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It was a large and lovely house on a small
river, forty minutes from town. The land was bordered by high cedar
hedges and shaded by tall maples. The house was a century old, with
huge windows looking out on the country scene. Closer in, there was
a hot tub at the side, bordered by a privacy hedge. There was a
garage for three cars, with a basketball hoop over the side, and a
small boathouse beside the dock.

It was a scene of suburban success and
comfort.

And the Fosters were the image of a perfect
suburban family. Jason Foster, at forty one, was a tall, handsome,
fit man who worked as an accountant with an auto parts supplier.
His wife, Claire, fit, dark haired and beautiful, was a mid-level
executive with a health insurance company. They had one beautiful
daughter, a girl, on the cusp of adulthood, ready to leave the
nest.

They were not a wealthy family but they were
– comfortable. And with her daughter Regan, now out of high school
and looking for work, Claire was considering what options were now
open to her husband and she to visit the world and explore new
chapters in their lives.

Claire was uneasily looking forwards to the
looming day when she left her thirties. Though she was still a
beautiful woman whose age defied the guesses of casual observers
she knew that she could not hold off the affects of age
indefinitely. It was flattering that people thought her to be in
her very early thirties, that they gaped in disbelief when informed
that Regan was her daughter not sister, but it took an increasing
amount of time in their home gym to keep her body as fit and firm
as it had been for so many years.

And Claire was starting to feel the old need
for excitement and adventure. It was a need which had consumed her
in her youth. Even her husband didn’t know all the things she’d
gotten into, all the trouble, all the adventures, all the dubious
experiments in drugs, sex and the wild life. He knew she was no
blushing virgin when he married her, of course, but she had never
t9ld him all the things she’d gotten up to in her teenage
years.

Nor would she.

She was a highly respected and respectable
middle-class mother, wife and government employee. And she acted,
dressed, and often thought the part. Even though, on occasions, her
mind wandered back to the old days and wondered just how long she
could keep fooling people.

It wasn’t as though she hadn’t thoroughly
loved her life as a mother, wife and oh so ordinary housewife and
working woman. It was the normal life she had been denied in her
youth, a youth of poverty and hardship, with an alcoholic father
who could never hold a job, and a mother who was lazy, consumed
with self-pity, and constantly stuffing herself with prescriptions
to dull the misery of her life.

But she’d made it. She’d pulled herself out
of the pit of her early life, and become something, someone. She
loved that. It gave her a soft sense of contentment whenever she
thought back to the old days.

At the same time, though, she thought of some
of those adventures and felt a little thrill, her heart beating a
little faster. Oh there had been bad times, all right, but for all
the deep valleys there had also been some pretty high mountain
peaks. She had had a helluva ride, and her friends and family would
have been shocked at just how fast that ride had been.

And now? Now she was looking for more
adventure. Oh not like the old days, of course. She wasn’t a silly
teenage girl any more. But she wanted to have some fun, to feel the
old thrill again. Maybe they’d go game hunting in Africa, or
journey to China. She’d often dreamed of hitchhiking through Asia
and seeing that mysterious part of the world.

And with Regan set to leave soon, and their
finances in order, maybe they would. Jason wasn’t as boring as
people might think of an accountant. She wouldn’t have stayed with
him if he were. And a little persuasion would ignite his own
wanderlust, she was sure. The only question was where they would go
and for how long.

* * *

Regan slid her bike to a halt in front of the
store and propped it against the wall. It was not a long ride from
her place to the old country store, but she still resented it. She
resented a lot of things in life.

She glared at the cars as they whizzed by on
the highway. She should have had one herself by now. She should
have been able to drive to the store instead of taking her bicycle
on the back roads. Her parents had certainly enjoyed that privilege
when they were teenagers. Her father had bought his first car when
he was sixteen. Not her, though, not in an age where car insurance
cost a fortune, and was hardly obtainable for someone under
twenty.

Fucking boomers, she thought sourly. They’d
had it good. No problems with jobs either. Just get their high
school diploma and pick a job. They weren’t faced with the job
market she was. But they’d screwed it all up somehow. And now the
world sucked. Living in the country sucked. Not having a good job
sucked. Not having a car sucked.

She climbed the steps to the porch then
pulled open the door of the combination convenience store and diner
and let the cool air wash over her with relief. The place was
pretty empty this time of day, but she did immediately notice two
men sitting at the counter, both of whom turned and looked at her
as she came in.

They were old, as old as her father maybe,
but Jesus they were sure nobody’s dads. They were – hot. One wore a
leather jacket, the other a jean jacket. Both were tall, broad
shouldered and very fit looking. The one in the leather jacket was
a blonde with five o’clock shadow and a sense of danger and
excitement in his smoldering brown eyes. The other one with the
jean jacket had curly brown hair which hung down past his collar in
back. She usually didn’t like long hair on guys, but this one wore
it well.

She ignored them, of course, or pretended to.
But she stiffened a little, drawing her shoulders back, feeling
that feminine pride as she noticed their interest. She was wearing
short Abercrombie and Fitch shorts and a tight tank top, and she
knew she had a great figure.

She walked past them, going into the
convenience store side of the place, and sliding open a fridge door
to grab a Coke. She ran her fingers through her hair, tugging it
partially lose from the pony tail she’d had it in when driving. She
felt hot and sweaty, though, and muttered under her breath in
irritation at it.

She wandered across to the counter to pay for
her coke, and to get the pack of cigarettes which was the real
reason for her ride that afternoon. She paid for it, chatted
lightly with Mrs. Henderson behind the counter, then took her Coke
and went outside. She was longing for a smoke and she wasn’t
allowed to smoke indoors anywhere these days.

She lit the first cigarette as she stood on
the porch, then eased down the stairs, exhaling as she walked
around to the side of the building.

“Hi.”

She turned and saw the guy with the leather
jacket – sitting on a gigantic motorcycle. She felt a hot little
thrill, but also wariness. He was no longer just a guy looking at
her inside the safe confines of a store. Now he was talking to her
and they were out front.

She nodded without speaking.

“Your name is Foster, isn’t it,” he said.

She blinked in surprise, drifting closer.

“Yes.”

“I know your mom. Well, I knew her.”

“You know my mom?”

He certainly didn’t look like the kind of guy
who would know her mom. He looked like the kind of guy moms warned
their daughters about. But he also looked fun.

“Way back,” he said with a grin and a twinkle
in his eye. “Back when she had her own bike.”

“Get out of here,’ she said. “You mean bike
like mine!”

He shook his head.

“No way.”

He nodded. “Yeah, she had a Harley, a small
one, but it had a lot of spit and vinegar in it, just like Claire.
You look a lot like her, you know.”

She nodded sourly. “People say that.”

Which was one of the reasons she’d dyed her
hair blonde. Sometimes having a young looking mother wasn’t all it
was cracked up to be. Being compared to your mother – sometimes
unfavorably – was not something which thrilled the hearts of
teenage girls.

He held out his hand. “My name’s Craig,” he
said.

Regan took it, feeling her small hand
engulfed by his, her heart fluttering as he squeezed it. His hand
was warm, but not sweaty, powerful and rough, the hand of someone
who used their hands a lot, who had strength in them.

“Uhm, hi,” she said. “My mom never mentioned
you.”

He laughed. “She’s too respectable today. I
don’t think she’d care to remember those days.”

That, of course, was thoroughly
intriguing!

”Since I’m in the neighborhood, I thought I’d
drop by and pay her a visit. You wouldn’t like to show me the way,
would you?”

“Sure… well, I mean, I can tell you how, but
I came on my bike,” she said, feeling a bit embarrassed that she
meant, of course, her bicycle, while this man was propped against a
huge and powerful motorcycle. It made her feel like a little girl.
And she so did not want to look like a little girl to this –
man!

There was something rough and wild and
untamed about him, and he oozed machismo and strength and cockiness
and confidence. He was hot!

“How about we ride over there and I can drive
you back after to pick up your bike?”

“Oh no I - .”

“I’ll let you drive.”

She hesitated. “I can’t drive a motorcycle,”
she protested, staring at the monster machine with bated
breath.

“You can if I help,” he said with a grin. “I
showed your mother how to drive once.”

The idea of her mother driving a motorcycle,
especially a Harley, was just so bizarre Regan could hardly take It
in.

And Regan felt a sudden flash of
rebelliousness and adventure. Her life was so boring! Why not?

“Okay,” she said, the words tight in her
throat as she felt a sense of breathlessness.

He winked and threw a long leg over the
motorcycle. It stared with a roll of thunder that settled into a
low growl.

“Get on,” he said.

“I – don’t – know,” she said anxiously.

But she let him held her to throw a leg over
it, and then she felt another hot little thrill as his hands went
around her waist and pulled her into place on the seat in front of
him. Her face was flushed with excitement as he put her hands on
the handles, his hands on top of hers, and demonstrated the gas and
brake.

She was not a short girl, but he was easily a
head above, and his chest was pressed against the back of her head
as he spoke, as he showed her how to work the bike, how to turn it.
He kept his hand on top of hers as he had her give it some gas, and
they rumbled slowly out of the parking lot, then onto the little
used highway.

Excitement filled the girl as the bike picked
up speed. She was driving it! His hands eased off hers, letting her
control the bike, but then they settled around her waist, on her
bare belly, and she felt her body pulled even tighter against him
as they rolled down the road.

His hands were so big, and her waist was so
small, and his thumbs were just below her breasts! She felt a wild
heat at that, and no small anxiety. But she told herself he really
wasn’t doing anything. His hands were so big, after all. And God,
it was wild riding the motorcycle! And the rumbling vibration
between her legs was adding to that other kind of excitement, the
kind she was feeling from having a handsome man pressed up against
her, his hands around her waist.

Yeah! This was the life! Rolling down the
highway on a motorcycle with the wind in her hair, not pedaling
along a country lane like a little girl!

His hands rubbed lightly against her belly,
and then - Oh God! - were his thumbs angling upwards. They were!
She inhaled sharply, eyes getting wilder as his thumbs teasing
stroked the underside of her breasts. She didn’t know what to do.
But she was reveling in this wonderful distraction from the boredom
of her life, and he was hot and sexy, and the bike growled between
her legs.

His thumbs eased higher still! She bit back a
cry as his hands now pressed up against the underside of her
breasts and squeezed them a little. The tips of his thumbs were now
rubbing against her nipples, and Oh God they were throbbing and
aching with heat.

She had been raised as a good girl, and she
was, and like so many other good girls, hated it.

But there was her lane ahead, or at least,
the road which led to her place. She turned off and the bike
rumbled off the paved road and onto the dirt road. It began to
vibrate even more, and she squeezed her pussy as she bounced a
little on the seat. His right hand slid back down, his fingers
caressing the elastic waistband to her short shorts, then dipping
inside.

Regan felt her heart pounding as the bike
rumbled down the road, as his fingers slid over her abdomen, then
felt the thin elastic waistband of her thong. Her entire lower body
felt moist and hot and pulsed with excitement as his fingers dipped
down lower. The bike wobbled as she became distracted but she
caught it quickly and straightened it out.

She saw her place up ahead with a mixture of
relief and frustration. She turned into her lane, a long lane, and
gasped, her body tightening, as his questing fingers found the top
of her pubic hair and slid through. Then they touched her slit, and
the middle fingers began to rub gently at the top.

Over her clit.

Oh God!

She turned the bike in against the garage and
stopped, gasping.

“Very nice,” he said, his voice soft, his
breath warm against her ear. “You did a great job for your first
time. Congratulations. You’ve lost your virginity.”

His left hand rose and now openly squeezed
her breast. Regan shuddered, and knew she had to end this quickly.
Her mother might come out any moment to check on the sound of the
bike, though truthfully, with the air conditioning and the closed
windows the house was pretty soundproof.

“I – I – I should – you should – my mother -
.”

His hand slid lower into her shorts, and she
gasped, grasping at his thick, hairy wrist at last. She half turned
towards him and his lips and teeth slid along the underside of her
ear, then pressed against the nape of her neck, where he hummed
softly.

“Oh!”

His middle finger pushed slowly up through
the moist, tight lips of her pussy.

“I – D-Don’t!” she gasped.

He bit lightly at her skin, and his finger
slid through the warm mouth of her sex, then deeper still.

Regan squirmed, gasping, anxious, excited,
aroused, but fearful. He bit teasingly at her earlobe, his fingers
kneading her breast through the thin tank top, his other finger
still sliding deeper into her pussy.

The screen door of the house slapped against
the wood frame as her mother came out, and Regan squirmed loose as
Craig pulled his hands back. She half fell off the bike, gasping,
red-faced, hoping her mother hadn’t seen where his hands had
been.

Her mother’s stride was brisk as she crossed
the yard, and her eyes were dark. Then she slowed suddenly, almost
stopping before continuing forward, as if she had recognized the
cocky man now sliding his leg off the bike.

“Hey, baby. It’s been a while,” he said as
her mother arrived.

* * *

Claire stared at him in disbelief, hardly
able to think straight. “Craig,” she said, her voice soft.

“I uhm, I met him at the store,” Regan said,
her words spilling over each other.

The distraction was welcome, and Claire
looked at the girl with sudden suspicion. What was up with her? Why
was she acting so flustered? What had Craig told her!?

“Where’s your bike?’ she asked, almost
instinctive.

“I uhm, I left it at the store. Craig was –
Craig said he’d drive me back after I showed him the place. I mean,
and uhm, we - .”

“Go and get your bike,” Claire said.

She wanted the girl out of here, away from
Craig, before anything embarrassing came to light.

“You want me to walk back for it?” Regan
demanded in disbelief.

“It’s not that far.”

“It’ll take me an hour!”

“Forty five minutes at best.”

“Mo-ther!”

Claire sighed. She didn’t want to fight with
Regan, but she wanted the girl gone. Now.

“We paid four hundred dollars for that bike,”
she said, dropping smoothly and easily into mother mode. You just
left it there? I bet you didn’t lock it either.’

“But I - .”

“I can drive her back,” Craig said.

“She can walk,” Claire snapped. “Go!”

Regan glowered at her, and her face reddened
at being spoken to like a little girl in front of Craig. She
stormed off, however, too embarrassed to stay.

Claire watched her go, then turned suspicious
eyes on Craig.

“What are you doing here?’

He grinned and shrugged. “It’s been a while.
I was in the neighborhood. Thought I’d come and see my old
girlfriend.”

“Fine. You’ve seen me. Goodbye.”

Claire turned and headed back for the
house.

“Wait a second.”

He slipped off the bike and hurried after
her. “Hey, is that any way to greet an old friend? We had some wild
times together, baby.”

He slipped his arm across her shoulder and
she shrugged it off and kept walking “Had! As in the past, as in
long ago, as in forgotten.”

“Hey, you got no call to treat me like this,”
he growled. “I never did anything to you you didn’t want done!”

She turned and glowered at him. He was right,
of course, but that didn’t make it easy to admit.

“I’m a different person now, Craig.”

“Yeah, so I see. The years have been good to
you,” he said. “And this place… nice.”

She sighed. What had happened wasn‘t his
fault. And he hadn’t really been… bad. In fact he had been fairly
immature, and she’d been somewhat disgusted with him. But he had
certainly changed. And he was pretty damned hot looking. He’d lost
the baby face. Now he just looked handsome, very handsome.

“You too,” she said cautiously. “You still
running with your friends?’

He shrugged.

“I thought you wanted to settle down.”

“I might do that soon. That’s one of the
things I wanted to talk to you about.”

“What?’ she asked warily.

“Health insurance.”

She looked at him in disbelief. “Excuse
me?”

They had reached the porch now, but she was
reluctant to either lead him inside, or shut the door in his
face.

“Listen, it’s kind of hot. Can I get a
drink?”

She frowned, but conceded the reasonableness
of the request. She opened the door, and he followed her inside,
looking around. She went into the big kitchen and took a glass
down, then went to the sink and ran the water.

He was behind her, and his arms slid around
her, his lips coming down against the nape of her neck.

“Craig!”

His hands rose, cupping her breasts as his
mouth sucked lightly on her throat.

She twisted away, but slowly, feeling her
body’s reluctance. She pushed him back, her heart suddenly
pounding. She wasn’t afraid of him, exactly. But the way her body
had reacted she was suddenly afraid of herself.

“I’m married now!” she snapped.

“So? Come on, Claire. Remember the hot times
we had? Remember that time we did it at the truck stop up against
the wall?”

“I’m not a kid any more, and neither are
you!”

“Does that mean we have to act like old
geezers?” he said, pressing in against her as she pushed against
his chest.

He had her up against the corner of the
cabinets, and his hands reached for her, sliding around her waist,
his head angling in and down as she tried to push him off.

“You used to scream when you came,” he said
breathlessly, pushing her hands back, pinning them behind her.

“Let go of me!” she growled.

He held her slender wrists in one hand,
pinned behind her back, and with the other pulled back on her soft
hair, exposing her throat. He leaned in, chewing and sucking and
kissing across the front and side of her throat as she squirmed and
panted and gasped for breath.

Then his mouth was on hers, crushing her
lips, his tongue thrusting inside. He was almost eating at her
mouth, like the old days, the old days of wild, passionate, animal
sex that had set her mind and body burning. She felt that burning
now, that hot, seething lust and need as his powerful body pressed
against her.

But these weren’t the old days.

She bit his tongue and he cursed, jerking
back.

“Bitch!”

“Get off me!”

“Don’t tell me you don’t dream about getting
on a bike and back on the road, Claire,” he panted. “Don’t tell me
you find this boring housewife shit enough to keep you happy!”

She brought her knee up but he dodged, taking
it on the thigh. He swung her around so that she slammed back
against the refrigerator, sending magnets falling to the floor.

His mouth was on hers again, his powerful
body crushing her against the fridge, his hands on her ass,
squeezing, half lifting her. She punched at him ineffectually, then
grabbed at his hair and yanked it. He cursed and swung her around
again.

There were a pair of wooden posts in the
kitchen framing the centre work counter. She cried out as her back
and then her head struck against one. He gripped her hands and
jerked them up and back, shoving them against the top of the post,
then pinned them there with one hand as he undid the thin leather
belt around his slender waist.

She was still recovering from the blow to the
back of the head when he whipped it around her wrists and then
around the post, cinching it painfully tight.

“You haven’t changed, baby! Not that much!”
he growled.

He tore open her blouse and yanked her bra
down, then cupped her breasts and sucked and chewed on her nipples
as she squirmed and writhed and tried to pull free. She tried to
kick at him again, but he undid her jeans and tugged them down,
sliding down onto his knees with them, yanking them off.

He gripped her thighs in powerful hands,
forcing her legs apart, holding them with ease, staring at her tiny
black thong. He mouthed her sex, then, his mouth wide, sucking her
through the thin silk, chewing lightly on her mons as he growled
low in his throat.

“S-Stop it! Fuck! G-Get off me!” she gasped,
twisting, pulling at the strap around her wrist.

He was eating her through the thong, and his
tongue was sliding furiously up and down the thin crease partly
pulled into her slit.

“Craig! Get off me! I-I’ll fucking call the
c-cops!” she gasped.

He grinned up the length of her body. “I
don’t think you will, Claire. I don’t think you want anyone knowing
about the old days. I bet you never told that pretty little girl of
yours about what you used to do when you were her age.”

He gripped the front of the thong and tore
it. Claire gasped as she felt the pressure against the small of her
back, as her hips were pulled sharply forward, then fell back, her
bottom smacking against the post. Then Craig’s hands were squeezed
around her thighs, spreading them, forcing her open.

His mouth pressed in against her bare sex.
She was clean, hairless. She’d had herself lasered years ago from
ankle to belly. He laughed to see it, and let his tongue trail
lazily along her slit.

“The porn star look,” he said. “I see some of
the old Claire is still there.”

“You fucking bastard!” she panted.

He pushed his mouth forward harder, his
tongue pushing into the opening of her sex, his fingers digging
into her buttocks.

“If there was one thing the old Claire loved,
it was a good, hard fuck,” he said. “But I’ve learned a few things
since then.”

His tongue was amazingly long, squirming
around in the front of her pussy, sliding up across her clit. He
started sucking on her clit, then, and despite her anger Claire
felt a wall of heat and hunger sweep over her. Pressed back against
the post, her wrists bound tightly above her, she squirmed and
moaned, and tried to forget the old days as they came rushing up
around her.

The old days, when she’d spent many a night
with her wrists tied up, with men mauling her body, exhausting her
with their lust and hunger and rough, rutting sex.

And she’d loved it.

And she still loved it, and could not
suppress a shudder of heat as Craig’s tongue whipped across her
clit. She arched her back, moaning, the tight straps around her
wrists adding fire to the hot, nasty thrill of sexual need as
Craig’s fingers pushed into her from both sides, squirming wetly up
into her pussy and her ass at the same time.

“Oh Fuck! Stop it! S-stop it!” she gasped.
“Please!”

Craig thrust his fingers up inside her as he
licked voraciously at her clit, and Claire writhed in helpless
response, grinding her hips frantically against his mouth, her head
drawing back, heat and hunger rolling over her in waves.

“Oh God, God, God!” she whispered, gulping in
air.

“You were always a hot little slut, Claire,”
he said, his long finger sliding up deep inside her and curling in
against the front of her sex. “Does your husband know how to t0uch
you just – there – “

“Ahh!” Claire cried ,her back arching
violently.

“And know how to rub you there to make you
squeal and squirm?

He rubbed her as he ate at her clit, and
Claire couldn‘t push back the orgasm as it crashed down around her.
It wasn’t that Jason didn’t make her come, that he wasn’t exciting,
that he wasn’t good in bed. He was a good man. But that was just
it. Craig was not a good man. He was a bad man, a very bad man, and
that had always been her weakness.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she gasped
breathlessly.

“You got it, baby,” he said, sliding up to
loom over her.

He squeezed her buttocks and then used his
right thigh to force her legs wider as he guided his cock to the
mouth of her pussy.

“N-No,” she panted weakly, the orgasm slowly
receding.

“Yes!”

“Ungh!”

He slid up into her, his thickness making her
ache. He grabbed her ass, squeezing it, forcing her legs apart,
half lifting her off the floor as he drove his big cock up into her
belly.

“Oh!’ she croaked, her voice small and filled
with wonder.

He took her there against the post, hard,
rough, violent, thrusting up into her hard, again and again, his
powerful hips slamming against her thighs, grinding her buttocks
against the wooden post. His fingers dug into her buttocks,
squeezing and kneading, half lifting her off the floor.

And then they lifted her entirely off, and
her legs slid around him as she cried out in pleasure. He lifted
her up and down on his cock as he thrust into her again and again.
The post shuddered at the force of the blows, and Claire gasped and
groaned as her insides were battered by his long, thick, powerful
cock.

For long minutes he thrust into her, lifting
her up and down on his cock, slamming her back against the post,
and then, when another orgasm ripped through her mind, and her
pussy spasmed around him, he joined her in climax, crying out as he
bit into the nape of her neck and spilled himself deep inside
her.

His movements eased, and slowly,
breathlessly, he let her legs down and stumbled back. He wiped his
forehead with his arm and laughed, and Claire hung her head
tiredly, half hanging from her wrists, her legs weak and
rubbery.

“How’s that for renewing old acquaintances?”
he asked with a grin.
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He opened the fridge and took out a beer,
then popped it open as he sat down and swallowed half of it.

“U-Untie me,” she groaned.

“I will. Not just yet. I like the sight of
you like that.”

She groaned again and raised her head,
staring darkly at him.

“What do you want?” she panted.

“Your hot, sexy body.”

“Fuck you.”

“I just fucked you,” he said with a grin.
“But maybe we can talk about something else. Maybe we can talk
about your job.”

She stared at him wearily, hair bedraggled
and spilling out around her face and over her shoulders.

“Wh-what do you want?” she asked weakly.

He stood up and crossed to her, looming over
her. “You have access to a lot of information at that place, don’t
you?”

“No.”

He gripped her chin in his hand and his
expression was less playful. “Don’t lie to me, Claire. I know all
about your job and all about your company. The gang knows all about
it too. Jimmy sent me.”

“Jimmy?”

The name froze her.

“Yeah, you remember Jimmy,” he said with a
leer.

Jimmy had been a hot, sexy twenty three year
old biker when she’d met him, and she’d been sixteen. He’d seduced
her onto a bike and then led her into a life of drugs and
debauchery as she’d followed his biker gang across the country.
After a couple of years he’d tired of her and sold her to
Craig.

Sold her. Because that was what bike gangs
did with their women.

And she’d become Craig’s woman, his bitch,
his property, to do with as he chose, to loan her to anyone he
wanted.

He ran his fingers through her hair, then
began to caress her breasts. “Jimmy figures you got tons of
information at that place; health records, social security numbers,
drivers licenses, credit checks…”

“What do you want with any of that?”

But she had a sinking feeling. The biker
gangs had once been rough, brawling men who made their money off
drugs and prostitution. They were a lot more sophisticated now. If
making money meant wearing suits then that’s what they did. But
they still had the hearts of pirates.

“Don’t worry, baby. We won’t tell anyone. We
won’t break up your pretty little suburban life. We just want you
to do a few checks for us now and then, and maybe provide us with a
few credit card numbers. Nothing big, nothing you’ll get caught
for.”

“N-No,” she gasped. “I won’t! I’m out of that
now! I’m legal, Craig!”

He yanked back on her hair and she cried out
in pain as he caught her nipple between thumb and forefinger and
began to roll and tease it.

“I paid good money for you, baby.”

“I paid that back long ago,” she gasped in a
strangled, pain-filled voice. “I danced for nearly a year at the
Black Oasis!”

“But you never brought in the big bucks I
wanted,” he said, his fingers sliding down her abdomen and in
between her thighs.

“I wouldn’t whore for you,” she panted. “but
I did everything else!”

“You could have brought in a lot more money,”
he said, catching her still-swollen clit between his fingers.

“Oh! Oh! Please! No! Stop it!” she cried as
he began to pinch down cruelly.

Her legs writhed and kicked weakly as his
fingers ground her clit between them.

“Such a little thing,” he said with a cruel
leer. “Just like the information we want, little things, like
files. You can copy it. No one will ever know.”

“Please! Please! Fuck!”

Her body was vibrating now, shaking,
trembling as he ground her clit between his finger and nail.

“So you’ll do it,” he said, pulling his
finger away.

She collapsed against the post, panting for
breath, sweating now despite the air conditioning.

“I-I C-can’t. They’ll f-find out!”

He grinned, and opened the fridge. He took
out a took out a tomato, then turned back to her. With a swift
movement he yanked back on her hair, and as she cried out in pain,
her mouth open wide, slammed his hand down, jamming the tomato
against her open mouth, forcing it inside, forcing it to squash and
juice to trickle down her throat and across her chest.

Laughing, he took something else out of the
fridge; a cucumber. He grinned and opened a plastic margarine
container, then rubbed the end of the cucumber into it.

She shook her head frantically, her mouth
full of tomato. He grinned and spun her around, his hand going
under her belly, forcing her bottom out. She cried out when she
felt the slippery nose of the cold cucumber against her anus.

He twisted it slowly from side to side,
pressing up, dipping back, then pressing up again.

“Does your hubby know how much you love
getting it up the ass, Claire?” he growled, his breath hot against
the side of her throat. “Does he know what a wild lay you are?”

She moaned as she felt the slippery front of
the cucumber slowly pushing its way up through her sphincter, as
she felt her anal muscles giving way and the enormously fat
vegetable sliding up through the tightness of her rectal
opening.

“Yeah, you love it,” he said, licking at the
side of her throat. “You were one of the hottest bitches we ever
had. We never should have let you go.”

The cucumber pushed higher, and higher, his
powerful hand twisting it from side to side, pulling it back, then
thrusting it up again.

He slapped her ass hard, the sharp crack of
noise echoing around the room, the sting making her scream, and
helping to ease the way for the cucumber as it distracted her. She
shook her head frantically, but another slap and another hard
thrust sent the cucumber driving up high into her ass while he
chuckled and reached between her legs to finger her clit.

“Come on, baby. You can take it all,” he said
in a hoarse whisper. “You can take a foot of this hard cucumber up
your tight little ass.”

She moaned and ground herself helplessly
against the post, against his hand, even as her face flamed with
humiliation, anger and fear.

It was not fear of him so much as fear of
herself, fear of losing herself to the heat and the wildness which
had once taken her, fear of what that wildness would do to her
comfortable life and marriage and family.

He thrust hard, both hands gripping the
bottom of the cucumber, and Claire actually felt herself lifted off
the floor momentarily, her toes twitching above it as she was
impaled on the fat cucumber. Then she slid down its length, crying
out, spitting out tomato, fighting not to choke on more pieces as
her head thrashed from side to side.

“It’s way up inside your hot little belly
now, baby,” he said, barely able to grip the very end of the
cucumber now as his other finger stroked roughly against her clit.
“I bet you can feel it jammed up against your fuckin’ lungs!”

She couldn’t, but she could feel a deep, full
ache in her gut, the cold cucumber filling her, sending cramps
through her belly.

“Got another one?” he asked tauntingly? Want
one up here?”

His fingers were dipping into the moist, hot
mouth of her sex as he stroked against her clitoris. She half
sobbed, trying to shake her head, trying to deny it through a
mouthful of tomato.

But he turned away, opened the refrigerator.
Claire frantically pulled at the leather binding her wrists up
against the post. And then he was there, laughing, chuckling softly
into her ear. She twisted away, or tried to, but that only
tightened the strap across her wrists and she wound up with her
back flat against the post.

And he already had the cucumber jammed
against the entrance to her pussy.

“Don’t!” she cried, spitting out tomato.
“Don’t! Please! Please Craig!”

Then she had to gasp in pain as he jammed the
thing into her. Her sex lips spread wide, then wider, then even
wider as the fat round nose pushed up inside her, riding a slick
layer of margarine and her own hot, slippery juices.

It hurt. It ached. She was stretched cruelly,
and she cried out, gasping for breath, shaking her head drunkenly
even as Craig forced the cucumber higher, spreading the walls of
her sex out. Her legs were spread and he had both hands on the
cucumber, leering at her as he slowly worked it up inside her.

She spit out tomato at him and he laughed,
then slapped her face. He gripped her hair and yanked it back
painfully, still pushing the cucumber up higher.

“Remember what we did when you were a bad
little girl, Claire? Remember how you were taught your manners?” he
asked in a low growl.

He pushed hard, and the cucumber, already
half inside her, slid several inches deeper as she trembled and
jerked, her legs spasming and almost dropping her weight fully onto
her wrists.

“A foot in each hole. That was what you were
always after, baby, a foot in every hole. You were never happy
without something long and hard and thick inside your hot little
belly.”

He had almost all the cucumber up inside her now ,and Claire was
gasping and panting and gulping in air. He brought his thumb up
against her swollen clit and began to scratch his nail against it.
She sobbed and her hips twisted wildly, trying to pull free. But he
only laughed.

“You’re going to do what we tell you, baby.
You were always arguing, always bitching, always trying to talk
your way out of shit, but it didn’t work then and it ain’t gonna
work now. You’re our bitch, and you’re going to do what we
want.”

“W-Won’t!’ she gasped.

Chuckling, he turned and ripped the leather
belt out of her own jeans, then doubled it in his hand.

“Remember the first time Jimmy did this,
right in front of everyone? Remember how he bent you over his bike,
with everyone sitting around the campfire, and turned your tight
little ass seven shades of red?”

“You don’t - .”

He brought the belt sweeping around to crack
across her lower belly. Claire yelped in pain and surprise, her
body half twisting away. Another blow made her cry out a second
time, and complete the turn so she again had her belly pressed
against the post. The next blow cut across her buttocks, and her
cry was louder, her head thrown back.

The belt slashed across her bottom with more
force and Claire screamed, her hips thrown forward against the
post, her thighs almost trying to wrap around it. That jammed the
nose of the cucumber in against her soft flesh, and her clitoris
ached even as it burned with dark pleasure.

Craig gripped the base of the back cucumber
and thrust higher again. It ached inside her. She felt horribly
full, bloated, cramps rippling in her gut from the deep
penetration.

And even so, she felt a wild, dark thrill of
hunger and excitement, as memories of uncontrolled lust swept
through her mind.

Another sharp crack of the belt across her
bottom sent a sharp stinging pain through her mind and she screamed
again, the sound muffled and broken. Another blow across her
bottom, and another and another, and she sobbed and half hung from
her wrists, her soft breasts grinding into the corners of the
narrow post.

Pain burned at her bottom, but a different
kind of burning was sweeping up through her belly and groin,
through her chest and mind. Her legs spread wide enough to grip the
post, and she jammed the base of the front cucumber against it in
helpless hunger as the next blow slashed across her bottom.

She had hated this, and loved it at the same
time. She had rebelled partly because she was strong willed, but
also in helpless need, a need she could never admit to them, nor to
herself. She knew the punishments would hurt, and she hated the
pain. But something about their sadistic sexual punishments made
her mind burn with need, made her body pulse with ecstasy.

Another blow, another dozen blows. Her bottom
was on fire. And she was on the verge of what she knew would be a
monstrous climax. Her pussy was a volcano around the big cucumber
inside her, squeezing and sucking and eating at it as her hips
ground violently against the post with every blow.

“You’re still my bitch,” he growled, yanking
back on her hair. “You’re still my slut!”

He pushed his hand against the base of the
cucumber. Only a few inches remained, and he forced it up even
deeper. She cried out, her insides aching with terrible cramps.

She shuddered, spitting out the last of the
tomato as he twisted the cucumber inside her.

“Stop it!” she cried. “I’ll do it! I’ll do
it!”

“Of course you will, baby,” he said with a
grin.

Then he brought the belt sweeping around to
crack against her back.

The orgasm rose up like a towering wave, and
the next blow throwing her against the post so that her breasts
were squeezed hard, threw her over the edge. She tried to hide it,
but only a blind man would have failed to see her thrashing body,
the wild heat in her eyes, or the way she was jamming her pussy
against the post in frantic, convulsive movements.

He brought the belt down across her back and
buttocks as she writhed and twisted and thrashed in animal
pleasure, then as she hung limply, gasping, eyes glazed, he dropped
the belt.

He reached up above her and slowly undid the
strap around her wrists. Claire stumbled back, almost falling, then
sank to her knees weakly, gasping, moaning, reaching back behind
her to her aching opening. But a pull on her hair jerked her head
around.

“Remember, baby. We’ll know if you call the
cops. And you won’t like what we’ll do to you then.”

He bent low and his eyes grow dark and
menacing. “or your husband, or your pretty little girls. That Regan
seems like a hot little bitch. I bet she’s tight.”

“S-Stay away from her!” Claire gasped.

“Sure. You just give us what we want. We’re
all friends, right?”

He laughed and did up his pants, then
strolled to the door. “We’ll call you with what we want,” he
said.

 


 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Regan was fuming, hot and sweating as she
marched back towards the store. It was a good twenty minutes by
bike, so it would take considerable longer on foot. She should have
refused, should have outright defied her mother. She was an adult,
after all, wasn’t she?! Imagine being sent off like a recalcitrant
schoolgirl to fetch her lost bicycle! And in front of that hunky
Craig! The humiliation of it! Did her mother think she was a
child!?

She stopped, panting, and sat down under a
tree in the shade. She wasn’t going to kill herself just to get her
lousy bike. Let someone steal it for all she cared!

She picked at the grass and weeds, then
pulled out a long length of something and stripped it with her
fingernail, glowering at the river across the way as she thought
about how her mother had treated her in front of Craig.

Being dismissed, cast out like a little girl
so the adults could talk! She remembered the feel of Craig’s
teasing fingers against her pussy and against her breasts, and felt
a throb of hunger and a pulse of defiance. Craig certainly didn’t
think she was a little girl! And if her mother had come out a
little sooner, or a little later, she would have realized that
too!

God damn her anyway!

Regan could hardly wait to get out of this
miserable burg! To go somewhere people would treat her with
respect, like an adult!

Sitting in the shade was better than marching
up the path, but she was still sweating. The air was hot and humid
and while she was almost there she still faced the ride back.

God, it was hot, she thought. She stood up
and crossed the dusty path, then waded through the waist high grass
to the river bank. The water looked very inviting, though it was
shallow here and overgrown with underwater grass. Still, she
slipped off her sandals and waded into it, letting the cool water
slide up her legs and over her knees.

A rumble nearby caused her to look up. Was it
Craig?! She gasped and tried to push her bedraggled hair out of her
face, wading quickly through the grass to the bank and then
climbing up to the dirt road.

Craig’s big bike growled with power as it
rolled towards her, his eyes covered by heavy black sunglasses so
that she felt a little squirming sense of ear and excitement within
her. He looked like every girls dream of Mr. Dangerous.

He pulled the bike into the grass and
stopped, a grin lighting his face. Regan took a half-step back,
cursing how sweaty and bedraggled she must look while he was cool,
calm and collected. He’d dropped his jean jacket somewhere due to
the heat, and his shirt sleeves were rolled up, showing powerful
arms with the tattoo of a dagger on one bicep.

“Hi,” he said, putting the kick stand
out.

“Uhm,” hi, she said, suddenly shy and
anxious, remembering his wandering hands.

“Water sure looks inviting.”

“It’s uhm, cool,” she said, looking down at
her glistening legs. “But not really cold. I was just…”

And then he was right in front of her, and
she was backing into a tree, feeling a sudden heavy pressure in her
chest as she cocked her head back and stared up at him.

“J-Just cooling off a bit,” she gulped.

“Thinking about skinny dipping?” he asked
with a grin.

Her face reddened. “No! I mean, uhm, this -
.”

He kissed her.

Regan’s eyes went wide as he dipped his head
and pressed his lips against hers. Her hands jerked up and pressed
against his chest, but then weakened and slid slowly back down as
his tongue eased between her lips and into her mouth.

His hands were caressing her sides just below
her tank top, stroking her warm skin gently. They slid behind her,
caressing her back, then down further, cupping her tight bottom and
kneading it through her short cotton shorts as his tongue pushed in
deeper and slithered around against her own.

Regan’s heart pounded and her pulse raced as
she slid her hands up across his powerful shoulders, moaning as she
felt a wild wave of heated excitement rippling through her body.
She felt his fingers kneading her buttocks through the thin fabric
of the shorts, then sliding up and then – and then down inside!

She jerked against him, gasping, her
momentary instinct to pull away, but his arms were strong around
her, his hands powerful, his fingers squeezing her bare buttocks as
he pulled her against him. His tongue pushed in and out, stroking
along the inside of her cheeks, caressing her teeth and lips,
twisting and darting around against her own as his soft lips
pressed her own lips back.

His right hand was moving slowly to her hip,
slowly, still caressing her skin inside her shorts, then it was on
her hip, rubbing gently up and down, and then, as her heart
threatened to burst, it slid all the way around in front. Regan let
out a shuddering cry, pulling her mouth away from him as his hand
slid across her sex.

He laughed as her small hand grasped his
wrist. He was deep into her shorts and her grip was ineffectual as
he continued to kiss her. Her head twisted from side to side, her
other hand pushing weakly at him. He ignored it, his fingers
seeking out her hot, sweating sex, rubbing gently and expertly
against it.

“D-D-Don’t!” she said in a choked voice.

He bit into the nape of her neck and she let
out a shuddering cry as a jolt of pain and heat rolled through
her.

“I-I – we – c-can’t – oh!”

His fingers were making her insane! Her face
was crimson, her mind twisting with indecision, with anxiety, with
embarrassment, and with a mounting sense of wild animal heat.

He pushed her hands up and back against the
tree and pinned them there with one hand, then let the other roam
over her body. Regan twisted and moaned, her protests confused and
dazed as his fingers rubbed at her clit, pinched her nipples, and
kneaded her breasts. His lips were on her throat, on her lips, and
then against the centre of her breast, biting her gently through
her top and bra.

Her shorts had started out being low riding,
but with the pressure of his wrist were now almost down as his
fingers worked at her sopping pussy. Regan felt her legs going
rubbery, the breath leaving her as the man’s fingers stroked along
the line of her sex and teased her clitoris into burning need.

Then his free hand released her hands.
Instead it slid down over her throat, covered it – completely – and
squeezed.

It was not menacing, exactly, not
threatening. It was just – tight. She could breath, but with
effort, and her hands instinctively came down on his wrist to try
and push him away. But he grinned at her, his hand firm, relaxing
it enough for her to breath freely, holding her in place as his
tongue thrust into her mouth and his lips melded against hers.

Then his mouth drew back, leaving her panting
for breath, her mind reeling.

“Take off your top,” he said.

Regan gasped for breath.

“Take it off, beautiful. Show me what’s under
there.”

Regan felt a hot gush of excitement and need.
She had great breasts. She knew it. Everyone knew it. They weren’t
huge, but they were nice and firm and full and shapely. And lifting
her top up seemed like the sluttiest thing in the world to do.

She grasped at the bottom with trembling
fingers, then pulled it up slowly, pulled it up as he took his hand
off her throat. She flushed more darkly as she peeled the tank top
off and looked up into his handsome face.

“The bra, baby.”

Wild, thrilled, burning up, she undid her
bra, feeling a sudden backwash of heat from her groin as she pulled
off the shoulder straps and bared her breasts to his gaze.

“You know how gorgeous your tits are?”

Regan felt another hot flush at the
words.

He kissed her, still rubbing her pussy, his
hand still filling her shorts, and bent to lick at one rigid nipple
and take it into his mouth.

“Oh God!” she moaned, arching her back.

He chewed at her breast and nipple in a way
no boy had ever done, and sucked rhythmically so that she thought
her nipple would set her body afire with its heat.

Her shorts were now down to her thighs and he
had a free hand at her pussy. As he rubbed her, they slid to her
knees, which trembled and shook and wobbled as his fingers danced
across her swollen clit and dipped in and out of her burning
sex.

His other hand roamed over her body, and then
slid behind her neck. He gripped her hair and pulled her head back.
Regan moaned, her scalp stinging, her back arching. She shuddered
and let out a low cry as his long, middle finger slid unerringly up
into her body, pushing easily and smoothly through the hot, wet
folds of her sex.

He pumped it in and twisted it around, then
forced another in alongside it, even as his thumb stroked back and
forth across her clitoris. He bent and licked across her engorged
nipples, making her gasp helplessly with every sweep of his
tongue.

“Do you want to be my little bitch, Regan?”
he asked in a low growl. “Do you, baby bitch?”

She was going to come. Regan’s body was on
fire, her hips grinding frantically against his fingers. Her hands
flopped weakly, uncertainly, wanting to reach up to where his
fingers were tight against her hair, wanting to reach down to where
his fingers were thrusting up into her steaming pussy.

She had never felt so sexually wild, so
achingly aroused. He was hurting her, but it was a good hurt, a
hurt that rode the razor edge between pain and pleasure. And then
he abandoned his hold on her hair and gripped her throat, shoving
her back hard against the tree behind her. His fingers squeezed
tightly, rhythmically.

Her hands finally had a place to go, grasping
his thick wrist. She stared at him, eyes glassy, gasping weakly
even as her hips continued to grind against his fingers. And then
the orgasm hit, a massive thing, towering over her, swamping her
mind and senses. She tried to scream, her head jamming back against
the tree, her body exploding as her hips bucked wildly against his
fingers.

He tightened his grip around her throat, and
she couldn’t breath. Her head pounded, and the orgasm screamed up
onto a higher plateau, the pleasure beyond anything she’d ever
imagined. Her mind shattered into a million screaming parts,
disintegrating under the burning onslaught of sensory overload.

Her hands dropped to her sides, her eyes
rolling back, her body still bucking, jerking, humping mindlessly
against his lower hand. Only his grip on her throat kept her aloft
as her muscles spasmed and shook, and her mouth gaped like a fish,
still gasping for breath.

And then she collapsed, his fingers releasing
their hold on her throat just as the world began to go gray. She
collapsed to her knees, then fell over, panting, gasping, drawing
in great, shaky breaths of air as her sweating face pressed against
the tall grass.

He was behind her, but she hardly noticed.
Her eyes were closed, and she was still gasping for breath, her
body seared by the power of the orgasm, her thinking still dazed.
He yanked off her shorts, and she felt his hands under her hips,
lifting them up. She grunted weakly as he raised her bottom,
putting her on her knees. But her face and shoulders were still
flat on the ground as she tried to recover from the intensity of
the orgasm.

Her mind was returning. She moaned as she
felt his fingers trace the line of her sex. Then he spread her legs
and she felt him entering her. She tried to focus her eyes, fingers
digging into the warm grass, into the earth below, and let out a
short croak of pain as he drove himself into her.

What a strange thing, she thought dazedly, as
she felt his long, thick cock sliding deeper into her belly. It
hurt, and yet, slowly, her pussy began to adjust to the
penetration. His hands moved over her buttocks, then down along her
sides and beneath, kneading her breasts.

He was deep inside her, and starting to
thrust in and out. Again it hurt, but the pain helped waken her
mind.

“Oh. Unngh,” she gasped, trying to push her
upper body up from the ground.

A large hand pressed down between her
shoulder blades, forcing her face back into the grass. She
relented, gasping, her mind starting to note now the feel of his
cock as it moved inside her.

Not a virgin any more, she thought
dazedly.

In. Out. In. Out. In. Out.

She’d known how it would feel. She had pumped
things inside herself before. Yet it felt so much – better when it
was someone else doing it. And his thick cock felt so much better
than anything she had ever used on herself.

Again she tried to raise her shoulders and
head. Again the hand pressed down between her shoulder blades,
pinning her shoulders to the ground.

She cried out as he slapped her bottom. Then
his hands were on her hips, raising her bottom higher. He spread
her legs wider, and his thrusts began to take on more power. She
gasped and grunted now with every deep, hard thrust, her upper body
grinding against the grassy ground, her breasts pillowed beneath,
rubbing against the grass.

In-in-in. Ouuuut. In-in-in-in! Out.
In-in-in-in. Out.

Every long, deep thrust sent a thrill through
her mind and body. His cock pushed into her as though it would
never end, as though it had no ending. And at its deepest depth
there was pain, the delicious feel of his hips against her
buttocks, and the excitement of knowing that she had ever inch of
his big cock inside her.

Her slender young body trembled under the
hard thrusting, jerking back and forth in the grass. Again she
tried to push herself up, and this time she felt a pull on her hair
as he gripped it thickly and lifted. She moaned, her head forced up
and back, her arms straightening, hands finding purchase as she
rose to all fours.

Still, his hard thrusting made her jerk and
tremble, her buttocks slapped by his hips, her insides straining to
take his big cock. She rocked to his thrusting, and her breasts
swung and wobbled beneath her. She felt wild and slutty, raw and
carnal.

“Fuck, you’re a tight little slut,” he
grunted, slapping her bottom.

Regan gasped.

“Move that ass, baby. Ride my cock. Come on,
push back. Push back.”

Another slap to her bottom stung her
mind.

Regan drove herself back against his cock,
gasping aloud at the increased force of the penetration.

“That’s it, baby slut. Again. Again.”

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” she cried as
she took his steely prick deep again and again.

He yanked harder on her hair and she cried
out again. Every time he thrust into her he yanked on her hair, and
she jerked back in response, panting and moaning, pleasure and pain
racing through her pleasure drunk mind.

His other hand fondled her breasts and
pinched her nipples – hard, then slid beneath her and rubbed at her
clit.

Regan climaxed again, powerfully, eyes
bulging, then almost collapsed. But he continued to ride her,
continued to pull on her hair, and she had no choice but to follow,
to continue, to thrust herself back at his pumping cock until her
body was swept by sexual heat and need once more.

He let her hair go, let her upper torso drop
back onto the ground, and she collapsed, only her bottom still
raised high. Gasping for breath, she moaned, her sweating cheek
pressed into the warm grass as he continued to hammer himself
against her raised bottom.

He slapped her bottom and she yelped even as
he chuckled.

“Pain and pleasure are just two sides of the
same coin, baby.”

He slowed his thrusts, and Regan felt her
wrists taken in his, lifted up and back together behind her, wrists
crossed, then raised slowly up higher – higher, starting to ache
now – higher – starting to hurt now – and still higher, until she
cried out. Her hands wriggled behind her neck as he pushed her
wrists slowly higher, his hips working in circles now, thrusting
into her from the sides, from higher, from lower.

Then he gripped her hair again, stroking it
with his fingers, combing it out, working it into a long thin tail.
He pulled, forcing her head back, then twisted her hair together
and wrapped it around her wrists. He raised her upper body up from
the ground, his big hand gripping her wrists through the thick
length of hair circling them.

And he began to thrust hard again, her body
jerking under the impact of his hips, his big cock piercing her
again and again.

His free hand moved beneath her hip, his
fingers rubbing at her clit as he used her. The pleasure swirled
around her, and she rode it like a roller coaster, sweeping up and
down, up and down, the pain intertwined with it as her scalp stung
and her shoulders ached.

Her breasts hung below her, and he slapped
one lightly. She cried out, more in shock than pain, then felt a
sweeping heat, despite the dull pain as he slapped it again.

“Hot little slut,” he growled. “Take my cock,
baby bitch. Take my cock and come.”

And she did, eyes going glassy again as the
power of the sensory pleasure storm rolled her mind.

She came with his hips slamming into her
bottom, with his cock spearing deep into her belly, with his
powerful hand squeezing her wrists together, her shoulders drawn
back and aching, her head forced back, scalp prickling and
stinging. She came with a mindless gurgle of shocked pleasure, her
senses overcome by the white hot sexual electricity rippling
through her nervous system.
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Claire was not the girl she had once been.
She was not the wild-child thrill-seeker who had felt she had
nothing to lose, who’d dyed her hair blue, then green, then shaved
it all off and pierced her nose, tongue and forehead. She was not
the foolish little girl who had thought a big biker was sexy and
hot, and who had had no idea what it meant to be a biker’s
mama.

She was a suburban mother and professional.
She had a family and a good job. She did not regret the old days –
exactly. She had had a lot of wild times – and bad times. She would
not want to forget them, but she had no intention of reliving them.
That wasn’t who she was any more.

She raised a hand to run a finger along the
neat, straight, tight lines of her hair, hair pulled severely back
and tied into a bun behind her head. She was wearing a black suit
with a white blouse beneath. She was in her office, her cubicle.
This was who she was now, not some slutty little skinhead stripping
at a roadside bar.

She had come a long way, and had no intention
of going back.

The phone rang, and she stared it for a long
moment, then picked it up. “Claire Foster,” she said in a
professional voice.

“Hi, this is security. There’s a Mr. Anderson
here to see you.”

Claire felt a tightness in her chest.

“I’ll be right down.”

A little breathless, her stomach churning,
she got up and slid aside the door to her cubicle. It was a large
cubicle, with high walls and some privacy. Such was status measured
in the business world. A private office, even a cubicle, with a
door, meant you were well-thought of, a rising star, management
material.

She made her way to the elevator, all
business, planning the words she would use with Craig, the
explanations which would convince him of how bad an idea this all
was. He had changed a lot since she had been his girl, his bitch.
He was more sophisticated now, less the arrogant boy, more the
cold-hearted man.

People had described her as cold-hearted, of
course. She could be a bitch. But she had no power here except the
power of persuasion. Craig held all the cards. Well, most of them.
Ultimately she could have him arrested and risk what her family and
friends would think of her past.

But a past history with bikers would
certainly cost her her job. She had never been arrested, but that
hardly mattered. Even a hint of what she had once been would be
enough to get her tossed out of this conservative company – despite
her record. Nor was any other likely to hire her, not with that in
her history.

She was not surprised to see Craig cleaned
up, shaved, hair neatly combed, and dressed in a natty suit with a
briefcase.

“Mr. Anderson,” she said.

“Mrs. Foster,” he replied with a light smile
behind his dark glasses.

She signed him in and led him to the
elevator. They were silent on the way up, the picture of business
respectability with the camera up in the corner.

She led him down the aisle between cubicles,
then to hers. He slid the door closed behind, and she sat behind
her desk, crossing her legs, readying her prepared speech on the
internal controls, the monitoring, the impossibility of her acting
as an information conduit for the gang.

“you spend your life in this little box?” he
asked sourly.

“It’s a nice little office,” she said, a
little surprised.

But of course, she would have once been
appalled at spending life in a box, too. Over the years, however,
she had matured, and her attitudes had changed. She’d been
delighted when she’d gotten the larger cubicle with the door.

She turned to the computer.

“I brought something for you,” he said.

She didn’t want something of his, of course,
but she pursed her lips, wanting to humor him, wanting him in a
cooperative mood.

He pulled out a strange assemblage of straps
linked to a small round device.

“I – don’t understand,” she said.

He winked. “Take off your pants.”

She flushed. “I can’t do that here!”

“You’ve got a door, right,” he said with a
grin.

“We’re here to talk business, Craig,” she
said, trying to school her expression. “I have no intention of
risking my job by - .”

He reached forward suddenly and grasped her
by the scruff of the neck, yanking her half out of her chair,
pulling her face in against his.

“You’ve forgotten the rules, Claire,” he said
in a low, angry growl. “You don’t fucking tell me what we’re here
to do or I’ll put you right through your cubicle wall.”

She had forgotten. She swallowed anxiously,
weighing the likelihood of him doing something that rash here where
he would be caught and arrested.

“Take off your fucking pants and put this on,
baby. I want you in the right kind of mood. I want to remind you
how things used to be.”

“I-if someone comes in - .”

“Then you better hurry,” he snapped,
thrusting her back into her chair.

Claire stood up anxiously, looking at the
door. He grinned and rose, inspecting it, then flipped the little
latch to lock it.

“There. Feel safe now?” he asked.

She undid her belt and slid the smooth zipper
down, blushing, frustrated, angry, resentful, and wary. She slid
her trousers down and reached for the thing, but he drew it
back.

“Thong too,” he said with a leer.

Blushing, she slipped off the small black
thong, glaring at him now.

“You ever wanted to have sex in here,
baby?”

“No!”

He reached for her buttocks, squeezing them,
pulling her into his face, licking at her pussy so she had no
choice but to grasp his hair, standing in place, anxiously looking
at the walls and the door as his tongue began to lick along her
slit.

“This is a business office,” she said in a
harsh whisper. “People come to my door all the time!”

His tongue slid between her lips and flitted
around in the opening to her sex, then rose up and began to lap at
her clit.

Claire bit her lip and stood there, legs
apart, angry and embarrassed and worried. And yet, the feel of his
tongue on her clit was undeniable. His fingers were kneading her
buttocks as he licked her, and she could not fight a surge of
excitement at doing something wicked and forbidden. She wasn’t
entirely free of her past, it seemed, or of the wild streak inside
her.

She shouldn’t have found it so exciting to be
standing bare ass in her office while a man ate her out. Or maybe
she should have. But not this man. Not Craig, the miserable
bastard!

But though a bastard, he was also a strong,
handsome man, and another side of herself she had never entirely
left behind was that side which loved powerful, confident, and even
dangerous men. She had done her best to manipulate Craig when they
were younger, and often succeeded. But this was a different Craig,
a more mature Craig, and all she could do was stand there as his
tongue stroked across her clitoris and pumped hot steam into her
veins.

She fought to repress a gasp of pleasure. Her
cubicle might be private compared to some, but it was still a
cubicle, and any raised voice or loud sound would still be heard by
her neighbors.

He drew back with a lazy grin, then handed
her the straps and the plastic thing. She stepped into it,
wondering what the hell it was. Clearly it was intended as some
kind of sex device. Yes, that was it. As she pulled it up against
her she felt the small plastic thing settle against the top of her
sex, right over her clit. A vibrator, then. Men were such
idiots.

He reached over and tightened the straps.
Then he produced a thing strap which went around her waist. It held
a flat rectangular battery pack at the small of her back. He winked
and after a little pawing at her bottom and sex, let her slip her
trousers back on. He kept the thong, sliding it into his blazer
pocket.

She sat down again, her pussy undeniably wet.
He grinned and showed her a remote control, then pressed a button.
She jerked and gasped aloud. The vibrator was quite powerful,
buzzing directly over her clit, a clit already swollen and
sensitive.

“ Now, let’s talk about what I want done,” he
said, laying the control down in his open briefcase.

He took out a list of names and gave them to
her.

“We just want you to check the records for
these names. Do a credit check and a check on current health care
providers. That will tell us a lot about them. Simple, right?”

It was simple, but she didn’t want to do it.
She explained to him about the monitoring, about the internal
controls, keeping her voice low but trying to strike a persuasive
tone. The vibrator burned between her legs. It was distracting, but
not enough to throw her off her stride – exactly.

But it was distracting.

He jammed his finger down on one line. “Run
this name. Just this name,” he said, eyes boring into her. “Don’t
fucking tell me anyone would find anything strange about that. Just
do it.”

“But - .”

“Now!”

“If someone asks me why - .”

“You can say he was a potential
customer.”

“With no file?”

“Say he called.”

“They record all phone calls.”

“Nosy bunch. I guess you’ll just have to hope
they don’t ask.”

Her fingers moved reluctantly on the keys,
and then the man’s credit report unfolded, along with his health
records. He was with another health insurance, but that didn’t
matter. All the insurance companies cooperated to share information
and make sure they didn’t insure someone with an expensive medical
history.

“Print it out.”

She pursed her lips, but printed it up. He
smiled and took it. “Now that wasn’t so hard, was it?”

No, it hadn’t been, but she would get fired
if anyone found out. Of course, she would also get fired if they
found out about her history.

“Now the next one.”

“Craig - .”

He touched the control and she jerked in
response as the vibrator kicked up another notch, buzzing more
powerfully now. She was already wet, already aroused. She
swallowed, and tried to fight the heat thrumming away between her
legs.

“Just do what you’re told,” he said.

And so she ran the names for him. It wasn’t
hard, and truly, the odds of being caught were slim.

The vibrator buzzed away between her thighs.
It was not a steady vibration, but came on and off, and altered its
pattern. The little plastic cap was hard, but there was a soft,
latex portion directly over her clit which moved with the
vibrations. And the longer the little sex toy was turned on the
more turned on Claire became.

The truth was she had always thought Craig
was a hot, sexy man. He had been a little too arrogant for her
tastes when younger because she’d also seen him as a callow and
inexperienced young boy after her first biker boyfriend. But he was
not callow or inexperienced now, and despite herself she found her
eyes flitting to his soft lips, his cleft chin, his strong, dark
eyes and broad shoulders.

He reached over suddenly, his hand sliding in
between her thighs to cup her sex. She gasped at the sudden,
intimate touch as he squeezed her, but she did not try to push his
hand away as her heart beat quickened.

“You look like you did when you were
seventeen,” he said.

She snorted.

“Your face is more mature, but just as
beautiful, and your body is just as good as – your daughter’s.”

She turned and glared at him. “Forget about
my daughter!”

“Hey, I was trying to make a compliment.”

She stared at him suspiciously.

“Seriously. You have an incredible body. You
could go back on stage, you know.”

“I don’t think so,” she said
disdainfully.

“Guys would pay money to feel this hot body
against them,” he said, still rubbing at her pussy.

“I earn more than enough money without
selling my body.”

“You were also an arrogant little bitch,
Claire. You always acted like you were slumming.”

“I was slumming.”

“And you loved it,” he said, leaning in
closer. “You loved getting down and dirty. You loved being our
bitch.”

His hand slid up her body and into her
blouse, cupping her breast.

“You still would.”

She shook her head and tried to push his hand
away. “I’m all grown up now, Craig. I’ve gotten over that phase in
my life.”

“I bet you still dance naked in front of your
mirror and remember when guys were throwing money at you.”

“Drunks will throw money at anything.”

He leaned back and smirked. Then picked up
the remote and the buzzing between her legs intensified.

“Why are you doing this?” she said between
clenched teeth.

“Because we want to know who these guys
are.”

“I mean this,” she said.

He grinned. “Because I can.”

There was a knock at her door and she sprang
up suddenly and hurriedly slid the door aside. There was a short
Asian woman there with a file and she asked Claire about what to do
with it. Craig sat back and watched, his finger playing with the
remote, sending pulses of power beating at her clit, making it hard
for her to speak steadily, hard to keep her lower body from
moving.

She was sweating when she slid the door
closed again, and gave him an angry look. But he pressed his finger
down on the remote and a hard series of buzzing jolts struck her
clit with enough force to make her gasp and fall back against the
door. She reached for her groin, then stopped herself, trying to
control her breathing.

“Want to come, baby?”

“Y-you have your information,” she said.

He stood up and she swallowed, staying where
she was by the door. He grinned and loomed over her, then slid his
fingers around her head and pulled her to him, his lips crushing
hers, his tongue thrusting through them to meet her own. She moaned
as his chest squeezed her breasts against her own rib cage, and her
hands slid up his shoulders.

Then he had her bun gripped tightly, and used
it to slide her to the floor, to force her to her knees. He
unzipped quickly and drew his cock out. Claire’s eyes flitted
fearfully to the door, but he drew her mouth in around his cock and
she moaned as she closed her lips.

“Suck – cock.” he said in a slow, measured
voice.

Her knees ached against the hard floor as she
bobbed her lips up and down on his thick shaft. A riot of confusion
echoed in Claire’s mind as her lower body trembled and throbbed
with hunger and her nipples burned within the cups of her bra. She
slid her lips up and down his shaft, sucking hard, licking,
wanting, needing to bring him off quickly before someone else
arrived.

And he gave her no choice anyway, pulling at
her bun, using it like a handle to pull her forward and push her
back. His own hips ground in and out as he pushed the head of his
cock into the deepest recesses of her mouth, threatening to bury it
in her throat. He sped up, pumping faster, pulling on her bun,
using her mouth as a masturbation tool.

He was face-fucking her, something she hadn’t
experienced since she’d grown up and left him. She gurgled and
gagged and choked and coughed, but he just kept pulling and pushing
on her bun, his hips thrusting in and out. When she reached up and
pressed against his thighs to restrain him he gripped her wrist and
twisted it up and around painfully.

“Suck – cock,” he said again.

He dragged her slowly back by the bun, until
she was pressed against a low, two-drawer filing cabinet. Then he
bent her shoulders back over it, pinning her arms down. He gripped
her hair in both hands now and thrust straight and deep.

Claire gagged and her eyes bulged, but her
arms were pinned down by his thighs, unable to reach his belly, his
cock, even as he forced her lips all the way down his cock to jam
her nose in against his trousers.

“Swallow my meat, slut,” he said in a low
growl. “Swallow my bone.”

He buried himself in her mouth and throat,
and held her face jammed against him as she writhed and twisted in
helpless near-panic. She could deep throat, of course. The gang had
made sure of that. But she rarely did it now, and only under
controlled circumstances. He wasn’t letting her make the decisions,
however. He had just forced himself down her throat.

He chuckled and began to pump, using short
strokes, his cock still jammed deep. He pulled on her head, on her
bun, yanking her up and down as he fucked her throat.

Claire’s chest pounded and her head ached.
The world began to spin around her and black dots danced before her
eyes.

Then he pulled back, slowly, pulling his
cockhead out into her mouth. She could breath now, and sucked in
air desperately, coughing and gagging even as his cock continued to
fill her mouth.

He pulled out and grinned, lifting her up by
the bun so that she gasped and coughed, her legs frantically
pushing her up to keep the pain down.

“B-bastard,” she panted.

“You know it, baby.”

He undid her trousers and shoved them down,
then bent her over the cabinet. Claire, still gulping in air, felt
his slippery, wet, saliva coated cock pressing against her anal
opening and groaned low in her throat.

“You were always our little anal angel,” he
said as he pushed forward.

And she had been. It was because Jimmy had
thought that she was still too much of a snotty suburban punk, and
had used her anally again and again, and encouraged his friends to
do the same, to “show her her place”.

But Jason had never asked for anal sex, and
she had never offered. So being fucked in the ass was another of
those experiences of her youth she was being forced to relive.

She was angry, resentful, frustrated at her
helplessness, and yet as his slick cock pushed into her ass Claire
grasped the arms of the chair, panting for breath, and felt a dark
surge of hunger and arousal. The vibrator was still buzzing and
trembling against her clit, and there was something obscenely
exciting about bending over a chair in her little cubicle, with
Doris on one side and Frank on the other, and taking a big cock up
her ass.

And he was pushing it deep, giving her little
time to get used to it. She moaned softly, trying desperately to
keep the noise down, grateful, for the first time, for Frank’s
radio on the other side of the nearest cubicle playing soft country
songs. On her other side, she could hear Doris talking on the phone
to a client.

“Ungh,” she gasped.

Craig was staring to pump, working his cock
deeper with every thrust, still gripping her bun to half lift her
head up, to twist it around and around, to pull it back, or just to
make her tremble with pain as he pulled at her hair and drove his
prick deeper into her ass.

“You’re still a hot little slut, Claire,” he
said as he forced the last inch of cock up her ass.

Claire would have found it hard to disagree.
Her body was throbbing with hunger, despite her anger, despite her
embarrassment and frustration, despite her fear of discovery. And
she was having a bizarre nostalgic flashback as Craig’s cock moved
up and down within her tight rectal tunnel.

“Oh! Oh! God! Jesus! Ungh! Ungh!” she panted,
her words little more than harsh whispers.

Craig thrust into her harder and harder,
jarring her body against the chair, the long length of his prick
slicing in and out, in and out, in and out as his hips slapped
against her buttocks.

The orgasm hovered just out of reach as his
hips slapped against her buttocks, but slowly crept closer as he
used her, as his hands moved over her, groping, squeezing,
pulling.

And then it was there, and she shuddered and
bucked and jerked violently as her body reacted to the hot fires of
sexual passion, her muscles spasming, her mind spinning.

It was so good, sooooo gooood.
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Regan clung to him, arms around his waist, as
the bike roared down the highway. She had only known him a week and
already she was convinced she was in love with him. Sure he was
much older than her, but so what? He was hot and sexy and young in
the way he acted. Comparing him to her dad was ridiculous, even if
their ages were uncomfortably close.

They had gone riding every day, and their
ride had always ended somewhere quiet in the woods where he had
stripped her and then showed her what pleasure a woman could feel
at the hands of a real man. She had never expected sex to be so
fantastic, so wild and raw and passionate and unrestrained.

Of course, he was in complete control of
everything that happened, everything they did, especially the sex.
Oddly, she never questioned that, never fought it. He was a man,
after all, a man of the world, a strong, knowing man. She was just
a girl. It was entirely natural to let him take the lead.

And he never asked permission for anything.
He did what he wanted to her body, and he told her what to do to
his.

And she did it.

The bike turned down a dirt road, bumping a
little, and the growling of the bike between her legs felt even
more exciting to the young girl. Then a long, low cottage came into
view, two stories, old fashioned, with several bikes parked in
front. He stopped his bike, and she slid off.

The door opened, and a tall man came out. He
was bald and bare-chested, with a scar across the side of his face,
and tattoos all over his chest and arms. He was – scary, but Regan
didn’t feel frightened with Craig there.

“Blade,” Craig said.

“hey man,” the bald man replied. “Who’s the
pussy?”

“This is Regan.”

“Hey, baby,” the man said.

“Uhm, hi,” Regan said a bit shyly.

Like Craig he was an older man, though
perhaps in his thirties.

“We get to share?” the man asked.

“Maybe later,” Craig said, sliding an arm
around her waist and leading her into the house.

“Share what?” she asked in a low voice.

”You,” he said.

She blinked in astonishment, then felt a dual
sense of fear and – oddly – excitement. Not that she wanted
anything to do with that scary man, but the idea was darkly
thrilling.

They walked into the house, and Regan blinked
her eyes as she tried to adjust to the comparative darkness. The
sweet smell of marihuana filled the air as Craig led her through a
living room where several people lounged chatting, drinking and
watching television. There were two men there, one beefy and with a
heavy beard and long hair, the other with a pointy little beard and
a pony tail.

The women were both younger, blondes two in
their mid-twenties and a redhead who looked to be ten years older.
They looked – hard, in fact, all of them looked hard. Regan felt
very young and very innocent, intimidated by them all as Craig
silently led her past their staring eyes and up the stairs.

“You live here?’ she whispered.

“For now. Just while I’m in this area.”

He brought her into a bedroom with a large,
four- poster bed and then grinned as he kicked the door closed.

“Strip,” he said.

“but Craig – those people - .”

“They won’t bother us. And they won’t hear
us.”

“But they’ll know.”

He laughed. “What do you think they thought I
was bringing you up here for, a tea party?”

She blushed, thinking of those people knowing
she was going to be up here having sex.

“They won’t give a shit, now strip, or I’ll
strip you.”

For long minutes they sat on the bed, Regan
sitting astride him, kissing, petting, and smoking grass while his
fingers and the grass made her mind soar higher and higher.

He turned on the stereo and pushed her off.
“Dance for me, baby. Give me a lap dance.”

Regan had never been into a strip club, but
she knew fully well what a lap dance was, and she giggled as she
danced ,as her hips rolled, as she gave him her best saucy, sexy
look and swayed provocatively over him. She straddled his legs and
slowly brought herself down into his lap, grinding her buttocks
into his bulging crotch as she brushed her stiff young nipples
across his face.

Then he was pulling her into the bed, rolling
her onto her back, and spreading her legs wide as he settled atop
her. He grasped her wrists, pulling them up and apart, pressing her
hands against the mattress near the top corners as their tongues
slid together.

He grinned and eased up, then reached above
her to the top corner, drawing something down, a strap of some
kind. He casually slid it around her wrist, and then tugged on it
to pull it tight.

“What – what are you – doing?” she asked.

“Tying you up,” he said, pulling her other
arm straight and pulling up another strap from the opposite
corner.

Regan cocked her head back and watched as he
pulled the strap tight around her wrist, then cinched it taut.

He continued to kiss her, then licked his way
down her belly and in between her legs. She moaned as his tongue
slid across her pussy, her shaved pussy. He had told her to shave
it after their first sex, and she had done so very carefully,
desperate to please him.

Now his tongue slid up and down her naked
slit, and she moaned, arching her back, pushing her sex up at
him.

He sat back and then pulled more straps from
the lower corner posts. Regan felt a blossoming excitement at this
kinky new thing, and watched as he slid the straps around one
ankle, then spread her legs wide and did the same with the other.
She arched and strained, feeling wild and wicked and sexy and
helpless.

“Now you’re my prisoner,” he said, settling
between her spread thighs, running his hands up her soft body,
kneading her breasts.

“Are you going to – torture me?” she asked
coyly.

“Oh yes,” he said, “But you’ll scream in
pleasure when I’m done.”

She giggled again.

He began to lick and suck at her breasts and
nipples, and the heat rose up around her once more. Her wrists
pulled repeatedly at the straps, and her inability to move excited
her. She was so spread open, so helpless, and he was so sexy!

“Ow! Ohhh!”

He alternately bit teasingly at her nipples,
and sucked gently. His bites stung and hurt, but his sucking and
licking soothed and aroused her.

Then he licked his way down her body and she
shuddered, back arching again and again as his tongue did
wonderful, terrible things between her legs. Often he would stop,
frustrating her.

“Are you my slut,” he would ask, and would
not start again until she agreed.

“Are you my bitch,” he would ask.

And again she had to say she was. Yes, wasn’t
good enough. She had to say she was his bitch, and say it
convincingly, before he would continue. He had been doing this
since almost the first time, and she always found it wickedly kinky
and exciting.

“Are you my slave girl?”

And again she had to promise to obey him, to
be his slave, to be his sex slave. The words were hot and steamy in
a dark, wicked way.

And he was driving her mad. She wanted to
come. She had never been kept so hot, so high, for so long, without
release.

“Oh god!” she moaned, arching her back at
another sizzling jolt of sexual electricity.

He climbed up her body, and then she felt a
wave of glorious contentment as he slid himself into her weeping
opening.

“You’re my little fuck toy,” he said, his
mouth inches from hers.

“I’m your little fuck toy!” she gasped,
panting for breath.

“Slut,” he said, taking stinging little bites
at the nape of her neck, at her earlobe, at her throat. “maybe I’ll
sell you on street corners, make you blow sailors for fifty bucks.
You’d like that, wouldn’t you, little slut?”

“Unngh!” she groaned as he ground himself
against her. “Yesss! I’m your whore! I’m your slut!”

“You’re going to scream when you come, little
slut,” he said with a grin.

He pushed himself up a little and reached for
the bedside table. Then he pushed something against her mouth.

“Open that hot little slut mouth,” he said.
“Wide. Wider.”

She moaned, spreading her lips wide, opening
her jaw as wide as she could as he pushed something into her mouth.
It was a kind of hard plastic ring which pressed against her gums
and teeth and held her mouth open. There was a strap attached, and
he pushed her hair aside and let it around behind her head,
snapping it in place.

“Arrrhhh?” she said.

“Don’t want your screams bringing up the
others, do we?” he asked.

Regan stared up at him, not understanding.
How could this keep her screams from – and then she saw as he
produced something that looked like the head of a cock – a very fat
cock. It slid through the ring, only just fitting, and then slid
over her tongue, filling her mouth, squeezing her tongue down.

He pushed it deeper, and she almost gagged,
but it came to rest, and he snapped it into place.

“Now you can scream, little slut, little
whore, and nobody will hear.”

And he proceeded to make her scream, to make
her writhe, to make her twist and thrash. And the gag, oddly, leant
her a new sense of freedom, for she could scream if she wanted to –
and she did – and not really need to worry about who might
hear.

She screamed into the gag as he drove her
into a monstrous orgasm, her body thrashing, head rolling, back
arching, arms and legs pulling madly against the leather straps as
convulsions wracked her body.

And then, as he slowly, teasingly, worked her
up into another, she sucked dazedly at the little cockhead thing in
her mouth, moaning and writhing as he taunted, teased and played
her body.

Regan was wrapped up in an erotic world where
nothing existed and nothing mattered but sex and pleasure behind
her wildest fantasies. And Craig seemed even more powerful, more
mature, more handsome, more perfect with every jolt of pleasure
which swept through her.

At last she thought they were done. She lay
panting, sweating, gasping for breath as he unstrapped her wrists
and ankles. But when she reached for the gag he pulled her hands
away and rolled her onto her belly. Then he pulled her wrists
together behind her back and held them there. He reached again for
the beside table, and she moaned wearily as he pulled more dark,
studded leather from it and dropped it onto the bed.

She felt a leather strap circling her wrist,
then the other. Then, the two straps were locked together. That was
kinky, and she felt a little purr of heat between her legs even as
he pulled up on her hair, making her cry out weakly into the
gag.

A thick leather collar went around her
throat, and then pulled together behind her. Then she felt her
wrists being lifted up, lifted higher and higher, painfully higher,
until they were almost touching her neck. But this was what he had
done their first time, and her body remembered the fiery heat which
had followed.

Now, though, he produced a small chain,
clipped it to her locked wrist straps, and then to something in the
back of the collar, holding her wrists up in place.

She moaned as he slid off her, as he gripped
her hair, wrapping it around his fist, and pulled her towards the
side of the bed.

“Oww!’ she groaned, scrambling to push
herself up onto her knees, to crawl hurriedly along to ease the
strain on her hair.

He pulled her off the bed, onto her knees,
and then onto her feet, and led her to the closet, with its
mirrored doors. She stared excitedly at herself, at her collar and
gag, and thought again how kinky and wild and erotic this all was,
and how exciting and wicked a man Craig was.

He pushed her down roughly, and, excited,
panting, she stared up at him. He undid the clips holding the thick
cock thing inside her, and slowly worked it out of the ring,
leaving it open. He grinned, and she watched him fist his cock,
pumping it, then sliding it through the open ring and into her
mouth.

She could not do anything. She could close
her lips, a little, but not her jaw. His cock pushed into her mouth
and she could do nothing whatever to stop it. Not that she would
have. Still, the knowledge of how helpless she was, how vulnerable,
was kinky and exciting. She was completely at his mercy. He could –
he could torture her, she thought excitedly.

His cock filled her mouth, and she sucked as
he had been teaching her, licking at the underside of the cock,
sucking rhythmically, sucking especially hard each time he pulled
back. He pumped faster than usual, though, and deeper, so that she
gagged several times, coughing and moaning, and trying without
success to protest, to remind him not to push so deep.

“You’ll have to learn to deep throat my cock
one of these days, baby bitch,” he said.

The thought excited her, but it was
intimidating, as well. How was she to get his big cock into her
throat? She knew some women could do it, but surely they were women
of vast sexual experience, not girls like her.

The idea, though, was very hot, and she felt
challenged, and when his cock pushed deep she tried to control her
gag reflex, imagining taking the whole, long, beautiful length of
his shaft right down her throat.

Wow. Wouldn’t that be hot if she could do
that!

She gagged repeatedly trying, and worried
about throwing up. He pulled back at last, sliding his cock out of
her mouth.

“Don’t worry, baby slut. You’ll learn. But
right now, there’s another virgin hole I can use.”

She wasn’t sure what he meant, at first. He
pulled her to her feet and then sat down on a straight backed
chair. He turned her and pulled her back so she was straddling him,
but with her back to him, then pulled her down. She lowered herself
awkwardly, until she felt his cock against her, then tried to
maneuver herself onto it.

He pushed her forward just as she thought she
had lined him up against her pussy.

“Oh no, baby slut. It’s not your pussy I’m
going to ream out right now. I want your tight, buttery little
ass.”

Regan gasped. Surely he didn’t mean – but of
course he did! She moaned, able to make sounds, but not speak
clearly because of the ring holding her jaw open. She knew about
sodomy, of course, but – well – it was certainly not something she
had ever thought of doing herself, not something which she wanted
to. Surely it was gross and icky and painful!

But she would do it if that was what he
wanted. Besides, it wasn’t like she had a choice.

She felt the soft nose of his cock pushing up
against her anus, and felt a thrill of excitement at this new
wickedness. There was anxiety, too, and she swallowed nervously,
moaning as she felt his cockhead pushing up through the tight ring
of her ass.

He held her bottom in his hands, slowly
lowering her as he pushed up, working his cock slowly up into her
ass until she felt stuffed, felt cramps in her belly.

But he got it into her surprisingly easily,
and then began to rub at her clitty as she ground herself against
him. There was very little pain, and now she began to feel the hot
thrill of nasty, wicked sex. She was being fucked in the ass! How
nasty was that!

As her sphincter muscles relaxed she began to
ride up and down as he rubbed at her clit, and became more aroused
and more breathless as the swirling heat swept over her body and
through her mind. She began to make mindless animal noises of
pleasure as she bounced on his lap, as she rode his thick cock.

And then the door opened. She didn’t notice,
at first, so wrapped up in her own senses was she. When she did,
when she noticed the tattooed man standing there smiling and
staring at her she froze, shocked in disbelief.

“Do I get to share her now?” he asked in a
thick voice.

Regan instinctively tried to cover herself,
to twist away as her face flooded with heat. But Craig had his
hands on her hips and held her tightly in place, sitting on his
lap, his cock buried in her ass. She couldn’t even close her legs
as she straddled him, for his were between hers, and spread,
revealing her glistening pink shaved pussy.

“Sit still, little slut” he said, pulling on
her hair sharply enough to hurt, forcing her head back.

She moaned and rolled her eyes, trying to
protest around the ring thing holding her jaws wide, whining in
horrible embarrassment. At least with her head pulled back she
didn’t have to look at the tattooed man.

“Are you my slut?” he demanded, his lips next
to her ear. “Are you?”

“Yess,” she moaned through the ring, gasping,
in pain.

“Are you my hot little bitch?”

“Yeessss!”

“You’re not going to embarrass me in front of
Blade by acting like a silly little girl, are you?”

That was the last thing she wanted to do, but
– but - .

He eased up on her hair, though he held it tightly in his fist,
pushing her head forward. She discovered that Blade had moved
forward, and to her horror he was taking his cock out, grinning at
her.

“You’re getting me all hot, baby slut,” he
said in his rough voice. “You can blow me and cool me down.”

Regan tried to shake her head, but couldn’t.
Craig had too tight a grip on her hair. “Noo!’ she cried through
the ring.

“You’re my slut, my bitch,” Craig said in a
cold voice. “”you’ll do what I say. You think a blowjob is that big
a deal? What kind of stupid little girl are you?”

She couldn’t turn away, couldn’t hide her
nudity. Her face burned as Blade looked down her naked and lewdly
displayed body, then brought his own hard cock against her open
mouth.

“Now suck cock, little slut,” Craig ordered,
pushing her head forward.

Blade’s cock slid through the ring and into
her mouth, and Regan moaned in despair as it slid over her
tongue.

“Suck that cock, little baby bitch,” Craig
ordered.

“Suck me, slut,” Blade ordered.

Craig’s other hand was stroking her pussy,
rubbing at her clit, and she resignedly closed her lips and began
to suck She didn’t want to upset Craig, after all.

But her face was flaming as she sucked on
Blade’s cock, and she felt a squirming sense of shame and
embarrassment as he reached down and began to knead her breasts and
pinch her stiff nipples. Her mind was spinning and squirming with
anguish and uncertainty. Why was Craig allowing this!? What kind of
a slut was she to cooperate?! What could she do without making
Craig angry!?

And she had to continue to ride up and down
on Craig’s stiff cock even as Blade looked down at her. She was
completely naked! Her legs were spread wide! And he was fondling
and groping her, leering at her. Regan was in something of a state
of shock, dazed, as Craig’s hands forced her up and down on his
cock and Blade pushed his prick deep into her mouth.

But Craig bit into the nape of her neck as
his fingers stroked at her clit, and she felt a hot little wave of
heat. She was in his arms, his big, powerful presence against her,
beneath her, and she was surely safe there with him to protect her.
Her attitudes about sex were childish anyway, so old fashioned and
girlish. What was wrong with living a little, with having some fun,
with having a hot, nasty sexual experience? Why shouldn’t she!? She
was a grown woman!

Blade’s hands kneaded her breasts and pinched her nipples, stroked
through her hair, and guided her face forward and back onto his
cock as Craig’s hands caressed her clit and cupped her other
breast. She was held in between two large, powerful men, and was
helpless in her bondage.

For the first time, really, Regan began to
get a sense of masochistic excitement. Tied up, naked, crushed
between these two big, powerful, macho men, and with their big
cocks pushing into her body, what could she do to resist? How could
anyone expect her to resist?

Blade was thrusting the fat head of his cock
against the insides of her cheeks, and making it slide along the
roof of her mouth. It was rubbing along her tongue, and dipping
into the entrance to her throat. Then he grasped her hair and began
to pull her forward. She gurgled weakly, bent over, then further
over, moaning as she was pulled off Craig’s lap and onto her
knees.

But Craig followed her, clutching her hips
tightly, thrusting more sharply into her ass now as Blade dropped
to his knees, as well. Regan was left on her knees, bottom high,
her back aching as she tried to hold still for Blade’s pumping
cock. But without being able to use her hands to support her upper
body it was only his grip on her hair which held her mouth up.

Her body jerked to the hard thrusts Craig was
giving her ass, and she grunted and gasped and moaned around
Blade’s cock as he pushed deeper, gagging her with the blunt nose.
Her body shook as Craig’s hips slapped against her buttocks, and
his hands slid beneath her to squeeze her breasts strongly, making
the soft flesh ooze out around his fingers.

“Oh yeah, baby!” he gasped. “Yeah! What a
tight little ass!”

This was so slutty! This was so gross! This
was so dirty! This was so wicked! And yet she was beginning to feel
the glimmerings of real heat at the lewd use of her body by the two
powerful men. This was the kind of thing experienced women had
done, she thought dazedly. This was the wild life that she had
fantasized about – if not quite in such detail.

Her nipples ached where Craig pinched them,
but they ached so good.

And the steady plunging of his cock in her
ass no longer ached even a little. She felt numbed back there, so
that his cock slid easily, and the jarring impact against her
bottom sent vibrations through her pelvis into her clitoris.

Then he stopped and she groaned as he ground
himself into her ass and rubbed her clitoris with his finger. Her
bottom ground back helplessly, and she sucked on Blade’s cock as
she felt the wildness starting to overcome her embarrassment and
shame.

Craig’s long, thick pole of flesh slid out of
her bottom, and then, after a few second’s hesitation, pushed back
in again – hard. Regan groaned around Blade’s cock as he resumed
thrusting. Blade gripped her hair in two thick chunks, one to
either side of her face, and pulled it forward, using it like the
reins of a horse to hold her mouth in place. He thrust into her
harder, and she gurgled and gasped and gagged weakly, wanting to
protest, but unable to do anything as the two men rutted into her
from both directions.

Craig was fondling her breasts and rubbing at
her clitoris as he thrust into her bottom. But there was something
odd about him, something Regan didn’t even really think about at
first, something unfamiliar which registered on only a peripheral
level.

But as his hips continued to slap against her
bottom she started to note the different feel, and then, ever so
slowly, she realized that it felt as though he had something in
front of him, like a fleshy pillow. She wanted to turn her head,
but Blade held her hair too tightly as he thrust into her
mouth.

There was just something different, and she
couldn’t understand, at first. But then Blade began to groan as she
sucked his cock, and pulled back, spitting his come over her face.
At first she was astonished, then angry and disgusted. But she knew
this was the sort of things done in porn movies. This was the kind
of nasty, disgusting thing men talked about. And she felt another
strange little masochistic flood of heat.

There was movement out of the side of her
eyes as Blade eased his softening cock back ,and she gasped in
shock to see another man kneeling there beside him, one she didn’t
know.

“Here,” Blade said. “Enjoy.”

It was one of the men they had passed
downstairs. He took her hair and pushed his cock into her open
mouth even as she gaped up at him, and there was nothing in the
world she could do about it.

He twisted his fingers in her hair, yanking
her in against him as he thrust his cock into her mouth.

“Suck, baby. Suck that cock,” he growled.

He was tall and dark haired, with a scar
running down the side of his face. He looked scary, and Regan did
not really want to get him angry. She sucked on his cock, face red,
as he began to fondle her breasts.

“She’s got a tight little ass,” said a voice
from behind her.

And the voice had to have come from directly
behind her.

And it wasn’t Craig.

She suddenly realized, with a shock which
numbed her mind, that it was not Craig behind her, that it was some
other man sodomising her. She knelt in place for some time, dazed,
unable to comprehend it, but a sharp blow to the side of the head
and a curse from the man in front of her turned her attention to
sucking on his cock again, as her eyes rolled wildly left and
right, trying to search out Craig.
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Claire lay back, legs spread, her arms across
Jason’s shoulders, and wondered how she had ever let her life get
as boring as this. Jason lay carefully atop her, kissing her
gently, his hips grinding slowly, his movements slow. She could
feel his cock inside her, twisting a little, pumping a little.

She wondered when she had forgotten how to
fuck.

She remembered years and years back, how she
would rock in time to his movements, how her hips would buck up
against him. But it had displeased him. She’d known it, and
gradually, over time, she had come to accept that Jason wanted her
to lay still. He had, in his own nerdish accountant way, put a lot
of effort into working out his lovemaking, and developing his
skill.

Jason could go for hours, his tongue very
slowly and skillfully sliding over her body top to bottom, his lips
sucking on her toes, mouthing her ankles, her nipples, his tongue
working deftly at her clit and the mouth of her sex. It was all so
gentle, and she had come to think of it all as so lifeless, so
practiced, so predictable.

She knew other women would love to have a
caring lover like Jason who took his time and sought nothing more
than her pleasure. And certainly there were times when she enjoyed
it. But how had she forgotten the glorious, wild carnal heat of a
rough, violent fucking? She wanted Jason to thrust himself home, to
pound himself into her, but she knew that wasn’t in the cards.

She thought about Craig, thought about how he
took her like a bitch in heat, how he used her and put her in her
place. It wasn’t like she was a meek woman, but there was just
something so hot about being – being used, being so roughly, wildly
used in sex, that really turned her on.

In every possible way but one, Jason was the
better man. She knew what lurked behind Craig’s pretty eyes, and it
wasn’t kindness or caring. So why was she wishing it was Craig
above her and wondering how she could see him again?

She feigned a small orgasm, and, satisfied he
had done his duty, Jason let himself finish. He rolled over and she
sighed weakly, wondering how she could inspire change in him after
almost twenty years. He got up and went into the bedroom, and she
sat up and lit a cigarette. She reached for the remote and turned
on the stereo, idly flicking through the channels until she came to
an old one she recalled with some fondness.

She had danced to it once, danced on a stage,
with coloured lights on her, with men looking on, and the murmur of
many conversations barely heard over the music. She had been young
and alive and wild and had taken a heady delight in the lust she
felt wafting up around her.

She smiled to herself, and gazed at the
mirrored closet doors which entirely covered the far wall. On
impulse, she got up and walked over before them. She stared at
herself, feeling a girlish pleasure in the sight of herself, and a
womanly pleasure in how youthful she still looked, how firm her
body was.

Her hips began to move in time to the music.
Her hands slid up and down her body, over her breasts, up through
her long hair. Her tongue slid along her lower lip as her face took
on the old teasing look. Her body began to sway and undulate, and
she heard again the sounds of the men shouting up to her, saw again
how their eyes glowed in the reflected light, through the clouds of
cigarette smoke.

“You like this song?”

She turned with a smile as Jason came out of
the bathroom, and another impulse took her. She danced a little
aside, dragged a chair over, and curled a finger at him. At first
he hesitated, then he crossed to her, lips pursed uncertainly. She
pushed him into the chair, and danced before him, her movements
still graceful and certain.

She straddled him, hips still moving from
side to side, her buttocks sliding up and down his thighs as she
caressed his face with her hair. He reached for her and she shook
her head, pressing his hands back to his sides.

“No touching the dancers, mister,” she
said.

She let her body arc in and up, her nipples
pressing lightly across his chest and up to gently caress his face,
then slide back down. She saw his flaccid cock gathered there in
his crotch and slid her body in closer, grinding herself against
him, her eyes boring into his as she slid her arms behind his
head.

She felt his cock beginning to pulse beneath
her. She continued to grind against him, then slid back along his
thighs, rising to her feet, dancing before him, turning and
bending, rolling her bottom at him, turning again. She bent forward
at the waist, bent far forward, until her head was at his knees,
and let her tongue lick upwards along his leg, up along his thigh,
in along the inner thigh until it flicked across the head of his
cock.

She took it into her mouth, sucking and
licking, and it grew at once. She pulled back, smirking, cocky,
dancing, turning and undulating. She straddled him again, sliding
her body up and down, and then seized his head, forcing it back,
kissing him hard, her tongue thrusting into his mouth.

His hands came up against her shoulders as
she kissed him the way Craig kissed her, her lips hard against his,
her tongue thrusting into him, almost eating at his mouth as she
ground herself against him with more and more force and speed. His
eyes were wide and confused, but his cock was reacting, hardening
beneath her ass.

She slid back, and saw him blink rapidly,
licking his lips. She grinned, almost leered, and eased backwards,
then forward. She bent at t he knees, legs spread and straight,
taking him into her mouth, and then started to slide lower, to take
him down her throat. She heard him groan, his hands going to her
head, and suddenly had a glimmer of a thought.

He’d been astonished when they’d first met
that she could deep throat him. He’d become instantly hooked on it.
Was that one of the reasons why he seemed to insist that every
lovemaking session start out with long sessions of him eating her
out? Was he trying to match her expertise in some way? Their actual
fucking time was done to almost nothing compared to the time they
spent on oral sex.

She eased back up and slid her bottom
back.

“Fifty bucks,” she growled.

He stared at her. “What?”

“Fifty bucks. You want a blow job, mister?
She leaned in, licking lightly at his lips. “I can blow your
fucking socks off, Mister. Fifty bucks.”

“S-Sure,” he gulped.

“Where’s the money?”

He stared at her. “Are you kidding?”

She grinned and danced back against the
mirrors, body stretched up and back, arms against the mirror as she
ground herself against it.

“fifty bucks and I’ll take you right down to
the balls,” she said.

He shook his head in wonderment. “You want me
to give you fifty bucks now?”

She danced over to the night table, grabbed his wallet, and danced
back, tossing it to him.

He fumbled with it, took out a fifty and she
snatched it from him.

She began to work on his cock then, bending
over him, legs spread but straight, breasts dangling, her mouth
sliding up and down his cock as she sucked, his cock sliding into
her throat as he groaned in pleasure. She spread his legs and
mouthed his balls, taking them into her mouth the way Craig had
once shown her, massaging them against the inside of her cheeks,
stroking them with her tongue.

She let them slowly pop out of her mouth as
her lips pursed into a tight oval, let them pop slowly, wetly out
against a pressure which was just this side of pain, then took the
head of his cock into her mouth and let her teeth lightly nibble on
the shaft just below, drawing a gasp.

His hands came down on her head and she
backed up, grabbing his wrists, shoving them down, glaring at him.
“Don’t touch the dancer, Mister or I’ll call the bouncer.”

She took him down her throat again, and she
could feel the tension in his thighs as he fought the urge to
thrust up into her mouth.

She slid back up and then straddled him,
holding his hard, slick cock against her belly, grinding it between
his belly and hers as she rolled her bottom against his thighs,

“See how far up inside me it would go?” she
said, coy and breathless. “Do you want to fuck me, Mister?”

“Y-Yes,” he gasped.

“A hundred bucks. A hundred bucks and I’ll
slide my hot pussy all the way down your big cock.”

“Shit,” he gasped.

She leered at him and grasped his wallet,
handing it to him. He fumbled out the bills and gave them to her,
and she crushed his mouth with hers. Then she slid slowly up,
holding his cock, placing it at the mouth of her sex – and slid
slowly back down, groaning as he groaned.

She took him in to the hilt, grinding herself
against him, then began to ride him. She started out slow and
smooth, letting him mouth and suck on her breasts and nipples, then
began to ride harder, faster, higher, gasping and panting as she
bounced up and down on his stiff, red cock. Real heat began to
flood her, heat she had so seldom felt with him of late, and she
moaned and pulled him into her breasts as she rode him harder.

* * *

Regan kicked her bare feet idly in the water
as she sat on the edge of the dock. Her mind was wrapped up in what
had happened the previous evening, trying to sort out the
embarrassment and anger with the excitement and the strange, wicked
little sense of satisfaction.

She was angry at Craig for having let his
friends use her. She felt betrayed. At the same time, she told
herself she had no right to feel betrayed, since it wasn’t like he
was her boyfriend or anything. It wasn’t like they were a couple.
How could they be, anyway, with him so much older, harder, more
sophisticated?

And she felt a strange, dark heat as she
remembered the feel of sucking a strange man’s cock while another
man thrust into her from behind. God! She could hardly believe that
had been her, that such a thing had happened to her! Her friends
would go wild if they knew! She felt aged by the experience, older,
sexier, more sophisticated, somehow.

She felt wildly sluttish, but that sense of
guilt which should have been present was almost absent. It wasn’t
as if she had asked for it, or been able to deny it. She’d
practically been raped, after all. She rolled that word around in
her mind. Robbed of the fear and pain a real rape would have had
the word had an exciting fantasy value which made her pussy
throb.

Her face colored whenever she thought of
those men staring at her, touching her, especially the fat one who
had sodomized her. No, who had fucked her ass, she thought, taking
a masochistic pleasure in the crude thought. He had fucked her ass!
Just like Craig has fucked her ass!

She should have been ashamed, and she was,
sort of, just not very. And that shame had a strange little thrill
to it. She felt hot, which was why she had worn her tiniest bikini
with the little thong back, the one she only wore for sunbathing
when no one was around and no one was expected.

She always felt wild and sexy when she wore
it outside, though she’d not yet dared wear it around anyone. Her
mother would probably have a fucking cow if she saw her in it, saw
the way the tiny triangle tops barely covered the centre of her
breasts, saw how tiny and high cut the front was, and the upside
down triangle back which covered nothing at all.

Her blonde hair loose around her soft
shoulders, swirling as she turned her head to look up and down the
river. Should she get out the air mattress, she thought, and lay
out on the river? Yes, that sounded good. She put on the sunscreen,
turned on the radio, then set the mattress out, climbing carefully
onto it.

It floated out, carried by the river’s
current, but was held in place a half dozen feet from the dock by a
thin rope. She lay back, sunglasses over her eyes, and hands behind
her head, and felt the heat bake her as she considered who she was
and what she wanted in life.

The rumble of the bike did not penetrate her
thinking at first. It rose slowly, barely heard over the radio and
the water rushing by. Even then she paid it little attention, her
mind drifting just as her body was. When it finally penetrated her
thoughts she jerked upright to see the motorcycle slowly crossing
the field from the house towards her.

She gasped in alarm, but also relief, for it
was only one, and clearly Craig was on it. She was reminded of her
brief suit, and realized at once that it was too late to get to
shore and grab her towel before her reached it. So she stayed where
she was, glaring at Craig as he pulled up, turned off his bike and
swung his leg over.

“Hey,” he said.

“What are you doing here?’ she demanded.

He grinned, and despite herself Regan felt a
little flutter of pleasure.

“I came to see you, cutie.”

“You mean bitch, don’t you?”

He shrugged. “Bitch is just a word. I thought
you wanted to be my hot, sexy bitch.”

She had, but hadn’t realized, of course, all
that involved.

“I didn’t know you would let other men fuck
me,” she said resentfully.

He eased off the bike and crossed the dock,
then squatted at the edge. “I know it goes against the grain,” he
said, pulling his sunglasses off. “You’ve been taught all your life
that good little girls don’t. You’ve been taught that your pussy is
gold, and you should ration it out.”

He shook his head. “Your pussy won’t wear out
if you use it a lot, baby. And if you like fucking then you should
fuck as much as you want.”

“But only with who I want,” she said.

He reached out and gripped the rope attached
to the air mattress, then began to slowly pull the mattress in
towards the dock.

“Your body doesn’t care whose cock is inside
it, baby. Your body just wants lots of cock.”

“Don’t talk like that,” she said,
blushing.

He pulled the mattress up against the dock,
and his eyes slid over her body. “Nice suit,” he said.

She flushed with pleasure, feeling a rising
sense of sexual tension and anticipation.

He slid his fingers through her hair,
brushing it back from her head. “You are one hot, sexy little
bitch,” he said. “You want to act like a good little schoolgirl and
make mud pies by the river or you want to have a wild time like a
real woman?”

“But – .”

He kissed her, and his hand slid down into
the cup of her bra, rubbing at the top of her breast, then sliding
inside to finger her already stiff nipple. Regan moaned, feeling
hot and aroused as their tongues moved together.

He gripped her hair, firmly but gently, and
forced her head back. Regan gasped, but didn’t resist as her chest
was thrust forward.

“You are one hot fucking chick,” he said, his
words raising a hot, trembling flare of pleasure inside her.

He tugged one cup down under her breast, then
did the same with the other so her breasts pushed up and out even
more firmly. Regan gasped as she felt his hand slide into the
bottom of her bikini, felt his slick, oily fingers began to rub
against her clitoris. Almost at once her pussy was burning and her
hips grinding as she became breathless with excitement.

He pulled forward on her hair, and she was
forced to follow, crawling forward onto the dock, where he lifted
her head up, forcing her to rear up on her knees, and then bend
backwards. His hand remained inside her bikini bottom, fingers
sliding up and down her slit, rubbing across her burning
clitoris.

“Hot, wild little slut,” he whispered, his
words racing through her mind, “Hot, sexy little bitch. You wanna
be my bitch, Regan, baby? Tell me you wanna be my bitch.”

“I-I do!” she gasped.

“Say it. Say it, slut.”

“I-I want to be your bitch!”

“Again!”

“I want to be your bitch!’ she moaned.

He pulled his hand out of her bottoms, and
untied them, pulling them away from her. Then he removed her top
and pulled forward on her hair.

“On your hands and knees, “he ordered.

Her mind alive with wild, carnal heat, Regan
knelt on all fours, completely naked outside, her body almost
trembling with the sexual pressure racing through her. She saw him
undo his belt and pull it from the loops of his jeans, then, to her
surprise, he looped it around her throat and pulled it tight.

He stood up, and tugged lightly on the
belt.

“Heel,” he said with a lazy grin. “Come with
me, baby. Crawl, you hot, sexy little bitch. Let me see you crawl
for me.”

Dazed, excited, and just a little confused,
but wanting to prove she was no little girl, wanting to make him
happy, Regan crawled, crawled along the dock, then into the grass,
as he walked just ahead of her pulling on the belt as though it
were her leash.

He reached down and slapped her bottom.

“Keep that ass high, slut.”

She gasped, but obeyed, wild with heat as he
walked her across the lawn.

It was so wicked! It was so nasty! It was so
wild!

And then there came the sound of another
motorcycle. She gasped and turned, rising off her hands as a
motorcycle came towards them. She started to rise but a quick jerk
on the belt pulled her back down.

“Stay on all fours,” he said. “It’ll drive
Blade nuts. He’ll come in his pants just looking at you.”

That it was Blade was reassuring, even though
the man scared her. He had already seen her naked, after all. He
had already… they had already, well, there had already been sex
between them. It wasn’t like she had much to hide from him. And she
remembered how hot and thrilling it had been to have him and Craig
sharing her, thrusting into her front and back.

Blade rode up and slid off his bike, his eyes
on her, and Regan’s face flushed darkly.

“Walking your bitch?” he asked.

“Yeah. She’s all ready for some
exercise.”

Blade grinned and squatted next to her.

“Ready for a ride, baby?”

Embarrassed, Regan dropped her eyes low, but
gasped as she felt his hand slide down her silky back and over her
glistening, oily bottom, then in between her legs. She wanted to
ignore him, telling herself both that he was ugly and that she
hardly knew him. She wanted to be alone with Craig, to have only
Craig’s hands on her.

But when his fingers eased through the tight
lips of her sex and, covered in oil, slid into her body, she
shuddered with heat and could barely stop herself from thrusting
back against his fingers as they drove up through the warm, moist
folds of her sex.

“I never got a chance to fuck your little
brains out,” he said.

“We can take care of that,” Craig said.

He tugged on the belt, and Regan lurched
forward, then crawled as the two men walked alongside her. She felt
such an intense sexual pressure and heat that she could barely
think. Naked, she crawled to the front door, then up the stairs.
The screen door was opened, and they led her inside.

She had never felt so wild, so hot, so
sexy!

They crawled across the floor and into the
kitchen, and Craig pulled hard on the belt so that she gasped and
choked and rose to her feet, then was bent forward over the kitchen
table.

“Ow!’ she gasped, as he slapped her
bottom.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he said.

She did, and moaned as she felt his hand
cover her sex, rubbing and squeezing.

But no, it was Blade’s hand, because Craig
was moving to the side of the table, grasping her hair, pulling her
face around towards him as he undid his jeans. She moaned and
reached for his cock, but her hands were pulled back behind her
back and held there by Blade as Craig rubbed his cock over her
face.

“You want to suck my cock, baby?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

“Beg. Beg me, slut.”

“Please let me suck your cock,” she
panted.

He twisted his fingers in her hair until she
gasped in pain. “Beg harder, bitch.”

“Please let me suck your cock, sir!” she
cried.

He grinned, and she felt herself penetrated
from behind, felt her pussy lips spreading open as something thick
and warm pushed into her. She groaned and pushed back, and felt
Blade’s big cock slide deep.

“Suck cock,” Craig growled, thrusting his
prick into her mouth.

Regan closed her lips around it, sucking,
rolling her eyes up at him, feeling wild and slutty as Blade buried
himself into her from behind and ground himself against her
buttocks.

She felt something wrapped around her wrists,
and wondered why. But it didn’t really matter. She was his bitch,
and Craig would do whatever wild, nasty things he wanted. She
moaned around his cock as he pulled on her hair, and gasped as her
body began to rock to the hard thrusting from Blade.

It took only seconds before a tremendous
orgasm washed over her. Her mind blanked out and her head jerked in
his grasp as her body was swamped by sexual heat. She thrust her
hips back frantically, moaning and shuddered, eyes rolling back in
her head as Blade’s big cock pounded into her.

And in the midst of her come Craig thrust
himself forward, and his cock pushed deep into her throat. She
gagged and choked, and her eyes shot open, but her mind was so
fogged she barely understood, even as his shaft slid deeper and her
nose was jammed into his groin.

He ground her face into his groin as her
hands jerked spastically against whatever was pulling them back,
then he pulled slowly back, the long, slick length of shaft sliding
out of her throat and back into her mouth until the head pulled
completely free and she could cough and gasp for breath.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice full of
pleasure and approval.

Regan’s body still shook to the hard
thrusting from behind her, but she moaned softly as Craig’s fingers
combed through her hair and his hand kneaded her breast.

Her mind began to come down from the clouds
now and she stared at Craig’s cock as it rubbed at her mouth again.
Had she really had it down her throat? Of course, she had! And it
hadn’t really hurt or anything! How wicked was that!?

And if she did it once, then surely she could
do it again.

It would have astonished her to learn her
mother had the exact same reaction the first time a cock was shoved
down her throat during a powerful orgasm. Craig hadn’t been the
one. He’d been thrusting into her from behind. It had been her
original “owner” who’d done it, and then later given her to
Craig.

And now as Craig thrust his cock slowly
forward, telling her to swallow, she determined to please him, to
make herself a pro at this, to learn how to swallow cocks like a
hot, sexy woman would.

And she did.

Blade distracted her, thrusting from one
side, then the other, from up, then down, changing his angle
constantly, reaching under her to finger her clit or nipples. And
Blade distracted her, as well, pouring hot, burning words over her
mind, pinning her hair roughly, holding it tightly, twisting his
fingers into it to control her and make her moan and wince.

She choked and gagged as his cock slid into
her throat, but she was easily held in place, and after some rough
moments she began to get the hang of it.

Then the men switched positions, and it was
Blade’s cock she was sucking, his balls she was licking, his hands
in her hair as Craig slid into her pussy and began to fuck her.

It was all so wild and glorious and sensual!
It was like a wonderful fantasy!

And then the screen door banged.

Her eyes rolled and she jerked against their
grasp, but they held her tightly.

“Hey, man. Where’s the party?!” a man’s voice
called.

He was a man she didn’t recognize, older like
the others. He grinned at her as he gave Blade a high-five, and
Regan was frozen, her mouth full of cock, Blade gripping her hair
tightly to keep her in place.

“Hey, Joel,” Craig said, still thrusting into
her pussy, his cock stabbing deep.

“Hot little pussy you got there,” he said,
looking at Regan, then casually sliding his hand in beneath to
squeeze a breast.

“You don’t know the half of it,” Craig said.
“Show her what our little bitch can do, Blade.”

And Blade pushed forward, his cock sliding
over her tongue. Regan was half resigned, knowing she couldn’t stop
him. A part of her felt proud, too, and wanted to make Craig proud
of her. She swallowed Blade’s cock like a pro, gurgling and gagging
only a little as he pushed it deep into her throat and ground her
face into his groin.

And then there was a fourth man, and Regan
moaned in embarrassment again, her skin tingling, the hair rising
on her neck as he leered at her. All of them were old, in their
forties, and suddenly she felt very helpless and very young.

“You love it, you hot, sexy little bitch,”
Craig growled into her ear, his hand now sliding between her legs
and fingering her clit.

And a part of her did love it. Even while the
rest of her was frightened, anxious, and feeling sick with
squirming shame.

“Show them what a wild, slutty girl I have,”
Craig growled into her ear, nibbling on her earlobe.

Regan moaned, arching her back as his cock
punched up into her.

“I got an idea,” Blade said, pulling his cock
back from her mouth.

“There’s a fucking first,” one of the
newcomers said.

“Get some beer!’ the other cried.

Craig pulled out, and he and Blade led her by
hair and arm into the living room and onto the heavy wooden coffee
table, but Blade lay down on it first. Pulling on the belt around
her neck, her hair, her arms, they had her straddle him, and then
sink down on his cock. She shuddered with heat as it pushed up deep
into her belly.

Then she was bent over him, his lips on hers
as she felt Craig’s cock at her ass, pushing slowly into her. It
felt absolutely amazing to have a cock in both orifices, and she
was awash with sensations of pleasure and sexual heat as the two
men began to thrust in and out. Then the two new men stood
alongside, one gripping her hair to pull it up, bowing her upper
torso back.

He thrust his cock into her surprised, open
mouth and she closed her lips around it, gagging weakly, at first
as he pushed deep.

She sucked his cock for about fifteen
seconds. Then she felt a pull on her hair which turned her head and
upper body around to her other side, where the second man waited to
thrust himself into her mouth.

Regan was overcome with a shocked, nasty,
wicked, wonderfully wild thought - I’m fucking four men at
once!

And she was, as her head was turned from one
side to the other, and all four men’s hands raced over her body and
fought for possession of her breasts. Their cocks pumped into her
from below and behind, and drove deep into her throat so that she
often gagged and choked.

But she came regardless, came violently,
thrashing and shaking as convulsions racked her body. The orgasm
shook her to the core, and left her dazed, but the men continued to
thrust into her. There was no laying back in comfortable languor as
she recovered. And her body soon soared into another orgasm, unable
to resist the wild thrill of what was happening.

The men switched positions often, and the
dazed girl was often hardly aware of whose cock was in her mouth
and whose was in her pussy.

Afterwards, Craig took her into the bathroom
and they showered together, and Regan loved being alone with him as
he gently stroked and caressed her body and helped wash the oil
away. When they were done he dressed while she took care of her
hair. Then he lifted her unceremoniously over his shoulder and
carried her back downstairs, still naked.

The other men were still there, and she
blushed as Craig carried her in and dumped her on the table. And
then Blade casually tossed him a pair of studded leather
restraints, and Regan felt a little quiver of excitement as Craig
snapped them around her wrists and locked her hands together behind
her back. A studded collar followed, and then the men were sitting
down in the sofa drinking beer and smoking while she sat astride
Craig’s lap, still bound, still naked.

Craig’s bitch.
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Claire slowed as she approached her car, as
she saw the man leaning against it. At first she scowled, then felt
wariness, wondering if it was Craig, but as she neared she realized
it couldn’t be. This man was taller, bigger and – and she knew who
he was. She slowed, feeling her heart pound as she came closer.

“Clair,” he said

“Jimmy.”

“Long time no see.”

“Since you sold me, you mean.”

He grinned. “I never sold you, baby. I rented
you out is all.”

His eyes moved up and down her body. “You
still got a dancer’s body.”

“What do you want, Jimmy?”

“Few things.” He nodded towards a Harley
parked across from her car. “Get on.”

“I have to be getting home.”

“You’ll get there. We’re just gonna talk a
little.”

“I don’t want - .”

His eyes turned hard. “Get. On.”

She pursed her lips nervously as he walked to
the bike and jerked his head, then followed. The big bike started
with a growl, and she got on behind him, feeling the long-familiar
rumble of power between her legs. Why had she never gotten a bike,
she wondered. She’d always wanted one.

Jimmy sent the bike roaring out of the
garage, and she felt a mixture of fear and excitement as they raced
in and out of traffic. Jimmy had always been a wild man on the
bike, and she’d always loved riding the razors edge.

He pulled into an alley up behind a steel
door. They got off, and he took her small hand in his big one and
led her through, down a narrow, unremarkable hall, and into an
office of sorts. It wasn’t exactly fancy, but held a wooden desk
and chair, a table with four straight-backed chairs, a sofa, and
coffee table, and a small bar and fridge.

“Want a drink?”

She shook her head.

He hooked his fingers in her belt and pulled
her against him. She put her hands flat against his chest. “Jimmy -
.”

He kissed her and when she tried to draw back
his hands went behind her head and ass, holding her against him as
his tongue pushed into her mouth.

“It’s been a long time since I fucked your
hot pussy,” he breathed.

“I-I’m married,“ she gasped, knowing it was
absurd.

He laughed scornfully. She knew Craig must
have told him everything.

He pushed her clothes off, then pushed her
down onto her knees. She undid his jeans and took him into her
mouth, sucking his big cock, remembering old times, when she was
young and stupidly in love. She took him down her throat, her lips
sliding up to the base of his thick cock, and massaged his balls
with her hands as he ran his fingers through her hair.

“Oww!”

“Gonna say it?”

“No,” Regan whined.

Crack!

“oww!”

“Gonna say it?”

She panted for breath, gasping weakly.

Crack!

“owww!”

“Say it.”

“I-I love to lick pussy!” she cried.

Crack!

“Again!”

“I love to lick pussy!”

Laughing, Craig turned her over on his lap,
and Regan’s face felt as hot as her bottom now was.

Things had gone well, and she had been
preening nakedly under the attention of the four men, occasionally
groped and fondled by one or another, until a fifth man came in,
someone she didn’t know. It was around then, as he was getting a
beer, that Craig had her start speaking, start saying things,
embarrassing things.

“Tell Paulo you love to suck cock,” he
ordered, as she sat across his lap.

“I-I love to suck cock,” she said,
blushing.

“Again.”

“I love to suck cock.”

“Louder.”

“I love to suck cock!”

“And what does that make you?”

He pinched her nipple and she yelped in
pain.

“A little cock sucker, right? Tell Paulo what
you are.”

“I-I’m a little cock sucker,” she said, face
red.

“Again.”

“I’m a little cock sucker.”

“And what do you love to do?”

“I – I love to suck cock.”

“And what else do you do?”

He fingered her pussy.

“I… love to be fucked?”

“And what else do you love?”

Soon she was telling them all, repeatedly, in
a loud voice, that she loved to be fucked in the ass, that she
loved to suck cock, that she loved to be gang banged, that she
loved to be fucked hard, squirming as Craig alternately fingered
her clit or pinched her nipples to encourage her to speak with
greater enthusiasm.

Then she had to crawl over to Paulo and beg
him to fuck her face, which he did.

Then the sixth man arrived, with a woman. Her
name was Barb, and she was a peroxide blonde with wide shoulders,
big breasts and a hard face. She was also not so very much older
than Regan, perhaps in her early twenties, which made Regan squirm
in humiliation as the girl, clad in jeans, jean jacket and leather
chain, looked across at her with smirking scorn.

And then, still the only one naked, still
sitting across Craig’s lap, he leaned in against her and said.
“Tell Barb what you love.”

It was simply too embarrassing, too
humiliating, and Regan’s tongue froze as Barb smirked at her.

She gasped as Craig pinched her nipple.

“Tell Barb what you love,” he chided.

She shook her head anxiously and he pinched
her nipple harder.

“Oww!”

“Tell Barb what you love, little slut.”

She blushed fiercely, squirming and moaning
as he pinched both nipples, the pain mounting. Finally it was too
much and she had to make it stop.

“I love to suck cock!” she cried.

“Again.”

“I love to suck cock.”

“And what does that make you?”

Regan dropped her eyes. “A cock sucker,” she
said.

“What else?”

Defeated, she said she loved to be fucked,
loved to take it up the ass, loved to gang bang, loved to lick
balls, and was Craig’s bitch, his slut, his whore.

“Bet you’d love to lick Barb’s pussy too,”
Craig said.

She recoiled in denial.

“Say it.”

She shook her head and jeers fell around
them.

“You want to make me look bad?”

She shook her head, and he flipped her onto
her belly, then slapped his hand down on her buttocks with stinging
force.

“Say it.”

“No!”

His hand cracked down again, once, twice,
then six times hard, each blow sending a terrible sharp pain
rippling through her body as she squirmed and cried out.

“Say it.”

“Craig!” she whined.

Another dozen hard spanks made her eyes fill
with tears and her bottom burn.

“Say it, slut.”

And finally, she had.

She was not surprised when the woman pulled
off her jeans, and spread her legs, or when Craig lifted her off
him and dragged her over in front of the woman. Barb took her hair
and yanked her face in close as Craig invited the other newcomer,
presumably Barb’s boyfriend, to “do her”.

The man knelt behind her, fingering her
pussy, and Barb rubbed her face against her naked sex.

“Lick me, baby slut. Lick Barbie’s pussy,
“the woman sneered.

Regan wanted absolutely no part of licking
anything on the woman, but sharp, painful pulls on her hair finally
brought her tear-covered face in hard against the woman’s sex and
made her tongue push out against it.

Meanwhile the other man was fucking her hard
from behind.

The screen door banged, and there were more
strange voices calling out from the other room.

* * *

Claire gasped again and again as Jimmy’s hips
slammed down against her upraised buttocks. He was hurting her, but
she didn’t care. If anything, the pain seemed to add to the heat
that had her pussy almost glowing.

She was on the sofa, naked now, jammed down
into a ball in the corner, her head pushed forward by the back of
the chair, her knees jammed against the seat back above her head.
Jimmy was fucking her, fucking her the way she used to love being
fucked, the way Jason would probably be horrified to even think
about. His big cock was drilling her as his hips rose and fell like
a blur, cracking down against her buttocks as she grunted and
gasped and moaned in pleasure and pain.

She was going to come, and it was going to be
massive!

He stopped suddenly, his face red as he
looked down at her, sweating, panting himself. He backed off and
she moaned as her legs unfolded.

“Jimmy!” she whined.

She felt only a little panicky. She was
almost sure he hadn’t come.

“Come here, baby. I want you to see
something.”

He dragged her roughly to her feet and over
to the TV, where both of them dropped to their knees. He turned it
on, and after a moment a tape began to play. She gasped as she saw
herself. It was an old tape. She was no older than her girls. And
she was naked, and, she thought, stoned, very stoned.

“I don’t fucking believe you have this on
tape.”

“Arnie had a video camera he loved to play
with. How could you forget that?” he grinned.

“God!”

“It was your initiation,” he said. “You got
to pull the chain.”

She remembered it very well, despite being
stoned. It had been too wild, too frightening, too exciting, too
humiliating, too thrilling to ever forget. And now she watched
herself, a wild-eyed, glassy eyed young girl surrounded by two
dozen large men, all of them fighting to stick their cocks into any
orifice which wasn’t occupied.

“It wasn’t a train, it was a train wreck,”
she said.

He chuckled. “Yeah, some of the guys were too
impatient to wait in line.”

His hand slid between her legs as she
watched, as she was consumed with memories. Then the scene abruptly
shifted. Now it was in a club, in a video taken from the floor. She
was on stage, stripping. She bit her lip and turned her eyes on
him, glaring.

He grinned, and they watched as she danced
and stripped, as she crawled naked across the stage. The scene
changed again. She was doing a lap dance, naked, grinding herself
into some fat biker’s lap as his hands kneaded her buttocks and he
sucked on her breast.

“How much does hubby know about what you used
to do?”

She felt a prickling of anger and fear. “Not
that much.”

He nodded.

“Are you threatening me?” she demanded.

“Course not. We don’t threaten people. You
know that.”

“Uh huh, and so why are you showing me
this?”

“Well, we’ve got a deal with a video company.
They’re always looking for new amateur stuff, real stuff, you know,
stuff that isn’t faked by plastic looking models.”

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” she
demanded.

“We could make some good money off these
kinds of scenes.”

“Fuck you!”

“Most likely nobody you know would see them
anyway.”

“You’re not putting out a video tape of
me!”

He laughed, and put his arms around her. She
tried to slap him off and he twisted her around, pinning her arms
together at the elbows with one big hand.

“Come on, baby. You’re a hot, fucking chick.
Think of all those guys at home who’d watch you and jerk off.”

“Fuck you!”

The office door opened and two men walked in.
She recognized on, vaguely, as a member of the old gang. The other
was much younger and she didn’t know him. Both were large, brawny
men, and they grinned at her as she struggled in Jimmy’s grip.

“Meet Claire, the new star of our porn
venture,” Jimmy said.

“Fuck you guys!” she gasped, struggling
helplessly.

Jimmy pulled back on her hair and she gasped
in pain, then he pushed her to her knees, dropping to one knee
behind her, still pinning her elbows together with one hand.

“Long time no suck, Claire,” the older man
said, his zipper coming down as he stepped forward.

“This bitch gives fine blow jobs,” he said to
the younger one as he pushed his cock against her face.

“Be a good girl, Claire,” Jimmy said. “You
know what happens to bad girls around here.”

Resigned, Claire took him into her mouth. She
did indeed know that she had no choice, and as the man’s cock began
to harden she began to suck and work her tongue around the head.
She felt Jimmy’s hand sliding down her belly, his fingers rubbing
steadily at her pussy while she sucked, and she moaned around the
cock in her mouth as her pussy began to steam again.

“Don’t worry, Claire, baby, those tapes
aren’t what we want to put out anyway. They’re good, but the
quality of the video ain’t up to par for what they want these days.
It’s all digital now, you know.”

Two fingers curled up and slid inside her,
then began to curve back and forth, up and down, stroking across
her clit as they pushed in and out of her tight, moist sex. The
other man, his name was Earl, she recalled, took control of her
hair, bunching it up around her head as he began to thrust into her
mouth.

He jammed her face into his groin, sighing in
pleasure as he ground her face against him, his cock filling her
throat. Claire gurgled weakly, her mind swimming in heat,
confusion, and some indignation. It had been a long time since
something like this had happened. She thought she’d grown out of
the masochistic pleasure she had once taken in being used, but now,
with two men using her at once, with another looking on, she felt a
hotly swelling excitement making her hips grind back against
Jimmy’s groin.

He laughed and she felt his cock pushing
against her anal opening. It pushed in hard, and she moaned in
pain, spreading her knees, pushing back, gasping as his cock slid
up inside her.

“You always loved it up the ass, you hot
little slut,” he said.

“Every guy in the club fucked her tight
little ass,” Earl said. “She’d go around begging for it.”

Her body shook to his hard thrusts and her
hips ground wildly down against his cock and his fingers as Claire
swallowed the cock pumping in and out of her throat. She felt the
hot, hazy sexual steam engulfing her tightening its grip on her
body and mind, and gave herself to the heat, her mind floating as
she let the men use her.

Earl pulled out, and Jimmy gripped her hair,
forcing her head back painfully, her back bowed as he continued to
thrust up into her ass. And she let out a long, undulated cry of
pleasure and bliss as the orgasm took her.

Earl was naked now, and kneeling in front of
her. As she sagged weakly, her head falling back, Jimmy pushed her
forward so she straddled Earl’s knees and his big hands squeezed
her buttocks, half lifting her up so she was straddling him,
sinking her down on his stiff cock.

She felt her wrists wrapped in – something,
then a collar was slid around her throat and buckled behind her.
Her wrists were lifted up behind her and fixed in place to the back
of the collar somehow, and Earl rode her up and down on his cock as
Claire shuddered and moaned in delight.

The younger man was stripping too, and soon
he was behind her, pushing himself up into her ass.

The two men crushed her slender body between
them as Claire felt anew the sensation of having two big pricks in
her belly. It had been decades since the last time, and she found
that the sensation was just as glorious as ever.

God! Talk about reliving your youth, she
thought dazedly.

Bondage slut! They’d called her that once.
How had she forgotten the wild, dark heat of being helpless and
submitting to big, powerful men?

She was intoxicated with the sexual fever
which was soon sweeping through her mind and body, her eyes slitted
as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her veins.

She was barely aware of anything but her own
pleasure, the hard cocks inside her, and the hard bodies squeezing
her between them. When they stopped, her eyes fluttered dazedly as
she gulped in air.

“Wha – what - ?”

She was pulled roughly to her feet and
marched staggering out of the room and up the hall. Sweating,
panting, her pussy still throbbing, she had no idea what they
intended until they led her into the dark stone room, undid her
wrists from her collar, and led them up and out above her, fixing
them to chains hanging from the ceiling.

“Oh God!’ she whispered, the words too low
for anyone to hear.

She knew what they intended. It had been a
very long time indeed for this. She’d experienced a reminder from
Craig, but that was just an appetizer. She swayed weakly and then
groaned as they pulled her legs apart, too far apart to reach the
floor now, so that she was hanging by her wrists. Her legs were
fitted with studded leather restraints like the ones around her
wrists, and locked open with chains.

Jimmy donned a hood, and picked up the long,
single-tailed whip as he moved up to her. He let the handle slide
between her breasts, then down between her legs. Clair moaned as it
pushed up into her sex and pumped in and out.

“Like old times, Claire,” he whispered.

Then he crushed his lips to hers, his hand
behind her head as he pumped the handle of the whip up and down
inside her.

Fear gripped her as he moved back. But she’d
always felt fear – before. The pain was always intense – at first.
She gulped in ragged breaths of air as she stared up above her at
the chains holding her wrists, then down at her feet, her toes
quivering just above the floor.

The whip snapped around her belly and she
screamed, the pain sharp, biting, her body jerking in its bonds.
Jimmy sent the whip slicing through the air gain, and it cracked
loudly as it struck her back. Again Claire screamed, back arching,
body straining against the restraints, hair flying wildly.

God, it hurt! She didn’t remember the pain
being so bad!

Crack!

The whip cut across her shoulders and she
screamed at the burning heat.

Crack!

The whip sliced across her lower back, and
again she arched her back violently.

Crack! The blow cut into her buttocks,
sending her hips bucking forward.

“Please!” she gasped, dazed, wild-eyed,
breathless.

Crack!

The whip cut across her back again, and then
again, and then again, as Claire writhed and screamed and twisted,
the sweat now streaming down her body as she sobbed weakly at the
intensity of the pain and heat.

But her endorphins were running riot, now,
and the heat had risen about as far as it could. The next blow
struck her, and the sharpness of the pain was blunted by the hot
throbbing ache which was already there. The next blow, and the next
made her cry out and twist and writhe, but again, the pain was
duller, her mind starting to float on the dark masochistic
excitement.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow sent her body twisting and jerking
and writhing, and drew a shuddering cry of pain from her mind, but
the heat wasn’t all pain. Her sexual fever was resurfacing,

Another man moved forward, masked, hooded,
and began to rub a large, silver vibrator against her sex. She
writhed and twisted, sobbing in feverish heat.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He grinned and thrust it up inside her –
hard, grinding the heel of his palm against the base to try to
force every last inch inside her. And then he was attaching a
stiff, short little piece of steel to the base, brushing aside the
hood over her clit and.

She screamed as the clip bit into her
clitoris, her legs straining violently against the chains holding
them open. The pain was sharp and intense, but soon it too began to
fade into a dull ache. The buzzing vibrator was held tightly in
place, though it was so thick it would have been unlikely to have
slipped free in any event. And the buzzing vibrations were
transmitted directly to her clitoris by the clip.

The whip curled around her belly, then sliced
into her ribs and curled up to bite at her left breast.

The world turned over and she was swept over
a hot, rushing orgasmic fall, screaming and twisting and writhing
even as the whip sliced into her other breast. The pain was intense
– and glorious, and her fever had become nearly uncontrollable.

The whip curled around her ribs again and
again to slice into the soft flesh of her breasts, then downward
across her abdomen to snap and bite at her pussy. Claire screamed
and sobbed and twisted in her bonds as she climaxed again and
again, mad with pain, nearly frenzied with the all-consuming sexual
passion.

Across from her, two men moved slowly from
side to side, digital video cameras held up, recording her
uncontrollable passion.
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Claire hesitated, then hit the return button.
There was simply nothing, at this point, she could do. She could
not refuse whatever the gang wanted. They could ruin her too
easily. What she’d already done for them would probably get her
charged. And of course, the videos they’d taken – those would get
her divorced and fired in a split second.

Well, her job wasn’t the most exciting
anyway, she thought, and neither was Jason, though perhaps she
could reform him somewhat. When she’d left the gang she had
deliberately turned her back on the wild life, and then let Jason
tame her further. But now she was recalling just how hot and
thrilling that life was, and she had a strong enough will to want
to change things between she and her husband.

But if he saw those recordings she wouldn’t
have a husband. He might possibly excuse her for what had happened
twenty years ago, but not what had happened last week.

Fortunately, Jimmy was an artist with his
whip, and while it had left welts it had not once broken the skin.
Already the welts were mostly gone, and except in bright light
would be undetectable. That was good, because she’d had a hard time
putting off Jason with only blow jobs. Her little lap dance had
struck something in him, and he wanted more.

She shook her head at the irony of it. Just
as he’d started to shake him out of his steady, boring, sexual
routine she had to put him off because she had no way of explaining
the whip marks on her body.

She took the CD and slipped it into her
purse. She had no idea what the gang wanted with all this
information, and didn’t care. There were a thousand ways they could
make use of health and credit reports – which contained social
insurance numbers, credit information, addresses, and other
personal information.

What she had to do was make sure those damned
videos never surfaced where Jason could find them.

Tonight she was going to see just how much
more interest she could raise in him about the dark side of sex.
She’d already bought her outfit, a kinky PVC leather thing, and
planned to confront him in it. If that didn’t turn him on to the
possibilities nothing would.

She locked the office and went downstairs,
then got into her car. She drove only a block before stopping. A
man got in the passenger seat, and she drove around the block and
into a parking lot, then handed him the CD. He smiled as he took
it, turning it over in his hand. He was much younger than the guys
she had ran with, barely into his twenties, but he had that look
she had come to know.

“Nice,” he said, examining her.

“That’s all the information Jimmy asked for,”
Claire said.

“That’s good. We like to keep Jimmy happy,”
he replied.

His hand slid over her chest as he spoke,
then into her blazer to squeeze her breast through her thin blouse.
“I hear you can suck a golf ball through a straw.”

“I’ve never tried,” she said.

He grinned an unzipped, then pulled on her
hair. Claire didn’t resist as she was pulled over, her face jammed
down, her mouth opening to slide over his cock. He hardened
quickly, and her expert tongue and talented throat brought him off
almost as fast. Soon she was wiping her mouth and driving away,
thinking of Jason, and how to get more control back in her life
while losing it in her bedroom.

Fortunately, Regan had called again to say
she wouldn’t be home that night. That gave her a lot of
options.

It was the third day running Regan had left a
message on the machine rather than speaking to her. She claimed to
be staying with a girlfriend, but Claire had her doubts. It didn’t
really matter, though, she supposed. The girl was an adult, and
considering what Claire herself had been doing at that age she
could hardly criticize her daughter, no matter what she did. If the
girl was having a wild time, well, good for her.

When she got home she showered, then examined
herself carefully in the big bedroom mirrors, looking for signs of
Jimmy’s whip she’d have to explain to Jason. The only ones, really,
were in the center of her back, around waist height. The outfit
she’d bought should hide them nicely.

Thigh-high leather boots with six inch heels
started the ensemble. A leather thong which, though it didn’t show,
had an attached dildo that pushed deep into her pussy made her
hunger rise.

Shoulder length leather gloves went on
smoothly, and then she fitted studded leather restraints around her
wrists and ankles, and a studded leather collar around her
throat.

The halter she wore was six inches wide and
circled her lower chest. It pushed up against her breasts from
beneath without hiding them at all. Leather straps curled up around
the outside of her breasts, squeezing them in together as they then
crossed her chest before going over her shoulders. Another strap
crossed her chest at the top of her breasts, pressing them
down.

She brushed her hair out nicely, her eyes
checking the clock, her ear listening for the sound of Jason’s
SUV.

She did her makeup, then fitted the leather
ring into her mouth and buckled the strap behind her head. The
penis head gag slid through the ring and snapped into place at the
sides. She looked out the window and saw Jason’s car coming, and
hurried downstairs. She knelt awkwardly, the boots stiff, then with
her hands behind her back, fumbled at the clip on the restraints –
though she had practiced several times, and managed to snap it in
place, locking her wrists in place.

She stared at the door, waiting, heart
pounding. What if he thought this was sick, disgusting? What if he
simply unchained her and told her to stop acting like a
pervert?

The door opened, and her eyes widened.
Jason’s face was bruised, his lip swollen, his eye blackening, and
his shirt was torn. She stared in astonishment as he walked over to
her, glowering angrily, his jaw set in a look she’d rarely
seen.

He stared down at her, breathing hard,
clearly trying to control his anger, and Claire felt her mind
spinning, wondering what had set him off, what he was thinking,
what was wrong.

“I have to admit, Claire, that you certainly
look hot,” he said, his voice tightly controlled. “You should have
told me you got off on this kind of thing. I shouldn’t have had to
see it on video.”

Claire’s heart skipped a beat as she stared
at him.

“That’s right, baby. I’ve been at your friend
Jimmy’s place watching videos. I never would have imagined that
you’d get off more on a cock up the ass than my tongue on your
clit!’

Claire cringed, her wrists pulling against
the restraints behind her, her knees sliding back together.

He slapped her face and her head rocked to
the side.

“Does that get you off?” he demanded.

He slapped her face again, with the other
hand.

“Is that what makes you hot?”

He grasped her hair and yanked up. Claire
screamed, lurching to her feet as he pulled her backwards across
the floor, her high heels tapping rapidly on the tiles. He flung
her across the dinning room table and then slid his belt out of his
trousers.

“I’m going to give you a real thrill, you
filthy little slut!”

The belt cracked down across her bottom and
Claire screamed. Jason swung his arm again and again and again, so
rapidly she hardly had time to scream from one blow to the next as
his belt slashed furiously across her bottom.

He cursed, then and yanked back on her hair,
pulling her to the floor. He undid the catch at the side of her
mouth and pulled the penis gag free. He laughed to see the ring
left behind. “Perfect,” he said.

He unzipped, and she saw, to her surprise,
that he was hard. Had Jason gotten hard whipping her throbbing,
burning ass?

He thrust himself into her mouth and,
gripping her hair, yanked her forward, ramming himself down her
throat with painful force.

“Yeah. Swallow my fucking cock, you little
whore!” he snarled as he rammed himself into her mouth and throat
again and again.

He pulled out, gasping, wild-eyed, then
yanked her to her feet, turning and slamming her, belly-down across
the table again. His fingers fumbled at the thong and undid it, and
he laughed again as he discovered the dildo buried in her pussy. “I
guess you’re all ready for me, slut,” he said.

He rammed himself into her pussy – hard,
pounding against her as he thrust the dildo part of the thong into
her ass, twisting and pumping it.

“If this is what you want this is what you’re
going to get, Claire. Don’t think I’m too weak to do it,
either!”

He pulled the dildo out of her ass and thrust
his cock home instead. Claire squealed and he grunted in pleasure.
“Jimmy was right. You do have a tight little ass,” he said.

He spent himself there, then collapsed atop
her, panting for breath. Beneath him, Claire sobbed weakly, her
bottom still stinging and hot, her insides raw and aching.

He eased back, then gripped her hair,
somewhat less roughly, lifting her up off the table, then pulling
her down onto her knees.

“Kneel there, “he ordered.

He sat down as she knelt, both of them
panting for breath.

“Jimmy,” he said, panting. “Won’t be coming
around here any more.”

Claire stared at him, chest heaving.

“After he gets his broken collar bone fixed,”
he said. “He’ll be content with the other sluts he’s got in his
little group.”

“You – but - .”

He snorted dryly. “You thought he’d beat the
crap out of me? Guess again, Claire. All those Karate lessons
didn’t go for nothing.”

“But - but he’s dangerous!”

“He’s a businessman. And I’m an accountant.
After I found out about you I decided to find out more about his
business. Guess what? I’ve got enough information on his tax
evasion to get him locked up by the feds for twenty years, and he’s
not about to risk that for you, not when he can get some other slut
to suck his cock.”

She blushed darkly.

“Although I must admit, you are certainly
very, very good at that.”

She dropped her eyes miserably.

“I had no idea what kind of a wild life you’d
led in your youth,” he said. “No, that’s wrong. I knew you’d been
wild, just… not how wild.”

He stood up and paced back and forth.

“I have to admit that I led a boring youth,
and a fairly boring life, except for you,” he said. “I was always
jealous of guys like Jimmy. I guess you had a pretty hot time
too.”

He moved back to her, and combined his
fingers through her hair. “I guess I’m not the only one starting to
wonder if there’s going to be any more excitement before I become
old and gray.”

“I-I didn’t want to - .” she gasped.

“But he blackmailed you. Maybe, but he didn’t
blackmail you into coming, and you came like as wild a whore as
I’ve ever seen.”

She dropped her eyes again.

“But you’re my whore, and if anyone is going
to whip your ass it’s going to be me.”

She raised her eyes again, blinking in
surprise.

“I think I like the outfit,” he said. “I
think you’ll be wearing it a lot more often now, or wearing nothing
at all. Except maybe those cute little leather handcuffs and the
collar. I like that.”

He pulled the chair over and sat down,
staring at her.

“Show me what I’ve been missing, Claire. Show
me what it’s like having a bondage slut at my feet.”

Claire felt a quickening hope, then a
determination. She would show him, all right.

She fell forward onto her belly and writhed
slowly at his feet. Her tongue licked out at his shoes and she
moaned softly, slowly, wriggling closer, licking her way up his
foot, then up his legs to his groin. She licked at his cock and
balls, and felt them twitch and tremble, then begin to stiffen.

“Please may I suck your cock, Jason?” she
asked in a meek voice. “Can your nasty little slut suck her man’s
cock for him?”

“That will do, for a start,” he said.

* * *

“Take your panties off, you filthy little
slut.”

Biting her lower lip, Regan obeyed. She was
only a little high, and so she knew very well what was going on,
what was happening. It aroused her, and hot little butterflies were
sweeping around in her lower belly as she bent and slid the white
panties down from beneath her schoolgirl kilt, then stepped out of
them.

Her hair was pulled into a pair of pigtails
and she wore a schoolgirl outfit as she faced the desk. The man
behind the desk was twice her age, and twice her size. He looked
sneeringly at her as she swallowed nervously.

She didn’t want to do this. Or rather, the
idea excited her, but fear of someone she knew seeing the video
made her anxious and uncertain. But she didn’t know how to say no
to Craig. She didn’t think she even could say no to Craig.

“Bend over the desk, slut.”

She bent over, and gasped as he seized her
wrists, pulling them to the other side of the desk, then opened a
drawer, took out a leather strap, and bound her wrists in place. He
moved behind her and raised her short kilt, an she knew the guy
with the video camera would be zooming in on her shaven pussy.

She felt something slide between her thighs
and knew it was the cane, moaning as it sawed back and forth across
her pussy, grinding within the mouth of her sex.

“This is going to be quite painful, Miss
Smith,” he said. “But I am not a heartless man. I will do what I
can to ease the pain for you.

Regan moaned, knowing what the next touch
was, as he slowly worked the big dildo into her pussy, thrusting it
deep, so deep it was almost embedded in her. Then came the second
dildo, twisted and pushed deep into her ass.

A sharp slap to her bottom.

“Keep your legs straight and apart, slut,” he
barked.

Regan obeyed, gasping weakly.

Then the cane whistled through the air and
sliced down across her buttocks. She screamed, pulling against the
strap holding her wrists, her legs jerking violently back, kicking
and jerking.

“I said to keep your legs straight and wide,
slut,” he growled. “Since you can’t even do that I shall have to
help you.

Regan felt her ankles tied apart, then the
caning began in earnest. She screamed and cried, tears spilling out
of her eyes and down her face as the cane sliced into the soft
flesh of her bottom again and again and again.

It was not a real cane, exactly. That would
have left marks which would be noticed when she went on stage that
night at the club. And her perfect skin was one of her main selling
points as she writhed and twisted on the stage under the
lights.

But it stung – badly, and her body jerked to
every blow even as the heat spread and enveloped her bottom,
beginning, finally, to dull the sharpness of the following
blows.

Another pair of “teachers” came in, and they
discussed how loud she was being, and how naughty little girls
needed to be disciplined. One of them fucked her, hard, and the
other sodomized her as the first man thrust himself down her
throat.

Then she was stripped naked and her wrists
bound behind her back. The three men took turns driving their cocks
down her throat, twisting her head first this way, then that way,
and finally spilling their semen over her face at approximately the
same time.

She didn’t remember ever actually agreeing to
do these videos. For that matter, she didn’t remember ever actually
agreeing to anything Craig or his friends did to her. But it often
felt incredibly hot and thrilling, even if it was embarrassing, and
she could not deny the excitement and passion she had felt since
he’d first taken her in the field that day.

It had all just sort of crept up on her. The
little dancing, first for him, then his video camera, then a couple
of his friends, and then had come the fake masturbation, then the
dildos, and well, it seemed pointless to try and argue when he
already had such nasty videos of her.

And dancing in the club was a wild trip! All
those men whistling and staring and shouting and offering her
money! They all wanted her so bad! And it was the height of
excitement to give them lap dances and try to make them come in
their pants, knowing they couldn’t touch her or the bikers who ran
the club would throw them out.

Oh the lust in their eyes!

And if they only knew the sweet little
schoolgirl dancer had already been tied up and gang banged several
times by a dozen or more men at a time.

God, this was her? This was boring little
Regan Foster?! Who would possibly believe it!?

She could hardly believe it herself. One
thing had led to another, as she had gone deeper and deeper into
the hot, wild, nasty heat of Craig’s sexual games, and now she was
doing things she would hardly have believed possible before she had
met him.

“Oh Jesus!” she gasped, her voice breaking as
his big cock rammed deep into her ass.

“That’s it, Jones, ram your cock up the
little slut’s ass!” one of the other men said.

And he did, drawing back until only the head
of his long, fat cock was held within the taut mouth of her rectum,
then ramming forward, spearing himself deep into her belly, his
hips slamming painfully against her buttocks as he forced himself
in to the balls.

“That’s what I’d like to do with all the
teenage sluts in my class,” the man said behind her.

The entire desk shook as the man hammered
himself against her, and Regan shuddered and moaned and gulped in
air as his big cock impaled her again and again.

Then he halted and she heard him grunt in
pleasure, then felt his silvery seed spilling over her buttocks and
lower back.

“Okay. Done,” a voice called.

She was untied and stood up wearily, rubbing
her sore bottom.

“That wasn’t so bad, now was it?” Craig
grinned from the corner. “Not much worse than the spanking
ones.”

“It hurt more,” she protested, rubbing her
bottom.

“There’ll come a time you’ll complain if it
doesn’t hurt, he said. “Once we’ve turned you into a proper little
bondage slut.”

“Craig - .” she began.

He put his finger against her lips, and Regan
knew to stop talking.

He had her change, and she put on the leather
pants and halter, then joined him on the back of his Harley. She
felt hot and sexy and sleek as they sped down the road, her hair
flying in the wind. Then they were back at the club. It was closed,
but that didn’t mean it was empty. A dozen gang members and a few
of their women sat around drinking and smoking at the tables.

As usual, Regan had to strip naked. Craig
wanted her to get used to being naked, so she wouldn’t blush all
the time. Still, she blushed, for she was the only one there
without clothes. And Craig made it worse by clipping a chain to her
nipple rings which pulled them down to the ring in her clit hood.
That drew the clit hood up and exposed her clit.

Not only did it make her hot, but people were
always tugging on the chain so that her nipples or clit ached.

She served drinks and hung around, at Craig’s
orders. Her feet were bare, and the floor sticky and hands cupped
and squeezed her buttocks, slid in between her thighs to squeeze
her pussy, and groped her breasts as she moved around. For Craig
had let them all know she was free for the gang’s use, their slut,
their bitch, their whore.

“C’mere, baby. Gimmie a suck,” one of the
bikers called as she passed his table.

She bent over at the waist, not wanting to
kneel on the filthy floor, and as he pulled on her hair her lips
slid over his cock and it pushed up into her throat. She closed her
lips and sucked, licking. She felt a hand caressing her ass, then
fingers spreading her pussy lips and sliding inside. She bobbed up
and down on his cock, sucking as he fondled her breasts, moaning as
he began to tug on the chain instead of her hair, using it to pull
her up and down.

He came in her mouth and pushed her away with
a laugh. Coughing, she stood up and made her way back to the
bar.

As she placed a pair of large mugs of beer on
a table Barb, sitting there with another, much older woman, grasped
the chain and pulled her gently forward. It still hurt, but Regan
had learned not to resist the woman, and gasped and moaned as she
pushed her pussy forward and let the woman mouth and suck on
it.

She still had no real thing for women, but
she’d been used by the gang’s women enough now to not be revolted
any more. In fact, with Craig and the other men watching, and the
woman’s tongue flicking across her aching, swollen clit, she
started to feel her legs going rubbery as her breath quickened.

She couldn’t help herself.

The gang were often like wild animals in that
they sensed weakness and jumped on it wherever they found it. Soon
the moaning, wriggling girl was laying back across one of the
narrow round tables, legs and wrists pulled down and in beneath,
tied in place, her body exposed and helpless, back bowed
sharply.

Barb had a small wooden ruler, and she used
it to slap Regan’s exposed clit with sharp little spanks, making
her cry out and writhe and buck with pain. Then she’d tongue and
suck her until she cried out and writhed in pleasure, then use the
ruler again, until the hapless teenager could hardly tell the
difference.

When she came, thrashing madly, it was to the
harsh, rapid slaps of the ruler across her clit and two other women
sucking and biting at her nipples.

The news that Regan had gotten a job as a
secretary in a small, typewriter repair store and was moving out
came as a bit of a surprise. Neither of her parents were
particularly upset, however. Absorbed with the way their
relationship had changed, both saw it as an opportunity to take
their role playing to an even higher level.

It was hard for Jason to spank or even strap
her for fear Regan would hear the sounds through the walls, after
all, and still more difficult to do anything really kinky that
would take time. Of course, the girl was rarely home nowadays, but
there was still that risk.

With Regan moving out Claire would be able to
play the role she longed to, that of a slave wife. She would remain
naked and chained at all times when not at work, Jason had informed
her. And the idea of that was too exciting for words. Already he
was talking about perhaps inviting someone over to use her while he
watched, though no one from the old gang.

Claire had her suspicions however, and that
led her to follow Regan one day. She felt a sinking feeling in her
stomach when she watched the girl drive her new car into the
parking lot of a strip club and then disappear inside. She sat
watching for over an hour, trying to decide what to do.

Jason had been very lucky in confronting
Jimmy and the gang. They’d already gotten pretty much everything
they wanted from her, and Jason had been smart enough to tell them
he’d made sure that if anything happened to him the evidence he’d
gathered would wind up with the IRS.

Killing him was simply more trouble than it
was worth to the gang, and though they were probably very miffed,
well, business was business. But if Jason found out about Regan and
went after them again, well, it was unlikely he’d survive the
outcome.

Finally, pulling on dark glasses, she got out
of the car and made her way into the club. It was dark, very dark,
as they all were, and she was able to go mostly unnoticed as she
sat at a back table.

And there was Regan on stage, naked. It had
been a while since she’d seen her daughter naked, and Claire felt a
bit of pride at how lovely and sexy she was, and at how much she
resembled Claire at that age.

Her daughter danced with enthusiasm. She
wasn’t as good as Claire, she thought critically, but there was a
strutting, proud cock-teasing quality in her dance. There was no
question Regan was getting off on it, that she was proud, defiant,
cocky as she showed them all what she had and dared them to do
anything about it.

Her lap dancing was pretty good, too, and
Claire thought the girl would be able to make a lot of money with
that kind of body, face and ability. It was too bad she wouldn’t
get to keep any of it. The gang would keep her money as it had kept
Claire’s.

She sighed, biting her lip, wondering what to
do. Regan had been very unhappy for some time. Now she seemed to be
having a ball. Did Claire have any right to interfere, to judge
her, given she had done the same thing, and, she admitted, enjoyed
most of it thoroughly?

Had Regan pulled the train yet? Had Craig and
Jimmy had the boys gang bang her, fucking her until she was covered
in semen and barely able to gasp for breath?

Probably.

But she didn’t seem to be terribly
traumatized over it.

She watched her daughter grinding herself
into a man’s lap, noted the sexy look in her eyes as she stared
into the man’s eyes, as her slender bottom ground rhythmically into
his groin. She arched back, and her already firm breasts went taut
against her chest, the nipple rings 9and when had she gotten
those?) glistening in the overhead light.

Then she swept in again, her tongue wagging
at the man as her hips ground faster and faster.

Claire found herself shaking her head in
disapproval. She was going to make him come, and it would be far
better for her to go easy, stretch it out, make him put one bill
after another onto the table. That was how you plucked the chickens
and left them to go home with hardly a bill left in their
wallets.

She almost laughed at the thought of telling
her, of teaching her daughter how to lap dance properly, how to get
the guy so hot, how to tease him so much, that he couldn’t bear to
see the dance end, and fumbled to thrust more money at her.

But maybe it was time for Regan to live her
own life, to do what she wanted, no matter what. Claire stood up
and walked out of the club. She had a new life ahead. And so did
Regan. They would both be bondage sluts.

Maybe it ran in the family.

She hoped Regan enjoyed it as much as she
did, as much as she intended to enjoy it again.
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 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



