black hands on that golden butt of
hers, she really started to go crazy.”

He ran his
fingers up between the sides of the vest, thumb stroking the lower
button as he looked down at her. “I had her naked across my lap,
her hands tied up. I started spanking her, slow, careful, while I
plunged two fingers up into her pussy. She was riding them while I
spanked her, going crazy,” he said.

His finger
slipped the button through the hole, and his fingers eased
higher.

“She began to
tease me just to get spanked, and it wasn’t enough for her. She
wanted more, strapping and caning, you know. She’d be a bad girl
just so I would punish her. I think she was becoming a natural
masochist.”

His thumb
popped the second button, and slid higher, the backs of his fingers
rubbing against her bare breast now

“You must be
sorry you lost her,” she said.

He shrugged.
“I don’t have any lack of female companionship. But she had a lot
of potential. I’m not that really into pain, though. I like the
domination more than the pain. What about you, baby? Are you into
pain?”

His thumb
popped the final button and the two sides of the vest parted. They
still covered her breasts, but there was a gaping hole between
them, and Sabrina felt a wild thrill at the idea of giving herself
to this big black man.

“I’m kind of
new at all this,” she said. “But I don’t think I like pain that
much either.”

“It has it’s
moments, though,” he said, his hand moving under her vest, cupping
her breast, squeezing it gently.

Then his hand
slipped off and caught at the chain instead. He pulled the chain up
and back towards him, and she gasped, lifted up onto her toes, the
pressure on her nipples and clit near to pain.

“Pain does
have its uses,” he said, kissing her as she moaned softly.

“I don’t – I
was – looking for Tina,” she panted as his lips moved in along the
side of her throat.

She normally
wouldn’t have considered anything with a stranger she didn’t know.
But Sabrina’s inhibitions had taken an enormous blow of late, and
there was not a lot of them left.

“Tina’s not
here. Tina’s with Dorham, probably in a cage. I hear he loves
cages.”

“A –c-cage!?”
she gasped.

The thought
brought a rush of heat. Imagine being in a cage! Like an
animal!

He had a hand
behind her head now, gripping her hair, pulling her head back as he
bit lightly, gently, but stingingly into the flesh at the side of
her throat. He was still holding the chain, too, tugging
rhythmically as she gasped and shuddered and squirmed against
him.

But if the
club was darker it was still much too crowded, and she didn’t have
James there to protect her from anyone’s darker desires – including
hers. She dug her fingers into his wrist until he got the message,
and he released the chain. She sank back to her heels, panting
heavily, sweating, her pussy and nipples aching, her insides
swirling with heat.

“Not – not
just now,” she said a little shakily.

She managed to
pull free of him, but his dark eyes followed her, and she knew that
he wanted her, and that he did not like being turned down.

She moved off,
wary of seeing Lisa, though she guessed the blonde had been chased
from the club by then. She found Patrick again, and was absorbed in
a display when Stevens caught up with her. She felt him pressing
his groin into her backside. He had an erection, and ground himself
against her as his hands slid up under her still open vest and
fondled her breasts.

It felt too
good, and Sabrina’s knees felt rubbery as he chewed along the nape
of her neck, but she managed to pry herself free, stumbling a bit,
panting and glaring at him, though he only grinned back. She needed
a drink.

She made her
way to the bar, and as she waited to be served she spotted Lisa.
Startlingly, the woman was sitting at a booth with several
leather-clad women, from their look, lesbians. The blonde seemed as
wide-eyed as Sabrina would have expected, especially when the one
on her right gripped a mass of blonde hair, pulled her head around
and then kissed her hard on the lips.

Lisa seemed to
sway a bit. Then the woman on her other side did the same
thing.

Sabrina got
her drink, wondering why on Earth Lisa didn’t run, screaming. Her
face did look a little panicky, but she showed no sign of trying to
leave, and – there was more than panic in the way she was
trembling. God, she was getting off on it! Well who knew her sister
in law had lesbian fantasies, Sabrina thought wonderingly.

Her fear of
Lisa talking about her diminished to nothing. There was certainly
no way the woman was going to talk about her visit to the leather
club after such an experience.

And then her
amusement gave way to astonishment once again. The women on either
side of her were fondling Lisa’s breasts, and she wasn’t stopping
them. Then one of them, a very butch dyke, pulled back on Lisa’s
blonde hair until her head was actually laying across the top of
the booth’s back. That, of course, caused her back to arch, and now
the two women were lifting her sweater up, popping her bra, and
feasting on her breasts.

Lisa was
writhing a little, but was she struggling, Sabrina wondered? She
would have to do something if it looked like she was engaging in
anything against her will. It was hard to tell, however, the way
her body was spasming and jerking. Irritated at the interruption,
she moved away from the bar, going around to one side for a better
view.

That was when
she was able to see under the table. There was another woman down
there. Lisa’s designer jeans had been pulled off, along with her
panties, and the woman’s face was buried in her pussy. The blonde’s
legs were spread, her feet jerking and shaking in mid-air.

Oddly, though
she had little interest in women as sexual partners, Sabrina felt
herself getting aroused by the scene. She stayed in the shadows of
a nearby booth, watching as the scene got progressively more
depraved. Soon her sister in law was completely naked, her arms
strapped straight out to either side along the top of the booth.
Her head was laying on the top of the booth, and one of the women
was riding her face.

Her back was
arched violently, and two more rough looking lesbians were sucking
and kneading her breasts as their hands moved over her body. Her
legs were spread wide, and two more were under the table, licking
her, plunging their fingers into her pussy.

Then she felt
a hard groin pushed into her from behind. She jerked as Stevens’
hands slid around her again, cupping her breasts.

“Do you wish
you were under all those women?” he asked.

“No,” she
breathed.

“I’m sure
they’d be willing to accommodate you.”

“I-I don’t
have sexual interest in women,” she said.

But she hardly
noticed his hand popping the catch at the front of her pants.

“I do,” he
said, as his hand slid down into her pants.

His fingers
traced the chain down to her pussy, and began to rub at her clit as
he bit into the nape of her neck once more.

Lisa’s long
legs were no longer flailing about under the table. They had been
lifted up and back, and spread wide, her toes pressing against the
seat back, three women tonguing and licking and sucking her as her
body jerked and shuddered and twisted. One of them had what looked
like four fingers in her sister in law’s pussy, and as Sabrina
watched, transfixed, she managed to force the whole hand inside
her.

Sabrina cried
out again and again, but her movements were not those of someone in
pain. Rather she was climaxing, very violently. Her voice was
smothered by the pussy of the woman grinding herself down against
her face, and Sabrina could make out nothing intelligible.

Sabrina
shuddered herself as Stevens’ fingers rubbed back and forth along
her clit. The scene was bizarrely fascinating, and incredibly hot.
A part of her did wish she was in Lisa’s position, while another
part of her wished she was there riding her sister-in-law’s
face.

Then she was
on her knees, Stevens’ in front of her, and his cock, long and
thick and black, was pushing into her mouth. She moaned around it
as she looked up at him, but immediately began to suck and lick at
it. The man looked down at her sternly, forcing his cock deeper and
deeper into her mouth, then down into her throat.

For long
minutes he used her mouth with strong, determined strokes, pulling
back again and again to let her breath, rubbing himself against her
face, pulling on her hair. When he finally pulled back she gasped
weakly, groaning as he pulled her up by the hair.

Ahead of her,
Lisa was still bent back across the booth, but her feet had been
lifted up and back higher, and bound to the top of the back where
her arms were. She was still being fisted, but one of the women
bent over her groin, licking at her clit as the other moved her arm
in and out slowly.

It was
fascinating to be watching, with Lisa unable to see her. A woman
rode her face, her back to Sabrina, so that if she hadn’t known it
was Lisa she never would have guessed.

She was pushed
face down across a nearby table, her trousers yanked down and off,
her legs spread. She moaned at the intensity of the sexual heat
which swept through her. Most nearby were watching the lewd lesbian
scene in the booth across from her, but a few had turned to eye
them, including that too-pretty young man she had first
encountered, who now came closer.

Then she saw
something else, something which almost shocked her out of her
sexual fever. It was Martin Dorham. It could not be any other. He
was leading a woman on a leash, her face covered, her tongue
lolling over her open mouth, her hair sprouting up and out to
either side so that she looked something like a dog on the end of
his leash.

Then Steven’s
cock pushed into her sopping pussy and she groaned as the pain and
pleasure rushed through her. She tried to focus her thoughts on
Dorham, and on the girl he was leading. Could that be Tina Chen!?
It was too dark to tell if it was a Chinese girl, but the hair
sprouting out from the hood looked black.

Then the
pretty boy blocked her view, and her attempt to push him off was
defeated when Stevens’ gripped her wrists and pulled them together
behind her.

“No!’ she
gasped.

But they
didn’t hear, and then his cock was in her mouth.

“I don’t think
she likes my kind,” he said, grinning down at her. “But you can
punish me later if you want.”

His cock slid
down her throat, and his hips moved forward to block out her view.
Sabrina moaned, then gasped and moaned again as Stevens’ cock
thrust deep into her belly.

Jesus he was
big! She felt like she was being split open as he spread her legs
wide and began to ram himself into her. It hurt, but it hurt in a
delicious way which only served to heighten her sexual fever. The
other one was pulling on her hair as he pumped into her mouth and
throat, and reaching down to pinch her nipples and pull on the
chain.

The orgasm
came quickly, and she cried out, her voice blocked by his cock, her
body jarred violently by the hard thrusting behind her. The
pleasure ripped through her mind, and all that mattered was the
explosive release of sexual heat. She didn’t care about Lisa,
didn’t care about Tina, didn’t care about anything but the wild
hunger as her body was hammered from both sides.

The climax
left her dazed, and the conditions which caused it were still
present. Her arousal was just as high, her sense of wicked sexual
hunger just as deep and powerful, and as both men continued to use
her she felt her body crackling with sexual electricity, another
orgasm building up rapidly.

It exploded,
less than a minute after the first, and she shook violently, muscle
spasms tearing at her body, soaring sexual bliss tearing at her
mind.

Another orgasm
washed over her, and another, until she hardly knew who she was or
where she was. And then she was done, barely conscious, gasping
exhaustedly as the pretty man moved back, Stevens slowing his
pumping, then pulling free.

Across from
her, nothing much had changed, except a different girl was riding
Lisa’s face, and a slim young woman was fisting her both vaginally
and anally.
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Dazed, Sabrina
pushed herself up off the table, groaning weakly, trying to collect
her mind. It was not easy, but she managed to stagger back and then
slid to the floor. She sat there in the near dark for several
minutes before pulling on her leather trousers and vest, then
pulling herself to her feet.

She ignored
Lisa, going after Dorham, and found him in the rear of the club.
The leashed girl was performing oral sex on someone, doing it with
a devotion which did seem very dog-like, especially as she wagged
her bottom, and the tail attached to it, from side to side as her
lips slid up and down the man’s cock.

She was Asian,
Sabrina thought, or else very well tanned. It was hard to tell
given her head gear and the dim light. She was tall and slender,
though. She had the body for it. And the long dark hair. She
watched as the girl crawled from one person to another, barking,
performing oral sex, being ridden by other men.

Not all that
different form herself at her coming-out party, she thought a bit
guiltily, though at least she hadn’t been dressed as a dog, and
hadn’t barked. But then the girl was hung by her ankles, naked,
legs spread wide, and whipped, as all those nearby looked on. There
was no doubt about the pain being inflicted, as the long, heavy,
single-tail whip slashed across her bare breasts, her belly, her
back, and whipped down between her legs.

But there was
no doubt of the wild pleasure in her voice as she screamed and
moaned and sobbed, either, and certainly no need for rescue. At
least, no more need than Lisa had.

But then, no
one was paying her to rescue Lisa.

The whipping
was very precisely done, very expertly done, as Dorham slowly
circled the girl, moving like a ballet dancer, the whip slicing
into her soft flesh until it was criss-crossed with welts.

Despite
herself Sabrina was aroused by the sight, though she had no real
desire to take the girl’s place, not under that whip. When the
demonstration was over she was clearly exhausted, and allowed to
kneel by Dorham’s booth. She was gagged and leashed and
blindfolded, sagging weakly as Dorham boasted to those with
him.

He was
drinking, though. All of them were, and eventually, as she had
known must happen, he went off to the men’s room. Those at the
booth were more than a little drunk, and it was painfully easy for
Sabrina to remove the leash from the table leg where it had been
tied, and pull. The girl crawled blindly and obediently after her,
and there was a fire exit right behind them.

Did this count
as kidnapping, she wondered, or theft?

The girl
crawled easily enough on leather covered knees and hands, though
she was clearly weak and tired. Sabrina got her into the trunk of
her car, got in the front, started the engine, and drove off – only
a little guilty about leaving Lisa behind.

There seemed
no way to get her to stand, so Sabrina had to rely on the late hour
and luck, leading the crawling girl into the elevator. They saw no
one as the elevator rose to her floor, and soon she was untying the
girl and removing her hood on the floor of her loft.

The girl had
no idea who Sabrina was, of course, but that didn’t seem to matter
to her.

“Mistress,”
she said in a sleepy voice.

“What’s your
name? It’s Tina, isn’t it? Tina Chen?”

The girl
seemed uncertain. Her eyes blinked rapidly. “Mistress?”

“No, that’s
not your name. What’s your name? You’re Tina Chen. Remember?”

The girl
stared at her again. “Yes, mistress.”

Sabrina
snorted as the girl’s eyes closed and she tried to lay her head
back down. Well, she would just have to wait.

She was not
about to pull the girl up onto her bed, but did manage to prod her
enough to lay down on her sofa. Then, feeling weird about doing it
but not wanting the girl to wander off, put a collar on her and
chained her in place.

She had a
shower, returning to find the girl asleep. Naked, and more than a
little tired, she climbed up onto her bed and went to sleep
herself.

The next
morning the girl looked a little more lively, but her eyes seemed
almost as glassy. Talking to her was like talking to a very young,
very stupid child.

She was very
beautiful, though, Sabrina had to admit. And she felt a strange
pulling, a strange sense of freedom. The girl would do literally
anything she wanted. She even seemed eager for it, eager to please
her sexually or any other way. If Sabrina had been more attracted
to women she would have had a hard time not taking advantage of
her.

The girl’s
hands were stiff and red, and her legs were legs were no
better.

Apparently she had been bound in that crawling position for some
days, or even weeks. She was also confused when Sabrina tried to
get her to feed herself. She did not seem to understand that she
should grasp a fork, and kept dropping it.

Still, the
good part was she hadn’t demanded she be released.

The bad part
was that Sabrina still didn’t know if she had been Dorham’s willing
slave or not.

Asking her
questions about herself seemed to disturb her, especially questions
about her name, her past, her family, where she went to school. It
wasn’t as if the girl didn’t understand, but more that they were
ideas which hadn’t crossed her mind in some time.

Just as
troublesome was that the girl masturbated – constantly. She was
always asking if she could service Sabrina, and always trying to
get down onto the floor and crawl. But it was the masturbation
which was getting on Sabrina’s nerves. The girl was loud, and
passionate, and her fingers were always thrusting into her pussy as
she writhed and her hips bucked in pleasure.

Sabrina
thought she had lost her inhibitions, but she was nothing compared
to this girl. She had absolutely no shame, no sense of pride or
privacy, and her attitude about sex was as matter-of-fact as her
attitude towards breathing.

It took most
of the first day just to get her to stop calling her “mistress”.
The second day was spent in getting her to stand up, something she
had apparently not done for some time, been forbidden from doing.
It was not until the third day that Sabrina began to see some sense
of intelligence in the girl’s eyes, some sense she had any idea who
she was or what was going on – or cared. And not until the end of
the fourth she consented to wearing anything, and even then just a
tiny thong.

Her returning
sense of self-awareness, however, brought the problem of her
finally asking where “master” was, and wanting to go to him. A part
of that, Sabrina knew, was that she was incredibly horny, and
wanted more than her fingers inside her hot little pussy.

Sabrina was
getting horny by then herself, and finally asked James over. He
arrived, and showed only an arched eyebrow at the sight of a thong
clad girl shackled by the throat to Sabrina’s sofa.

“I see you
found her,” he said, kissing her.

Tina smiled
ferally at him. “Hello, master,” she said.

“I still
haven’t been able to get much out of her,” Sabrina said. “I don’t
know if she’s been brainwashed or what. She hardly responds when I
ask her questions.”

“Perhaps
you’re not asking the right questions,” he said with a smile. “Or
using the right persuasion.”

“What did you
have in mind?” she asked suspiciously.

He walked over
to the smiling girl, who reached for his groin. He slapped her face
hard and she cried out, thrown back against the back of the sofa.
She stared fearfully up at him as he looked down at her.

“You will
answer my questions,” he ordered.

“Yes, master,”
she gulped.

“You will not
use that term. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma…
yes,” she said.

“What’s your
name?”

“Whatever you
want, ma…”

“What is your
name?” he growled, leaning in and glaring at her.

“Tina,
master.”

He slapped her
again.

“Do not use
that term. Now tell me how you came to be with Martin Dorham. Tell
me how you met him. Start with that.”

And so she
did, and the whole tale came out, how she had become more and more
intrigued with bondage, sold herself for the summer to him as a
lark, as a hot, sexy summer gift to herself, and then… had become
what she had only been playing at.

“Dorham should
be arrested,” Sabrina said later.

“For what?” he
asked.

“What do you
mean what?” she demanded.

He shook his
head. “The girl agreed to be his sex slave for the summer.”

“But she never
expected anything like – like that!”

“She never
forbade it either.”

“But - !”

He held up a
hand to silence her. “She knew it would be bondage and
sadomasochism. She never refused, never said no, never asked to be
released, for it to stop.”

“How could
she!?”

“There were
times she could have. But that’s beside the point. You would have
to convince the police that she had been brainwashed and that after
a certain point she had no free will. That won’t be easy, given she
voluntarily entered into the relationship.”

“You know as
well as I do that he reduced her to the status of an animal! She
wasn’t capable of demanding she be released any more than a – a
dog!”

He nodded.
“But some people like slavery. Oh you might get him charged, but
with his lawyers, I doubt he’d be convicted. It would, however, be
a sensational trial. The press would love it. Her name and picture
would be all over the networks. I rather doubt her family would
thank you for that.”

She bit her
lip uncertainly. “So what do I do?”

“Have her
deprogrammed, you know, like you do when someone’s been held by a
cult. Or at least, give her to her family and have them deprogram
her. You’ve found her. Your responsibility is over.”

That proved
easier said than done. First she had to convince the girl to wear
real clothes. She also had to keep her chained, and away from the
phone, lest she call Dorham to come and get her.

After a few
more days she had her to the point where she wasn’t masturbating
several times each hour, and would wear clothing. She called her
grandmother and told her she’d found the girl. Then she locked her
up and went down to the lobby, wanting to prepare the woman.

“I think you
knew what she was doing,” she said as the old woman looked blandly
back at her.

“That is not
your business,” she said, handing her an envelope. “Take this and
take me to her. We will go.”

Sabrina
snorted. “You realize that she has been uhm, her mind has been…
“

The woman’s
eyes narrowed.

“She will have
to get psychiatric assistance.”

And then she
realized that the woman’s great shame was not that her
granddaughter was involved in a masochistic slavery relationship,
but that she was having premarital sex – with a white man. She was
stunned at what Sabrina told her, and Sabrina didn’t even go into
details.

She got up
abruptly and began to march out of the building. Sabrina hurried
after her and grabbed her arm. “Wait a minute! What about
Tina!?”

“There is no
such person,” the woman said with flinty eyes.

“What do you -
.”

“There is no
such person!”

And she
marched out.

“Well… damn,”
she said, glaring at the woman’s disappearing back.

What was she
supposed to do now, call Dorham and give him back his slave?

* * * * *

Tina lay back
on the sofa where Sabrina had left her. She had discarded the
clothes as soon as the woman had left. Now her legs were spread
wide, and she was using a small statuette she had taken from the
side table to masturbate with. She knew the woman was to bring her
grandmother to see her, to take her away, but she also knew that
her family would never, ever accept her, not after what she had
done.

Nor did she
want them to. The thought of returning to the stifling embrace of
her family, after the freedom she had felt, was too horrible to
contemplate. Even if they would have her, which she doubted, she
would be so beaten down by shame that she would be forced to spend
her life with her eyes downcast, more of a prisoner than she had
ever been before.

She would make
sure her grandmother refused to take her back.

Her mind had
returned, after a fashion. It was still wrapped tightly around by
sex, sexual desire, animal hunger, and the masochistic desire for
degradation and punishment.

She heard a
door opening, and quickened her thrusting movements. Yet the woman
who turned the corner was a stranger. She stared at Tina in
outrage, her blonde hair frazzled and untidy. It did not look as
though she had slept much lately.

“Who the fuck
are you!?” she demanded.

But her eyes
raced over Tina’s body in a very familiar way. Tina’s eyes turned
flirty. Was the woman angry? Perhaps she would punish Tina.

“My name is
Tina, mistress,” she purred, pumping the statuette slowly in and
out.

“Where is
Sabrina? ‘the woman demanded, jerking her eyes away.

“Make me tell
you,” Tina challenged her in a low, breathy voice.

* * * * *

Sabrina sighed
as the doors opened and she pushed herself off the wall of the
elevator. What was she going to do with the girl? She looked at the
envelope in her hand. Well, it really wasn’t her problem, now was
it? She walked up the hall and let herself into her office, then
slid past her desk and into the back. She heard what was becoming a
familiar sound even before she turned the corner, and scowled. The
girl was masturbating again!?

She stopped in
amazement as she turned the corner, however. Tina was on her back,
on the floor in front of the sofa, at the limit of the chain
attached to her collar, so that the collar was half strangling her.
She was naked, of course, but the shock was in the sight of the
naked blonde woman pressed against her, their pussies rubbing
frantically, their mouths locked together, arms around one
another.

Lisa, it
seemed, had not lost her interest in women because of what had
happened in the club.

She leaned
against the wall, glaring, but thinking. Neither woman noticed her.
She remembered some of the things Lisa had hinted at in the past,
when Sabrina had purposefully ignored anything related to sex
between her sister in law and her brother. But the hints had been
strong that her brother had not been opposed to a little ménage a
trois. Well, what man was? Having two women at once was a pretty
basic male fantasy, and the fact they might be as interested in
each other as him only made it more exciting.

Her brother
had a large house, too.

* * * * *

James took off
his overcoat as he entered the apartment, glancing at the wine set
out on the table.

“Well, finally
gotten rid of your little house guest, I see.”

Sabrina
sauntered forward, wrapping her arms around him, their lips sliding
together.

“Dare I ask
where she went?”

She drew back.
“I gave my sister in law an early Christmas present.”

His eyes
widened. “Really? My my.”

“Now maybe you
and I can spend a little quality time together,” she said with a
sly smile.

He smiled
back, then tugged hard on her wrist, spinning her around so her
back was to him. He pulled both her wrists back behind her and,
before she even realized what was happening, they were tied
together and he was shoving her to her knees.

“D-Don’t you
want some wine first?” she panted.

He glowered at
her. “I think before we get to wine, or anything else, we should
get to what you did last week.”

“Wh-what?” she
gasped.

“Stevens?
Remember him.”

Her face fell.
“Oh.”

“Oh!”

There was no
point in denying it. Obviously someone had been there and told
him.

“Well… well, I
couldn’t help myself!” she blurted.

He nodded.
“And you’re prepared to be punished for it.”

She bit her
lip anxiously as she looked at his glowering face.

“Yes,” she
whispered.

“Louder.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, sir,” he
barked.

“Yes,
sir!”

“Beg for it,
slut!”

She felt the
words hit her like a blow, but her pussy throbbed as well.

“Please punish
me, sir,” she said meekly.

She let him
strip her and re-tie her. The ball gag was stuffed into her mouth,
and she moaned anxiously, hoping his punishment didn’t hurt too
badly. Yet her stomach fluttered with excitement at the same time,
and that was only partly because of the vibrator he had thrust up
into her pussy.

“It’s time you
learned a little more about what it’s like to be whipped, Sabrina,”
he growled.

Sabrina
gasped, feeling the tension knot.

He stepped
behind her, his hands roaming her body, caressing her, stroking
her, arousing her until her bottom ground back into him.

“Time you
learned more obedience, too,” he said.

He spread her
legs wider, and now she was hanging completely from her wrists. It
was a strange, uncomfortable, but wickedly exciting feeling. She
groaned as he stepped back.

The whip cut
across her back and she arched sharply, crying out into the back,
pain and pleasure flaring.

“You will
learn obedience,” he growled, drawing his arm back to swing
again.

She would
learn, God help her. For pleasure and heat and excitement like
this, she would learn anything!

The whip
slashed across her back again, and Sabrina's pussy squeezed
feverishly on the thick vibrator. She felt the heat rising higher,
spiralling up within her mind and body, and cried out in pleasure
and pain as the whip struck again, and again, and again, and then,
before he could do anything else, while he was still whipping her –
she came.

 


End
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